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Volume 1: Undercover in Bondage

The Assignment

“Please come in and take a seat, Officer Patterson,” Chief Andrews said, waving me in without looking up.

I took the seat with more than a little trepidation; being called into the boss’ office wasn’t usually a good thing, even though I hadn’t done anything lately to warrant my nervousness other than complain how I wanted out of vice.  While I liked busting the scum of the streets, and it was definitely a job that needed doing, I felt I could do a lot more as a detective.

“Matisse tells me you’ve been whining again about joining him in the bullpen,” he said, after letting me stew for several minutes.

“I haven’t been whining, sir,” I blurted.  “I just know I can be a real asset to the team, and I want to do my part.”

The look he gave me over his glasses made me squirm and turn red.  Okay… so maybe I’d whined a little… like every day for the last two weeks or so, but I knew I’d make a stellar detective if they’d give me a chance to prove myself.

“While I don’t usually give in to whining, bitching, and moaning, I have a case on my desk that I don’t feel comfortable posting on the assignment board.  I need a volunteer, and you might be suitable.”

“I’m in,” I instantly replied.

“Don’t be so quick to jump,” he chuckled.  “This is going to be a long, dirty, dangerous assignment, and I can guarantee it’ll make your work in vice look like crosswalk duty at the local kindergarten.  It has to do with the disappearance of several women over the last few months, and I suspect it’s the work of some absolutely ruthless sex traffickers.”

“It doesn’t sound much different from a typical night on the corner, other than I’d be going after bigger fish,” I shrugged.

“What do you know about the BDSM scene?”

“What… you mean bondage, whipping, slave and master kind of stuff?  I usually put my handcuffs on the johns, not the other way around.”

“If you wish to fit in with this crowd, then the shoe will be on the other foot… or should I say the cuff on the other wrist,” he quipped.  “The johns you’ll be dealing with will make your usual modus operandi useless, and things will also go a lot further sexually than you might be comfortable with, which is why I need someone to take this case voluntarily.”

“If I want to fit in at the zoo, I better look and act like a monkey, is that it?”

“In a nutshell, yes,” he sighed.  “The deeper you immerse yourself in the role, the better the chances of catching the scumbags, but it won’t be easy.  We’re talking serious BDSM here.  It means you’ll be completely dependent on backup to save your ass if and when the shit hits the fan, plus there’s no way of backing out in the middle of the night if things start getting rough.  You need to think long and hard before accepting this assignment and go into it with both eyes wide open.”

“Can you give me a real life example or two of what ‘serious BDSM’ entails?”

“Okay… how about being ordered to strip completely naked in front of a room full of strangers, and then having almost every freedom of movement taken away.  Your arms are tied to a rope above you, and your legs are spread wide and tied to rings in the floor, making it impossible to hide your most intimate spot.  You’re completely exposed and helpless.

“You can’t shout for help because you have a gag in your mouth… perhaps even an open ring gag in case one of them wants a blowjob later.  Then again, since you’ll be tied up and helpless to resist, he may want to simply grab your hair and make you choke on his dick while he face fucks you, and one of his friends paddles your ass.”

I was pretty sure I was supposed to be feeling appalled, disgusted and repulsed, not flushed and confused.  He’d painted such a clear picture, I easily imagined myself in the situation he described, and I couldn’t help wondering what it might really be like.  Actually, I needed to give my head a shake and pay attention.

“Your only safety net will be the backup listening in and waiting outside, but if they have to come in for anything other than a life or death situation… or to take down the ring, the entire operation will be a bust.  It’ll be extremely unpleasant most of the time, and even painful at others, but this is the only way we think this can work.”

“We?”

“I have a trustworthy contact in the BDSM scene.  He’s providing intel on what’s going on. He’s your ticket into their world if you can pass his test.”

“Test?”

“He’s willing to help us as much as he can, but only if we don’t let it be known he’s working with us.  Before he agrees to bring someone in, he wants to test them… you… to make sure you’ll fit in.  If you blow it, you could easily get him killed.”

This was starting to sound like either something from a spy movie, or a practical joke.  If I was hearing this from Lieutenant Matisse I’d know for sure it was a bad joke, but from Chief Andrews?  This had to be real, and it had to be some serious shit.

“Can I meet this guy before I decide one way or another?” I asked.

“Most definitely,” he agreed.  “To be honest, if you would’ve agreed right here and now, I don’t think I would’ve gone any further with this ludicrous plan.  At the risk of sounding like a broken record, this will be the dirtiest, most dangerous assignment in the history of modern law enforcement.”

In addition to having no sense of humor, Chief Andrews wasn’t prone to exaggeration.  He was certainly making me think twice about this, but on the other hand, it was a job that could make a real
 difference… plus it was a guaranteed way out of vice and into the bullpen.

“All right,” I began, taking a deep breath.  “Set it up and let me know the when, where, and who.”

“If you’re agreeable, the when is now, the where is a limousine waiting around the north corner, and you’ll find out the who at your destination.  After your interview, you’ll have until tomorrow evening to decide if you’re in or out.”

I was getting mixed signals from the Chief.  He kept telling me to take it slow and think about it carefully, yet here he was rushing me immediately into the thick of things.  I left his office in a bit of a daze, but by the time I got to the lobby downstairs, I’d made up my mind.

I’d never have a better chance to make detective, so I’d be a fool not to at least meet with the guy and hear what he had to say.  I could always say no and wait for another opportunity… most likely sometime in the far distant future.  Yeah.

The limo was waiting by the curb where he said it’d be, and I wondered what would’ve happened if I had said no right away.  Knowing the Chief, he probably had several other candidates in mind for the job, and I was lucky he called me in first.  I was willing to put up with a lot to earn my detective shield and was determined to not let him down.

My resolve faltered momentarily when the car door opened, and a woman dressed in a skintight latex catsuit that left absolutely nothing to the imagination stepped out, but I rallied quickly and accepted her invitation to step inside.  It felt like I was stepping into the lion’s den, but I did my best to hide my discomfort.

I hoped the Chief knew what he was talking about, or I was already screwed.


Interview with the Master

I was distinctly uncomfortable sitting across from this sexy yet strangely dressed woman, but I endeavored to maintain my composure.  It wasn’t easy, since I couldn’t help but study her in order to pick out new details about her bizarre outfit.

I already mentioned how the thin, latex catsuit left nothing to the imagination, from large pierced nipples, to every fold between her legs, but there was a lot more to it than my initial observation picked up.  For one, she wore either a small corset or large girdle around her waist, which crushed her midriff down to something a wasp might envy.  I have no idea how she was able to breathe, let alone move around or sit nonchalantly.

Then there were her shoes.  I once wore four inch stilettoes to a formal gala and lasted about an hour before they felt like a medieval torture device, yet here she was wearing heels that had to be at least eight inches tall!  I’d have to cry uncle in about three and a half seconds if I tried wearing those things.

The simplest, yet most ominous in my opinion, was the narrow collar circling her neck.  It wasn’t a simple decorative choker you might find in a Goth shop or something; it was unmistakably the collar of a submissive, and a mark of her place in the BDSM scene.  This was someone’s slave.  Everything was made out of, or at least coated with the same shiny black latex that just screamed kink.

“My name is Monica, and I’m to take you to your interview with the Master,” she began, startling me out of my reverie.  “I’m not allowed to answer any questions, so don’t bother asking.”

To ensure she couldn’t say anything her Master didn’t want her to, even by accident, she took a large black ball gag from a compartment beside her seat and stuffed it into her mouth.  When the strap was buckled tight enough that I could see it indenting her cheeks, she slipped a tiny padlock through the hasp and clicked it shut.

I guess when her Master gave an order, she followed it completely.  I hoped we didn’t have far to go, or this was gonna be one long, boring, awkward trip.

It was probably less than an hour before we arrived at the back of a large warehouse, although it seemed like much longer.  We drove right inside, and only after the overhead door was safely closed did Monica move to open the door.

She led me over to an elevator that opened at our approach but put up a hand to stop me from entering.  Instead, she took a leather blindfold off a hook on the wall and held it in front of my face.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I blurted, momentarily forgetting she couldn’t speak.

I would’ve suspected something nefarious if this hadn’t been set up by Chief Andrews, and since it was obvious I wouldn’t be going any further unless I allowed her to blindfold me, I leaned forward until my face touched the padded interior.  This wasn’t a simple blindfold like the one I used when I had to sleep during the day, it was a serious piece of equipment.

Made of heavy leather with a thick, micro foam padding on the inside, it not only covered my eyes, but a good portion of my forehead, and cheeks.  A triangular cutout allowed my nose to peek out, but it was completely effective at blocking all light.  It was also buckled very
 tight and locked in place to make sure I wouldn’t be able to remove it.

With her hand on my arm, she guided me inside the elevator, and a moment later I felt it begin to rise.  I felt plush carpet beneath my feet as she guided me out of the elevator, across the room, and into a large, soft armchair.

“So, you’re who Chief Andrews selected to go undercover as a submissive?” a man’s voice asked from somewhere ahead of me.  “What makes you think you can fit in with people who live the lifestyle twenty-four seven?”

“I let your girl blindfold me, didn’t I?” I snapped, not caring for his tone.

“Oh, well how about that!  I guess you know everything and will blend in seamlessly,” he retorted.  “You’ll probably have this case cracked by tonight!”

“I don’t appreciate being mocked.”

“That’s one of the three reasons I see so far for why you’ll fail.”

“What do you mean?”

“First off, a true submissive wouldn’t take that tone with me.  You should be speaking with deference, respect, and utmost politeness.  You should also be addressing me as Sir.”

As much as I hated to admit it, he was probably right.  If a real slave talked back to a Dom, she’d most likely get her ass kicked.

“Sorry, Sir,” I replied after a moment.

“Secondly, being mocked is hardly unusual in the scene.  A lot of subs not only expect humiliation or degradation, but get off on it.  Tell me… what would you do if I ordered you to remove all your clothes and model for me?”

“I’d…”

I blushed, unable to finish the sentence.

“That’s what I thought.  I told the chief the only way this would work is if I used one of my girls, but he insisted it would be too dangerous to put a civilian in harm’s way.”

Using a Confidential Informant to gather intel was one thing, but asking them to do this was a whole different level of risk.  The chief was right; this was no job for a C.I., but that meant… shit!  With trembling fingers, I began undoing the buttons on my blouse.

I couldn’t believe I was doing this, but in far too short of time I’d shucked off my shirt, shoes, and pants, and stood in front of some complete strangers wearing nothing but my bra and panties.

“I believe I said all your clothes, and I’m unaccustomed to repeating my orders.”

Fuming, I ground my teeth together, but unhooked my bra clasp and pulled the straps off my shoulders.  I held it in place for a few seconds, but then let it fall to the floor where it was joined a moment later by my underwear.

“Put your hands behind your head and stand up straight with your feet shoulder width apart.”

I kept the vision of Matisse hanging the detective shield around my neck as I followed his instructions.  I suspected he was trying to make me balk so he could honestly tell the chief I didn’t have what it takes, but I was made of sterner stuff than he knew.

“So, did I pass your test?” I asked, after standing on display for a few moments.  “Sir,” I added.

“Test?” he laughed.  “This is just the interview to see if it’s worth my time to give you a real
 test.  Take her measure, Monica.”

His last words made me think his next plan of attack was to have his slave girl feel me up or something, but it was actually a straightforward statement.  She measured me with all the care of a master tailor, although no tailor needed to take so many measurements, in so many places.  Actually, feeling me up would’ve been quicker, easier, and less embarrassing, but I endured it without complaint.

“Check her flexibility,” he ordered next.

She guided my hands down from my head and had me clasp them behind my back.  I winced when she pushed my elbows together until they touched, and then grunted in surprised pain when she took first one arm and twisted it up into a hammerlock, and then did the same with the other.

She released them a moment later, and then helped me to lie on my chest.  This time she grabbed my right wrist and left ankle and pulled them together until I felt like a pretzel.

“Not bad,” he commented.  “With a proper workout routine, she could be one of the most flexible girls here, and fit in well with some of our shows.  If she’s not a prude, that is.  Help her up and take off her blindfold… and while you’re at it, you may remove your gag.”

The room wasn’t exceptionally bright, but it still took me a minute before I could stop squinting and take in the man who’d been trying to humiliate me.  I was surprised to find he looked like a well-dressed business man in his thirties… maybe a stockbroker.

I’d been expecting some dirty old pervert, or a weirdo wearing nothing but studded black leather and chaps, but I guess the limo should’ve been a clue.  This was a guy who had both money and power.  He was also kinda cute, but that was neither here nor there; this was an assignment, not a date.

“Take a seat, Miss Patterson,” he said, gesturing towards the couch.  He took a seat in an overstuffed armchair across from it.

What I really wanted to do was put my damn clothes back on, but I’m sure this was part of his stupid test.  I took the proffered seat and sat up straight with my chin held high in order to show him I could handle this shit.

“You lack deference and have a stubborn streak in you a mile wide, but you know how to follow orders, and that might be enough.  A new, willful submissive is much more interesting than one who’s had years of training and is bound to catch the eye of the ones we’re after.”

“We’re
 after?” I queried.  He might be the Chief’s personal C.I., but I didn’t appreciate a civilian talking about the case like it was his.

He leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms, obviously waiting for something.  Shit.

“Sir,” I added.

“Better.  Yes, the people we’re
 after, since this is something that impinges directly on my domain, and your precious police department had no clue any of it was going on.”

“Missing persons gets an average of ten to twelve new reports each and every day, Sir.  If these people are targeting girls in a society known for secrecy, and nobody reports their disappearance, there’s not much that can be done.”

“True enough, but now it’s known to you, your chief, and a handful of others, so it’s time to do something about it.”

“That’s why I’m here, Sir.  Working the streets in vice has shown me some of the worst humanity has to offer, but it sounds like this is a quantum leap worse.  Human trafficking and slavery is about as low as it gets.  No offense, Sir.”

Considering he had a slave who’d just put a tray of coffee on the table between us, my slave comment was definitely out of place, but hopefully he knew what I meant.

“While it’s true that most would consider Monica to be a slave, she chose this life willingly, and could leave anytime she likes to live a life of luxury anywhere in the world.  As a partner in my various enterprises, she’s a millionaire at least fifty times over.”

I could hardly credit his words, but he had no reason to tell me something so ludicrous, so maybe it was true.  She threw me a fleeting smile as she passed me a cup of coffee with a dash of cream, just the way I liked it.  How did she know how I liked my coffee?

“Eighty-eight million and change, as of last quarter’s report,” she commented, almost offhandedly.

After serving us our coffee, she went to gather up my clothes, neatly folding them, and creating a small pile on the end of the coffee table before walking away again.  I realized too late I’d been staring at her and had missed what the man had been saying.

“Sorry, Sir… what did you just say?”

“I said there’s a few places I could work you in, each with their pros and cons.  A waitress is the easiest option, but the slavers might not target a waitress working here.  It’s a well-known fact I’m extremely protective of my employees and subs, so the waitress position would be a stepping stone at best.”

I nodded and sipped my coffee.  It was without a doubt the best damn coffee I’d ever had, but I couldn’t let myself get distracted again.

“Model or performer with a limited contract would be best but dumping a complete newbie into that situation would never work.”

“Why not, Sir?”

“It would involve strenuous bondage, corporeal punishment, nudity, sexual displays, and public humiliation.”

While none of that was appealing in the least, I was getting a little tired of this man telling me what I could or couldn’t do.

“If it saves even one girl from human traffickers, then a little short-term discomfort is irrelevant in the grand scheme of things, and totally worth it.  I’m willing to do my part, Sir.”

“You have no idea what any of what I said really means, but something about you intrigues me, so I believe I can spare the time for at least a simple test.”

Monica returned at this point, with her arms overflowing with leather and steel.  She quickly created a second neat pile on the other end of the coffee table, although the items she’d brought couldn’t even vaguely be described as clothes.  It looked like the first part of my test was to make a choice.

I could put on my clothes and end this game now, or I could put on the kinky restraints and continue.  It wasn’t an easy decision, despite my bravado, but I picked up the shiny steel collar and ran my hands over it.

It was lighter than expected for such a large hunk of metal, and was also padded on the inside.  There was a tiny hinge on the front, almost hidden by the D-ring where a leash could go, and an internal locking clasp on the back ends.  I couldn’t see how to unlock it once it was closed, but I didn’t care.  I placed it around my neck and clicked it shut.

“Do your worst,” I challenged him, which was probably a huge mistake.


The Test

“Monica, assist her to make sure she gets everything right, and give her some basic instruction.  I have to make a few phone calls.  You may answer simple questions, but use your judgment about what you tell her, since she’s not in yet.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied.

“Okay, Sally… can I call you Sally?” she asked, as soon as her Master left the room.

Her Master… would I have to call this stranger Master now as well?  I realized with a start I didn’t even know his name!

“Yeah, Sally’s fine.  Umm… isn’t there a little more in the way of clothes you could hook me up with?”

“Maybe later, but right now the Master wants to give you a test, and part of that is to see how much he can make you blush.”

“I’ll admit I’m not entirely comfortable parading around in front of him in my birthday suit, but I showered with other guys during my training, so it’s not the first time I’ve been naked around wang.”

“There’s a very
 big difference between a shower room and a BDSM club, but you’ll find that out soon.  Speaking of which, you better get a move on; the Master doesn’t like to be kept waiting.  Start with the leather cuffs for your ankles, since they’re the easiest to put on yourself.”

I picked up the first cuff, and found it almost as imposing as the collar.  The leather was about a quarter inch thick, three inches wide, and had the same kind of stout chrome D-rings as the one on my collar.  It also came with a tiny brass padlock.

It looked to be well used, but there was a freshly punched hole in between two of the others, and on a hunch, I used that one to buckle it in place.  All of Monica’s measurements weren’t just for fun.

The wrist cuffs were made of the same material as the collar and locked in place with a barely visible seam.  They had D-rings as well, but these ones were recessed into the band itself, and looked almost like engraving until they were turned out.  The one on my left wrist also had a small screen on it, like a high-tech watch.

I winced when I put on the pumps with five-inch heels, but hopefully skyscraper heels would be negotiable after I passed his test.  They obviously weren’t at this juncture, since they too were locked in place.

There was another pair of leather cuffs for my upper arms, and Monica helped me put those ones on, since, apparently, I was taking too long.  The guy hadn’t specified a time limit, but maybe Monica knew something I didn’t.

There a big red ball gag, but thankfully she just loosely buckled it around my neck.  I had too many questions to lose my ability to speak, but that reminded me I should be grilling Monica while I had the chance.

“What’s his name?” I started off with.

“Just call him Sir or Master for now.  Until you pass his test, you’re better off not knowing.”

“Are all these locks really necessary for a quick test?”

“The locks are more symbolic than anything.  They’re meant to drive home the point that the one holding the keys is the one in charge, and you’d do best to remember that.  As a side note, telling the Master to do his worst was a stupid thing to do.”

“Why?  Is he gonna whip me for my cheek or something?”

“Possibly,” she said, looking dead serious.  “Once you start a scene, you no longer have any say in what he does, and the only way to end it early is to use your safe word.”

“Safe word?  What’s that?”

“The words ‘no’ or ‘stop’ have no meaning in the middle of a scene, since some girls like to play a reluctant role.  If you need to get out for any reason, at any time, you can say, grunt, or tap out the Morse code signal for SOS.  That’s three dots, three dashes, and three more dots.  Use that code as a last resort, though.”

“What else do I need to know?”

“The Master realized you know absolutely nothing about this lifestyle we live, so it’s likely he’ll overlook a few simple mistakes, although not your first one.  He’ll use that as an excuse to make you uncomfortable.”

“Thanks for the warning.”

“No problem.  The other important thing you should know is that whatever he asks you to do, do it immediately, do it properly, and do it with your mouth shut.  Never speak without permission.”

“Anything else I should know?”

“Yes, but I wouldn’t want to spoil the surprise,” she chuckled, a mischievous grin appearing on her face.  “Now let’s finish up.  Stand up, turn around, and no more questions.”

The strain on my arches was immediately noticeable, but there was actually a decent amount of sole touching the ground, so my balance wasn’t quite as precarious as I’d feared.  At least it wasn’t until she pulled my arms behind my back again, and not only locked my wrists together, but did the same with the cuffs on my upper arms.

She locked a foot long chain between my ankles to hobble me, but to be quite honest, I doubt I’d be able to take any great strides in these shoes anyway.  After clipping a leash to the front of my collar, she led me towards the door her – our
 Master disappeared through but didn’t actually pull me along.

If she knew how I liked my coffee, it was entirely possible she knew how badly I did in high heels.

“When we present ourselves to him, stand perfectly still with your back straight, chest out, stomach in, head and eyes forward… never look around… and feet at the limit of your hobble.”

Now that the test was about to begin, I was struck with a case of the nerves.  It was all fine to be brave sitting on a couch sipping coffee, but quite another thing to do it now that my arms were locked behind my back.

I wasn’t sure if I should call the room we entered an office or a control center, since while it had a large marble desk like you’d expect in an office, the walls were literally covered with TV monitors and computer screens.  He was either a security freak, or was planning on launching a space shuttle to the moon.

I saw his eyes flick my way and look me over, but other than that, he didn’t even acknowledge our presence.  For all the rushing Monica had done, we were stuck waiting while he finished his phone call, and my feet were already aching.  Would it have killed him to take two seconds to let us sit?

He was mostly talking too quietly for me to hear what he had to say, but I distinctly caught the name Andrews, and knew he was talking to the chief.  For some reason it was embarrassing to stand here nude and restrained while he talked to my boss.

When he finally hung up the phone, he got out of his chair and came over for a closer inspection, even going so far as to give my right nipple a quick tweak.  It surprised me, but suspecting it was part of the test, I refrained from telling him to fuck off.

Equally surprising was how long and hard my nipples had grown; it wasn’t especially cold in here, so what did that mean?  Was I somehow getting my jollies from this kinky stuff?  Now that I thought about it, I realized I’d been feeling odd ever since the chief had started talking about this assignment, and there was definitely a warmth between my legs.  I hoped he didn’t notice.

As if thinking about it made it happen, his hand reached down between my legs, and I felt a finger run up the length of my slit.  I couldn’t suppress a shudder, and wasn’t exactly surprised when he held his finger up so I could see the faint sheen of moisture coating it.

“You may have more submissive in you than I suspected,” he said.  “This crazy plan might have a shot at working after all.”

“I can do it, sir.”

He slowly walked behind me, and I followed his movements until he was out of sight, belatedly remembering I was supposed to keep my eyes locked on the wall ahead of me.

“Did I ask you a question?” he asked.

“No, Sir.”

“Did Monica instruct you to remain silent unless asked a direct question?”

“Yes, Sir.”

I felt him take the gag off from around my neck.

“Did she also instruct you on how to stand for presentation?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Very well.  Open your mouth.”

The rubber ball felt even bigger than it looked and tasted terrible.  It also felt like he buckled the strap at least a notch too tight, but I couldn’t complain.  Literally, I couldn’t complain unless I grunted out SOS.

“Submissives in training have a relatively simple life,” he began, walking around his desk to get something from a drawer.  “Obedience is rewarded, and disobedience is punished, usually in a manner that suits the infraction.  Speaking out of turn earned you a gag to prevent you from doing it again, and now I have to give you a reminder to keep looking forward.”

I couldn’t see what he brought back to me, but I sure as hell felt it a moment later when a cold steel clamp was fastened onto each of my nipples.  It hurt like hell for the first few seconds, and then again when he pulled them upwards.  With my peripheral vision I saw a thin chain a moment before it was attached to one side of the ball, and then again on the other side.

My nipples were still being pulled upwards when he took a step back, so it was obvious he’d chained them to the gag, making turning my head a painful prospect.  Monica had warned me he’d do something unpleasant right off the bat, but I had no idea he’d do something as extreme as this!

“Do we have an understanding now?” he asked.

I stupidly nodded my head without thinking about it, realizing my mistake only as twin bolts of fire lanced through my throbbing nipples.  He laughed at my discomfort, but then nodded a moment later.  I guess I’d passed another test.

“Now, assuming I have your undivided attention, shall we get on with this?”

I mumbled a completely unintelligible ‘Yes, Master’, but he was satisfied with my response.  Thinking about it, he was probably quite used to hearing girls talk around gags.

“Good.  Now despite the uselessness of the position, I’ve decided to book you in for some bartender shifts in order to get you acclimatized to the scene.  Once you know your ass from a hole in the ground, you’ll take up model duties, and possibly performer duties if I think you can handle it.

“We rate modeling duty and stage shows on a scale of one to five, with five being the most hardcore.  We’ll conduct a fast-track training session to discover your strengths and weaknesses, and set a few limits based on the things you absolutely hate.  You won’t enjoy all of it, but I can guarantee you’ll love some things, and a happy sub does a better job than a sullen one.  Are you with me so far?”

I started to nod again but checked myself before giving my nipples more than a light tug.

“Good.  You’re learning fast.  Now, since you’re here as an undercover operative rather than a lifestyle submissive, I’ll try to limit sexual contact as much as possible, but you’ll need to follow my orders without question, or things will go sideways fast.  Remember that once you’re out in public, I have my own role to play, and can’t keep coming to your rescue.  Take a deep breath and hold it,” he ordered.

With one quick motion he removed the clamps from my nipples, sending another stab of pain through my chest.  I thought it was distinctly unfair that they hurt just as much coming off as they did going on!

“In order to save some time, I’m going to give you a brief demonstration about what complete obedience means.  Watch closely.  Monica, suck my prick.”

She was on her knees in a flash and had his pants down around his ankles before I could blink twice.  Even limp he had an impressive looking penis, and once she had him hard, I was amazed she could take the whole thing into her mouth.

“No hands,” he said, leaning back on his desk.

Monica immediately crossed her arms behind her back and used a bit of extra head motion to compensate.  She obviously knew what she was doing.

“Hold it all the way in,” he said, just as it seemed she’d found her rhythm.

With a cock that big in her mouth, it had to be lodged deep in her throat as well, and I wondered if she was able to breathe.  Based on the choking sounds she was making I’m pretty sure the answer was no.

After a minute or so I could tell she was getting frantic with the need to breathe, but he never gave her permission to rise, and she didn’t take the liberty on her own.  Even while choking to death she was obedient to his commands.

Without warning, her desperate attempts to get air in her lungs stopped, and she slowly fell to the side.  Holy shit!  I think she actually passed out!  He quickly caught her and helped her to the floor, checking her pulse and breathing before pulling up his pants.

“While I’m not about to ask you to do something like that, I think it was an effective demonstration about what complete and utter obedience looks like, don’t you agree?

Feeling like I’d just been hit by a bus, I could only nod my head.  This wasn’t a game to these people; this shit was real!  He helped Monica back to her feet, and then gave her a lift so she was sitting on the edge of his desk.

She might’ve been a little woozy, but otherwise appeared to be fine.  Before continuing with my test or lesson, he leaned back against his desk again, and almost absently began finger fucking her.

“Now, I believe I mentioned that obedience is rewarded, and one of the most highly coveted rewards for a full-time sub is permission to cum.  How long has it been since you had an orgasm, Monica?”

“One hundred and thirty-seven days, Master,” she promptly replied.  I had a feeling she could add the exact number of hours, minutes, and seconds to that figure upon request.

“Would you like to cum?”

“Yes, Master, if it pleases you.”

“Are we learning anything yet?” he asked, looking up at me.

“Yes, Sir,” I mumbled.

“Good.  In the top right hand drawer of my desk is a vibrator.  Bring it to me.”

That was easier said than done, considering the fact I was still bound and gagged, but I gave it a shot anyway.  I almost took a nosedive when the drawer opened with hardly any of the resistance I was expecting, but I caught myself in time, and was able to retrieve the large, veiny rabbit style vibrator, and bring it back to him without incident.

I felt it come alive at his touch, but he didn’t try to take it out of my hands.  He had a different plan in mind, and another test for me.

“For Monica’s sake, I hope you know what to do with this toy.”

I knew all too well, although I’d never even dreamed about doing this to someone else.  Still, it was obvious Monica was not only willing, but eager for the intimate attention, so I backed up to her and tried to take aim as best as I could.

I found the spot on my third attempt, and with a little wiggle assist on her part, slid it to the hilt inside her.  This was so very weird, but after listening to her quiet moans and whimpers for a minute, I almost wished it was me in her place.  Maybe I was next?  Would I actually allow it, or would I chicken out and use the safe word?

While I’d been distracted, the Master had been busy retrieving some more items.  The first thing he did was have her reach around and hug me tightly under my breasts, so he could strap her arms together, holding me in place.  He did the same thing with her legs a moment later, and unless I wanted to try carrying her around like a backpack, I wouldn’t be going anywhere.

Neither would the vibrator; it was lodged between us so tightly now, I wondered if it might be hurting her.  A moment later I decided she was fine, and more than fine, since it seemed she was getting close to climax.  The little rabbit ear must be mashing against her clit perfectly, but there was a flaw in our current predicament.

With the way we were bound together, it was impossible for me to pull the toy away once she was done, and I couldn’t even operate the controls.  She might be about to make up for a hundred and thirty seven days without an orgasm all in one go!

…And thar she blows!  She began shaking almost as much as the vibrator inside her, and while it seemed different from the way I enjoyed an orgasm, it couldn’t be mistaken for anything else.  It was hard to accurately judge a complete stranger, but it seemed like a damn good one, as well it should be after so long without.

…And her Master made no indication he was going to let it stop.  He even rolled his chair around from behind his desk and sat in front of me to resume our one-sided conversation.

“While I have no knowledge of your personal life, I’m sure you know how an orgasm feels, and maybe you’ve even enjoyed two or three in a row, but have you ever kept going past that?”

I shook my head no.  I definitely liked two in a row, but after that I became a little too sensitive down there.  Speaking of two in a row, she was definitely there already, and I could even feel my fingers becoming damp with her juices.  This guy was insane, and so was I for not using my safe word.

“Usually around climax number six, give or take, some of the pleasure actually becomes painful, and the line between pleasure and pain becomes blurred.  If this was a level three performance in the private section, I might keep her in this state for an hour or more, while the members bet on things like how many orgasms she has over the duration of the show.”

I had a hard time wrapping my head around that.  Being forced to cum again and again with no way to stop the onslaught, while dozens or maybe even hundreds of people watched?  He was right… there was no way I’d ever be able to do something as crazy as this.

Then again, I could feel a bit of heat and moisture between my own legs, and my nipples were still as hard as rocks, so my body wasn’t rejecting the idea as much as my mind was.  I might be able to handle a performance or two if we kept it to the tamer, lower level shows.

“If I wanted to kick things up to a level four, I’d deny her permission to cum, and punish her severely for each infraction.  Perhaps by caning the soles of her feet, or delivering increasingly powerful shocks through an electrified butt plug.  Have you ever had anything inside you back there?  Even a finger?”

I shook my head vehemently.

“If you become an employee here, you will.  Guaranteed,” he said, rising to look me in the eye.  “Still think you got what it takes to pull this charade off?”

I wasn’t quite sure anymore, but there was no way I was going to admit defeat so early.  He was most likely trying to scare me off so he could go with his plan of using one of his own girls rather than a real cop like me.  I nodded my head affirmatively, even as I felt another orgasm pummel Monica.

“Even the simpler shows or modeling duties involve a fair amount of intimate contact,” he said, reaching out to grab my nipples.  He rolled them between thumb and forefinger a few times before continuing.

“I’m not talking a full out gangbang sex scene, like in a level five show, but if I want to fondle your tits, or do this, you can’t flinch and try to pull away.”

As he said the word ‘this’, one of his hands darted between my legs and began rubbing my clit.  He circled my nub a few times before sliding a finger inside me and pumping it in and out of my moist passage a few times to drive home his point.  He then took a step back and looked at me with a bit of respect in his gaze for once.

“Well what do you know… I guess I’ll be buying the beers on Sunday when I meet Andrews for golf.  I bet him you’d tap out at this point, but you didn’t flinch!”

To be honest, I’d been too surprised to try to avoid his touch, but I’d take any kudos I could get.  The door opened before he could continue, and a woman carrying a heavy load of shopping bags walked in.  Shit!  I would’ve hid behind the desk if I could’ve moved.

“What are you doing here, dear?” he said, rushing to help her deposit her load by the wall.  “And why were you the one to go shopping?”

“Lilith is watching the kids today, and I was dying for an excuse to get out of the house,” she explained, after giving him a big, sloppy kiss.  “I thought we might do lunch… or something.”

“You just couldn’t wait for me to get home tonight, could you,” he chuckled.

She ran her hand over the front of his pants when she said the word something, so it didn’t take a genius to figure out what she was hoping for.  I was a little confused, since I thought Monica was his girl, but maybe he had more than one.  In fact, with the talk of kids, and ‘home tonight’, I’d swear they were married!

“I’m a little busy interviewing a new girl, but I did have an interrupted blowjob if you’d care to rectify the situation.”

“Your wish is my command, Master!” she exclaimed.

As if my situation wasn’t unreal enough already, a moment later the woman’s feet were between my own, as she knelt to suck him off in his chair.  Once she got started, he resumed his conversation with me as if this was all business as usual for him.

“Now, where was I?  Oh yes… if you accept this assignment, you’ll be going completely undercover, with no contact with any of your friends, colleagues, or family.  There’s a cheap but clean apartment two blocks from here that you’ll live in, you’ll wear only the clothes provided by us, and have to memorize a prepared script for your cover story.  Can you give up your life for weeks or even months?”

I didn’t have much of a social life these days, so that wouldn’t be a problem.  His talk of weeks or months living as a submissive in the BDSM world sounded more than a little daunting though.

Yet it made sense.  A case like this wasn’t likely to be cracked in a single evening, and if they took the bait and began following me around, I couldn’t have them finding out where I really lived.  A good cover would be critical, and civilian or not, it seemed like he’d put a lot of thought into this.  I nodded yes again, wishing he’d take the friggen gag out of my mouth so we could hold a proper conversation.  Plus, my jaw was starting to ache.

“This will be the hardest thing you’re likely to ever do in your life, especially since we’ll have to give you a fast track education into the world of bondage and submission, but if we can nail these bastards, you’ll be making a real difference in the lives of many innocent girls.  Think about it carefully for a few minutes before responding.”

I was having some difficulty keeping track of time, but after two more orgasms out of Monica, I figured I’d thought about it long enough and both nodded and mumbled affirmative.  The detective shield was actually secondary in my thinking now; it was the thought of helping the kidnapped girls that was the prime motivator.  I didn’t even need to take until tomorrow to think it over.

His shock and awe campaign had thrown me off for a while, but this was a job that had to be done, and needed doing by a trained professional, not a civilian.  Besides… how hard could it really be?


Training

As far as covers go, it seemed the Master and Chief Andrews had thought of everything.  I had two suitcases full of cheap clothes, half of which weren’t exactly my size.  If I was really a down on her luck girl without much spare cash, it was the kind of wardrobe I’d expect.

The apartment was pretty much how he described it.  It was furnished with just the bare necessities, and I had to pay cash for each week in advance, but at least the bed looked new.  I didn’t think I’d have to worry about bedbugs at least.

The toiletries were all new, but I’d been instructed to make them look otherwise by doing things like dumping some shampoo down the drain and squeezing out half the tube of toothpaste.  On the odd chance the kidnappers searched my new apartment before making a move against me, everything had to look right.

My new car was older than I was, and had Texas plates.  Working some kind of magic, Chief Andrews had gotten me a valid Texas driver’s license under the unimaginative alias of Sally Patters, but having an assumed name close to my real one would help keep me from screwing up.  Apparently, I even had several unpaid parking tickets dating back up to three years ago!

The computer they gave me was nearly as old as my car and didn’t even have internet access.  I think the only reason they gave it to me at all was because it was loaded with kinky BDSM videos, which was part of my fast track training.

My cover required me to play the part of a sub who’d had a Master or two in the past, but was still relatively inexperienced.  Playing both sides of the coin would give me a good reason why I’d apply for a job at a BDSM club, yet explain why I didn’t know shit about what to expect.

Even watching hours and hours of BDSM porn only scratched the surface of what I’d need to know if I was a real submissive, but I was learning fast.  While there were a lot of slave positions to memorize, the biggest requirement seemed to be for immediate and unquestioning obedience, and I should be okay as long as I followed orders.

I picked up on the names of most of the common ties fairly fast, although it seemed there were countless variations on each of them.  Some looked sexy, and others looked impossible to endure, but all of them looked inescapable.

No matter what kind of restraints they put me in, I’d be totally unable to defend myself against unwanted attention, and that made me nervous.  Then again, being tied up would keep me from taking down and choking out the first asshole who stuck a hand where it didn’t belong.

They had almost as many ways of keeping me silent as they did of immobilizing me.  There were ring gags for oral sex, bit gags for pony play, inflatable ones for jaw-breaking silence, feeder gags, breather gags, and let’s not forget the good ol’ ball gag.  One video showed a gag supposedly cast from the Master’s own penis, but if that was the case, then he was one fat, stubby bugger.

I memorized the names of all the various things used for punishment, although I’d already known most of them.  It didn’t take a genius to know what a whip or cane was, although once again, there seemed to be innumerable variations.  (I didn’t even know quirt was a real word until I saw one being used.)

I had the most trouble with the sex toys, since not only were there so many of them, but very few videos gave a description of exactly what they did… other than make the helpless sub writhe in ecstasy.  I hate to admit it, but some of them looked pretty wild.  After this assignment was over, I was going to have to make room in my nightstand for a few special additions.

My training wasn’t all sitting at the desk while I watched pornography.  I had to do special calisthenics, stretching, and yoga exercises in order to acclimatize my body to the unusual strain it’d be undergoing soon, but that wasn’t bad.  I had to wear a ball gag at least four hours per day to get used to it, but that wasn’t that bad either.

I was under strict orders to wear the five-inch heeled shoes for a minimum of eight hours per day, and that was pure torture as far as I was concerned.  I thought I’d rather spend eight hours wearing the nipple clamps instead, although I didn’t have a pair of those to test my theory.

On the sixth day in my new place I met the girl who lived next door, and after talking for a few minutes, accepted her invitation to come over for a drink.  It seemed like the logical, natural thing to do, and having an extra friend or two was never a bad thing.  Her name was Red.

I should’ve known something was up when she brought me my coffee prepared the way I liked it, but it took her using my real
 name before I realized she was a plant like I was.  Well… not quite like me; she was a Domme, not a sub.

“I’m told it’s important that you get training in submission, and experience in bondage,” she began, getting right to business.  “As such, I’ll forego to usual rules of silence and allow you to ask as many questions as you want, but you better remember to address me properly, or I will punish you for each infraction.  Are we clear?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I replied, once again feeling like a fish out of water.

“We also don’t have a lot of time, so I won’t tolerate half-assed efforts, or reluctant servitude.  You will obey, or you will go home.  You got a problem with that?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“Good.  Now I know nothing about you other than your name, and that you’re a complete newbie, and that’s the way it’s going to stay.  You’ll reciprocate by not asking me any questions unless they’re related to the task at hand.  Now take off your clothes so we can get started.”

She wasn’t kidding about not wasting any time.  I don’t know if it was because I’d spent so many hours watching submissive behavior, or due to her demeanor, but I somehow found myself pulling my T-shirt over my head before my brain finished processing her words.

My shoes were next, (thank God) followed by my shorts and panties.  I hadn’t worn a bra, so that was it… for the second time in a week I was now bare-ass naked in front of a complete stranger.

“That was well done,” she complimented me.  “Most newbies blush, think about it for a moment, and then eventually obey as slowly as they think they can get away with.  You’re either not as much of a rookie as I was led to believe, or you have the soul of a true submissive inside you.”

“I really am new at all of this, but I’m good at following orders, Ma’am.”

“We’ll see.  You’ll be coming over here for drinks for the next three nights, since I’m your new best fucking friend, and the lessons will get progressively harder as we go along.  Do you think you can handle that?”

“I can try, Ma’am.”

I’d learned my lesson about the folly of false bravado with the Master and I wasn’t about to tell this woman to do her worst.

“That’s all I ask.  Now in order to save some time, you’re going to tell me all you know about bondage, discipline, obedience, punishment, submission, and servitude while I rig up your first tie.  I think we’ll start with a hogtie, if that’s all right with you.”

“That’s fine by me,” I agreed.

A riding crop I hadn’t even seen suddenly flashed out and struck my right boob.  It hurt like hell, and I automatically assumed a guard position for a brief moment.  Shit, my reflexes were going to get me into trouble, no two ways about it.

“That was for failing to address me as either Ma’am or Mistress, and that defensive posture you took is a bad sign.  Also, the question was a bit of a trap, since a properly trained submissive would’ve answered with ‘whatever pleases you, Mistress’ if she answered at all.”

“Sorry, Ma’am, I warned you I was new at this.”

“I’ll let it slide this time, but if it happens again, I’m going to make you stand in front of me with your chest out to take ten blows of the crop, and if you make a single move or sound during your punishment, the count resets.  I have neither the time nor the inclination to coddle you.”

After I nodded, she took up the first piece of rope and had me put my ankles together.  Since I was here to learn, I asked if she could describe exactly what she did as she went along, and why it was done that way.  She was happy to comply.

“Simply taking a piece of rope and wrapping it around someone’s limbs a few times is not only sloppy, but it can lead to circulation issues due to uneven wraps.  That’s why all these ropes I’ll be using are folded in half.

“When I pull the loose ends through the lark’s head, or U-bend in the middle, I can pull it snug and wrap the two pieces evenly around your ankles.  “To make sure the tie is nice and snug, I take this last bit of rope and go between your ankles, which is referred to as cinching.”

I’d seen the exact same tie method numerous times on the videos, but it was nice to have the full explanation.

“Put your hands together behind your back and turn away from me.”

I felt the wraps go around my wrists nice and even, and then tighten up when she applied the cinch.  It was tight, but I didn’t think I’d run into any circulation issues, proving she knew what she was doing.

“Now technically a hogtie can be done with only two pieces of rope if you leave a long trailing end off of one of these two ropes, but I’m told you’re flexible, so I’m going to show you the deluxe version.”

I felt a rope go around my upper arms and slowly pull them together until they were just touching.  The strain was most noticeable in my shoulders, rather than my arms, and got a little worse after a few wraps were wound and cinched tight.

The next coil went around my legs just above the knees, followed by one around my upper thighs.  They were completely redundant restraints in my opinion, but it increased my feeling of helplessness a lot, so maybe that was the real purpose.  She then helped me to lay face down on the couch, so she could apply the actual hogtie rope.

“This is my favorite part.  Once I put the lark’s head around the ankle cinch, it gives me all the leverage I need to pull your ankles up behind you, where it can then be tied off to your wrists or the elbow tie, and in more extreme versions, to the back of a gag or a ponytail.  I think I’ll try the elbow rope to see how flexible you really are.”

I felt her finger poke the rope between my arms and then pull it over the top.  With one hand to pull out the slack on the rope, she pushed my feet up and over until my ankles passed my bound wrists.  Wow!

She let me test my restraints after she tied it off, and I found I wasn’t able to do much more than wiggle my fingers and toes.  I tried to find a knot to see if there was any hope of getting free on my own, but I couldn’t even feel where one was, let alone try to untie it.  There was no doubt about it; I was completely at her mercy.

“Other fun things that make a hogtie more interesting would be to tie your toes together, and perhaps tie them off around your head as a rope gag.  I also noticed you trying to find a knot, and if one was actually in reach of your fingers, I might consider wrapping your hands in duct tape.

“Now part of your training is the ability to endure staying restrained for extended periods of time, so I’m not going to set you free until you tell me everything you know about BDSM.  That being said, I think I did a clean tie, but if you start losing feeling in your fingers or toes, tell me immediately, because safety trumps training.”

She took a seat on the couch in front of my face, and as I began speaking, she almost absently began fondling my breasts.  The arch in my back was severe enough they were almost perfectly positioned for her and was more than a little distracting.

I don’t think she trusted me to tell her if I was losing circulation anywhere, since she’d frequently stop mauling my boobs, and check my fingers and toes.  Considering my predicament, it was the most bizarre conversation I’d ever had, but I eventually exhausted my knowledge on the subject, so she could untie me.

“Is this really the first time you’ve been hogtied?” she asked, standing up to untie me.  “If so, I must say you handled it extremely well.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” I replied.  “It’s a lot of strain on my back and shoulders, but I don’t think I’d run into any problems unless you pulled the hogtie a lot tighter.”

She’d just finished undoing the ankle to elbow rope and paused at my words.  Wrapping an arm around my upper chest, she began slowly pulling it tighter to see if I really could take a stricter hogtie.

It was probably just a few inches at most, but I sure felt the difference.  Any tighter, and I swear my ankles would be right up to the elbow rope!  Luckily, she only kept me like that for maybe thirty seconds before letting me straighten out my legs, and then removing the rest of the ropes.

“You’re amazingly flexible,” she said, once I was free.  “That’s going to be a big advantage for you, since it’ll mean you can work long hours for big tips and bonuses.”

That made me realize she didn’t actually know about my mission, so it’s a good thing I hadn’t blabbed anything about it.  I’d naturally assumed she was in on it all and would have to stop making assumptions before I blew my cover.  Trust no one.

“I’ll have you practice a few presentation positions to give your body a chance to recover before showing you another common position you’ll find yourself in.  Now stand up and pretend I’ve just summoned you into the room.

I was a little stiff, but not too bad.  I stood in front of her and struck the pose the Master had asked of me, with my back straight, chest out, legs shoulder width apart, and fingers laced behind my head.

She nodded her approval, and then gave me a tap on the inside of my thighs with her crop.  She hadn’t said a word, but I assumed it meant she wanted me to spread my legs more, so I widened my stance by a few inches.

A pair of stronger taps this time was a signal to go even wider, so I shuffled my feet out until they were about four feet apart and stood up as straight as I could again.  It made me feel more exposed than ever before, and I couldn’t help but blush.  After a minute she gave me a double tap on the outside of my thigh, and I gratefully closed my legs.

“What an incredible combination,” she marveled.  “You’re undeniably shy, yet unquestioningly obedient.  You have the makings of a damn fine sub!”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

She quickly ran me through a few other poses, like standing with my arms at my sides or crossed behind my back, and then showed me some kneeling ones before deciding it was time for my next bondage position; a strappado.

Rather than using rope to tie my arms together behind my back, she used a single sleeve armbinder to do the job.  It was both better and worse.  It trapped my hands inside the pouch and made me feel extra helpless, but at the same time the pressure on my arms seemed to be distributed better, so I knew I could wear one of these things practically forever without losing circulation.

That thought was actually scarier than it was comforting.

She used a small step ladder to exchange a hanging plant for a rope and pulley, and then had me stand underneath it so she could pull my arms up towards the ceiling.  As my hands went higher, I found I had to bend over to equalize the strain, but she stopped before it got too bad.

Unfortunately, she’d only just begun.  A tap on my inner thighs told me she wanted me to spread my legs again, which immediately increased the strain I felt in my shoulders.  I only had to spread them about three feet apart this time, but then she put a spreader bar between my ankles to make sure I stayed that way.

“Strappados are popular in the BDSM scene, since it gives your Master access to any of your three holes he may choose to use.  It’s also perfect if he wants to give you an ass whooping!”

With that, I felt her hand land hard on my left ass cheek, causing me to swear and lose my balance.  Before I could fully recover, I felt her pop a ball gag past my lips, silencing my vulgar complaints.

“I warned you I wasn’t about to coddle you during your training, so rather than progressing slowly as planned, I’m going to step it up a notch instead.  It’s probably for the best, since you have a lot to learn, and only a few days to learn it in.”

I wasn’t sure I liked where this was going, but it wasn’t like I was in a position to argue at this point.  I was even more helpless now than when I was hogtied, and it didn’t sound like she was willing to put up with any shit out of me.  I needed to learn how to behave better I guess.

I thought I was in for a heavy duty spanking or whipping, but instead she knelt below me and not only rubbed my nipples, but sucked on them as well.  I hadn’t been prepared for such intimate contact from her, but it was like my body had a mind of its own, and before long I found myself turned on something fierce.  Of course, that’s when she pulled out the clothespins and roughly clamped each engorged bud.

Once I stopped attempting to swear and scream at her, she turned her attention to my crotch.  Playing with my boobs was one thing, but finger fucking me was something else, and I tried to tell her to stop.  She did for a brief instant, but then I felt her fingernails trap my clit and slowly begin to apply pressure.

“Did you say something?” she sweetly asked.

I wisely kept my mouth shut, and after a few more moments, she released it and went back to fingering me.  It wasn’t long before her skillful digits evoked the predictable response, and I was torn between begging her to stop before I embarrassed myself in front of her, and secretly hoping she wouldn’t.

I was just starting to tense in anticipation of a powerful climax when her fingers left my dripping pussy and went behind me.  Lubricated with my own nectar, she put a finger against my ass and gradually applied pressure until it slid inside.  And I thought I’d been embarrassed before!

Once it was in past the last knuckle, she began wiggling it around inside me, and occasionally going in and out with it.  I wouldn’t say I got used to it, but once I accepted the inevitable she somehow recognized the change in me, and quickly slipped in a second finger.

I had to bite down hard on the ball gag to keep from complaining and making my situation worse.  Unfortunately, it got worse on its own a few minutes later, when she pulled her fingers out and immediately filled the gap with a huge butt plug!

I screamed and lost my balance again, but thankfully the pain receded fairly quickly.  From the videos I’d seen, I knew butt plugs narrowed down a lot near the base, so while it was far from comfortable inside me, at least it wasn’t stretching my sphincter like the fat part had going in.

She left me alone for a minute, and I heard water running from another room.  I guess she wanted to wash her hands before continuing.  I’d been warned something like this might happen during the course of my assignment, but hearing it and experiencing it were two totally different things, and I’d also assumed it’d happen way down the road.  I was assuming way too much lately.

She sat down on the floor behind me when she returned, and wiggled forward until I felt her butt hit the spreader bar.  She’d lost her pants somewhere between the bathroom and here and wasn’t wearing any panties either.  With one hand between her legs, and the other between mine, she resumed my lesson.

“Orgasms are a privilege for a sub, not a right, so it’s customarily forbidden for one to cum without permission.”

I already had firsthand experience with that restriction from Monica, but was she really going to finger me to orgasm, while also telling me I wasn’t allowed to cum?  That was insane!

“A sub needs to learn self-control, so if you cum without permission, you’ll earn twenty pussy slaps from the crop, a clothespin on the clit, and an extra hour in the strappado.  That’s only for the first offence, by the way; the punishments will start to get severe if you’re guilty of multiple transgressions.”

She didn’t think twenty blows to my snatch and an hour of having my clit clamped was severe?  What the fuck was wrong with her?

She may have been fucked in the head, but she also knew exactly
 how to push my buttons.  Within minutes I was gasping for air and using every fiber of willpower I had to contain the mind-blowing orgasm building inside me.  I was lost in my own private world of agonizingly powerful lust when I heard her words cut through the fog like a knife.

“You may cum when I do, but not a moment before or after,” she snapped.

God, she better be close to cumming, because one way or another, I wasn’t going to be able to hold back the fireworks for much longer.  I made it but barely.

A soon as I hear her low moans turn into loud gasps of ecstasy, I let loose with a primal howl and came like never before.  It wasn’t just a burst of pleasure, it was an absolute torrent that only got stronger as she began rubbing my clit like her fingers were battery powered.

I don’t know how long I came for, but when the last flash of the explosion began to fade, so did my strength.  All my weight was now being supported solely by my arms, but I barely noticed the discomfort through the strength of the afterglow engulfing me.  Wowzers!

She didn’t leave me hanging for long, and once I was on my knees I began to recover surprisingly quick.  She removed the spreader bar and armbinder for me but had me take the clothespins off myself.  They hurt even more than the nipples clamps did coming off, but at least my hands were free to carefully rub some life back into them.

“We accomplished a lot tonight, I think, but not as much as I’d hoped.  We’ll continue basic lessons tomorrow at noon, but as part of your training, you’re to keep that butt plug in place until you return.  You may remove it for a call of nature, obviously, but you better get it back where it belongs the moment you’re finished, or I’ll know and replace it with a bigger one next time.”

She was probably bluffing, since there was no way for her to know if I kept the plug up my ass or not, and even if she did, I didn’t think a bigger one would physically fit up there.  Still, I wasn’t about to take the chance, since trying to fit a size ten peg into a size one hole would be a painful experience.

“Before you leave, drink a beer and chase it with a shot of tequila, since you were supposed to be over here for some drinks.  Good work tonight.”

She gave me a peck on the cheek before heading back to the bathroom and turning on the shower.  I definitely needed one myself, but I also needed to chug a beer and shoot some tequila first, which wasn’t any kind of hardship at all after what I’d just been through.

I even sprinkled a few drops on my T-shirt so the smell would be apparent in case I ran into anyone, although that wasn’t likely in the short distance I had to travel.  Details were key in a risky operation like this, though.

Later on, when I had to go to the bathroom, I was amazed to see that the ‘huge’ butt plug she’d shoved up my ass was only around an inch in diameter.  Some of the ones I’d seen on video had been easily two or three times that size, so it lent credence to her threat.  I reluctantly put it back in place for the night.

“What have I gotten myself into?” I murmured to myself, as I crawled under the sheets.


Lunch with the Mistress

I was a quite stiff in the morning, but that wasn’t surprising considering the way she’d contorted my body last night.  I was also a little stiff in the rear due to my unaccustomed accessory, and the less said about how it felt moving around inside me during my daily workout the better.

Noon approached faster than I would’ve liked, since I wasn’t sure I could make myself go back to Red for more training.  Being tied up and forced to cum by a stranger’s touch wasn’t exactly in the job description when I joined the department, although this assignment definitely qualified as an ‘out of the box’ operation.  For the foreseeable future, maybe shit like that was
 part of my job.

Fuck it.

I stuffed my room key into my shorts pocket and went next door with about a minute to spare, but before I could even knock, the door opened on its own.

“Good timing,” Red said, stepping out into the hall.  “I just read an ad in the paper for a lunch special at a fun place nearby and was coming over to see if you wanted to join me.  My treat, of course.”

“Sure, I guess.  Give me a quick minute to change and we’ll head on over.”

“No time, and you look fine.  Let’s go.”

I smelled a setup, but couldn’t break character out in public, no matter how ludicrous I looked.  The thin T-shirt and tight shorts went together fine, but not while wearing five-inch heels… and I wasn’t looking forward to walking, sitting, and eating with the butt plug inside me.

The setup was complete when, after a two block walk, she escorted me through the door of the Argentum Seges
 BDSM club, a.k.a. the Silver Crop.  Did she know about my undercover mission after all?

This was actually my first look at the club, and to say I was impressed was an understatement.  When I put the words BDSM club together in my head, I automatically thought about a dark, dingy, dungeon looking place, filled with people wearing a lot of leather… or a little leather, depending on which side of the leash you were on.

There were a few people dressed like I’d been expecting, but the large majority were wearing street clothes.  Maybe the leather and latex only came out at night.

As for the club itself, it was clean, well lit, spacious, and if it wasn’t for all the bondage and discipline accessories decorating the place, could pass for any modern nightclub, and an upscale one at that.  The place was also very busy, but I guess even perverts have to eat sometime, and I had to admit the buffet looked and smelled amazing.

It also gave me my first taste of what working here might be like, since they had chained serving staff doling out the food for us.  A girl wearing a full head harness ball gag, thick collar, thigh-high hobbled ballet boots, and a heavy corset with a tray attached to the front followed each of us along the buffet, filling our plates with the items we selected.

I made the rookie mistake of selecting too many of the early items, since it all looked so good.  By the time we got to the end where the prime rib was being sliced, and king crab legs were being boiled, my plate was practically invisible underneath the mountin of food I’d asked for.

Red pointed towards a small booth in the corner and left our servers to bring our trays to us.  They added a glass of water and a flute of champagne before bringing it over, and then went back to the buffet to help the next batch of customers.  It wasn’t very efficient, but at least they had a lot of girls working the line.

Being something of a people watcher I wanted to keep studying the place, but first things first; I had a mountain to conquer.  Red thought it amusing how I greedily devoured every last scrap, but after a week of eating practically nothing except cereal, ramen, and hot dogs, I couldn’t help but gorge on this unexpected feast.

“No need to ask what you thought about lunch,” she chuckled, once she’d finished her own, smaller serving, and downed the last of her champagne.

“It was amazing.  Thank you very, very much,” I said, meaning it.

“Think nothing of it, dear.  I thought you deserved a treat after last night, and lunch followed by a few drinks seemed appropriate.  If we could ever get a waitress to stop by, that is!”

She practically shouted that last part, obviously vexed about the slow service today, and not used to being made to wait.  She was a Domme through and through.  While her comment didn’t get us a waitress, it did make a well-dressed man come over to apologize.

“Our deepest apologizes for the lack of service today, but neither of my bartenders showed up for work, and it’s causing an unfortunate bottleneck for our waitresses,” he said, waving a hand back towards the bar.

I saw a half-dozen waitresses standing around, waiting for a bartender who was frantically trying to fill orders, but not accomplishing much.  I noticed with disdain she even had to look up how to make simple mixed drinks in the bartender’s handbook.

“You need to get a bartender who knows her ass from a hole in the ground.  Anyone can pour drinks… even Sally here could pour drinks better than that!”

I understood where this was going now, and tentatively joined the conversation.

“I tended bar all through college, and if I can’t clear all the orders in the bar within five minutes, I’ll eat my shorts.”

He snorted at that.  “If you can clear those orders in five minutes, I’ll give you a hundred bucks cash.  In addition, unless your Mistress has other plans for you this afternoon, I’ll pay you another hundred if you stay through the lunch rush.”

“She’s not actually mine, and since I know she could use the money, I have no objections.”

“Then your five minutes starts now,” he said, turning back to me.

I almost turned an ankle rushing to get behind the bar, but once back there, I felt almost at home.  It was organized quite well, with everything where I expected it to be, so I knew I could do this.

“What ya need?” I shouted at the next waiting waitress.

She hobbled over to the station I’d claimed for my own and handed me a ticket with the drinks she needed.  (She was gagged, so couldn’t ask.)  I read it in a glance and shouted “Next!” in order to start a flow going.

I had the first order half filled before she handed me her ticket and called over the next girl, so I could go into what I thought of as production line mode.  I filled the orders for the five waiting girls, in the time it took the other bartender to finish with the one she’d been working on when I got here.

“Impressive,” the manager said, handing over two crisp new hundred dollar bills.  “How would you like to work here full time?”

“I’d love to!  I could really use the job, sir.”

“Staff uniforms and… accessories… are mandatory for anyone working here.  Do you have a problem with that?”

“No, sir.”

“Good.  We’ll talk further once the crowd clears.”

With a final nod he turned and walked away, and I’d gotten the in I needed.  It was pretty slick the way they’d arranged it, although also a bit disturbing that they knew I’d been a bartender in my college days.  Was there anything about me they didn’t know?

I pushed the thought to the back of my mind and concentrated on the job at hand, not wanting to screw things up right off the bat.  It was pretty frantic until all the waitresses got caught up serving all the impatient customers, but then business seemed to die down all at once.

The manager (why didn’t any of these damn people introduce themselves?) put two waitresses behind the bar to take my place and led me into the back office so we could take care of all the usual employment details.  Due to the nature of the place, there were also a few not
 so customary details to work out, namely the nature of my new uniform.

By ‘coincidence’, he called on Monica to help me select some suitable garb and left us at it.  Once again, I was ordered to strip, and only after I did so did I remember I still had the butt plug inside me, giving Monica a good laugh at my kinkiness.

I don’t think the blush left my face the entire time we spent together after that faux pas, and I’m certain it altered the accessories she selected for me.  Then again, the kinky things she chose for my uniform might’ve just been another part of the setup I’d blindly walked into.

When I answered yes to her query if I wanted to wear panties or not, she provided me with a thick rubber pair that had a built-in vibrator and butt plug, rows of little rubber fingers that rubbed against my labia and clit, and was powered by a heavy duty battery pack.  I thought one intruder was bad enough, but now I found myself stuffed from both ends, and couldn’t come up with a good argument why I couldn’t wear them.  I was getting a little tired of all these kinky surprises they had lined up for me, but what could I do?

The collar and wrist cuffs from last week were next, and it turns out the little screen I’d noticed on the left one was even more advanced than I’d suspected.  It had all the capability of a smart watch, all the features of a fitness tracker, and could be used to remotely control my new toys.  More importantly, it also had the built-in microphone and GPS tracker I’d need so the police backup I was counting on could monitor my situation.

I suspected another setup when she asked if I wanted my boobs in or out, but went for the covered option anyway.  After the dual-pronged panties she’d foisted off on me, how bad could it be?

Unless I was missing something, it wasn’t bad at all.  Instead of a half-corset, she dressed me in one that covered me from the top of my hips to just above my nipples, but was lighter than the ones the waitresses had been wearing.  It made me feel like a wrestler was holding me in a bearhug, but I thought I could get used to it.

I had no problem with wearing the cuffs and collar, grudgingly accepted the kinky panties, and could deal with the corset, but drew the line when she pulled out the thigh-high ballet boots.  There was no way I was going to wear those fucking things for an eight hour shift!

She didn’t seem happy, but finally relented enough to let me wear the ‘mere’ five-inch heels I was currently wearing.  To compensate, I had to wear something called a hobble skirt, which was made of some fairly thick rubber, and kept my legs pressed tight together unless I exerted a lot of pressure on it.

A twelve inch chain connected my wrists and a ball gag filled my mouth to round out the difficulties I’d be forced to work with.  It was all highly inefficient, but I guess it was all part of how they drew in the kinky crowd.

She spent a further ten minutes polishing up the uniform I was encased in, clipped a leash to the front of my collar, and led me out in public.  I balked briefly as we passed through the door, struck by a sudden case of nerves.

“You’ll be fine, hon,” she said, giving me a reassuring smile.  “This place is probably safer than any bar in town, and Master Brandon doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

I gave her a nod a moment later and followed her back to the bar where Master Brandon was sitting and sipping from a glass of champagne.  At least I knew his name now, which was progress.

“Turn around and let me get a look at you,” he ordered.

“Good job, Monica,” he said.  “It looks like everything is a perfect fit, except I see she’s still wearing her own shoes.”

“Sorry Sir, but there’s no getting around it.  We can’t have her collapsing on her first day here, can we?”

“I guess not, and nobody will see her feet behind the bar anyway.  Remove her gag.”

She hung it around my neck after popping the ball past my teeth, and then helped me take a seat on the barstool next to him.  With the crazy getup I was wearing, I definitely needed the assist.

“Are you going to have a problem working like this?” he asked.

“It’ll slow me down significantly, but I think I can handle it, Sir,” I replied.

“Good.  Now I just found out I had one more fucking bartender quit on me, so are you available to start work tonight at five?”

“I… I guess so,” I stammered.

Shit, I thought I’d have a few days to get used to wearing all this crap, but I guess that wasn’t in the cards.  My undercover assignment was about to start for real.


Undercover

Since I had nothing to do and nowhere to go for the few hours until my shift began, I decided to hang around in the staff break room and get used to my new attire.  I did kick off my heels, though, since I was merely crazy, not stupid.

It gave me a chance to meet some of my new coworkers like Jade, the head bartender, Nancy who ran the kinky gift shop next door, and Master Laste… the man who’d interviewed me that first day.  He warned me to trust nobody, assured me that there were a dozen men ready to rush to my rescue twenty-four/seven, and then told me not to fuck this up, or despite me being a cop, he’d cane my ass but good!

I had no doubt he would, too.

At ten to five I put my shoes back on, put the gag in my mouth, and locked the chain between my wrists.  It was time to put out the bait!

It wasn’t busy yet, but the two girls who’d taken my place after lunch seemed relieved to see me.  Apparently, they weren’t any better at tending bar than the first girl had been, and Master Brandon was in a foul mood.

I think
 he was happy to see me but was so grumpy he simply chained me to my station with a reasonably long tether, clipped a nametag to my collar, and told me to get to work.  He did remember his manners long enough to mumble a quick thanks my way, which was probably a big concession for him.

I was pleased to find that someone had already restocked my station completely, and very well too.  One cooler held all import beer, the second white wine, and the third champagne.  The ratio seemed off to me, but they knew their clientele better than I did, so I shrugged it off.

I got my first ticket a few minutes later, and quickly discovered how restrictive my outfit truly was.  The heels, hobble skirt, and corset made moving, bending, or squatting quite difficult, and the wrist chain made it impossible to multi-task like I was used to.  Even the station tether made life difficult, since I had to be careful it didn’t wind around my ankles.  It would be disasterous if I didn’t notice and tripped over it when I tried to move.

My difficulties were just getting started, though.  As the place began to fill up, I found out the hard way what the special accessories of my outfit were capable of.  Whenever a customer put a tip in the jar, the vibrator in my pussy sprang to life, which startled me so bad the first time it happened, I dropped and broke the glass I was about to hand him!

That immediately led to the other shoe dropping; before I even had time to clean up the mess, both nipples felt like they were being stung by angry hornets!  I hoped Monica was watching and getting a good laugh out of this, because I was gonna strangle her after my shift was over.  I knew the corset had been a setup!

The second time I spilled a drink, I braced myself for the impending nipple shock, but it hit me from the other end this time.  The damn butt plug was electrified as well and hurt just as much as the nipple stings had!

Fortunately, I was good at tending bar and didn’t spill or break anything too often.  I wondered if those girls earlier had been operating under the same penalty and reward system, and if so, felt a little sorry for them.  They must’ve been getting the shit shocked out of them.

My problem was the exact opposite.  Once the place became busy enough that I was pouring nonstop, it seemed the vibrator never had time to shut off, and it was making me horny as hell.  Even though the power was fairly low, it’d be a miracle if I made it through the entire night without cumming at least once.

Between the steady stream of drink orders, and the distracting vibrations, I didn’t get much of a chance to look around for any suspicious customers, which was my real job here.  I couldn’t even take in much of the club’s live entertainment, which was a real shame, since the plan was to put me in a modeling position once I got my feet underneath me.  It would’ve been nice to find out what I’d be getting into in advance for once.

Things didn’t slow down until the first stage show started, and most of the customers went away to watch.  My jaw would’ve dropped if it wasn’t already held open by the ball gag, since the bound and gagged girl they brought on stage was the head bartender Jade!

Wearing only a white thong and a bit gag, she was spread wide and suspended in the middle of an upright frame that two men wheeled onto the stage and placed under a spotlight.  One of the men was Master Brandon, and he remained onstage to perform.

“Good evening ladies, gentlemen, and slaves,” he began.  “Tonight’s first performance is a charity event, benefiting ironically enough, a local battered woman’s shelter.  It’s one of Jade’s pet projects, and a very valuable resource for women in need.  There’s a huge difference between being punished because you’re a pain slut who enjoys a good whipping, and being an unwitting victim of domestic violence.”

Pulling a flogger off his belt, he turned and delivered a fast underhand strike between her legs.  Holy shit!  He was actually going to whip Jade for charity!

I wasn’t an expert by any means, but after a brief warm-up period, it looked like he wasn’t holding back at all.  He worked her over from the top of her tits all the way down to her feet, and her skin had turned an almost uniform shade of pink.  It was unbelievable.

“Now that Jade’s nicely warmed up, let’s raise some money for girls in need, and have a little fun while doing it.  I have here a hundred-clothespin zipper, and for a twenty dollar donation, you can clip one on her freshly sensitized and lovely body.  Once all of them are on, we’ll hold an auction to determine which of you gets to pull the strings and rip them off.”

Wow.  A couple of clothespins on my nipples almost had me in tears, so I couldn’t imagine what having a hundred pinned on me would be like.  Well, I guess I could imagine it, but I couldn’t fully comprehend it.

I had a hard time tearing my eyes off the scene unfolding before me, but realized this might be the perfect opportunity to try and spot a predator or two.  I began scanning the crowd to see if anyone was acting suspiciously.

Most people were watching the show, and of those who weren’t, it was because they had their own subs to play with, or friends to talk to.  I spotted only two people who seemed to be scanning the crowd like I was, and that immediately set off a warning bell inside me.

The first guy was a big, beefy fellow with a strong Latino cast to his features, and the second was a tall, skinny white guy, possibly of German or Austrian descent.  I quickly looked away whenever one of them turned their gaze in my direction, but I happen to have excellent peripheral vision.  These guys definitely warranted watching.

It was almost a shame it was now time for my mid-shift break, but they’d most likely still be here when it was over, and I desperately needed to pee, get off my feet, and have something to drink.  I also needed a break from the incessant vibrations, since I’d been hanging on by the slimmest thread before the show began and was as horny as a goat.

A man covered head to toe in black leather led two replacement bartenders out on leashes, swapped the leash and station tethers for me and the girl working the other end of the bar, and led us into the break room.  As soon as the door closed behind us, the other girl removed her gag, so I followed suit, glad to get rid of the thing after so long.

She beat me to the washroom, but fortunately she was quick, and I was able to get in and take my turn.  It wasn’t an easy process, and I wound up having to roll the hobble skirt up instead of taking it off, and the rubber panties almost felt like they were glued to my skin from the combination of sweat and other fluids.

I considered ditching the panties altogether, but regretfully pulled them back in place before going back to the break room.  I couldn’t afford to do anything that might make me stand out, and someone had thoughtfully left a big bottle of lube on the sink counter, so the evil anal plug slipped in place fairly easily.

When I entered the room, I found the other girl bucking, thrashing, and moaning in the throes of ecstasy.  I froze in my tracks, not quite believing what I was seeing.

“Take a load off,” she said, once she’d finished and calmed down.  “My name’s Bunny, by the way… what’s yours?”

“I’m Sally,” I replied, moving to join her on the sofa.  The need to get off my feet won over the awkwardness I felt at seeing her have an orgasm in front of me.

“First day here, huh?” she asked, passing me a bottle of water.

“Is it that obvious?”

“Greenies always stand out, but don’t worry… I was watching you while you worked, and I have a feeling you’ll fit right in after a week or two.  You’re much better than the girl you replaced, and really took the load off me tonight.”

“Thanks.  I kind of lucked out on getting the job when I was here at lunchtime, and the girl working the bar was completely overwhelmed.  The friend I was with complained, and after a brief discussion, Brandon gave me a chance.”

“Master
 Brandon,” she corrected me.  “The first thing you need to learn is to always
 use deferential honorifics when addressing anyone higher up the ladder than you are, which in your case is practically everyone.  You’ll save yourself a lot of grief if you get into the habit early.”

“Thanks for the tip.  What else should I know?”

“Take the time to explore the features of your left cuff.  It does a lot more than lock around your wrist and look pretty.”

With that cryptic comment, she got up to raid the table full of munchies and hor d’oeuvres set out on a short buffet table.  I’d burned enough calories that I was fairly hungry myself, but decided to let my feet recover for a while before stuffing my face.  I still had the second half of my shift to get through once our break was over, and walking back to the apartment was gonna suck big time.

I made the mistake of closing my eyes for ‘just a few seconds’, and was then rudely awakened by a shock to the ass when it was time to get back to work.  Leather man wasn’t a complete asshole, though, and took Bunny out first so I had a few minutes to wake up and get my shit together.

I was pissed at myself for falling asleep and wasting my entire break.  I’d wanted to eat, find out what Bunny had meant about my watch cuff, and most importantly, try to get a better look at those two guys I noticed earlier.  Now I’d have to watch from my station, and hope it wasn’t too busy out there.

Yeah right.  Not only was it busier than ever, but the girls covering our breaks weren’t as good as we were, so there was a significant backlog of drink orders to deal with.  My arousal level, which had subsided to a slow simmer while I slept, returned full force within the first five minutes due to all the tips rolling in.

This wasn’t good.  If it hadn’t been for the shocks I was getting as a penalty for how long it was taking to clear the line, I probably would’ve been cumming like a fiend for the rest of the night!

Now that I thought about it, the shocks didn’t seem quite as bad anymore; either the power level had been turned down, or I was getting used to it.  The ones hitting my nipples felt more like a hard fingernail flick instead of a bee sting, and I was no longer trying to jump through the bar every time I got a blast to the ass.

Perversely enough, I almost wished for them to be stronger or longer, since the brief jolts of pain were about the only thing keeping me from embarrassing myself in front of everyone!  God, what was happening to me?

With about ninety percent of my concentration devoted to keeping the lid on the pressure cooker, I almost missed realizing the next guy in line was the suspicious German dude.  He ordered a coke and seemed to be checking me out while I poured it, but that didn’t tell me anything new.

Everyone stared at my cleavage when I leaned forward, and I’m sure they did the same to my ass when I turned around.  If I hadn’t been used to it from working the streets, the attention would’ve been quite embarrassing.  On a brighter note, wearing a gag made it impossible for guys to try to get my phone number.

I breathed a sigh of relief when I heard another show beginning, but either this one wasn’t as exciting, or the crowd was in full blown party mode, since the flow of customers barely slowed at all.  It had something to do with an attempt to hogtie a girl with a thousand feet of silk rope, and I wouldn’t have minded watching it myself, but that wasn’t in the cards.

The place really needed to hire a third bartender, and I couldn’t begin to imagine how Bunny would’ve survived if I hadn’t been here tonight.  Last call was brutal, but then like a faucet being shut off, the flow of customers ended, and our shift was over.

We were taken back to the break room and allowed to get out of uniform, although neither of us did more than ditch our shoes, gag, hobble skirts, and corsets.  To be honest, I didn’t want to peel off the rubber panties here anyway, since the overpowering musk of my arousal would be unmistakable and embarrassing.  Bunny didn’t have my particular hang-ups, but I noticed she kept hers on as well, so at least I was still fitting in.

The break room was a nice haven of peace and quiet after the long, hectic night on the floor.  The waitresses and bar backs were still working, so it was just the two of us for now, which was more than welcome to me.  It also meant we had the chance to make a significant dent in the food and drink supply before the place filled up.

Brandon… I mean Master Brandon, came in to congratulate us for an exceptional job, and to pay us our wages and share of the tips.  Without the gag, my mouth really did drop when I saw how much I’d earned: three hundred and twenty dollars!

I didn’t know any
 bartenders who made seventy or eighty grand a year, so even though the working conditions were highly unusual, I was surprised there wasn’t a waiting list with people begging for the job!

I didn’t get a chance to meet anyone else tonight, since Bunny’s boyfriend showed up to take her home, and she offered to give me a ride.  With how my feel felt, there was no way I was gonna pass up her offer, and there was always tomorrow.

When he let me out at the front door, Bunny once again told me to check out the capabilities of my wrist cuff and gave me a bawdy wink before they drove off.  As tired as I was, she’d made me curious about it, so I started checking it out while I waited for the tub to fill.

It took all of fifteen seconds before I found out that it was tied directly to the toys filling me and could be used to manually activate them.  It was how she’d had her explosive orgasm during our break!

After being kept horny as fuck all night, and now that I was alone in the privacy of my apartment, I had no compunctions about giving it a test drive… or two.  I selected one of the pre-programmed patterns at random and started it up.

Perhaps the program named ‘Tsunami’ was a bad choice for my first time, but on the other hand, it certainly delivered.  Pulsing waves of pleasure began coursing through me, and each wave was slightly longer and more powerful than the one preceding it.

It took almost no time at all before I had to bite the heel of my hand to keep from screaming out as my long pent up orgasm finally burst free.  It hit me so hard I slid off my perch on the edge of the tub, and slid back into the water as pure, molten bliss raced through my veins.

There was no comparison between this one, and any of the other orgasms I’d ever had before, not even that amazing one with Red.  It was like the toy had a mind of its own and was either reading my reaction and adjusting automatically to ensure maximum pleasure, or my body was adjusting itself to follow the vibration pattern.  Either way, my climax was stronger and longer than I thought humanly possible, with no apparent end in sight!

I went straight from one orgasm to a second, and then with only a few smaller mini-orgasms to mark the separation, had a third that made me see stars.  It was all I could do to fumble through the menu with shaking fingers to find the off button, and then I couldn’t do more than lie there in the haze of my afterglow until I realized the tub was close to overflowing.

I enjoyed the most relaxing soak of my life for the next couple of hours and experimented with several more of the pre-programmed settings before becoming too exhausted to continue.  I’d definitely have to thank Bunny for the tip when I saw her tomorrow, but thinking about tomorrow brought reality crashing back.

I wasn’t a bartender, bondage freak, or nympho; I was a cop with a job to do.  I also had two suspects I needed to identify, and since I knew the club had security cameras everywhere, I should be able to point them out to Monica tomorrow.  If I was right about them, this case might be over in no time at all!

That was my job, and successfully completing it would earn me a well-deserved promotion, but as I went to bed I couldn’t help wondering about ways to drag it out a few days longer.


Suspects

“No, I can’t say that I recognize them, but we have hundreds of people come through the door on any given night,” Monica said when I found my suspects on last night’s video footage.

“I’ll have Gary run these guys through a facial recognition algorithm to see if we can maybe find a match that tags them in the club on nights that girls disappeared, but that kind of search will take several days at a minimum.  I’ll let you know if we find anything, but until then, just keep your eyes open.”

“Yeah, about that,” I replied.  “I’ve got a bone to pick with you about this outfit you saddled me with.  With all the restrictions and distractions you’re making me work under, I’m barely able to look past the end of my nose, let alone try to spot suspicious activity!  I hate to admit it, but I only noticed those two guys last night out of sheer luck.”

“You underestimate your power of observation, but you do have a point,” she admitted.  “I’ll tell you what… if those guys come back tonight, I’ll put Jade in your place, and switch you over to a model position for the second half of your shift.”

“What kind of modeling position?” I asked, instantly suspicious.

“You seem to be in good physical shape, so how about a stint on the stationary bike?  If nothing else, it’ll get you off your feet for a few hours.”

“I’ll take it!”

I could ride a bike all day and getting to sit down for even half my shift was almost like a gift from the Gods.  I started my shift in a much better frame of mind and could hardly wait for my suspects to arrive.

***

“Okay, ladies, I’ve got a problem,” Master Brandon said, barging into the break room during our break.  “One of my models is in my office bathroom puking her guts out and can’t go on tonight.  Do either of you think you can handle finishing the night riding a stationary bike?”

“I can do it,” I instantly replied, wanting to get in before Bunny did.

Not that she was likely to volunteer anyway, since while she could easily handle working in high heels all night, she had scrawny chicken legs that would never hold up to that kind of exercise.

“It’s a fully naked position,” he warned me, looking skeptical.

“I’m fine with that, Sir,” and surprisingly I really was.  The vibrating panties had been driving me absolutely bonkers tonight, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to control myself if I had to go back to my bar station wearing them.

“Has anyone taken the time to get your measurements?” he asked.

“Yes sir, Monica did that the other day.”

“Good.  I’ll go set things up and be back for you in twenty minutes.  You can lose the bartender uniform now if you wish.”

He didn’t have to tell me twice.  With Bunny’s help I got out of everything except the panties, which I did by myself in the bathroom, and the cuffs and collar combo which I couldn’t remove.  I cleaned them up in the sink and washed myself as well, before sliding a fluffy cotton robe over my shoulders, and went out to wait for Master Brandon’s return.

Things were going exactly according to plan, and I’d gotten exactly what I’d wanted, so why was I feeling as nervous as a kitten?  Maybe I wasn’t quite as ready to appear tied up and naked in front of a crowd of horny perverts as I thought.

I had no way of backing out and saving face, though, and mere moments after his return I lost the chance altogether.  My hands were locked behind my back, a hollow penis gag was shoved in my mouth, and a leash attached to my collar.

Since I was neither hobbled, nor burdened with ludicrously high heels, we made it across the club floor quite quickly for a change.  He took me into one of the jail cells they used for display cases, where my leash was handed off to an imposing looking pair of ladies.

“Who’s this?” the one holding a riding crop asked once we were inside and the curtain pulled to give us some privacy.

“New girl.  Decent bartender, not much experience in what we do here, but seems willing to learn.  Name’s Sally.”

She untied the sash holding my robe closed and pushed it off my shoulders so she could get a better look at me.  I squawked when she grabbed a handful of ass, but as her hands moved down to my thighs, I realized she wasn’t grabbing me in a sexual way at all, but more like someone checking out a racehorse before they buy.

“Good muscle tone, nice perky nipples, and I can smell her arousal from here.  I’m betting she’ll enjoy modeling for me tonight even more than our customers will.”

I blushed so hard, I bet my skin was a deeper shade of pink than Jade’s had been after getting flogged.

“Mmm, how cute; she’s actually blushing!  What a delicious combination of slutty, horny, and shy.  Come, Nancy, let’s get her on the bike and really
 give her something to blush about.”

The second girl was imposing in a different way from the Domme, that being purely physical.  She was big and strong enough to simply pick me up under my armpits, carry me over to the stationary bicycle, and lower me onto the seat.

As impressive as that may sound, it was actually more difficult than you’d think.  I caught a glimpse of a slender chrome shaft sticking up
 from the seat, and as my weight pressed down on it, I immediately tried to shout ‘Wrong hole! Wrong hole!’ since her aim was off.  Yup, it was going up there, and since it was well greased, there was no stopping it.

Once my butt was actually on the seat, I felt another nub pressing against my pussy, and realized her aim was just fine.  The steel dildo was exactly where it belonged; it was just another example of why I needed to ask more fucking questions before agreeing to anything around here.

With one working on either side of me, my feet were quickly strapped to the pedals, my wrists pulled around and clipped to the handlebars, the leash tied off somewhere behind me, and the seat raised up to make sure I wouldn’t be able to pull myself off the anal intruder.  My surprises had unfortunately just begun, and I silently renewed my vow to kick Monica’s ass when this assignment was over.

What I thought were pasties to cover my nipples were actually a pair of suction cup and clamp combo that felt worse than the clothespins did and had wires that not only pulled them tight towards the handlebars, but also plugged in place.  I’m pretty sure my poor nipples would be getting zapped as well as pulled once I started.

The biggest surprise of all was what really
 happened when I began pedaling; that wasn’t just a nub nestled between my folds, it was another dildo!  Even as the shaft in my ass began to retract into the seat, the other one pushed deep inside my pussy, drawing an involuntary moan out of me.

“Since this is your first time riding the slut-cycle, I’ll explain how this is going to work,” the Domme said, lifting my chin with her riding crop.  “When the red light comes on you will have fifteen seconds to get your speed up past ten miles per hour.  If you fall below the target speed at any point, a punishment cycle will begin, and each one will be increasingly harsh.

“Every five miles the green light will come on, you’ll get a brief rest period as a reward, and can use the buttons by your thumbs.  The ones on the left control the vibrators, and the ones on the right will signal Nancy that you want something to drink.

“There are three choices available: plain water, a cherry flavored energy drink, and white wine… mix and match whatever you want, but don’t get sloshed or you’ll regret it.  Those were Sharon’s choices, and if I have more notice we can pick things you might like better.

“This is advertising for the slut-cycle, entertainment for our customers, and a source of heavy betting amongst them.  Your job isn’t just to ride twenty miles by the end of the night, but to draw in the crowd.  You will make eye contact with as many people as possible, and never, ever allow yourself to reach climax unless you’ve earned a reward.  The consequences of cumming without permission are severe.

“The locks won’t open unless the odometer reads at least twenty miles, but if you keep going past that, you’ll earn a hundred dollar bonus for each additional five miles.  Good luck with that, though,” she snickered.

Yup.  Monica was gonna die a slow and painful death at my hands.  Then again, I was not only allowed to look around the room, I was ordered to… which was exactly what I needed.  I hope my suspects were here again, since I’d never get a better chance at checking them out.

As soon as the curtain was pulled aside, a crowd began to gather on the other side of the bars.  I immediately felt self-conscious at being the center of attention, but if she was telling the truth, my only way off this thing was to ride at least twenty miles with a pair of dildos pistoning in and out of me.

I found out her name was Mistress Lilith when she introduced herself to the crowd and explained how the slut-cycle worked.  It was an extra level of humiliation to hear her describe in exquisite detail what the bike would be doing to me, or to be more accurate, what I’d be doing to myself.

Just then the light turned red, a bell sounded, and I had no choice but to begin pedaling.  I had a feeling the zaps I got working behind the bar would seem like tickles compared to what would happen if I let this devious contraption start shocking me.

Getting up to speed was fairly easy, since the resistance setting was fairly low, and ten miles per hour was a comfortable pace.  As for the twin intruders going up and down through the seat, it was actually the one in my snatch that I knew would be a problem before the night was over.

The anal shaft was hard and long, but fairly smooth, so it didn’t do much but make me feel uncomfortably full.  The main dildo had a good sized knob on the end, bumps and ridges along its length, and seemed perfectly designed to hit all the good spots.  Getting fucked by it for two or more hours without cumming was going to be impossible, which I guess was the point.

Those clamps on my nipples were also much more devious than I suspected.  My body rocked slightly as I pedaled, and it was enough to apply pressure to each of them in turn.  It didn’t hurt unless I leaned back, and felt more like someone was sucking hard on my nipples rather than pulling them.  It was actually quite erotic, but I had to try to ignore it as much as possible, because it was adding a lot of fuel to the fire building between my legs.

Watching the crowd was the only distraction available to me, so I worked it with a vengeance.  I was pleased to see that both men I’d marked were here tonight, and even more pleased to see Monica had noticed them as well.  She threw me a nod and a wink when I caught her eye, and headed for the elevator, presumably to the control room where she’d be able to watch them without giving away the game.

Unfortunately, I got stupid at that point, and allowed Monica to distract me.  A loud buzzer sounded when my speed dropped below ten miles per hour, and I received a set of powerful shocks to my nipples, and from the anal shaft as well.  Dammit!

I pedaled like my life depended on it, and saw I was doing twenty-five when I looked down at the speedometer.  I moderated my pace down to twelve in order to give me a safety factor against another round of shocks, yet slow enough that I wasn’t going to fuck myself silly in the middle of a round.

It was hard enough to keep control at the slower speed, and I knew I was in trouble when I felt the need to cum at only the three mile mark.  I didn’t think the machine would work me over this badly without any vibrations to add to the challenge, but you try riding a dildo for fifteen or twenty minutes straight and see how well you do!

My original plan was to not allow myself to cum at all, or at least not until I had no choice near the end of the night.  That plainly wasn’t going to work.  It was going to be hard enough to make it to my rest and reward break as it was, and if I didn’t take advantage of it, I’d be at risk of cumming when I wasn’t allowed to.  Fuck!

I was panting more with the need for release than from the exercise I’d been doing, when I passed my first milestone, and frantically stabbed at all the buttons on both sides.  The result was much more intense than I imagined possible, since I discovered that electricity could be pleasurable when applied in moderation.  A gentle tingle in my rear and on my nipples felt almost like stimulating vibrations, although obviously not as much as the real thing.

I had a handy point of comparison to that, since the shaft in my pussy came on like a jackhammer, sending me over the top almost instantly.  I threw my head back and let loose with a primal scream of pure passion, heedless of the pain I was inflicting on my nipples as I rocked back and forth.  That too added to the strength of my orgasm.

I was supposed to be resting, but I’d unconsciously begun pedaling faster once my orgasm hit, and the combination of it all rocked me straight into a second, even more powerful climax I was powerless to resist.  I might’ve kept cumming forever, if Nancy hadn’t pushed my clenched fingers aside so she could turn it off for me.

She stood patiently at my side until my eyes were able to focus again, and then gave me my drinks with a trio of squeeze sports bottles.  The cherry drink was first, followed by a healthy slug of wine, and then several short bursts of water.  I was glad for it all, since staying hydrated was going to be critical.  Before ending my break, she leaned close and whispered something into my ear.

“Ten-o-clock, talking to the tramp in the vinyl miniskirt,” she said.  “Try to catch his eye.”

When I unobtrusively looked up, I saw she was referring to the Latino guy I’d marked yesterday.  She knew about me and my mission!  I had an unexpected ally in the room!

The knowledge helped invigorate me for my next five miles of cycling, although I found it to be slightly harder this time.  Cumming had sapped some of my strength, but I wasn’t really tired yet.  It must’ve been the machine’s resistance had been turned up, and if that happened every five miles, I might be in real trouble by the end of the night.

Giving in to my desire was both a blessing and a curse.  It would give me a chance of making it to my next rest period without cumming, but it had also left my pussy hyper sensitive.  I think by the end of the night I’d be able to create an exact copy of the dildo pounding my pussy, and do it blindfolded.

The show I’d put on must’ve looked quite spectacular as well, since the crowd around my cage had easily tripled in size since I’d started.  Each and every one of them was waiting in breathless anticipation for the next time I’d cum, and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do to prevent it.

The increased size of the crowd also made it harder to single out the suspect I was trying to focus on, but I eventually caught his eye and did my best to look helpless and vulnerable.  It wasn’t much of a stretch, trust me.

That one look was all it took.  I had to be careful not to stare for long, but I came back to him every few minutes and found him looking my way each and every time.  I’m not sure if the girl he’d been talking to had been a potential mark of his, but if so, I’d just saved her by distracting the guy.  I was making a difference!

I had no choice but to hit the reward buttons at the beginning of my next break, although this time I stopped pedaling, and simply let the powerful vibrations buzz me into oblivion.  I stopped it on my own this time after only one orgasm and took a genuine break.  Nancy gave me a few shots of all three beverages again and murmured encouraging words into my ear until it was time to resume.

The resistance had gone up again, so I was glad I’d taken a real break when I had the chance.  I was going to need to conserve all the strength I could, since I was only hallway done.

Just before reaching the fifteen mile mark, I saw the German guy meet up with the Latino, who jerked his thumb in my direction first thing.  Were they taking the bait?  I was watching them so closely I almost missed the green light for my break, but then Nancy took the liberty of hitting my reward buttons for me, and I lost sight of the conversation as my eyes rolled up in my head.

She left it running for not one or two, but three massive orgasms that almost made me black out from the intensity of it all.  I came so hard I even made a huge mess by squirting all over my seat, to the utter delight of the crowd.  Fuck me… I wasn’t sure I’d be able to even attempt the last five miles after that orgasmic explosion, but I still had no say in the matter.

I failed to get up to speed in time when I resumed pedaling, got a set of stronger shocks like Mistress Lilith had promised, and for the first time since I began, was struggling to maintain the ten mile per hour minimum.  I was also struggling to contain my next orgasm after a mere quarter mile, and knew I was seriously up shit creek without a paddle or even a boat to float in.

I couldn’t even get my glassy eyes to focus on anyone in the crowd, but they probably didn’t notice or care by this point.  Some of them seemed to be cheering me on, however, and that gave me the strength to continue.

My odometer must’ve been linked to a video screen or something, since I heard people counting down the mileage remaining, which was also a boon, but not enough to overcome the torture this ordeal had become.  At two and a half miles remaining I’d hit my third speed penalty, and the shocks were getting strong enough to take my breath away… breath I desperately needed to keep going.

With two miles left I couldn’t help myself any longer, and exploded into an orgasm that robbed me of the last of my breath.  It stopped my burning legs in their tracks, compounding the punishment I’d just earned in an unexpected way.

Nancy was wearing a slave collar, and had been submissive around Mistress Lilith, but she must’ve had instructions to take action against me in her place.  Even as I was in the throes of unimaginable ecstasy, and unstoppable pain, she began whipping my ass!

I knew she had to be pulling her blows, since as strong as she was, she could’ve quite literally flayed the skin off my buttocks, but you could’ve fooled me at the time.  I’d never been whipped before, and each fiery line that exploded across my ass felt like a searing red hot branding iron.

I was at the point of complete sensory overload, and only a subconscious trickle of thought kept my legs pumping to the one mile mark.  That’s when I found out why Mistress Lilith had laughed when she mentioned I’d earn a bonus if I kept going after the mandatory twenty miles.

The vibrator came alive, and in between shocks my nipples and ass were subjected to the trickle of stimulating power that drove me ever closer to the peak.  I think I came five or six times in that last mile, but you’ll have to ask Monica to review the footage if you want to know for sure, since my brain had all the computing power of a cottage cheese abacus.

And then with a roar of cheers and applause, my ordeal was over.  I’d done the impossible and could now go back to the break room, so I could fall into a pleasant coma for the rest of the night.  Nancy gave me some water, let me finish off the wine, and then quietly spoke into my ear again.

“The vinyl strumpet is back with your guy again,” she informed me.

Shit!  Shit!!  Shit!!!

There was no way I was going to let them grab some innocent girl after what I’d just gone through to distract those assholes, so there was only one thing left I could do.

With weak, shaky, and burning legs I resumed pedaling.  After all what was another five miles at this point.  On a brighter note I was probably too worn out to cum again, although my body was perfectly willing to prove me wrong again and again and again.

In case you’re interested, I earned nine hundred and eighty-two dollars between wages, tips, and bonuses that night, and set a club record for distance traveled on the slut-cycle.  I made more in four hours than I normally would in a full week on the force and started to question my chosen career path.

I also received thirteen marriage proposals.

Go figure.


Special Duty

That girl in vinyl was the only reason I didn’t pummel Monica into the ground the next day, since I was positive I’d saved her from a life of sexual slavery.  After all, what was an hour or two of discomfort compared to a lifetime of torture, rape, and abuse?

I’d also attracted the attention of my prime suspects, since the video footage clearly showed them following me out of the club.  They might’ve even tried to take me that night, except for the fact Master Brandon felt I was too out of it to walk to my apartment on my own and ordered Nancy to make sure I got home safe.

It was counterproductive to my mission, but I was glad of her help anyway; I was in no kind of shape to assist in case we were attacked.  My only thoughts were about my bed and pillow.

I felt much more like my normal self after twelve hours of sack time, followed by a two hour bath, and enough food to choke a horse.  Nancy had been thoughtful enough to assemble a doggy bag for me last night, so even though it was leftovers, I enjoyed a feast fit for a queen.  That was one nice thing about the club: they sure took care of the staff.

I’d plowed through half of it when I heard a noise at my door and got up to investigate.  Someone had slid an envelope under my door, but by the time I’d got there and opened it, the hallway was empty.  I took it back to the table to read it while I finished eating.

Sally,



Excellent work so far!  Those two guys followed you home last night, so we’re nearly positive they’ve marked you as a prime target for kidnapping.  I’m going to arrange things so you’ll be back on display tonight, but in a scenario that won’t leave you feeling flatter than hammered dog shit.


P.S.  Don’t trust anyone.

Monica

It was nice to know my hard work was paying dividends so fast, and even nicer to know it was appreciated.  Nicest of all would be if Monica was as good as her word and gave me a break with none of her inconvenient surprises.  If I didn’t know better, I’d swear she was working against me after the shit she’d made me endure so far.

Hmm… wouldn’t that be a kicker?  What if Monica was really working for
 the kidnappers rather than against
 them?  Was the ‘trust nobody’ comment some kind of subconscious warning, or maybe a subtle hint that she was working for them against her will?  Monica working as a double agent would be a real kick to the cunt.

An even scarier prospect would be if it was her Master who was behind it all.  He had complete control over the club, knew all the details of our investigation, and had enough money to buy hundreds of witnesses saying he was as pure as the driven snow.  I really couldn’t trust anyone.  Hell… as far as I knew, even the chief might be in on this thing!

My paranoia had grown to such a fevered pitch over the course of the day, I almost couldn’t make myself walk to the club for my shift.  I only did it because if Monica or her Master really were behind the whole thing, they could probably snatch me from my apartment even easier than they could from the club.  It felt like I was living on borrowed time, and I didn’t much care for the feeling.

I was ambushed as soon as I walked through the door, but not in a way that made me reflexively try to break someone’s arm or neck.

“You’re late!” Master Brandon snapped, as soon as he saw me.

“I… I’m not late, Sir.  What’s going on?”

“Didn’t… never mind.  Report to dressing room three and get changed now!  You’re on in fifteen minutes!”

I had no idea what was going on, but that seemed to be par for the course these days.  I said fuck it and hurried to dressing room three like a good little slave.

When I opened the door, I saw another new Domme being orally serviced by a tightly bound sub girl, who was in turn being fucked up the ass by leather man.  Yeah … I couldn’t wait to write up my official report for this op.

I stood just inside the door for an incredibly awkward minute until the Mistress came with a shudder and series of high-pitched shrieks, and then was chastised completely unfairly.

“Stop and get the slut ready,” she ordered.  “We’ll be at least fifteen minutes late at best, and I want at least fifteen more to cane her lazy ass.”

I didn’t know what was going on, but her words pushed me past the breaking point, and I lost it.

“Fuck you, sister,” I growled, falling into a judo stance.  “The first one of you assholes that tries to touch me is falling away with a bloody stump where their arm used to be!”

“Excuse me?” she replied in utter disbelief at my temerity.

“You heard me, bitch!  I don’t know what the fuck you think I’m here for, but being beaten for no reason ain’t it, and for that matter, you look like a hundred times more of a slut than I’ll ever be!”

The room fell silent as my challenge hung in the air, but after a dozen heartbeats, she finally spoke.

“Perhaps I was mistaken,” she grudgingly admitted.  “I’d heard about your record setting exploits last night, and assumed you were eager for more.”

“I am so fucking out of here,” I replied in disgust.

“Stop!” she ordered.  “I won’t keep you from leaving, but I require an explanation first.”

“Say please,” I shot back.

Her eyes bugged out, and then narrowed, but then I saw the faintest twitch of a smile crease her lips.

“Please,” she replied, sounding amused.

I told her as much as I dared, and possibly more than I should have, but she seemed to soften when she realized I was neither lazy, late, nor a slut.  She even promised to take it easy on me tonight, but only if I hurried to get the show started on time.

“No shocks as punishment, no dildo or vibrator inside you, and no endless string of forced orgasms,” she assured me.

I wasn’t completely sure I could trust her to keep her word, but if she didn’t, I could always add her to my hit list after Monica.  I gave her extra credit for being the first Master or Mistress to actually perform introductions.  (She was Mistress Jill, her sub was Sherri, and I finally found out that leather man’s real name was Gary.)

The first order of business was getting me into a corset.  It was a much fancier white silk affair that was heavily boned from the top of my hips to the half cups that lifted my breasts up, but also had a thin ‘bra’ at the top to cover the rest of my boobs.  I loved the way the silk felt when it rubbed against my nipples. It wouldn’t leave anything to the imagination considering how thin it was, but it still made me feel better.

My armbinder was also made out of silk, although a heavier grade, sort of like what they used for parachutes.  It was incredibly tight but felt pretty good once they finished lacing it up, since unlike rope, the pressure was distributed along the entire length of my arms.  I’d probably feel the strain in my shoulders before the night was over, but right now I felt pretty good.

Leather cuffs with a hobble chain for my ankles, a ring gag for my mouth, and a leash for my collar finished off my uniform for the night.  It left everything south of the border exposed and vulnerable, but as long as she kept her word and didn’t try to shove anything up there, I’d hold up my end as well.

She was even thoughtful enough to give me a pair of sandals for the walk to my cage, and I was able to keep up without thinking I was going to do a face plant every step.  She led me to a different cell than the one I was in last night and had me stand near the back so she could attach a chain from above to the ring at the end of my armbinder.  I smelled an incoming strappado.

She had Sherri crank the winch to raise my hands up but didn’t take it nearly as far as Red had.  I wondered if maybe she was overcompensating in making my bondage lighter than usual, but she wasn’t finished yet.

My sandals and the hobble chain were removed, and new chains from each side were attached to the cuffs so she could draw my legs apart.  Wider than I felt comfortable with, but without high heels, I could handle it all night if I had to.

Once she was satisfied with how far apart my legs were, she had Sherri crank the winch until my torso was bent over perfectly horizontal.  No, she definitely wasn’t going out of her way to make my night overly easy.

A few minutes later Gary wheeled a heavy stand with a dildo on top into the cage and positioned it so the first inch or so was sticking through the ring gag.  Mistress Jill tied off my leash behind it to make sure I wouldn’t be able to pull completely away from the long rubber cock, and then dropped the other shoe.

A second stand went between my legs.  This one had a long rod topped by a single strand of rubber, and when she turned the motor on, it went back and forth like a windshield wiper.  She adjusted it so the little rubber finger just barely brushed along the length of my slit, and set the speed to one stroke every two seconds.

“This is a blowjob trainer, and the twat tickler is your motivation to suck the cock,” she explained.  “If you lean forward a few inches you’ll get out of range of the tickler, but there’s not much chance of it giving you an orgasm, even if you stand still and do nothing.  It’ll make you horny as hell, but in all the times we’ve done this show, nobody has successfully gotten off from it.

“Feel free to take in as much or as little of the cock as you like.  There’s a sensor located every inch along its length, and after a cumulative total of five thousand inches sucked, the cock will shoot a load of cum into your mouth.  Don’t worry… we filled up the tank with a thin banana daiquiri instead of the real thing.

“I recommend you start off slow, and only pick up the pace once the club gets full, but that’s your decision.  I’ll have someone check on you periodically, but as promised, there’ll be no punishments or forced orgasms.  Have fun,” she said, waving goodbye and locking the cage once they were all outside.

Well this was different.  She’d lived up to her promise, but only in the strictest sense, since that insidious rubber finger was already making me wet.  I planned on following her instructions and waiting until the club filled up before putting on my cock sucking show, but I wanted to find out how difficult this was going to be.

Leaning forward put more strain on my shoulders, but my flexibility was a boon for this kind of thing, so it wasn’t that bad.  The dildo itself was obscenely long.  It was a good sixteen or eighteen inches, but nobody was forcing me to take that much cock down my throat, so I wasn’t worried about it.  Unless she had lied, I’d be able to get away with sucking only the first few inches, and even that was only if I wanted to get away from the tickler.

I moved out of range just as the tip neared the back of my mouth, but it wasn’t quite deep enough to trigger my gag reflex, and I’d be able to keep myself there as long as my arms and toes held out.  When I backed away to my rest position, a screen on the wall in front of me lit up with my name, the outline of a penis, and the numbers 3/5000.  It looked like their system was going to track and display my cock sucking stats!

Sure enough the three changed to a five after I leaned into it again.  On one hand, it seemed a little degrading to display how much cock I sucked tonight, but on the other, keeping score brought out my competitive spirit.  I wondered what the record was.

As for my real purpose for being here, I found this cell was positioned better for watching the room, although I had to use my peripheral vision more.  I liked being able to watch the front door, since I’d know the second my suspects got here, and more importantly I’d be able to see if they left to go after someone like vinyl girl from last night.

Speaking of which, I saw she was already here.  She was dressed in a black fishnet tank top tonight, with a lacy white bra underneath it, and the short vinyl miniskirt she wore last time.  I thought she looked hotter than hell and hoped she didn’t distract my targets when they got here.  It was too bad we couldn’t use her for bait, since she was doing a better job at it naturally than I was by working my ass for it!

Speaking of working, it was time to suck a little cock.  That little rubber tickler was starting to make me horny, and I had a long night ahead of me.  Despite Mistress Jill’s promise, I thought it might be enough stimulation to eventually make me cum, and I’d had more than enough of that last night.

When my score reached fifty, I saw the number one percent appear in the middle of the penis outline, and I think it was starting to fill in from the left side where the balls were located.  I’d find out for sure if I was right as I went along, but it made sense to me.  I kept at it.

By the time I reached ten percent, I figured out a way to game the system, at least partially.  Since the tickler was moving as regular as clockwork, I found it easy to time things so I rocked forward just before it struck, and then fall back just after the next one.  I was being teased by it only a fraction of the time, although I was far from perfect at it.

I’d occasionally rock forward a little too far and trigger my gag reflex when the rubber phallus hit the back of my throat, and sometimes my timing was off, so the tickler stroked me coming and going, but it was definitely a good plan I’d stumbled across.  After a while, I even learned how to overcome the gag reflex, and didn’t care if the thing went into my throat a bit.

I almost laughed out loud when I realized the blowjob training machine was working perfectly on me, and by the end of the night I’d probably be able to give Linda Lovelace a run for her money.  Just as an FYI, try not to laugh when you have a mouthful of cock; the results aren’t pretty.

In fact, there was a lot that wasn’t pretty from my point of view, although the people stopping to watch me apparently thought different.  I was drooling and slobbering so much, there was a growing pool on the floor below my head, and a fair amount had even run down my chin and chest.  I was sure my diaphanous silk bra was soaking wet by now, making me look like a contestant in a wet T-shirt contest.

By the time I reached the fifty percent mark, I found that the hardest part of tonight’s modeling job wasn’t the teasing finger making me increasingly horny, the strict strappado bondage causing my shoulders to ache, or the dildo I had to suck.  It was boredom.

I decided to switch things up a little, and experiment with how well I could really deep throat the thing now that I wasn’t being troubled by my gag reflex.  Unbelievably, the screen told me I could take nine inches of the thing into my mouth and throat, and I only stopped there because I hit the limit of how far I could lean forward without dislocating my arms!

When I got bored with that, I decided to see how long I could hold my breath while the thing was lodged in my throat.  The screen didn’t display a stat for that, but I think I managed around a minute before needing to back off.  I wasn’t in Monica’s league, but this was my first time ever trying it, so I thought I did pretty damn good.

My deep throat efforts also started to draw more of a crowd around my cage, and that helped keep me occupied even more.  It was too bad my suspects weren’t here, although it was still early, so I didn’t give up hope yet.

In fact, I got so distracted I forgot what was going to happen when I reached the five thousand mark, and almost choked when it started pumping the banana daiquiri into my mouth at the same time I tried to inhale.  I thought I made a mess from my constant drooling, but it was nothing compared to how I must’ve looked after that!

It was pretty much a disaster, but at least now I had the taste of bananas and rum coating my tongue, which was a vast improvement compared to the taste of silicone rubber.  I wondered if they sometimes filled this machine with real cum like she’d hinted at and was glad I’d never have to find out.

Or at least I hoped not.  I had no idea how much liquid this machine held, and if someone else was in charge of refilling it, I might get a rather unpleasant surprise.  I wouldn’t put it past the people here, and worst of all, it wouldn’t even break the promise Mistress Jill had made to me!

In fact, considering what she wanted to do to me when I met her, it was obvious she didn’t know who I really was, and might decide to get a little payback for how rudely I spoke to her.  Well, I’d cross that bridge if and when I came to it.

I noticed with amusement the penis drawing on the screen, and the accompanying counter had reset.  A smaller picture of a spurting penis had also appeared, with x01 next to it, and I wondered how high I could make the number climb by the end of the night.  Maybe I could set another club record.

Or maybe I could pull my head out of my ass and start doing my real
 job; my two suspects had slipped in unnoticed.  Great fucking detective work, Sally!

To make matters worse, I saw them both clearly look at vinyl girl, and then turn to each other and give a slight nod before splitting up and going their separate ways.  Neither one of even glanced my way.

Shit!  I had to do something to get their attention, and considering my limited options, that meant putting on a show hot enough to get a rise out of a corpse.  It was time to change my strategy for dealing with this machine, and test Mistress Jill’s claim that no one had ever cum on it before.

Rather than timing my back and forth motion to avoid the tickler, I made sure it brushed my slit as much as possible.  In order to do it most effectively, I also doubled the pace of my cock sucking lunges, which should have the additional benefit of looking like I was really getting into it.  I imagined I looked like the sluttiest girl in the place, and if this didn’t catch their eye and keep them distracted, nothing would!

In some ways it became easier to work this way, since the consistent rocking motion was easy to maintain, and my counter was literally flying.  On the other hand, the tickler was really doing a number on me now, and I can’t ever remember being this aroused without popping my cork.

It took me less than half the time to hit my goal for the second time as it did for the first, and this time I was ready for it.  Not wanting to risk choking, gagging, and making a big mess again, I decided to try letting it shoot straight down my throat.  It worked even better than I’d hoped and had the additional advantage that I didn’t have to taste it in case they tried to trick me with real cum later on.

The crowd around me had grown bigger, and several of them were cheering me on, so I stayed on it as long as I possibly could.  I definitely broke the minute mark this time, but then when I came up for air I had to take a couple more minutes back in my rest position, with the tickler working its magic on me.

If the angle on that thing was just slightly different, or the height of the arm just a little longer, it would brush fully along my clit instead of just giving it a light touch at the end of the stroke.  I’d be cumming like a porn star at a gangbang.

I couldn’t believe how I was actually hoping to cum in front of the crowd tonight, rather than trying to avoid the embarrassment like I had yesterday, but it was the truth.  At the moment, it was all I could think about.

Cursing my luck, I resumed my cock sucking training with a vengeance, hoping I could drain the machine and get the needed alteration to my circumstances when they had to refill it.  About the only good thing was I’d got the German guy to start watching me now, so maybe vinyl girl would be safe for another night.  As long as I could keep his attention, that is.

I found my legs were getting tired and shaky when I resumed working the cock, but my arms and shoulders were actually stretching to accommodate the unusual activity.  They were getting a little sore, but I could easily break the ten inch deep throat mark now.  I was becoming a real pro at this!

I could feel the difference in the amount of fluid the machine shot next time, and knew I’d succeeded in draining it dry.  Now as long as Mistress Jill noticed and came to refill it, I could ask to get those slight changes I was hoping for.  I’d have to remember to speak to her with proper deference, though, since it was unlikely she’d be willing to grant me any favors if I acted like I had earlier.

And then as if in answer to all my prayers, Mistress Jill came into my cage to reload the machine, with Monica following along behind her to make sure I was doing okay.  She even removed my gag so I could drink some water, which gave me the chance to whisper a few words to her.

“Those same guys are here again, and they’re interested in the same girl.  Is there enough backup available to make sure she stays safe?”

“I’ll see what I can do,” she replied.  “Try to keep them distracted while I take care of it.”

“Maybe you could help with that,” I said, quickly explaining what I wanted.

“I can’t interfere with Mistress Jill’s show, but I’ll try to casually suggest how it might be more interesting if she made a few changes.”

“Good enough.  Do what you can.”

Sometimes I was too stupid to breathe.  Telling Mistress Jill to make the show more interesting was like unleashing a kid in a candy store, and she had more tricks up her sleeve than you could possibly imagine.

She started off by adding a second the tickler to the front, so I could get extra stimulation while I had the cock deep in my throat.  That would’ve been fine if she hadn’t added extra motivation in the way of a whipping machine behind my ass.  Now my rest position wasn’t restful at all, and the only way I’d be able to cum was if I kept myself on the verge of anoxia.

The last thing she did was get a little of that payback I’d suspected she was looking for, by way of some weighted nipple clamps.  They bounced and tugged with every move I made, and while they did help increase my arousal level another notch or two, they were a painful distraction more than anything else.  Be careful what you ask for, I guess, especially in a BDSM club.

I thought I was putting on quite the show for the crowd now at least, but then one of the real
 stage shows started, and I lost most of the people gathered around me, including my suspects and vinyl girl.  If I didn’t have bad luck, I’d have none at all.

After the show ended, I had to work harder than ever to get the crowd back… and my suspects… but something always seemed to come up at the wrong time.  By the time my shift was over I was stiff, sore, tired, a little tipsy, and frustrated in more ways than one.

Mistress Jill had been right about not being able to reach the peak on the blowjob trainer.  I’d have to make sure I took two
 vibrators into the tub with me tonight, just in case one of them broke or ran down; it was going to take one hell of a lot of orgasms to work off this much horniness!

I’d also came to the decision that if I really wanted to crack this case, I’d have to step up my game a lot.  No more part measures or half-ass attempts at blending in; I told Master Brandon I’d like to try a night as a true bondage performer for a real stage show and was open to pretty much anything.  Let’s see my suspects ignore me tomorrow!

I walked to the apartment myself, rather than wait for Bunny and her boyfriend to give me a lift.  Just as I was entering through the main door, I caught a glimpse of a reflection in the plate glass door that temporarily drove any thought of a relieving orgasm or twenty out of my mind.

The Latino guy had followed me home.


Bondage or Bust

It took a few days before Master Brandon had an opening for me on stage, and Bunny had come down with the flu or something, so he needed me behind the bar anyway.  I was followed home by one or both of my suspects each night, but the street always had civilians on it, so they didn’t get a chance to try anything.

It was a shame, really, since it could’ve put an end to the case before I had to submit to a new set of unknown indignities at the club, but there was nothing I could do about it.  I knew they definitely had me in their sights, and I swear they’d even broke in and searched my apartment one night, although it didn’t look like they’d taken anything.

I think they were just doing their due diligence before making the snatch, but I’m sure they didn’t find anything suspicious in the apartment; my cover was too perfect, and this late night Friday show of mine should seal the deal.  I’d be one of the last ones to leave the club, the streets should be empty by then, and they’d expect me to be a completely worn out and easy target.

Tonight was going to be the night I earned my shield and could go back to a normal life.  I could hardly wait, yet I had to admit a part of me would miss the feel of being under someone else’s control.  I might have to return to the club to explore these feelings further, but as a customer and perhaps real
 submissive, instead of an undercover agent.

That kind of thinking and exploring would have to wait, though.  Right now, I needed to focus on the task at hand, which was making it through the night, and then nailing the bad guys.  Monica assured me I had plenty of backup watching me and waiting for them to make their move, so all I had to do was stick to my role as a bondage toy who loved her job.

It should be easy enough to do, since all I had to do was obey and endure.  I’d even held off from masturbating at night no matter how horny I was, just to make sure my body was as responsive as humanly possible.  That might’ve been a slight mistake on my part, since I had to start the night with a four hour stint behind the bar first, and the tips had come in fast and furious.

It meant that when Master Brandon came to collect me for the first part of my show, I was nearly as horny as I was that night on the blowjob trainer.  I hoped he had something good planned for me, because I was going all in tonight, no matter what!

Since the first part of my performance was just a warm-up for the real show, he led me to the display cage next to the stage, and the first thing he did was blindfold me.  He hadn’t dropped a single hint about what my show would entail, so apparently, he wanted to maintain the element of surprise even now.

An inflatable gag was added to the equation next, then my robe was subtracted, and was followed by a rebinding of my hands in front of me.  He connected my cuffs to the ceiling winch and pulled them up out of the way for the next stage.

He wove a rope harness above, below, and around my breasts and back, and cinched it up so tight I imagined my boobs must look like overfilled balloons.  I hope nipple clamps weren’t on the agenda tonight, or they’d suck worse than usual.

He lowered my hands and hooked the chain to the back of my harness, winching it back up only slightly, but still enough to keep me on my toes.  Literally.  My arms were crossed behind my back and tied off to the harness somehow, which meant I had to hold them as still as possible, or I’d tug and squeeze my boobs even more.

When he ordered me to spread my legs, I had to go completely on the tips of my toes before my feet were far enough apart to satisfy him, but I didn’t have to hold the precarious position for long.  What felt like a cold steel saddle was placed between my legs and raised up until it took all of my weight, and my toes lost contact with the ground.

He raised the winch a tad more to keep me vertical, and then tied my ankles to the floor on each side of me.  It was highly immobilizing bondage considering how few restraints he used, and if it wasn’t for how tight the chest harness was, might’ve even been comfortable.  Well… I wasn’t thrilled about the cold saddle pressing on my ass and mons, but at least it provided a lot of support.

I liked the saddle a little less when he dumped a ton of oil down the front and back and had me move around until it was everywhere, and then raised the two protrusions up through the seat.  The one that slipped past my rosebud was cold, hard, and slim, similar to the one from the bicycle.

The other dildo felt like it might’ve been made from a bunch of golf balls glued together and was right at the limit of what my body could handle.  If he would’ve done more than a single in and out test, I’m pretty sure I would’ve had my first orgasm of the night before the show even began!

This wasn’t exactly what I had in mind when I told him to get creative, especially since this was a mere warm-up.  If this saddle contraption was anything like my time on the bike, my legs might be too wobbly to carry me home later on!

I knew nipple clamps were
 on the agenda when he spent a few minutes rubbing, flicking, and even licking them, but knowing they were coming didn’t stop me from squealing when they bit down.  I think he tied them off to the front of the saddle, but it didn’t matter too much, since I didn’t have enough range of motion to give them a really hard tug.  I definitely could’ve done without it, though.

I guess he was done with my bondage, since he took off my blindfold, opened up the curtain, and left me alone in the cage.  I could see my image on a few of the monitors scattered around the room, along with the title ‘Slut Machine’, but that told me nothing about what this contraption I was sitting on was for.

I made the connection when Gary came to install a coin box with a pull arm at the front of my cell; Slut Machine was an obvious play on slot machine, except the Argentum Seges
 version was both kinky and interactive.  I learned just how kinky a few minutes later, when another monitor sprang to life, and began cycling through a description of what I was in for.

Each spin cost a dollar, and the usual things like cherries and oranges were considered duds.  Three separate ‘wheels’ spun for every pull of the handle, with the top one displaying columns for my tits, ass, and pussy, the middle one for shock, vibrate, or fuck, and the bottom one with numbers from one to ten for duration, speed, and intensity.  I had a bad feeling about this but couldn’t think about quitting or I’d ruin my big plan.

I almost changed my mind when the first customer came up to pull the handle and got a lucky (for him) spin.  He got a level eight ‘lightning bolt’ in the tit column to shock them, a level three ‘dollar sign’ to vibrate my twat, and a level seven ‘coin’ to start the anal shaft moving.

The combination was enough to make my head swim, but it got even worse from there on out; anything level three or higher lasted long enough that it overlapped with the next customers spin, so I could wind up getting shocked, vibrated, and fucked all at the same time!

Not that it happened every time, and at all three spots on my body.  I silently cheered whenever I saw the cherries or other duds come up, but the real symbols landed often enough I could barely cope.

I was maybe ten minutes into the game when a customer took a spin that came up with both fucking and vibrations for my pussy, saddle vibrations that rocked my clit, and all at level nine!  Without any shocks to dampen my ardor, I exploded almost instantly into an orgasm so intense it was almost painful.

Having those balls going up and down over my G-spot, while vibrating at near max intensity, would’ve been enough to drive me over the edge on its own.  Add in the extra vibrations on my clit, though, and it made for a climax that simply wouldn’t stop, and only got stronger as each successive wave of bliss washed over me.

I couldn’t think or see straight for at least fifteen minutes after that, but when my eyes finally uncrossed, I noticed the guy who’d just pulled the handle was one of my suspects.  They were here!

I got rocked even harder when his spin came up with three treasure chests, winning him some sort of special prize, and activating everything on me in a rapid, random order.  The high intensity shocks kept me from cumming more than once, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t a damn good one that left me as limp as a wet noodle.

Things were kind of hazy and disjointed for the rest of my warm-up.  I might’ve slipped into that magical realm known as sub-space, where pleasure and pain can comingle, and time has no meaning.

I’m sure Master Brandon returned for me after the two hours he’d specified, but it could’ve been two days for all I knew.  I swear at least a dozen people won special prizes, or at least hit extremely lucky rolls, keeping my mind deep down the rabbit hole the entire time, and leaving me physically drained as well.  Don’t ask how many times I came, because I honestly have no idea.

He couldn’t have been too surprised to find me in such a state, since he’d come into the cage with a wheelchair for me, and Gary to help get me down.  I was surprised when they started binding my arms, legs, and torso to the chair, but still too far out of it to complain.  At least it meant I’d get a break before part two of my show.

Not much of one though.  Gary took out my gag when we got to the back room, and he patiently fed me a few drinks to replace all the fluids I’d lost riding the slut machine.  Then the ring gag seemed to magically appear in front of my lips, and I’d automatically opened wide to allow him to slide it past my teeth.  Shit, I didn’t want to be gagged during my break, but he’d buckled and locked it in place before I could argue.

Even more surprising, he immediately wheeled me into the elevator, and took me upstairs into the elite member’s only part of the club.  I tried to make it known I didn’t want to leave the main room, since this single unplanned move completely ruined my plan for the night, but he either didn’t understand or didn’t care.  I guess he had his orders.

I calmed down when I saw both guys up here, along with all the other special prize winners.  Even vinyl girl was here, so I suspect Monica had rigged the machine to ensure my plan was still on track.  I was thankful for that, but it meant she was also responsible for the countless shocks and extreme orgasms I’d endured, so that was one more thing to add to my list for her day of reckoning.

Make that two things; as soon as Gary wheeled me out into the room, she rushed over and slid a slender vibrator into my still wet pussy.  With my legs bound to the side of the chair and the footrests, I had no chance of stopping her even if she hadn’t acted so fast.

“Just to help keep you on a slow simmer while you rest,” she whispered, turning it on to a low buzz.  “Keep up the good work and we’ll nail these assholes before the night is over.”

I was fuming, but her words brought me back to the reality of the role I was playing, and the need to stay in character.  Considering my current predicament, I didn’t need to act very hard to be believable as a horny submissive bondage slut, at least until Gary started wheeling me around the room.

The rules were different up here, but I didn’t know how different until the first time a guy reached out and grabbed a handful of boob, and nobody moved to intervene.  His wife or girlfriend was even bolder and reached between my legs to grab the vibrator.  She pumped it in and out of my twat a few times before taking it away and sampling my nectar like a wine taster.

She spent another minute fucking me with it, before turning away to resume their interrupted conversation.  The intimate contact didn’t seem out of the ordinary to the couple, Gary, or the other people around us, so it made me wonder if there were any limits at all up here.

Another woman turned the speed of the vibrator up and watched closely as I slowly climbed towards the inevitable, while her fingers were moving furiously beneath her dress.  She shuddered in climax a few moments before I could and acted quickly to turn my toy back down before I joined her.

She made me lick her hand clean before dismissing Gary with a negligent wave, and it really drove home how little control I had over the things.  For tonight at least, I really was nothing more than a horny submissive bondage slut!

Not everyone felt me up or messed with me, but Gary dutifully made a complete circuit of the room, including a long stop at the large, lucky winner table.  These were the only people surprised at what was going on, and as a result, were a little tentative about groping me at first.

It was vinyl girl who broke the ice by first rubbing and pulling, then pinching and twisting, and finally sucking and biting my nipples hard enough to make me scream.  I’d pegged her as a complete submissive, but the hungry look of power on her face made me rethink that judgment.  Maybe she was a whatchamacallit?  A switch.

Once everyone had had a turn with me, Gary put me on the stage and left me to stew with the vibrator still inside me and running on low.  I almost wish he would’ve turned it either up or off, so I could get some manner of relief, but his orders didn’t take my wants and needs into consideration.  He also blindfolded me again, leaving me to wonder how many of the patrons were staring at me with lustful, perverted thoughts.

When my ‘break’ was over, I felt multiple sets of hands working to both free me from the chair and rebind me as fast as possible.  I think it was standard operating procedure here, but to me it felt like they didn’t want to give me the chance to back out.  I guess I could always use my safe word, but in the part of the club where rules didn’t apply, would it be honored?

I didn’t test it, and quickly found myself lying on a table, tightly bound in the mother of all hogties.  My arms were pulled back and up so they could be tied to my chest harness in a stringent reverse prayer that put my flexibility to a real test.

My legs were bent at the knees and tied off into a frog tie, and they added a spreader bar between my knees to ensure I stayed nice and accessible before pulling the bar up to tie it off to my wrists.  Hopefully they wouldn’t leave me like this for very long, since it was a real back breaker.

They tightened me up further by sliding a big steel hook up my ass and tying it to the back of my gag strap, forcing me to keep my head back.  I was extremely well immobilized by this point, but they added a few more ropes to hold me in place on the table anyway, because why use only a hundred feet of rope when two hundred was available?

The slender vibrator was finally removed from inside me but was replaced shortly after with a much thicker one.  My blindfold was removed at this point, so I could see what this part of my show was all about.  They’d just kicked things up a major notch and were about to test my resolve like never before.

Gary was standing with his crotch inches from my nose, his penis already hard and jutting out, but still hidden behind the same black latex of his gimp suit.  The only thing I could see that wasn’t made of shiny black rubber was the twine loops circling the base of his cock in what was probably a most painful manner for him.

“Gary hasn’t been allowed to cum for quite some time,” Mistress Jill announced from behind me.  “Place your bets if you think he’ll be able to get off this way, and if so, how long it might take.  I’ve generously allotted one hour to the challenge, but can’t delay our main event much past that, or we might wear little Sally out before she makes her debut performance.”

My situation was getting worse with every word I heard.  It sounded like I’d be stuck in this killer hogtie for an hour, while I sucked the cock of a guy I hardly knew, and only then would my real show begin!

Considering I was so tightly bound I couldn’t move a muscle, I thought he’d have to face fuck me to get his blowjob, but this setup was far more sophisticated.  The table I was lying on began moving back and forth, so all he had to do was position himself at the proper distance and enjoy himself.

I went back until the dildo behind me filled me to the hilt, then reversed direction and took his rubber clad cock in my mouth until my nose pressed against the suit.  All I could smell was the intoxicating odor of latex, and the taste was strong in my mouth.

It was hard to believe I was sucking a real cock, and I wondered for a fleeting moment if it was simply a silicone gel phallus stuffed into his suit.  That thought led me to think it was also possible the dildo impaling me from the other end might belong to an actual person, since it sure felt like the real thing.

The thought didn’t revolt me like it should’ve, and instead I found my libido unexpectedly rising.  Was it Master Brandon, adding yet another twist to my performance?  Maybe it was Master Laste himself, wanting to sample my wares while he had the chance, since he knew I wouldn’t be around once I cracked the case.

It could even be one of the Dommes or other performers wearing a strap-on, although that seemed less likely.  If it was Mistress Jill back there, I was sure my ass would be sporting a few stripes by now.

Then another thought hit me; what if tonight’s lucky winners were going to get lucky in more ways than one?  I couldn’t see the crowd with the way I was positioned, so it was entirely possible, and even highly probable given the club’s penchant for unusual surprises.

Was I currently being fucked by the man who wanted to kidnap me for a life of sexual slavery?  My mind spun through a hundred different scenarios about what was really going on, and what else might be in store for me.

After all, this was merely an appetizer as far as they were concerned; the real
 show had yet to begin.


Bondage and Bust

There wasn’t much doubt that the cock I was sucking was the real deal, since towards the end Gary’s need to cum was quite evident.  He even lost control on occasion and either frantically fucked my face or held himself deep in my throat to try and get that tiny bit of extra stimulation needed to get off.  I would’ve felt sorry for him if his desperate efforts hadn’t made it so damn hard for me to breathe.

While I didn’t put it past Master Brandon or someone to stick his dick in me at some point, it couldn’t have been a real person this time.  No man on Earth could fuck me for an hour straight without blowing his load, no matter what they did to his cock.  Hell, I hit the peak three times before Mistress Jill called time, and they began to release me from the hogtie.

Since their show was behind schedule, I didn’t get a chance to rest or stretch my aching limbs before I was tied in my new position, which was damn near a polar opposite to the hogtie I’d just endured.  It was every bit as tight as well.

My hands were released long only enough to be retied in front of me, and then were pulled over my head and fastened to the back of the chest harness I still wore.  Three of them working in tandem then bent me the other way so my ankles were behind my head, and those too were tied off to the harness.

I didn’t understand their use of the extra ropes they added to my arms and legs until the table was rolled into the middle of a rectangular frame, and the loose ends were pulled through eye bolts lining the inside.  They suspended me vertically inside it like I was a fly in a spider web, and that’s exactly what I felt like when they took the table away.

Unlike my last position, I was fully exposed to everyone in the crowd, and even more vulnerable.  I didn’t fail to notice how my pussy was at the perfect height for someone to screw my brains out, but at least I wouldn’t have to give any more blowjobs… unless it was to a trapeze artist.

Strangely enough, the people in front of me spent at least three quarters of their time watching the screens above the stage rather than view me directly.  Either they had some cameras zoomed in on me, or there was something else going on.  Gambling and betting seemed to be a popular activity around here, so maybe there was a new challenge for me being set up.

After twenty minutes or so, Master Laste appeared on stage, dragging a tightly bound Monica behind him.  I only knew it was her due to the red hair sticking out from the back of the heavy leather hood she wore, and because it was her Master leading her towards me.

Her lips and erect nipples were the only pieces of flesh visible on her entire body, although a bulge in the region of her crotch indicated she had a toy or two buried deep inside her.  It also seemed that she was damn near as flexible as I was, since the armbinder she wore was the tightest I’d ever seen. From the front it made her appear like she had no arms at all.

He guided her in front of me and helped her to kneel before stepping closer so he could whisper into my ear.

“Your suspects have been making a lot of phone calls, so I suspect they’re setting up a snatch and grab for later.  All we need to do is make sure you’re the best target they’ve ever come across, and this all ends tonight.  The only question remaining is, are you up for a real
 challenge?  Once this scene starts, we carry it through to the bitter end, and I can guarantee it’ll be the hardest thing you’ve done to date.”

I nodded my head without thinking, but I probably would’ve agreed to anything at this point, and for a multitude of reasons.  It goes without saying I wanted to catch the kidnappers, earn my promotion, and become a genuine goddamn hero, but it went beyond that now.

My submissive side had awakened, bloomed, and needed to be satisfied now.  Master Laste was the perfect man to complete my training, and I was ready to submit for real.

He stared at me for so long I suspected he was trying to read my mind, but in reality, I’m sure he was simply reading my body language and facial expressions.  After an interminably long time he gave me a slight nod and began to unbutton his shirt.

“Jill’s design for the automatic blowjob trainer was nothing short of genius but call me old fashioned; I prefer a more direct method when it comes to oral training, and I like to kill several birds with one stone.

“Monica is going to teach you everything you’ll ever need to know about the art of cunnilingis, and she’s going to do it while cleaning the cum out of your snatch.  I’ll give you three guesses why she’ll need to lick your cunt clean, but I’m sure you’ll only need one.

“You will replicate with your tongue everything you feel her do to you, and I suggest you concentrate hard on learning her technique, because I assure you there will
 be a test.  I’ll be removing your gag in a moment, but as part of the setup to make you the perfect kidnap victim, I’ll be spraying your vocal chords with a numbing agent that ensures you won’t be able to speak for the next six to eight hours.  It’ll be like a dream come true for any kidnapper!”

It was scary as hell, and even more degrading, but his logic was impeccable.  Then again, it’s entirely possible I only thought that because I desperately wanted him to fuck me silly while I was bound, helpless, and at his nonexistent mercy.

“There are rules you’ll need to follow to make this look as real as possible.  Rule number one is you’re only allowed to cum while being fucked.  If you have an orgasm while Monica is training you, you’ll be severely punished, and in order to lend verisimilitude to the performance, she doesn’t know this.  In fact, she’ll be doing everything in her power to make you cum as often as possible, since she knows she’ll be punished if she doesn’t.

“I’d spare you the whip myself, but Jill wants a crack at you for some reason, so she’s in charge of administering punishment until her ‘honor is satisfied’, whatever that means.  I guess you pissed her off at some point in time.”

Yeah, I’d pissed her off alright.  I’d threatened her with physical violence due to my training, attitude, reflexes, and muscle memory, so I doubt she’d forget that insult if she lived to be a thousand.  Screw being served cold; revenge was a dish best served by hard leather or a stiff wooden cane… and she was going to get her chance in advance of me disobeying the orgasm rules, as a way to demonstrate the effectiveness of Master Laste’s spray.

In order to completely disable my vocal cords, he couldn’t just spray the stuff into my mouth.  He used a long tube that went deep into my throat before he began pumping the atomizer bulb, and he withdrew it extremely slowly to ensure complete coverage.

The moment he finished applying the spray, Mistress Jill darted into view and swung a flogger hard against my exposed pussy, drawing a loud shriek out of me.  She wielded one in each hand, and struck so fast it made my head spin, hitting every inch of exposed flesh she could reach.

My thighs, cunt, stomach, tits, and even my ass with a clever wrap around blow were all on fire within minutes of her arrival, although a small part of me realized she couldn’t have been striking at full strength yet, since the pain of each individual blow faded reasonably quickly.  It was only the speed of her strikes, and the way the pain overlapped, that threatened to overwhelm me.

It took maybe ten minutes before Master Laste’s spray finished taking effect, and my voice was reduced to something quieter than a mouse’s fart.  She was breathing almost as heavily as I was when she tossed the floggers to the side and drew a slim rattan cane from a sheath on her back, almost like she was a samurai warrior or something.

After calling for a chair, she walked out of sight behind me and ordered Monica to get busy.  She removed my now redundant gag, pinched my nipples hard as a final test of my silence, and then presumably sat down to await my first failure.

I didn’t think it would take long, because Monica was good… really, really good.  I mean groin tingling, mind blowing, earth shattering good.  Even trying my hardest to contain my passion, I didn’t last even five minutes under the assault from her talented tongue before all my pent up passion silently exploded, even though it felt like I was screaming my ecstasy to the high heavens.

My screams were just as silent, although no less heartfelt when Mistress Jill struck my ass with her cane a moment later, and a line of white hot fire burnt through me.  She must’ve been waiting with baited breath to strike so quickly after I began cumming, and somehow the pain accentuated and multiplied the effect racing through me, turning a good orgasm into a great one.

Just like earlier, I hit the peak and was held there for an almost unbelievably long time.  Unfortunately, the pain lasted longer than the bliss did, and as soon as Monica stopped licking and sucking, the only thing left was the burn of the cane strokes.

Luckily, Master Laste came to my rescue.  He didn’t interfere with Mistress Jill, but he stepped up and thrust his rampant cock deep inside me with a single, hard thrust, giving me the pleasurable distraction I so desperately needed.

He pulled out so slowly I swear I could feel every bump and vein on his cock, and then thrust it in fast and deep again.  His thrusts were hard enough to rock me in my web of ropes and put some extra pressure on my tightly bound limbs, but it felt so good I didn’t care.

Once he’d established his rhythm, Mistress Jill began spanking me in time with his thrusts.  She slapped my ass just as he was about to drive forward, which caused me to thrust my groin forward to meet him and allowed him to drive even deeper inside me.

As amazing as it felt, I didn’t get the chance to cum before he did, which made me silently swear.  Monica’s tongue would be returning in a moment to clean up his spunk, and since it was unlikely I’d be able to resist her ministrations, Mistress Jill would get to cane my ass again.

The only lucky break I got was that Monica had a specific job to do, so she couldn’t perform the straight out attack on my clit this time.  Her technique was still amazing, though, and remembering Master Laste’s words from earlier, I began trying to emulate what she was doing to me.

She did a long, slow lick up one labia, gave my clit a darting flick, and then wiggled it back and forth as she moved down.  Up again along the other labia, rinse and repeat.  After a dozen or so repetitions she changed to a sort of spiral motion with her tongue, pressing it past my folds as she worked up and down my slit, and circling my clit several times when she got to the top.

While slower than her initial assault, it was no less effective since it meant the pressure building inside me had a chance to build up to an almost dangerous level.  For a brief instant I thought I might even make it through this round, but she was a pro, and highly motivated.

Once she figured I was as clean as I could get, she locked her lips hard over my clit, sucked it into her mouth, and put her tongue into overdrive with a side to side motion that was more than I could take.  My passionate screams echoed through my head, if not through the room, and this time she didn’t stop licking when Mistress Jill returned to cane me for my failure.

It took three blows before I realized she was hitting me with something other than the cane… a belt or strap maybe.  It still hurt, but not quite as bad, especially since Monica’s tongue was still moving at warp nine.  I’d never really been into girls before, but if this was an example of what it was like, I might have to expand my horizons in the near future.

They both stopped their assaults on me at the same time, but I barely had time to catch my breath before they unleashed their next surprise on me.  The frame I was attached to could rotate, and Mistress Jill had just released the mechanism so I went over backwards, and locked it again once I was looking back at her upside down.

More specifically, I was looking at her bare crotch just inches in front of my nose.  Now I knew what Master Laste had meant when he said there’d be a test.

Before making me begin, she summoned Gary with a snap of her fingers, and spent the next several minutes freeing his cock from the thong wrapped around his balls and the base of his cock, and then from the suit altogether.  (It was no easy task, by the way, since his cock stayed just as hard as ever.)

“I think you’ve earned the right to cum, so I’m going to allow you to do so as many times as you like tonight,” she said, giving his cock a slow, sensual stroke.  “We want to keep Monica busy licking, cleaning, and teaching, so see if you can set a new personal record.”

I didn’t know how long it’d been since he’d been allowed to cum, but he wasted no time in going around to the other side so he could go at it.  Mistress Jill wasted no time either and stepped forward until her crotch was mashed tight against my face, and the musk of her essence filled my nostrils.

I only got one lick in before Gary’s cock filled me from the other end, and while he was slightly smaller than Master Laste, he made up for the difference with energetic enthusiasm.  He rocked me back and forth in my web and made it hard for me to hit the target, so to speak.

It was also quite distracting, since my body was reacting in the predictable way, and all my involuntary gasps and moans made my job even harder.  I really needed to focus on the job I needed to do, or Mistress Jill was likely to punish me even worse if I failed to please her.

I knew my ass was safe for the moment, but I couldn’t help but think of how convenient a target my tits made in this position.  I doubled my efforts.

Gary wasn’t even able to hold on for a full minute before he groaned and pumped what felt like a gallon of cum inside me.  He must’ve still been worked up from the pre-game show, but while it meant I was no longer being bounced around, it also meant Monica shuffled back in place for cleanup duty, and that was even more of a distraction.

On a more positive note, it gave me a chance to refine the technique I was using on Mistress Jill, and based on the sounds she was making, it seemed I was a fast learner.  It couldn’t have been more than five minutes or so when I felt the tongue between my legs pull away, and I felt the bulbous head of a cock against my folds.  It shouldn’t have been possible, but apparently Gary was ready for a second round!

He didn’t have the same sense of frantic urgency this time, and screwed me slowly, almost tenderly.  Rather than interfering with my licking, his sensual lovemaking motivated me to try even harder, and it wasn’t long before I felt Mistress Jill’s legs begin to shake.

Remembering what Monica had done while I was cumming last time, I locked my lips over her mound, and assaulted her clit in that devastating side to side motion.  It appeared to hit her just as hard as it rocked me, and I’m pretty sure I gave her a good double orgasm before she stepped back and fell flat on her ass, breathing heavily.

“Wow, you really are a fast learner,” she said after recovering for a minute.  “I’d planned on adding a few stripes to your chest to match the ones on your ass, but I have absolutely nothing to complain about.”

I tried to say, ‘Thank you, Mistress’, but of course nothing came out.  She got the message anyway and gave me a genuine smile.

“Hey Sherri, get your ass out here,” she called back over her shoulder.

“Yes, Mistress?” Sherri replied, hurrying to her side.

“You have got
 to try a turn with Oral Sally here.  If I didn’t know better, I’d swear she’s been eating pussy all her life!”

Oral Sally?  I wasn’t sure I liked that nickname, but it wasn’t entirely inaccurate after the crash course training I’d received.

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress,” she replied, reaching for her waist.

Sherri was wearing the same kind of dual prong vibrating panties I wore behind the bar, which most likely meant she was hotter than a firecracker.  This should be a piece of cake, even with Gary distracting me by bringing me closer and closer to the peak.

Life was never that easy around here.  Either Sherri’s toys hadn’t been tied into the system, or she had a lot more self-control than I did, because she was able to resist giving in to her urges a lot better than me.  Of course, Gary wasn’t just fucking me slowly anymore, he’d picked up the pace significantly, and was also vigorously rubbing my clit now as well.  My body was helpless under the dual onslaught, and once again I was cumming my brains out.

I have no memory of doing so, but I must’ve kept licking even while my brain was short-circuited by ecstasy, since Sherri joined me in orgasm a moment later, followed shortly thereafter by Gary.  It was an amazing experience to be in the middle of so much passion and pleasure, but it left me with all the strength of wet toilet paper once it was over.

For once Monica’s tongue didn’t evoke the expected response out of me… maybe I’d run out of orgasms.  Was it possible for someone to cum so much the body shut down?  Probably not, but my brain was in a weird spot right now, so it seemed like a good theory at the time.

Master Brandon and Mistress Lilith stepped up next.  Were they going to make me run the gauntlet of servicing all the staff before calling it a night?  The goal was to make me a perfect target for the walk home later, but at this rate I might not be able to find the door out of here, let alone walk two whole blocks.

Jade stepped up when Gary came back for his third round... he had amazing recuperative powers and stamina, I’ll give him that much.  I wondered what his record was but had the feeling I didn’t really want to know.  Besides, I’d most likely find out the hard way (no pun intended) before the night was over.

A Master I knew by sight but was never introduced to was next, along with his sub.  I had her screaming in pleasure within a minute, but her Master made her stay in place until he was finished.  She was a literal orgasm machine, and I think she came five or six times before he finally reached climax.  She was also a heavy squirter, and considering my position, I thought I might drown from all her juices filling my nose!

Gary wasn’t human, he had to be a robot or cyborg or something, since he returned as soon as Monica finished licking me to yet another amazing climax.  I guess I hadn’t really run out of orgasms after all.

To my surprise, the next girl to step for a ride on the Oral Sally Express was none other than Vinyl Girl!  I heard Master Brandon in the distance saying something about ‘contest’ and ‘grand prize winner’ but didn’t catch enough of his speech to figure out exactly what was going on.

As soon as she stepped out of the white vinyl skirt, I couldn’t help but notice how damp her panties were.  Those hit the floor a few seconds later and were still hanging around one ankle when she stepped close enough for me to get to work.

It was an unexpected twist in more ways than one, and this time the pun was
 intended.  Rather than simply stand there like the other girls had done, she reached out and trapped my nipples between thumb and forefinger so she could rub, tweak, pull, and especially twist
 them!

As horny as she obviously was, she seemed to be getting just as much pleasure out of mauling my tits as she did from my tongue between her legs and didn’t want either to end too fast.  Every time I thought she was close to popping, she’d pull her groin away to cool down for a minute or so, although her hands always remained busy.

She kept it up until Gary was ready to cum, and then mashed her crotch so hard against my face I couldn’t breathe.  In return I didn’t just suck her clit into my mouth like I did with the other girls, I trapped it with my teeth to both increase the stimulation I could apply to it, but also as a warning of what I might do if she didn’t stop trying to twist my nipples like they were a pair of stuck bottle caps!

Once again, my body was overwhelmed at nearly the same time as the two of them began cumming. I don’t know if it was the lack of air, the pleasurable pain in my nipples, or a combination of everything, but I had my most explosive orgasm to date.

This time it was me who squirted like a fire hydrant, and I think I even blacked out momentarily from the extreme pleasure I felt, since the next thing I knew they were both gone.  An unexpected benefit to squirting was that Monica didn’t have nearly as much spunk to clean up afterwards, so for the first time in ages I got a brief respite.

For some reason, Vinyl Girl stayed by my head and even shucked the last of her clothes.  Someone tossed her a bottle of water, and she shared it with me while we waited for whatever was happening now.  Occasionally she’d kiss me, rub her tits on my face, or press a nipple into my mouth, but she mostly left me alone.

Until Gary the terminator returned.  Apparently, the show had changed gears somehow, and she was a part of it now.  Like last time, she wouldn’t allow me to get her off quick and easy, and since both Gary and I were slowing down, I knew it was going to be my longest round by far.

Gary was playing with my clit on occasion, but not often enough or long enough to drive me to orgasm.  I think he was trying to stoke the fires so I’d be ready to cum when he did, and it was working obnoxiously well.  He knew my body well enough by now he could play me like a virtuoso.

He was able to judge my reactions to such a fine degree, that this time when we came, it was as close to a perfect triple simultaneous orgasm as possible, and this time I really was done for.  They seemed to know it too, since the table was rolled back underneath me, and the web of ropes holding me in place was finally unwoven.

I’d been bound in the same position for so long this time, I’d lost a bit of circulation, and had a hard time moving my limbs.  It wasn’t bad enough that I was worried about it, and I knew I’d be okay after resting for a while.  A month or two sounded about right.

I was put back in the wheelchair but left unbound for once.  I guess they’d figured I’d had enough for one night, and I couldn’t agree more.  Vinyl Girl wheeled me over to the table where the other winners were sitting and poured me a glass of champagne.

Both of us were still as naked as the day we were born, but it didn’t seem to matter … not after what we’d just done on stage.  What I really needed was a gallon of water, a dozen cheeseburgers, six hours in a hot tub, and a week’s worth of sleep, but sitting here while she gave me a neck massage was good too.

“You know, I bet you could use a real massage after that,” Vinyl Girl whispered into my ear.  “If you come over to my place, I guarantee you won’t be disappointed, and you may never want to leave.  I know just how to treat a girl like you.”

Based on how skillfully she was working loose my shoulders and neck, I had no doubt she was right, but I had a job to do, and there was no way I’d just gone through that marathon bondage session for nothing.  Besides, she was probably looking for something in return for the massage, and I was way too tired for any more action tonight.

Hers wasn’t the only offer either.  If they hadn’t limited the show the way they did, I had no doubt every man here would’ve been glad to take Gary’s place, and I could’ve been stuck up there for hours longer yet.  To be honest, I’m surprised they hadn’t thought about it.

Or maybe they did, and Master Laste had vetoed the plan.  After all, we had a more important one to take care of tonight, and I’d definitely held up to my end.  All I needed to do now was wait until the place closed and make my way home.

Vinyl Girl finally introduced herself as Patricia and kept coming up with new reasons why I should go home with her tonight.  From all the time I spent watching her in the club, she hadn’t struck me as a lesbian or even bi, but she really, really wanted me to spend the night with her, and her insistence was starting to get annoying.

I mean, massaging me while I soaked in her hot tub and had a few drinks sounded heavenly right about now, but my suspects had already left, so I needed to make my move immediately.  Besides, based on what had happened on stage, it seemed like Patricia liked to play rough, and I was so not up for that right now.  My best bet was to excuse myself to go to the restroom… which I needed to do anyway… and then sneak out when Patricia wasn’t looking.

Someone would probably think I was drunk with how badly I staggered across the room, but I made it to the staff room on my own two feet and took care of the important business first.  I badly needed a shower and hated to pull my clean clothes on over my filthy body, but if I didn’t give those guys the target they were drooling over all night, I’d have to do this whole thing again tomorrow.

As fun as an endless supply of free orgasms were, this ended tonight.

I didn’t see Patricia when I cracked the staff door and peeked out, so I made a wobbly dash for the elevator.  The club downstairs was empty except for the cleanup crew, and Bunny, who had stayed late to have a drink and relax.  I bet she’d worked her ass off without me there to help.

Not being able to speak gave me the perfect excuse to head straight for the door with only a quick goodbye wave in her direction.  She was talking to someone on her phone, so she simply returned the wave and let me make my escape.

“There you are, Sally,” Patricia cooed.  “This is your last chance to come home with me… are you sure I can’t tempt you?”

I shook my head and started walking towards the apartment block.

“Okay, okay, I understand you’re probably exhausted after that amazing performance, but at the very least I’m going to walk you home to ensure you get to your proper destination, and I won’t take no for an answer.”

Dammit, she just didn’t know how to take no for an answer and might mess things up.  Either she’d make them change their minds about snatching me while I had an escort, or they might try for both of us, which made violence a lot more likely.  There was nothing I could do about it except grind my teeth, curse silently, and pray my backup was on the ball.

We had to pass by several alleys and numerous dark doorways, all of which made for perfect ambush points, so I was kept busy trying to scout the area as we made our way down the empty street.  Nearly empty… a lone white van was parked at the curb ahead of us, and it set off all kinds of warning bells in my head.  This was it!

I became hyper focused on the van, watching it out of the corner of my eye while trying to remain inconspicuous, and that was my mistake.  When the attack happened, it came from the alley to my left, not the van on my right, and caught me totally off-guard.

One of them knocked me over with bruising force, and I saw stars as my head bounced off the concrete.  When my eyes uncrossed, I saw both of my suspects grappling with Patricia, who was putting up a surprisingly good fight, and I also spotted a hypodermic needle on the ground next to me.

I bet the plan was to stick me with it, drag my drugged body into the van, and make me disappear into the night forever.  It would’ve worked if it hadn’t been for Patricia being such a wildcat, but her luck had just come to an end.  The Latino guy disengaged from the scrap, stepped back a few paces, and pulled out a gun from a shoulder harness.

“FBI!  Freeze!” he shouted, pointing the gun at her.

The German guy quickly moved to lay her out on the ground and handcuff her, and as soon as she was secure he turned to me.

“Are you okay?  Did she manage to stick you?” he asked.  “I charged as soon as I saw her slip it out of her purse, but things happened too fast all of a sudden.”

I was so stunned, I thought for a minute she might’ve actually gotten me, but it was only shock.  If I was understanding him right, my two suspects were really my backup, and it was Patricia who was the real culprit!  I felt like an idiot, and for the first time all night I was glad I’d lost my voice.

When they searched her purse, they found a vial of pills, a small brown bottle wrapped in a thick cotton pad, and a set of keys.  The keys opened the van beside us, and from the brief look I got, I saw plenty of rope, gags, and other bondage paraphernalia laid out and waiting to be applied to the unlucky girl she chose to kidnap.  With a little less luck, I’d be lying on the floor right now.

I found it fitting that they used one of her own gags to stifle her steady stream of curses and threats, and then the lot of us piled into a black SUV to go back to the club, while other officers secured the van for evidence.  I didn’t know why we were going back to the club until I walked through the door and saw Bunny lying on the floor in a tight hogtie.

“She coordinated the attack tonight,” German guy said.  Why the hell didn’t anyone bother to tell me their names these days?  “One of our agents can read lips, and clearly saw her tell Patricia it was safe to make a move against you.”

Bunny was in on it too?  This night was full of surprises, and knowing I’d missed even thinking
 of the two girls as suspects was extremely depressing.  I was the world’s worst detective.

I thought I was going to get my ass handed to me when the Chief, Red, and Master Laste joined us, but they didn’t see my incompetence the way I did; they all congratulated me on a job well done.  They also pulled me into the office, so I could type up my statement on the computer and have a private chat.

“You did some mighty fine work here, Detective Patterson,” the Chief said once the door was safely closed behind us.  “But we’re not sure it’s over yet.  This slaver ring is too big to be run by two people, and we’re afraid the real ringleaders are still out there somewhere.”

While I was disturbed at the thought there were more of these assholes still out there, my mind was stuck on how the chief had addressed me.  Detective
 Patterson.  It meant I’d earned the promotion I’d wanted so badly, even though it didn’t feel like I deserved it right now.

“We can’t put you straight back on the case, though, until we know it’s safe for you.  In fact, we’d even like you to leave town until the dust settles.”

“If you’re up for a challenge, I have my own need of a detective such as yourself,” Red interjected.  “I too have a traitor in my ranks, and I desperately need to find out who it is before more people get hurt.  There have been countless acts of sabotage at my ranch, costing me a small fortune.  Even worse, several people have been seriously injured as a result, and two of them might’ve been killed if they hadn’t been extremely lucky.  I need your help.”

“The Lady Scarlett can offer you a haven in Texas until we’re sure it’s safe for you to come back, and since she has similar tastes in extracurricular activities, you’ll make an even more convincing submissive after her training,” Master Laste added.

“I won’t lie and promise it’ll be a vacation for you, since you’ll be playing the role of a ponygirl on my ranch.  I won’t be able to go easy on you without blowing your cover, but I have a feeling you might enjoy the experience.  What do you think?  Is ‘Oral Sally’ ready for another undercover assignment, or does Sally Patterson take up her shield and let someone else finish up here next month?”

I can’t say I wasn’t tempted by the thought of walking into the bullpen Monday morning wearing a Detective’s badge, but someone else taking my place here and submitting to all their kinky games didn’t sit well with me.  I’d had a hard time adjusting to the submissive lifestyle at first, and whoever their second choice was might not be able to handle it as well as I did.  It wasn’t a hard decision after all.

Until my return to the club, I was going to be an undercover ponygirl.

###


Volume 2: The Undercover Ponygirl

The Lady Scarlett’s Requirements

The Lady Scarlett was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted, and I doubt many people had the temerity to refuse her.  I sure as hell didn’t, even though I knew I was in over my head within the first five minutes of her taking control of my immediate future.

I mean, I suppose I could’ve raised all sorts of logical arguments why I didn’t want to get my nipples or clit pierced, but she had this look about her that kept my tongue still until it was too late to change my mind.  Besides, I was going undercover in the world of ponygirl BDSM, and had to look the part, right?

Getting pierced didn’t hurt nearly as much as I thought it would, but the new silver rings were driving me crazy with not only how they itched, but with how horny they made me feel.  She required the piercings, along with a change in hair color, style, and makeup, just on the odd chance someone might recognize me.

Master Laste had taken detailed measurements of me from my undercover assignment at his club and was more than willing to loan her all of my custom fitted bondage gear and adult toys.  It made the Lady Scarlett a lot happier than it made me, since the kinky additions turned the eight hundred mile drive into something significantly less comfortable than it could’ve been.

It started with the heavily boned corset that ended just short of covering my nipples, and constricted my waist like a vice.  I hated how little air I could get in my lungs when it was laced as tight as she required, but she said it would help my posture, which would be critical for the training I needed.  It also had conveniently placed D-rings on the sides, so she could lock my wrist cuffs in place and keep me from touching my fresh piercings.

She shook her head when she saw how small the butt plug I customarily wore was and changed it for one two sizes bigger.  Complaining it was way too big to fit back there immediately earned me a ball gag that was just as much oversized, but she made both of them fit without dislocating my jaw or splitting me in two.  Barely.

The realistic looking vibrator she shoved up my twat wasn’t quite as extreme, but only in comparison to the gag and plug.  It was still bigger than any toy I would’ve chosen if she allowed me any input in my outfitting and had a power cord that ran up to the corset.  (It made me suspect the butt plug was also wired up, but I’d have to find out the hard way to know for sure.)

The corset had D-rings on the front and back as well, which made it not only incredibly easy for her to install a crotch rope, but to pull it tight enough I thought she might be trying to saw me in half.  Her only slight nod to mercy was to tape several thick gauze pads over my clit to protect the fresh piercing.  She also taped something to each of my buttocks, but I had no idea what that was about.

As bad as all that was, what came next was the worst in my opinion: ballet boots with such an incredibly high heel, it forced my foot into a straight line with my calf.  I had a hard enough time wearing shoes with a four inch heel, so these felt like something akin to a medieval torture device.

She assured me they were absolutely required, though, since I’d be spending my entire time at the ranch wearing something called pony boots.  If those things were anything like these ballet boots, I wasn’t sure how I’d be able to perform as a ponygirl, other than on my back.

As if she was scared I might try to run away, she only freed one wrist at a time to dress me in a long leather jacket that just barely covered enough to spare me a public indecency charge.  She was able to reconnect my wrists to the corset due to cutouts inside the pockets, and other than the massive ball in my mouth, my restraints would be practically unnoticeable to a casual glance.  Her caution was hardly necessary, though, since everything I wore was locked in place, and those ludicrous boots were more than enough to keep me from running anywhere.

Heck, it took me fifteen agonizing and precarious minutes to even walk to her truck, and another couple before she managed to get me up into the passenger seat.  It wasn’t quite as big as a monster truck, but there was no way in hell I’d ever be able to get in or out of it without her help, so it acted as yet another piece of the bondage web she was weaving around me.

Even the seat belt felt tighter than normal around my waist, the shoulder strap locked into place to keep me from leaning forward, and she connected a set of wires from the cigarette lighter adapter to my corset.  Before pulling away, she opened an app on her dashboard computer, and punched in a long code.

I immediately started to sweat, since I recognized the app as the one that controlled my vibrators and knew my journey to her ranch was going to embarrassing as well as uncomfortable.  Her hand was blocking most of the screen, but I suspected my toys were being linked to the truck itself, since I caught a few words like Engine RPM, Acceleration, Deceleration, and Motion.

“Do you want to spend the next twelve hours wearing that gag, or can I trust you to remain completely silent, unless asked a direct and specific question?” she asked.

If I had to endure the massive ball gag for twelve straight hours, I might never be able to close my jaw ever again, so of course I nodded in the affirmative.

“Very well, but if I hear a single word out of you, I’ll super glue your mouth shut,” she cheerfully warned me.  “I’ll also make you walk behind my truck for a mile for each offense, introduce you to the cattle prod, and make you spend your first night in the stable hogtied.”

I had no doubt she would.

“Do you understand?” she asked, once she worked the ball out past my teeth.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I quietly replied.

“In the future, you will always
 address me as Mistress or Lady Scarlett.  I’ll let it slide this time, but if you slip up when we’re on the ranch, punishment will be swift.  Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Excellent,” she said, folding down my sun shade to reveal a small tablet.  “The scenery on our trip to Texas isn’t bad, but I suggest you keep your eyes glued to the screen, so you can learn as much as possible before we arrive.  Your training has already begun, and there will
 be a test later.”

This was definitely way more than I’d signed up for, but she’d warned me in advance she wouldn’t and couldn’t take it easy on me during my time with her, or it might ruin my cover.  She could’ve cut me a little slack until we got there, though.

Little did I know, but as far as she was concerned, she was
 starting off slow and easy with me!

As soon as she turned the key and started her truck up, I found out how right I’d been about my toys being tied directly to it.  Revving the engine increased the vibration level I felt inside both of my plugged holes, but the system was more advanced than that; acceleration sent a higher level of vibrations to the dildo and slowing down sent more power to the butt plug.

Left and right motion wasn’t forgotten either.  Turning or changing lanes to the left sent a sharp shock to my right ass cheek, and vice versa… I think her system was designed to condition me into learning non-verbal ponygirl commands, like the ones I was watching on the tablet.

The first video was footage from the Autumn Invitational Ponygirl Competition and gave me my first look at what becoming a ponygirl was all about.  It looked like a difficult way of life, and I was glad I’d only be doing it for a short period of time, but it also seemed elegant and highly erotic.

There were events for precision marching with different gaits and steps, foot races where the ponygirls raced on their own, and races where they pulled small carts behind them, and were guided by a driver.  We hit the highway just as one of those races came on, with the camera angle from the driver’s point of view, and somehow, she was matching her driving to the action I saw on the video.

If the screen had been bigger, I could’ve easily imagined myself in the place of the ponygirl pulling the racing cart… the sulky, as I found out it was called.  The ponygirl I was watching was damn good at it too, and won the race after weaving through the competition, and digging deep for a sprint down the final straightaway.

I couldn’t help but gasp in astonishment when the ponygirl turned to the side after she stopped, and I was able to see her face; it was Mistress Jill’s sub Sherri from the club!  This day was just full of surprises.

“Yes, Sherri is a fine filly and fierce competitor,” Lady Scarlett said in response to my gasp.  “If you hadn’t finished your assignment at the club so fast, you would’ve gotten some real ponygirl lessons with her, but now we’ll have to do it on the fly.  Have you seen any events you think you’ll excel at?”

“If there’s one for taking two steps before falling on my face, I’m sure I’ll win first place, Mistress.”

My jest got a loud snort of laughter out of her.

“It’s not as bad as you think.  Once we get you in a real pair of pony boots, you’ll find a lot of your weight will land on the balls of your feet, and the wide hoof gives far more stability than ballet boots, even without a heel.  We also have ways of safely training you to learn how to move while tacked up, so doing a face plant won’t be an issue.  Hurting you by accident is the last thing we want to happen.”

I noticed how she made no mention about hurting me on purpose… like the ponygirl being whipped on the screen right now, but I wisely kept my mouth shut.  This video might’ve been titled ‘a day in the life of a ponygirl’, and I wanted to study it closely since it gave me a good look at the kind of gear I’d be wearing once we arrived.

I’d have to give her the benefit of the doubt about those pony boots, because they looked just as awful as the shoes I was wearing right now.  The chest harness didn’t look too bad, even though it would leave my tits free to bounce around.  The girl in the video had bells clipped to her nipples, so I assumed bouncing boobs was not only expected, but encouraged.

The head harness, or bridle I guess it was called, had a lot more straps than the gags I wore at the club.  They went under the chin, around to the sides, and even up over her head where flaps of leather could be used to either eliminate the girl’s peripheral vision or blindfold her entirely.  The final touch was the leather wrapped steel bit gag that went in her mouth, and had reins attached to the ends to guide her with.

The camera cut to a rear view, so I could watch the armbinder being applied, but I wasn’t worried about that too much since I was extremely flexible.  I could probably wear one of those all week without a problem.

What was
 going to be a problem was the tail.  The girl on screen was bent over a fence with her legs spread wide, so a butt plug with a long tail coming out of the end could be shoved home!  I hadn’t got a good look at it in the earlier video and had simply assumed it was a decoration attached to the lower harness.

This ponygirl didn’t have a lower harness, just a series of rings through her labia that were locked together to keep an egg-shaped vibrator in place.  I was extremely glad the Lady Scarlett hadn’t made me get those kinds of piercings!

The next scene showed her being led into a circular corral, with a long bar running from the top of a center pole to the track.  Straps from the bar were connected to the ponygirls harness at the shoulders and would keep her from falling over if she tripped.  This was what she’d meant when she said there were ways to train me without the risk of doing a face plant.

“Pay attention to this part, since this is how we’ll start you off,” she confirmed a moment later.

I paid attention as much as I could, but we’d left most of the traffic behind now, and were cruising along at a fast clip.  The faster speed meant more powerful vibrations between my legs, so concentrating on the lesson was getting harder by the minute.

She knew exactly what was happening to me too, since she would frequently slow down for no apparent reason, and then stomp on the gas to send the toy into overdrive.  I fervently hoped her ‘no noise’ rule didn’t apply to orgasmic screams, because I was well on my way to a beaut!

Twelve hours like this was going to be brutal if she kept fucking with me, and I’m sure the cable running from the cigarette lighter was keeping the toys fully charged.  It created a major quandary, since all the Mistresses at the club had insisted I ask for permission before cumming, yet I wasn’t allowed to speak unless asked a direct question, and therefore I couldn’t ask.

My best bet was to hold off as long as I could and pray the penalty for an unauthorized orgasm wasn’t as severe as the one for speaking out of turn.  I was about to find out, since I think I made it a mere fifteen miles before losing the battle, and seeing fireworks explode behind my eyelids.

“That’s one,” she chuckled, but didn’t elaborate.

Whatever reckoning I had to pay would apparently happen later, but there was no doubt in my mind it was
 going to happen, and for more than one infraction.  Even as my orgasm began to fade, the toys continued to work their magic on me, and I wondered how many more times I’d cum before we arrived at the ranch.

The best answer I can give you was a lot, since I quickly lost track.  Luckily, she seemed to take pity on me after a while, and disengaged the program, allowing me to quickly fall asleep.  The next thing I knew it was dark outside, and she was parking her truck in front of a small log cabin.

“Welcome to the Onager Puella Ranch,” she said, as she shut the engine off.  “I hope you had a good nap, because from here on out things are going to get difficult.”

I didn’t doubt her for a second.


The Onager Puella Ranch

A tall, good looking guy came out of the cabin to greet us and help me out of the truck.  I was utterly unable to walk on the gravel path leading to the door, so he simply threw me over his shoulder, and carried me inside like a sack of grain.

I was completely mortified, since I knew my crotch was close enough to his face he could smell the result of all the forced orgasms I’d endured during my trip here.  He didn’t comment on it, though, and carried me straight to the bathroom where an extremely short girl was sitting on the edge of the tub doing her nails.

“Help her out and then join us,” he said, putting me down and closing the door behind him as he left.

“Hello, Sally.  My name’s Sadie, and that was Master Oliver,” she said, hopping to her feet.  “Let’s get you out of this getup and into something more comfortable, shall we?”

I think she was the first person I’d met in the BDSM world who took the time to introduce herself, so I liked her already.  Like Mistress Scarlett, she only freed one wrist at a time in order to remove my jacket, but when she refastened my cuffs to the corset, she did it behind my back in a way that held my arms parallel to each other.  I guess it was standard operating procedure to keep a ponygirl restrained as much as possible.

“Wow, someone sure had a lot of fun on the trip here,” she snickered, as she saw the state of the crotch rope I’d been wearing for half a day now.

As embarrassing as it was, it was a real relief to have the rope out of my crotch, since my need to pee was at a dangerously high level after such a long trip.  I became even more embarrassed when the dildo slid out of my pussy on its own as soon as the way was clear, but the icing on the cake came when she sat me down on the toilet and expected me to do my business right in front of her!

My bladder eventually won the battle, and it was physically impossible for me to blush any deeper than I already was, but I was glad when it was over.  She helped me out of my boots while I sat there, cleaned me up a little with a washcloth, and then helped me back up to my aching feet.

“You’ll get a real shower later, but right now we’ve got a lot to talk about, more to do, and not enough time to do either.  Let’s go.”

She grabbed my arm in a surprisingly strong grip and led me out into the main room where Lady Scarlett and Master Oliver were waiting.  I would’ve preferred to have this meeting wearing a lot more than a corset, collar, butt plug, and three conspicuous silver rings, but what could I do?

“The three of us know who you are and why you’re here, so speak freely,” the Lady Scarlett began, passing me a cold bottle of water, and gesturing for me to take a seat on the couch beside her.

“Other than the three of us, trust nobody,” Master Oliver added.

“Okay,” I said, flopping down on the couch, which turned out to be a mistake since it drove the butt plug deeper inside me.  “Tell me everything.”

“I guess it all started when we bought the ranch and tried to fix it up.  The antebellum manor house was a disaster, most of the outbuildings were falling down, and the weeds, rodents, and snakes had taken over completely.  We got it for pennies on the dollar, but that was still a rather significant amount of money,” Lady Scarlett explained.

“Construction, repairs, upgrades, and modern improvements took the rest of our ready cash, leaving us in a bad situation when Sadie discovered a rider in the sale contract.  It stipulated we had to have the Onager Puella operating as a fully functional ponygirl ranch in mere months, or possession would default to a relative of the previous owner.  We’d lose millions, and more importantly, we’d lose status in the eyes of our peers.”

Worrying more about what her friends thought, than the millions of dollars they’d lose, spoke volumes about their thought processes.  I’d have to think more on it later, but right now I was distracted by her story, as well as by Sadie who was working behind me, trying to find the keys to unlock my corset.

“Under normal circumstances we would’ve been able to have the place fixed up enough to host a proper ponygirl event, but it seemed like we were cursed.  We had all manner of construction accidents and delays, burst pipes, a leak in our new five thousand gallon fuel tank, theft, mixed up orders, fires, and an electrical surge that fried most of the computer system and security cameras we’d just
 got up and running.

“Taken individually, nothing in the string of bad luck would’ve been enough to stop us, but put it all together, and it became a disaster of epic proportions.  Sadie has a complete list of all the sabotage, along with an accurate timeline, and a mostly complete list of who was around at the time.”

“Mostly complete?” I asked.

“Someone tried to destroy the files, but was only partially successful,” Sadie replied, just as I felt the corset laces begin to loosen up.

Man, was that ever a relief… at least in part.  She’d somehow managed to fasten my forearms together before removing the corset, so they were still trapped behind me.

“As bad as all that was, we made it past the initial deadline, and held a ponygirl event that met the contract terms.  Things got worse when we held a major ponygirl competition, and the sabotage nearly turned deadly.  The wheel brake on Oliver’s racing sulky was sabotaged, causing a major, high-speed collision with another competitor.

“It resulted in a broken leg on the ponygirl favored to win, and completely ruined her career as a racer.  On our end, Fiona nearly had her head crushed in the collision, and Oliver could’ve easily broken his neck.  To the casual eye it looked like he’d deliberately rammed the sulkies together, so he lost a lot of face that day.”

“Fiona also had to endure several days of extremely harsh punishment before we proved the collision was caused by sabotage, not malice or stupidity,” Sadie added, as she briskly rubbed me down with a wet towel.

“The obvious question is, who would benefit from the early sabotage attempts, and would the same person benefit from the racing accident?  Motive, means, and opportunity is the usual trifecta we look for when investigating a case.”

“I’ve put together a short list of suspects, but before I show it to you, I’d like it if you reviewed the data yourself to see if you come up with the same list I did.”

I nodded my head in approval.  Sadie may have looked like a half-pint bimbo with an overdeveloped bosom, but she had a brain inside her noggin.

“Excellent.  I can’t wait to get started.”

“We’re hoping for a quick resolution, but first and foremost, we need to establish your cover as a recalcitrant ponygirl in training,” Lady Scarlett stated.

“Why recalcitrant?”

“It’ll give us the excuse we need to isolate you for punishment, which is when you’ll get most of your work done.”

I guess it made sense and shouldn’t be too bad if my so-called punishment wasn’t real.  They knew the lay of the land better than I did, so if they thought this was the way to go, then I’d play along and be a ‘bad pony’.  It might even be fun.

“We only have a few more minutes before our stable master arrives to take charge of you, so let’s get you looking the part.”

Without further ado, Sadie dropped a mass of leather straps and steel rings over my head and straightened it out over my shoulders.  The three of them worked together to quickly buckle the straps tight around my chest and waist, making it feel almost as constricting as the corset, although with a few noticeable differences.

Smaller straps circled the base of each breast and constricted them slightly and pulled the chrome ring centered over my areolas into the skin.  My nipples had been erect ever since they’d been pierced, but this strange new pressure made them grow even harder, causing them to throb a little.

Sadie ran off while the other two put the bridle over my head, constricting my head in a web of leather similar to what I’d seen in the video on the drive here.  The only real difference was the bit they pressed past my lips was much fatter than the one the other ponygirl had worn, although the rubber had some give to it.

Sadie returned as they were helping me to my feet, waving the dildo she’d pulled out of me in the bathroom.  Back it went, but this time it was held in place by a lower strap on my new ponygirl harness, along with more gauze padding over my clit.  It was a vast improvement over the uber tight crotch rope.

Wide leather cuffs went around my legs above the knees, and a second pair went around my ankles.  A carabineer clip connected the knee cuffs, and a twelve inch chain hobbled my ankles.  There was enough slack so I’d be able to walk, but barely.

Master Oliver passed a rectangular leather pouch behind me, which was quickly pulled up over my already bound arms.  It was extremely restrictive, yet not as bad as the regular single sleeve armbinder I was familiar with.  It had the feel of something used for long-term restraint, as was the heavy looking battery pack they clipped to my waist belt.

I know they wanted this to look real, but I was getting quite nervous with all these extra additions.  On a slightly brighter note, the ankle cuffs and hobble chain meant I wouldn’t have to put those evil ballet boots back on.

The last thing they added didn’t really restrain me any more than I already was, but it helped drive home my new role as a ponygirl.  Reins were attached to each side of my bit and used to lead me outside.

We walked down a short path to the metal clad building next door, and by looping the reins around a hook high on the wall, I could do nothing but stand there and wait for someone to let me loose.  I guess the reins added to my bondage after all.

I only knew Master Oliver and Sadie left because I heard them say goodbye to Lady Scarlett, followed by receding footsteps.  She unlocked the door to the building and went inside, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

My first thought was that I had to be friggen crazy to be doing this.  Master Laste and his crew at the Argentum Seges
 had been into some serious BDSM stuff, but at least I was free at the end of the day.  Considering the fact I was currently bound, gagged, and trapped staring at a wall, that wasn’t going to be the case here.

This assignment was going to be twenty-four/seven bondage, or as close to it as makes no difference.  That level of restriction was going to make investigating anything almost impossible, but apparently this was the life of a ponygirl on the Onager Puella
 Ranch, and I had to blend in.  Hopefully the plan they had was viable, because I sure as hell didn’t see how this was going to work.

Maybe I’d be spending my ‘training’ time reviewing security footage, doing background checks, or telling them what things to look for when investigating a crime.  A consultant role would make sense and would give them the tools they needed to solve their own problem in case I was suddenly recalled to my real assignment back home.

I spent the next fifteen or twenty minutes trying to organize a basic lesson plan, but only had the basic outline figured out before I heard someone approaching from the distance.  Padded or not, the bit dug into the corner of my jaw when I was stupid enough to try to turn and see who was coming, and those stupid blinders cut off all my peripheral vision.

The footsteps sounded strange, and if I hadn’t watched those videos earlier, I wouldn’t have recognized them as the sound of metal shod pony boots clopping on the hard-packed ground.  A man said ‘whoa’ when the ponygirl footsteps and the light they brought with them were fairly close behind me, followed a moment later by a lighter set of steps that headed for the door.

Someone… presumably the stable master, had arrived via a cart pulled by a ponygirl.  I wish I could’ve seen them, but it didn’t take a deductive genius to know I was right.

The guy only spent a few minutes inside, and then both of them came back out.  It was the Lady Scarlett who said ‘Home, Norma’, followed by the sound of the pony boots moving away, which meant I was now alone, bound, gagged, and mostly naked with a man I’d never even seen, let alone met.

My role as a ponygirl had just begun for real.


Stabled and Bound

“Okay, let’s get a move on,” he said with a tired sounding sigh, after freeing my reins from the hook and draping them over my shoulders.

He spun me around almost too fast for my hobbled feet to keep up, but he also had a good grip on the back of my arm sheath, so I didn’t fall.  I guess he hadn’t noticed the hobble chain between my ankles.

“Walk on,” he ordered, the reins pulling my head to the right to steer me in the proper direction.

I hoped we weren’t going far, since walking bare foot and hobbled was going to be a tough way for me to start, but he seemed fairly indifferent about the slow pace it limited me to.  At least at first.

“Pick it up, you lazy nag,” he barked, after about a half hour of shuffling along.  “My work day starts in five hours, and I get grumpy if I don’t get enough sleep.”

He put an exclamation point to his comment by slapping my ass and almost causing me to fall, but I really couldn’t go any faster.  My feet ached, my body was physically worn out from the long drive, and the twin intruders inside me were moving around in a most distracting way with each step I took.

All in all, it must’ve taken at least an hour before we finally stepped through the big barn doors of what I assumed was going to be my new home for the foreseeable future.  We could’ve made the trip in a third of the time if only he’d removed my hobbles, but I guess something that sensible was just not done around here.  Bloody idiots.

When we got inside he flipped my reins to the front and pulled me over to a stall halfway down the length of the long stable.  At a rough guess, the place could easily hold dozens of ponygirls, and I wondered how many of the stalls were occupied.

The stall itself wasn’t much to look at.  It was about six feet wide by ten deep, had a pile of straw with a blanket on the left side, a hole in the far right corner that might’ve been a crude toilet, and a trough for food and water in the middle of the right wall.  It also held a plethora of eye bolts on every available surface, and numerous belts, cuffs, and chains hanging on the back wall.  Was I really going to have to live like this for the next month or so?

He stopped me in the middle of the stall, tied my reins to a hook hanging from the ceiling, and gave me my first good look at my handler.  He looked to be thirtyish, in good shape, but slightly disheveled, like he’d crawled out of bed in order to come collect me.

He studied me just as keenly, but was also reading something off a tablet, and talking to himself as he went along.  A lot of it was simple stuff like my age, weight, height, etcetera, but then things got interesting in an unexpected way.

“Oral Sally!” he snorted.  “I like that.  Perhaps tomorrow we’ll find out how well you live up to your name.”

Son of a bitch!  I couldn’t believe the Lady Scarlett had signed me up under that handle.  That stupid nickname was going to haunt me for the rest of my days, and from the sound of it, the people here had no qualms about testing out its veracity.

“Fresh piercings,” he muttered, stepping away for a minute.

He returned with a small first aid kit and gave my nipples a very
 thorough inspection before grunting and spraying each one with something that was cold but also stung a little.  An antiseptic spray, I assume.

He unlocked my lower harness and gave my clit piercing an equally thorough inspection that had me moaning and writhing on the verge of orgasm before he was through.  He sprayed it with the antiseptic moments before I could cum and put the gauze and crotch strap back in place, while snickering about ‘the filly being in heat’.

He removed both the knee and ankle hobbles so he could inspect my legs, and by the time he got to my feet and began cleaning them with a stiff bristled brush that tickled like a mother, I decided I’d had enough of this jerk.

I was supposed to be a recalcitrant ponygirl, right?  As such, I thought kicking back at him in order to show my displeasure would fit my role perfectly, so that’s exactly what I did.  I meant to give him my heel to his chest, but I hadn’t counted on him leaning forward just as I lashed out, and I caught him right in the mouth.

“Fucking cunt!” he swore.  “You split my fucking lip!”

I immediately went cold, knowing my little show of rebellion and displeasure had gone further than I’d wanted it too, and also knowing how bad of an idea it was to piss off someone while I was heavily restrained and completely helpless.  I couldn’t even apologize with the big bit lodged in my mouth!

“I think I’ll give you a chance to calm down some, and let you think about the words ‘actions and consequences’ for a while.  If you would’ve done that to one of the Masters or Mistresses here, I swear you’d be regretting it for a year or more!  I’m a nice guy, though, so I’m merely going to make your indoctrination a little less pleasant.”

The first thing he did was chain my ankles to the walls to prevent a repeat performance, and then he tightened up my bit gag another notch or two, making my feeble attempts at apologizing even more futile.  He did the same with my chest harness, and those steel rings around my nipples were really digging in deep now.  This wasn’t good, and was about to get way worse.

I thought I knew what was coming when he unbuckled the crotch strap, but I was completely unprepared for how tight he wanted to make it.  In order to get to the very last hole possible, he pulled so hard he actually lifted me off my feet and bounced me up and down a few times!

It was excruciatingly tight, and I prayed he wasn’t serious about leaving me like this all night.  The ominous snick of a lock told me he was.

The next thing he did was take my reins off the hook and help me kneel on the floor.  Keeping my balance wasn’t easy, since he went from side to side taking out slack on the chains connected to my ankle cuffs, pulling them awkwardly apart.  I had a moment of panic when my center of gravity went past the tipping point, and I began slowly falling forward.

My face stopped about six inches shy of hitting the ground, thanks to the rope he must’ve attached to the back of my harness while he was messing with it.  It was a small favor, since it made the rings on the chest harness dig even deeper into my boobs, but I’d take anything at this point.

“You may think spending the night bound like this is your punishment for striking me,” he said, squatting in front of me and raising my chin up.  “It’s not.  This is simply to ensure you can’t do anything about your real
 punishment… at least the part that’s gonna happen while I go catch some shut-eye.”

“I’m not sure how much you know about those high tech toys stuffed inside you, but the program that controls them is quite sophisticated, and can have a filly begging for something as simple as a whipping after a few hours.  Considering how you’re already wetter than Louisiana swampland, this should be quite an instructive night for you.”

With a few swipes and taps on his tablet, he brought both vibrators to life at a medium speed.  Shit!  Was he going to leave them running and make me cum over and over all friggen night?

“Depending on how much my mouth hurts in the morning, I may decide on additional ways to pay you back, but since I’m generally an easygoing guy, I’ll give you the chance to apologize properly first.  Remember though, that ponies can’t speak.”

The connotations about the way I’d need to apologize were obvious, and I wondered if there were any kneepads included in the ponygirl tack I’d be wearing tomorrow.

“Have a good night,” he chuckled, rising and walking away.

The light dimmed down to about twenty watts of illumination when the door to my stall was closed and latched shut, leaving me alone with my aches, pains, and ever-increasing ardor.  They weren’t running high enough to catapult me directly into orbit, but I knew from personal experience they were relentless, and the big battery pack would ensure they could run all night.

Sleep would be impossible, and each orgasm I had to endure would sap my strength even further.  Since the Lady Scarlett wanted to start my physically intensive ponygirl training tomorrow, I’d be working under a huge handicap, and I was already behind the eight ball.

I tried to relax and control my breathing in order to delay the inevitable, but in a depressingly short amount of time I felt my breath quicken on its own, and my heart was racing.  I braced myself for a powerful orgasmic release, but right at that moment the toys shut off!  Completely off!  Both of them!

My subconscious mind overruled my rational one and tried humping the crotch strap cleaving me in two, but I couldn’t get a single iota of stimulation that way, especially with all the gauze padding over my clit.  Dammit!

His so called sophisticated fucking program cut off too soon and left me hanging right on the edge with no way of finishing the job myself!  I was a hot mess; a combination of anger, frustration, and horniness that seemed to take forever to recede to a bearable level.

Of course, that’s when the vibrations returned, and now I knew what tonight’s punishment was really
 all about.  He wasn’t going to wear me out with an endless string of forced orgasms, he was going to break me down by not letting me cum at all!

This time the toys seemed to pulse in time with my heartbeat, getting faster and faster as my climax approached, but they still shut down moments before I could get the release I needed.  This wasn’t fair!

I couldn’t even try to talk my way out of this, since I doubt anyone was going to check my stall until the stable master returned in the morning for his apology, and to inflict even more torments on me.  Whose bright idea had this recalcitrant ponygirl bullshit been?

After a few more rounds I swore to not only give him the best blowjob ever, but I’d even suck his cock three times a day, every day for a month straight, if only he’d turn off the program!  I thought he’d been exaggerating when he said some ponygirls preferred the whip to his kind of punishment, but now I could see how truthful he’d been.

After a while I was so worked up the vibrations lasted only a fraction of the time of the off cycle, but the program had an answer for that too.  Instead of shutting off and letting me cool down naturally, the process was hurried along by a series of shocks from the butt plug!

I lost control of my bladder the first time it happened, and made quite the mess of myself, since the crotch strap caused the flow to spray out the sides.  Not that it mattered much, since I was a sweaty, drooling mess by this point, and it sure wasn’t the only fluid leaking around the belt.

How was it possible to be kept this fucking horny, yet not be able to cum?  I’d like to meet the guy who wrote this program… preferably late at night in a dark alley, with a baseball bat in hand, and no witnesses around.

Speaking of night, I wondered how much longer it was until dawn.  The question had more than academic interest to me at the moment, since my torment would only end when the stable master returned.  Unless his lip hurt, and he decided to leave me like this even longer.

I didn’t know how long until dawn, I didn’t know what he might do when he returned, and I didn’t know how much longer it would take before I completely lost my mind.  The one and only thing I did
 know, was that never in a million years would I ever, ever kick him again.


The Right Way, the Wrong Way, and the Ponygirl Way

I managed to get some sleep when the diabolical program finally
 turned itself off.  It wasn’t much, since the stable master came to collect me at a time I usually only saw if I’d been up all night partying, but it would help get me through my first day of training.  It was going to be a physically challenging day, but maybe the Lady Scarlett would be nice enough to let me take an afternoon siesta if I was a good ponygirl for her.

The stable master looked to be in a slightly better mood this morning, although his fat lip was hard to ignore.  Man, I’d been a genuine idiot last night, and wished I could take it back… and not only because of the sexual torment I’d endured as a result of the blow.

He didn’t waste time with any speeches or taunting comments, but simply stepped into my stall and began unchaining me.  When he passed from view, I saw another man going through all the gear Master Laste had sent along with me.

Most of it was already sorted and neatly placed in the stall across from me, and I have to say the variety of restraints and toys I saw was rather daunting.  Did I really need four single sleeve armbinders, a dozen vibrators, and at least twenty gags for a job that’d only last around a month?  Scratch that; I didn’t want to know the answer in case it was yes.

He used the rope attached to the back of my harness to give me an assist in getting to my feet, but only after hobbling my ankles to prevent a repeat of yesterday’s mishap.  I didn’t like it, but I couldn’t really blame the guy.

“Hey Connor,” the guy going through my gear called out.  “Are you sure this filly is really a yearling?”

“That’s what Scarlett told me,” the stable master replied.  “Why?”

Yay, I knew his name now; Connor the stable master.

“Have you seen all her tack?  Most greenies come with only their birthday suits, but this one has at least ten or fifteen grand worth of stuff!  It’s no wonder Scarlett only had me make hoofs for her.”

Did Master Laste really spend that much money on me?  He’d said at the beginning that anything made for me or used on me would be mine when the job was done, but ten or fifteen grand worth?  It must be nice to be rich.

“I didn’t have time to get the story out of Scarlett last night, but apparently she came here straight from the Argentum Seges
.”

“She must be a special of Edward’s then.  I’ll put together a set of tack I know he’ll like.”

“Don’t go too crazy, Flynn.  Scarlett said she’s gonna get a crash course in the ponygirl way this morning, so she’ll need to be able to move freely.”

“Spoilsport.”

The tack guy was named Flynn, and Master Laste’s first name was Edward… I was learning a lot this morning, even without being able to ask a single question.  Maybe eavesdropping on conversations was how my investigation was going to progress, since they spoke about me like I wasn’t even here.

Connor ordered me to stretch my legs as much as I could while he went over to help Flynn pick out the things I’d need today.  I couldn’t see what they were choosing, but based on the laughter and some comments they made, I had a feeling I wasn’t going to like it.

He returned a few minutes later with a smirk on his face, took up my reins, and led me outside to an open sided shower structure.  It looked like a dozen ponygirls could clean up at once, but thankfully we were the only ones here.  I wasn’t overly body shy in normal circumstances, but this situation wasn’t even remotely normal.

He steered me to a waist high bar that had all manner of chains, rubber cuffs, and straps on and around it, and immediately wrapped a strap around my waist to hold me in place against it.  I felt him attach something to each ankle cuff before he removed the hobble chain, and knew he was making sure I couldn’t try to kick him again.

After my legs were pulled about three feet apart, he removed all the locks trapping me in my outfit, and thankfully moved to undo the lower harness first.  With how tight he’d made the crotch strap last night, he had a really hard time undoing it, but eventually the buckle came loose and I breathed a genuine sigh of relief.  Embarrassingly enough, my pussy was so slick, the toy inside slipped right out and fell to the ground.

The pouch over my arms came off next, chains from above were cuffed to my wrists, and only then were the straps holding my forearms removed.  He really wasn’t taking any chances with me and winched my wrists up until I was stretched pretty damn tight.

He made short work of the rest of my harness, but before removing my bit and bridle, warned me that a single word would mean a full eight hours of his favorite program the next time he put me to bed.  With that big of a threat hanging over me, you can bet your sweet ass I was gonna keep my mouth shut!

The shower was pretty cold, but it felt good to get clean again, and it definitely finished waking me up.  The stiff brush he used to scrub me down with was a little harsh for my liking, but at least he didn’t use it near my fresh piercings.  For those areas he used an incredibly soft brush that felt pretty damn amazing, and got my motor running almost as fast as the toys had last night.  My clit was especially sensitive and vulnerable to his touch.

It was a fairly humiliating experience to be so intimately handled by a stranger, but this was obviously nothing more than another part of the so-called ponygirl way, and it was obvious he’d done this kind of thing many, many times before.  I thought it was all over when I felt my hands begin to lower, but rather than gaining slack, I felt them being pulled down to the bar.

While I was trying to figure it out, he reached around and placed a ring against my lips, and I automatically opened my mouth to let him slip it past my teeth.  I’d almost forgotten about my need to ‘properly apologize’ to him, but he hadn’t.  He was a guy.

He pulled me forward until I was bent over and tied a line from the ground to my collar to keep me that way.  I expected him to ‘whip it out’ at this point, but he went behind me instead.  Was he going to take his pound of flesh by pounding my flesh?

Nope… apparently my morning cleaning was only complete on the outside
 of my body, and the butt plug Lady Scarlett chose for me had one more surprise feature; it was hollow and could be used to give me an enema!  I’d never had one before, but I knew what was happening the instant I felt the cool water start to flow into me.

It’s a good thing he restrained my feet, because promise or not, I wanted to kick his balls to the moon for this indignity.  Make that indignities, since he repeated the process three times in a row until I felt like I’d gone inside out through a car wash.

For the last one, he left it inside me while he stepped around to the front and unbuckled his belt.  I guess his lip still hurt if he wanted his apology while the enema was making me cramp up, but at least I knew I’d be able to get him off fairly fast.  I hated the Oral Sally nickname, but at least it was a well-deserved one.

He went from half-hard to fully erect in no time at all, thanks to some serious tongue action against the bottom of his prick, and began pumping the first few inches in and out of my mouth.  He tested the back of my mouth after a few minutes of that and seemed surprised at my lack of a gag reflex.

His next thrust went all the way down my throat until his body was pressed against my face, and he held it there for a few seconds before pulling out.  He repeated that several more times, holding it down my throat longer each time, as if trying to test my limits.  Thanks to my training at the club, he never even got close.

It took longer to finish the job than I initially thought, but finish it I did.  He even shot his load straight into my throat, so I didn’t have much of the taste to deal with afterwards.  Maybe he was starting to forgive me.

I needed a bit of extra cleaning after expelling the enema, but once that was over with he locked my hands behind my back, hobbled me, and led me into the sun using one end of my reins like a leash.  He had a smoke and a relaxing cup of coffee while the hot sun made quick work of drying me off, and then took me back to the stable to get dressed.  If you could call it that, considering how little the tack covered.

He bound my arms straight out to the sides between two posts so the two of them could work as efficiently as possible, and even if I dared to be a bad pony again, they never gave me the slightest chance.  It was actually a little impressive.

Connor started off by brushing my hair and tying it in a tight ponytail at the crown of my head, while Flynn used a rope above my left knee to haul my leg up to an almost painful height.  It let him put on my first pony boot without any risk of getting kicked, while Connor got my bridle ready.

He made the switch from ring gag to bit so smoothly I couldn’t have spoken more than a single syllable if I was stupid enough to try, and then adjusted all the straps to a snug, but not painful level.  I vaguely wondered how many recalcitrant ponygirls they’d dealt with over the years.

When my first boot was laced, locked, and lowered to the ground, I found it wasn’t anywhere near as bad as the fetish ballet boot had been.  It was no running shoe, but some weight was supported by the ball of my foot instead of the toes, and that made a huge
 difference.

He repeated the process on my right leg, while Connor put on my chest harness, thick waist belt, but no crotch strap.  I wasn’t sure if I liked that choice or not, since while it was infinitely more comfortable this way, it left me fully exposed and vulnerable.

Once I was ‘tacked up’, they each took a wrist and locked it to the side of my waist belt, then finished off my restraints with a belt to pull my elbows partway together behind my back.  I’d never been bound this way before and wasn’t sure I liked it… but of course, nobody bothered to ask my opinion.

My restraints were finished, but not my accessories.  A fresh battery pack was attached to the waist belt, of course, but the biggest new detail was the long tail they attached to the butt plug.  I bet I looked just like the ponygirl in the video now!

I gulped when I felt an increase in pressure from my right rein, and made a precarious turn in my unfamiliar footwear.  They were a lot heavier than I imagined they’d be, and even though the hoof was fairly big, I still wasn’t used to moving with my feet arched so severely.

“I guess she really is green,” Flynn laughed, watching Connor lead me back to my stall.

“Not in all things,” he snickered.  “You’ll have to find out for yourself later why she’s named Oral Sally.”

“I think I can fit that line of inquiry into my busy schedule somehow.”

I bet he could.  Men!

Connor helped me get to my knees in front of the trough, and I actually laughed out loud… or tried to… when I discovered the boot flap in front of my knees felt like a soft pad.  It couldn’t be a coincidence.

When I first saw the trough I thought I’d be eating like an animal, but it simply held two large sports bottle with straws.  The first held a thick banana flavored shake, and the second was full of cool water.

He didn’t warn me about not speaking when he removed the bit this time, but I assumed the restriction was a permanent thing, and part of this whole ponygirl way.  There was no way in hell I was gonna risk pissing him off right now, so I only opened my lips enough to wrap around a straw.

I completely drained both bottles and felt a little bloated at the end, but I’d burned a ton of calories yesterday without eating much, and had a feeling I’d be burning even more today.  This ponygirl shit was intense!

Connor only returned long enough to put my bit back in, help me to my feet, and tie my reins to the ceiling hook.  I could hear him attending to other ponygirls now and suspected this was his busiest time of day.

I turned to face the stall door, hoping to catch a glimpse of my roommates… stablemates, I guess would be the more accurate term… but all I saw was Flynn’s smiling face.

“Good news!” he exclaimed, stepping closer to take up my reins.  “Your Mistress is running late this morning, so you'll have a nice, easy start to the day.  Won’t that be nice?”

I remembered seeing a ponygirl ‘answer’ questions by stomping a hoof once for yes, and twice for no.  He seemed to be waiting for a response, so I stomped my right foot once.

“Good girl!  Now follow me and behave,” he said, giving my reins a little flick and tug.  “Things are fairly simple around here, and all you have to remember is that good equals good, and bad equals bad.”

He flipped the reins over my shoulders and went behind me as we passed through the main stable door.  I kept walking, since I didn’t think anything he’d done was a stop command, and I knew he’d be quick to correct me if I was wrong.  Plus I had a bit of forward momentum going, and stopping and starting in these stupid boots was a pain in the hoof.  (Pardon the pun.)

“Now, “good equals good” means obedience, hard work, and good behavior will earn you highly desirable rewards.  “Bad equals bad” means disobeying, laziness, and things like kicking Connor in the face will make your time here far less pleasant.  In other words, be good for us and we’ll be good to you.”

He seemed to be guiding me towards a lunging ring with an automatic walker about a hundred yards away.  The Lady Scarlett told me in the truck I’d been starting with the thing, I just hadn’t expected my training to begin without her.  It made me nervous, since this Flynn dude had no clue being a ponygirl was only a cover for me.

The normally insignificant hundred yard trip seemed to take forever while bound, hobbled, and wearing heavy hoofs.  The unfamiliar exercise, combined with how hot it was already, meant I was a panting, sweaty mess when we arrived on the path underneath the bar.

“Now what settings shall I program the walker to run at?” he mused, walking in front of me with his chin in his hand, in an exaggerated show of thinking hard.  “Running at a canter for a few hours might be a good choice to help build up the leg muscles.  Would you like that, my pretty?”

Three seconds at a snail’s pace would be my preference; I stomped my hoof twice.

“No?  You want to go at a full gallop instead?” he asked brightly.

I stomped twice again.  Hard.

“Oh… then maybe you want me to be nice and let you have the easy, lazy morning I mentioned earlier, is that it?”

Stomp.  Damn straight, bubba!

“I suppose I could do that, but then again, you haven’t been a very good pony so far.  Why should I be so nice after you kicked Connor in the face?”

Knowing where this was leading, I sighed and dropped to my knees.  I don’t know why he bothered with all this rigmarole, unless it was all part of the game.  I would’ve blown him without it.

“Ah, that’s right… your name is Oral
 Sally, isn’t it?  Well, if you insist,” he chuckled reaching for his belt and then my bit.

Without a ring gag or immobilizing restraints to hamper my method, I made short work of him.  Now it was he who was out of breath, and me who was smiling at the reaction I’d gotten out of him.  He came in my mouth, so I’d have to live with the taste for a while, but as far as I was concerned it was a small price to pay to get on his good side.

“Wowzers!  You sure are aptly named,” he praised me, putting the bit back in my mouth.  “I think I’ll give you a special treat for that, but let’s get you hooked up to the walker first.”

He pulled the ropes down from the bar and clipped them to rings on my shoulders.  “Hey Vim!  Set for five foot six and three quarters plus training hooves.  Save height under Oral Sally”

I felt the ropes begin to pull upwards and rose as best as I could along with it.  It automatically stopped at the perfect height.

Flynn briefly stepped out of sight, and returned with a bottle of sun tan lotion, which he slathered on me quite liberally.  Considering the strength of the sun, I hoped it was SPF one million.

“Now for the special treat I promised you,” he said, as he rubbed a big glop of lotion between my legs.

He showed me a pair of ben wa balls for a second, before reaching for my cleft and pressing them up inside me.  Considering what I’d been through so far, I shouldn’t have been surprised at the casual way he performed such an intimate act, but I was.  I had a lot to learn about the ponygirl way of life.

“Hey Vim!  Set for twenty lap cycles, five minute intervals, speed two, ponygirl Oral Sally.  Activate in two minutes.”

“Activating program in two minutes, Flynn,” a computerized voice responded.

He took a hose from the bar and fastened it to my bit, gave my tack and restraints a quick check, and unclipped my reins.

“If you want to enjoy your reward to the utmost, raise your legs high with each step in order to give the rattlers inside the ben wa balls a good shake.  Try not to let it distract you from the walker program, though… if you don’t keep up, Vim will invoke the motivational methods.  Good luck.”

He gave me a slap to the rump with the reins just as a chime sounded, and the bar started moving.  This was it; my training had started, and I was well on my way to becoming a ponygirl in more than name.  Was it right?  Was it wrong?  It didn’t matter at this point.

There was the right way, the wrong way, and the ponygirl way.


Training Day

In the course of the next hour, I had plenty of time to do the math.  The circular path I was on was twenty feet across, so each lap was about sixty feet long.  Each step I took was two feet apart, so that meant thirty steps per lap, a total distance of twelve hundred feet, and ten minutes to complete the twenty lap cycle.

You wouldn’t think walking close to a mile in an hour would be tiring, but try it in my shoes, and see how you feel after an hour!  Those fucking shoes…

They felt like they weighed at least five pounds each, and my toes, arch, and calf had been feeling the strain of the unnatural position before I left the stable this morning.  After an hour, it felt like I had hot wires running through my boots, and I’d given up trying to do that stupid high-step gait.  As bad as I wanted to cum, the extra effort just wasn’t worth it.

Speaking of hot, the temperature had to be well over a hundred degrees out here by now, and it was getting hotter by the minute.  I felt like a baked potato, and only the water from the tube kept me hydrated enough to keep going.

I wondered what was keeping Lady Scarlett.  She’d gone through a lot of effort to get my help, so it seemed strange that she’d simply leave me out here to walk in circles until I keeled over from heat exhaustion.  Did she forget about me?

I didn’t see how she could’ve, since I was creating quite the stir out here.  It seemed like everyone and their pony stopped by to check out the ‘new filly’ and talk about me like I was a sideshow attraction.  I actually learned a bit about some of them, but it was hard to follow a conversation while being forced to walk around in a big circle.

Two Masters, Benjamin and Isaac, sat in a buggy pulled by two latex clad ponygirls, and watched me for a cycle.  I heard them discuss my form (terrible), my muscle tone (not bad), and my tits.  (At least they rated my tits pretty good.)

I also heard Master Isaac say something about a fire, but when I tried to slow down so I could find out more, I got a rude shock from the butt plug.  They left just as my next rest break began, but Master Benjamin took a moment to pour some water over my head before they did, which felt heavenly.

I never got the name of the Mistress who wandered over just before my next break, but she was quite grabby.  She carefully felt up and down my legs… and of course the place between them, squeezed my ass and tits, poked my stomach, inspected my piercings, and even checked my teeth!

I heard a few mumbled comments like ‘not bad muscle tone’ and ‘piss poor form, but might be able to make something out of her’, but I learned little without her having a companion to speak to.  She gave me twin blows to my ass with her riding crop as a parting gift and admonished me to get my knees up.

Flynn returned during the next cycle, accompanied by someone named Rhys.  He was bragging about the best blowjob ever when they came within earshot, and I suspected I’d be down on my knees at least once more before the day was over.

I found out Rhys was a blacksmith when he lifted each foot to inspect the horseshoes and explained to Flynn how this new style could be changed in mere seconds from a standard shoe, to a lightweight racing shoe, or to a twenty pound stamina builder.  I hoped like hell I’d never see those ones, because the standard horseshoe was bad enough.

I liked the sound of the lightweight ones, though.  Maybe if I was nice enough to him later, he’d be willing to swap them in for me.  After all, if I was going to have to live up to the Oral Sally nickname, I might as well get a little quid pro quo out of it.

Connor returned right at the two hour mark, looking vexed.  He stopped the program and took me off the walker, but I needed the support of his hand on the elbow strap to stay on my feet.  That seemed to piss him off too, since he had to take me to the shower again, and it made for a slow trip even without the limiting hobble chain.

I might’ve put more effort into it if I’d known what was waiting for me, because that shower building was like Nirvana after so long in the sun.  I got to rest on my knees in the shade, while a rain like drizzle fell on me from above.  I didn’t even have to blow him this time!

I felt almost human once I cooled off and was clean, although he’d put large plastic bags over my legs to protect my new boots, so I still felt grimy down there.  The only bad part was when I had to get back on my feet, since my muscles had stiffened up while I was resting.

He had to use the ceiling winch to keep me upright while I got a quick coat of oil and marched in place to get my legs back.  I felt like rebelling when he led me back into the hot sun, but I knew the gesture would be futile, and would come with consequences I didn’t want to pay.

Thankfully he didn’t take me back to the walker in the field, but to a different one.  It was a lot further away, but I didn’t care when I saw it had an amazing and important difference; it had a roof!  Even more importantly, sipping a tall drink in one of the lounge chairs scattered around was the Lady Scarlett.

Finally!  She thanked and dismissed him, but basically ignored me until he’d walked away and got out of earshot.

“I hope you’re enjoying your day more than I am, because mine’s been sucking ass!” she sighed.

Oh yeah, my day’s just been chock full of champagne and roses.

“There was a fire in my brand new personal stable and playroom, and the whole place is completely ruined.  If I’d put you in there last night… like I almost did, you’d most likely be in a body bag right now.”

I felt like I’d just been doused with a bucket of ice water at her words.  What if the sabotage had been planned by someone who assumed I would be in there, and didn’t want me around?  Did someone just try to fucking murder me?

“I’ll make new arrangements tomorrow, but right now we’ll have to do your training out here in the open.  That means it’ll be a little more real in case we have prying eyes watching us, but we can make that work in our favor.  I’ll fill you in on the latest development shortly, but let’s get started before we raise any suspicions.”

She rose to her feet and exchanged her glass for a riding crop.

“This lesson will be about basic posture, form, etiquette, and commands, so we’ll do it standing in place to make it easier for you.  Plus, I don’t feel like chasing you around a circle right now.”

I could use a bit of easier right now, although her comment about making it more real was making me nervous.

“For the standard standing posture, keep your feet between twelve and sixteen inches apart, keep your back perfectly straight, suck your stomach in, push your tits out, raise your chin slightly, and keep your eyes straight ahead on the horizon.”

She used light taps from her crop to make sure I was positioned precisely as she described, ordered me to slouch for a moment, and then assume the proper form on my own.  The corrective taps stung a little this time, and a little more with each repetition, but standing still wasn’t rocket science.  Once I managed to do it five consecutive times without needing a tap, she moved on to the next part of the lesson.

“When presented to someone of station, you need to show respect and perform a deferential bow.  You right leg will be forward and straight, your left will be bent at the knee, and you bow at the hip until your torso is perfectly horizontal.  You will hold that position for exactly three seconds, and then rise into the standing posture you just learned.  Do this every time I tap your shoulder twice.”

I was more than a little shaky when I tried it the first time, but at least I didn’t fall over.  I also didn’t do it very well, since I earned a few corrective taps that were anything but gentle.

“I said body completely horizontal when you bow,” she snapped, punctuating her displeasure with a stinging blow to the ass.  “I also told you to hold it for three seconds, and that was only two and a half!  Can’t you count to three?  Let me help you count to three!”

She counted to three with her crop on each ass cheek and on the top of each breast for good measure.

“If you don’t bow over far enough to show proper respect next time, I’ll tie a pound of lead weights to each nipple and… oh, hello there, Ivy.  I didn’t see you sneak up.”

“Hello, Scarlett,” the grabby Mistress from earlier replied, walking in front of me.  “I see you have a young new filly to play with.”

I felt the crop on my shoulder, and bowed to Mistress Ivy, making sure I counted to three slower this time.

“Norma’s moving into an administrative role soon, so I couldn’t pass her up, even though she’s greener than a spring willow, and not quite as smart.”

“Give her to me for a few weeks, and I’ll have her toeing the line properly for you.  I saw her on the walker earlier, and she’s going to need an incredible amount of work.  Far more work than you can probably spare right now, but I’d be more than happy to grind off those rough edges.”

“Thank you.  I’ll keep that in mind, but right now I need something to keep my mind occupied.”

“Yes, I heard about your accident.  How unfortunate, especially right when you have a new pony to break in.  How bad was it?”

“The damage was extensive, but luckily nobody was hurt.”

“That’s the important thing.  Do you mind if I stay for a drink and watch her initial training?  I can watch a leg for you when she starts stepping.”

“Sure,” Lady Scarlett replied, after a brief hesitation.  “Some company would be pleasant, and we can give practice doing a turn and bow with two of us.”

I think she wanted Mistress Ivy gone as much as I did, but couldn’t refuse her simple request without it sounding strange.  Make that almost as much.  The strength of her corrective love taps had increased exponentially when Mistress Ivy approached, and were likely to stay at full strength for the duration.  This was going to be as much fun as a sandpaper enema, but we were stuck with her for now.

Turning and bowing was the same deferential maneuver as before, but now I had to quickly face the person before bowing, and do it with a high degree of precision.  The outside of my thighs, boobs, ribs, or shoulders were all fair game for messing up on the spin, which happened a lot due to my lousy balance.  Those fucking hooves were going to be the death of me, I swear.

If there was one silver lining, it was that I got most of my debriefing after all.  The Lady Scarlett was skilled at steering the conversation down the track she desired, and they talked in detail about the recent fire, Master Oliver’s accident, and a plethora of other minor disasters.

Mistress Ivy called it the Curse of the Ponygirl Ranch and was convinced the place was haunted by the ghosts of all the slaves who died here in the past.  I’m talking real slaves here, not this kinky ponygirl BDSM stuff.

That turned the conversation to who here believed in the curse, and I got a complete rundown of names, jobs, and personalities for everyone living here.  If Lady Scarlett ever decided to get a real job, she could become the number one intelligence asset for the CIA or something.  As I began mastering my lesson, I realized she’d also have a stellar career as an animal trainer, but that thought made me distinctly uncomfortable, considering the situation I was in.

Even the rest break became a lesson of sorts; I had to learn how to get down to my knees and back up again on my own, and obviously do it without the use of my arms.  I was moderately terrible at it, but getting up on my own was a skill I desperately needed to learn, so I gave it my all.

Once they
 were rested, my shoulders were connected to the walker bar again, and it took everything I had to stifle my groan.  I was so not looking forward to more fucking walking around in circles.  But before I could walk, I had to learn how to step properly, and that meant marching in place under their twin tutelage.

The high-step ponygirl gait required me to raise my leg until my thigh was perfectly parallel to the ground, and they expected just as much precision with this move as they had with the ponygirl bow.  Mistress Ivy’s earlier comment about watching a leg made sense to me now, since she took up station on my left to correct my form when I raised that leg, and Lady Scarlett took the right.

If I didn’t raise a leg high enough, I got a stinging blow to the underside of my thigh, and lifting it too far earned me one on top.  I also had to hold it perfectly still while they critiqued the rest of my posture, and lashed out at any part of my body that wasn’t up to their exacting standards.

With my energy fading, I had an unfortunate tendency to slouch if I let my mind wander, so it wasn’t long before my ripe melons felt more like bruised fruit.  It didn’t help that I still had the ben wa balls inside me, and they were slowly doing the job they were designed for.

Wetter than Louisiana swampland indeed!

I found out it was noon when Connor, Flynn, and Rhys showed up to take their lunch break here, and coincidentally make sure the Lady Scarlett remembered to eat.  Apparently, it’d been a problem lately, so they’d taken it upon themselves to make sure she ate properly.  I drooled more than usual when I heard lunch was lobster rolls with champagne, but I only got another smoothie.  (It was strawberry this time.)

My lunch also came with a new piece of tack, designed and built by Rhys and Flynn this morning, and tailored specifically with my nickname and special talent in mind.  It was as if several different gags had been involved in an industrial accident that left them mashed together into a single unit.

It was a bit gag on each side, with a ring in the middle, and leather wedges that went between my teeth and all the way into my cheeks, puffing them out like a squirrel.  It was at least ten times more effective than a regular bit or ring gag, yet left my mouth and tongue fully available at all times.

As if that wasn’t bad enough, it also came with a rubber bung that could be pressed into the ring, so I could be easily fed or watered without needing to take the bit out.  Ever.

Of course, new product development meant new product testing, and all three guys were eager to give it/me a trial run.  Before they could get at it, Mistress Ivy intervened.

“Shame on you, boys,” she scolded.  “Scarlett hasn’t had a chance to play with her new pet yet, and needs a good distraction more than most.  Doctor Ivy prescribes at least three orgasms to cure your ills, and I won’t take no for an answer, even if I have to tie you down first!”

She initially deferred, but Mistress Ivy and the guys kept pestering her until she agreed it might be a welcome diversion.  Connor put a chair for her in front of me, along with a couple of pillows so she could perch right at the edge of the seat in a comfortable position.

Since her jodhpurs had a zipper that ran the full length of her crotch, and she wasn’t wearing any underwear, it only took a moment before she was spread, exposed, and ready for me.  Mistress Ivy continued to help by giving me more slack in the shoulder straps, and then by firmly pushing my head between her legs.

This was a completely unexpected turn of events, but I almost automatically started licking her labia and thrusting my tongue into her cleft.  Despite how restrictive and awkward the gag felt in my mouth, I found I could actually use my tongue easier than with a plain ring gag for some reason.

She’d actually been a little wet before I even began, so it wasn’t long before I had her moaning in delight, and well on the way to orgasm.  Once I figured she was well warmed up, I started paying more attention to her clit, but not too much too fast, since I figured if I was going to do this I better do it right.  Oral Sally had to live up to her nickname in front of the crowd.

When I sensed she was about to boil over, I sucked her magic button into my mouth to use a technique I thought of as The Devastator.  It was a rapid side to side flicking of my tongue over her clit, with just the slightest oval action thrown in to ensure maximum effect, and it was impossible to resist.  Devastate her it did, and with spectacular results.

The Lady Scarlett was a big time squirter, and I mean major league kind of stuff here.  She could probably put out a forest fire single handedly if she had to, but with my face mashed so tight against her pussy, it had only one place to go.  I actually had a hard time swallowing fast enough!

I resumed licking as soon as possible, trying to get all three of her prescribed orgasms over and done with at once.  The Devastator almost instantly turned a small aftershock orgasm into a full blown explosion, but since I really needed some air at this point, I had to pull back and take the pulsing stream of ejaculate all over my face.

It got in my eyes and hair, up my nose, and I started coughing when I inhaled at the wrong time, so it took me a minute before I could dive back in and finish the job.  Two down and one to go.

I’m not sure if she was holding back to make her last climax a great one, or if the second orgasm had drained her, but I had a hard time getting her off this time.  I had more tools in my toolbox though and pulled out some of the other tricks Monica had used on me at Master Laste’s club.

I rapidly switched between tonguing her deeply, licking her slit, and even nibbling on her clit in between hard flicks of my tongue over it.  It took a while, but as much as I hated my nickname, it was accurate; she exploded in a geyser that made Old Faithful look like a wimpy mall fountain, and almost fell out of her chair from the strength of it.  I was a little envious.

Connor and Flynn helped her walk on shaky legs to her lounge chair, where she collapsed like a marionette with her strings cut.  I’d done a real number on her and wished someone would think to return the favor.

“If that was as fun for you as it looked like from my point of view, I simply have to give it a try myself,” Mistress Ivy said.  “You don’t mind, do you?”

“Hmm?” she said, sounding a little out of it.  “Whatever.”

Mistress Ivy wasted only enough time to shimmy out of her breeches before taking a seat in front of me and spreading her legs wide.  Apparently, people in this part of Texas didn’t know what underwear was, since her shaved and slightly glistening mound was on full display.

I could’ve used a bit of a break before getting to work on her, but that wasn’t an option; she pulled me forward by my ears when I took too long and wrapped her legs around my head for good measure.  Breathing is one of my favorite pastimes, so I started licking like a maniac.

Since she had prescribed three orgasms for Lady Scarlett, she wanted the same treatment for herself.  Each orgasm took longer individually than all three of Lady Scarlett’s combined, but on a positive note, at least she didn’t have a fire hydrant hidden inside her coochie.

She managed to walk to an empty lounge chair on her own, but looked just as wiped out as the Lady Scarlett when she flopped down on it.  I wished I could do the same, but there were still three guys impatiently waiting for their turn with Oral Sally.

Rhys was already hard as a rock when he pulled his tool out and shoved it straight down my throat, almost causing me to gag from the unexpected length of it.  He was also one of those guys who liked to hold it all the way in for as long as possible, so his blowjob was a real challenge for me.  Thankfully he didn’t last too long, and he shot his seed so deep down my throat, I didn’t taste a thing.

I wasn’t quite so lucky with Flynn, who came in my mouth, or with Connor who shot his load all over my face.  Just to add insult to injury, Connor used my ponytail to clean his tool before putting it away, so I suspected he was still a little pissed at me for the kick to the face last night.

“Hey boys, keep it down,” Mistress Ivy whispered.  “Scar fell asleep, and I think she deserves a nice nap for a change, don’t you?”

“Yeah.  Definitely.  For sure,” they all agreed.

Not eating and not sleeping?  Lady Scarlett’s problems must be weighing on her more than she admitted.

“Grab a set of mufflers for her hooves so the pony can get her exercise without waking her up.”

Mufflers were a rubber covering for my hooves, so the steel horseshoe wouldn’t ring out with each step I took.  Mistress Ivy had taken it upon herself to continue my training while Lady Scarlett slept, but she was issuing quiet commands to Vim, which hopefully meant she’d be leaving me alone.

“Walker speed three, fifteen minute duration, two minute rest intervals, image recognition for high-step posture training.  Set punishment tolerance at ten percent from target form, duration one hundred milliseconds per deviation level, strength at ten percent per deviation level, silence mode on.  Instruct and report only through personal speaker.  Activate in three minutes.”

Cordless ear buds were put in place, along with the rubber bung and water hose, and then she closed my blinders before giving me a quiet, parting message.

“I’m going to prepare a stall for you in my personal stable, so I’ll have to leave the rest of today’s training in the hands of the computer.  Vim will punish you severely if make even a single peep, and I’ll be watching on my tablet to make doubly sure you don’t wake Scarlett up.

“I’ll flay the skin off your scrawny bones if she doesn’t get at least an hour or two of shut eye, and that’s a promise.  I might let you cum later on if you work hard and do a good job this afternoon, although no promises on that front… orgasms are an extraordinary treat reserved for truly special occasions, and usually happen only once or twice a year if a pony is very, very good.”

Was she fucking kidding me?  If Mistress Ivy had her way, I could expect only one or two lousy orgasms a year if I was lucky?  I needed to avoid her stable like the plague.

I knew I wasn’t going to be here for a year, but a few hours of sexual torment last night nearly drove me insane, and I could easily imagine what might happen if that evil program was set to run on me for a week or more.  I’d emerge with all the brain power of your average turnip.

“Hello, Oral Sally, I am the Virtually Intelligent Master, colloquially known as Vim,” a computerized voice that sounded a bit like Master Oliver said in my left ear.  “Stomp your hoof once if you can hear me and understand.”

I sighed, rolled my eyes, and stomped my foot.  I also said a few choice words inside my head about the situation I’d gotten myself into, but the computer continued before I got to the really good ones.

“Training will commence in thirty seconds.  Starting with your right leg, you will lift the knee on the first beat, and plant it down on the second.  Maintain proper posture at all times, and do not deviate from the beat.  You will be allowed one practice lap before disciplinary measures are activated.”

I heard the beat start to tick in my right ear and tried to get into the groove as fast as possible, since my ass was quite literally on the line here.  I’d only be walking slightly faster than I had this morning, but now the high-step wasn’t going to be optional, and that was going to take a ton more energy.  I hoped I had it in me.

“Walk on!”

The command caught me a little off-guard, even though I’d been expecting it, and I would’ve fallen if it wasn’t for the shoulder straps.  It took me a few awkward, shuffling steps before I caught up and was able to even attempt to match the beat.

Based on the pressures I felt on one shoulder or the other, I knew I was zigzagging a bit as well.  Trying to do this blind was really throwing me for a loop, and I knew already I was in for an afternoon of pure hell.

I cursed Lady Scarlett for falling asleep, Mistress Ivy for taking control of my training, the programmer for writing these obnoxious programs, and I cursed myself most of all for my arrogance and stupidity.  When my practice lap was over I began cursing the computer with every step I took, since the shocks it delivered to the butt plug in my ass were no joke, and nothing I did seemed to satisfy it.

My posture sucked bad, my timing sucked worse, and my sense of direction sucked more than both put together.  I achieved a perfect zero point zero percent performance rating for my first cycle, and my ass was feeling just as sore now as my feet from the almost non-stop shocks.  My nipples ached, my clit itched, I was horny as hell, and the only part of my body that wasn’t covered in a sheen of sweat was my face, which was covered instead by drying cum.

The only silver lining I could find was that it was physically impossible for me to do worse on my next attempt.  I really hoped Lady Scarlett didn’t sleep all day.  I needed to get this investigation wrapped up ASAP so I could get out of here, yet we’d barely even started.  At least things couldn’t get any worse.  Could they?


Sadie’s Special Training

I was in a pretty sorry state when Lady Scarlett’s voice finally called for Vim to halt the program.  I honestly have no idea how many cycles I went through, but I walked for so long I could barely stay on my feet when the supporting shoulder straps were removed.

The Lady Scarlett had warned me she couldn’t show any leniency that might compromise my cover, but she sounded genuinely contrite about how far things had gone today.

“You attracted too many spectators, so I think we’re going to have to call it an early day to let you get some rest.  By tomorrow morning I’ll have a new plan in place… one that’ll let us get some real
 work done.”

I sure hope so.  I felt flatter than hammered dog shit right now, and would probably sleep for a week if they let me.  I groaned when she told me I had to walk back to the stable, but the promise of a shower and a chance to lie down was motivation enough to get me going.

She didn’t think to open my blinders, but she also didn’t hobble me or make me high-step all the way back, so it wasn’t a terribly bad trip.  I trusted she wasn’t going to walk me into a wall or let me trip over an obstacle.

She had business to take care of and arrangements to make for tomorrow, so she passed me off to Connor when we arrived at our destination, which I knew was the shower area due to the sound my hooves made on the tile floor.  He used the shoulder straps to hold me up, put the plastic bags over my legs before spreading them wide, and told me to piss here if I had to.  I did and was too damn worn out to be embarrassed about it.

The shower felt like ice water after baking in the heat all day, but felt good once the initial shock wore off.  He left my blinders closed so he could use a spray gun to blast the crud off my face, and continued with it all the way down my body and between my legs.  Almost as an afterthought he remembered I still had the ben wa balls inside my pussy, and pulled them out for me.

He took me straight back to the stable once my crude shower was over, bent me over a rail, and chained my collar to the floor before removing my tack.  Getting out of those stupid pony boots should’ve been a wonderful relief, but my feet had been trapped in them for so long, it actually hurt to stand with my feet flat on the floor!

He wrapped rope around my ankles as soon as each boot came off, to make sure I couldn’t kick him again.  Each leg got washed down with a sponge and hot water, and he took the time to massage a few kinks out of my muscles.  I guess a day of good behavior and a couple of blowjobs was all it took to get on his good side.

He took my harness completely off, left my bit and bridle in place, and replaced the waist belt and battery pack with a fresh set.  A ponygirl was never allowed to be without at least some form of bondage and control.

Since I seemed to be docile, he let me walk back to my stall without a hobble, but my relative freedom was short lived.  Two belts went above and below my knees, and a third around my ankles before he helped me lie down in order to apply my real
 bondage for the night.

He called it a sleep sack, and it looked like a form fitting leather body bag.  It had small pouches for each foot, longer ones to hold my arms along my sides, and so many integral belts the sack itself was almost redundant.  The hood part of it was a little claustrophobic, but I had no trouble breathing through the air holes, and the snug pressure over my entire body felt comforting somehow.  I felt safe, like a babe in swaddling.

I fell asleep almost instantly, but didn’t get as much rest as I should have.  Sometime in the middle of the night I was woken up due to someone jostling me around.  I felt cool air around the region of my crotch, followed by what felt like oil based on how slippery it was when probing fingers spread it around in the cleft of my legs, and a slender object was worked inside my pussy.  The bag was zipped shut again, and then I felt a zipper by my left ear open.

“You did pretty bad today, but it looked like you were trying, and you followed my orders as best as you could,” Mistress Ivy whispered.  “I decided to sneak in and give you a reward for your efforts, and as an enticement for you to join my stable.  With a tongue as talented as yours, I bet you’ll earn more orgasms than both of my previous ponies combined, and I can be quite generous when I’m kept happy.

“To prove it, I’m going to let you enjoy the exact same program I hear you had so much fun with on your trip to the ranch.  Vim, repeat last program!  Good night, my pretty, and remember this favor when it comes time to choose your permanent Mistress.”

I think she left as soon as she closed the zipper near my ear, but had no way of knowing for sure, and had something much more important to occupy my attention.  After the hardest, most frustrating day of my life, I was finally going to get to enjoy the orgasm I was so desperate for.

Wait a minute… she’d told the computer to repeat the last
 program, and the last one used on me wasn’t the one from the truck, it was Connor’s punishment after I kicked him!  Sure enough, the vibrations cut off mere moments before I came, and I felt like crying at how unfair it was.  Not again!

I wasn’t sure I could stand another night like this without losing my mind, but I did know one thing for sure.  I was definitely going to remember this if I had to choose between Mistress Ivy’s stable and one of the others.

***

She must’ve come back before dawn to remove the evidence of her unauthorized visit, since I could feel the vibrator was gone when Connor opened up the sack.  I slept through her second visit though, so it could’ve disappeared by magic for all I knew.  My mind wasn’t working too hot right now, and my body was nearly as bad.

Every muscle in my body felt like it was full of lead, I had little bruises all up and down my thighs and around my boobs, my jaw ached, and my feet were cramped so bad I could barely stand.  The sleep sack was supposed to be a restful experience, but I’d overworked my body by several orders of magnitude yesterday and was paying the price.  Even Connor was sympathetic as I gave him a good morning blowjob.

“Too much, too soon,” he said, talking more to himself than to me.  “If you push a yearling too fast she’ll founder, and then the potential is gone forever.  Slow and steady makes it to the race and… ahhh.  Fuck yeah.  Maybe I should get Flynn to take a look at her feet for a second opinion.”

He zipped up, locked a chain to my collar, and shut my blinders for good measure.  Not like I’d be running away right now, but it was all part of the lifestyle, and he probably didn’t even think about it.  I heard multiple footsteps return a few minutes later.

“You sure she’s not faking it and being lazy?” Flynn asked.  “I know she’s green, but she has a stubborn streak running through her a mile wide, and might be getting her jollies by trying to play you.  Heck, I can smell her arousal from here, so it’s obvious she’s enjoying the hell out of her new way of life.”

“All the more reason for her to be up and at it again,” Connor countered.

I felt multiple hands on my calves and feet, feeling, squeezing, and bending the joints.  I was mostly wincing and gasping at first, but one set of hands was working some life back into them, and it helped a ton.

“The calf feels kinda hot, and the tendons are definitely tight and twanging,” Flynn grudgingly admitted.  “I guess it couldn’t hurt to have Doc Felix take a look at ‘er, and then it ain’t on us.”

“My exact thought,” Connor agreed.

“I’ll help you get ‘er over to the shower to wash the stink off, and then I’ll get the doc on the horn.”

For today’s shower, they left me bent over the bar in order to keep the weight off my feet, and the water was actually hot.  Even my enemas were warmer and didn’t suck quite as massively.  I guess the cold water treatment yesterday was because Connor was pissed off at me.

Eating my breakfast while the enema was still inside me definitely sucked, but I was starving, and had no choice anyway.  I got to blow Flynn for dessert, and then Rhys just ‘happened’ to be walking by just as he finished, so I got an extra helping today.  Lucky me.

Apparently, the doc wanted to check how my piercings were healing, and a possible tendon injury was no joke for a ponygirl, so I not only got my appointment to see him, but I got to ride as a passenger in the back of Master Benjamin’s buggy.  It’s a good thing too, since the infirmary was quite a long distance from the stable and walking that far right now would’ve been a real bitch.

I think they liked bondage just for the sake of the bondage itself, since I’d been restrained in the back of Master Benjamin’s buggy, I was strapped into a wheelchair for the short trip to the exam room, and then I was virtually immobilized in a gyno chair to await the doc’s arrival.  It was actually kind of funny.

A nurse came in first to take a blood sample and check my blood pressure, but that was all she needed to do.  The embedded sensors in my cuffs, collar, and butt plug were already monitoring my vitals twenty-four/seven.

Doctor Felix was a tall, swarthy man who seemed to know what he was doing.  Other than an overly thorough breast exam, he worked quickly and efficiently to make sure my piercings were healing properly, and to check my legs for strain.

He agreed with Connor that my muscles had been overworked in ways they weren’t used to, but there was no real damage.  He prescribed the ponygirl equivalent of physical therapy working under Sadie, which was so perfect for my real purpose here, it made me wonder if Lady Scarlett hadn’t set this up somehow.

While waiting for Sadie to come collect me, he dropped his trousers to give me an unconventional throat exam, and then strapped me back in the wheelchair.  The guys in this place were nothing if not predictable.

Sadie’s hair was wet and it didn’t look like she was wearing anything under her thin white lab coat.  She collected me with a single nod in the doc’s direction and wheeled me into another part of the same building that looked like a gym and a dungeon had been in a head on collision.

“You’ve been creating quite a stir since your arrival,” she chuckled, as she searched through a ring of keys.  “In retrospect, we shouldn’t have used Master Laste’s nickname for you.”

She finally found the key she was looking for and removed the bit from my mouth.  I worked my jaw up and down and side to side a few times before replying.

“I can’t say I enjoy it as much as they think I do, but it’s better than if I’d been named Up-the-Ass Sally,” I dryly replied.

She snorted and began laughing so hard, she could barely undo the straps holding me in the chair.

“I’m glad you have a good sense of humor about it, since it’d be hard to come up with a valid reason to tell them you’re off limits now.  We will if it’s too much for you, though.”

“Instead of risking my cover, let’s just work on solving this case in record time.  I can deal with a blowjob or two.”

“That’s the spirit!  I can probably keep you exercising here for a week, which should give us plenty of time to go through all the info I’ve gathered.  Speaking of which, we better get you set up on one of the machines in case one of your admirers decides to stop by.”

I sighed but nodded my head in agreement.  The boys from the stable were unlikely to have a reason to come in here, but Mistress Ivy was another story.

She led me over to a horizontal copper pipe in the middle of a massive computer desk and had me straddle it.  The familiar safety straps were connected to my shoulders, and then the bar was raised until it was pressed hard against my crotch.  She had me lift each foot in turn so she could tape something to the bottom of my heels, and a moment later the monitors in front of me came to life.

One showed a view of the hallway outside the room, the second was for the training program I’d be working on, and two began filling up with lists of names and dates.  It would’ve been perfect if it hadn’t been for the pipe trying to split me in two.

“The foot exerciser is the easiest thing I could come up with to get the job done and is fairly simple.  Just rise up on your toes as much and as often as you can while we work.  I’m leaving it in passive mode right now, but if the hallway cam detects motion, it’ll give a warning beep and become active.

“In active mode, the copper bar will start shocking you if the heel sensors detect you’ve been standing flat for too long, but don’t worry – I have the power tuned way down.  I’ll also have to quickly jam your gag back in place if anyone heads this way, so be ready for it.  Now where do you want to start?”

“First off, I’m going to assume that most or all of the sabotage has been deliberate and was done by the same person.  We can expand our search parameters if that theory falls apart, but let’s look for the simple answer first.  Can you sort the list by people who’ve been here for each event?”

“Already done,” she said, typing a few commands.

A list of about three dozen names appeared on one of the screens, and I scanned it as I started my exercise.

“Eliminate your name, Lady Scarlett’s, and Master Oliver’s, since we’re screwed if it’s one of you three.  Then show me the files for the remaining names in alphabetical order so I can come up with my own theories and short list of suspects to compare to yours.”

“I like the way you think,” she said in approval, even as her fingers began flying across the keyboard.  “I guess all that snazzy detective training is good for something after all.”

She opened the first personnel file on the left screen and began playing a ponygirl training video on the right.  It was a little distracting, although not as much as the bar pressing into my crotch.  That thing was going to be a problem before long, but at least it wasn’t zapping me.

Even skimming through it, the first file took at least fifteen minutes to get though, since the information it held was more thorough than any I’d find in a police database.  It contained a detailed history of the person, a copy of their police file, fingerprints, DNA, passport activity, financial records… you name it, and these people knew it.

I wondered who their P.I. was, and if he might be interested in freelancing for the department back home.  I bet I could get a hundred percent solve rate if I had him working behind the scenes for me.

The second file was for Betty Black, one of Master Oliver’s ponygirls who was now moving into an administrative role.  If she’d been restrained anywhere close to the way I was, it was highly unlikely she could’ve sabotaged anything more than a blade of straw in her stall, but I went through her file anyway.  If nothing else, the pictures of her as a ponygirl were quite interesting and gave me some insight on what I might expect over the next few weeks.

Just as she switched to the third file, a chime sounded and she immediately cleared the screen.

“Open,” she commanded, pushing my bit into my mouth.

While she fumbled with the locks, I watched Mistress Ivy sauntering down the hallway.  Shit!  She was the last person I wanted to see, since she was likely to hang around to watch me exercise, and the copper bar was now electrified.  Sadie had said it was running on a low power setting, but my twat disagreed.  That thing fucking hurt!

“Good morning, Mistress Ivy,” Sadie greeted her.  “How are you today?”

“What going on with the new one,” she bluntly asked, ignoring Sadie’s pleasantries.

“Felix thinks she’s rarely been in heels and wants her worked in slowly.  Being forced to train for so long yesterday almost did some real damage to her legs, and her electrolyte levels are also way down.  He wants her in the gym for at least a week before he’ll give the green light for regular training to resume.”

“That long?  I’ll have to talk to him later about it.  I’m sure I can get her back at it much
 faster than that if given a free hand with her.”

“I’m sure you could, but if you push her too hard, a relapse could take her off the roster for at least a month.”

I could only listen to the conversation with half an ear, since this foot stretcher exercise was no joke now that the power was running.  The copper bar mashing my labia had been bad enough but getting zapped while it was taking a significant amount of my weight was highly motivating.  I guess that was the point.

It was a progressive motivation system as well, meaning the initial set of shocks were a mere tingle that felt good, sort of like a gentle caress.  That only lasted for a second or so, and if I didn’t get up on my toes fast, the power increased significantly.

The conversation about my therapy turning into a bit of an argument, as Mistress Ivy had her own ideas about what would be best for me, and Sadie was more concerned about the investigation, although she couldn’t say so.  She didn’t like it, but Sadie had to concede on some points to try and get rid of her.  I was less than thrilled about the changes myself.

An hour on the foot stretcher, another hour on an uphill inclined treadmill, and a third of high stepping in place would fill the bulk of my morning.  I’d get a foot and leg massage in between each activity, followed by a hydrotherapy session in a specially jetted hot tub, but then my regimen would be repeated in the afternoon and again in the evening!

Mistress Ivy graciously said I was to be allowed an extra-long lunch and dinner break but had to remain available for special duties.  The lust in her voice told me all I needed to know about what kind of ‘special duties’ she had in mind.

I thought she would leave when my fate was settled, but to my dismay, she sat down in Sadie’s chair and put her boots up on the desk.  She was going to hang out and watch me exercise!

Sadie was outranked and couldn’t justifiably kick her out since she wasn’t interfering in any way, so we were stuck with her until she got bored.  This sucked.

I was sweating and feeling the burn by the time a bell rang, and I felt the bar lower.  I got to sit and rest while Sadie slathered an aromatic cream over my feet and legs, and to my surprise, Mistress Ivy took care of massaging one foot with a skill and tenderness I could hardly credit.  She actually did a better job than Sadie did on my other foot.

I groaned when the bell sounded again, since I was just starting to feel human again, and really wasn’t looking forward to more stretching.  I didn’t exactly have a choice with Mistress Ivy hovering over me, though, but at least I was on the home stretch now… pun intended.

She stayed seated in the chair next to me once I resumed my exercise but spent a lot of time punching away on her tablet.  I found out what she was up to just before my stretching session was over, when Connor stepped in to deliver a bag of goodies from my tack room.

I got another lovely foot and leg massage before things went to shit, starting with a tight single sleeve armbinder, followed by a stiff posture collar that kept my chin high up, and finishing with a chastity belt and fat dildo.  It seemed her cure for boredom was to make my training more interesting with some bondage and an entertaining distraction.

The smile on Sadie’s face looked fairly stiff and forced, but she couldn’t really argue against the additions.  After all, there was nothing wrong with my arms, and a motivational toy could only help my training progress faster, right?

If it wasn’t for the bit in my mouth, I’d be grinding my teeth in frustration.  The worst part of it all was how Mistress Ivy seemed to be genuine in her attempts to get me back on track as a proper ponygirl, although she obviously had her own selfish reasons for doing so.

All Sadie could do was make sure my therapy settings were kept as low as she could get away with, like with the treadmill angle and speed.  It wasn’t much, but I’d take anything I could get at this point, since it seemed like Mistress Ivy was here for the duration.

The treadmill itself wasn’t too bad, since walking uphill let me stretch my feet at a different angle, and the speed was low enough I could easily keep up.  The worst part was actually the posture collar, since I kept trying to see where I was putting my feet, and the stupid thing kept me from doing so just as effectively as the blinders would have.

Make that the second worst part; after my first break, Mistress Ivy turned on the vibrator at a level that got my juices flowing, but not high enough to get me off.  It wasn’t quite as bad as the nighttime torment program, but that’s like saying a slap to the ass isn’t as bad as a kick to the crotch.  I needed to fucking cum already, or I was gonna go ape-shit crazy!

The high-step trainer was a different sort of exercise and required precision instead of a steady pace.  Sensors were strapped to my legs, and a camera was pointed at each one from the sides, which I could watch on a split screen monitor once she got rid of the posture collar.

I had to lift my leg up until the screen indicated success, hold it there for two seconds, and then switch to the other one.  It was theoretically less work than the treadmill, but it grew taxing quite quickly, especially with an active punishment and reward system in place.

If I did it perfectly, I was rewarded with vibrations that grew stronger with each consecutive success, but that was countered by shocks from the butt plug if I did poorly or took too long to hit the required form.  I could theoretically get enough successes for the vibrations to drive me to the peak, but the closer I got to the edge, the worse I did.  It always reset before I got close, and my frustration had reached epic proportions by the time we were done.

The hydrotherapy room was just across the hall and was an amazingly splendid counterpoint to how shitty my morning had been so far.  I basically knelt in the middle of a small hot tub, with my legs in some grooves on the bottom, and dozens of jets working pure magic on my legs.

The armbinder had been removed before we got in, and while I still had my wrists locked to the waist belt, my bondage was about as minimal as it could get.  Sadie really had been naked underneath her lab coat and wasn’t shy about slipping out of it so she could massage my shoulders while I soaked.

Mistress Ivy also wasn’t shy, but when she stripped down and sat down on the edge of the tub, it was for a different reason.

“Lean forward and put that amazing tongue of yours to good use,” she said, spreading her legs.  “If yesterday was any indication of your popularity, I might as well get mine in before the lunchtime rush!”

The height and distance was so perfect, I was willing to bet the tub had been custom built with oral sex in mind.  It was unmistakably obvious that watching me struggle all morning had gotten her quite randy as well, and I probably could’ve gotten her off in under a minute if she hadn’t insisted I go at a snail’s pace, and gradually edge her to the peak over the course of fifteen minutes.  Twice.

Then she magnanimously told Sadie to take her place so she could see what all the fuss was about, and I couldn’t tell if she did so reluctantly or not.  If the tables were turned, and I had to watch Mistress Ivy’s impressively explosive orgasms from such close range, I probably would’ve jumped at the chance to take my turn.

Since she hadn’t told me to edge her along, I went straight for the clit this time, and had her screaming in short order.  As if to make up for the shorter time, she stayed in front of me through four orgasms instead of the two Mistress Ivy had been satisfied with and might’ve kept going if the bell indicating our session was over hadn’t rung and brought her back to her senses.

“She’s aptly named, isn’t she?” Mistress Ivy chuckled.  “Now can you see why I want her back on duty ASAP, and in my stable even quicker?”

“What makes you think you’re going to get her in your stable?  It’s Scarlett who found her, and she needs a good pony just as much as you do, if not more.  You know the kind of stress she’s been under lately.”

“Yes, yes, but I’m the best trainer here, and can get her into the field faster than Scarlett because
 she’s so distracted.”

“Well that’s between you and her.  My job is to get her physically sound first, and I simply will not
 rush her therapy under any circumstances,” Sadie shot back.

“You’ve grown insolent since you lost your bridle.”

“Actually, I was always a bit of a bitch.  I just hid it well when my Master took me into his stable.”

Sadie had been a ponygirl?  I couldn’t wait to read her file to find out what other surprises she was hiding.  They quibbled the entire time it took to get me out of the tub, dry me off and stick me back into the armbinder, but then we got a bit of a break.

“I think I’ll take a nap and leave the rest of the day’s training in your hands, but I better not find out you’ve been coddling her, or there’ll be hell to pay.  Feed her and then get straight back at it.”

Mistress Ivy’s interest in me was going to put a serious dent in our investigation time, but neither of us could see a way around it.  At least for the time being, I’d be spending most of my day as a ponygirl rather than a detective.


Master Oliver

After a week of therapy and targeted exercise, the doc cleared me for limited duty back in the field.  I wasn’t sure of the politics behind the decision, but I wound up in the hands of Master Oliver for training in pulling a sulky.  Mistress Ivy was livid, but since her specialty was in training ponygirls to be sprinters and free runners, she was overruled.

Master Oliver made sure I had plenty of time working with Sadie in the privacy of his personal stable, so we could make some real progress in identifying the culprit, but we couldn’t get away from the need to keep up my real ponygirl training either.  Learning how to pull a sulky was a job that simply couldn’t be done in a confined area behind closed doors.

It took a surprising amount of skill to do it right.  A sulky was a little front heavy until the driver climbed aboard, and then the weight shifts drastically.  I had to learn how to kneel when he wanted in or out, quickly get back to my feet on demand, and do it all without letting the cart pull me one way or the other.  It was a slightly different set of moves if the cart was empty or not.

I was back to wearing my pony boots full time again, but just because I was cleared by the doc to wear them, it didn’t mean I was any good at it.  Mass and momentum worked against me now and doubled the difficulty of anything I was ordered to do.  Between driver, gear, refreshments, and the cart itself, we’re talking over three hundred pounds!  That’s no joke to pull at all, let alone with style.

Master Oliver liked the style that connected to a waist belt or corset rather than wrist cuffs, so my normal tack included an extra heavy belt, tight armbinder, bridle with the special ‘Oral Sally bit gag’, and a harness that squeezed the base of my tits instead of going over them for support.

The last change was fairly significant from my point of view, since it allowed for a new set of accessories that tied in with the way my tits bounced around when I moved; bells on my nipples.  The doc had declared my piercings were mostly healed, so my nipple rings were now fair game, as was the one in my clit.  (If I wasn’t outfitted with a lower harness, like today, I wore three bells, not two.)

Having bells that tugged and pulled on my nipples constantly provided a combination of pain and pleasure that kept me horny no matter what other accessories I wore.  A bell on my clit was a hundred times worse, and almost as bad as a motivational toy buzzing away inside me.

I needed to cum so bad I could taste it but was on the horns of a dilemma.  The three people who knew who I really was were more interested in solving the case, Mistress Ivy mistakenly thought she’d given me a year’s worth in one night and didn’t deserve more, and the boys just wanted blowjobs.

I couldn’t take care of it myself since I was always restrained, and there was no way I could ask one of them to do me without dying of embarrassment, so I was pretty much screwed.  Or rather I wasn’t, and the lack was becoming a huge problem.

The only thing I could do to help ameliorate the situation, was to throw myself full tilt into my ponygirl training to ensure I slept like a rock at the end of the day.  It wasn’t exactly difficult, since pulling a sulky was damn hard work.

Today promised to be both harder work than usual, but with the potential for a lot of fun as well.  Now that I knew my right hoof from my left, (their words, not mine) Lady Scarlett was going to take me onto the oval track for some racing practice against Master Oliver and another ponygirl named Ruby.

I’d run against Master Oliver’s ponygirl Fiona before, but she could kick my ass without even breaking a sweat, and it wasn’t very fun for me.  I was too damn competitive, the loser always got punished, and quite frankly I was jealous of how good she was.

Luckily, I wouldn’t have to race against her very often anymore.  We’d brought her into the investigation, and right now she was in the stable with Sadie going through the countless hours of security footage that needed to be reviewed.

Not quite countless, since I’d done the depressing math on it.  There were two hundred and twenty seven cameras on the ranch, each recording twenty-four hours a day.  That’s close to two million hours of footage over the course of a year, although we obviously didn’t need to review all of it… just enough that the job was impossible.

Crack!  A sharp sting bloomed on my ass, causing me to jump.

Son of a bitch… I’d been lost in thought and must’ve missed Lady Scarlett’s command to start moving.  (She expected complete and instant obedience at all times, so she never, ever repeated a verbal command.)  Thanks to a moment of stupidity, most of my instructions for the rest of the day would come via buggy whip.

Through a series of cracks to my outer thigh, she guided me through a one-eighty turn, and then landed a sharp blow next to my tail to start me walking forward.  Master Oliver was already waiting for us on the starting line, looking faintly amused, a little impatient, and quite eager to get started.  After all, ponygirl racing was his jam.

I briefly saw that Ruby was pawing the ground in a bit of a challenge to me, but then we were alongside and the blinders cut off my view.  I felt pressure on my bit and came to a stop to await the starting gun but couldn’t resist pawing the ground myself in acceptance of Ruby’s challenge.

It was a stupid move on my part, since the starting gun went off while I had a foot up, and I almost fell on my face when I tried to jump away from the crack of the whip.  Stupid!  Stupid!  Stupid!

Not needing the encouragement, I did my best to ignore the rest of her motivational blows and pulled against the traces as hard as I could.  There was no way this upstart newbie was gonna beat me!

The Lady Scarlett had a unique method of controlling me with silent commands.  She alternated quick snaps against each buttock, aiming outwards on one side and increasing the strength if she wanted me to move one way or the other.  It was very effective, but I would’ve preferred she used the reins to steer me like Master Oliver did.

We were racing counterclockwise around the track today, so it was my right ass cheek that got the worst of it, although not as bad as if my blinders would’ve been closed.  I sucked at running blind, and even needed to be steered on the straightaways to keep to the line.

I could see Ruby ahead of me as I was coming out of the first turn, and that was a bad sign.  It meant she already had at least a ten foot lead on me.  Son of a bitch!

I leaned forward more and lengthened my stride as much as I could, knowing I had to catch up before the next turn or Master Oliver might cut in front of us to the inside.  If he managed to do that, then I was guaranteed to lose.

The only chance I had was to put my head down, and trust in Lady Scarlett’s guidance.  She obviously knew what I was doing, since the frequency of my course corrections increased drastically, but not the strength.  All she was basically doing was keeping me pointed the right way.

I think I caught up to her by the time we entered the back turn but couldn’t spare the concentration to find out for sure.  I guess I started drifting wide, since the strength of the blows on the right increased dramatically, and I had to jerk sharply to the left to compensate.  Momentum worked against me, and I lost a bit of speed, but at least I didn’t crash into the other sulky.

I thought I had the advantage down the final stretch, but when we crossed the finish line and my bit was pulled back to slow me down, I saw Ruby well ahead of us.  Shit, how the hell did she pull that kind of win off on her first race?

We had to do a second lap at a walk to cool down, and then drove into the staging area for a much
 needed drink.  Have you ever heard the expression ‘eat my dust’?  When you’re wearing a ring gag on a dry dirt track, and fall behind your competitor, the phrase is absolutely one hundred percent accurate.

Betty and Norma rushed up to serve a glass of champagne to our drivers first, and then came forward with squirt bottles of water so Ruby and I could rinse our mouths and drink our fill.  It wasn’t an elegant process by any stretch of the imagination, but I’d gotten better with practice.

It was a tradition that the losing ponygirl got a flogging in direct relation to how poorly she performed.  As such, I was surprised when I didn’t feel the whip touch my shoulder, indicating I needed to kneel so she could disembark to administer my punishment.

“Forget your flogger?” Master Oliver joked.

“She dropped her head and trusted my guidance for the second half of the race,” she replied.  “That’s a big step for her.”

“It is indeed!  Now if we could just teach her how to run in a straight line for more than one step in a row, she might become a real racing ponygirl!”

“Ruby did remarkable.  I can hardly believe that was her first sulky race.”

“She’s definitely a natural.  I’m going to train her to work as a team with Fiona, and give Benjamin some competition, but that’ll have to wait until her other duties are over.”

“What duties are those?” Mistress Ivy asked.

“Hello Ivy, I didn’t see you here.  We were just talking about a small wager we made.”

“I was watching from the stands with my new friend.  Meet Jeff.”

“Hullo,” Jeff said.  “This is quite the place y’all got here.”

“It’s not much, but we call it home,” Lady Scarlett replied dryly.

Jeff came into view a moment later and couldn’t seem to take his eyes off of me.  I guess the sight of a bound, gagged, and naked lady will do that to your average healthy male, especially with the way my chest was still heaving for air.

He was definitely a healthy guy, and pretty hot as well, but didn’t look like he’d be counted as the brightest bulb in a chandelier of one.  He stood around six feet tall and was well muscled, but not in a bulked up bodybuilder sort of way.  He also appeared to have just as much bulk under
 his khaki shorts, and it was straining against the fabric due to the unexpected treat in front of him.

“What are the two of you betting on now?” Mistress Ivy asked.

“Scarlett thinks that Fiona can learn to be just as good or better with her tongue and mouth as Oral Sally, but I disagree.  I think skill at that level is something you either have or you don’t,” Master Oliver replied.

“I’d love to help you judge that contest,” Mistress Ivy snickered.  “And since I’ll never get a better segue, I’d like to borrow Sally-girl here for a few minutes to help me settle a bet with Jeff.”

“What kind of bet?”

“Well, Jeff has a rather large package, and bet me that no girl could deep throat him and hold the whole thing all the way down her throat without choking.  If she can do it, he’s agreed to join my stable for a time.”

Jeff had either been drunk or thinking with the wrong head when he made that bet, and had no clue what he was signing up for.  Since I owed Mistress Ivy for that mistaken night of sexual torment, and the ball would be in my court… or mouth… I could easily save him from his own stupidity.

“Since we’ll be witnesses and judges, we’ll need to hear the exact terms of the wager.”

“If Sally can take his entire cock and hold it for at least a minute, I get to do whatever I want with him for the duration of one day per second, and doubled if he ejaculates.  If she can’t, he gets to do anything he wants with and to me for the remainder of the week, including tying me up for some backdoor action.”

She sounded quite nervous when she related her side of the bet, and I wondered if she was an anal virgin, or if this Jeff dude was big enough to scare her.  It didn’t matter either way; I was gonna throw the contest in his favor.

“You two have been monopolizing all the new fillies lately, so I thought having a stallion around would help keep me occupied until I get a crack at them,” she finished.

My plan went off the rails for two reasons at this point.  The first was that keeping Mistress Ivy occupied would give us a chance to do a little snooping around her stable.  Most of our suspects were from the pool of ranch hands and workers, since some of them were jealous over the lifestyle led by those at the top of the food chain.  She was a suspect that eventually needed to be investigated as well, and if nothing else, it might keep her out of my hair for a while.

The second reason was what I saw when Jeff pulled off his shorts and revealed the biggest cock I’d ever seen.  I’m talking big enough to make well hung porn star look like a eunuch, and I wouldn’t wish that cock up the ass of my worst enemy, let alone Mistress Ivy who’d only thought she was doing me a favor that night.  Once again, Oral Sally needed to live up to her name.

I wasn’t sure if Lady Scarlett was going to agree to me being used as part of a bet like this, so I took the initiative and dropped to my knees.  That was all the invitation Jeff needed, and he stepped up until the engorged purple head was swaying back and forth before my eyes.  God, it looked even bigger up close!

I leaned forward to take the first few inches into my mouth, wanting to work my way up to the deep throat attempt.  It was a little salty from sweating in the hot sun, but not unpleasantly so, and I could taste a faint hint of soap as I worked the underside of his shaft with my tongue.

I started taking him to the back of my throat, leaning into it slightly more with each bob of my head.  I began to doubt my ability to physically do this, but knew I had to at least try.  I backed off enough to take a few deep breaths, and then quite literally took the plunge.

I’d never felt so full, even on the blowjob training machine at the club, but I not only managed to keep from choking or gagging, I could feel his pubic hair tickling my nose.  I’d done it!

Now I just needed to hold my position as long as possible to ensure Mistress Ivy stayed distracted for an extended period of time.  I couldn’t really count properly, so I simply stayed like I was until the need to breathe became overpowering, and then held it just a little bit longer.

My head was swimming when I felt him suddenly tense up, grab the back of my head, and begin cumming down my throat.  My vision was starting to go grey when he finally let go and took a step back, allowing me to take some heaving, gasping, and choking breaths.

“I mark that as a hundred and twenty-three seconds,” Master Oliver said.

“Same,” Lady Scarlett agreed.

“Yes!” Mistress Ivy crowed in triumph.  “Pull ‘em up and come along, pretty one… we have a wardrobe change in store for you.”

To be honest, I hadn’t realized it had been anywhere near that long, and I hadn’t expected him to extend the ride and cum down my throat either.  I’d turned him into Mistress Ivy’s ponyboy for the next two hundred and forty-six days!

I felt Lady Scarlett step off the sulky, and a moment later she stepped in front of me and squatted.  “This Jeff character was an outsider, so you didn’t have to do that,” she whispered.

After a few attempts, I managed to make her understand the word ‘diversion’, and she nodded her head in understanding.

“I see.  You wanted to keep Ivy busy so she stops interfering with us.”

I nodded my head.

“Eight months is a little long for an investigation, don’t you think?  You’re not planning on being here that long, are you?”

I shrugged my shoulders and shook my head, which was all I could do until she removed my bit and allowed me to explain better.

“What’s done is done,” she said with a sigh, rising to her feet.  “Let’s do another few sprint laps to make sure Ivy’s well and truly out of the way, and then go to Oliver’s stable to get some real work done.  I guess we’ll also need to work on that silly wager he invented on the fly, since Ivy is sure to show up sooner or later to judge you and Fiona for herself.”

To use one of the chief’s favorite phrases, we’d all shit and stepped in it today, but like she said; what’s done is done.  It wasn’t all bad, though.

If I had to give Fiona cunnilingis lessons, hopefully she’d return the favor and I’d finally be able to cum.  We’d also have much more uninterrupted time to take care of our investigation, which was the main reason for me being here.

Another sharp crack to the ass jolted my thoughts back to the here and now.  We’d get to the investigation soon enough, but right now I was still a ponygirl.


Clandestine and Kinky

In order to maximize our available time, I was moved into Master Oliver’s stable for the time being.  He put me up in Sadie’s old stall, since it was already set up for use with the ranch security and computer system.  (She was the one who’d written that evil torment and orgasm denial program, as well as most of the others, but kicking her ass would have to wait.)

I found out she’d initially come to the ranch as a contractor to install the security system, and put together the computer network, but had become enthralled with the ponygirl lifestyle.  She’d apparently been quite a good one too, despite her small stature, and had only gone back to a ‘normal’ life after becoming pregnant.

I guess that was an occupational hazard around here, although I was informed those protein shakes they fed us were laced with birth control to prevent such an occurrence.  I’d have to get the full story out of her someday, but right now we had bigger fish to fry.

My day started at five in the morning now, so I could get some work done before going out in public as a ponygirl in training.  From eight until noon, I was either pulling a sulky on the track, going in circles around a walker, high-step marching for Lady Scarlett in the dressage arena, or kneeling to live up to my nickname.

I got a brief nap after lunch, followed by a long session on the treadmill in case someone stopped by for a visit, and used my law enforcement contacts to fill in the blanks for a few of the personnel files.  Most reports were extremely detailed, but some, like the one for Mistress Ivy were suspiciously devoid of useful information.

Her file was pretty much a blank before divorcing her husband/master and switching to the other side of the whip.  She got a B.A. in business from an upstate college, had a lucrative career in real estate, and somewhere along the way had learned how to train ponygirls as runners.

Master Oliver and Lady Scarlett had equally sparse files, although I admit to looking through them only out of curiosity, since they obviously weren’t suspects.  Theirs read more like a cross between a job resume and a memoir, mainly listing things like accomplishments, escapades, and how many ribbons their ponygirls had won.

Master Benjamin was the only Dom with a complete file, but his was so prosaic I thought it might’ve been skillfully rewritten instead of purged.  He’d ‘retired’ at the ripe old age of age of eighteen, when he got control of the trust left to him by his deceased parents, and dove deep into the world of BDSM.

Between the age of twenty-two and twenty-eight he’d been heavily involved in the ponygirl racing circuit, and his stable had racked up an impressive number of wins.  He’d quit travelling when the ponygirl ranch was established and hadn’t left since.

He seemed content to spend his days driving around the property with his two nameless ponygirls, helping out others by performing taxi and courier services, and only raced for fun.  Thanks to the video footage, I also found out he screwed the hell out of both of them a minimum of two or three times a day, often in highly unusual locations.  It was interesting, but not very useful.

Master Oliver trusted him completely, but he was my prime suspect; anyone who appeared that clean had to be dirty.

In the evenings the clandestine turned to the kinky, and I gave Fiona many, many lessons in eating pussy.  Other than to pester Flynn or Rhys about custom made gear she needed for Goliath, as she’d renamed Jeff, Mistress Ivy had been sequestered in her stable all week.  She could show up at any time to check on the progress of the so-called wager though, so we had to be ready.

It was frustrating as hell at first, since I would lick and suck until she’d cum so many times she couldn’t walk a straight line if her life depended on it, and then she’d repeat what I did to her on Sadie and Lady Scarlett.  As the night went on and things devolved into a highly erotic orgy, I was pretty much left alone and ignored in whatever bondage position they’d put me in at the start.

It was like they didn’t think anything of using my mouth for pleasure, but didn’t want to ‘violate me’ or some shit by returning the favor.  It was as frustrating as it was illogical, yet I still couldn’t bring myself to ask to join in on the fun, and they never offered.  Until now.

Sadie was a very touchy-feely person, who unconsciously let her hands wander while we worked.  Sometimes it was a hug or neck massage, and other times she’d gently knead my tits until my head was spinning so bad I could barely concentrate on what we were supposed to be doing.

Tonight, her hand had wandered between my legs while we were trying to figure out who a shadowy figure was on a video segment, and she seemed startled to discover just how wet and horny I was.

“Geez girl, if I didn’t know better I’d swear you haven’t cum since you got here,” she chuckled, but then did a double take when she saw the frustrated expression on my face.  “You haven’t, have you?”

I don’t know when she thought I was getting my jollies, but she seemed genuinely surprised to find out I hadn’t.

“Master Oliver, can I have a word with you?” she asked, going over to where he was working with Lady Scarlett.

After a brief discussion they figured out what had happened.  I was always put to bed wearing the chastity belt to prevent any unauthorized visits from the boys in the middle of the night, and the built in toy was supposed to give me two or three orgasms to help me relax after a sexually charged day as a ponygirl.

Lady Scarlett had set it up shortly after my arrival, but somehow the ‘reward’ Mistress Ivy had given me had overwritten those instructions and crashed the system.  Since I wasn’t really a ponygirl, they thought I’d prefer to have my fun in the privacy of my own stall and had left me to my own devices.  I’d been too shy to complain, so nobody knew the problem even existed until now.

“Be honest,” Master Oliver said, coming over and looking me straight in the eye.  “If you haven’t had an orgasm since your arrival, you must be ready to explode.  Would you like things to remain as they are, would you prefer to have the bedtime reward program reactivated, or would you be interested in joining in on our evening activities?”

As he spoke, I’d stomped twice during the first part of his question, once for the second, and after a moment’s hesitation to overcome my embarrassment, I stomped one more time to answer the third.

“Are you sure?” he asked, still holding my gaze.  “As long as we’re in my stable, we do it my way or not at all.”

I knew that meant sex combined with bondage and submission, but no longer cared.  I was tired of being a horny observer and was ready to become a sated participant; I stomped the ground firmly once in the affirmative.

“Very well,” he said, rising to his feet.  “Go over to the rail, missy.”

The rail was a waist high padded bar with numerous restraints and anchor points built on and around it.  Fiona was often bent over it and tightly bound for our lessons, when she needed to be punished, or for when Master Oliver wanted to screw her for an extended period of time.

Expecting to be bound that way, I started to lean over it, but was spun around at the last second so my back was against the bar.  They must’ve done this before, since Lady Scarlett and Sadie both jumped in to help immobilize me before I even knew what was going on.

A belt over my stomach fused the small of my back to the bar, a rope connected the loop on the end of my armbinder to a ring on the floor below me, and a loop went around my elbows to further tighten me against the floor.  The final touch was when my legs were pulled wide to the sides to present my pussy for easy, unhindered access.

“Since I feel that your reluctance to bring the problem to our attention has caused a significant reduction in your performance, both as a ponygirl and as an investigator, you have earned yourself a major punishment.  A night on the bar is just the start,” he said, giving me an open-handed slap to my pussy.

What the fuck?  When he said we were doing this his way, I hadn’t expected to be joining in on the fun by being punished!

“Fiona, you will start this off by proving you’ve learned something from all her lessons.  You will have ten minutes to make her cum as many times as possible, and then Sadie will get a turn to see if she can outdo you.  I suggest you try extra hard, since the punishment for losing to Sadie will be rather extreme.”

I relaxed marginally when I realized I wasn’t about to be pussy whipped or worse, but tensed up when Fiona stuck her tongue between my legs and his words started to sink in.  I think he was going to try and make up for several weeks without an orgasm by giving them to me all in a single night!

As horny as I was, it was almost pathetically easy for Fiona to send me over the edge in what had to be record time.  My orgasm was almost painful in its intensity after so long without, but she didn’t slow down in the least, and might’ve even picked up the pace somewhat.  I was too busy straining against my restraints and shuddering in ecstasy to know for sure.

I fell, limp and breathless, over the bar when it passed a moment later, but not for long.  Her tongue was not only circling my engorged clit now, but she was sucking it hard into her mouth and lightly nibbling it every few ‘laps’ in order to bring me back to the peak in the shortest time possible.  I hadn’t taught her that particular technique, so it caught me totally off-guard

I was helpless to resist this new onslaught; it was like pouring gasoline on a fire, and the flames consumed me completely.  Holy shit… I was supposed to teach her how to eat pussy?  Talk about the apprentice being greater than the master, and this was a perfect example.

Right when I was at the peak of my rapture she hit me with the devastator, and the great orgasm morphed into an unbelievable one that kept going and going and going.  It was probably a triple orgasm, but the waves hit me so close together it wasn’t really possible to separate them.

I have no idea how many times I came before her time was up, but that wasn’t my concern.  Let them keep score if they wanted to, I was just worried about making it through another ten minutes of this without my heart exploding.  (Sadie was even more competitive than I was.)

They thankfully gave me a breather before she began, either to help make the contest fair, or maybe to make sure I didn’t get overloaded and pass out.  I recovered enough that I was feeling the strain of my bondage again before I felt her hot breath against my mound and braced myself for round two.

As soon as Master Oliver said the word ‘go’, I realized I was in for an even wilder ride than I’d thought.  Sadie wasn’t restrained like Fiona and was free to use her hands as well as her mouth.  Even as the tip of her tongue began dancing over my clit, two fingers plunged deep inside me and began a rapid in and out motion that rubbed across my G-spot perfectly with each stroke.

I thought I’d been helpless to resist Fiona’s technique, but this was a whole new level of stimulation.  She’d barely begun when my eyes rolled up in my head and fireworks went off in my brain at the start of yet another explosive orgasm.

I started squirting almost immediately thanks to the additional G-spot stimulation, but rather than cause her to pull back, it seemed to drive her to greater efforts.  One after another she ripped orgasms out of me until I really was close to blacking out from a lack of air, but she refused to stop until she used every second of time allotted to her.

Once again, I got a break once she finished, but it was only a break.  They didn’t release me from the barrel like I thought they would, since as far as they were concerned, the party was just getting started.

“Sadie on the left, Fiona on the right,” Lady Scarlett commanded, putting a large pillow underneath my head and kneeling on it.

Somewhere along the way she seemed to have lost all her clothes and watching the two girls destroy me with orgasms had gotten her flooding with lust.

“It’s time to see how well you do while distracted,” she said, stroking my cheek before squatting down the rest of the way onto my face.

Before I could even stick my tongue out, I felt two pairs of lips against my nipples, both of which sucked the hard buds deep and strong into their mouths.  I gasped at the unexpected pleasure, and then gasped deeper as I felt a long, hard shaft slide deep into my dripping pussy in a single hard thrust.

Master Oliver didn’t have a pet dinosaur hiding in his shorts like Goliath did, but he still had an impressive package that filled me completely and stretched the walls of my pussy just enough to ensure I felt every inch of him.  Combined with the sucking of my tits and the pussy mashed against my mouth, his cock was definitely a distraction to the tenth degree, but they had more weapons in their arsenal than any army in the world.

I felt a pencil thin shaft press against my clit, and a moment later it started buzzing away with an intensity that should’ve been impossible for something so small.  My scream of ecstasy was barely muffled by my gag and Lady Scarlett’s pussy, which clamped down tight the moment my orgasm hit.

The head to toe assault on my senses definitely rewrote the dictionary definition of overload, and I slipped into a strange place.  I seemed to become detached from my body and could picture the four-way ravaging of my body as if I was looking down from above.

I imagined it was the Lady Scarlett who was holding the vibrator against my clit with one hand, while rubbing and clenching her tits with the other.  Sadie would have one hand doing the same to her mammoth jugs, while her free hand was busy between her legs.

Fiona was still restrained, and therefore unable to stimulate herself like the other girls were doing, so all her concentration was reserved for sucking, licking, and nibbling on my nipple.  Master Oliver was standing between my legs pumping his rampant cock in and out of me with the precision of a machine, following a pattern that would’ve resembled my heartbeat if my heart hadn’t been pounding off-the-chart fast.

I snapped back into myself when the vibrator pulled away, and Lady Scarlett began grinding her crotch up and down over my face.  Oh yeah… I guess I got sidetracked and forgot what I was supposed to be doing.

I may’ve been distracted and somewhat detached from reality, but I hadn’t been given my stupid nickname on a lark, and I had several brand new tools in my own arsenal now.  Despite being halfway to another orgasm from Master Oliver’s wonderful feeling cock and the dual attack on my nipples, I started going to town on Lady Scarlett’s pussy like there was no tomorrow.

I didn’t exactly set a record for getting her off, but I still got the job done fairly efficiently, and once again I thought I might drown when she squirted like a fire hose.  Pausing only long enough to clear my nose, I kept licking and sucking in time with Master Oliver’s strokes.

After several minutes I think we were all hovering on the brink, and it was anybody’s guess on who would cum first.  My money would’ve been on Lady Scarlett, but then she tipped the scales the other way by mashing that powerful little vibrator onto my clit.

I missed it, but she must’ve said something to the girls, since they both bit down on my nipples at the same time, trapping the rings behind their teeth and pulling them up and to the sides.  Every thrust from Master Oliver rocked me back and forth slightly, causing a tug that was half pain and half pure pleasure.

He then began to pound into me harder and faster than ever, and I stood a snowflake’s chance in hell before this new triple onslaught.  All I could do was stick my tongue out as far as I could and let the motion of the ocean rub it back and forth along Lady Scarlett’s slit, while the most powerful orgasm of the night ripped through me like a hurricane.

It wasn’t waves of pleasure rolling over me this time, it was a torrent that wouldn’t stop, and possibly even got stronger as my orgasm went on and on and on.  Just when I thought I couldn’t possibly take any more, I felt Master Oliver fill my pussy with his hot seed, and Lady Scarlett clamped hers down tight against my mouth as she began to cum as well.

It was a timeless moment that lasted somewhere just short of forever, but then it ended all at once and I was left gasping, completely sated and worn out.  If they hadn’t made up for each and every missed orgasm since my arrival, it wasn’t for a lack of trying!

It took a few minutes for everyone to compose themselves enough to remember I was still trapped in backbreaking bondage and release me.  To be honest, thanks to all the endorphins, adrenaline, and other wonderful chemicals flooding my veins, I hardly noticed myself until I was off the bar and my aches and pains made themselves felt.

Other than my ever-present collar, all the rest of my restraints were removed as well, and for the first time in what seemed like forever I wasn’t trapped in bondage.  Not that it mattered at the moment; I couldn’t have escaped if I wanted to, and I’d be lucky if I could manage to crawl to my stall on my own.

I didn’t have to.  Master Oliver picked me up and carried me over to his hot tub, carefully passing me over to Sadie and Lady Scarlett who’d climbed in ahead of us.  The hot water felt like fire on my skin for a few moments after I got in, but then the heat began to work its magic on me, assisted by the kneading and massaging hands of both girls.

While Master Oliver began the long task of freeing Fiona from her tack so she could join us as well, Lady Scarlett began to speak.

“You’re here as a ponygirl, but also as much more.  While it’s true a real ponygirl wouldn’t have any say in the matter, you’re a special case and should’ve brought your problem to our attention long before it became such a concern.  Now I know for a fact you’ll sleep well tonight, and hopefully when you awake you’ll be refreshed and ready to tackle our problem with your full attention.”

Sadie moved away long enough to grab a bottle of wine from an ice bucket but didn’t bother with a glass; she took a deep swig straight from the bottle, and then held it up to my lips so I could slake my thirst.  I could’ve chugged the whole bottle if given the chance, but she pulled it away after only a few mouthfuls, and passed it to Lady Scarlett.  It appeared we were in casual tonight.

“Sexual pleasure is not something to be shy of or embarrassed about, but rather something to be savored like a fine wine… even if it’s guzzled like this.  We went a tad extreme with you tonight, to break down any remaining barriers that might cause you to keep secrets from us in the future, and we won’t hesitate to do it again if we feel it’s warranted.

“Unless you have any objections, we’ll be including you in all our regular fun and games from now on to help keep your mind clear.  You’ve been doing a good job so far, but there hasn’t been a lot of progress that I can see, and we need more out of you before the saboteur strikes again.”

“Too late!” Sadie shrieked, as water began shooting high into the air from behind the tub.

Master Oliver had turned on the jets before climbing in, and the pump was spraying water everywhere.  It wouldn’t turn off either, no matter how many times he stabbed the button, so he was forced to shut it off from the breaker box in the back of the stable.  By the time the fountain subsided, most of the main room was soaked, and the smell of wet straw and leather filled the air.

Master Oliver, Sadie, and Fiona spent the next while gathering up the leather gear so it could be dried and conditioned to prevent any watermarks or damage, and I don’t think he stopped cursing the entire time.  Even more impressive was how he never repeated a single phrase, except for a single question.

“How the fuck did some cocksucker manage to get in here unnoticed and do that?”

“I’ll start reviewing security footage immediately,” Sadie promised, dumping an armful of floggers and whips onto a dry table in the exercise area.

She could watch the tapes until her eyes bled, it wouldn’t make a difference; this guy was like a ghost, able to sneak around at night with impunity to cause any kind of destruction that struck his fancy.  Or her fancy.

Maybe a few good orgasms really did help me clear my head.  I already knew of one person who snuck into the main stable in the middle of the night without getting caught, and that was Mistress Ivy.  I’d been too focused on Master Benjamin and a few of the ranch hands to even seriously consider her, but I should have.

I would have thought she was fully occupied with her new ponyboy toy, but on the other hand, Goliath would be the perfect alibi in case someone suspected her.  It’d be almost too easy to leave him trussed up in a stall for long enough to do some damage, and even if we questioned him he might not know she’d left.

As much as I hated the idea, I needed to get close to her to see if I could find out some of her secrets.  It shouldn’t be hard, since she’d been chomping at the bit to get me into her clutches, and even having Goliath to play with wouldn’t be enough to deter her from missing a golden opportunity such as this.

Crap.  My arms were working well enough by now that I was able to grab the bottle from Sadie and polish off the last dregs before giving voice to my idea.

“I’ve got a new theory I’d like to investigate, and while your stable is being cleaned and repaired, this is the perfect time to look into it,” I said, hardly believing I was about to volunteer to do this.  “I recommend you focus all of your efforts on Mistress Ivy, while I help keep her occupied for a day or two.”

The Lady Scarlett trusted Mistress Ivy almost as much as Master Oliver trusted Master Benjamin, but agreed it was worth looking into, if only to clear her as a suspect.  She warned me it’d be a lot harder to be a ponygirl under her control than under theirs, since she didn’t know who I was, but I was determined to get the job done.

It wouldn’t be long before I was called back home to finish my more important undercover assignment of breaking the slaver ring, and I didn’t want to leave the ranch with their mystery unsolved.  Besides… how bad could it get in only a few days?


Mistress Ivy

“She’s still pretty rough around the edges, so I think she’ll benefit from a change of scenery and some training as a runner.  I’d appreciate your help as long as it doesn’t take too much of your time away from Goliath, of course,” Master Oliver finished.

“I’d be absolutely delighted
 to take care of her while your stable is repaired,” Mistress Ivy graciously replied, practically drooling at the chance to have not just one, but two new ponies in her stable.

“The timing couldn’t be better, since that lazy asshole Flynn finally finished Goliath’s new tack, and I was about to start training him to run.  Working two ponies at once actually makes it easier for them, since I can alternate the runner for each sprint in order to let them keep up their strength.”

What she really meant was she’d be able to keep us working in the field for twice as long, but I doubt that unspoken detail slipped by Master Oliver unnoticed.

“Thanks, Ivy,” he said with a straight face.  “It’ll only be for a day or two… three at the most if something goes wrong, but that’s not very likely.”

“I’d like to keep her for at least a week in order to make sure her basic training isn’t rushed, and I promise you’ll appreciate the difference in her skill and demeanor the next time you see her.  Give her to me for a full month, and I’ll even go so far as to guarantee she’ll be a ribbon winner at the next ponygirl competition.”

“I’m sure you can do it too, but Scarlett’s stable will be rebuilt long before then, and I imagine she’ll be taking her back as soon as it’s ready.”

“You’re probably right,” she agreed, almost too quickly.  “Then again, you never know when the ghost is going to strike with his curse again.”

She said it jokingly, but her words sent a jolt of adrenaline through me.  Would she really have the audacity to sabotage Lady Scarlett’s stable twice in a row?  They’d been lucky last time, and nobody had been hurt, but if the fire spread to the mansion the loss of life and property could be staggering.

The antebellum manor house would go up like a tinderbox if the flames caught hold, and the servant’s quarters on the third floor housed around eighty people.  We could not
 let that happen, no matter what the cost.

“We’ll just play it by ear, shall we?” he said, coming to the back of the sulky where I was tethered, and transferring the reins from my collar to my bit.

I caught his eye when he was clipping it in place and gave him a miniscule nod to try to let him know I was willing to do whatever it took.  I think I got the message across, since he gave me a quick wink before turning and leading me over to Mistress Ivy.

“I’ll have Connor and Sadie deliver her rather extensive collection of tack and accessories to your stable within the hour,” he promised as he passed her the reins.  “Edward was most generous in her outfitting, so she has the most impressive variety of custom built gear I’ve ever seen with a yearling.”

“I prefer a more old fashioned and direct approach to training and play, but I have to admit some of those high-tech toys serve a useful purpose.  Maybe I can appropriate some of it for use on Goliath, since I’ll admit he can be quite a handful at times.”

“Is he having trouble adapting?  He seemed almost pathetically eager to join the ranch with how he forced himself on Sally at the end of your challenge, and more than doubled his time here by holding her head until he came in her throat.”

“That was the last time he’s been allowed to cum,” she cackled.  “Ponies in my stable have to work hard before they get such a glorious reward, and he hasn’t even come close yet.  Pardon the pun.  Speaking of wagers, how’s yours coming with Scarlett and the pussy eating challenge?”

“We tried to judge it on the night the shit hit the fan in my stable, but the result was inconclusive.  We used Sadie as an independent control against Fiona, but Scarlett claims Sadie cheated since her hands weren’t fettered, so we’ll have to try it again.

“Sadie argues that what she did was valid, since fingers hadn’t been explicitly forbidden, but is willing to extend the contest to best four out of seven as long as we don’t take away her win.  Both of them are working hard at perfecting their technique, so the next few rounds should prove to be quite interesting.”

I’m not sure if he came up with this rematch idea as a way of ensuring I wouldn’t remain in Ivy’s clutches longer than I had to, but I was sure of one thing; bullshit excuse or not, he was a painfully honest man, so the contest was going to go seven rounds no matter what happened with Mistress Ivy.

A part of me was dreading not only a repeat performance of the orgasm overload experience, but several of them.  Only a small part, though, since it had been the best sexual experience I was likely to ever have.

“I’ll make sure she’s good and ready for the next round,” she vowed in a tone that chilled my blood.

“I’m sure you will,” he replied, the faintest overtone of regret tingeing his voice, but she didn’t deem to notice his slip.  “Well, I must be going.  Let me know if you need anything.”

He hopped back into his sulky and drove away without a backwards glance, leaving me alone with my enthusiastic new handler.  Once he was well away, she jerked my head around with a harsh tug of the reins and looked me straight in the eye.

“Let’s get one thing straight right off the bat, shall we?  I don’t approve of the coddling methods Oliver uses, so if you think this is going to be a vacation, you’ve got another thing coming.  In fact, let’s get your first punishment out of the way right now, just so you’ll know what to expect.

“You will run as fast as you can to my stable, and for every minute it takes you will receive ten lashes from the implement of my choice.  You will automatically earn an additional ten lashes from the cane every time you fall, and yet another ten if you require my assistance in getting back on your feet.  The honeymoon’s over, slut, so I suggest you get moving.  The timer began the moment I started talking.”

My mind went blank at the enormity of the punishment soon to be in store for me.  Not only was I restrained in ponygirl tack as stringent as I’d ever worn, but Master Oliver had left me with my feet hobbled.  It’d be a miracle if I made it to Mistress Ivy’s stable in anything less than fifteen or twenty minutes!

As if that wasn’t enough, she activated my butt plug to deliver a steady stream of quite powerful shocks, the first of which caught me by surprise and made me topple to the ground.  Getting back to my feet with my arms bound behind me, pony boots on my feet, and electricity searing my ass was the hardest thing I’d ever done, but I’d tasted the cane before, and had no desire to let Mistress Ivy double the strokes she’d be delivering later on.

What kind of shit had I gotten myself into?

Even though she already had every advantage in the world, she cheated outrageously all the way back.  ‘Accidentally’ stepping on my hobble chain or jamming her crop between my legs caused me to fall four more times, two of which she helped me to my feet before I could even try on my own, and she made me stop and bow whenever we passed someone.

My fifteen minute estimate proved to be way optimistic, but she was ‘generous’ enough to round it down to a mere hour in order to save her whipping arm from excessive strain.  After all, six hundred lashes plus seventy additional blows from the crop was enough to tax even the strongest arm.  I was so fucked.

She also informed me that my initiation punishment became the baseline for when she was displeased with me, so unless I worked hard at becoming the best ponygirl ever, I could expect this kind of treatment each and every day for the rest of my miserable existence.

I was too freaked out to remember I’d be free of her after a few days at most, but even that might be long enough to leave permanent scars if I didn’t do exactly what she said.  This was the secret to her success as a ponygirl trainer, and while cruel and unusual, it was highly effective.  Even before the first blow landed I was willing to give her a hundred and ten percent in order to save my ass… and even more sensitive body parts.

Even though I knew it would bring more punishment on top of the staggering amount I already had coming, I couldn’t willingly go to the maiming I had coming my way without a fight, but she took control with a laughable ease.  All she had to do was pull a plastic bag over my head and pull the drawstring tight around my neck, leaving me the option to either submit on my own, or after I blacked out.

I chose the former, although she left the bag over my head so long I almost passed out anyway by the time I was bent over the punishment bar and tied down.  She informed me she was going to take her time with me, but only because she wanted to enjoy it for as long as possible.

She gleefully informed me that even if Lady Scarlett came to reclaim me right now, the rules of the ranch would allow her to finish delivering all the punishment I’d earned before she could take possession, so I might as well behave and accept it.  I was seriously considering a career change into the prestigious fast food industry if I managed to make it out of here alive and intact.

After stuffing an inflatable gag through the ring in my mouth and pumping it up as much as possible, she went around to all my bindings and tightened each in turn until I could feel my muscles straining like an over tuned guitar string.  Then she went around again and reset everything just a little bit tighter.

She chose a flogger to use for my warm-up, and methodically covered my body from just above my tits, all the way down to the soles of my feet.  For the first time ever, I wished I was wearing those stupid boots, but she’d stripped them off in the process of tying me down.

Despite how severely I was bound, I began shaking when I saw her exchange the flogger for a thin rattan cane.  The first blow almost made me pass out again when she unexpectedly struck two harsh blows directly in the cleft between my legs.

It was followed up by two to each ass cheek and two to each breast, but then she unexpectedly changed tactics and began stroking my aching pussy with one hand and fondling my tits with the other.

“Life as a ponygirl can either be a lifetime of pleasure, or an eternity of torment.  The choice is yours, but I’ll tell you right now you there’s no middle ground.  Just in case there’s any doubt left in that tiny thing you call a brain, let me trot out the pet you helped me acquire.”

I got several minutes of respite from her torments, but only because her ‘pet’ was so severely restrained he could hardly move.  It was an impressive, scary, and sexy sight, and I wondered if that’s how I looked when he first laid eyes on me in my tack.

Considering the fact that most guys never wear a higher heel than what’s found on a cowboy boot, the pony hooves he now wore probably would’ve been enough to hobble him fairly effectively all on their own.

That didn’t stop Mistress Ivy from adding a complete set of small steel spreader bars and cuffs all the way up the inside of his legs.  It started with a tiny one inch bar at the top, finishing with about a ten inch bar between his ankles, and forced him to mostly swing his legs from the hip as he walked my way.

His chest harness was made of thick, black, heavy leather, and crossed his chest in a big X.  The style suited him well, showing off his oiled pecs and abs magnificently, while providing just as many restraint points as my harness and belt.  His three inch tall collar matched the harness, and was studded with little rings all around it.

The bridle he wore was similar to mine, although the bit was a plain steel bar instead of the custom made Oral Sally abomination Rhys had created for me.  I could see it was pulled deep into his mouth and had to be giving him all sorts of problems with how tight it was.

Lowering my eyes again, I took a better look at his groin to make sure what I saw on my first pass was real.  He was being led by a leash clipped to a ring at the base of his penis, and had a much larger, heavy looking donut shaped ring around his balls.  Both rings looked like they’d be unpleasant for a guy, especially when I saw a small tube and some thin wires leading to each ring.  I would not
 want to be shocked there!

She spun him in a full circle once he was only a couple of feet away, and I saw he had his arms pulled together by three thick belts, he wore a tail butt plug like I did, had a larger version of the battery pack box, and his ass was already covered with welts.  Mistress Ivy was hard on her toys.

“Wanna see a neat trick?” she asked, tapping and swiping on her phone.

A moment after she finished, I saw his cock begin to swell and grow hard all on its own.  Once he was fully erect, I heard a low hissing sound, and he grunted as if something painful or uncomfortable just happened.

“Some vibrations and low level electrical stimulation applied to his cock, balls, and prostate can get him hard any time I like, and through an inflatable bladder on the inside of his cock ring, I can keep him that way for as long as I like.  The system also makes it impossible for him to cum unless I allow it, which is something my pretty pet hadn’t counted on in our wager.”

She began stroking his cock, and almost let herself get distracted by it, but then she seemed to snap back to the present.

“Have you ever had a cock this magnificence inside you?  Let me tell you, once you feel Goliath slide inside you, stretch you, fill you completely, you’ll be spoiled for all other men.  If you work hard at your lessons and treat me with the respect and obedience I deserve, I’ll let you experience him inside you.  Wouldn’t that feel much nicer than the crop?”

She stopped stroking him and reached over to rub my pussy instead.  Despite my predicament, I was almost embarrassingly wet and aroused, and getting worked up more by the second.  Oh yes… I’d definitely prefer to be rewarded with his cock compared to being flayed alive.

“I think I’ll save the rest of your punishment for later,” she said, sticking her fingers in my mouth so I could lick them clean.  “The day is still young, and I’d like to see you attempt to run some laps before the afternoon heat chases us back inside.  Who knows… if you impress me enough, I may even cancel your remaining strokes.”

I breathed a genuine sigh of relief when I realized that her threat of a crippling punishment was a mind-fuck to get me motivated.  She was merely psychotic, not clinically insane.

You know what?  Even knowing she was playing me, her plan worked quite well; I was gonna run my ass off and do anything else she ordered me to do!

I heard another hissing sound, and saw Goliath slump a little in relief.  Even though his cock was still hard, I suspected the bladder had been deflated so he could perform as a ponyboy racer rather than a stud.

Her point made, she removed all his hobbles so he could walk at least somewhat normally, freed me from the punishment bar, and clipped a leash to my clit ring.  Falling would be disastrous now, so I followed her extremely carefully as she led us out the back door of the stable, and up to a small grass oval track.

As soon as our leashes were removed, she ordered us onto the track and told us to do three laps at a walk to warm up, followed by three at a jog, and three more at a walk.  Goliath immediately stepped onto the plush grass to begin, and I followed a moment later.  Letting us stretch our muscles like this was a consideration I hadn’t expected from her, but I guess she wasn’t a complete
 sadist.

The she casually informed us that the perimeter of the track was enclosed by an electronic fence, and unless we liked being fried by full power shocks from our accessories, we couldn’t leave the track.  Yeah, she was still a sadistic control freak.

The grass was thick and fairly wet, like it had been recently watered, but that would be an advantage if I happened to fall once we started running for real.  I shuddered to think about what it would feel like to do a tittie skid on a gravel track, and what it would do to Goliath made me shudder.

He did okay while we were walking at a slow and deliberate pace, but as soon as we had to go into a jog it became obvious his hooves were causing him major difficulties.  I could sympathize, but it also left me in something of a dilemma.

His jogging pace was barely faster than the walk, and I didn’t want to earn a punishment for being lazy.  Should I pass him and go at a real jog, or should I stay behind him and pray Mistress Ivy would be lenient?

My fear of the crop overruled my distaste in showing him up, so I drifted to the left and sped up into a real jog.  I kept my steps as slow as I thought I could get away with so I wouldn’t make him look too bad, but I easily left him behind.

Mistress Ivy appeared to be ignoring us while she set up a chair, footstool, and table in the center of the course, but I could tell by the cant of her head she was watching us out of the corner of her eye.  I would’ve been doing the same if it wasn’t for those stupid blinders I wore, but I guess that was the whole point of having them, so I could only catch a brief glimpse of her at the beginning of each straight section.

By the time I was done with my jogging laps, I saw she was stripping off her clothes, and wondered if this was still going to be a training session, or if it was about to turn into an outdoor orgy.  Whatever… she’d very effectively established that she was the boss, and I’d do whatever it took to stay on her good side.

She was coating herself in oil when I finished my last walking lap and joined her in the middle to await further instructions, the first of which was to help her coat her back.  She poured a generous amount onto my tits and quickly turned around, so I rubbed and jiggled them against her back until she was well covered.  Oddly enough, I felt my nipples grow hard as I did it, even though sex was the furthest thing from my mind right now.

Once she was fully protected from the sun, she quickly coated all my exposed flesh with the same oil, and then did the same to Goliath when he joined us.  His cock grew erect again due to the extra attention she put into it, but she stopped well short of actually letting him shoot his load.

“Okay Sally-O, it’s time to show me what you got.  Give me a lap at a fast canter, and I want to see you at a full out run by the time you hit the starting line.  Do three laps at a run, followed by a single lap at a walk to cool down before you return to be evaluated.  Begin now.”

I turned until I saw the painted line demarking the start/finish line, and quickly walked over.  I spun on my right hoof until I was facing down the track, and quickly accelerated into the fast jog she called a canter.

I kept it up until I finished the second turn, and then went into a run to make sure I was up to full speed by the time I started the first of my three laps that I assumed would be timed.  It was harder than I thought it would be, since while walking on thick, wet grass was reasonably pleasant, running on it was a whole different story.

My footing felt awkward, and each step took far more energy than I’d counted on, but I kept to the required pace as best as I could.  I found my stride and got at least partially used to it by my second lap, but by the third I could feel my legs burning and my strength start to wane.

I finished at something less than a canter, but simply couldn’t force any more speed out of my body.  She didn’t look too happy as I approached her after my walk, but at least she didn’t reach for her riding crop or cane.

“That was moderately terrible, but lucky for you Oliver warned me how badly you suck.  We’ll have to build up your endurance a significant amount, but I think it’s doable if I can keep you in my stable for a few weeks.”

She gave me a few mouthfuls of water from a sports bottle, and then allowed me to kneel and rest.

“Okay Goliath, it’s your turn.  I expect nothing less than a fast jog out of you this time, and if you can finish all three laps that way, I may even consider giving you the reward you’ve been aching for.  Good luck, and try not to eat any grass this time.”

Considering that she’d given me a moderately terrible rating, I shuddered to think of how she’d describe his feeble attempt.  He wobbled, staggered, and looked like he was a fraction of an inch from overbalancing and falling on his face with every step he took, but he kept going.  He didn’t have much talent, but I have to give him credit for persistence.

It probably helped that he had a runner’s build, and was in top notch physical shape.  If it hadn’t been for the pony gear he wore, I bet he could outrace anyone on the ranch.  Unfortunately for him, he fell just short of the finish line on his last lap and had to cross it on his knees.  I don’t think he’d figured out how to get back on his feet without the use of his arms.

Instead of doing his cool down lap, he turned and slowly shuffled over to us with his head hung low in defeat.  She gave him some water but didn’t comment on his performance until after she checked her tablet.

“Your heart rate was slightly higher than on your previous attempts, and your speed slightly lower.  Good job, but as I’m sure you already know, not quite good enough to earn a reward.”

I was surprised at her praise.  I had been fully expecting her to heap the insults on him.  Trainer Ivy was a far different creature than Sadistic Ivy, but I wasn’t fooled into thinking the sadist wouldn’t make an appearance if it was warranted.

“Get on your feet, Sally-O!  Come over here and drop to one knee if front of Goliath so I can try something.  I’m hoping that by using you for balance, he’ll be able to stand without my help.”

I wasn’t sure if it would work or not, since Goliath was a big boy in more ways than one.  Surprisingly it did, and Mistress Ivy seemed pleased.  She ordered me to take a knee to help him up if I saw him fall on the track and instructed us to do some laps running in opposite directions.

“Sally-O will run counterclockwise, Goliath clockwise, and when you cross paths you will pass on the right.  Go at the fastest speed you think you can maintain for thirty minutes, but don’t try to sandbag me.  If I think you’re not putting enough effort into it, I’ll be sure to let you know.  Go to the starting line and begin when you hear my whistle.”

Running for thirty minutes straight was going to be brutal, so I hoped she’d be satisfied with a fast jog out of me.  Goliath probably wouldn’t be able to go faster than a walk, but I couldn’t concern myself with his performance, other than to hope he didn’t fall too often.

I’d been expecting her to lounge in her chair while we ran for her, but she surprised me by joining us out on the track so she could run behind us for encouragement.  She would switch between us every time our paths crossed, and her comments ranged from helpful to insulting, depending on how well we were doing at the moment.

I wouldn’t say she was shy about using the riding crop she carried with her, but she didn’t lash out unless we slowed down past what she deemed was acceptable, or did something stupid like try to pass on the left.  Falling earned an automatic ten lashes, and unfortunately it was me who found that out first.

I only fell that one time, but Goliath started dropping every few laps towards the end when his legs began to give out.  Even with my help he had a hard time getting back on his feet the last time, and by the time we were done and allowed to rest, he didn’t simply kneel like I did, he collapsed all the way to the ground.

Mistress Ivy raised an umbrella to give us some shade and went back and forth between us until she emptied the water bottle.  I wasn’t in as bad shape as he was, but I hoped we were done for the day, since I was fairly well knackered.

Not even close.

Once I’d cooled down and caught my breath, she had me return to the track for some wind sprints.  I had to run full out until I heard her whistle, stop and change directions, and repeat ad nauseam until I was close to collapsing.  She did the same with Goliath, but his turn was maybe a third as long as mine was since he was having such a hard time of it.  I lost track of how many times I had to run out to give him a kneeling assist, which made my breaks a lot less restful than they should’ve been.

She kept us working hard until lunchtime, and then led us back inside the stable where we’d hopefully be allowed at least a brief nap.  What we got was almost as good; she had us kneel side by side in front of the bar in the shower stall, and after securing our collars to it, turned on the water so it fell on us like a gentle, cooling rain.  It was absolutely divine after sweating so long in the hot sun, and it wasn’t long before I began to feel at least somewhat human again.

Once we were cool, clean, and fed, she stretched us out on the ground.  I was bound with my legs spread wide, and Goliath with his together.  She lay on top of me in the sixty-nine position so I could eat her out to a pair of orgasms, but she merely toyed with me and got me worked up, not returning the favor.  Bitch.

She ‘activated’ and rode Goliath’s cock to a third orgasm, and then took him back to his stall.  While I couldn’t see into the stall itself, I knew she was removing his tack, since each piece came flying out as it was removed.

My treatment was similar when she was finished with him, but unlike him I wasn’t allowed to rest yet.  She guided me to a heavy chair in the area next to the stall, and ensured I’d remain seated in it by the simple expedient of locking my clit ring to an eye bolt at the front.

All of our tack was dumped on the table in front of me, along with plenty of rags, saddle soap, and the other things I’d need to clean and condition it all.  She wasn’t about to get her hands dirty when there was a perfectly good slave to do the job for her.

It was hard work to get the job done to her satisfaction, partially because it had been so long since I had free use of my hands and arms, and my muscles wore out much quicker than usual.  She spent the time sorting through all the gear that had been delivered, occasionally letting out an ohh or ahh of delight, as well as a few nasty sounding chuckles.

I had a feeling I was in for an interesting time later on, and not in a good way.  Why had I ever volunteered to put up with this shit?

She checked my leg muscles for strain and gave them a hard, but effective massage before putting my boots back on, and then took Goliath’s away to presumably do the same to him.  I was allowed to rest my head on the table while she was busy with him, and despite the awkwardness of my position, I actually dozed off briefly.

I awoke when she was putting the armbinder back on me and was surprised to find she’d actually replaced my harness while I slept.  I must’ve been more worn out than I thought if I slept through that procedure!

It didn’t take long before I was properly restrained and back on my feet, with my reins tied to a hook at the stable door.  She ordered me to stretch my legs and march in place while she dealt with Goliath, which took so long I thought she maybe got distracted by his pet iguana again.

When she finally appeared, she took up my reins and directed us to the main path, turning us towards the main stable and exercise yard.  She held a set of reins in each hand and followed behind us, which was good since it meant she didn’t have a whip hand free.  I knew it was only a brief respite, though, since Goliath was wearing a heavy backpack full of gear.

She led us to one of the walker rings, but one that had a waist high bar instead of the one above with safety ropes.  Attaching both of us to the bar seemed a little awkward due the difference in our height, and I wound up strapped in place with the bar just under my ribs.

After securing us and taking the backpack off to the side, she ordered us to jog for fifteen minutes to practice moving together, and how well we did would determine how easy or hard the remainder of our session would be.  It was definitely awkward at first, since Goliath tried to take longer strides than I could comfortably manage, and we pulled each other off balance if we didn’t move in sync.

It took him around five minutes before he figured it out and started to take smaller steps, which worked to his benefit in more ways than the obvious.  It was much
 easier to take shorter steps while wearing these stupid pony hooves, so his legs should hold out for longer.

She came over as soon as our fifteen minutes was up, and made all kinds of disparaging comments about our performance.  She was smiling, though, and had a gleam in her eye that suggested she’d planned on putting us down no matter how well we actually did.

Both of us earned a set of nipple clamps with bells for our lackluster showing, and based on his reaction, I think it might’ve been the first time she used them on Goliath.  I got off a little easier, since I had the nipple rings she could clip them to, but to counter that she added a third bell to my clit ring, and it felt heavier than usual.  That one was gonna suck big time.

Our next addition looked similar to a tambourine, and one went around each of our hooves.  She made a comment about how the sound would help us keep in step with each other, but the things weighed several pounds each, and would make taking those steps a lot
 harder.

I’m not sure what else she had in the backpack, but that’s all she added to us for now.  She closed our blinders, ordered us to start moving at a trot, and followed behind us with a flogger in each hand to set the pace.

I’d been right about those weighted tambourines, and after a single circuit around the circle I was already breathing heavily and feeling the strain.  Equally bad was whatever it was she’d clipped onto my clit ring.

I’m positive now it wasn’t a bell, since it was making my clit tingle every time I took a step.  If it was a miniature vibrator it was like no other toy I’d felt before, yet it was slowly but surely working its magic on me.

Cumming while working with a partner would be disastrous, but knowing Mistress Ivy’s policy towards ponies having an unearned orgasm, I knew she’d never let it go that far.  It might
 be a reward later on if we performed really, really good for her today, but I wasn’t gonna hold my breath.

She whipped us pretty good for the first ten or fifteen minutes to keep us going as fast as she required but let up a little when we resumed trotting after our break.  I don’t think we finished the second round at more than a fast walk, but she knew we were working our asses off, and didn’t punish us for the slow speed.  She wanted hard work out of us but stopped short of demanding the impossible.

Just short… she kept us at it for so long, I saw the sun had set when she finally opened up our blinders for the long hike back to the stable.  I was dead tired and wanted nothing more than to sleep for a week straight, but I had a feeling our day wasn’t over yet.

She put us over the rail in the shower stall, but took the time to remove all our tack and rebind us with plain rope before turning on the water.  She followed a different order than Master Oliver, and gave me my enema now instead of first thing in the morning, which I thought was distinctly unfair, since I’d already had one today.  It was a big one too, but at least she used nicely warm water.

As much as I hated getting an enema, Goliath must’ve hated it a lot more, since he was struggling so hard I thought he might break the rail free from the support posts.  Just like he’d never worn high-heels before becoming a ponyboy, I bet he’d never had anything inside him back there either.

He eventually calmed down, or wore himself out more likely.  Speaking only for myself, it felt like all my muscles had turned to rubber now that I was in a position where I could ‘relax’.  All of my weight was being supported by either the rail beneath me, or the strappado pulling my arms up and back.

She’d been working pretty briskly up to this point, but when it came time to wash my hair she became slow and methodical.  It was deliciously lovely in itself, and made even better because for the first time in forever I didn’t have the bit and bridle giving me grief.

As much as I was loving it, I knew better than to resist when she held a plain ring gag up to my lips.  I couldn’t quite contain the sigh, but she didn’t call me on it.  Maybe a sigh was an acceptable pony sound.  I dunno… I’d been here for weeks and still didn’t know all the rules.

I had to wait while she gave Goliath’s hair the same treatment, which unfortunately let me experience what my body was feeling.  The enema was making my guts roil and cramp by now, the unpadded rail was digging into my hips, my shoulders were feeling the strain of the strappado, and on top of it all was that thing still dangling from my clit ring.

Now that I wasn’t moving around I could tell that it was
 vibrating, but at such a low power and high frequency it was hard to pick up.  Until now, that is… as if concentrating on it to try and figure it out had increased its effect on me, now I could hardly think of anything else, and it was making me hotter than a firecracker.

Once we were clean and the enemas drained, she refilled each of the bags she’d used, and went inside her storage cupboard to put them away, closing the door behind her.  She emerged a moment later looking quite cheerful, so I suspected it was that
 time now that the daily chores were taken care of.

She grabbed a chair in one hand, and what looked like a grease gun with a large dildo on the end in the other, taking both behind me.  It was hardly needed with how wet I was right now, but maybe she was planning on giving us the reward she mentioned as a possibility earlier, and didn’t want to rely on my natural lubrication when Goliath started to fuck me with his monster cock.

She pumped a ton of lube into me, fucking me with the dildo as she went along, but warning me not to cum unless I wanted to get the sixty cane strokes I still had in the queue.  I was getting pretty close to losing control when she paused to pull out my tail plug so she wouldn’t get it greasy, but the break wasn’t long enough to do me much good.

Then she chuckled and switched targets, shoving the slick dildo up my ass and mumbling something about fitting a bigger plug up there soon.  Great… just what I always wanted.  At least she was just as generous with the grease back there as she’d been in my pussy, although I was gonna need another shower with how much of a mess she was making.

I was so horny I was having a hard time getting my eyes to focus by the time she got bored of playing with me, and decided it was time for some fun of her own.  She stretched Goliath out on the floor, and scraped a handful of lube off my leg, slathering some on her pussy and the rest on his cock.

I had an almost uncontrollable urge to shout Go-Go-Gadget Cock when I saw his tool rise in the air as if by magic, and then she straddled him and slowly lowered herself down.  Her jaw went slack and her eyes closed for a moment as she relished the feel of him inside her pussy, and I have to say I was a little jealous.  Maybe she’d changed her mind about rewarding us, or maybe she’d been toying with us all along.

She rode him slowly to make it last, but eventually shuddered, threw her head back, and howled like a banshee when she came.  She collapsed on top of him when she fell from the peak, and had to struggle a little to actually climb off his impaling cock.  He obviously hadn’t cum, and was just as hard as ever.

“You two are in luck.  That was a great capper to a wonderful day, so I think I’ll not only let the two of you have an orgasm, I’ll let Sally-O work off her cane strokes in an alternate way.  Goliath, do you want to fuck her until you cum?”

He nodded his head most
 vehemently.

“Sally-O, do you want to feel this glorious cock inside you?”

I nodded my head as well, and not only because I was so damn horny.  I felt sorry for how he must be feeling after being used hard for stud duty, without getting any relief of his own.

“Here’s how this is going to work.  I will cancel one cane stroke for every minute your dick is inside her, and only after the entire batch is cleared will I let you shoot your load.  Sally-O, for the sheer morale improvement you’ve brought to my stable I’m going to let you cum as much as you want.  Am I not a generous Mistress?”

I guess it was a generous offer, but screwing for a full hour was going to be a chore for both of us.  Make that all three of us, since she pulled her chair in front of me, and adjusted the strappado rope until I was bent over at the right height to service her.

“For the entire time Goliath is fucking you, I want you to lick and slowly edge me to the greatest orgasm of my life.  The muscle relaxant I put into your enema will help slow that whirling dervish tongue down some, but you can only go slow, not stop.  If you stop licking for more than three seconds in a row, then I’ll break this party up and deliver all sixty lashes as fast and hard as humanly possible!”

There’d been a muscle relaxant in my enema?  Was that why she’d left it inside me for so long, and why my muscles felt like rubberized lead?  Why on Earth would she do that?

“Don’t worry about your stamina, Goliath,” she said as she helped him to his feet.  “Between your cock ring and the stimulants I put in your
 enema, you should easily be able to go the full hour.”

When she took him behind me, I think she tied off his leash to the strappado rope, and then guided his cock between my legs… except she wasn’t aiming him quite right.  No! She couldn’t!  She wouldn’t!  She did.

True to her word I was going to ‘feel Goliath’s glorious cock inside me’, but not where I’d been expecting it.  Between my bondage, the muscle relaxant, and the insistent pressure of his rampant cock, I was powerless to stop him from slowly and painfully pressing it inside my ass.

In and in it went until I thought I was going to be split in half, and then it went in a little bit more.  I thought I was going to pass out when he actually started to fuck me, but then a hand in my hair jerked my head up to give Mistress Ivy room to slip into her chair.

“You can deal with it, get busy licking, and maybe have an orgasm or two out of it, or you can give up now.  Of course, he’ll still fuck you for an hour if you give up, and then I’ll cane your ass until it resembles ground beef, but the choice is still yours.  So, what are you going to do?”

My head dropped straight onto her pussy when she let go of my hair, since the choices she offered me weren’t really choices at all.  I jerked my concentration away from the pounding fire in my ass and started licking.

So much for hard work earning a reward… this chick was a certified lunatic, and I was stuck under her thumb unless I could somehow get an emergency message out to one of the others.  I sure hope Sadie found something while we’d been away from the stable, because I didn’t think I’d be able to take much more of Mistress Ivy’s so-called generosity.


Lady Scarlett’s Diversion

“She’ll be tender for a few days, but no significant damage was done,” Doctor Felix said, rubbing a cool cream in and around my throbbing butthole.  “Give her ass a rest for a while, apply the cream four times a day, and she’ll be good as new in a week or so.”

“Thanks, doc,” Lady Scarlett said, rising to help unstrap me from the exam chair.  “I think I’ll give her a few days off as well, just to let her recover properly.”

“That’ll help,” he nodded, and then began to snicker.  “It’s a good thing her name is Oral Sally, not Anal Sally, so you don’t have to suspend all
 her duties.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

I was hobbled before being helped to my feet, but it was hardly necessary; I wasn’t going to be winning any races today, or anytime in the near future.  I guess appearances had to be maintained, though.

It made for a long walk to the manor house, but at least her quarters were on the ground floor so I didn’t have to attempt any stairs.  Sadie was already inside and waiting for us and helped me to sit in a chair she’d thoughtfully prepared with a doughnut shaped pillow.

They had to leave most of my restraints in place in case Mistress Ivy came calling, but she took out my bit so we could talk.

“I think we’re on the wrong track,” Sadie began without preamble.  “She might be crazy and sadistic, but I searched her stable from top to bottom and didn’t find shit.  I even hacked into her computer and found nothing more than a few interesting videos.  Tell us what you found out, and in fact, why don’t you tell us everything that happened, just in case we might pick up on a clue you missed.”

I worked my jaw loose while composing my thoughts, accepted a sip of champagne from a glass she held up to my lips, and then gave an embarrassingly detailed report of what my day from hell had been like.  Sadie kept interrupting with questions at first, but Lady Scarlett impatiently hushed her up, wanting to hear my story in its entirety before beginning the cross examination.

Neither one seemed surprised when I told them about how she set me up first thing with enough punishment to flay the skin off my bones, since it wasn’t an uncommon practice in the BDSM world.  When the threat of the stick loomed large enough it rarely needed to be used, it only made the balancing carrot taste all the more sweet.

I heard Sadie mutter the word schizoid when I went into detail about how she alternated between harsh and cruel, or caring and professional, depending on the job at hand.  She also scoffed when I got to the part about the spiked enema bags.

“She was just playing you again.  I searched every nook and cranny of that place, and didn’t find any sign of any kind of drugs.  You were probably just worn out from a busier than usual day.”

“You searched the cupboard next to the shower stall?  That’s where she went into after refilling the bags.”

“Of course I searched it, not that it took long.  There’s not much in it, and barely enough room to turn around inside.”

I paused to try and picture the scene in my mind.  She’d gone in with the bags, closed the door behind her, and emerged without them a minute later.  It seemed simple enough, but why had she stepped inside and closed the door?  Sadie reached the same conclusion I did at the exact same time.

“She has a hidden room!” we both said in unison.

“If there’s any evidence to be found, it makes sense she’d hide it as well as possible,” Lady Scarlett mused.  “We need to get her out of the stable long enough to find out exactly where it is and how to get inside it.”

“As much as I want to help you nail her, there’s no way I’m gonna risk my ass… and I mean that quite literally… by going back there,” I said, putting my foot down.  “I’ll help if I can, but you’ll have to find some other way than letting her take control of me again.”

“I’m sure we can come up with an equally effective diversion that won’t put your ass on the line,” Lady Scarlett mused.  “As long you’re still willing to do your part, I can think of one way for sure… can’t you, Oral Sally
?”

I sighed, knowing exactly where this was going.

“Sadie, can I have the rest of that glass of champagne?  I think I’m gonna to need it.”

***

It was quite nice to not be out in the hot sun sweating my tits off all day as a ponygirl in training, although I was still sweating profusely.  The mansion was opulent, air conditioned, and would’ve been quite comfortable if it hadn’t been for my new role as Lady Scarlett’s personal pet.  I use the word pet quite deliberately, since that’s basically what she turned me into.

I thought the outfits a ponygirl were decked out in were crazy, but that was nothing compared to what I had to wear for this new gig as Lady Scarlett’s puppy.  It started off with a very
 tight half corset that shaped my waist to her liking, if not to mine.  (I swear I heard my ribs creak by the time she got that last inch out of it, and just trying to breath was an exercise all on its own.)

On top of that went half of a black latex body suit.  I call it a half suit since it was missing the important bits that should’ve covered my breasts, crotch, and ass.  It was the reinforced holes for my tits that gave me the most problems, since they were several sizes too small for my chest, and it took a lot of effort for her to pull my tits through.  It felt like they were being squeezed at the base by a handful of powerful elastics once it was all the way on.

The two pouches that held my arms folded with my hands up by my shoulders were equally tight, and just as restrictive as any single sleeve armbinder I’d ever worn, even before she snugged the whole thing up with a series of rubber belts.  Heavy rubber mittens made sure my fingers were rendered useless as well, especially once they were sealed to my shoulders with glue and strips of latex.

My legs got a similar treatment, with the addition of latex booties that pulled my feet up the sides of my ass, into an even stricter en pointe position than my pony boots had.  It was pretty intense, but at least I wouldn’t have to try walking on them.

Walking from now on would be done on my knees and elbows, or rather my paws.  Large, and thankfully well-padded paws were put on each of my new ‘feet’ and sealed in place with more latex strips until you could hardly even see the seam.  The whole suit had a feeling of permanence to it that made me nervous, but I couldn’t exactly complain about it by this point.

I was wearing an ingenious new version of the Oral Sally gag that didn’t require the bit and straps to hold it in place.  Flynn had taken a dental mold of my teeth and used it to fabricate a mouth guard that covered all my teeth, puffed out my cheeks with two inflatable bladders, and was all held in place by two wedge shaped spacers that could be cranked open with a special wrench.

Despite the severe way it could stretch my jaw open, it wasn’t any more uncomfortable than my old gag, since it didn’t have the bit digging into the corners of my mouth.  After testing the limits to the point where I thought my jaw might dislocate, he reduced the spread to a tolerable level, gave it the expected trial run as payment for services rendered, and declared his latest creation a complete success.

I watched in a full length mirror as Sadie took great care to braid my hair into pigtails high on top of my head at very specific points, so they could be pulled through two small openings in the latex hood they fitted me with next.  It was just as form-fitting tight as the rest of the suit, had built in glass eyes that gave everything a yellowish tint, and was wide open around my mouth.

Once the hood was in place, Sadie folded the end of the pigtails back to the base and tied them off to make it look like I had a pair of big floppy dog ears.  It was disturbingly realistic.

Lady Scarlett added a tail next, but rather than having it shoved up my still tender asshole, it went on the suit just above it.  I was grateful until I discovered that as a puppy I’d be expected to do my business outside, but on the other hand it meant no more enemas.  Life was a tradeoff, I guess.

My collar was upgraded with the same type of shock system people used to train their dogs not to bark, although in my case the system was reversed.  Through a voice recognition algorithm Sadie wrote, it would shock the hell out of me if I tried to make anything other than proper and approved puppy noises.  She only did a quick test to make sure it worked before putting the program on hold, but that one shock was enough to guarantee I’d limit myself to barks, growls, and whines from now on.

That was the stick, and the carrot was that odd high frequency vibrator that clipped to my clit ring, and a powerful G-spot vibrator that felt a little larger than a golf ball.  Sadie gave that system a test as well and brought me to an orgasm so good I almost managed to push the toy out from my squeezing and gyrating.

She activated the program by whistling Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star, and it shut off automatically about ten seconds after I came.  She whispered that barking the tune would work to activate it in case I got bored and horny, although she warned me it wouldn’t work if someone had another program already running on me.  A mere puppy wasn’t allowed to overrule a human!

“I think she’s about as ready as she’ll ever be,” Sadie said, polishing the latex I wore.  “What’s next?”

“I’d love to spend a week on puppy training before making a public appearance with her at my heels, but we’re running short on time.  Since we don’t have the luxury of working out any awkwardness in private, I’m thinking we do it in front of everyone and put on one hell of a show.”

“That’s not a bad idea.  Sally’s puppy training will be different enough that it’s sure to not only draw a crowd, but keep them entertained for hours while I go snooping.”

“That’s the plan.  I’ve already invited everyone to join me for a picnic in the back yard this afternoon since it’s a rest day… sorry Sally, but no rest for you I’m afraid,” she said, patting me on the top of my head.

While I wasn’t exactly thrilled about the severity of my puppy suit, I was still willing to do my part.  I decided to get into character before responding, just to let her know I’d do whatever it took.

“Woof!” I replied and shook my ass to get the tail wagging.

I guess I caught them off-guard, since they both broke out laughing at my antics.

“You’re one of a kind, Sally,” she said in between laugh attacks.  “With any luck, this ends today.”

“I sure hope so
,” I thought as I awkwardly followed her out the door.

Sadie dashed off to the left to return to Master Oliver, and Lady Scarlett went to the right.  I followed her, of course, trying to learn on the fly how to walk on four ‘legs’ instead of two.  It helped that the bottom of my paws were made of rubber so I had some decent traction on the marble floor, but it was still a major chore keeping up with her.

I was sweating even before I got to the open air courtyard and was drenched by the time we finished crossing it.  The Texas sun at high noon in summer does not
 go well with skintight black latex.

We passed through another part of the house before emerging into the back yard, although the simple description didn’t do it justice.  It was acres and acres of perfectly maintained grass, and included gardens, statues, fountains, a large corral, an enormous cobblestone patio, and our apparent destination; a large open-air pavilion that would keep the sun off my back.  Thank God.

A middle aged man named Henry, who I only knew from his file, was putting the finishing touches on an area obviously put together just for me.  A rack held several bowls, one with water, the second with what looked like doggie kibble, and a few empty ones.  To one side of that was a big fluffy doggie bed, and on the other was a wire cage that I might
 be able to squeeze into, although I hoped Lady Scarlett wouldn’t be putting it to the test.

There was a basket of toys for me to play with… mostly dildos of course, and a second basket of toys for Lady Scarlett to have fun with.  I saw a leash, riding crop, and nipple clamps for sure because they dangled over the edge, but couldn’t see much else from my low angle point of view.

Since I was already thirsty and panting, I decided to see if I’d actually be able to drink anything like this.  It wasn’t pretty, neat, or efficient, but I was able to get a little bit of water by sticking my face in the bowl to get a mouthful, and then tilting my head back so I could swallow.

I wasn’t really hungry, but I decided to take a closer look at the kibble to see if it was as bad as I feared.  It turned out to be freeze dried blueberries that dissolved on my tongue and was pretty good.  I had a bit more water, and lacking any instructions to the contrary, decided to lie down in my bed.

That’s when I discovered that Sadie’s program had a few surprises built into it.  Lady Scarlett whistled twice, and immediately that thing on my clit began shocking me.  It was an obvious summons and was strong enough to make sure I didn’t try to ignore it.

“Good girl,” she said once I was sitting at her feet.

Those words were the trigger that stopped the shocks, and I wondered what else Sadie had programmed and conveniently forgot to tell me about.  Maybe I’d have to have those words in a dark alley with her before I left after all.

She clipped the leash to my collar and started wandering around the pavilion to exchange a few words with her guests.  Mingling was a nice easy pace for me, but since I was here as a diversion, she began my training and showed me off every chance she got.

Sit, lie down, roll over, speak, and beg were her favorite commands.  She gave me a little sip of champagne after each time I begged for her, and the ‘good girl’ command had a much different reaction when I wasn’t being shocked.

It rewarded me with a short burst of pleasure from my two toys, but unfortunately not enough to get the job done.  After performing for a few dozen people, I was tempted to try barking the song that’d send me into orbit, but I had a feeling Lady Scarlett would be quick to override it and punish me for the attempt.

After making a full circuit around the area, she removed my leash and told me to fetch a toy to play with.  I was able to get the end of a soft dildo into my mouth and bring it back to her, sitting on my haunches in order to present it.  It squeaked like a real dog toy when it bent, causing everyone to laugh.

“Good girl,” she said, taking it from me, and giving me another buzz from my toys.

“Fetch!” she ordered, throwing it about ten yards away.

Both toys began shocking and vibrating me at a low level, with no discernable pattern.  I wasn’t really up for this kind of exercise right now, but it wasn’t like she’d asked my opinion.  This was her show, and all I could do at this point was play my part or pay the price.

It was easier to get the dildo in my mouth with it on the grass, and once I had it secure I double timed it back to her; the shocks and vibrations were getting stronger now, so this was obviously a timed event.  Once upon a time I actually enjoyed surprises, but not among this crowd.

Someone brought her a chair, and a crowd was beginning to gather, so she kept the game going.  Sometimes she’d toss it a mere ten feet, and other times she’d have someone else throw it for her, which usually meant a good twenty yards or so.

Once I got tripped up with a fake throw, and started to panic when I thought I might’ve lost it.  I rushed back as fast as I could when I saw he was still holding it, but of course that’s when he threw it for real, and I had to turn and run in the other direction again.  Prick.

I was panting for real by the time I got back after that one, and Lady Scarlett told me to get a drink before we played any more.  I bloody well needed it by now, and almost choked in my rush to quench my thirst.  I thought being a puppy would be a walk in the park compared to working as a ponygirl, but this was every bit as hard.  I seriously hoped we ended this today, or I was in real trouble.

“She makes a much better pet than a pony,” I heard Master Benjamin saying when I returned to her feet.  “What other tricks have you taught her?”

“This is her very first training session,” she replied.  “She’s learning the hard way, but is picking things up remarkably fast.  I may have to give her a nice juicy reward if she keeps it up.”

She threw me a stern look, but also gave me a quick wink before continuing.

“Watch this – Sit!  Stay!  Silence!” she barked, and then whistled Twinkle, Twinkle.

I was past being ready for a good orgasm, but unfortunately, her additional orders were also programmed into the system.  When I moaned in delight, the shock collar shut me down in a hurry from the silence command, and when I began grinding my hips, the stay command overrode the vibrations with shocks.

It took all my concentration to remain silent and completely still, and of course I totally blew it when I actually came, but it was still a pretty fucking good orgasm.  She cancelled her orders a moment later and gave me a minute to recover and compose myself.

“Does she only follow your orders, or will she obey everyone?” I heard Mistress Ivy ask.

Yes!  She was here and interested in what we were doing.

“Right now, the program is set to react to my voice only, but I can easily add anyone else who’s in the system, or even switch it to everyone.”

“That’s so cool.  I never considered getting a pet before, but I might have to change my mind after seeing how much control you have over her.  Can I play with her?”

“Sure, but let me first demonstrate the commands she’s already learned, and then teach her a few new ones to make it more interesting.”

Lady Scarlett ran through the gambit of all the basic commands, and then gave control to Mistress Ivy so she could try.  In addition to the sit and lie down crap, she taught me to crawl with my tits dragging along the grass, to lick her feet, and to present myself with my butt up in the air.

When Mistress Ivy gave me that particular command, she rubbed the dildo up and down my slit until it was well coated with my juices, and then threw it as far as she could.  She combined the crawl and fetch commands, so it took me close to forever before I was able to finally retrieve it for her.

She put a pair of nipple clamps on me and was about to do it again, but then a voice rang out saying dinner was served.  The training session was put on hold so they could eat.  Lady Scarlett had me crawl under the long table and lie at her feet while the first course was served, and Mistress Ivy sat next to her so she could continue to ask about my training.

The first course was king crab legs, and she gave me buttery handfuls of nicely shredded meat that I could easily lick up as a treat.  Mistress Ivy seemed mesmerized by having me eat out of the palm of her hand, and probably gave me half of her serving.  This was the kind of distraction I could get used to, since the crab was fucking delicious!

In between courses, Lady Scarlett gave me the command I always knew would be coming since she emphasized my nickname; the one that would provide the ultimate diversion.

“Come!  Sit!  Worship!” she ordered, scooting to the edge of the bench and hiking up her skirt.

She’d obviously been enjoying the show I was putting on, since she was wet before I even got the first lick in.  My toys sprang to life again, probably as a motivational aid, although I knew the drill by now so it was hardly needed.

I probably could’ve had her screaming in under two minutes with how hot she was, but I took my time since the whole purpose of this exercise was delay and divert.  I kicked it into high gear when I heard the next course was being served, and was rewarded with another rendition of Twinkle, Twinkle.

“That’s fucking amazing!” Mistress Ivy exclaimed when she saw the reaction the song evoked out of me.  “I simply have
 to try that for myself!”

“Don’t let your meal get cold,” Lady Scarlett advised.  “After all, we have all day to play with her.”

“Come here and worship my cunt while I eat,” she ordered.

I shuffled over on my knees and assumed the position.  I found out the second course was some sort of beef dish because she kept dribbling spoonfuls of gravy down her slit, which made for an incredibly odd experience.  At least the gravy was just as delicious as the crab had been, although the other flavor mixed in made it taste a little odd.

Knowing her no orgasm policy, I was surprised when she whistled the song not once, but twice.  She thought it was hilarious for some reason, and might’ve kept it up all day, but Lady Scarlett intervened and called me back to worship her again, keeping me there once she was done.  Mistress Ivy wasn’t about to give up so easy though.

“Can she do that trick with an unknown element?”

“What do you mean?”

“Hey Isaac… you want your prick sucked?  Yeah?  Okay then… Sally, find the cock, worship the cock!”

It caught me off-guard, but with the die already cast, I had no choice but to try and find the one guy out of the fifty people sitting at the long table, and give him a blowjob like it was a variant on the fetch game.  It turned out that it wasn’t that hard, since I saw a guy a dozen seats down fumbling with his trousers and made my way over.

Taking only enough time to make sure he was fully hard, I took him all the way in and began rapidly bobbing my head.  The odd new gag made it easier than ever to get him off, but it also made it impossible to get the taste out of my mouth after he shot his load on my tongue.

Getting back to Lady Scarlett was an interesting journey, since he whistled the song as soon as I started to return, and the resulting explosion of ecstasy caused my puppy legs to work very erratically.  It also left me so cum drunk and bleary eyed, I could barely figure out which pair of legs belonged to my Mistress.

I guess I shouldn’t complain about getting an orgasm after giving one, since the give and take made it feel like I was a participant rather than just a sex slave to be used and put away.  It was also much better than the alternative of being teased and kept in denial, although if this trend continued with all the dozens and dozens of people sitting at the long table, they might kill me with kindness before I was halfway done.

The Lady Scarlett might’ve noticed I needed a break, since she had me sit with my chin on the edge of her chair, but she kept her pussy just out of reach of my tongue so I was able to catch my breath.  The smell of her arousal was incredibly strong this close to the source, especially with her skirt tented over my head, so I was pretty sure my break wouldn’t be a long one.

I was both right and wrong.  She instructed me to find Flynn, and it goes without saying I had to blow him once I did, but then I got a real treat.  He removed my gag completely!

For the first time ever, I was out in public on the ranch, and didn’t have an uncomfortable hunk of steel, rubber, and leather stretching my jaw.  The puppy mode shock collar meant I still couldn’t say a real word, but that little bit of freedom changed my whole outlook.

It also meant I could actually chew and eat a bit of the chocolate lava cake they were having for dessert, along with some strawberries and champagne.  In addition, not being gagged meant I’d have the full range of motion with my mouth and lips for any more Oral Sally duties I’d have to fulfill.  If anyone here could last even five minutes under my unfettered mouth, I’d eat my squeaky dildo.

“I wonder if Goliath would make a good puppy,” Mistress Ivy mused, playing with one of my ‘ears’.

“Probably not,” Lady Scarlett replied.  “I think he’d wear his pecker off from dragging it over the ground.”

“True enough, although it might be fun to engage in a little puppy play back at the stable.  Speaking of which…”

“Oh, don’t leave yet,” she hurriedly replied.  “Little Sally here still has a few special tricks I’d like to show off.”

I guess that meant Sadie hadn’t finished searching the stable yet, so we needed to extend the diversion.  Lady Scarlett whispered something to Mistress Ivy that caused her to laugh uproariously, and agreed it’d be a fine trick if I could manage to pull it off.

“Sally girl, go fetch Ruby and herd her back here!”

Say what?  How was I supposed to ‘fetch’ a full grown woman?  I felt a shock hit my clit, so knew I had to either try or face the consequences.

It was hard to ignore the painful tugs caused by the nipple clamps dragging across the ground when I crawled out from under the table, but then I was able to get to my paws and hurry… relatively speaking… to the corral where the ponies had been left to play.

The shocks were getting more powerful, so hurrying was definitely something I needed to put some effort into.  I ran into a real problem though, when I got to the corral and discovered the gate was latched.  No… I had the use of my mouth now and would be able to bite down on the attached rope to open it up.

It was a bit of a stretch, but I managed to figure it out.  Now I just had to figure out a way to get Ruby to follow me back to the table.  The power of the shocks decreased when I got close to her, and I began to feel some low-level vibrations take their place.  I still had no idea how to get her to understand what I wanted, and she seemed content to lie in the shade of a large oak tree.

Bumping and nudging her didn’t work, and she even tried to kick me away, although her hobble chain stopped that from being very effective.  In frustration I barked at her and got a reaction I hadn’t expected.  She jumped like she’d been bitten in the ass, and I immediately knew my bark had triggered a powerful shock from her tail plug.

I barked three more times, and then turned to try and point towards the gate.  Now that I had her complete attention, she finally got the message and used the tree trunk to help her get to her feet easier.  I turned to lead her back to the others, but felt my shocks increase in strength again.  She was moving at a snail’s pace, and I think I maybe got too far away from her.

This would never do.  I ran behind her and started barking furiously until she got the message and put a bit of spring into her step.  This was why Lady Scarlett had ordered me to herd
 her, not lead her.

If this was the game, then it was something I could do.  I dogged her heels and barked every time she slowed down and was even able to steer her by going to one side or the other.  While I didn’t appreciate the shocks I was getting while doing my job, I had to admit this was a clever bit of programming.  I’d still have to kill Sadie for it later, but at least I’d compliment her on her skill while I was bitch slapping her silly.

“Good fetch, Sally girl!  Good Herding!  Go get a drink now.”

Her words shut off the shocks and increased the power of the vibrations, but not like the Twinkle song would’ve.  It caused a pleasant feeling and minor distraction at the moment, but one I could deal with as long as it didn’t last all night.

Drinking was infinitely easier without the gag wedging my mouth open, and it meant I was able to enjoy an even bigger treat.  A man wearing chef whites was standing behind my empty bowls, and as soon as I looked up from slaking my thirst, he began pointing to various items on a low table.

I barked when he got to the lobster tail, and it took all my self-control to not giggle or laugh as he quickly began preparing it for me.  A puppy with her own personal chef was absolutely hilarious!

I scarfed all the bite size pieces in record time, washed it down with a bit more water, and then had to rush off to answer Lady Scarlett’s summons.  Mistress Ivy had gotten bored while I ate, so we needed to up the ante in a hurry if we wanted our diversion to last.

“She’s all yours, but don’t wear her completely
 out, since I have plans for her back in my quarters later,” I heard Lady Scarlett say when I got close.

“Trust me,” Mistress Ivy assured her.  “I just want to see how well that last program you mentioned works.”

“I’m sure you’ll have plenty of help,” she replied, rolling her eyes.  “I can’t remember a time when a puppy drew more attention than any of our ponies.  You’ll have to explain this one, though.”

“Oh, very well,” Mistress Ivy pouted, and then proceeded to remove the vibrator from my pussy.

“Listen up, Sally-O.  You have five minutes to wander around the pavilion until you find someone willing to play with you.  Play any game they want, and once they’re done, you have five minutes to return here and give me at least one orgasm to avoid any punishment, and more than one if you want to be rewarded.  Your time has already started.”

Shit!  A work crew had already taken away the long table and replaced it with smaller ones scattered around, dispersing the crowd and creating a lot of obstacles for me.  There were more people than ever now, so it should’ve been an easy task, yet apparently there was a pecking order, and I needed to find someone specific.

That person turned out to be Master Oliver, and it wasn’t by chance.  Under the cover of leaning down to remove those God-awful nipple clamps and feeling me up, he whispered a message into my ear.

“Sadie found the secret room and the many interesting things inside but needs more time to crack the security on the computer she found hidden there, and to download the data.  We need to give her at least an hour, but two would be better.  Are you ready to double down for the final distraction?”

For an answer I leaned forward, wrapped my lips around his already hard cock, and nodded my head.  A nod was as good as a bob, I thought, but he pushed my head away and down before I really got into it.

“Fetch Fiona and herd her here,” he ordered, sounding amused.

Well that was unexpected.  I wasn’t looking forward to the long trip to the corral and back, but it would definitely help extend the time we could keep Mistress Ivy occupied.  Fetching Fiona was much easier than it had been with Ruby, but herding her was a lot harder since her blinders were closed, and I only had the clit vibrator to help counter the shocks this time.

When I finally brought her to her Master, I discovered what he’d really
 meant by doubling down.  He had me lie down on my back, and had Fiona kneel over my head while he went to the other end.

“I want you to make Fiona cum until she can’t take it anymore, and then go faster and harder.  Show me why you deserve your nickname, and do not
 cum until I order you to.”

He plunged his cock inside me all the way to the hilt at his last words, and it felt so good I knew fending off an orgasm until he allowed it was going to be incredibly difficult.  He had such a perfectly sized cock that I’d automatically closed my eyes and reveled fully in the sensations he was evoking… until he leaned forward and gave me a double tittie twister.

“That mouth should be used for something other than moaning,” he impatiently reminded me.

I cursed silently, even as I began licking and sucking with maximum effort in order to regain lost time.  At least I didn’t have the gag to worry about, so I was able to make her shudder and moan in well under two minutes.

Master Oliver had been fucking me very slowly and deliberately, but increased his pace slightly as soon as he saw her cumming.  He went faster every time she came, although he missed a couple when I was able to chain one orgasm directly into another.

I was giving it my all and then some, for the simple reason that putting everything I had into it was the only way I knew of to distract myself enough to keep my own in check.  Fiona would be lucky if she had two functioning brain cells left by the time I was done with her!

Master Oliver was now fucking me so fast and hard I thought he might be trying to pound me into the ground, and I was mere seconds away from breaking his command when he finally gave the order for me to cum.  He didn’t need to tell me twice, and I instantly exploded like never before.

The sharp bursts of pleasure were so intense it was almost painful, but I wouldn’t have asked him to stop or slow down even if I could, and each of his powerful thrusts was causing a new explosion inside me.  Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, I heard him start to grunt and growl in a primal voice, and he began filling me with jets of his hot seed.

I never stopped cumming until he did, and was so well sated and worn out he had to nudge me in order to remind me the game was still on.  I did what I needed to completely on autopilot, and somehow managed to make my way back to Mistress Ivy.

Master Oliver had helped provide an extremely long diversion, but now it was me who barely had two brain cells left to rub together.  I was dreading the next round before it even began, when Lady Scarlett unexpectedly intervened.

“Sorry Ivy, but my little pet has me absolutely flooding, and after seeing how Oliver pretty much destroyed her, I think I need to take her back inside while she can still walk.  I’d like to get at least three orgasms out of her before bed, but you can play with her all next weekend if you like.”

Mistress Ivy seemed disappointed at having her fun end so suddenly, but was mollified by the offer to have me to herself for an entire weekend.  She was already talking about making me have a turn with all fifty people at the high table before dessert was served, but hopefully she’d never get the chance.

If Lady Scarlett was leading me away from the party, it had to mean Sadie had accomplished her mission, and my job here was done.  Well… almost done.

Lady Scarlett didn’t like to lie, so she made me lick her to three slow, glorious orgasms before we wrapped up the night.  I also had to stay in my puppy suit for the night, just to be sure the results of Sadie’s search were what we expected, but that wasn’t so bad.

She put the vibrator back inside me before turning off the lights and whistled the magic song three times to reward me for a job well done.  Being her pet sure came with more fringe benefits than being a ponygirl!

Epilogue

“What the fuck do you mean you’re not doing anything?” I blurted out in shock.  “We caught her red handed!”

“I didn’t say we weren’t going to do anything, but you’re wrong if you think we caught her red-handed,” Lady Scarlett said with a sigh.  “The evidence Sadie found was enough to kick her off the ranch, or maybe even send her to jail if we brought law enforcement into it, but we prefer to take care of these kinds of things amongst ourselves.”

“She found all sorts of drugs, chemicals, tools, electronic equipment, and computer files she shouldn’t have had access to, not to mention all those cans of kerosene.  What more do you need?”

“Do you know why she was doing it?”

“You know I don’t, since you wouldn’t let me see the computer files Sadie stole, or any of the other evidence.”

“She has a sister who was a prize-winning mistress in the international ponygirl scene… a woman named Lydia, who played the same kind of games as Ivy, but was caught in the act.  She committed an unforgivable crime against one of our peers… Edward Laste to be precise… and lost everything because of it.

“We think Ivy is doing what she’d doing either out of a misguided sense of revenge, or as part of a plan to free Lydia from her life as a fully enslaved ponygirl.  We believe in fitting the punishment to the crime, and now that we know to keep an eye on her we’re sure we can keep the damage she causes to a minimum, and eventually catch her in an offence great enough to sentence her to the same fate as her sister.”

“So, her punishment is only delayed, not commuted?”

“Exactly.  Sometime in the not so distant future, you can expect to find Ivy in harness and bridle, paying ten-fold for each and every crime she’s committed over the years.  She’s even going to pay for that little trick she played with you and Goliath, and in pretty much the same way.”

The thought of Ivy being tied down for a Goliath sized anal intrusion was almost enough to mollify me, except for one thing.

“I’ll let you handle this your way under one condition; when the day of reckoning comes, I want to be here to watch it, even if I need to be a ponygirl again.”

“I’m sure we can arrange that,” she agreed.  “We’ll fly you in special delivery when that day comes, unless of course you’re still working on your other assignment.”

Her words brought reality crashing back and overrode the thoughts of seeing Ivy get her due.  Conditions were right for my return home now, and with any luck I’d quickly be able to crack the kidnapping and slavery ring I’d made a dent in last month.  I wasn’t sure what plan the chief and Master Laste had come up with that would let me get the bastards, but I had a feeling it would be my heaviest undercover bondage assignment ever.

###


Volume 3: The Heavy Bondage Assignment

The Assignment

It was good to be home again, even though the one bedroom shithole I was currently calling home wasn’t my real apartment.  It still beat the hell out of the stable stall I lived in for the last month on the Onager Puella Ranch, when I was working undercover as a ponygirl.  Being able to sleep in a real bed without restraints felt something like a luxury now, especially since I could scratch my nose… or other, more intimate, itches… whenever I felt like it.

It seemed like forever since I was able to enjoy such simple pleasures.  Some day in the hopefully near future I could return to my normal life as Detective Sally Patterson, but for now I was still on the job as the submissive with the unfortunate moniker of Oral Sally.

Most people would think I was insane for volunteering to work undercover as a submissive in the hardcore BDSM community, but it was a job that simply needed to be done, no matter what the cost.  We were working to bust a highly organized illegal kidnapping ring, and every day that something wasn’t done put another girl at risk of being forcibly taken for a life of cruel sexual slavery.

I thought I’d helped put a serious dent in their operation last month, but word from Chief Andrews was they were still going strong, so we needed to up our game fast.  I’d soon find out more about what he had in mind for me when I was allowed to join the meeting he was having with Master Laste, his bigwig contact in the BDSM community.

It seemed a little odd they were talking without me in the Master’s office, but I knew better than to complain or barge in uninvited.  As long as I was working undercover I’d be under Master Laste’s control, and I’d learned early on it’s never smart to piss off the guy holding the whip.

It took longer than I thought before his slave/sub/assistant Monica finally opened the door and poked her head out to summon me, and I have to admit the delay had made me quite nervous.  What could they possibly be discussing for so long without me?  Wasn’t I on the case anymore?

I gave my head a shake and rose from my seat; why play the what-if game, when all I had to do was get off my ass and go find out.  I almost wish I hadn’t, when I walked through the door and saw them sitting side by side behind his massive desk, both looking quite grim.

“Have a seat, Detective Patterson,” the chief said.  “We have a problem to discuss.”

I guess I’d been right to be nervous.  I took the proffered seat tentatively and did my best to ignore all the heavy leather straps it was festooned with.

“First off, I’d like to welcome you back, and say I hope your vacation was restful.”

Restful?  A month as a lifestyle ponygirl was the direct polar opposite from restful, especially working in the hot Texas sun.  I saw Master Laste’s lips twitch slightly in amusement at the chief’s words, so at least he knew what my time on the ranch had been like.

“Secondly… I guess I might as well jump straight into it.  As of right now you’re on unpaid administrative leave, pending an FBI investigation into your association with the perp’s we arrested last month.”

“Are you fu…” I started to say but bit my tongue at the last second.  I’d give him a chance to explain before I went ballistic.

“Special Agent Gruber believes you may have been originally working with Miss Caspian… Bunny… and then had a falling out that led to you being targeted for removal from their organization.  I know it’s ludicrous, but protocols have to be followed.”

“This is partially my fault,” Master Laste added.  “Knowing the difficulties you faced in adjusting to this unique undercover assignment, I was perhaps overly generous in the wages and bonuses I dispersed during your time here.  Gruber thought it looked a little suspicious when he found fifty grand in cash when he searched your apartment.”

“What?  Where the fuck did that come from?”

“Silence, please.  I dislike being interrupted.”

He said those words calmly, but I knew he’d have no compunction about gagging me if I interrupted him again.  This was his house, and he played by his own rules.

“I left you the money as a surprise for your return but didn’t count on the FBI adding you to their suspect list, and it gets worse.  Much worse.”

I raised an eyebrow in inquiry, but kept my yap shut so he could continue.

“The Lady Scarlett deposited an even more generous bonus into your account when you solved her problem, and in an unparalleled case of bad timing, she did it on the same night that two girls were taken.  Gruber believes you
 provided the intel that led to their kidnapping.”

“I’m sure the three of us can sit down with him and explain everything to his satisfaction,” I said, trying to remain calm.

“I’m sure we can… eventually… but unfortunately there’s more,” the Chief replied with a sigh.

Biting my tongue was harder than ever this time.

“His partner, Special Agent Gomez, didn’t completely buy into the disaffected partner scenario.  He came up with another theory and used a warrant to pull all the security tapes from the club.  Reviewing the footage, he was most impressed with the amount of enthusiasm you showed for your work.”

Oh shit.  If an out of town field agent was watching the videos of me at the club, then he was most likely doing it down at the station in front of all my friends and coworkers!  This couldn’t be happening!

“I can tell by the look on your face you already know where I’m going with this.  Everyone at the station has seen the Oral Sally highlight reel at least once, and internal affairs have opened an investigation for improper conduct, among other things.”

My career was over.  There was no way I could ever show my face at the station again, and I’d be lucky if I didn’t spend time behind bars after I.A. got through with me.

“Any more good news?” I asked, unable to keep the bitterness out of my voice.

They exchanged an uncomfortable glance that instantly told me they’d saved the best for last.

“Someone at the station… I don’t know who yet, but I promise I’ll find out and cut his balls off… made a copy of some of the more interesting footage.  See for yourself,” he finished, looking deflated.

Master Laste hit a button on his desk, and one of the monitors to my left came to life with a picture of me deep throating a dildo.  It was a website!


The Kinky Exploits of Oral Sally the Super Slut
 was the title in big, bold letters, and it made me want to throw up.

It was all there on the next page: videos showing me riding the slut-cycle, working on the blowjob trainer, the vibrating slot machine, and multiple views of my big bondage gangbang show that we’d used to get Bunny and Patricia to try to take me.

“This is a local copy, and we’ve shut that website down, but the damage is already done.  We’ll try to keep the videos off the internet when Special Agent Gomez gets the footage he requisitioned of you on the ponygirl ranch, or at least take them down faster this time.  I regret to inform you that the videos on your first website had over a million views before we got it shut down.”

They gave me a chance to speak, but by this point I was too numb to even nod. 

“I don’t know how and I don’t know when, but I’ll find a way to fix this for you Sally,” the chief promised.  “Until then, you’ll have to stay at the apartment Edward is renting for you, since your real apartment is being treated as a potential crime scene.  Special Agent Gruber has also requested you don’t leave town.

“We already have your badge and gun, although you’ll still have to make an appearance down at the station to give a statement.  I’m sorry, Sally, but as of right now you’re off the case.”

I wanted to rail at the chief and swear up a storm, but simply didn’t have the energy right now.  It felt like someone bashed me on the back of my head with a board.  He apologized again, shook Master Laste’s hand, and made a hasty exit.

“Now that Chief Andrews is gone, I’d like to have a private word with you,” Master Laste said, rising and coming over to perch on the edge of his desk in front of me.  “None of this leaves this office, is that understood?”

I nodded, still feeling numb.

“I suspect the people we’re after have a mole on the force, which is why we only got Patricia and Bunny that night.  Trace evidence showed there were at least two people in that van earlier, but both were gone by the time you left the club.  Why?  Bunny had signaled to go ahead with the snatch, so why weren’t they waiting to help?”

My brain was starting to work again, but not at full capacity yet.  He continued after I nodded my understanding.

“I’m of the opinion that the leaders knew we were on to them, and sacrificed Bunny and Patricia in the hopes we wouldn’t look any further into the matter.  Gruber even wants to close the case as soon as he gets proof you were the ringleader.”

“Gruber’s an asshole.”

“That may very well be, but he’s the asshole in charge, at the moment.  At least of the official investigation.”

“What do you mean by official investigation?  Is there another one?”

“There is if you’re still willing to help.  How would you like to crack the case, put the kidnappers behind bars for a very long time, and come out the other side as the heroine who went above and beyond the call of duty to get the job done?”

“It sounds good on paper, but if there’s a snitch at the department, then they know I’m a cop.  They’ll never try to take me again, so putting me out there as bait will be useless.  I’m fucked.”

“Not necessarily.  You’re a disaffected cop who was betrayed by her friends and colleagues.  You’re also unemployed, have no home, no money, and no chance of getting a job anywhere but in the BDSM community.”

“Like I said, I’m fucked.”

“Just hear me out,” he asked.  “I have a plan that I’m sure will work, although it’s likely to make all your previous experience with BDSM look like a Sunday stroll through the park.”

I had my doubts, but I nodded for him to continue.  It wasn’t like I had anything else to do today… or tomorrow, or next week for that matter.  Besides, I’m sure he was exaggerating about the difficulty of his plan.

I revised my opinion when he finished explaining what he had in mind, and thought he was insane for even suggesting it.  On the other hand, it was just crazy enough that it might actually work.  Lacking any other viable option, I reluctantly agreed.

Besides… it was the only shot I had at clearing my name, catching the real perps, and saving some women from a fate worse than death.  Plus, parts of it might be fun as hell!


Return Performance

I managed to keep a straight face until I got into Monica’s car, but it’d been a close thing.  Getting to tell off Gruber and Gomez in front of everyone at the station had been the only good thing to happen to me lately, although just walking into the building had been a major embarrassment.

If there’d been a mole present anywhere in the building, they’d know I was completely disenchanted with my former coworkers and had irrevocably severed all ties with them.  They’d also know I was planning on turning my bondage fetish into a full-time career now that I had no other choice.

“So, how did it go?” Monica asked as she pulled away.

“Pretty much like we thought, although I used the word asshole a few dozen more times than I’d planned on.  As far as anyone there is concerned, Gomez was right and I’m nothing more than a two-bit bondage slut.”

She laughed heartily at that, and at a few other choices phrases I used when I described my interrogation, and the following confrontation back on the floor with Matisse and the others.  I had plenty of time to tell her the entire thing on the drive back to the Argentum Seges
 BDSM club where I’d be performing tonight.

I was about to have a return engagement that would eliminate any doubt as to what my true thoughts were about bondage, discipline, submission, and all things kinky.  Truth be told, I actually did enjoy a lot of it, although this was for business, not pleasure.  Detective Patterson may have been disgraced and fired, but Oral Sally was still on the job!

When we got to the club, she took me straight upstairs to the private apartment the owners shared, and into a bedroom that had been transformed into a sterile examination room.  She left me with instructions to give myself an enema, take a quick shower, and wait in the exam chair.

Enemas were something I had to learn to get used to as a ponygirl, but this was the first time I’d ever did it myself, so it was more than a little strange and awkward.  At least it was only a plain tube instead of the oversized butt plug they shoved up my ass on the ranch.

I didn’t bother putting on any clothes or makeup after my shower but took a bit of extra time to make sure my hair was completely dry before returning to the main room.  I think it was an unconscious delaying tactic, since my nerves were acting up at the audacity of the plan we were about to set in motion.

Four pretty Asian girls were patiently waiting for me, which caught me a little off-guard, since I’d been expecting to see a doctor or at least a nurse.  These were beautification experts, and after loosely strapping me down in the chair, attacked me with a speed that made my head spin.

Two of them went to work at permanent hair removal on my legs, while the second two strapped my individual fingers to a board for a manicure.  The hair removal stung like a bitch, so one of them took the time to shove an inflatable gag in my mouth to keep my whining to a minimum.

The manicure was no picnic either.  Once they finished trimming and shaping my nails, they began applying numerous layers of blood red nail polish, using a high-powered heat gun to dry and harden each layer as fast as possible.  It was gonna suck big time if they used the same technique on my feet.

The depilation was thorough, and even though it sucked right now… especially when they did my armpits, I was pleased I’d never have to shave again.  I was less pleased when they exchanged the rings in my nipples and clit for bigger ones of a heavier gauge, but I’d given Master Laste carte blanche for my makeover, so I doubt the girls would’ve stopped even if I tried to complain.

A nurse arrived while my hair was being done, and she took care of the regular exam stuff I’d been expecting, like checking my blood pressure, taking a blood sample, and checking my breasts for lumps.  She also replaced the inflatable gag with one that a dentist might use to keep my mouth wide open for dental surgery, but didn’t pull out a tongue depressor.  I guess that was the doc’s job.

All five of them took care to clean my body from head to toe, strapping me down in the chair quite firmly once they were finished.  The doctor arrived, just as they finished sweeping and mopping the floor, and got straight to work.

His examination didn’t last long, and since the things he did with a speculum and endoscope don’t bear repeating, I’ll skip to his primary purpose; installing a pair of tiny electrodes under my skin.  One went in my wrist, and a second secret one between my toes.

Both could be used to track my location in case the worst happened and I was kidnapped, but the one in my wrist had an additional purpose.  It could be used in place of a keycard and would let me open any of the doors at the club, even if I was fully restrained.  (This was the natural state of affairs for a submissive around here, so it would definitely come in handy.)

Speaking of restraints, as soon as the doctor finished with me, Monica, Master Laste, Mistress Jill, Gary the Gimp, and Sherri all trooped into the room to begin the next phase of my preparation.  It was a lot of people to tie me up, so either they had something truly spectacular in mind, or we were about to have a final meeting before I made my first public appearance as a freelance bondage slut.

It was a bit of both.  Monica and Sherri put my feet in ballet boots with a six inch heel, and my time as a ponygirl had apparently served me well, since the heels didn’t bother me anywhere near as much as they would’ve a month ago.

Mistress Jill filled my lower holes with a large butt plug, a larger dildo, and trapped them in place with a chastity belt that also included a knobby protrusion centered over my clit.  I knew from personal experience that all three items could deliver powerful vibrations and equally powerful shocks, all controlled from a computer, phone, or tablet.

It made it hard to concentrate on Master Laste, who was giving me my final instructions for the night and going over the script he’d prepared.  My performance was going to be in three parts tonight, each more difficult than the last.

The girls were working quite fast on me, so he had to pause his instructions to help lace me into the heavily boned, wasp waist, half cup corset that quite literally took my breath away.  He also assisted in the frightening next step, which was the application of a set of special cuffs and collar.

I’d worn a collar twenty-four/seven for the last two months, and only had use of my arms maybe two percent of the time as well, so the idea of wearing cuffs and a collar wasn’t scary in itself.  The scary part was that these couldn’t be removed unless you had specialized cutting equipment.

The titanium cuffs were incredibly strong, but extremely thin so they wouldn’t get in the way if my arms were put into an armbinder or something.  The D-rings even swiveled to recess all the way down to the interior padding, so they wouldn’t catch on anything if they weren’t being used.

The collar was built along the same lines, and I came close to having a panic attack when I felt it snap shut around my neck.  I’d agreed to the permanent accessories since they included sensors to monitor my wellbeing, as well as secondary radio transmitters and a hidden microphone in the collar, but that didn’t mean I had to like it.  (He originally wanted to use additional cuffs for my elbows, ankles, and knees, but relented when he saw how my jaw dropped and my eyes bugged out at just the thought of so many permanent, kinky adornments.)

A leather armbinder was being slid up my arms when he decided to give me a surprise test.

“On your knees, Oral Sally,” he ordered, unbuckling his belt.

The hands on my arms helped me get to my knees without incident, and I immediately took his cock into my mouth.  As soon as I got him nice and hard, he grabbed my hair and pulled me all the way down his shaft until my nose was mashed against his groin.

“Take your time getting those laces nice and evenly tight, but not too much time or Sally might pass out from the lack of air.”

The first time I met him, he had Monica hold his cock down her throat until she came within a hair of blacking out.  It was a demonstration of the supreme obedience he expected from a submissive, and now it was my turn to prove I would obey.

Monica apparently had a stopwatch, since I heard her call out the time.  Thirty seconds, sixty, ninety… I was seeing spots and my lungs were burning when she called out two minutes, but that’s when he let go and took a step back, pleased I hadn’t tried to struggle too much in an attempt to disobey.  He didn’t even make me finish blowing him!

“Impressive,” he said, while trying to stuff his package back inside his pants.  “If Scarlett can improve your obedience and demeanor that much in a month, I may have to send all the new girls there.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I respectfully replied.

Slipping into the submissive role felt like second nature now.  Maybe my training had more of a profound effect on me than I realized.

“She’ll do.  Put her in the cage and warm her up for the show.  Good luck, Miss Paterson.”

As soon as Monica and Sherri helped me to my feet, Mistress Jill clipped a leash onto my collar and began leading me out the door.  I was hobbled while we rode the elevator down to the main floor, so thirty foot walk to the display cage seemed to take forever, but it helped catch the eyes of the crowd.

The leash was exchanged for a chain hanging from the ceiling in the middle of the cage, and it was just barely long enough that she could put me in a kneeling hogtie.  My new boots weren’t as well padded around the knees as my pony boots had been, but I guess it was a better alternative than standing on my toes all night.

She positioned a box on either side of me, filled my mouth with an oversized sponge ball gag, and hung two bells from my nipple rings before leaning down to say three parting words that instantly got my heart racing.

“Sorry in advance,” she whispered.

An apology from Mistress Jill was so out of character, it scared me more than any threat she could’ve uttered.  Whatever she had set me up for must be extreme, even by club standards!

Once the cage door was locked behind her, she stabbed the screen on her phone, and all three of my toys sprang to life.  The vibrations were incredibly intense at first, but soon changed to a pattern that was completely random as far as I could tell.  It had me moaning in no time flat, however the randomness wasn’t working in my favor at the moment, and I never got a buzz long enough or powerful enough to send me over the top.

After ten or fifteen minutes I began to suspect she’d activated a tease and deny program, similar to the one Connor had used to punish me after I accidentally kicked him on my first night at the ponygirl ranch.  I was scheduled for up to a four hour stint in the cage, and if Mistress Jill was going to keep me on the edge of an orgasm for the entire time, it’s no wonder she apologized.  Four hours of this kind of intense stimulation was almost worse than a caning!

I say almost because right at that moment a man dropped an oversized token into a slot at the front of the cage, and I heard the box on my right start to make some noise.  It clicked about a dozen times, and then without warning a cane swung out and hit me on the top of my breast, just above the nipple.  Those two boxes were some sort of coin operated caning machines!

The blow hurt like hell, and left a thin red line where it landed, but I knew from firsthand experience it wasn’t as severe of a hit as a cane wielded by a pro would’ve been.  Then again, if my tits were gonna get caned for four hours straight, the end result might be a lot worse.  I looked around to see if there was anything about my predicament on one of the monitors scattered around the club, and sure enough, one was displaying the information I sought.

Jingle her bells and win a prize!

Twenty dollars per token, all proceeds go to the disaster relief fund.

Can you be the one to make the pain slut cum?


Arousal level:
 92%


Strokes landed:
 2 / 100

Two strokes out of a hundred?  I realized a moment before it struck that the man had dropped a token to activate the other box, and now a new line of fire bloomed on top of my left breast!  (Yes, it jingled the bell hanging from my nipple.  What was this, fucking Christmas?)

And what was up with calling me a pain slut?  While it was true that a bit of mild pain had enhanced the power of my orgasms in the past, I wasn’t like Jade who could actually cum just from being whipped.  Unfortunately, the three toys working me over down below were doing an admirable job of keeping me incredibly horny, so to the casual observer it must look like I really was getting off on this.  Ninety-two percent arousal level was probably an understatement!

The next guy to step up to the cage dropped a token into each slot simultaneously, and really jangled my bells as I made a futile attempt to avoid the twin blows.  Glancing down, I saw two red lines rising to the surface a hair’s width above the first two.  I was extremely glad I wasn’t going to get hit with all one hundred strokes in the exact same spot, but my tits were only so big, so eventually they’d have to overlap.  This was really, really going to suck when that started happening.

Before it did, something even worse happened; the twenty-first and twenty-second blows landed just below the first lines, square across my nipples!  I was glad Mistress Jill had used such an effective gag tonight, because I sure needed it.

As intense as the fire on my chest was, it barely overshadowed the different kind of fire burning between my legs.  Through bleary eyes I saw the screen was now showing a ninety-four percent arousal level and I was willing to bet the system was programmed to let me achieve orgasm precisely on the one hundredth stroke of the cane, and not an instant sooner.

I had a lot of time to contemplate the prospect, since the club wasn’t very busy yet, and it took well over an hour before I got the first set of overlapping blows on my nipples.  The pain should’ve been enough to drive my arousal level down, but either I had a bit of a pain slut inside me after all, or the insidious toys were compensating to keep it up.

I was close to the next overlap right around the beginning of the third hour, but then my worst nightmare happened.  I saw sergeant Matisse walking my way with a nasty grin on his face, and a pile of tokens in his hands.

“I told the guys at the station you’d wind up back here,” he said, as he dropped a token into each of the slots.  “I offered to buy drinks all night to celebrate my promotion to Lieutenant, so I imagine they’ll all be flocking into the club soon.  It cost a pretty penny, but I also bought up all your remaining tokens, so I can let everyone have a crack at you.”

Son of a bitch!

“Call it payback for the nasty, disgusting things you said before storming out of the station earlier.  Once everyone is here and has seen what kind of slut you really are, we’re gonna dump in all the rest of the coins at once… well, almost all of them.  I’m going to save the last one, frame it along with a picture of you in all your glory, and hang it on the wall behind my desk as a memento of tonight.”

Son of a fucking bitch!  He’d do it too.

I was fuming at his words, but it wasn’t like I could do anything about it now.  Then his words really sank in, and anger was replaced by despair; If my theory was right, I wouldn’t be allowed to cum until I received the last stroke, and if he kept it as a souvenir, that would never happen!

It was going to be a full four hours of sexual torment, followed by a fast burst of breast torture, and no happy ending for me!  And this was just the prelude for the stage show I’d be doing once my stint in the cage was over, which in turn was a warm-up for the real show upstairs in the private member’s only room.

Master Laste had promised to script a truly memorable show for me, but the unexpected arrival of Matisse, and his desire to get a little payback had turned it into something even he couldn’t have foreseen.  This was going to be an interesting night if this was only the start.


Party Entertainment

The asshole had carried out this threat in full, and since he never used that last token, my trio of tormenting toys stayed fully active, keeping me just a hair short of orgasm for the full four hours and beyond.  (Mistress Jill kept me in the cage a little longer than planned, since she didn’t know Matisse was keeping the last one, and wanted to finish the first scene before moving on to the next.)

When she finally figured out that the last token wasn’t going to be used, she snapped her fingers to summon Gary the gimp to her side and had him carry me to the stage.  It was probably a wise maneuver, since I doubt I could’ve made the daunting ten foot journey on my own right now.

He dumped me on the stage like a sack of potatoes, where I was immediately grabbed by both Mistress Jill and Master Brandon and dragged to the center.  The ring on the end of my armbinder was clipped to the floor once I was in position, as was the one on the back of my collar that I didn’t even know was there.  Well, at least I was lying down now.

It was a vast improvement after kneeling for so long, but my reprieve only lasted long enough for them to lock cuffs around my ankles and pull my legs both up and out.  Way, way up and out.

I felt like a ballerina doing the splits upside down by the time they stopped the winches, yet with my arms fastened to the stage floor, it was also like being locked into a strappado.  A third analogy hit me when Master Brandon plucked one of the ropes holding my ankles, and I felt the thrum all the way up and down my leg just like I was an over tuned guitar string.

I was extremely flexible, but this was pushing my limits into new and unexplored territory before the so called ‘tame’ stage show even began!  Yeah, to use a variation on the common expression, I was up shit creek, and it was Mistress Jill holding the paddle.

“Good evening ladies, gentlemen, and submissives,” Master Brandon shouted into a microphone.  “I’d like to welcome each and every one of you to the Argentum Seges
… that’s the Silver Crop for those of you who don’t speak dead languages.  Tonight, we’re going to kick things off in high gear with a special show, and a special young submissive who’s new to the scene.

“Some of you may remember seeing her work in the club last month, but apparently we were too tame for her liking, so she signed up for a month as a lifestyle ponygirl on the Onager Puella
 ranch under the auspices of the dreaded Lady Scarlett.  I guess spending twenty-four hours a day, enduring the excruciating conditions of a working ponygirl in the hot Texas sun wasn’t enough for her either, since she’s back for your personal viewing pleasure, and with a vengeance!

“She hasn’t agreed to any contract with less than a level five severity and hopes to singlehandedly create the entire level six category!  Please give a warm round of applause for the one, the only, Oral Sally!”

That’s funny… I don’t remember being offered any contracts at all, let alone any less than level five; those were something that even experienced subs like Sherri or Monica would hesitate to participate in, if given the choice.  None of this was in the scripted speech Master Laste had told me about!  At least the hearty round of applause was gratifying, if misplaced.

“Due to a technical delay in finishing up her modeling scene, this show will be slightly
 shorter than usual, but that just means we’ll be giving her all she’s craving in a condensed amount of time.  I guarantee she’s wet with anticipation for us to begin, so without further ado, can I please have our lucky level one winners step up to the stage.”

I was definitely wet, but not with anticipation like Master Brandon proclaimed.  Those cursed vibrators were still fucking me over hard, and right now I knew I’d agree to practically anything if only someone would let me cum!

Since Matisse had bought most of the tokens earlier, there were only four people who came up to the stage.  Each one was allowed to give me ten strokes with a flogger made out of surgical tubing, anywhere between the top of my boots and the bottom of my corset.

That left most of my thighs exposed, but of course it was my ass that received most of the strikes.  When Matisse stepped up for his turn at bat, he exclusively targeted the middle of my buttocks, and let loose with a vengeance that left me almost unable to breathe from the strength and speed of his strikes.

Luckily, he was an out of shape piece of shit, so I managed to outlast him by the proverbial cunt hair.  I was only partially proud of that fact, since he actually came within that same hair of making me cum while he whipped the hell out of my ass!

He also threw another wrench into the show by delivering all his strokes in such a rapid fashion.  Ten winners should’ve delivered their ten lashes over the course of an hour, but now it was all over and there was way too much time left with nothing to do.

Mistress Jill decided to improvise by lighting up my inner thighs with a leather strap, while Master Brandon tried to make me struggle by tickling my armpits and using a pinwheel on any exposed flesh between my collar and corset.  Their combined efforts were almost too effective, and they had to pause numerous times to let me catch my breath so I wouldn’t pass out, but I guess it made for one hell of a show.

My mind was pretty foggy by the time they announced the show was over, but I definitely heard the crowd calling for an encore.  I’d already started cursing inside my head by the time Mistress Jill had to regretfully announce an encore wasn’t possible, since I was expected upstairs for Master Laste’s birthday party.  Shit!  I’d forgotten this was just supposed to be my warm-up routine.

The news that it was Master Laste’s birthday came as a surprise, and my mind started running wild imagining all the crazy and kinky things a man like him might expect for party entertainment.  I just hoped there were other girls sharing the duty, or I might not make it through the night!

Gary threw me across his shoulders in a fireman’s carry this time, which was a little easier on my stressed limbs.  Mistress Jill also turned off my trio of buzzing tormentors finally, which was an even bigger relief, although I wished she would’ve given me one good blast out of them first to help ease the tension.  After all, they’d been keeping me aroused for something like five or six hours straight by this point, without the relief of even a single orgasm.

I had a feeling that was about to change when I heard multiple people moaning and screaming in passion as soon as the elevator doors opened.  Raising my weary head, I saw Jade tied between two posts, with a pole pressing into the join of her widely spread legs, and a crisscross of red lines marking her pale skin.

Monica was up there too, or at least I thought it was Monica, based on the ponytail of red hair coming out of the back of the leather hood she wore.  She was bound on top of a sybian machine and looked to be in the throes of an orgasm that made me envious.

The third girl might’ve been Sherri, but she was locked into a pillory and facing the wrong way for me to see her face.  She was currently being taken from behind by Master Laste.

“Sorry for the delay, Claire, but our show downstairs got all fucked up,” Mistress Jill said, giving a striking, middle aged woman a hug.  “She’s all yours now.”

“Put her down so I can see what I have to work with,” she ordered Gary, who immediately complied.

My legs were a little shaky after the two hard scenes downstairs, but I managed to keep to my feet without any help.  She circled me like a hungry predator, running her hands and long fingernails over my body.  I shivered when she scraped those wicked nails over my rock-hard nipples, and almost had an orgasm when she unexpectedly pinched down on one.

She ran a finger along the edge of the chastity belt next, and chuckled when she saw how wet her finger was.  Yeah, I’d been running like a leaky faucet all night, so I’m sure my legs were well coated with my essence by now.

“Yummy,” she said, licking her finger clean.  “How many times have you cum so far tonight?”

Since the words ‘None, Mistress’ didn’t come out too clear through the oversized gag, I shook my head in the negative.

“None?  Hmm, I bet you’re hotter than a firecracker by now.”

I vehemently nodded my head.

“I suppose I should let you earn one then.  After all, everyone knows what a kind and generous Mistress I am,” she said in an overly sweet voice.

Mistress Jill began choking on the champagne she had just started to drink, which led me to believe this Mistress was known for things other than kindness and generosity.

“Claire Grey, you play nice now,” she said once her choking fit had passed.  “She doesn’t have much experience with your kind of games, and we wouldn’t want to wear her out before Edward has a go at her.”

Oh shit… was this the infamous Mistress Grey I’d heard so much about?  She had a reputation that made Mistress Ivy look like a kindhearted kindergarten teacher.  Even Jade was afraid of her!

“I always play nice, and to prove it I’d like you to get her out of those boots and the corset.  After all, they’ll only contribute to wearing her out early, and I have a very
 busy night planned for her.  The name Oral Sally intrigues me.”

While I didn’t like the sound of ‘very busy night’, the relief of getting out of the corset and being able to take a proper breath more than made up for it.  Losing the boots was another welcome and unexpected bonus, so maybe her reputation as a cruel Mistress was overblown.

“Unlock her gag, but hang the key to her belt on her collar for me, please.  I’ve always found a horny slut licks best, so I think I’ll keep her as she is until she earns her reward.  As for you, please feel free to test what’ll happen if I hear even a single word pass those luscious lips of yours.”

Okay, maybe she deserved her reputation after all, and I sure as hell wasn’t going to try that test.  Unless I had a pussy or cock in front of them, my lips were gonna stay safely shut!

“If you’re really worried about her stamina, then I think a change of plans is in order.  Fetch me my little red wagon, gimp!”

Other than the color, her little red wagon bore no resemblance whatsoever to the toy I remember the neighborhood kids playing with when I was young.  It had raised padded bars for my neck and hips, two more pads for my knees were located in front of cutouts in the back so my legs weren’t riding an edge, and several straps to hold me firmly in place.

The bar at my neck was adjustable, and she raised it to perfectly match the height of her crotch when she was sitting down.  The other bar could probably be raised or lowered as well, although I’d have to wait until she removed my belt before I found out for sure.  Hopefully sooner rather than later.

“From a ‘cold start’ it usually takes a talented pussy licker between ten and fifteen minutes to make me lose control,” she said, pulling on the chain attached to the front of the wagon, slowly drawing me closer to her exposed crotch.

“I’ll give you the full fifteen minutes to see if you can live up to the Oral Sally name, or else I might have to give you a new one.  I’m not sure what that might be yet, but I’m sure inspiration will strike after an hour or two of whipping your pussy.  You may begin.”

Fifteen minutes should be a cakewalk, especially since I wasn’t gagged, but you bet your ass I put the extra effort in to make sure she wouldn’t be able to make good on her threat.  Her engine wasn’t exactly cold either, which let me do a proper job of working her up properly, instead of just going for an all-out assault on her clit.

Not that I ignored her clit, but a few minutes with my tongue wiggling around inside her snatch would make the inevitable explosion all the better for her.  Making her happy was the most important thing right now, since it was the only way I had of possibly
 having an easier night.

I knew she was ready when she started slowly grinding her hips, so that’s when I sucked her clit into my mouth and used the tip of my tongue to drive her quickly over the edge.  It was a move I called the devastator, and so far, I had a hundred percent success rate using it.

My record remained intact.  I almost immediately felt her tense up as the rapid flicking of my tongue over her most sensitive bud drove her to a wild sounding orgasm.  While she was still at the height of ecstasy I doubled down, and trapped her clit between my teeth, still licking as fast as humanly possible.

Even with her thighs pressed against my ears, her scream of passion was loud enough to be clearly heard, causing me to smile.  I knew I had plenty of time left, and she hadn’t ordered me to stop yet, so I went for extra credit.

I used the tip of my tongue to slowly circle her clit, and then gave it a fast lick up and down every time I got to the bottom.  After a couple minutes of that I knew she was close to a third orgasm, and since I figured I had to be running short on time, I finished her off with the devastator, and didn’t stop until she pushed me away.

“That was fucking incredible,” she gasped.

Chalk up another success for Oral Sally!

“Can I keep her?” she asked in a louder voice, looking up.

“You can probably borrow her on occasion, but right now she’s freelancing to expand her horizons,” Mistress Jill answered.

“Well she can expand them my way anytime!  I’ll be honest and admit I wasn’t planning on letting her cum until much, much later, but nobody has ever managed to make me cum like that the first time they’ve gone down on me.  Her name is truly well-deserved.”

“She’s good, but not that
 good… I’ve tried her out before, so I know you’re exaggerating.”

“I’m not!  I got ten grand that says you can’t last as long as I did, or get away with anything less than the same three orgasms she gave me.  I’ll even give you better odds by distracting her with her reward while she goes down on you!”

“I’ll take that bet!” Mistress Jill laughed, pulling up a chair.

It was true I’d eaten her out before, but that was before my time at Lady Scarlett’s ranch where I’d picked up a few new tricks.  Mistress Jill was in for one hell of a surprise!

Mistress Grey pushed the wagon away, and then passed the chain to Mistress Jill, so she could pull me into position between her legs.  The smell of her arousal was evident the moment she opened the zipper on her crotch and exposed her puffy mound, so I decided to try to get at least four orgasms out of her.

Some of my confidence evaporated the moment I felt all three toys switch on, but I was determined to win the bet for Mistress Grey, no matter how good they felt.  If she was going to whip my pussy for failing to get her off, I shuddered to think what she’d do to me if I lost a ten grand bet for her!

I started off the same way I did with Mistress Grey, but moved to her clit a little quicker.  I could feel the vibrations between my legs getting stronger and wanted to make Mistress Jill cum before I did or I might be in trouble.

I didn’t really stand much of a chance at holding back the rising tide, but even as I exploded into a much-needed orgasm, I managed to bring her off while my own passion was at its peak.  God, did I ever need that!

It was hard to remember to keep breathing while wave after orgasmic wave crashed over me, let alone keep my tongue moving, but I somehow managed to do both.  I switched to the devastator almost exclusively until I felt her start to squirt for her second orgasm, and then switched to using a figure eight pattern over her clit.

It was too bad I couldn’t risk nibbling on her clit with my teeth, but my second orgasm was well on its way via freight train, and it would be disastrous if I bit down hard when it hit.  Maybe I could save it for a finishing maneuver if I was in between orgasms at the time.

I lost a bit of ground when my next climax struck, since the three buzzing toys were running close to full speed now.  When I began cumming, it happened with an almost overwhelmingly powerful series of sharp, short bursts of pure primal pleasure that just wouldn’t stop, intense enough to make me squirt as well.

The bet was that Mistress Jill would cum at least three times or wouldn’t be able to last the full fifteen minutes, but now it was me who might be the one tapping out!  If I could… was the safe word I was given last month still applicable?  Even if it was, would anyone hear me with her pussy mashed so tight to my face I could barely breathe?

I decided not to test it out and sucked her clit hard and deep into my mouth, so I could lock on with my teeth and give her everything I had left.  I was still twitching from a regular series of miniature aftershock orgasms, but it should be safe enough for now.

I combined every trick I knew into a flurry of activity that was guaranteed to keep her off-balance, knowing this was my best chance to not only win the bet for Mistress Grey, but to crush it out of the park.  I licked up and down, side to side, around and over, and I even managed to roll her clit gently with my teeth by sliding my lower jaw left and right.

I’d have to come up with a catchy new name for this technique, because it devastated her way more than my devastator maneuver ever did!  She almost immediately started squirting and screaming even louder than Mistress Grey, and then a second flood mere seconds after the first began to subside, followed by a third.  I had to let go of her clit as another one of my own orgasms erupted, and she immediately took the opportunity to push me away.

“Enough!” she weakly croaked.  “I give!  You win, Claire.”

“I counted at least four orgasms for sure, and maybe as many as six.  How many really was that, dear?”

“I have no fucking idea,” Mistress Jill replied, sounding a little out of it.

I knew that cum-drunk feeling well, since I was pretty much in the same boat right now.  Thanks for the orgasms, but you can turn the toys off anytime now Mistress Grey.

“All I know is that tongue of hers should be registered as a lethal weapon!”

I enjoyed/endured another massive squirting orgasm before she remembered to shut down my vibrators, and I would’ve collapsed into a heap if the wagon supports hadn’t held me propped up so well.  I needed that release more than anyone around me knew, but too much of a good thing was almost as bad as not enough of it.

“I’ll transfer the money to your account first thing tomorrow morning,” Mistress Jill said, coming back down to Earth.

“Send it to Sally instead.  I heard a rumor she ran into some trouble and had her assets seized.  Even if she latches on to a wealthy benefactor soon… which she undoubtedly will, a little mad money never hurts.”

Ten grand for mad money?  I knew these people were rich, but tossing around that kind of cash with a wave of the hand seemed positively ludicrous to me.

“So, tell me… is she just as good at sucking cock as she is at licking cunt?” Mistress Grey asked.

“Better.  She has absolutely no gag reflex, can take a cock so deep down her throat I wouldn’t be surprised to see it come out the other end, and can hold her breath even longer than Monica!”

“Now who’s exaggerating,” Mistress Grey chuckled.

“Care to go double or nothing?”

“I already gave my winnings away,” Mistress Grey reminded her.  “But sure… twenty grand says she can’t hold at least an eight inch cock down her throat for a full ninety seconds, with an additional grand for every second plus or minus from the target mark.”

I wanted to warn her I’d spent two full minutes with Master Laste’s eight inch cock in my mouth earlier, but they were already shaking hands, so the bet was sealed.  I couldn’t even throw the contest, since Mistress Jill had seen me in action earlier.

“Hey Edward!” Mistress Grey shouted.  “You got a minute or ten?”

“What’s up?” he replied, sauntering over.

“You, in a minute,” she chuckled.  “Can you help us settle a bet?”

Master Laste tried to defer since it hadn’t been that long since he finished with Sherri on the stage, and he said he was feeling old on this, his twenty-first birthday.  He said his age with a straight face, but there was no way he was only twenty-one.  (I found out later this was at least his sixth annual twenty-first birthday party, so he was probably closer to thirty by now.)

They spent a few minutes enjoying some good natured back and forth banter and teasing, but he eventually agreed.  He whipped out his cock and waited in front of me while Mistress Grey raised the level of my head, giving me time to wonder which of Sherri’s holes it had last been in.  I couldn’t tell from the brief look I’d had, but I thought he’d been fucking her in the ass, and now that same cock was about to go in my mouth!

I only had time for a brief prayer that I was wrong before I felt the tip brush against my lips, and taking a deep breathe, sucked the head inside my mouth.  I immediately tasted the familiar sweet, salty, musky essence of a woman and breathed a sigh of relief.  I took more of him into my mouth with confidence now, and he rose admirably to the challenge.

Once he was fully erect I tried something new, opened my mouth as wide as I could, and positioned my head very carefully before slowly plunging forward.  My hot breath was the only thing he felt until his bulbous head hit the back of my throat, and I clearly heard him gasp in both pleasure and surprise at my latest maneuver.

I didn’t have enough mobility to bob my head perfectly, but it was good enough to drive him absolutely wild.  It only took a couple of minutes before he was forced to take a step back and tell them to start the timer for the bet, or he might not last long enough to see it through!  I took that as a compliment, since he had more self-control than any man I’d ever met.

Stepping back like he did gave me plenty of time to take some deep breaths, but just as he stepped forward, Mistress Grey cheated.  She turned all three vibrators back on just as the head of his cock hit the back of my throat, and my involuntary gasp almost made me choke on it!

I managed to recover somehow, and despite my resolve to keep Mistress Grey happy, I hated cheaters.  I was going to keep him all the way down my throat until I either won the bet or died trying!

I could feel the urgency begin in my lungs by the time someone called out the thirty second mark, and I was only at sixty when the burn began to get real.  My vision was beyond blurry when I passed the ninety second mark and won the bet, but I’ll be damned if I pulled back now… just like when I was pleasuring Mistress Jill, I didn’t want to simply win, I wanted to crush it!

Things were going grey when I heard a faint voice in the distance call out two minutes, but I refused to back off.  I think I actually blacked out for a moment or two, since the next thing I knew I was in mid-orgasm, there was the salty taste of a man’s cum in my mouth, and I could breathe again.

When my head stopped spinning, I distinctly heard Mistress Jill claim eighty-two grand for winning the bet, and then almost passed out again when I heard her donate the entire amount to the Oral Sally retirement fund.  These people were fucking insane with how casually they threw around such vast amounts of money!

I wasn’t about to complain, since I was the recipient of all their largess, but it still made me shake my head in wonder.  I’d made more than a full year’s salary in the short time I’d been here, and the night was still young.

Neither one of them seemed interested in betting anymore, but apparently my work had just begun.  Mistress Grey wrapped the wagon chain around Gary’s latex-clad cock, and had him pull me around the room to see if anyone else wanted to sample my unparalleled mouth.

There were more takers than I could easily count over the next couple of hours, so I didn’t even bother to try.  All I knew was that Mistress Grey was worried about me getting sick if I swallowed all that cum, so she had the guys shoot their load over my face or into my hair.

I knew she was trying to humiliate me after making her lose her bet, but she might’ve actually had a point; I heard a story once about a gay rock singer who had to go to the hospital after reputedly swallowing over two liters of semen.  I wasn’t sure if it was true or not, but I didn’t want to find out the hard way.

Once she’d made a full round of the room she sat in front of me to see if it was a fluke with how hard I’d made her cum earlier, but even with a tired tongue I managed to bring her off twice in the allotted fifteen minutes.  Oral Sally was still the queen!

Mistress Grey was enough of a cunnilingus connoisseur to recognize that my mouth was damn near worn out as far as eating pussy was concerned, so she parked me in front of the stage, raised the bar under my hips, and removed the incredibly misnamed chastity belt and accompanying toys.

“Her throat may be good for a few more cocks, but her tongue’s just about had it.  In case anyone is interested in seeing what else she has to offer, the other end is now open for business!” she called out.

It had been quite some time since I’d had my last orgasm, so even though I was fairly well worn out by this point, I remained horny as hell.  Cumming with a real cock inside me would be a nice way to finish the night, and with how tight I was bound to the cart, I wouldn’t even have to do any of the work.

“I better make sure your tongue gets some rest,” Mistress Grey said, kneeling in front of me with a gag in her hands.  “I have a lot of plans for it, and want it well rested the next time we meet.”

She shoved a mass of soft rubber into my mouth and buckled the three straps of the covering panel behind my head.  Another strap went under my chin, each was then locked shut, and a bulb was screwed into place on the front, so she could pump the gag up.

The soft bladder felt more like a rock by the time she was done inflating it and would’ve silenced me quite thoroughly if it wasn’t for the small tube that ran through it.  Not that I could utter a word, but it made a strange whistling noise when I breathed through it, so I wasn’t completely silent.

She blew me a kiss, and then, without another word she got up and went to join a group of people at a nearby table for a drink.  I was left pretty much alone at this point, although a few people fondled and groped me in passing, and one Master decided to adorn my breasts with a set of clover clamps and heavy lead weights.  I figured the orgy was winding down by this point, and wished someone would get me off of the cart so I could stretch, clean up, and get some rest.

Just as I thought that, I felt a set of hands begin to rub my ass.  One of the hands moved to my pussy and I felt two fingers slip inside my still very wet tunnel.  Those fingers began working in and out, hitting the good spot nicely, although not as nice as a cock would have.

Just as I was getting into it, I felt something cold and wet land in the small of my back.  The other hand rubbed it around a bit, and then I felt two fingers press for access to my other passage.  The stuff on my back was some sort of very slick grease, because the fingers slid past my rosebud with surprising ease.

Those fingers occasionally went back for more grease until the entire dollop was in or around my hole, and I hoped it didn’t mean something large enough to need all that lube was coming my way next.  The other hand hadn’t stopped playing with my pussy the entire time, and I was worked up enough by now to really want it in that hole, not the other.

Surprisingly, I got my wish.  I felt the unmistakable presence of a real live cock sliding past my labia, and all the way in to the end.  Whoever this guy was, he had a cock and a half!

His thrusts were hard and fast but spaced out enough to let me know he was going to take his time.  A part of me wished he’d start pounding me like a veal cutlet, but I had to admit his technique was going to make the end result something special.  My breathing had started out matching his pace, but the closer I got to orgasm, the faster and louder the whistling became.

I was a hair away from cumming when he suddenly pulled out and plunged into my well-greased back door.  No!  I’d been so close, and now the chances of cumming were somewhere between slim and none.  Just to add insult to injury, he began pounding into me like I’d wished him to do a few minutes earlier!

I felt him fill me with his hot seed, and wanted to scream my frustration at not getting to cum.  There was no doubt in my mind he’d done it quite deliberately, but like always, there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it except to hope the next guy would be more generous with me.

The funny thing was I don’t think he left me hanging to be deliberately cruel, only to assert his power over me.  Controlling my orgasms was the ultimate demonstration of the power he held over me, even more so than the stringent bondage I was in, or the corporeal punishment I’d received earlier.

Control took many different forms, now that I thought about it, but in the end, each and every one of them came to the same end.  Power… you either had it or you didn’t.  Sex was usually a pretty big goal for a regular person, but to these people it was simply a means to an end.

My oral skills had been in high demand due to the curiosity factor involved after the bets, but once my mouth was plugged I became just another piece of ass.  Now that I thought of it, I realized I might not be seeing much action for the rest of the night.

It was amazing the kind of insights that come to you while waiting to find out when and where the next cock is gonna stick you.  I’d have to keep it in mind when I moved forward and ‘expanded my horizons’ as he’d put it, with the Doms and Dommes who ran in different circles from Master Laste.  It was all about the power.

I was still contemplating the power and control situation when I realized I heard Mistress Jill’s voice behind me.

“You’ve been a good boy tonight, your duties are done, and it is a party,” she said.  “You may take your reward as often as you like until dawn.”

“Thank you, Mistress, you are very generous to this unworthy one.”

It was Gary the gimp’s voice, and about two seconds later it was Gary the gimp’s cock sliding inside my pussy and going at it like a bunny in springtime.  He wasn’t going to go for any kind of power trips with me, since his Mistress only let him free the beast on special occasions.

I’d definitely get the orgasm I was craving with Gary, but then I realized I might be in for a lot more than I’d bargained for.  Dawn was a long time away, he had enough stamina to last for days, and his cock recovered frighteningly fast.  Even as the electric pleasure of an orgasm began racing through my veins, I knew my night would last a lot longer than I thought, but at least I wouldn’t be ignored and bored.


The Medieval Modeling Gig

The timing of Master Laste’s birthday party was serendipitous, since it meant a lot of people who didn’t normally frequent the club were in attendance that night.  A lot of them were what he referred to as specialists, and they were always looking for new talent… or fresh meat.

When Monica knocked on my door the next evening, (I slept all fucking day when I was finally released after the party) she was carrying a ream of slave contracts and job offers thicker than a phone book.  Master Laste’s plan had worked even better than we’d hoped, and she sat down with me over coffee to help me sort through them.

Some were easy to toss in the reject pile, since I had no desire to become a lifelong slave for someone, and in fact anything longer than a week became an automatic no.  I also rejected out of hand the guy who wanted to use me as a human toilet for the weekend, since that sounded just plain disgusting.  I couldn’t help but laugh when I saw Mistress Grey had made three separate offers for my services, so I guess I’d really
 impressed her.

The first offer I agreed to accept was from a LARP group (Live Action Role Players) who liked to take the realism of their games to the next level.  The girl they’d hired to be a prisoner in their medieval dungeon had fallen sick, and since category five bondage models were in short supply, they were willing to pay a staggering amount of money for a thirty-six hour contract.

It was perfect for our needs since it would give me exposure to the right people, and the money they offered fit in well with my cover story.  The only downside was I needed to go there tonight, and I was still quite stiff, sore, and tired from my performance at the club.  I said fuck it, and had Monica make the arrangements for that job and a few others while I hopped in the shower.

The deal was done by the time I emerged fifteen minutes later, and we went straight over to the club for my pickup.  Master Laste had a helipad on top of the building, and from there it was almost an hour flight to the clearing in the woods that was our destination.

A man with a long, braided beard opened the door and extended a hand to help me out the moment we touched down.  He guided me to a path at the edge of the clearing so we could talk away from the noise of the helicopter.

“Greetings fair damsel, I am known in these parts as King Frederick the Third, and I will be your host for the next day and a half.  Strip.”

His jovial tome and formal greeting were such that I almost missed the casual way he’d just ordered me to take off my clothes.  Luckily, I was only wearing a simple dress and no underwear, so it only took a moment to comply.

“Thy strange footwear too,” he said, holding out his hand.

I kicked off my pumps and handed everything to him.  He dashed back to the helicopter, tossed my stuff inside, and then ran back.  He waited for the pilot to take off and fly away before turning down the path, gesturing for me to follow him.

He had a horse tethered by a stream in another clearing and took a heavy saddlebag off its flanks before turning back to me.

“Use the stream if thy body has the need, but be quick to return.  We have a long journey ahead of us, and darkness falls quick at this time of year.”

I’d gone just before I left, but I squatted over the turbid water anyway.  Nerves always make me want to pee.

He tossed me what I thought were a pair of dirty old rags when I returned, but it was actually the costume he expected me to wear.  The material was very coarse and crude, made out of homespun hemp or sisal threads, and was as scratchy and uncomfortable as it was brief.  The crude tunic ended just below my boobs, and the small strip of cloth I had to use for a skirt barely covered half my ass.

The next thing out of the bag was a huge iron collar that had to weigh at least ten pounds, and the edge rested uncomfortably on top of my shoulders.  The shackles and manacles he put on me next were just as heavy and cumbersome, as were the chains he used to connect everything.

“Any last words?” he asked, holding up a peeled stick with two leather thongs dangling from the ends.

When I shook my head no, he pressed the stick into my mouth and had me turn around so he could tie it in place behind my head.  It reminded me of a ponygirl bit with the way it dug into the corners of my mouth, and I was already having some trouble with it since he tied it very tight.

He knotted a rope to the chain between my wrists and tied off the other end to a snaffle at the back of his saddle before taking his seat.

“Try to keep up, wench!” he barked, before clucking his tongue and giving the horse a nudge.

He kept his horse at a walk, but the path was covered in moss and mud, so I had some trouble keeping my balance.  I thought the slimy crap was better than gravel would’ve been on my bare feet, but that was before I slipped, fell, and was dragged through the mud for several paces before I managed to get my feet under my again.

If he noticed my fall, he gave no indication.  It was full dark by the time we arrived at his castle, about an hour and three falls later, and I was covered in mud from head to toe.

A uniformed guard rushed up to take the reins once we crossed the drawbridge, and he ordered me taken straight to the dungeon.  He called me a runaway servant he caught while he was out hunting, and said I needed to learn a lesson or two.

The guard put the rope on my collar and used it like a leash to pull me down to the bowels of the castle, and into a scarily real looking dungeon and torture chamber that was already in use.  He pulled me past a hooded and well-muscled torturer who was busy whipping a man chained spread eagle to the wall, adding fresh red stripes to an already heavily marked back.  I gulped, hoping I wasn’t in for the same kind of rough treatment.

He pushed me into a small cell that had a thin layer of moldering straw on the bottom and gave me two buckets.  One was for night soil, and the second held clean water so I could wash up a little.  He also cut the thong holding the stick in my mouth but left it for me to take out on my own.

I wasn’t sure if I’d get any food or water any time in the near future, so I took a good long drink before fouling it with the mud I had to clean off.  Since he hadn’t given me a washcloth, I wiggled out of my skirt, cleaned it as best as I could, and used that to wipe the bulk of the grime off my body.

I was able to get my tunic over my head and down to my wrists so I could wring the worst of the mud out, and once I figured I was about as clean as I was likely to get, decided to leave it there until it dried a little.  The dungeon was cool, but not terribly so, and it wasn’t like the thing provided any real warmth or comfort anyway.  In point of fact, the rough weave was quite annoying when it scraped across my nipples.

I thought it was a little odd that they’d paid such an exorbitant amount of money to simply let me rot alone in a cell, until I saw the telltale red glow of a blinking LED in one of the corners.  It was a camera, and something I hadn’t counted on.  Was this adventure going to wind up on the internet?  I sure as hell hope not.

Over the next several hours I heard screams coming from several different voices coming from the main torture chamber, and decided a camera was the least of my worries.  I couldn’t see what was going on out there, but mixed in with the screams was a lot of grunts and groans that led me to believe torture wasn’t the only thing going on tonight, yet I was left alone in my cell.  I even fell asleep for a while, and awoke to see the hooded man pulling me to my knees by the rope on my collar.

“It’s time for thy lesson, wench,” he growled, and then cackled like a villain in a late night movie.

Oh yeah, this wasn’t gonna be good.

He kept pulling until I was all the way on my feet and even further, by turning away with the rope over his shoulder.  He had at least a foot and a half of height on me, so it was difficult to keep pace with him into the main room.  When he gave me some slack and stepped away, I saw the room was full of mostly well-dressed people, and a scattering of chained and naked servants.

“Where shall we start her lessons, Milord?”

“I haven’t decided what her real punishment should be, however, methinks one or mayhap two bells on the Judas Cradle might provide her with ample time for reflection on what her crime means.”

“Very good, Milord,” the torturer said, pulling me to the right.

The Judas Cradle was basically a stool with a pyramid on top, capped by a large wooden dildo.  He locked a chain from the ceiling to the middle of the one connecting my wrists and cranked on a winch until I was suspended several feet in the air.  The permanent cuffs I wore underneath theirs helped prevent the cuffs from really digging into my skin, but it still hurt.  Once I was hanging just above the phallus, he turned back to the King.

“Shall it be the anus or the vagina, Milord?” he asked.

“Since this is her first offence, impaling her in her vagina will suffice, but I want her bridled to ensure she doesn’t make an unseemly amount of noise that might distract me from the rest of the duties to which I must regretfully attend.”

“As you wish, Milord,” he said with a bow.

This wasn’t going to be fun, but if I had to spend some time on that goofy stool, having that thing up my snatch was infinitely preferable to having it up my bum.  I’d also grown quite used to wearing a bridle from my time on the ponygirl ranch, so that wouldn’t be too bad either.

He slathered a handful of grease on the pole before impaling me on it, and once about four or five inches of it was inside me, he left to go get the bridle.  Unfortunately, these medieval freaks had a different definition of what a bridle was.

Its full name was the scolds bridle, sometimes referred to as a brank, and it was the ultimate in ancient silencing techniques.  It was basically an open cage that went over my face and around my head, with a pair of plates that went inside my mouth and pressed uncomfortably against the roof of my mouth and held my tongue down.

Locking the cage over my head also pressed a wide metal plate against my lips, but the final and worst part of it was when he tightened a metal piece underneath my jaw that forced my mouth completely and painfully shut.  This was just about the worst gag imaginable and was going to be torture all on its own, even if they did nothing else to me!

Naturally things immediately got worse the moment that thought crossed my mind.

I was lowered the rest of the way onto the dildo and pyramid, weights were tied to my ankles, and a very heavy set of nipple clamps was snapped in place on my chest.  This was going to be heavy endurance bondage at its finest… or worst from my point of view.

The heavy nipple clamps were awful, and the gag truly terrible, but it wasn’t long before having all my weight press onto the Judas chair made me forget those minor discomforts.  It felt like I was slowly being split in two, and I was only pulled up by my wrists to take the weight off my crotch for about one minute every fifteen as a so-called break.

The king amused himself by joining in on the torture of the man from earlier, and another woman who was strapped down on a rack, but after the fourth repetition of my brief respite, he sat back in his throne, snapped his fingers, and called for his court jester.

“I grow weary and bored.  Play me a tune, fool,” he ordered.

“Immediately, my king!” the jester replied, nodding his head so hard and fast, the bells on the ends of his hat were ringing out like a fire alarm.

He rushed my way and sat below me so he could turn a crank built into the base of the chair.  I immediately heard the twangy notes you’d expect to find coming out of a cheap music box, but it did a whole lot more as well.  Every note and twang resonated inside the dildo I was impaled on, and the overall effect was no different from any vibrator I’d ever felt.

Well… that’s not completely true.  The thumping pulse of each note was slower, but much, much stronger than the vibrators I was used to!  Slowly but surely, the song he played on his music box was playing an even more devastating tune on me, and a new feeling began to make my torture fade into the background.

I not only welcomed the distraction, but embraced it with every fiber of my being.  The endorphins, beta-endorphins, dopamine, adrenaline, and other lovely chemicals my body was pumping into my veins was turning my pain into pleasure at a staggering rate, and it wouldn’t be long before it pushed me all the way.

A part of me was dreading the moment when the jester or king realized I was close to cumming and stopped the pleasure I felt, but neither of them seemed to care.  The jester switched arms occasionally to keep the crank turning at the proper rate, but the king wasn’t even watching me anymore.  He was busy sodomizing the man they had chained to the wall,  going about it quite energetically!

I was unable to tear my eyes away from the scene until the song playing between my legs hit a crescendo that pushed me over the edge, and I began unwisely thrashing and moaning in passion.  Even as fireworks of ecstasy were going off inside my head, I recognized the need to stay as still and silent as possible, but that only seemed to make my orgasm stronger.  It was like I was hyper-aware of the pleasure being given / had forced upon me.

It was once, twice, three times an orgasm before he stopped turning the crank and let me come down to Earth again, but I found out a minute later the break was only so he could change the innards of the music box, so it would play a different tune.  When he resumed turning the handle, I was both pleased and dismayed to find it felt even faster and more powerful than before!

He might kill me with kindness if he kept me cumming for the entire second hour, but at least it would be a better way to go than from experiencing the excruciating torture of the Judas chair and my other restraints!  Don’t bother to ask how many orgasms I had while impaled on the thing, because I honestly have no idea.  All I know is that by the time I was finally raised off it and lowered to the floor, I couldn’t have stood if my life depended on it.

“Hast thou made a decision regarding the wench’s fate yet, Milord?” The torturer asked, holding onto the back of the scold bridle cage to keep me on my knees.

“Possibly,” he mused.  “But she’s in a most unclean state at the present time, and it wouldn’t be seemly if I soiled my hands on her filthy body.  Have someone wash her whilst I prepare.”

“As thou commands, Milord,” he said, clapping his hands to summon assistance.

The chains between my ankles and wrist were replaced by long wooden poles, and then connected together so I was in a sort of spread hogtie.  Four people used those poles to carry me up the stairs, out the back of the castle, and over to a small pier on the river.

Chains were quickly attached to the four corners, and without warning I was lifted up, swung over the roiling water, and plunged into the frigid depths.  When I was raised above the surface again, I caused myself a fair amount of pain by choking, coughing and sputtering around the scold’s bridle I still wore.  They hadn’t held me under for that long, but I’d been caught off-guard, and I silently vowed they wouldn’t get me like that again.

The rags I wore were cut away and allowed to float away on the current, so they could clean me properly for the king.  That involved a cat-o-nine tails with strand about an inch wide, which would’ve been fine if wet leather didn’t suck so much when it was forcefully accelerated before landing against bare skin.

I was dunked into the river dozens of time, but I only counted thirty seconds before I was brought back into the air each time, and I could hold my breath for that long at a shot until the cows came home.  I almost wished they’d leave me under longer, since my cleansing back on the surface was a far less pleasant prospect.

They definitely removed the last of the dirt on my body, and probably a layer or two of skin before they hauled me back inside the castle, and into a well-appointed bed chamber.  I was tied tightly to the four corners of the ornate four poster bed and left alone once again.  Even with the scold’s bridle still clamped in and over my mouth, I almost immediately fell asleep.

***

I was awoken to the dim glow of a single candle by a young girl wearing an ornate robe, who was perched on the edge of the bed and gently shaking my shoulder.

“Please don’t make a sound, or my father will be quite wroth,” she whispered, leaning close.

Like I could’ve managed more than a peep with this fucking scold’s bridle wrapped around my face.

“I have heard a rumor about the pleasure peasants such as you hath the ability to deliver upon each other, and therefore am burning with curiosity to discover the truth of the matter.  Dost thou know of what I speak?”

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes before nodding my head yes.

“Oh joyous day,” she crooned.  “If I remove this foul contraption from your head, wilt thou show me this wondrous thing?”

I nodded my head much quicker this time.  I’d gladly lick her all night if it got this evil contraption off my face!  It seemed to take her forever before she managed to figure it out, but just before the brank was removed from my mouth, she leaned close to give me a warning.

“Hist!  Make not a sound, or the guards outside thy chamber will be quick to alert my father and we’ll both be in big trouble!”

She pulled the cage off my face a moment after I nodded my understanding and tossed it to the far side of the massive bed we were on.  She shuffled backwards off the bed so she could get to her feet and slip out of the robe she wore, revealing her naked, well formed, and almost pearlescent pale body.

She slowly crawled back onto the bed until she straddled my head, changed her mind, and then did a one-eighty before lowering her mound to my lips.

“Teach me the pleasures of the flesh,” she ordered with a hint of steel in her voice as she dropped her already wet pussy onto my lips.

I had a feeling she was looking for more of a long, drawn out encounter rather than getting off as fast as possible, so I took my time with her.  I had no way of telling time, but I bet I kept her aroused for close to a half hour before I hit her with the enhanced version of the devastator and rocked her to such a powerful series of orgasms that she couldn’t contain her screams of pure, raw, primal, carnal lust.

She was still in the middle of orgasm when the doors burst open, and a group of guards burst through the door.

“Seize her!” a voice commanded, directing two guards to grab the girl who was so cum drunk at the moment, she barely knew what was happening.  By the time her mind could focus again, she had her hands bound behind her back, her ankles were tied together, and the scold’s bridle was halfway secured in her mouth.

I kept silent with great difficulty at the rough treatment she received, but was too scared to draw attention to myself.  These people played their game with so much realism it was honestly scary.

“We await thy instructions, Prince Casper,” a dull sounding guard announced.

She was trussed up like a pig, and had a pole slipped between her wrist and ankle binds so she could be easily carried, but was simply held in place while the prince decided our fate.

“Take my slut of a sister to the pit of despair while I deal with this evil wench,” he commanded with a negligent wave of his hand.  “Feel free to begin her torment in a manner that suits her crime… I may be some time before I arrive to pronounce her final sentence.”

When the doors boomed shut behind him, he reached up to his neck and undid the clasp holding his cloak in place.  When it fell to the floor, I saw he was wearing nothing beneath it, and his manhood was unmistakably rampant.

“Thou art the lowest of the lowliest slut serfs in our kingdom, but I may have use for one such as yourself, as long as my alchemist is correct,” he said, crawling up onto the bed and between my legs.  “He claims this potion he concocted for me shall keep steel within my manhood until three chimes of the clock shall sound, and I wish to test the efficacy of this wondrous brew.”

He stopped crawling when he was between my legs and paused only to make a final threat.

“Do not use any of thy witch’s trick on me, for I am well versed in recognizing the evil arts and will be quick to send thee to the torment if you try anything untoward.”

Without any further ado he adjusted his position slightly and slid his hard cock deep inside me.  Eating out the so-called princess and experiencing her passion firsthand had gotten me flooding as well, so he encountered no resistance whatsoever.

I had to admit he was a pretty fucking good lay, but he kept his thrusts to the same slow pace he started with, possibly hoping to keep it up for the full three hours.  I didn’t think it likely he could last that long without blowing his stack, but I wanted to get on his good side, so I firmly kept my own passion in check until I sensed he was getting close.

I had enough slack in the ropes holding my legs apart, so I could pull them slightly together as I clenched down on his prick with my snatch and did my best to finish him off in a mutual explosion of ecstasy.  It worked like a dream, and we shared an orgasm that seemed to go on forever.

Even his heavy weight on my chest couldn’t disturb the wonderful effects of the soporific afterglow I enjoyed, but that only lasted for a few minutes before he arose and took several deep breaths.

“The alchemist doth speak truth!  My manhood hath kept form as well as the mighty oak!” he shouted, plunging his cock hard and deep inside me.  “This ‘tis truly a gift, and I must not waste a moment of it!”

I’m not sure how he did it, but I think he managed to fuck me almost non-stop for the entire three hours, and once again I lost track of how many times I came.  I think he still had his cock inside me when I fell asleep, but that was a minor detail considering I was in a far different predicament when I awoke.  Once again, my situation had gone from bad to worse.

***

I was in a chair that felt like it was studded with marbles, and every strap the guards wrapped over my body pushed me harder against them.  They sucked against my legs and arms, but once the straps on my upper body were pulled tight and I felt them press into my back and spine, I thought the king was taking things too far.  It was excruciating!

The scold’s bridle was back in my mouth and over my face, so I couldn’t even attempt to complain, but I sure as hell wanted to.  This new torture was harder than anything Master Laste had described as a level five scene and was quickly getting worse!

Under the king’s direction, his torturers cranked the belts tighter and tighter until I felt like I might explode from the pressure, and all the while he stood directly in front of my face stroking his cock.  He actually came from watching my torture, shooting his load almost directly into my eyes, and then instructed his guards to keep me in the chair for an hour before tossing me into the pit of despair.

I had no clue what the pit entailed, but I would’ve led the way if it got me out of this evil fucking chair!  I was so far beyond my limits by this point, all I wanted to do was end this scene so I could go home and sleep for a month!  Unfortunately, my contract didn’t include a safe word, so I was pretty much fucked until the full thirty-six hours elapsed.

I’m still not sure if it was a lucky break or not, but my introduction to the pit of misery included being suspended in a hogtie, while the prince whipped the shit out of my chest, stomach, and thighs.  Even with the brank in my mouth I couldn’t contain my screams, but just as my torment reached its peak, it suddenly and unexpectedly stopped.

“Irving!  Stop!  Look at what you’ve done!”

Prince Irving?  I didn’t have the brain capacity left to know anything other than the whipping had come to an end, but his name struck me as supremely funny.

“Motherfucker!” he cursed, throwing his whip to the floor.

He tried to make a dash for the door, but the guard who’d called him out made a flying tackle and held him down until help arrived.  Two belts trapped his arms and wrists, with a third cleaving his mouth, yet he continued to struggle until the king arrived.

“Status report,” he barked.

“Irving crossed the limits and drew blood,” the guard who’d called him off said, poking his thumb back towards me.

The king gave Irving a disgusted look, kicked him in the ribs quite hard, and then came over until we were eye to eye.  He wiped a tear from the corner of my eyes before ordering my release and pulled up a chair.

“Contract violated and voided,” he said once the brank was pulled from my mouth.  “Do you wish retribution?”

I couldn’t really speak well yet, but the inquisitive noise I made served the purpose.

“The terms of this kind of contract are inviolate, and anyone breaking them can be sentenced to a ten-fold punishment of each and every torment the afflicted has suffered during his or her tour of duty.  Do you claim this right against my son?”

While I thought about it, he had the guards pull him next to us and prop him up in a kneeling hogtie.  The look on his face was one of pain, anguish, torment… and remorse.  I knew he hadn’t meant to draw blood, but had either slipped up, or had gotten carried away.  Heck, if they hadn’t told me he’d broken skin, I wouldn’t have known.

“I don’t believe he did it on purpose, so I shall not require any retribution,” I finally said.

From the look of relief and gratitude in his eyes, I knew I’d just made a friend who owed me a big favor in one of the specialist circles I needed to crack, and despite how hard I’d been used, I counted this foray as a complete success.

Everything would be right in the world as long as I had a week or two to rest and recuperate.  Unfortunately, Monica had acted quickly on the other contracts I’d approved, so even though I didn’t know it at the moment, my respite was to be short lived.  There were unexpected perks, though.

King Frederick compensated me for my troubles and generosity towards his son by using a jewel encrusted goblet to shovel gold coins out of a treasure chest before I left, and then tossed the cup into the bag as well.  The bag had to weigh at least ten pounds from the gold coins alone, and if the jewels in the cup were real, I was suddenly a very wealthy woman.

These specialists were weird, but they sure didn’t stint on the payments!


The Specialists

Specialists were, by definition, people who enjoyed one particular kink.  I think I saw most of them over the next couple of weeks, and some of them still made me shake my head.

Prince Casper… or Irving as he was more commonly known as, helped me make a ton of introductions into their otherwise closed circle of friends.  It was slightly annoying to have him hover over me at so many of the jobs I took, but it also gave me a sense of security since there was no way in hell he’d let anything happen to me.  He was a strange combination of guard dog and loyal puppy.

He obviously couldn’t come with me when I had private contracts with a specialist, but most of those guys were pretty nice, if a little weird in one particular way.  It was providing me with a first-class education into fetishes I hadn’t even known existed.

The first one I thought really odd was a businessman who had me arrive at his office at six in the morning, so he could tie me up before anyone arrived.  I was tightly bound naked underneath his desk, facing his chair with my knees spread wide and my arms crossed behind me.

He didn’t use a gag on me, so given my reputation I naturally assumed I’d be spending the day with a mouthful of cock, but he only unzipped his pants long enough to stuff some silk handkerchiefs down the front of his pants.  What he did remove was his shoes and socks, and he spent almost the entire day diddling me with his big toes.

He kept it up through meetings, phone calls, or when his secretary stepped inside the office for various reasons, and he brought me off several times throughout the day.  There was enough of a wet spot on the front of his pants by the end that I knew he’d gotten off somehow as well, but I never even saw his cock.

He thanked me once the building was empty and I was released, tossed me a fat stack of twenties for a tip, and called me a cab.  It takes all kinds I guess.

Another weird one that really stood out was a wife who had this thing for dressing her husband up like a baby… or maybe it was him that had the thing for it.  Either way, I got the same treatment he did for a day and a night.

To ensure I could only crawl, my arms and legs were folded back and tied off similar to when Lady Scarlett turned me into her pet puppy, I was dressed in a diaper, and had a King Kong sized pacifier stuck between my lips.  He was outfitted the exact same way, and we slept in tall, narrow cribs to ensure we couldn’t wander off.

She jerked him off in his diaper every six hours to help him sleep when it was nap time, but left me mostly alone until the last one, when she asked if I would like to play with my rattle for a while since I wasn’t tired, and I foolishly nodded yes.  The rattle was actually a magic wand vibrator, and after tying it firmly against my mound and replacing my diaper, she turned it on and left it running on ‘tornado’ speed for several hours and countless orgasms.  When she finally returned and asked if I was going to be a good girl and take my nap now, you bet your ass I was!  I slept like a log through the remainder of my contract, but she didn’t seem to mind.

One of the more challenging jobs was with a guy who had a fetish known as agalmatophilia.  It involved turning me into a human doll and was so hard because I wasn’t allowed to make a single move on my own or utter any sound whatsoever.

The costumes were a bit of a challenge too.  It started off with a flesh tone catsuit that covered every inch of my flesh, and even had inserts for my pussy, anus, and mouth.  The one for my mouth also included a ring gag to ensure that hole stayed open whenever he wanted to use it, just like if I was a blowup sex doll.

He used me in all three holes, but I wasn’t allowed to cum at any point, since staying completely silent during orgasm was unlikely, and breaking character would’ve ruined it for him.  I got fairly worked up at one point, but the latex sheath inside my pussy helped reduce the sensations I felt while he went at it, and I was able to control myself.

He spent most of his time dressing me in various outfits, only half of which involved bondage.  He dressed me up like a cheerleader to take me from behind, tied spread eagle on the bed in a nurse’s uniform for ‘regular’ sex, and put me in a corset, posture collar, and ballet boots to use my mouth.

I also spent some time handcuffed as a policewoman, but he never touched me during that one, and actually left the house to go out for dinner.  He put me in a fancy wedding dress and gave me a hard screwing that almost made me pop my cork before he finished, but then I was put away for the night.

He had a tubular vertical display case with a bright light above to keep me prominently displayed, and several hard restraint points to ensure I stayed upright.  I was strapped to a pole behind my back, had solid steel cuffs added to my wrists, upper arms, thighs, and ankles, and a final pole with a dildo on top that went up between my legs.

I hoped I might be able to get off from the dildo, but I was restrained too tightly to get any up and down movement, and it didn’t vibrate or anything either, so it was a hard, uncomfortable night.  He stood in front of me and jerked off when he awoke the next morning, but then released me from my restraints and left me alone so I could peel off the costume and clean everything for next time.

I wasn’t sure there’d be a next time, at least with me, especially since he didn’t even give me a tip.  I found out later the lack of a tip meant he had long term or even permanent interest in me, but the interest was all on his end.  Spending the rest of my life as a human doll would be boring as hell, especially if I wasn’t allowed to cum!

As if to make up for that one, my next clients were a two-girl team that had a huge fetish with doing it in water, and liked to play games doing it.  We started off by playing tag in their Olympic sized swimming pool, and whenever the person who was ‘it’ got caught, they were brought to orgasm before the game continued.

The second game involved playing catch with a butterfly vibrator strapped over our clits, and not catching a throw meant that person had the strength of the vibrations turned up.  Every orgasm earned that person a point, and lowest points won the game, although not as far as I was concerned; I won big time by losing.

Once the games were over we went to soak in the hot tub for a while, and being able to hold my breath was a real benefit for me, since I had to eat them out underwater to three more orgasms each.  They returned the favor, but didn’t have the lung capacity I did, and had to alternate dives when it was my turn.

All three of us slept together on a waterbed, but all we did was sleep.  Before I left they invited me to a big pool party they were hosting next month, and damned if I didn’t want to accept even if I finished my real mission before then.  Time would tell.

A few people had a thing for kinky games in public, and I spent one night at a rave with a pair of ben wa balls in my pussy, and a sound activated vibe over my clit.  His goal was to make me cry uncle from having too many orgasms on the crowded dance floor, but I outlasted the batteries in the thing, and won a nice little bonus for doing so.

Another guy took advantage of my chastity belt with its trio of toys and played with me while we sat through a fancy seven course meal and an opera afterwards.  I wasn’t allowed to cum until the fat lady sang, which gave the term “grand finale” a whole new meaning for me.

I even got to experience being on top for once, with a couple who had a sort of cuckold fetish.  Irving dropped me off at their house before the husband got home from work, so I could have his wife bound and gagged in the bedroom closet before he arrived.

I was given total discretion on how I restrained her, so I opted for a frog tie, armbinder, ball gag, nipple and labia clamps, a fat butt plug, and a bullet vibe running on low inside her twat.  I positioned her so she’d be able to see through the slats on the closet door, added a few extra ropes to some conveniently placed eye bolts to ensure she stayed that way, and prepared for his arrival.

He seemed genuinely surprised to find me in his house, but immediately complied when I ordered him to strip and present himself for inspection.  I tied him spread eagle to the bed and spent the next two hours edging him to the point where I thought he was going to completely lose his mind.

I finally brought him off with a few gentle strokes of my hand, and watched with amusement as his jets of cum arched high into the air before coming down to land on his chest.  Before I left, I tied several extra knots to each of his ankle bonds, as well as his left wrist, gave them a few wraps of duct tape to slow him down even further, turned his wife’s vibrator up to the max, and freed his right wrist.

It might take him an hour or two to free himself from the ropes, and if I didn’t get a text after three, I’d have to take a cab back to make sure things were okay.  I got his message just barely in time.  I thought he might’ve gone extra slow in order to let his wife enjoy her bondage, and maybe have an extra orgasm or five.

Those were the scenes I found to be the most noteworthy, but most of my jobs were more conventional and simply involved a lot of hard, strenuous bondage on my part.  Sometimes I was denied orgasms all night, and on others I’d be forced to cum so often I couldn’t think straight enough to call for a cab to take me home without help.

I spent a night as the hogtied centerpiece at a dinner party, complete with apple shaped ball gag in my mouth, and a cucumber shaped vibrator in my pussy that earned me a punishment every time I came.  I was a human doorbell at another party, bound on top of a sybian that ran for five minutes every time the doorbell rang.

With the large number of guests in attendance, that became one of those nights I would’ve needed help dialing the number for my taxi if Irving hadn’t been there to give me a ride home afterwards.  Those two parties each doubled the number of requests I had for my services from the specialists, but one in particular caused Master Laste and Monica to both raise an eyebrow in surprise.

They wouldn’t tell me why, but I booked the gig for the whole weekend anyway, and was about to find out firsthand why they considered my appointment with Doctor Kink strange.


Doctor Kink

It was a uniformed nurse who answered the door, but if nurses ever dressed like that at a real hospital, men would deliberately get sick just so they could pay them a visit.  She would also have to stay far, far away from any cardiac care ward for the same reason; her uniform was made out of skin tight white latex, barely able to contain the basketballs she looked to be smuggling underneath it.

Her plump red lips briefly twisted into a smirk when she caught me staring, but she didn’t call me on it.  She simply introduced herself as Nurse Goodie and told me to follow her, giving me a view of an ass every bit as plump and perfect as her breasts, and covered by latex just as tight.  I bet Doctor Kink was a top end plastic surgeon.

His name should’ve been all the clue I needed, but it still caught me off-guard when I saw his dungeon was entirely medical themed, and very well equipped.  We passed a gurney with a dozen leather straps hanging off the sides, and I could also see a wheelchair, operating table, massage table, bed, and gyno chair all decorated the same way.

Those weren’t the things that surprised me though, since his name was Doctor Kink, not Doctor Innocent.  No, it was the conventional bondage furniture like the St. Andrew’s cross, stocks, pillory, restraint chair, and spanking bench that somehow looked much more ominous than normal when done in the stainless steel and rubber theme.  Even the chains and cuffs gleamed brightly in the harsh light pervading the room.

I couldn’t help but notice he also had a stainless steel Judas chair in the back corner, and hoped I wouldn’t have to ride it this weekend.  There was a lot more to see as well, but it would take more than a fast glance to figure out the rest of it, and I had to go change.

Not that changing took long, since it only took a moment to slip out of my street clothes and into a latex hospital gown.  Still, it doesn’t pay keep the doctor waiting when he was about to assume complete control of me for the next forty-eight hours.

Based on his name and the way his dungeon was designed, I assumed things would start with some sort of kinky examination, and sure enough the nurse directed me to lie back in the gyno chair so she could strap me down for the doctor.  Lady Scarlett’s doc had a similar chair, as did Master Laste, so it wasn’t exactly a new experience to be tightly strapped down in the thing.

Even though I was now rendered helpless in the doctor’s dungeon, the slight familiarity was somehow comforting enough to relax me at least a little bit.  Nurse Goodie noticed the change in my body language and leaned over to give me a deep kiss before gagging me with a big red ball that must’ve been attached to the head rest, since it kept me from raising my head once the strap was pulled tight.

He must’ve been watching and waiting, since the moment that final restraint was in place Doctor Kink entered the room.  He was a tall, good looking man wearing only glasses and surprise, surprise, a latex lab coat.  He sure had a thing for rubber.

“Did she bring a copy of her file like I requested?” he asked the nurse.

“I’m sorry, Sir, I forgot to ask,” she apologized, sounding aghast at her error.

“Not an auspicious beginning,” he said, shaking his head.  “Ungag her and ask.”

I told her there was a USB drive in my purse that held all the info they wanted, and she immediately ran off to go fetch it.  She didn’t even take the time to gag me again, and he actually made small talk with me while waiting for her to pull up the file on his computer.

“All clean, good health, heart like a horse, and her accessories have all the typical LCB monitoring electronics built-in.  Her rings even have those new Bluetooth pulse oximeters, and everything looks to be compatible with our system.”

“Good ol’ Edward.  He’s never one to stint, although his toys and other devices only give crude control over the patient at best.”

“Crude?” I asked.  “His computer system can read me like an open book, and I can tell you firsthand those toys are very effective at doing the job he designed them for.”

“Very crude indeed,” the doctor repeated.  “For example, I doubt he has anything even remotely close to this in his arsenal.”

He picked up a thick disc about the diameter of a quarter from a nearby workbench and held it between his thumb and forefinger.  I guess I didn’t look impressed since I had no idea what it was, and that was enough to make him give me a practical demonstration of what his devious devices could do.

He coated one side of it with something and held it centered over my clit, while the nurse attached something I couldn’t see to it.  I could feel my clit being sucked up into the disc, so it must’ve been some sort of pump.  It caused an uncomfortable amount of suction on my sensitive bud, but when she released it a minute later it dropped to a tolerable level.

My clit was still trapped by the disc though, and it stayed firmly in place even when the doc let go.  I think he’d just glued the thing in place!

“The nerve endings in your body react to outside stimulus and send a signal to your brain that tells you if you’re experiencing pleasure or pain, hot or cold, or whatever.  Mechanical vibrations will do the job of providing enough stimulation to cause an orgasm, but it’s highly inefficient compared to what happens when power of the exact same voltage and frequency your nerves carry is applied directly at picosecond speeds.”

He pressed a button on his watch and caused an instantaneous burst of pleasure on my clit.  It felt like a hundred vibrators were suddenly working me over on fast forward, and in almost no time at all I exploded into a full-blown orgasm.  It was unbelievable how easily he’d made me cum, and when he shut it down the pleasure disappeared so fast it was like he’d turned off a light switch.

“I call that setting Instant-O mode, and since it doesn’t use vibrations that aggravate the nerves, it can be used almost indefinitely without losing efficiency or causing bodily damage.”

He hit the switch again, sending me into orbit even faster than last time, and keeping me there for twice as long before shutting it down.  The doc really did have things that made Master Laste’s toys seem obsolete.

“Direct nerve stimulation is a very precise science, and extremely hard to accomplish properly.  If the power applied is even slightly off, you won’t experience the expected pleasure.”

The jolt that hit my clit felt like he’d ran a wire from a wall socket and turned on the power.  The only reason I didn’t scream out loud was because it quite literally took my breath away, and thankfully he only left it on for a second.

“That was five percent off.  I understand anything over twenty is considered quite painful, and it can go all the way up to five hundred percent for a few seconds before burning out.”

Was he fucking kidding me?  I couldn’t even fathom a shock a hundred times more powerful than the one I’d just felt.  I imagined it would fry every nerve in my clit before the device itself burned out!

“I’m not sure if you ever experienced one of Edward’s tease and deny programs, but I consider those just as crude and inefficient.  My device can keep you anywhere from a slow burn to full arousal for years at a time, since it’s powered from the feedback your own nerves provide.”

I felt the indescribable pleasure return, but this time it didn’t bring me over the edge.  The pleasure simply built and built until I thought I was going to explode, but no matter how close I thought I got, it simply wouldn’t finish the job and give me my orgasm.  After a minute I was begging him to let me cum, and after five I was babbling incoherently for the same, but the device was as merciless as it was unrelenting.

“Is that what I look like when you use it on me?” Nurse Goodie asked once he finally turned it off.  “I always thought you did it just to torment me, but now that I see how incredibly hot it looks, I forgive you a bit.”

“Just a bit?” the doc chuckled.

“Yeah, you still use it far too often for my liking, even though the end payoff is well worth it.”

“If you’re a good girl today, I may let you have the control codes for both units and a few hours of private time with the patient later on.  Leaving the device on her all weekend will change my plans though, so I think you’ll have to pay a forfeit.  A day long forfeit.”

Her hand shot down to her crotch for a moment, and a low moan came from her lips, so I knew she was wearing the same kind of device the doc had just put on me.  I wondered what level hers was set to, and what it might mean for me later when she held the controls.

I think he set mine to slow simmer as an afterthought, gagged me again when I started to complain, and then got back to the business of my examination.  Despite his moniker, I was sure he was a real doctor by the thorough way he examined me, although not every technique was strictly by the books.  I’m equally positive that wasn’t a regulation anal thermometer he used when he vigorously took my temperature!

He filled my rear end with a long, flexible dildo when he was done with me, and did something to it so the base expanded in a similar way to an inflatable gag.  I had a feeling it would stay in me just as well as a conventional butt plug, but since he didn’t have to force the fat part past my sphincter, it didn’t hurt as much going in.  It was a definite improvement on the standard model, but it had other upgrades as well.

He tapped and swiped on his wrist controller a few times, and suddenly I felt movement inside me… except the dildo couldn’t possibly be moving.  I could definitely feel the base on one side of my rosebud and the bladder on the other, yet when I closed my eyes I could easily imagine the doc was standing between my legs and slowly fucking me in the ass.  The dildo had to be covered with a whole series of electrodes like the one he glued over my clit!

It was a little disconcerting at first, but I had a few minutes to get used to it while he monitored my reaction to his latest creation.  By the time he started to release me from the chair, I was actually enjoying the sensations it caused.

Every Master or Mistress I’d ever been under kept me restrained at all times once a scene started, but the doc simply freed me from the chair with instructions to remain still and silent unless otherwise directed.  Either he wasn’t as much of a control freak as the others, or he trusted that the two devices between my legs were all the control he needed.

It was probably the latter, since if I did anything stupid, a single tap on his controller could have me helpless on the ground, writhing in ecstasy or agony for as long as he saw fit.  I wouldn’t have minded another instant-O or two, but I was only a few hours into a two-day session so I behaved.

“You’re pretty flexible, right?” he asked, pulling my elbows together to see how easily he could make them touch.  “And you have good endurance while restrained, even in the tough positions?”

“Yes to both, Doctor.”

“Excellent.  Nurse Goodie is an eager test subject for most of my inventions, but her flexibility is somewhat limited.  I have a prototype for a new kind of straitjacket I’ve been dying to test out, but it requires a patient much more limber than she is.  Step this way please.”

The nurse held it out so I could slide my arms into the sleeves, while the doc stayed behind me to pull the numerous roller buckle straps tight.  His prototype was probably designed for a model smaller than me, since it compressed my waist almost as efficiently as a corset, and my boobs barely fit into the built in cups.  I don’t think it would’ve fit me at all if it hadn’t been made out of latex.

A flap at the neck turned out to be a built-in posture collar that forced my chin up, but I could still see my transformation in the full length mirror on the wall if I looked down enough.  The crotch strap was a little narrow for my liking, and felt like I was getting an industrial sized wedgie once he pulled it between my legs.

This definitely wasn’t a straitjacket for a bondage rookie, but it didn’t seem anywhere near as tough as he’d made it sound.  The only thing left was my arms, so I tried to be helpful and crossed them in front of me, but he stopped me and ordered me to put them behind my back instead.

I knew why he needed someone flexible when he pulled my arms up into a reverse prayer, with the strap at the end of each wrist going over the opposite shoulder.  He had to do it in stages, but it wasn’t long before both wrists were crossed high up on my back and pinned in place with a small belt that seemed redundant with how well the main straps held my arms.

More belts went around my elbows to pull them closer together, and also against my body, which tightened the whole thing up considerably.  I revised my opinion once again, and if anything, he’d understated the severity and effectiveness of his prototype.  I couldn’t move my arms a single millimeter if my life depended on it!

While he was going over the plethora of belts and straps to see if he could take out any more slack, the nurse locked some wide, fleece lined cuffs around my ankles.  A fat piece of surgical tubing was used as a hobble, giving me slightly more than a foot of slack if I stretched it until the resistance grew too great.

Once the doc was satisfied that every strap was as tight as he could possibly make it, the two of them placed me face down on a gurney and used every one of the attached leather straps to buckle me down tight.  I’m pretty sure he did it just for fun, since the entire distance he pushed me was only about fifty feet, and then he had to undo them all.

They put me into a small padded room like you’d find in a loony bin, except keeping to his favorite theme it was latex over the padding.  The smell of rubber was almost overpowering in such a confined space, but I also found it to be strangely erotic.

“You have the rest of the night to try to get out of the jacket,” he said, tapping furiously on his controller.  “The door won’t be locked, so feel free to join us for tea once you escape.”

The door boomed shut behind them when they left the cell, but then he opened a small window to say a few final words.

“I almost forgot.  Since any patient in this cell is supposed to be insane, let me assist in helping you act out your role properly.”

The first tap on his controller increased the ‘speed’ I felt from the anal intruder, and the second started something new.  I’d assumed the rings I felt around my nipples were just part of the built-in cups, but now they came to life and it felt like someone was gently circling each hard bud with the tip of his tongue.  It was some truly amazing technology.

The last tap turned up the power stimulating my clit, and I knew for a fact if he left me like this all night I wouldn’t have to fake
 being crazy; I would be.  It was probably the reason he didn’t bother to gag me either… he wanted to hear me beg, moan, and scream while his toys drove me insane.

I tried to fling myself at the door in the hopes I could knock it open before he left, but walking on a padded floor while hobbled was harder than anticipated, and I wound up falling to the ground instead.  By the time I wiggled over to the door and inched my way up it to my feet, the little window hole was shut and he was gone.

I swore and looked for the doorknob, thinking I might be able to turn it with my feet, but there was no knob, only a pair of recessed holes about two feet apart.  Lacking any other option, I slid to the ground and squirmed around until I was able to probe the lower hole with a foot and found what felt like a latch.

I managed to get my toes behind it and pull it until I heard it click, but the door stayed shut.  I swore and changed position until I could get my foot in the other hole, and knew what was going on after finding another latch that wouldn’t open the door.  Both of them needed to be pulled at the same time in order for the door to open, but it was impossible for me to reach both while my ankles were hobbled.

There was no way around it; I needed to break the heavy surgical tubing between my ankles, slip my feet out of the cuffs, or escape from the jacket before I could open the door.  All three were equally likely to happen, which was to say not a fucking chance in hell.

I attacked the hobble anyway, thinking it was the weakest link.  My legs had grown strong during my month as a ponygirl, and even though I wasn’t being worked all day until I dropped, I was still in pretty good shape.  The good doctor might’ve miscalculated and underestimated my strength.

I stopped swearing long enough to put some serious effort into breaking it, and by bracing one foot under me while extending the other leg I managed to stretch it an extra foot or so, but that was as close as I could get to freedom.  The ends were reinforced so they wouldn’t tear, and the tubing itself wouldn’t split unless I could abrade it on something first, but the entire room was nothing but padding and latex.

I was extremely flexible, so the next thing I tried was to see if I could bend enough to get my teeth on the tubing.  It might’ve been theoretically possible if I’d been able to bend at the waist, but those corset-like straps kept me from being able to bend at the waist, so it remained tantalizingly out of reach.  I resumed swearing quite loudly once I caught my breath from that failed attempt.

I lay on my side and tried to think of something, anything else I could try, but those damnable toys were keeping my mind in a fog of unrequited lust that left me unable to think of anything other than my desperate need to cum.  I was exhausted and drenched in sweat by this point, but that gave me the slim hope that the sweat might lubricate my arms enough that I could slide them out of the sleeves.

I began fighting the jacket for real, but I doubt I managed to slide them more than a fraction of a millimeter at best; the strap-reinforced reverse prayer sleeves allowed for little leverage and even less movement.  All I managed to do was tire myself out further, and make myself hornier than ever.

That gave me the brilliant idea that if I couldn’t get out
, maybe I could get off
.  I worked up the wall to my knees, so I could use the heel of my foot to provide a bit of pressure and friction between my legs.  This might actually work!

The crotch strap was cleaving my pussy right down the middle, leaving the puffy lips nicely exposed, and I was able to rub a little on the lower portion.  It felt pretty good, but without the ability to rub my clit, I wouldn’t be able to cum like this if I worked at it all night.  I kept trying anyway, since I was too desperately horny by this point to give up.

When I wore out the muscles I was using to grind on my heel, I switched to sitting with it pressed against the heel of the butt plug and tried to bounce on it.  Some girls could easily reach orgasm from anal stimulation, and while I couldn’t move it much this way, maybe it’d be enough.

I bounced and rocked until my legs began to cramp up, and then fell over onto my side in defeat.  It seemed like the doctor had thought of everything after all.

I was too tired to even swear by this point, at least out loud.  Mentally I cursed the doctor for his evil inventions, Master Laste for not warning me off, and my own stupidity for getting into this mess.  The job was just too damn big and too damn hard for one lone girl to ever hope of doing it on her own.  I think they called it hubris, and mine was fucking me in the ass big time.

Well… technically it was his toy that was fucking me up the ass, but now that my analogy had drawn my attention to it, were those pulses coming slower?  It’s possible I was imagining things, since I currently had all the brain power of soggy oatmeal, but it sure felt like the thing was slowing down.

I closed my eyes and concentrated on the feel of the virtual tongue licking around my nipples.  I’m pretty sure it was completing a circle twice per second a little while ago, but right now it was more like once per second.  Was the power running down, or was something else at work here?

I knew I might regret it, but I had to try a little experiment to see if I was on the right track.  I resumed struggling against the jacket, and after a few minutes I was positive the intensity was climbing again.  The doctor was even more devious than I’d given him credit for.

The more those toys worked me up, the more I wanted to fight, and fighting only made them work me over harder.  I loudly called him a string of very impolite words, and by the time I exhausted my invective vocabulary, my nipples were back up to the full twice per second treatment.

Okay, so both movement and speech drove up the power level on my tormentors, so all I needed to do was remain completely still and silent for the rest of the night.  Maybe I’d get lucky and pass out.

Keeping silent was fairly easy, and considering how much energy I’d already expended, you’d think staying still would be even easier.  Unfortunately, my cunt had a brain of its own, and every time I let my attention wander, I found myself grinding my hips in an unconscious response to the dwindling, but still pervasive stimulation.

It must’ve taken me hours before I was able to get the intensity down to a barely tolerable level, but the longer I worked at it, the easier it got.  I was still hornier than a two-peckered billy goat, but at least I was able marginally relax now.

After another hour or so, I heard a click from the door, and Nurse Goodie slipped inside my cell.  She undid the tie holding her latex bra together and allowed her huge tits to spill free as she came over to kneel next to me.

“Congratulations,” she said, leaning down to kiss me on the lips.  “It took me over four hours to figure out the control program, but you did it in only eighty-two minutes.”

Eighty-two minutes?  She had to be messing with me, since I was positive I’d been in here for at least four hours, and probably closer to six.  I’d try to figure it out later, but right now I had more important things to worry about; she’d just rolled me over onto my back and was about to kneel over my face.

I could see she was absolutely flooding with desire, yet she didn’t have the strange disc over her clit anymore.  I’d wondered about that when I saw her moving into position, since if I couldn’t lick the magic bean, most of the weapons in my arsenal were taken away.

“If you think the surface stimulator is intense, you should try the permanent next generation one he installed under my skin around the entire clitoral nerve bundle,” she explained.  “If I’m even slightly randy, he can make me cum in three seconds flat… and he always keeps me at least a little ready to rock!”

Permanently installed, and able to bring her to orgasm at any time or place?  Holy shit!

“I wasn’t a good enough girl for the doc to give me my controller tonight, but I heard a rumor about the amazing things you can do with your mouth, and he gave me yours.  Treat me well and I’ll take care of you in turn.”

My heart had started to sink when she said the doc hadn’t given her the controls but skipped a beat at the end of her sentence, and then started to race.  She had my controller and I had her number, especially if she was always kept aroused by her implant.  She was about to get the ride of her life!

She lowered herself down until the back of my head was pressed deep into the latex matting, and there was only a tiny sliver of space allowing me to breathe.  I don’t think she realized this in her eagerness, since she’d quite frequently cut off the little opening I had by rocking back and forth.

It wasn’t a problem yet, but if she ground down on my face, squirted heavily, or collapsed on top of me when she came, I could be in serious shit.  I wanted to tell her to just sit back and let me do the job I was famous for, but I think she was as desperate to cum as I was.

It was only a few seconds later when she did all three, catching me totally off-guard and completely out of breath.  I hadn’t even hit her with the devastator, and she was already cumming like a fiend.

I kept licking through the flood and suffocating pressure, but I was only going to give her a count of ten before she’d be leaving my cell with teeth marks in a very sensitive spot.  I got up to nine before she raised her ass enough for me to breathe again, and then it was my turn to go ballistic.

She must’ve turned all of the toys up to max, and as aroused as I was, it became a truly instant-O.  I found myself unable to breathe again, but this time it was due to a sheer overload of pleasure that kept going and going and going.  She kept me at the peak of ecstasy for longer than I thought was humanly possible, and then when she finally shut them off it was my turn to collapse in a boneless heap.

It was obvious she knew exactly what she’d done to me, since she gave me a few minutes to get my breathing under control and to let my eyes uncross before she turned everything back on at a medium-high setting.  She also changed our position, so I was lying on my chest, with her crotch beneath my face this time.  The odd posture collar actually kept my head propped up at a near perfect angle for this.

“That was a wonderful start to the night,” she purred, brushing a few stray strands of hair off my face.  “I’m under instructions to make sure you rest well tonight, so I think we’ll need to do that several more times to ensure you’re too worn out to cause a ruckus like you did when we first put you in here.  I’ll think an initial goal of an even dozen might suffice, but we can work up from there if needed.

“I’ll understand if you don’t feel you can handle as many orgasms as I can, so feel free to stop cooperating at any time.  I’ll leave you alone with no hard feelings, but it’ll mean I leave the program running until the doc comes to collect you in the morning.  It’s your choice.”

She was the one who needed to be kept locked up in a padded room, not me!  She was also the one controlling the devices that were already making me want another orgasm, and I couldn’t imagine spending the entire night like this, so it really wasn’t much of a choice.  It’s possible she was bluffing, but there was no way I could chance it; I pushed my tongue past her outer labia and started licking.

This was going to be a very long night indeed, and I still had most of the weekend ahead of me.  What else did Doctor Kink have in store for me?


The Next Level Catsuit

I didn’t even attempt to keep count of how many times we exchanged mind-blowing orgasms, but I suspect she took us well past the dozen mark that was her goal.  She slept in the cell with me, and I don’t think either of us moved an inch until the doc came to wake us up in the morning.

The first order of business was the bathroom and a shower, both of which were desperately needed after last night.  My arms felt like dead weights when he took the jacket off, and I was worried he’d gone too far by leaving me in his experimental straitjacket for so long, but they came back to life shortly after he finished cleaning me up, and they were safely locked to the sides of a wide, padded waist belt.  I thought he timed that too well for it to be a coincidence.

A latex-clad maid was waiting in the main room with an impressive breakfast buffet laid out on top of a gurney, and the two of them took turns feeding me a little bit of everything in between their own bites.  I devoured an unbelievable amount of food, but I guess I’d burned about a billion calories yesterday, and my body needed the fuel.

When we were all done, the doc tapped on his wrist controller a few times, causing Nurse Goodie to squawk and jump in her seat.  I did the same a few taps later when the device on my clit came to life on a medium-low setting, but that was nothing compared to the maid’s reaction.

She shrieked and fell to the floor writhing in ecstasy, unmistakably in the throes of a very intense orgasm.  He kept her like that for a full minute before swiping the controller a final time, turning it off so she could get back to work.

I watched as she slowly got to her feet and began pushing the gurney away.  I suspected she was using it to help keep her feet underneath her, since she was in such a daze she actually missed the doorway.

“Claire’s going to have a lot of fun with her once she’s healed enough to return,” the doc said.  “I’ll miss her when she’s gone.”

“Maybe we should get a maid for ourselves, dear,” Nurse Goodie said.

“I’ll admit the idea is tempting.  What do you think, Sally?  Would you like a full-time job with easy hours and plenty of fringe benefits?”

He hit his controller just as he said the words ‘fringe benefits’, and I felt an unbelievable surge of pleasure hit my clit.  I thought he was going for another instant-O to drive home his main selling point, but he only kept it that high for a second or two.

“Your offer is generous, Doctor,” I carefully replied.  “But I’m still learning and experimenting right now, trying to broaden my horizons as much as possible before making any long-term decisions.”

“Speaking of experiments, I’ll be more than glad to give you, for free, the same device version Goodie has implanted inside her, but it’ll close the playground for between a week to a month after the procedure.  You’d have to stay here for monitoring as well… perhaps as a maid.  Keep it in mind, and the offer will remain open, so you don’t have to answer right away.”

It was a very tempting offer indeed.  If he ever put these things on the open market, it would instantly make every vibrator in the world obsolete, but I couldn’t afford to be out of circulation for a month right now.  Not only that, but what might happen if I was submitting to a cruel Master who got hold of my controller?

Even worse, what might happen if someone with the codes decided to randomly fuck with me?  The potential for abuse was staggering, and I’d have to find out what kind of safeguards he had in place before I even considered taking him up on his offer.

“Since my initial plans have all gone south, why don’t I demonstrate some of the truly special and unique features of my devices.  I need to calibrate the interlock settings anyway, so find a suit that’ll fit her, and put yours on as well.”

I wasn’t sure I liked being demoted to lab rat again, but I had to admit to being intrigued.  What else did these things do that were more special than the ability to give someone an instant-O?

Nurse Goodie took me by the arm and escorted me into the change room.  She pulled a shiny black latex catsuit out of the closet for me, and a white one out of a locker for herself.  After removing all my restraints, she oiled me from neck to toe with a silicone-based lubricant so the ultra-tight suit would slide over my skin easier, and then had me return the favor.

Like the doll suit I wore the other day, this one had sheaths that slipped inside both lower orifices, and we almost got seriously sidetracked when we used a dildo on each other to make sure they were in place all the way.  She put the anal plug back up my rear, filled my pussy with a slightly smaller one, and then let me do the same to her.  (The dildo for her pussy was much larger than mine, and shaped very oddly.  I’d find out why later.)

We might’ve gone all the way at this point, but a warning shock to our clits put a stop to our fun and games before either of us could cum.  Apparently, the doctor was either watching us, or monitoring our vitals in order to prevent any unauthorized activity, so we zipped up the crotch, connected a battery pack behind each other, and went out to join him.

While we’d been busy changing, the doctor had been busy as well.  He’d placed two vertical suspension frames in the center of the room and had each of us stand inside one so he could bind us facing each other with our limbs spread to the four corners.  He added a blindfold to Nurse Goodie as well, but didn’t use a gag on either of us.

He checked to make sure the rings around my nipples were positioned properly, but then surprised me by removing both of my lower toys.  He was smiling when he held up a finger to my lips, warning me to remain silent, and then began fondling my breasts.

“Tell me exactly what I’m doing,” he said over his shoulder.

“You’re rubbing her tits… clockwise on the right and counter – nope, now you changed direction on both,” she replied.

Holy shit!  That’s what he meant by interlocking our toys.  It also meant the suit had a lot of additional sensors and stim pads, which explained the need for the additional power pack.

“Now you’re rubbing her right nipple and… ouch!  You just pinched her left one.”

I hadn’t been able to remain completely silent when I felt the jolt of pain cause by the ring instead of his fingers, but she’d accurately called out which one got zapped.  He used varying amounts of pressure and stimulation to calibrate the interlock until she was able to accurately call out even the slightest touch, and then knelt between my legs.

He began finger fucking me in both holes, and Nurse Goodie dutifully reported the in and out of each one as it happened, and was even able to identify how many fingers he was using at the time.  If our suits were becoming interlocked to each other, I wondered if she’d have an orgasm at the same time I did.  If this calibration process went on for much longer, I might find out!

He stopped before the issue arose, and went out of sight behind me.  About ten seconds later I felt a harsh swat hit my ass, and our surprised gasps filled the air in unison.  Was this entire fucking suit lined with sensor pads?

He spent a few minutes paddling my ass, even though I’m sure our suits were already perfectly in sync with each other, and then went behind Nurse Goodie to give me my first taste of what being on the other end was like.  Sure enough, I felt each blow he landed on her buttocks as if he were still behind me.

He tossed the paddle aside on his way back to me, and unbuttoned his lab coat to reveal his already hard cock.  With a hand behind my back, he pulled me forward so I was at a better angle, and rammed it home with a single thrust that caused both of us to gasp together again.

“Naughty boy,” she chuckled.  “That ain’t a finger up there!”

“I’d say the calibration process was a resounding success, but now that the zero point is known, we can really
 have some fun with the interlock.”

He stopped his thrusts for a moment so he could tap on his controller again, and when he resumed screwing me, the moans coming from Nurse Goodie were extremely loud and heartfelt.

“That’s a two-hundred percent transmission rate,” he said, as he began going faster and harder.  “Let’s see what happens if I double it again.”

Nurse Goodie reached the peak after a bare handful of thrusts once he started again, and might’ve kept going indefinitely if he hadn’t decided to see how a little anal action affected her.  It must’ve felt pretty good, since she came again just as he did.

I guess he was satisfied with the results since he put both toys back inside me, although my front one got a little extra attention.  He used a giant syringe to fill the formerly small dildo with a thick gel that expanded it to fill every nook and cranny of my pussy.  That’s why hers had been so much bigger than mine, and so oddly shaped!

“That’ll take a few hours to set, but I think the end result will be worth the wait.  I’ll just have to change my plans again and start on tonight’s fun a little early to keep from getting bored.”

He freed Nurse Goodie from the frame, but not before locking her in a chastity belt to prevent any unauthorized access on her part.  He’d turned off the interlock, but I could tell by the look on her face he’d turned her devices back on, and at quite a high setting if I was any judge.

After ordering her to prepare a large batch of resin, he turned his attention back to me.  He filled my mouth with an inflatable gag, put plugs in my ears and a thick rubber hood over my head, buckled a stiff posture collar around my neck, and then began coating my entire body with some sort of slime.

He then tightened up all four restraints until I was completely suspended in midair, and explained the slime was to prevent the casts from sticking to his quarter million-dollar suit.  Sure enough, as soon as the resin was ready he began wrapping my legs with a resin-soaked fiberglass cloth that set amazingly fast.  By the time he was halfway up the second leg, the first was already as hard as a rock.

He did my arms next, and then began wrapping my torso from the hips up to just above my breasts.  He took a break at this point, and once he was sure the cast around my body was nice and hard, gave me enough slack in my restraints so I was ‘standing’ back on the ground again.

At this point I think the restraints were only needed as a way to keep me from falling over.  He’d strapped a board to my feet before wrapping them, putting me in a fiberglass-reinforced en pointe, and standing on my own would be all but impossible!

The doc was sweating profusely from the effort it took to wrap each layer of fiberglass as tight as humanly possible, but not as badly as I was.  Curing fiberglass got very hot while the chemical reaction was taking place, so I felt like I was standing in the world’s most uncomfortable sauna.

He guzzled most of a bottle of water, pushed a tube through the air hole in the gag so I could have a drink as well, and then had Nurse Goodie mix up more resin so he could finish the job.  While she was doing that, he altered my restrains in a way that boded trouble.

My arms were pulled straight out to the sides, and a long metal strut that ran from fingertip to fingertip was taped in place behind me.  He put a spreader bar that had to be at least five bloody feet long between my toes, and then tightened up all my restraints again to ensure I couldn’t move while he was doing the second round of fiberglass work.

He not only attached the spreader bar with a double layer and welded my arms to the strut, but he continued wrapping from where he’d left off on my chest all the way up to just below the air/drinking tube.  I’d be able to blink my eyes and bend at the waist a little, but that was about it.

“Since she’ll be like this for at least the next twenty-four hours, we better set her up with the full kit,” he said, inspecting his work.

What did he just say?  My time with him would end after twenty-four hours, and I had another booking for the following day, so he couldn’t keep me here longer than planned.  Master Laste would make sure of that, wouldn’t he?

I wasn’t so sure by the time the doc finished intubating me and installing a catheter.  That kind of shit wasn’t necessary unless he planned to keep me like this for a very long time, and I had no desire to spend the rest of my days as a living mummy!

My wishes didn’t amount to a hill of beans at this point, and he finished encasing my head inside a fiberglass helmet with only a few tubes sticking out and a pair of pinholes so I could still see a little.  The only part of my body not completely encased was my crotch, and I think we can both guess the reason he left that
 area exposed.

Between the plugs, hood, and thick layer of fiberglass, I couldn’t hear a thing, but I think he took another break at this point.  At least nothing happened to me for a while, other than someone gave me a drink of water.

Eventually I felt my weight shift forward, and I thought he might be taking me off the support frame, but I was wrong.  He still had more work to do on me, and this time it was the installation of braces that ran up each leg and behind my back.  The one benefit to the forward angle he’d left me in was I could see most of what they were doing in the mirror on the far wall.

By the time he was done I couldn’t bend at the hips anymore, at least on my own.  There was a locking hinge built in to the brace so he could bend me over if he wished, but he only gave it a brief try to either make sure it worked correctly, or to show off what he could do.

He left me leaning forward with my back arched, stripped off the few things he was wearing, and left the room.  Nurse Goodie remained behind, possibly to keep an eye on my vitals since she took a seat at the computer that monitored everything.  She kept glancing back at the door the doctor had left through, and after several such repetitions, she quickly reached into a drawer and pulled out a headset.

“I have a few minutes while he’s cleaning up, so I thought you deserved a quick explanation,” I heard her say through the plug in my left ear.  “The original plan was for me to be encased, but I can’t stand being mummified, so I kinda steered him along until he swapped our roles.

“You were supposed to be at the center of a bondage gangbang with the doctor and several of his close friends tonight, while I spent the night as a decoration hanging on the wall, watching and being kept at maximum arousal the entire time.  Apologies, but I’d much rather have all those men paying attention to me and making me cum my brains out, than hanging around and denied.”

That little bitch!  She was about to have a night of crazy pleasure, while I was trapped in my fiberglass shell and driven crazy by the doctor’s devices.  She was definitely going on my long list of people whose ass I needed to kick once this was all over.

“I don’t think he fully understands just how hard twelve or sixteen hours of high intensity arousal is to endure.  I do, so I’m going to make a slight alteration to his program and interlock our suits to let you experience everything that I do.  Some of them like to spank my ass and tits while they do me, so there’ll be some pain for you this way, but there’ll also be a shitload of pleasure, and you’ll get to cum as often as I do.”

That was slightly better… actually a whole lot better, but I’d still have to kick her ass someday.  Just not as hard of an ass kicking as I was prepared to deliver a minute ago.

“Just to be fair, if you’d really prefer to have your original role back, just nod your head and I’ll tell the doc to revert back to his original plan.”

Yeah right… she was about as funny as an oversized sandpaper butt plug.

“Oh good, I’m glad you’re happy like that.  No offence, but better you than me – I’m a tad claustrophobic.  I’m not sure if you are or not, but I’ll leave the ear bud active and tie it into the main system, since I know from personal experience that it helps.  I’m not sure if I’ll see you again, but if not, I’d like to say it’s been a pleasure.  You and your amazing tongue can come over for a visit anytime, and if you decide to get the implant, I’ll be more than glad to return the favor.”

I saw her toss the headset back into the drawer, rush to where the doctor had left his controller, and then I felt my suit come alive.  She was definitely being kept highly aroused, and now that our suits were interlocked, so was I.

She began rubbing her nipples once she sat at the desk again, and I felt it like it was my chest her hands were on, except maybe even more powerfully.  Wait a minute… had the doc left the interlock at the double feedback point?  If so, this was going to be a lot more intense than Nurse Goodie planned on!

When he returned, still dripping water from his shower, he moved me and the frame over to the back wall and began decorating me with fine silk veils and jewels.  By the time he was done I looked more like an art deco piece than a fully encased human, and I doubt anyone would be able to tell unless they lifted a few veils and poked me in the crotch.

The thin white veil he’d draped over my head even hid my little eye holes, but was fine enough I could still mostly see through it.  I saw enough to know that he bound Nurse Goodie on top of a padded Y-shaped table with her hands above her head and her legs spread wide.

He fondled and teased her enough that I almost came from the attention she received, but he stopped just short of the magic moment when the maid escorted his first guest into the room.  I recognized the guest quite well, since she’d been the one left in charge of me during my big night at the club.  It was Mistress Grey.

“Where’s Sally?” she asked, seeing who was strapped down to the frame.

“She’s a little tied up at the moment,” the doc chuckled.  “You’ll have her all to yourself for three days after I’m done with her though, so I didn’t think you’d mind a little variety.”

Her eyes briefly rested on me when she scanned the room, so I think she recognized the predicament I was in but didn’t say anything.  She inclined her head towards the doc in acceptance and ordered the maid to bring some champagne.

“Before things start hopping, I need to know if my pet is ready to return to duty, and if my suit is ready,” she asked, squeezing a double handful of Nurse Goodie’s breasts.

“Yes to both.  It’s hanging in locker seven if you’d care to try it on.”

She didn’t bother to reply, she simply hopped out of her seat and bolted for the change room.  The other guests started to arrive while she was getting dressed, although the only one I recognized was Irving.  He was the only new arrival disappointed to find Nurse Goodie strapped down instead of me, but it looked (and felt) like he enjoyed playing with her massive boobs, so he couldn’t have been too disappointed.

Mistress Grey emerged wearing a red catsuit and didn’t seem too pleased the doc had built it with both the vaginal and anal sheathes.  He said she didn’t have to use it if she didn’t want to, but suggested she try it at least once since it wasn’t like she had to shove anything big back there to enjoy the sensations.

He gave her a fairly large strap on dildo to try it with and removed the plug from Nurse Goodie’s ass.  I knew for sure the suit feedback was at least doubled when she slid it home, since it felt like I just had a Goliath sized cock push past my back door, although without the pain of being stretched to the breaking point.

It actually felt pretty good and got even better when she began rubbing Nurse Goodie’s clit and that feedback got added to our three-way loop.  It was so much more intense than when someone had simply rubbed her crotch while waiting for the others to arrive, I knew I was getting feedback from both suits now.  Seconds later my passion overwhelmed me like a flood, and the first orgasm of the day overwhelmed me.  The first of many I’m sure.

I was still riding the high when she pulled out and switched to fucking her pussy, sending me right back over the top again.  If that wasn’t enough, some of the others began playing with her tits and nipples, making the full body assault complete.  Orgasm followed orgasm to fast to comprehend, let alone try to separate or count.

I kept cumming until the world faded to black, but for all I knew I kept on going even after that.  This particular job was the most intense I’d ever done by several orders of magnitude, and I only hope the spyware virus Master Laste had put on the thumb drive along with my file was worth it.


The Maid and Pony Show

I awoke in the padded cell with one of Nurse Goodie’s breasts under my head as a pillow, although this time she was the one bound in a straitjacket and I was the one who was free… and more.  Other than my permanent cuffs and collar, I was completely naked!

I was even clean, which was scary when I thought about it.  It meant after I lost consciousness he was able to cut me out of the cast, strip me down, and clean me up without me being aware of anything!

Despite the extreme adventure I’d just had, I actually felt somewhat decent.  I must’ve slept for quite some time, although there was only one way to find out for sure.  I crawled over to the door before attempting to get to my feet, but other than a bit of stiffness and general weariness, my legs were cooperating fully, so I tried the latches.

The door opened with a faint click, so I stepped out into the hall and went to find out what had happened while I was out of it.  I saw Doctor Kink and Mistress Grey were conversing over coffee when I stepped into the room, and I could also see a video feed of the cell I just left on the screen between them.

“Come and have a seat and some coffee,” the doctor said, not even turning towards me.  “I bet you could use a cup.”

I could probably drink a gallon or three, but I’d settle for one cup to start with.  He gave me his chair, rolled over the wheelchair to sit in himself, and let me fix my coffee before continuing.

“What Nurse Goodie did by interlocking the suits without properly adjusting the settings is the main reason I don’t put my devices on the open market.  This kind of technology is too dangerous in the hands of those who don’t consider the consequences of their actions, and if it hadn’t been for your monitoring program, I shudder to think of what might’ve happened.”

“Pardon the redundancy, but we tend to start our gangbangs off with a bang,” Mistress Grey chimed in.  “I came almost more times than I could handle, as did Goodie, and if you were getting augmented feedback from both of us at once I’m surprised you can still remember your name.”

“It’s Sally, I think,” I replied before downing the dinky china cup of caffeine goodness and refilling it.  I snatched a muffin off the tray as well.

“I’m glad to see your sense of humor is intact,” she laughed.  “I hope that means you’ll still be able to fulfill your contract with me, although I’d understand if you need to reschedule.”

I drank more coffee while I thought about it.  One the one hand, I’d more than had my fill of sexual denial, ultimate fulfillment, and heavy bondage this weekend.  If I became her slave for the next three days, there’d definitely be more of the same coming my way, and probably with a healthy dose of punishment as well.  Mistress Grey was courteous and polite right now over coffee, but I doubt that would last a second after we arrived on her estate.

On the other hand, why had she never mentioned she was good enough friends with the doctor and the other specialists to be invited to one of his orgies?  She was also trusted enough that the doc had built a custom suit for her, and that was no small favor.

Could she be the high level Domme who was in charge of the kidnappers?  If so, then getting inside her home might reveal a desperately clue or two.

“I think I can handle it, although I’d appreciate a slow start.  Another night like the last one will put me out of commission for a month!”

“Starting slow isn’t usually my style,” she snickered.  “But in this case, I think I can make an exception… as long as there’s nothing wrong with your lips and tongue, of course.”

“That’s the part of me that’s in the best shape right now.”

“As it happens, the vexing doctor here has kept my pet for much longer than anticipated, and the first order of business involves some good old fashioned housework as my maid.  At least until nightfall… you’re not the only one who needs a bit of time to recover from last night.”

“I think I can handle both sets of duties,” I smiled.

“Then it’s settled.  As a further token of my generosity, I’ll even take you home with me in some fairly minimal bondage… at least compared to how I’d originally planned on transporting you.”

The doctor answered the question before I could ask it.

“I cut you open in a hurry, but not so fast that I didn’t keep the cast intact.  It’s now a shell with locking pressure clasps glued to all the pieces so it can be fully reassembled around you in a matter of minutes, or even faster if someone wishes to leave parts of you exposed… like your mouth.”

So that’s why the doc had said I might be in the cast for longer than the time of his contract.  Mistress Grey had planned on taking me home while I was still trapped inside it!

“I’m keeping the suit and other devices here in the hopes you’ll return someday, but as a token of my appreciation I’m giving you the custom dildo we made for your pussy, along with a controller.  My offer for the free clitoral implant will remain open as well, no matter what you decide.”

“Thank you doctor, that’s very generous indeed.”

“Don’t mention it.  Now if the two of you will pardon me, I think it’s time I wake up my naughty nurse.  She has a lot of punishment coming her way after the idiotic stunt she pulled, and I need to get started on it.  Feel free to borrow any restraints you require for the ride home, and drive safe.”

“I will and I will,” Mistress Grey promised, rising to give him a farewell hug.

Every time I thought I was starting to understand these people, they’d go and do something to make me rethink things.  I’d just been pushed farther beyond my limits than ever before with Doctor Kink, was possibly about to do the same with the dreaded Mistress Grey, yet here we were having a polite and calm discussion in between.  Maybe this was an off the record moment before they put their public faces back on, or maybe their reputations were blown way out of proportion to reality.

I wanted to say perverts were people too, but that would be a trifle out of place considering I had to include myself on the list of perverts after these past few months.  When this was all over, and I went back to leading a normal life, I had a feeling it would be hard returning to normal dates and vanilla sex.

It was something to think about, but not right now.  While I’d been lost in thought, Mistress Grey had finished her goodbyes and was selecting a few things to tie me up with for the drive home.  My brief respite was almost over, but I had one thing I needed to do before it was time to get back to work.

I took my phone out of the locker and went to the bathroom, giving Monica a quick call so she could tell Master Laste about my new suspicions.  The call went straight to voice mail unfortunately, so the message I left was fairly vague and cryptic, but I hoped she’d be able to figure it out.

I didn’t think I was gone long, but Mistress Grey was waiting with an impatient look on her face that didn’t bode well for my immediate future.  It was my first real glimpse of the steel underneath the velvet exterior, and quite frankly it scared me.

Despite her promise to start slow, I soon found myself with the new custom dildo back between my legs, and held in place with a tight crotch rope.  Clover clamps went on each nipple before I was allowed to put my dress on, a big red ball gag was pulled deep into my mouth, and my arms were pulled together behind me with straps at wrist and elbow.

I guess the bondage was fairly minimal compared to how I was originally going to be immobilized for the trip, but if this was starting slow, I was in more trouble than I thought.  To make matters worse, she drove a convertible with the top down so everyone could see me, and she drove really, really fast.  I had visions of Mistress Grey being pulled over for speeding while I was bound and gagged beside her, which might be a little hard to explain.

I had a mild heart attack when she started to slow for a guy who was hitchhiking, but then she said ‘just kidding’ and floored it again.  We somehow made it to her private estate without trouble, but my tension didn’t ease; we’d run the public gauntlet okay, but that was nothing compared to what might be in store for me now.

She had an extra big three car garage, but there was barely enough room to park the car inside due to all the stuff she had in there.  I’m not talking the usual junk people pile into the garage for storage, I’m talking industrial sized spools of ropes and chains, a whole herd worth of leather sheets and strips, and enough latex to build a global sized condom.

I think I also saw a sulky under a tarp, and wondered if she was going to put me in the harness for some pony play since she knew Lady Scarlett had trained me as a ponygirl.  The grounds of her estate looked large enough to accommodate some good trails, but she also seemed to have a penchant for living dangerously.  I had no doubt she wouldn’t think twice about steering me onto a public road if it struck her fancy.

The first thing she did was have me get her overnight bag out of the trunk and carry it to her room, which was a little awkward since my arms were still trapped behind my back, and the bag was both heavy and bulky.  I almost dropped it when I got my first look at her bedroom, since she took Doctor Kink’s obsession with latex to a whole new level and made Master Laste’s love of bondage look like he was a virgin dabbler with a pair of fuzzy handcuffs.

There were multi-color latex carpets, wall hangings, and an elaborate piece that looked like stained glass over the window.  The massive four poster bed even had latex sheets on it, but I barely spared that a glance due to all the other accessories decorating it.  I’m talking dozens upon dozens of anchor points, chains, cuffs, and a rack on the headboard filled with all manner of toys for both pleasure and pain.

Chains hung from the ceiling and walls everywhere in the room, some with cuffs, others with spreader bars, and most of the ceiling ones seemed to be attached to winches.  She also had all the common pieces of bondage furniture I was familiar with and a few I wasn’t.  At least not yet.

Knowing that Mistress Grey was of the school that a sub must be restrained at all times, she surprised me by removing all my travel restraints.  She did it so I could properly bathe, dry, and help her into one of the hundreds of latex catsuits hanging in her enormous walk-in closet.

She had latex clothes for me as well, and once she was suitably attired she helped me get dressed in a kinky version of a French maid’s outfit.  (I found out later that Mistress Grey designed and built practically all of the custom latex gear for anyone serious in the BDSM and fetish scene.)

Other than being made of latex, my skimpy uniform wasn’t too odd on its own, but the accessories were another matter.  She left the doctor’s custom vibe in my pussy, put a plum sized steel butt plug up my rear, and helped me pull up a thick pair of rubber thong panties that were so tight it took both of us to get them in place.  The panties also had an uncomfortably large butterfly vibe built into them, almost making me look like I was a well-endowed dude.

The top half of my uniform ended just below my nipples, and she had me play with them while she gave the trio of toys a low power test.  Once I was aroused enough that you could cut glass with my nipples, she clamped them with rubber tipped spring clamps that had little bells hanging off the ends.  Why the hell did I go through the trouble of getting my nipples pierced if everyone ignored the rings to fasten things directly on my sensitive flesh?

The gag came next, and it was the highly effective combination gag that Rhys, Flynn, and Connor had invented on the ponygirl ranch.  Everyone called it the Oral Sally gag since it was designed specifically with my special skills in mind, but it felt subtly different this time.

The ring felt slightly larger in diameter and was coated with rubber, and the bit ends pressed into the corners of my mouth a lot more.  They had to be either curved or offset from the ring in order to apply that much pressure, and I definitely didn’t like that modification.

The wedges that went between my teeth were also much bigger than normal, but they were super soft as well, so it felt as if they covered my teeth like a mouth guard.  Each cheek had an inflatable bladder that would’ve puffed my cheeks out like a squirrel if the double-wide strap hadn’t been applying so much pressure from the outside.  Other than the scold bridle, it was definitely the most severe gag I’d ever worn.

Shoulder length opera gloves were next on the agenda, and these too were made of a rubber so heavy she could barely get them up my arms.  The fingers were also glued together, so my manual dexterity was gonna be shit while wearing these things.

I don’t know why she bothered with shoulder length gloves, since the reinforced rubber cuffs she put on me next ran from wrist to armpit, and each arm needed ten locks to seal it up.  I could still bend at the elbow with a bit of effort, but it wasn’t easy since she chained my elbows together behind my back and my wrists in the front.

The restraints were long enough for me to do a bit of maid work, but too confining to do anything efficiently.  Then again, if all she wanted was a maid, I’m sure she could find someone suitable for domestic tasks; I was here to play her kinky games.

The rubber ballet boots were of a similar design, although when she locked them on, she connected my legs to each other with clasps that got longer the farther down my legs she went.  The ones down at my ankles were about a foot long, but I doubt I’d be able to take steps even half that size, since my legs were effectively in a full lower body hobble.  I was gonna be screwed if I fell over.

In the box where my outfit had come from I spotted the tallest posture collar I’d ever seen, a discipline helmet so stiff it maintained its form on its own, and several other things I couldn’t make out.  Thankfully she left them there for now and closed the lid.  Maybe she was mindful of her promise to start things off slow with me today, although slow for her seemed more like an Olympic sprint for most people.

“Go to the kitchen and wait on the red square,” she said after giving all my restraints a final check.  Then she sat down in front of her computer and pretty much ignored me.

I didn’t know where the kitchen was, but I had my orders, so I guess I needed to find it in a hurry.  Hurry wasn’t exactly an accurate phrase, since walking in the ballet boots and leg hobble was even worse than I thought, but I did my best.

I was stupid not to expect it, but the toys came into play as well.  Each awkward step caused the one in my pussy to shift and rub inside me, and the butterfly vibe gave me a brief, low power tickle on my clit.  I wasn’t in danger of having an orgasm yet, but the effects were cumulative, and I was already horny.

I was also starting to sweat from being forced to walk while trapped inside so much rubber, but stopping to rest wasn’t an option.  The butt plug began shocking me with fairly strong pulses the first time I tried it and kept going for a full minute afterwards.

I found the kitchen after only one wrong turn and approached the red square with trepidation.  Nobody was around, and I had no idea how long I’d have to stand around waiting while the plug slowly fried my ass.  Luckily, she wasn’t starting out by be deliberately cruel.  A three-note chime sounded once I stepped onto the square, and the plug didn’t shock me when I stopped moving.  A man wearing chef whites entered the room shortly after, seemingly surprised to see me.

“You’re not Petunia!” he blurted, but then seemed to recover his poise.  “Well I guess that’s the mistress’ business, not mine.  I won’t be a moment.”

He quickly prepared a snack platter of cheese, crackers, fruit, caviar, and a tall flute of an Italian sparkling wine called Prosecco.  When I saw the extent of what he was putting together I worried about my ability to carry it back to Mistress Grey, but he had it covered.

The serving tray had two thin chains that ran from the front corners to my collar, and the back side had two handles I could grab without too much difficulty.  The only problem I might run into would be with the top-heavy glass, but even that should be okay as long as I didn’t stumble.

She was still sitting at her computer when I returned, and I couldn’t help but notice my purse sitting on the desk next to her mouse.  I also noticed a red square on the floor to her left, so I took up station there.  After a few minutes she helped me set the tray down but left me standing there afraid to step out of the safe spot.

“Your time with Red served you well,” she said, taking up the glass with one hand, while scrolling through several screens of info with the other.  She was reading my file off the USB drive Master Laste had prepared for Doctor Kink.  Her system was infected now!

“You seem to have gained a lot of muscle tone in your legs, lost plenty of excess fat, and now have a two-inch reduction in your waist compared to when I got your measurements two months ago.  You need to exercise your arms more, since you’re losing a lot of ground there.”

Gee… my arms were almost always rendered immobile these days, so was it a wonder I was losing strength in them?  She had a valid point though, and it was something I could work on whenever I had a day off.

After she was done skimming my info, she pulled up some sort of industrial looking program and began inputting numbers she read from my file into it.  Technically speaking I was supposed to remain standing at attention, looking straight ahead at the wall, but I’ve always been a curious cat.

She either didn’t notice or didn’t care that I was watching her work, although I had a feeling her indifference wouldn’t last long if I did something that actively drew her attention to me.  From what I could figure out, it seemed she was designing a new corset based off my measurements, but I didn’t get a chance to examine the details closely since she’d finished her drink and sent me off for a refill.

I couldn’t feel the thin stem of the glass through my gloves and kept thinking I was going to drop it at any moment.  Carrying it back was ten times worse, especially since he’d filled it to the brim, guaranteeing I’d slop at least a little out of it on my return trip.

I saw Mistress Grey frown when she took it from my hand, so it was obvious she noticed my wet glove.  She didn’t say anything, but I had a feeling she wouldn’t forget it either.

She worked on her computer for at least two hours, making me stand there in my increasingly aching feet the whole time before ordering me to go wait in the garage for her.  As hard as it was to walk like this, I actually preferred a bit of movement by now, and set off not exactly with gusto, but as close as I could muster.

The door had a handle instead of a knob, so I was able to get it open, but there was also a four-inch step down to the garage floor that I didn’t see until it was almost too late.  I somehow managed to keep on my feet, but it was a close thing.

I heard a chuckle come from outside the garage, and when I looked that way I saw a man beckoning me over.  Unless he was new around here, my current predicament shouldn’t have been such a source of amusement for him, but an ear to ear grin was plastered across his face as he watched me slowly shuffle over, and he even giggled several times.

Whatever.  Of more import was what was just around the corner.

“Walk up to the front of the sulky, turn around, and back up between the poles until I tell you to stop,” he ordered.

I hate it when I’m right; Mistress Grey was going to make me work as a ponygirl today.  The top and apron of my maid’s outfit was taken off and replaced with a wide waist belt so he could fasten me into the traces, and once I was secure he spent a couple of minutes playing with my boobs and rubbing my ass.  I guess it was better than the blowjob Connor the stable master would’ve expected back on the ranch, although having my tits fondled while wearing nipple clamps wasn’t exactly fun.

I had a feeling his groping wasn’t authorized, since he started working double time when he left me alone to finish his work with a sigh and a regretful look on his face.  Reins were attached to the bit snaffles on my gag and tossed over my shoulders, and small cameras were mounted on the ends of the poles in front of me.

I assume another pair was mounted on the cart behind me as well since he had four cameras in the box when he started, and he spent some time on the cart.  I thought that was just friggen lovely, but at least with Mistress Grey I wouldn’t have to worry about the video showing up on some internet porn site.

Unfortunately, I wasn’t completely safe from public scrutiny either.  From listening to a phone call he made I found out the feed was going to be broadcast to the Argentum Seges
, which was just as bad as being on the net if that asshole Matisse was still hanging around the club.  He seemed to have it in for me ever since my disgrace in the eyes of the department and was always looking for fresh fodder about me to feed into the office gossip mill.

The guy finished preparing and loading up the cart mere seconds before Mistress Grey strode out of the garage to inspect his work.  She told him to tighten the waist belt two more notches and squatted in front of me to begin unlocking the hobble clasps.  Walking in ballet boots instead of proper ponygirl hooves was going to be bad enough, so I was grateful she wasn’t about to try and make me pull her in the sulky with my legs so heavily restricted.

“So far, you’ve shown me absolutely no reason to believe you’ve been trained as a proper submissive,” she said, standing so she could look me in the eye.  “Your posture is terrible, you allow your eyes to constantly wander, you lack proper deference, and you seem completely incapable of standing still for more than two seconds at a time.

“This is not
 acceptable behavior for a submissive on her first day under the whip, let alone someone who’s been trained by professionals like Edward and Red.  The only conclusion I can come up with is that you want
 me to punish you, and since I’m such a nice and generous Mistress, I’ll be more than happy to oblige!”

The steel was showing through the velvet again, but I knew I had only myself to blame this time.  I’d assumed she was cutting me some slack after my hard time at the doctor’s place and had taken a few too many liberties.  I should’ve known better.

“Down,” she ordered, walking around the cart behind me.

Taking a knee was a standard maneuver for a ponygirl, since it allowed the driver to step into the sulky easier.  It was harder in ballet boots, but I managed to get down and back up again after she boarded.  (Never in a million years did I ever think I’d miss my ponygirl hooves.)

I was never a very good ponygirl, but my training snapped to the surface the moment I felt the wheel brake unlock, so I was ready for her command to walk on.  I still received a stinging blow to the ass from the whip, but that was more like punctuation for her command rather than punishment.

She steered me around the driveway area in a few ovals and figure eight patterns, so I could get used to her style of driving and get back into the ponygirl groove.  Once we were both familiar with each other, she ordered me to take proper high-steps, and steered me around the house and onto a hard-packed clay path.

To my delight I found the path was actually easier to walk on than the cobblestone driveway, and she didn’t expect more out of me than a gentle walking pace.  The path was perfectly flat, the terrain level, and a good portion was shaded by trees and tall hedges.  Even the sulky pulled like it was barely there, and my only difficulty came from the fact that the butterfly vibe was still giving my clit a buzz each time I set a foot down.

We meandered down scenic paths for close to an hour, although with the way they twisted and turned I had a feeling we weren’t actually that far from where we started.  I got a good long break when she had me stop at a guest house out back, although she ordered me to stand perfectly still at attention the entire time she was inside, so it wasn’t as restful as it could’ve been.

We went down a new set of paths when she returned, and eventually wound up at a small pond.  She reapplied all my leg hobbles, unhooked me from the traces, and led me to the edge of the water where the ground was much softer and my balance more precarious than ever.

“I have a craving for trout almandine tonight, so we’re going fishing,” she said, sounding entirely too cheerful.  “You can join me for dinner if you catch one for yourself, although if fishing isn’t your thing I can feed you the worms we’ll be using for bait instead.  Do you care to try?”

I wasn’t sure if she’d make good on that threat or not, but I wasn’t about to take the chance.  Besides, I actually loved fishing and had never been skunked yet, so I nodded my head yes and pawed the ground once to reinforce it.

“That’s the spirit!  Unfortunately, I only brought one fishing rod, so I’ll have to set you up with something else.”

The trap was sprung, and now I knew why she was sounding so cheerful.  She set me up with two sets of hook, line, and float, tying each one tightly around my nipples!  I wasn’t sure if eating worms for dinner was worse than what it might feel like if I managed to catch a fish, but the choice was out of my hands now.

She baited the hooks and tossed them out into the pond for me before setting up her own rod, lawn chair, and cooler full of drinks and snacks.  It only took her about five minutes before she had a hit, and from the way her rod was bending and twitching as she fought the fish, I knew for sure I’d rather eat worms tonight.

“Fourteen and a half inches!” she crowed after landing and measuring it.  “Most are still in the ten to twelve inch range, so I’ll eat well tonight.  I can also help you catch one now.”

She took a minute to wrap the fish and pack it in the cooler, and then moved her chair behind me.

“The secret to catching a fish is to jiggle the line slightly, making the bait seem alive and attractive to the fish,” she said while taking the bells off my nipples.  “You need to jiggle your tits to do that, but you also need to remain as still and silent as possible or you’ll scare them away.  I can help you with the former, but the latter is all on you.”

Without warning the buggy whip wrapped around on my right and landed on the underside of my tit.  I jumped and squealed in surprise, and almost lost my balance as well.

“Stay still and be silent!” she growled in a low but firm voice.

I managed not to make any noise this time when my left tit got an identical blow, but she wasn’t going to make this that simple for me.  She not only struck my body in completely random spots and at unexpected times, but she also gave me high powered buzzes from the butterfly vibe, and shocks from the butt plug.

It was probably after around fifteen minutes of her help that I felt a powerful jerk on my left nipple.  I’d just caught a fish, and it felt like a monster!

“You got one!  Back up and pull him on shore!”

Pulling backwards against the feisty fish was the last thing I wanted to do, but if I didn’t get the fish to where Mistress Grey could reach it, the fish would continue to pull on my bud until either he got free or my nipple ripped off.

She grabbed the line as soon as the fish was close but declared it too small to be a keeper and threw it back.  Son of a bitch!

The second fish I caught also hit on the left nipple, but got away after only a few seconds.  She gave me ten blows from her riding crop for letting him get away, put a new worm on my hook, and resumed helping me jiggle.

When the third fish struck, it was on my right nipple this time, and pulled so strongly I almost tipped forward into the water.  I overbalanced and landed on my ass when I tried to compensate, but this actually worked in my favor since the line was running across my hand like this.

It was too thin to actually grab, but I managed to wrap it around my hand a few times to relieve the pressure on my aching nipple, and by scooting backwards on my ass I managed to bring it to shore.

“Twelve and three-quarters is a keeper.  I guess you won’t have to eat worms tonight after all, and more importantly, I think this exercise might’ve reminded you what discipline and obedience means.  You’re welcome.”

She cut the fishing line about twelve inches from my nipples and tied heavy fishing weights to each one for the return trip.  She also replaced the nipple clamps on top of it, and I sincerely hoped we didn’t take the scenic route back or my nipples would never be the same after this.

It only took fifteen minutes or so before we were back at the garage, but it was the longest fifteen minutes of my life.  When she unclamped me and snipped the lines free, the return of blood was excruciating for another couple of minutes, but she didn’t put the clamps back on after I was cleaned and dressed as a maid again, so maybe she thought I’d learned my lesson.

All the leg hobbles went back on, though, so she left me behind with the fish.  I was to take them to the kitchen, and then meet her in the study, wherever that was.  It took about ten minutes before the chef came to take the fish off my hands, and twice that long before I found and made my way into the study, where she was impatiently waiting for me.

I found out it was actually twenty-eight minutes, since she gave me eighteen swats to the ass with a paddle for taking that long on a ten-minute assignment.  It wasn’t even remotely fair, but I wasn’t about to complain since she could choose to whip my ass all night if she really wanted to.

As a test of my obedience I had to once again stand for thirty minutes at perfect attention, which was harder than hell since my feet were pretty much done for at this point.  I wasn’t able to remain completely still, but she knew I was trying my hardest, and that was good enough for her.

As a reward, she removed all my legs hobbles completely, and after I put them away in the bedroom she allowed me to rest on my knees between her legs.  It was hardly unexpected, since it was my talented tongue that made her interested in me, but I was surprised to hear her order me to keep her on the edge over the course of a full hour, and then not stop making her cum!

It was a bold request, and one I’d have a hard time dealing with if I was in her place, but she claimed that’s what she wanted, and who was I to argue with the Mistress.  I had her moaning softly within the first five minutes, quite loudly after thirty, and by the time we closed in on the hour mark she was barely able to form a coherent word.

I felt both the dildo and the butterfly vibe roar to life between my legs a moment before her orgasm overwhelmed her, and it wasn’t long before I joined her in the throes of unbelievable ecstasy.  She came, I came… we both came so many times our individual passion seemed to meld together as one for an unbelievably long time, and by the time she couldn’t take any more pleasure we were both ready to collapse.

I even came close to falling into a languid sleep with my head on her thigh, but she recovered faster than I did, and helped me onto a daybed.  We both fell asleep side by side there, and I began to think Mistress Grey might not be so bad… as long as you stayed on her good side.


An Unexpected Development

I was alone when I awoke, and it was a slow pulsing shock from the butt plug that had brought me back to the land of the living.  I think I was being summoned.

My legs were weak and my feet killing me, but it was a lot easier to walk without the hobbles, and I guessed right that I’d find her in the bedroom.  She was just getting the last leg free from her catsuit when I entered the room and had summoned me so I could bathe her before dinner.

She freed my arms from the chains so I could do an adequate job of sponging the sweat from her body, although it was only half-assed in my opinion, since the full length arm cuffs were a pain in the ass to work around.  Once she was clean, dry, and dressed in a thin silk robe, she helped me remove my boots and the thick rubber panties so I’d be presentable as well.

She admitted she actually liked the smell of sweat and sex, but not when it was stale and she was about to eat.  My restraints were reduced to a simple hobble chain between my ankles, the gag in my mouth, and the arm cuffs, but the last was used to draw my arms together behind my back as if they were in an armbinder, but with a touch more slack.  I could live with it, although it was obvious I wouldn’t be sitting down to eat unless something changed.

What changed was Mistress Grey had a surprise guest show up for dinner, so the trout I caught was being served to him, and I’d have to be content with whatever was left over after they’d eaten their fill.  I knew it wasn’t going to be much of a hardship when I entered the kitchen and found the chef preparing enough food to feed an army, but I’d have to wait until later since I had a different role to fill during dinner.

I was to remain underneath the dining room table and keep her entertained in the predictable manner while she dined with none other than Irving, my self-appointed protector, biggest fan, and hopeless lost puppy!  His excuse that he was in the neighborhood was weak by anyone’s standards, so it quite obvious he was only here because he knew I was.  Maybe he wanted to make sure I was okay after my night of a thousand orgasms at the doctor’s orgy.

Anyway, they both enjoyed trout almandine and other fine dishes, while I dined exclusively on wet muff a la mode.  At least until dessert when Mistress Grey apologized for monopolizing my services, (she came once per course so far) and had me crawl over to his chair so I could take care of his needs, ordering me quite firmly to take my time and make it last.  As soon as I had his dick in my mouth, that’s when the conversation took on a most interesting turn.

“So I hear your father is having an increasingly difficult time in finding new talent for his pleasure dungeon?” she asked.

“None since Miss Sally here had her contract breached for unauthorized bloodshed.”

“What a shame, and such a surprise as well,” she lamented.  “You’ve such a fine touch with the whip I bet you could castrate a fly on the wing ten times out of ten, yet you somehow broke skin on a stationary target.  One might think you did it on purpose for some strange reason.”

“My father is of the same mind you are.  He thought I did it on purpose in order to spare her the torments he enjoys inflicting on his other slaves, and was quite ready to have me take her place that night in retribution.  Thankfully Sally punctured that balloon by waiving vengeance, but he’s been hard on the new girls ever since then.”

“How can he be difficult with new girls if he can’t get anyone new to sign on?”

He groaned with lust instead of replying, and I stopped licking the underside of his shaft, plus slowed my bobbing action way down.  I wanted to keep this conversation going while Irving was too distracted to think properly, and I’d keep his cock in my mouth all damn night if I could.

“I bet he’d love to get his hands on Sally one more time,” she said, changing her line of questioning.”

“Undoubtedly, but that’s not likely to happen.  She’s much too well known by now, and many of his associates actually admire her spirit as much as her more obvious talents.”

I sensed he was getting close to blowing his load, so I switched to licking and sucking on his balls.  Mistress Grey was doing a better job of interrogating him by accident than I ever could on purpose, but I had no doubt the opportunity would end about three seconds after he ejaculated.  What I needed to do was keep him worked up, but not too worked up.

“I’m surprised you haven’t made any inquiries on your own.  Even a blind monkey could see how you’re obviously smitten with her, and I’m sure you’d treat her right.  She’d be a lucky girl to have you as a Master… as long as you keep her away from the castle.”

“That’s… the hard part… isn’t it,” he gasped, breathing fast and hard.  Dammit, he apparently really loved getting his balls tongued.  “Father doesn’t seem… to recognize… the difference between… fantasy and… oh God… reality anymore… oh God.”

I’d brought him too close to the tipping point before I tried to slow my roll, so now it seemed no matter what I did or how slowly I did it, the impending geyser of sperm was impossible to stop.  The taste of his pre-cum was so strong on my tongue you’d think he actually shot his load already, except his prick was still as hard as mahogany.

“She really is the best, isn’t she?  Our friend the doctor already gave her one of his custom toys, and even offered to give her one of his special little implants.  As good as she is now, could you imagine what she’d be like once she has the ultimate control in place?  Just the thought is almost enough to make me cum!”

Apparently he felt the same way.  I had just enough warning to take him fully into my throat and hold him there, while bobbing my head super-fast as he began spurting.  I didn’t stop until his cock started to shrink, and even then, I kept licking and swirling my mouth over him to ensure he was completely clean.  I almost thought I’d be able to make him go another round, but he’d need at least a few minutes of recovery time before I’d be able to tempt him again.

“I have some preparations to make for tonight, so I was wondering if you’d do me a favor and make sure she eats?”

“I’d be more than glad to,” he said, scooting his chair back so I could crawl out.

“Take your time and enjoy her company – my preparations will take a while.  Here’s the key to her gag, and remember to deflate the sides before you try to pull it out.”

I wish she would’ve given him all the keys but losing the gag would be good enough for now.  I’d been wearing it long enough that my jaw was aching, I was starving, and hopefully I’d be able to ask a few questions of my own in between bites.

He helped me to my feet and into his chair, but not before lifting my arms up so they’d fall over the back of the chair.  It was highly uncomfortable, but it was pretty much par for the course with the hardcore BDSM enthusiasts; they never passed up a chance to make someone’s restraints more difficult, and I bet he did it without conscious thought.

At least that was the extent of it.  The walls of Mistress Grey’s house were decorated with all manner of fully functional restraints and toys, so he could’ve easily immobilized me completely if he chose to.

Instead he gave me a minute to get my jaw working again, gave me sips of water and wine from his glasses, and then almost tenderly fed me bits and pieces of dinner with his fingers.  It was actually kind of fun to be fed like this, and he absolutely loved it whenever I licked sauce or gravy off his fingers, so he fed me a lot of really messy bites.  The food was damn near as good as the conversation.

“Did the doctor really offer to give you the clitoral implant for free?”

“Yes, Master, but the several weeks of recovery time made me hesitate.”

“It doesn’t really take that long,” he chuckled.  “When Fiona had it done she was back at the castle later the same day.”

“Your sister had it done?”

“She’s not really my sister, but yes.  It cost my father a small fortune too, but he craves absolute control over his slaves, and the implant makes any form of resistance absolutely futile.”

“Your father seems a little strange by anyone’s standards.”

“The name he gave me pretty much tells it all.  My full name is Irving David Iago Octavio Thessman, and he enjoys giving me monogramed gifts.”

It took me a minute to figure it out, and my eyes flew wide open in shock when I did; his initials spelled out the word idiot!  His father really was bat shit crazy!

“Why don’t you leave?”

“Aside from the fact that I’d be penniless the moment I tried to strike out on my own, Fiona needs my protection.  I can only leave the castle when he’s otherwise occupied.”

“Occupied away from prying eyes with an unknown and nameless slave?”

“Something like that,” he mumbled.

“And are these unidentified slaves ever seen or heard from again after he’s done playing with them?  Was I going to mysteriously disappear as well before I became so well known to his friends?”

His silence and guilty look was all the answer I needed.  I’d just discovered where all the missing girls had been disappearing to!

“Signing up voluntarily for some kinky activities is one thing, even if it winds up on the extreme side, but being forced into it against your will is just plain wrong.  It needs to stop now, Irving.”

“He’s too rich, too powerful, and has too much dirt on every judge and politician in the state.  Even if he was caught in the act it’s doubtful he’d ever see the inside of a jail cell.”

“What if he had a target too tempting to resist… a target who had friends who were just as rich and powerful as he is?”

“He’d love another crack at you, but there’s no way he’d risk it, and you shouldn’t think of risking it either.”

“What if I decided to get the implant?  I’d surely be too valuable to torture to death, or whatever it is he does with the girls once he’s done with them.”

“I don’t believe my father is a murderer, but he frequently sends packages to certain Arab business associates of his.  Those people are even more untouchable than my father.”

“Maybe, but maybe not.  The person you need to talk to is Master Laste.  If anyone can help or know what to do, he’s the one.  He could help you break free as well.”

He seemed startled to hear it phrased that way, as if he didn’t realize he was under a form of bondage worse than anything I’d ever experienced, and that was saying a lot.  I might’ve pushed it a little too far, too fast though, since he muttered something about Mistress Grey waiting for me and helped me get up off the chair.

“Wait!” I blurted, when I saw him reach for my gag.  “Before you do that, I’d like to thank you in the best way I know how, and the gag only gets in the way.  Take a seat and let me show you how I really
 earned my name.”

Even if  he hadn’t fallen for me, it was a rare man who’d pass up the chance to get a world class blowjob, so he only had to think for about three-quarters of a second before unzipping his fly and dropping his ass on the chair.  Mistress Grey might not be entirely happy if we made her wait overly long, but I didn’t care; I was going to give Irving the longest and best blowjob a man’s ever had in the history of sucking cock.

I’d learned a few things about him earlier, so I knew what he liked best and used that knowledge to my advantage.  I used every trick I knew and even came up with a few new ones, and was able to make it last for somewhere close to a full thirty minutes before he couldn’t take it anymore.

He came so hard I thought he might have a heart attack, or at least pass out, but he did neither.  It did take him a few minutes before he could get up and finish escorting me to Mistress Grey’s bedroom, and I was pretty sure he’d be making that all-important call to Master Laste when he left.  Mission accomplished.

Almost.  Mistress Grey was indeed waiting for me, and the restraint method she chose to put me in for the night was even more severe than I imagined.  In the place where her bed had been was a two pronged sybian machine, and I was strapped down tightly on top of it to ensure I remained impaled in both holes all night.

That may not sound like a lot of restraints, but then she lowered the bed from the ceiling where it’d been winched up to, and it would’ve crushed me if there hadn’t been a hole in the thin mattress for my head to stick through.  The air cushions that inflated around me were pretty much redundant, since even before they squeezed my torso I could only move my head back and forth a little.

She thanked Irving for his assistance and asked that he show himself out unless he cared to spend the night in one of the guest rooms.  He appeared torn for several moments, and then took her up on his offer.  He was going to help!

Once the bedroom doors were closed and locked, and the lights dimmed to a very low level, Mistress Grey crawled into bed and wiggle-walked on her ass until she was positioned less than an inch away from my face.

“Well Detective Patterson, it seems like your super-secret undercover assignment might soon be over.  If that’s the case, I think I better take full advantage of the situation while I have the chance.  I hope you’re not too tired after today’s activities, since I’m going to test that lovely mouth of yours as many times as possible, and then a few more past that!”

Hearing her address me as Detective Patterson instead of Oral Sally, was almost as big of a jolt to the system as a full powered zap from the butt plug I’d worn for most of the day.  She not only knew who I was, but why I was doing this!

Apparently knowing wasn’t enough to stop her from taking ‘full advantage of the situation’ as she put it, since she moved forward again until her pussy was mashed firmly against my face.  I’d hired myself out at an exorbitant rate as her submissive for three full days, so she wasn’t about to set me free without getting her money’s worth. 

Fair’s fair I guess; it was time to see if the tongue was mightier than the snatch!

She used the sybian to reward me for making her cum, as well as to tease me when I had to start licking again after a rest.  There weren’t many breaks at first, and she damn near wore me out, but I looked upon this as a challenge and refused to give up.  I could handle just as many orgasms as she could!

It was exhilarating and exhausting at the same time, but my stamina eventually proved greater than hers and she was forced to shimmy out of range of my devastating tongue.  Chalk up another win for Oral Sally, and soon a major win for Detective Patterson.

***

I had to eat her out to another pair of orgasms in the morning before I was released from the bed, but she didn’t return the favor this time.  Apparently, I wasn’t allowed to cum before seeing the doc or it’d mess up the calibration for the implant.  She ordered me to blow Irving again as well, but he shot his load so fast I’m hesitant to even count it.

Either he was uber horny in the morning, or he was so nervous he had no control whatsoever.  It meant I was the only one who didn’t get to have some fun before I was trussed up like never before and shoved in the trunk of Mistress Grey’s car for the trip back to Doctor Kink’s demesne. 

Through a combination of automated computer machinery and 3-D printing technology, the corset she’d designed yesterday was ready and waiting when she woke up.  I think she was more excited at the chance to try it out on me as she was for anything else she’d done while I was under her control.

She’d taken the idea of a full corset to the next level by encasing me from hip up in rigid steel, leather, and latex, and I do mean encasing me.  It went up past my breasts and had a built-in posture collar, as well as a thick hood that left me barely able to blink, let alone speak or move.

Every strap on the full arm cuffs went through rings on the sides to thoroughly immobilize my arms, and the thing wasn’t simply laced on; she’d incorporated ratchet straps all along the back so even a weakling could completely crush me inside its relentless grip.  Just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse, she folded my legs back and attached my ankles to a ring on the back of my head, putting me in what would’ve been a severe hogtie if my back was still able to arch.

The thing was so rigid I barely even noticed when I was carried to her car via a strap wound around my legs, slung over Irving’s shoulder like a duffel bag.  I guess Mistress Grey really had
 started me off slow and easy yesterday!

The straps on the doctor’s operating table immobilized me even further, but for good reason.  The actual operation was fairly minor from a trauma point of view, and only required a four millimeter incision.  It probably could be done with a simple topical and local anesthetic, but due to the proximity of so many nerve endings, scraping the implant along them was inevitable during the installation.

I was told that it was so incredibly painful I needed to be put completely under, and restrained to within nanometer levels of movement.  I’d have to take his word for it, since the sevoflurane I was inhaling took me away at that point of his explanation, and I knew nothing until I woke up in a strange place.


Taken

I thought at first I was chained to a stone wall.  I also thought it was a pretty wall, but I believe I was more than a little loopy at the moment.  As my fuzzy head slowly cleared I realized this wasn’t exactly the case; I was still in the crushing embrace of the extreme corset, and, along with support from some restraints around me, was how I remained vertical.  What else could I discover?

I was thirsty… that was an easy one to figure out.  I couldn’t do much about it at the moment with the Oral Sally gag keeping me from closing my mouth.  From past experience I knew I could wear that particular gag for days at a time without much difficulty, but my jaw was aching something fierce.  Had it been in my mouth long enough it was causing me difficulties?

Maybe, but maybe not… the discipline hood I wore was basically a corset for the head, so the extra pressure it exerted might be the reason the gag felt so much more severe today, and the tightly tied off reins weren’t helping.  Speaking of which, I wondered what day it was.

Scratch that.  The ‘when’ wasn’t something I’d be able to figure out until I got away from the wall, and same with where I was, so I needed to turn my detecting skills to tasks I could accomplish.  The small eyeholes in the hood gave me tunnel vision, and I couldn’t turn my head, so I had to use my other senses.

Taste and smell was only leather and latex from my restraints, so neither of those would help.  Hearing was out as well, since I felt plugs in my ears that were redundant considering the thick hood that covered them, but maybe they were ear buds that would let me hear something later.

What could I feel?  Well, my head felt like I was drunk and hungover at the same time, I had an itch on my nose and in my crotch, a shortness of breath, and it felt like I had to go to the bathroom.  Hmm… the last was due to a large butt plug instead of bodily functions, and my other hole was stuffed as well, hence the itch of arousal.

When I pawed the ground with my right hoof, it felt like I was scraping dirt instead of something harder, but I only had a little leeway before my hobble brought my experiment up short.  Hey!  I’d just learned several new things there, namely that I was wearing the real pony boots I was familiar with from my time on the ranch, and that I was hobbled.  I was getting good at this detecting thing!

What else?  If my head was held by reins and my hooves by a hobble, then the restraints I felt above my hips might be the poles of a cart.  Elementary my dear Watson: I was a bound ponygirl again, but this time I was in some pretty serious tack.

I still had no idea where I was, how I got here, or why I was in my ponygirl gear.  The last thing I remembered was being taken to Doctor Kink for the delicate procedure of getting the special implant, but had he done it?  I didn’t feel any different down there, although being stuffed so thoroughly in both holes, as well as having a crotch cutting strap between my legs masked a lot.

My thinking cleared up the rest of the way over the next hour or two, but I didn’t learn anything new about my situation even when someone came and gave me a drink of water.  I never saw who it was, and just had some water poured into my mouth through a hose before they were gone again and more time passed.

I’d almost nodded off when I felt my reins jerk left then right, and my head was pulled away from the wall.  The hobble was removed next, and after a bunch of powerful pulls the poles I was harnessed between were pulled out of their supports.  I’d grown so used to poles holding me up that I almost fell to the ground, but managed to catch myself just in time, and was able to keep walking backwards until the pulling stopped.

I felt a rap on my right shoulder indicating I needed to take a knee, and I did it almost without thinking.  I felt the weight of a driver climbing onto the cart, and then a shake of the reins that meant I needed to stand again, followed by an insistent pull to the right until a path through a forest came into view ahead of me.

I started walking forward from the dual command of the rein shake and a sharp crack to the ass from a whip, but I also felt my suit start to come alive.  It started with a tingling at my nipples, followed by a series of shocks from the butt plug, and stimulation from both the dildo and my new implant.  Oh yeah… the doc had definitely put the implant in me, and it made the surface device look like a newbie’s toy.

Of more importance to finding out what the hell was happening, my earlier hope about the ear plugs came true and I could hear again.  All I heard at the moment was the clop of my hooves on the ground, a squeaky wheel on the cart behind me, and the chirp of a bird, but it was a start.

The new sensory input must’ve distracted me, since I felt the whip crack against my ass again and again and again.  The driver kept it up until I was struggling to maintain a fast canter, and it took everything I had to keep going at that pace.

I hadn’t had a chance to warm up or stretch my legs, the corset kept me from getting anywhere close to enough air in my lungs, the path had a slight uphill grade to it, and the special features of my suit hadn’t shut off after the initial system check.  I received a shock to the ass a split second after each crack of the whip, the dildo gave me a warm fuzzy feeling every time I planted my left foot, the implant did the same with my right, and my nipples were tied into the system too.

I felt pain in the corresponding nipple when he steered me left or right, and if I didn’t feel the pressure on my mouth and know better, I’d swear the reins were attached there instead of to my bit.  Talk about full feedback!

The path was only around a hundred yards long, but I was ready to drop by the time I emerged from the trees and felt the driver pull back on my reins and say “whoa”.  Once I’d slowed he steered me hard to the right, and then left in a big circle until I was facing the way we came.  I hope it didn’t mean he was going to run me down the path again, because I wasn’t gonna make it unless he let me catch my breath first.  This corset was a killer!

Thankfully he pulled me to a complete stop and ordered me to kneel instead.  I simply dropped without any attempt to make it graceful, concentrating exclusively on the need to get air in my burning lungs.  He dismounted and walked in front of me, but thanks to the stupid hood I didn’t have enough range of vision to see more than a bulging leather crotch.

“You bring people.  You return. You obey,” was all he said before he unbuttoned the front of his pants and stuck his cock in my mouth.

He grew hard just from my panting and seemed to like it quite a bit since he didn’t try to shove it down my throat like most men.  He just wiggled and shimmied his hips a little to rattle it around my mouth for several minutes until he filled my mouth with his spunk and walked away.

Kneeling in the traces like I was meant my body was tilted forward slightly, and the neck corset kept me from being able to tilt my head back so I could try to swallow and clear my mouth.  All I could do was let it slowly drip out of my mouth and fall to the ground, and hope someone remembered that a hard working ponygirl needed plenty of water so I could get his taste off my tongue.

I didn’t get the hoped-for drink of water, but I got a good long rest which was almost as good.  It was actually too long of a wait if I was expected to ferry people up and down the path, and I needed to get to my feet so I could stretch before my legs cramped.

I quickly found out the control program was still active, and received several zaps to the nips when I pulled against the bit on my way up.  I also felt the tingling in my groin when I began high-stepping in place to loosen up my leg muscles and wondered if I’d be able to cum this way.  An orgasm would drain a lot of strength but would be a welcome distraction right about now.

I never got the chance to find out, since I suddenly felt the weight of someone hop up on the cart and take hold of my reins.  He started me down the path with a ‘giddy up’ and a flick of the reins, and I started moving immediately so he wouldn’t have an excuse to add another welt to my ass.

He did it anyway, but only the once, and he also let me set my own pace which was a welcome relief.  When we got to the other end, he dismounted while I was still turning around, and sent me back down the path with a slap to the ass.

I wasn’t in near as bad of shape as I was after the first trip, and having an empty cart for the uphill leg of the journey made it even better.  I could even get away with going at a slow walk, but I found out the hard way that stopping completely was not
 allowed.  I tried to take a short break at around the midpoint of the path and got such a painful jolt from the butt plug I almost fell to the ground.  I wouldn’t be trying that again anytime soon!

The clearing was empty when I got there, and lacking any instructions I did what I did last time, and made the turn so I was ready for the next trip.  I wondered how long I was going to be on taxi duty, and then had a thought that sent a chill down my spine.  What if I had to bring everyone back up the path when they were done with whatever they were doing down there?

I couldn’t worry about that now, so I went down on my knees to rest my feet a little.  After a few minutes I heard footsteps approach and saw someone in a kilt step in front of me.  He wasn’t wearing anything underneath it, and his cock was already growing when he took the final step forward and slipped it past the ring in my mouth.

It took him a while to realize my outfit prevented me from bobbing my head like he was expecting, or maybe he was just waiting until my tongue got him fully erect.  Either way, he soon began thrusting it deep into my mouth, slow then fast, slow then fast until he came with loud, animalistic grunts of pleasure.

He then used the poles to pull me to my feet and climbed aboard the cart.  He hadn’t given me any commands, and I don’t think he even took up the reins, but I started walking anyway before he got it in his head to start whipping me.  Self-preservation is a powerful motivator.

Like the last guy he also let me set my own pace, and even gave me a drink of water after we arrived, which vastly improved my mood.  I wasn’t so lucky on my next trip.

I hadn’t seen him in the clearing, but he climbed aboard just a few seconds after I went down to my knees, and the first thing he did was crack the whip across my ass to get me back up.  He whipped the shit out of me for the entire trip and made me run so fast I almost couldn’t slow down enough to make the turn without crashing.  He also didn’t let me rest before going back and kept hitting me until I left the clearing.  Asshole.

Two big masked men were waiting for me on the other end, but I sort of got a break because they both wanted blowjobs first.  That turned out to be a good thing for once, since they both climbed aboard at the same time, and it was hard to pull that much weight.  One of the guys also gave me a proper drink, tilting me backwards so most of it went down my throat instead of out of my mouth and down the front of my corset.

It was getting dark, so I hoped this was the last trip I’d have to make, or I wouldn’t be able to see the path well enough to stay on it.  I shuddered to think of how excruciatingly painful it would be if I ran into a tree and got stuck, while the butt plug kept shocking me until someone realized I was missing and came to find me.

They had an answer for that problem, and I had another passenger for the uphill leg of the trip.  Another man wearing leather pants loaded some heavy crates onto the cart and walked beside me this time, stopping me every twenty feet or so.  I found out walking in place kept my ass from getting shocked just as well as moving did, so it wasn’t as bad as it could’ve been.

He was planting and lighting torches along the length of the path, which meant my job was nowhere near done yet, but at least I wouldn’t have to worry about drifting into the forest by accident.  I didn’t even have to suck his cock when the job was done, but he did something stupid that caused me major grief when my next ‘customer’ climbed aboard.

He’d put on the wheel brake, and this guy didn’t seem to realize it.  When shaking the reins didn’t get me moving like he expected, he began whipping me.  Hard.  I think my ass was nothing but welts on top of welts before someone told him to release the damn brake, and since I was still straining to move the cart when he finally did, I immediately fell forward to the ground.  What a fucking idiot!

I got a few minutes to recover before being forced down the path, and while he didn’t whip me anymore, the intense whipping had thrown my equilibrium off, so he had to correct my course extensively, which was almost as bad.  I didn’t think I could take any more of this, but thankfully the idiot realized it and called out to someone that ‘this pony was done for’, and to harness up a new one.

After an inventive round of cursing and swearing, I was taken off the cart and brought over to the wall I’d woken up at.  I was rudely pushed down to my knees at a ninety degree angle to it this time, and heard the clink of a chain behind me.  I knew I was about to be tethered in place, but the manner was an even bigger unpleasant surprise than waking up bound in ponygirl tack.

It seemed like the butt plug doubled in size, and then doubled again until I felt like it was going to rip me apart.  I screamed as loud as the gag would let me, and I think that was the reaction he was waiting for, since he backed it off slightly and locked the plug to the chain I’d heard.  I most definitely wasn’t going anywhere until that thing got smaller again!

Where the fuck was Mistress Grey and Irving?  If this night of hell was part of their grand plan to round up the slavers, then their plan fucking sucked!  Or maybe their plan had gone wrong and I’d really been kidnapped!

I had no way of knowing for sure, but I prayed the cavalry was already on its way to my rescue if that was the case.  I was absolutely miserable, and even the implant running in a holding pattern to keep me aroused did little to distract me from my numerous aches and pains.

I was still feeling sorry for myself when I saw my replacement come into view, but couldn’t help shift some of that feeling her way.  She was dressed in conventional ponygirl tack, with thin straps for the chest harness and bridle, a large steel bit pulled deep into her mouth, ankle-high hooves, and a stainless steel chastity belt with tail sticking out the back.

While her outfit looked tight and uncomfortable, what made me feel sorry for her was how every exposed inch of skin on her body was covered in welts, bruises, and nasty red lines.  Her entire body looked like my ass felt, and if I was any judge I’d have to say she’d been whipped every day for several weeks at least.  She also looked like her spirit had been completely broken, and that was the worst part of it all.

Her handler pulled her out of view a moment later, but I knew she was harnessed to the cart and sent or driven away to bring the next person to wherever the hell this was.  Ten or fifteen minutes later I heard the clop of her hooves returning at high speed, accompanied by the crack of a whip landing on flesh.  I heard two male voices talking, laughing, and ordering her back to the pickup zone, and then the voices approached.

“Hey!  What’s a new one doing out here unguarded?”

“Relax, she’s not going anywhere.  You see that chain running between her legs?  It means she’s got the Pear of Anguish inside her, and she’ll rip herself in half if she tries to pull it out before it’s collapsed.  Based on the kind of gag she’s wearing, the boss probably left her here as a welcome mat for us all.”

“Well in that case…”

He never finished the sentence, but he didn’t need to.  He was quick and rough about it, and finished by cumming on my face, getting one bit shot right in my left eye that burned and made me keep it closed.  The second guy wasn’t much better, although he took long enough that I heard the cart return just as he finished.

“Inside,” a familiar voice ordered.  “We’re about to start.”

“Yes, sir,” they both said in unison, hurrying off.

“I do hope they haven’t used you too hard my love, especially on your special night,” Irving said, wiping my face with a handkerchief.

“Let’s get you inside, cleaned up and dressed,” he continued, releasing the pressure inside my ass.  “Our wedding starts in two hours and punctuality is important.”

Irving?  Wedding?  What the hell?

He pulled me to my feet by my reins… quite painfully I might add, since the pressure feedback to my nipples was still in play, and used them to lead me inside the stone building.  I had no choice but to follow him or get zapped, but what I saw when I stepped through the door was enough to momentarily stop me in my tracks.

I was in deeper shit than I knew.
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It was a modernized version of his father’s dungeon but was no less scary for being brighter and cleaner.  It was also packed wall to wall with the men I’d transported here, and heavily restrained slave girls being screwed or tortured or both.  It looked like I’d stepped straight into a living nightmare.

A sharp tug on the reins got me moving again, and I was taken through a door on the far side of the room, past a row of jail cells, and into a small but well-appointed room.  Fiona was waiting for us, naked except for steel cuffs, collar, and chastity belt, and fell to her knees with her head bowed the moment she saw Irving.

“Is everything ready?” he curtly asked.

“Yes, Master,” she meekly replied.

“You have two hours to prepare her perfectly in all
 aspects.  Do not disappoint me in even the slightest way or I’ll triple the length of your punishment!”

“She’ll be ready on time,” she gasped, with genuine fear in her quavering voice.

I heard the door close behind me and assumed he left.  Fiona seemed to slump in defeat for a moment or two, but then took a deep breath and rose to her feet.

“Sorry about this sweetie, but it’s better you than me.  The idiot was gonna marry me before I managed to convince him you’d make a much better wife, but I never thought in a million years he’d manage to get his hands on you.  After all, you had the protection I lacked and so desperately needed.”

I wasn’t completely sure what she was talking about, but it was obvious Mistress Grey had made a serious mistake by prodding Irving to help with the slaver problem.  His father may or may not be involved, but Irving sure as hell was. 

“Enough of that,” she said, taking up my reins and pulling me to the center of the room.  “You need to be ready on time or there’ll be hell to pay, and if he triples my punishment I’ll personally make sure you spend the rest of your life living in a hell worse than the one I’ll be living in.”

She connected hooks to the D-rings on my shoulders and cranked a winch until my feet left the ground.  The heavy corset did a lot to help disperse my weight, but still applied a new and uncomfortable pressure on my body.

My pony boots, crotch strap, and dildo were removed, and my legs washed before she began the laborious task of lacing up thigh-high ballet boots on my feet.  Even without any weight on my toes I could feel the strain of the extreme heels, and I bet they were at least eight or nine inches tall.

She was just finishing the second one when the door opened, a masked man handed her an ornate wooden box, and left without saying a word.  She looked eager at first to get her hands on whatever was inside, but the look on her face quickly changed to one of disappointment and disgust.

“Son of a bitch!” she spat.  “The controller needs a password for everything except the setting he wants me to use on you.  I was hoping to give both of us some relief before the ceremony, but no such luck.  Nothing personal sweetie, but orders are orders.”

I suddenly felt my new implant ramp up with such intensity I thought she’d hit the instant-O button, but I was never that lucky.  It reduced its stimulation before I could hit the big moment and left me hanging just a hair short the edge and futilely kicking my legs to try and get that last bit I needed to finish the job.

“This is the hell I’ve been living in each night ever since you were last here, and I’ve got three more months to go on my sentence.  I will not
 allow the idiot to triple my time, so you need to settle down and cooperate or I’ll suggest he do the same to you for at least your first year here instead of just for your nuptials!”

Her words barely registered through the haze of my lust, and she had to resort to chaining my feet to the floor to stop me from thrashing about.  I was so close to orgasm I could practically taste it, but no matter how hard I tried it remained elusively out of reach.  Irving probably wanted me to beg him to fuck me on our wedding night, and sadly enough I probably would if they left me like this until then.

She tightened the winch to hold me still better and started polishing my leather up.  She made a ‘tsk, tsk’ sound when she got up to my crotch and taped a bunch of cloth around it to prevent my freely running juices from making a mess of her work.

She continued up to the level of my boobs before she had to lower me to the floor so she could reach easier, but by this time I’d settled down a bit, mostly because my exertions had left me short of air once again.  Once I was as clean as she could make me… everything except for my left eye which she couldn’t get to properly, she spent some time out of sight behind me.

When she was done with whatever it was, she clipped a new hook to the top of my head, removed the ones from my shoulders, and wrapped a cloth around my eyes.

“We wouldn’t want to spoil the surprise,” she crooned, sound less like an unwilling participant and more like an evil step-sister.  She might be as crazy as the rest of these loons.

It took her a long time to finish her surprise, and the only thing I knew she did for sure was she applied a bit of lipstick and put something new over my head.  When she whipped off the blindfold and held up a mirror, I saw I was wearing a flowing white wedding gown and pearled headpiece.  She dropped a gossamer thin veil over my face after I got a good look at myself, and it finally sunk in that this asshole really, truly expected me to marry him shortly!

“You look beautiful sweetie, especially the way the corset takes your waist in so far.  Too bad it also mashes your boobies flat, or you’d be picture perfect.  I think I’m going to superglue these locks shut to make sure he keeps you in it permanently, even if it means he can’t whip your tits before breakfast each morning.  Maybe our leather smith can cut holes in it someday, so they stick out and we get the best of both worlds!”

Yup.  She was definitely crazy and might even have a split personality issue.

“Now I know we haven’t had time for a dress rehearsal, but your new Master expects the ceremony to go perfectly, and you will not
 disappoint him.  Here’s how this is gonna work.

“Do not fall when you walk down the aisle or the usher will cane you quite severely on the spot, and bloodstains will ruin your lovely dress.  When you get to the altar you will stop, remain perfectly still, and do nothing except look straight ahead unless otherwise instructed.  The consequences for breaking that
 rule will make a simple caning seem like a pleasant diversion.

“When he consummates your marriage, do not under any circumstances have an orgasm without permission or you’ll wind up with a longer punishment sentence than the one I’m under.  The last is a piece of friendly advice and not a hard rule, but I suggest you obey.  You have no idea what kind of torment that implant can inflict when an angry Master is at the controls.”

I did know, since I was under its effects right now, not to mention what had happened to me at the doc’s.  I wanted to cum so fucking badly right now I’d be willing to agree to almost anything, which was probably why he’d ordered her to turn it on in advance.

My whole body felt hyper sensitive and alive thanks to its insidious control over me, but at least it had the effect of countering some of my aches and pains.  My feet should’ve been killing me after running up and down the path in pony hooves and then being stuffed into an even worse pair, but I barely noticed the strain.

My ass had been worked over hard by the idiot who didn’t release the wheel brake, yet I didn’t even notice the discomfort unless I flexed a butt cheek wrong.  The corset crushing my mouth around the gag was still a noticeable pain, but little things like the intermittent shocks from my permanent collar became so minor it was hardly worth mentioning.

Wait a sec… why was I getting rapid little zaps from my collar?  Fiona had started a diatribe about the duties a slave bride needed to learn, but I tuned her out so I could concentrate on it better… it seemed familiar somehow.

Then it hit me like a ton of bricks; my collar wasn’t going off at random, it was Morse code!

…L.A.Y.  H.E.L.P. C.O.M.I.N.G. D.E.L.A.Y. it repeated in an endless loop.

I would’ve jumped in the air and done a fist pump if I could’ve.  Someone finally realized I was in trouble and told Master Laste or Monica.  They could track my location through my collar, and were on the way to save me, although ‘delay’ was a bit ambiguous.

Did it mean they were being delayed in coming to my rescue, or did they want me to delay and distract?  I guess the end result was the same, but if I saw even the slightest opportunity to create a delay or two that didn’t involve my ass getting caned to a bloody pulp, I was going to take it.

My internal jubilation was dampened when Fiona snapped a golden chain to the front of my collar and said it was time to begin.  I hope it was a long ceremony, because that asshole wasn’t going to get his chance at the honeymoon!

I didn’t have to fake the need to walk with slow, tiny steps; these boots gave me no choice even without a hobble.  For the sake of a delay I’d hoped the ceremony would take place in another building, but they’d rolled a red carpet out through the middle of the dungeon and set up an altar at the far end of it.

Irving was standing in front of it along with the equivalent of some groomsmen, and a guy wearing a stole draped over his shoulders was behind.  The room seemed eerily quiet and still compared to the last time I saw it, and even the captive slaves were silent.  The girls might’ve been making the most out of an unexpected reprieve, but it was more likely they were under strict orders to remain silent or face more torture than usual.  That seemed to be the modus operandi around here.

The walk to the other end of the room was the longest of my life, yet it seemed like only moments before I was standing in front of the altar with Irving on one side and Fiona on the other.  I guess the crazy bitch was like my maid of honor or something.

The ceremony began with a variation of the typical ‘gathered here today’ crap that sounded totally out of place considering the circumstances of why I was here.  Fiona actually had a real role to fill as well, speaking for me by proxy since I could barely utter a sound through my gag.

The vows were heavily weighted towards me obeying my Master without question or hesitation, showing deference at all times, being ready to serve twenty-four/seven, and basically being a good little slave for the rest of my days.  He vowed to not beat me too severely unless I deserved it, or he felt like it, or he was bored.  Calling it a one-sided agreement was the understatement of the century.

This type of marriage didn’t include a ring for my finger to seal the deal; He locked a ruby studded leather collar around my neck instead, and promised to replace it with a permanent silver one at the earliest opportunity.  He then asked that as a sign of my willingness to become his slave-wife, I show my desire for him by cumming for him in front of all these witnesses.

I had just started to think that this was the reason why he used my new implant to keep me ultra-horny when I saw stars.  Someone had turned it up to maximum power, and with how close I’d been anyway, it sent me instantly over the edge.  It wasn’t waves of pleasure that coursed through my body this time, it was a non-stop torrent of ecstasy that would’ve driven me to my knees if the two of them hadn’t been ready for my reaction and grabbed me by my arms.

Pleasure beyond endurance obliterated everything except for the extreme sensations radiating out from the nerves of my clit, and it seemed to be getting stronger the longer I came.  It was impossible to tell when one orgasm ended and the next one began, but it had to be at least a dozen chained together in the most unbelievable climax in recorded history.

I couldn’t stop cumming if my life depended on it, and I think I squirted like a fire hydrant through most of it as well, but he never gave me a moment’s reprieve until I was a heartbeat away from passing out.  I almost wish I had passed out, since the last thing on the agenda was for me to blow him, and he’d only turned my implant down and not off.

It wasn’t as high as it had been in preparation for the show he wanted everyone to see, but it was obvious he still wanted to keep me horny, docile, and ready to perform at a moment’s notice.  A thought passed through my giddy mind that the controller in his hands would be just as effective as chaining me to his bed, since all he had to do was give me a blast like that if I tried to run away, and chances were, I wouldn’t even be able to find
 the door, let alone escape through it!

They lowered me to my knees, and Fiona shifted behind me to help keep me upright while he unbuckled his belt.  He was just slipping it into my mouth when he suddenly stiffened up and began shaking like a leaf, and the room exploded into chaos.  I fell forward when Fiona unexpectedly let go of my shoulders, so I couldn’t see what was happening, but there was a lot of screaming, cursing, and the sounds of an epic struggle going on around me.

It sounded like the cavalry had finally arrived, but I might not find out who won the fight.  I’d fallen face down onto his groin, was too weak from all those orgasms to lift myself up to get some air, and couldn’t even shift my head because of the neck corset.  I was going to suffocate unless someone noticed my predicament, and it sounded like everyone already had their hands full.

My last thought before darkness took me away, was that at least the slave ring was busted and the kidnapped girls would get to go home.

***

When consciousness returned, I found myself still tightly bound and gagged, lying on a table or bench in a dimly lit room.  It took a while for enough brain cells to cooperate together and come to the conclusion that Irving’s crew had won the battle, and we’d utterly failed.  I’d gone through all this for nothing!

“Welcome back,” a quiet voice said.  “We thought we’d lost you there for a minute.”

Wait… was that Monica!

“You just lie still and rest while I go fetch my Master.”

It was!  It was Monica!  We hadn’t lost after all!  But if we won, then why was I still restrained and why was my implant still running? 

I guess I was trapped in the uber corset until someone found some bolt cutters to get the locks off, and I doubt anybody thought to check to see if the controller was active.  Hopefully they’d be able to at least get the gag out of my mouth so I could let them know.

Master Laste was trying to talk on two phones at once when he entered the room, and sounded royally pissed off about both conversations.  Monica quietly closed the door behind them, and then came over to help me sit up.

“For a night of such great success, there sure are a lot of bags of shit left for me to hold,” he said in disgust after hanging up on both calls at once.  “Congratulations and commendations are in order Sally, but I wish you or Claire informed me of your plans.  It would’ve saved a lot of grief.  Get her something to drink, Monica.”

He came over and gave my restraints a quick once over, sighing deeply when he was finished.

“We’ll need a diamond edge saw to cut these locks off, and Claire’s custom restraints have a base layer made of a Kevlar and titanium weave.  You’re stuck in most of it until we get you back to the club, but the straps on your boots are made of regular leather.  Do you want me to cut them off?”

I grunted once and hoped he’d understand.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” he said, pulling out a pocket knife and getting to work.  “I suspect you’re more than a little curious to find out what’s been going on, so I’ll do my best to anticipate and answer at least some of the ten thousand questions you want to ask.

“First off, Claire was working her own angle to try and find the slavers, and thought you might be able to help by becoming bait.  A lot of tonight’s mess might’ve been avoided if either of you two would’ve contacted me, but on the other hand we nailed the whole group tonight, which wouldn’t have happened if we’d gotten here too early.”

Monica returned carrying a bottle of wine in one hand and water in the other.  What I really wanted was about a dozen shots of tequila, but I’d settle for what she had.

“Her biggest mistakes were in trusting Irving, and suspecting his father instead of him.  She turned you into bait alright, and unwittingly gave him the chance to take you after your procedure.  He supposedly came to help Claire’s men take you back to her estate, but the transporters were actually his own people.

“They boldly took you in broad daylight, and since Irving told everyone they were Claire’s people, she took the blame until we managed to sort it out.  By that time, he was long gone, and so were you.”

I sighed with relief as he got the first boot off, and Monica quickly switched from helping me drink, to massaging some life back into my foot.  I owed her an ass-kicking or two over some of the stunts she’d pulled during my undercover assignment, but this cancelled them out.

“After we figured out Claire had nothing to do with your disappearance, we mounted an attack on Freddie’s castle.  That was obviously a mistake, but he told us that Irving had a secret lair somewhere out in the back forty that he’d been spending a lot of time at these past few months, and the hunt was on.

“Signal reception sucks out here, so we couldn’t get a fix on your tracker until we got reasonably close, and even then, we had to triangulate the weak signal before we could find this place.  Monica came up with the idea of pinging you with a Morse code signal to let you know help was coming.”

Instead of owing her an ass-kicking, I probably owed her a favor now, and it was one I’d be glad to pay; that simple message had kept me from losing it.

“We weren’t able to get here in time to stop the collaring ceremony, but each and every one of them was in attendance, so we were able to get them all with a minimum of fuss.  We’ll need you as a witness so we can lay individual charges, and help decide which ones to let the cops have so they can close the case.

“When one of our own goes bad, we prefer to handle it ourselves.  Public opinion is already against people who live our way of life, and situations like this would make it a thousand times worse if the truth got out.  Besides… our version of justice is much more suitable to meting out punishment that fits the crime.”

The second boot came off now, and he began massaging that foot himself.  Life would be grand if he could do the same for the rest of my difficulties.  Mistress Grey’s inescapable restraints would obviously have to wait, but the controller for my implant was somewhere nearby, and getting someone to turn it off was very
 high on my priority list.

“As for the girls they kidnapped, most are still here, but a few were sent overseas.  I’m confident I can get them back now that I have the list of who bought them, but those people won’t be pleased.  I’ll have to send them a significant appeasement gift in order to make the exchange, but it’ll truly be a case of the punishment fitting the crime.  I think Irving will make a fine palace eunuch, don’t you?”

Wow!  When Master Laste administered justice, he didn’t fuck around.  It was cruel and unusual punishment, but after what had happened to me and the other girls, I didn’t have it in me to argue the case.

“We’ll talk more later, but I need to get back out there.  Help her with whatever she needs, gather her belongings, and join me outside in the courtyard as soon as you can.  See if you can find her some shoes and something to cover up with while you’re at it.”

Monica easily figured out I wanted a bit more wine, but didn’t seem to have a clue about the implant.  Shaking and spreading my legs only caused her to lead me to a bathroom, but that wasn’t all bad since I had to pee anyway.

I didn’t have any belongings to gather, other than the dildo and butt plug which I never wanted to see again.  I used my foot to tap the wooden case that I thought might hold a controller for my implant, but all it contained was a large amount of jewelry, including a set of nipple clamps with a gold and ruby chain connecting them that had to weigh at least a couple of pounds.

It matched my collar perfectly, and I was glad for once that the corset kept my tits safely locked away, or I had no doubt I would’ve had to wear them during the ceremony.  Speaking of which, why had Master Laste sounded so regretful when he said he wasn’t able to get here in time to stop it?  It couldn’t possibly be legal or binding.

Monica must’ve thought I was claiming the jewels for myself since she put the dildo and butt plug in the case to take with us.  I’d have to sort it out later when we had more time.

She found some sandals and a cloak for me to wear, and told me to follow her outside where everyone was waiting.  The first thing I did was walk up to where Irving was bound and prod his wrist with my foot, hoping to feel the controller on his wrist.  Yes!

“Do you really want his watch?” Monica asked.  “The glass is all smashed up, and I don’t think it can be repaired.”

I gave him a kick to the ribs out of frustration, but that was nothing compared to the howl of anguish that came from Fiona.

“No!  The program will keep running unless it’s changed, and the password encryption is unbreakable!  It starts every night at midnight and keeps tormenting me until dawn!  Ask the slut if you don’t believe me when I say I can’t take even one more night like that, let alone a lifetime!”

She was freaking out so loudly they were forced to gag her quite severely so they could get to the bottom of this new development, and it wasn’t good news.  Even the threat of turning Irving into a eunuch without anesthetic wouldn’t make him give up the password.

A call to the doc informed us the implant couldn’t possibly be deactivated, removed, or otherwise tampered with while a program was running, and when he gave the details to a computer expert, he said it would take a super computer years to crack it.  I guess I was lucky he’d set mine to only a mid-level arousal instead of the full-blown edging that Fiona would have to endure every night, especially since mine was going to run twenty-four/seven.  I guess I’d need that dildo after all!

We’d have to deal with that later, since Master Laste was in a hurry to sort out the criminals before the police arrived.  His method of singling out the worst offenders was simple and effective, yet also quite satisfying for the girls who’d been kidnapped and tortured by them.

He allowed them to kick who they considered to be the worst offenders square in the nuts, and those who received the least amount of pain ‘won’ the right to merely sent to jail.  I never found out what happened to the losers, but considering Master Laste’s methods of judgment, I’m absolutely positive I didn’t want to know.

Just as an FYI, I gave a good swift kick to the idiot who’d whipped my ass because he was too stupid to release the wheel brake on the cart, and every single girl wanted to kick Irving.  Apparently, my husband/Master/owner was a douchebag.  Gee, what a shock.

That was another screwy thing in an adventure that was already weird beyond measure.  I’d been taken against my will, lied to by Fiona about how the ceremony worked, and Irving had cheated by making me orgasm through the implant.  Despite all that, some considered my collaring to be legit since I didn’t even try to disrupt the ceremony.

With Irving looked upon as dead to the world, my ownership reverted to King Frederick the Third who considered me his daughter and slave now.  He promised not to enforce the rules, of course, but said he’d be pleased if I joined him for holidays and such, since I was family now.  I still thought he was nuttier than a fruitcake, but at least he was trying to be nice.

Almost as crazy was what happened when the police finally showed up to take charge of the three scapegoats we were handing over.  Chief Andrews and Lieutenant Matisse were leading the pack, and the moment they spotted me they both rushed over to give me a hug and heap praise on me for my outstanding dedication and bravery.

The chief had known I was still on the case all along, and while Matisse wasn’t in the loop, he’d suspected I was working it from the inside, and had been an asshole to help me with my cover.  It made me feel a lot better knowing that my old friends thought of me as a hero and not some cheap slut, but trying to return to my old way of life was going to be very difficult after all I’d been through.

It was over.  The three remaining guys confessed to anything and everything, every missing girl was recovered safely, and they were given the best medical care and therapy that money could buy.  My name was cleared, the records purged, and I had my Detective’s shield waiting for me if I chose to return to service.

I was going to take some time before making that decision.  So much had changed since that fateful day the Chief had called me into his office.  Between the money I’d earned while undercover, the reward given to me by Master Laste for completing the job, the kinky crown jewels from my wedding ceremony, and Irving’s stupidly big allowance which now came to me by default, I was quite rich.

I’d never have to work another day in my life if I didn’t want to, and returning to duty on the force probably wasn’t the smartest thing until I regained control of my implant.  I’d have to wear adult diapers all day to contain the flood of moisture between my legs, not to mention the need to take numerous breaks to relieve the pressure of my constant arousal.  Some smartass would probably change my nickname to Orgasm Sally before long!

Going back to work as a detective was far from the only job offer I had.  Master Laste offered me time at his club anytime I felt like letting my kinky side loose, Lady Scarlett offered me a permanent home on the Onager Puella ranch as ponygirl, pet, or handler, and every specialist for five hundred miles was queuing up for the chance to get a night with me.

There were even quiet offers from people who had the need of a girl with my particular skillset.  I was still the world’s only undercover bondage detective, and some of the cases they needed me for were quite tempting, not to mention extremely important.

You never know… Oral Sally might be making another appearance someday soon.

###
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The Bondage Writer 2: Writer’s Fantasy (Novella)

The Bondage Writer (Novella)

The Born Submissive Series

Part 1: The Desperate Submissive

Part 2: The Reluctant Master

Part 3: Final Submission

The Master’s New Sub

Part 1: Submissive: Serving the Master

Part 2: Submissive: Surrender to the Master

Part 3: Submissive: Punished by the Master

The Bondage Photographer

Part 1: The Bondage Photo Shoot

Part 2: The Bondage Three-Way Photo Shoot

Part 3: The Bondage Photo Shoot Bang

The Bondage Medical Group Returns

Part 1: The Bondage Experiment

Part 2: The Kinky Bondage Massage

Part 3: The Longest Bondage Exam

The Curious Submissive Series

Part 1: Submissive: Seduced

Part 2: Submissive: Trained

Part 3: Submissive: Claimed

The Bondage Doctor Returns

Part 1: The Kinky Doctor Returns

Part 2: The Kinky Doctor’s Group Session

Part 3: The Kinky Doctor’s Asylum

The Billionaire’s New Staff Series

Part 1: The Restrained Maid

Part 2: The Naughty Intern

Part 3: The Kinky Secretary

The Bondage Doctor Series

Part 1: The Kinky Bondage Doctor

Part 2: The Kinky Doctor’s House Call

Part 3: The Doctor’s Bound Assistant

The Bound Lily Chronicles

Part 1: Lily’s Introduction to Submission

Part 2: Training the Lily

Part 3: The Lily Controlled

Part 4: The Lily Unchained

Part 5: Lilith the Dominatrix

The Self-Bondage Series

1: Self-Bondage Fun

2: Self-Bondage Peril

3: Self-Bondage Mistake

The Bondage Medical Group Series

Volume 1: The Dentist’s Oral Exam

Volume 2: The Brat’s Kinky Exam (with L.L. Chance)

Volume 3: The Doctor’s Dungeon

Volume 4: The Nurse’s BDSM Retreat

Volume 5: Institutionalized By the Master

The Bondage University Series

Volume 1: The Submissive Sorority Girl

Volume 2: The Kinky Frat Party

Volume 3: The Taboo Teacher

Volume 4: Cheers and Cuffs

Volume 5: College Brats in Bondage

Valentine Special: My Chained Valentine (with L.L. Chance)

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 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

Volume 6: The Academy

Volume 7: The BDSM Party

Volume 8: Ponygirl Training

Volume 9: Ponygirl Challenge

Volume 10: Breaking Lidia

Volume 11: The Fetish Club

Volume 12: The Fetish Auction

Volume 13: The Fetish Dungeon

Volume 14: The Fetish Shop

Volume 15: Fetish Plus

Volume 16: The Fetish Models

Volume 17: Fetish Conversion

Volume 18: Fetish Domination

Volume 19: Fetish Submission

Volume 20: The Fetish Wedding

Volume 21: Self Bondage Gone Wrong

Volume 22: Bondage or Dare

Volume 23: The Bondage Predicament

Volume 24: Bondage Ménage

Volume 25: Bondage Poker

Volume 26: Bondage Service

Volume 27: Bondage Revenge

Volume 28: Winter BDSM Carnival

Volume 29: The Reindeer Ponygirls

Volume 30: Wrapped Tight For Xmas

Volume 31: The Laste Chance Bondage Inc. Halloween Extravaganza

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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