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Chapter 1: Preparations


“Where are the rest of the ornaments?” I shouted.  “How are we ever going to finish decorating the tree if you don’t bring me the proper boxes?”

“Sorry, Mistress Grey,” Gary replied.  “These were in the middle of the ornament stack.”

“Put those over by the carriage ride area and hurry back with the right ones.”

“There’s never enough time to do this right,” I said with a sigh.

Setting up for my annual winter carnival was a major chore, but the actual party was always worth it.  I thought holding it in Laste’s unused warehouse would make things easier this year, but trying to do everything indoors came with its own set of problems.

I always had a hayride, dance floor, a sitting area with food and drink, and of course, my unique kinky displays that everyone talked about for months afterwards.  It was tough to fit it all indoors, but more people would be able to attend this year if they didn’t have to travel to the countryside.

I left the tree for now, hoping the gimp would have the ornaments waiting by the time I got back, and went to check on the hayride.  I’d left Sherri, Jill, and Lilith in charge, knowing that if anyone could work out the details in time it’d be those three.

I stopped at the edge of their practice circle to take in the scene.  Lilith was driving the large hayride cart which was being pulled by four ponygirls, and was currently in a mess of epic proportions.

Sherri and Jill were leading the team and wore only the most basic ponygirl harness since they were only doing it to help me out.  The two girls behind them were another story.

They were decked out in the full array of ponygirl gear, including upper, lower, and head harnesses, box tie pouch holding their arms tightly behind their backs, thigh-high pony boots, butt plug with long tail, and the highly effective pressure plate bit gags.

Lilith hopped out of the cart to untangle the pile of human ponies, and removed both reins and bit gags from the girls before helping them to their feet.

“We need to turn together, you twits,” Sherri growled, once her bit gag was removed.  “If half of us keep going straight on a real run, we’ll wind up in a pile on the ground and the cart will drive right up your ass.”

“Sorry, ma’am, I thought we had a few steps left before the corner,” Maria said, in between her panting.

“Don’t think… when the driver pulls the reins you start turning.  It’s as simple as that.”

“It sounds like you’re having fun,” I said.

“Fucking clueless newbies,” she spat.

“Cut them a little slack,” Lilith chuckled.  “You should have seen how bad you were during the first week or two of your ponygirl training.  A four girl team is fairly tough, but we can fix this by putting blinders on them and then they’ll have no choice but to follow my directions.”

“Is there anything I can help with?” I asked.  “If your new ponies need to be broken before the carnival, I’d be more than willing to introduce them to the cattle prod and see how they like being steered with zaps from it.”

“What do you say, ponies?” Lilith asked sweetly.  “Are you going to learn how to follow my commands, or shall I let Claire have a turn at instructing you?”

I hid a smile as the ponygirls pawed the ground and stood at perfect resting attention.  Having a reputation as an ogre usually came in handy and made a very effective threat.

“I’ll check back with you girls later,” I said.  “I’ve got to finish making my rounds.”

The day looked to be starting off bad, but not everyone was behind schedule.  The refrigeration guy who was making the skating rink dance floor had finished laying out all of his pipe, poured the sand, and was flooding it all with water.  We’d have ice tomorrow.

The hayride course itself was also in good shape, with all of the regular decorations already in place; it just needed my ‘special’ ice sculptures.  I guess I’d better go check on how those were coming along.

As soon as I opened the door I was assaulted by the powerful smells from within.  Casting gel, fiberglass, and alginate warred unpleasantly with the sweet smell of sex.  My special casting system allowed me to make perfect replicas of absolutely anything, but could be unpleasant… unless you were currently in it.

Looking at the sprawl of tired, half-naked models who’d volunteered for the casting, I’d say they’d each gone several rounds already.  It was an exhausting procedure, but unbelievably fun.  I decided I deserved a break after my frantic morning, and pulled out the costume for my traditional ice queen statue.

I started with a quarter cup corset, thigh-high ballet boots without any heels, hollow dildos for both front and rear, and enlisted several of the models to help lace everything up.  Next was the special molding catsuit, which was fragile to begin with and needed to be pulled on carefully, especially with boots already on.

Once they got it past the waist, the rubber sheaths built into the suit were pushed into the hollow dildos using thin rods, before they continued working upwards.  They paused again once my breasts were covered so they could install the posture collar.  It was only tall enough to give a regal tilt to my chin, but it protected the throat and helped to keep me from moving my head while the mold set.

Thick inserts in my nostrils blocked me from getting any air through my nose, but were necessary to keep the shape intact; that was the one part I truly hated about this process.  I made sure I picked a mouth guard that fit well, since the small breathing tube it held would be all that kept me alive once I’d started.

The hood was stretched and pulled over my head, removing my sight and forcing me to rely on my molding master to direct the rest of the session.  This was the one and only time I ever put myself into someone else’s control, but I secretly enjoyed it and could feel myself starting to get horny.

Once the hood was in place and sealed to the body suit, they began running the heat gun over me to shrink the suit and form it perfectly over every contour of my body.  Next were the thin metal forms which would hold my limbs in place for the hour long process.

He had me sit in a bare-frame copy of the throne we’d be using for the display so he could get the angles right, and began taping everything in place.  Long angle brackets were fastened to the backs of my arms and legs, as well as down my back in order to keep my movements to a minimum.

Once my limbs were immobile he repositioned me slightly and used thin rubber belts to fasten my arms, legs, head, and torso to the throne frame itself.  The thin rubber held me absolutely immobile, yet wouldn’t leave big bulges in the final cast.

I was carried over to the gel vat, and once I felt cool air being pumped into the supply air hose, knew we were about to begin.  I was tilted forward and carefully lowered face first into the thick goo until it covered me from ears to ass.  A gel pack covered my back and then the whole thing was vacuum sealed in order to suck out all of the major air pockets.

Once the vacuum was holding tight, a positive air pressure was added to the top of the gel pack to force it to mold to my body and squish the lower vat gel into every nook and cranny of my body.  I felt a slight increase of pressure in my loins as the gel filled the slightly flexible inserts inside me, and tried to brace myself for the next step.

When I used this apparatus to make molds for my custom latex line, even the tiniest air bubble would ruin the suit, so I’d designed a powerful vibration system to shake out every last air pocket.  For the model being molded, it meant one hell of a ride, and was the reason we needed to use such restrictive restraints.

I felt the shaker motor come on at a low speed to work out the bigger pockets, but even that felt incredible.  It was like a thousand lovers caressing me from head to toe, and was especially noticeable on my breasts, nipples, pussy, and clit.

It took extreme focus for me to not move while the vibrations attacked every erogenous zone at the same time, and I felt my first orgasm begin to rise up inside of me.  As soon as the shaker switched to medium speed, it crashed through my body from head to toe.

With the extreme nature of my bondage and the complete stimulation, it felt like a full body orgasm and it left me panting with the strength of it.  I began to think I might be in trouble today since orgasms that powerful usually didn’t hit until the last
 five minutes, not the first
 five.

The machine switched to full speed and the force of it sent me from pleasant afterglow to shuddering delight in mere moments.  This one lasted longer than the first, and I began sucking on my air feed to try and get more air into my lungs.

The mold master must’ve noticed my extreme reactions in today’s session, since I felt a tingling begin in my extremities and I started to feel light headed.  He’d added Entonox into my air feed to help reduce the shaking my orgasms were causing.

My muscles relaxed quickly under the effect of the fifty percent nitrous oxide, but it came with the side effect of making me even hornier.  I’d be humping my dildos like mad right now if I had even a millimeter of movement in my binds.

I climaxed for a third time, but this time it was more of a series of smaller ones running into each other.  I don’t know how long it lasted, but it felt like I was cumming for about a year.  When it finally subsided I was completely limp, which was a good thing since it felt like the gel was starting to set.

As it hardened, the pressure on my already immobile form increased even more and I felt the beginnings of yet another orgasm begin to build.  It took me far beyond the point that made me cum earlier, yet it just kept building and building.

When it finally crashed over me, it felt like nothing I’d ever experienced before.  It literally felt like I was exploding from the sheer power of the ecstasy that finally found its release.  I probably would’ve passed out from it if the breathing equipment hadn’t kept me going.

I was a little sad when the shaker finally shut off, but I wasn’t sure if my heart could’ve withstood another orgasm like the last one so it was probably for the best.  A relief from both the internal vacuum and the top pressure signaled the end of my cycle.

Removing me from the mold was a slow process, since haste could mean a tear in the freshly set gel.  Even through the catsuit I could tell when the back piece was removed and cooler air found its way over me; heat really built up inside from the curing gel.  They stood the chair upright once I was clear and inspected the results.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he yelled into my ear.  “We somehow had a very ugly air pocket stuck right between your boobs.  We’ll need to do a second casting of you, but don’t worry… we’ll have it ready to go in a matter of minutes.”

Fuck.



Chapter 2: The Carnival


“Welcome to my winter wonderland,” I crowed, swinging the double doors wide open to allow everyone to see this year’s masterpiece display.

Seeing the admiration on my friend’s faces when they got their first glance at my scene was always one of my favorite moments.  I went over the top this year and spent close to a million bucks on it, so they’d better be impressed.

Life-cast ice sculptures lined each side of the entry promenade, each in its own unique erotic pose, and gave an early taste of what they’d expect to see inside.  I ushered everyone into the central gathering area where a row of bound and gagged servants waited with trays of champagne on one side, and hot spiked tea on the other.

Not wanting any accidents, I used only the best trained servers I could beg, borrow, or steal from my friends.  It takes both talent and practice to be able to not spill the trays of drinks attached to their uniform while wearing ballet boots, arm binders, posture collars, and gags… all while having a pair of buzzing toys trapped between their legs.

It was especially difficult for them this year due to the artificial snow being blown from the machines located on the mezzanine level and piling up unevenly on the floor.  They’d manage somehow, I was sure… they always did.

I gave everyone plenty of time to mingle and get settled in before gathering them around the massive Christmas tree for the official capping ceremony.  I’d never done an indoor venue before and couldn’t use a winch and pulley system until now, so this one would be both unique and special.

I left my usual star in storage, electing to use an angel this year; a living angel, to be precise.  The tiny slave Lisa wouldn’t weigh a hundred pounds even with a gallon of cum inside her, and was perfect for this.

She was already prepared with thin fiberglass casts to hold her body in the proper position, an ultra-tight corset that sucked her waist down to fifteen inches, and heelless boots holding her feet almost perfectly in line with her legs.

I’d wanted to finish her costume off earlier, but decided to let the guests of honor finish the job so they could join in on the fun.  Angel wings were bolted to flanges in the casts and made her keep her arms stretched out to the sides as if she was in flight.

A thick, curved steel plate had a large butt plug and an even larger dildo mounted on the inside, and I let Laste handle the insertions and the straps to hold everything secure.  It was one of the primary mounting points and had to be perfectly placed in order to handle her weight, or things could end badly.

A large harness ball gag had a glittery trumpet attached to the outside, and all the straps were tightened an extra notch or two tighter than normal since the top of the harness was a secondary mounting point.

The tall posture collar we used had four D-rings around it, and would serve the same double duty as the gag harness.  Nipple clamps with large bells on the ends were strictly for cosmetic purposes, but the jingling fit right in with the holiday theme and was absolutely adorable.

I did a double check of all the accessories to make sure everything was perfect, and then we screwed eye bolts into each wing and into the boots where the heels normally would be.  Now it was time for the tricky part.

A large rectangular frame was lowered from the ceiling and we tied her in place below it using strong, but thin parachute cord.  Laste fussed over those for far longer than he needed to, but the angle needed to be right or the crotch plate would never connect to the waiting magnetic stand on top of the tree.

Once he was finally satisfied, we began raising her up, using ropes from the ground to keep her away from the tree until she cleared the top.  I don’t know if was because of his extra fussing or sheer blind luck, but we mated the two plates perfectly on our first attempt.

Lisa was now a part of our tree, crowning the top like some sort of kinky angel and looking even better than I’d imagined.  I activated the shocking butt plug and the powerful vibrator on a random program to help keep her nipple bells jingling, and declared the festivities to be officially started.

Gustav took his slave wife straight to the skating rink so he could see if it was possible for her to skate while strictly bound and wearing ballet boots.  I personally didn’t think it would work, but it’d be fun trying.  Several others joined him to both help keep her from cracking her skull and to watch the chaos.

I led a group over to the hayride, since leading the first run was another tradition of mine.  I also needed to get the runs finished as fast as possible so Sherri and Jill could join the party properly.  Maria and Liddy were already strapped to the harness poles, so it was easy to add the girls in front of them and attach the reins.

I’d transformed the regular ponygirl costumes into reindeer for the carnival, and they’d turned out better than anyone expected.  Sherri even said the boots would provide additional traction and wondered if they were race legal.

Once everyone had a seat in the back I cracked the buggy whip twice, landing a solid crack on both Liddy’s and Maria’s ass, and we were off.  All four girls somehow managed to not only pull together, but each high step of their legs were also in perfect synchronization.

I doubted it would last past the first corner, but it looked stupendous right now.  The course itself was fairly short because of space limitations, and simply went around the perimeter of the building with only one extra switchback area.

Our run was only about eight minutes long, but everyone loved it and the quick turnover time meant Jill and Sherri would be finished with their duty in about an hour.  After that, Liddy and Maria would be attached to individual carts in case someone wanted an extra trip or two.

Gustav had already abandoned the ballet-skate idea by the time I got back and was simply pushing her around the ice in a chair.  I was sorry I’d missed what I’m sure would have been hilarious antics of near epic proportions, sort of like a kinky Keystone Cops caper on ice.

Dinner wouldn’t be served until the stroke of midnight, so everyone made regular stops at the carny junk food booths.  It was always a popular part of my party, mostly because none of my guests ever thought of having something simple like a funnel cake in the regular course of events.

I was itching to unveil my next surprise, but everyone seemed to be having a ball with the simple stuff I’d started with and I couldn’t find a decent opening.  I finally had to force the issue or we’d be here all night and most of my special activities would go unseen.

After giving my maître d' a warning, I stepped onto the dais where my own ice sculpture was sitting on its throne and called for attention.  He ran off to let the appropriate people know to get ready.

“I’m glad everyone is enjoying themselves tonight, but I’ve still got a few things left to show you.  What’s a carnival without any games?  It’s nothing, of course… which is why I arranged a few competitions and tests of skill.”

I pressed a button on the side of the throne which lifted up a fake wall near the far side of the hayride course and revealed my carny games.  The first was a dunk tank where I had a girl hanging from the shoulder rings on her straitjacket over a tank of water.

She was gagged, her legs frog tied, and she had electrodes attached to each nipple, her pussy, and her ass.  When the target was hit, she fell into the tank on a bungee cord, giving her a good dousing, but more importantly for the game, hitting the water completed a circuit and turned on a light indicating the electrodes were activated.  It was a lot of fun for the player, if not the target.

Next was the duck shoot.  Four girls wearing bright yellow latex were bound in a kneeling strappado on a spinning merry-go-round.  They were the ‘ducks’ the contestants needed to hit using small snowball catapults.

Every time a girl was hit, the automatic fucking machine she was sitting on activated and ran for sixty seconds.  I personally thought it was a tough game, but many of our guests were pretty good shots and it wasn’t long before the girls were all moaning in delight.

The third booth was one for the ladies, and had four naked male submissives bent backwards over a bench and tied tightly in place.  They’d all been given a double dose of Viagra and had a leather shoelace tied around the base of their cocks to keep them at attention.

The booth attendant would occasionally stroke someone who looked like they might need extra motivation, but overall it went better than I’d hoped.  The players had a good target for the ring toss, and it was the second most popular booth.

The last booth, and the most popular, was another target shooting game, where the players needed to shoot a stream of water from a water gun into a small hole in the stand below each ‘racer’.

The racers were tied in a standing spread eagle to a St. Andrews cross and had one of Laste’s most powerful vibrators stuck inside them.  A second powerful vibrator was pressed against their clits, and with every drop of water that made it inside the target, the speed of both vibrators increased. 

It was a race to see which player could make their target cum first, and required a lot of strategy to win once several rounds had gone by, since some targets were left on the edge of orgasm from a previous round and were considered to be easy marks.  Side bets were heavy on this one.

Once everyone had a chance to get their fill of the games, all of the slaves and submissives were released and gathered on the far side of the dancing rink, along with any guest subs that wished to partake in their biggest fun of the year; the Dom vs. Sub snowball fight.

Separated by the ice rink and brought out in groups of five at a time, this was their one chance per year where they could strike back at their masters and mistresses without fear of retribution.  Points were awarded for every Dom struck by a snowball, and deducted for every time they were hit in return.

It was hard for the subs to dodge and throw while wearing ballet boots and a hobble, but some managed to get lucky.  The subs had good motivation to try, since the ones with the lowest amount of points would become participants in our after dinner activities, and none of them wanted that.

It was oodles of fun for everyone, and we all had a good appetite by the time dinner was served.  This was definitely my finest winter carnival ever, and the best was yet to come.



Chapter 3: Extracurricular Activities


During dinner, the losing girls from the snowball fight were taken aside and prepared for the final event of the night.  Thigh-high and heelless reindeer boots were laced tightly in place, brown leather armbinders locked their arms together behind their backs, and bells were clamped to their nipples.

Reindeer helmets with built-in gags were placed on the head of each girl and served multiple purposes tonight.  The gags would keep them from speaking, the large head would actually serve as a protective helmet, and it would also remove their peripheral vision.

This was to be a hunt.  The six Doms who earned the most points in the carnival games would get first chance at hunting the six lowest scoring subs from the snowball fight.  Using low-powered paintball guns, they’d have six shots each to try and bag a target.  The subs had access to the full hayride course and could choose to either run or hide from the hunters.

Given a one minute head start, only two girls made it around the first corner, while one girl hadn’t even made it out of the starting area.  I guess running on your tiptoes in heelless boots wasn’t a skill she possessed.  Master Brandon didn’t even have to leave his chair in order to nail her.

As a punishment for her abysmal failure at the game, she was drug back to the group and hung upside down from her ankles and given fifty lashes with the single tail whip.  Brandon had plans for her, but left her hanging for now so he could watch the rest of the hunt being broadcast from the cameras Laste installed throughout the course.

Lilith seemed disgruntled that all six of her shots missed her target, but she accepted the teasing good-naturedly when she returned empty handed.  Mistress Jade made up for it by bagging two girls in two shots from an impressive fifty foot distance.  She’d most likely win the event with that performance, and had her prizes hung upside down next to the first girl.

Master Laste fired off all six shots at the same target, hitting her four times directly on the ass.  He chose to hogtie her where she fell and pull her bound body back on a sled.  While she wasn’t suspended in the air like the first girls, he tied the rope to the hogtie loop and pulled until her back was severely bowed.

Master Gustav missed his target but got lucky when a stray shot hit the lead girl and gave him his prize.  It wasn’t a pretty victory, but he took it anyway and hung her up like the others.  I guess he felt grateful for his luck since he shoved a vibrator in her snatch and gave her permission to cum as many times as she wanted.

Master Jerry deferred his turn to me, saying his bum knee kept him from such strenuous activities these days.  I jumped at the chance, remembering how much fun my hunt had been when I chased Gary the gimp while I was in a chariot being pulled by Sherri.

I didn’t have a chariot this time, but I had a plan; I could see from the cameras that she was waiting at the far corner so she’d be able to see anyone coming from far away, giving her a chance to run for it.  It was too bad for her I wasn’t limited to coming down the path.

I used a stack of hay bales to keep out of sight, and when I stepped around them, she was an easy mark.  My first shot hit directly on her right nipple and sent the bell flying off with a tinkle.  I was actually aiming for her torso, but of course I took full credit later for such an awesome shot.

I landed a shot on each ass cheek, but missed with the rest.  It didn’t matter; I’d gotten my prize as well and accepted my accolades when I returned with her.  The rest of my guests got a chance to do some hunting themselves, but the targets this time were volunteers and didn’t have as many restrictions placed on them.  It was still fun for everyone.

For our reindeer girls, though, the fun was about to end.  Having two girls, Jade decided to reward the boys who’d been part of the ring toss and were still sporting impressive hard-ons.  The helmet was removed and she was tied face down in a spread eagle over one of the dinner tables.

There was enough slack in her binds that one of the boys was able to crawl underneath her and take her from below, while two others stood at the ends of the table to have their fun orally and anally.  With six super horny slaves getting unlimited access to her, she’d be in for a long night.

Jade had her other girl bent over a sawhorse with her arms and legs spread wide and fastened to the bottom of it, leaving her perfectly exposed and available.  She chose a simple vibrating strap-on and began fucking her like a bunny.  She invited Lilith and Nancy to join in, and they took turns forcing multiple orgasms out of her in a virtually non-stop assault.

Gustav put a chair in front of his girl and removed her helmet.  He made her suck him off while still upside down and being stimulated by the vibrator.  He announced she’d be available to one and all for the rest of the night if anyone wanted a turn in the chair.

Master Laste had his girl in a creative position.  She was bound between four tables, hanging in midair like she was sitting in an invisible lounge chair.  He was fucking her extremely slowly since with each thrust he took, he’d withdraw fully and give her a swipe with his signature silver crop.

He’d randomly strike her tits, pussy, or ass, and then plunge his cock all the way in and out before picking a new target.  Knowing his stamina and self-restraint, I was willing to bet he’d be able to keep going like that for at least a half hour or more.

I knew my girl was Maria due to the large tattoo we’d covered her back with when she started her five year service, and wanted to do something special to wrap the night up with.  Since she’d become known as fuck-toy, I decided she’d need to earn her keep tonight.  A smile was plastered across my face as I had my maître d' fetch a few items from storage.

The first thing I did when he returned with my requested items was to lock thick leather cuffs to her wrists.  Behind her back we put a four foot spreader bar between the cuffs to keep her arms widely spread and then repeated the process on her ankles.

A heavy duty inflatable butt plug was lubed up with a gooey itching compound and shoved up her ass.  It was expanded as much as possible, making her shudder and groan from the massive amount of pressure.  I hurried now, since the compound would start taking effect in about five minutes and I wanted everything in place before that happened.

The sybian was prepared with the pad that had the largest dildo made for the device, as well as a knobby pad that her clit would press against when she was leaning forward.  Both were liberally coated with the itching compound before we lowered her in place on it.

Using the rope she was previously hung from, I tied it to the middle of the arm bar and pulled it up like a spread-strappado until she was forced to stay leaning forwards with her clit getting tickled by the end of the soft rubber knobs.  A single belt behind her back welded her in place to the powerful machine, and we were ready to begin.

“For being the last reindeer standing, I feel that Maria fuck-toy should be rewarded by letting her have an orgasm or two” (“or fifty”, I secretly thought) “while she gives thanks to everyone in attendance.”

“I’ll leave a cane, crop, and paddle next to her in case her motivation wanes, but I’m sure she’ll be more than eager to please everyone since she’ll be stuck in her current predicament until everyone has been thanked properly.”

On a whim, I took one last swipe of the itching gel and smeared it around her nipples, in her armpits, and on the soles of her feet.  I could tell from her frenzied writhing that the first of the compound was already starting to take effect.

“I’d like to thank you all for attending this year’s festivities, and I hope everyone had a good time.”

I took a bow as everyone cheered and clapped for me.  The applause went on for far longer than politeness would’ve dictated, and I knew that this party was a complete success.  As I turned the sybian on and stepped up to Maria’s face to let her lick between my folds, I was already thinking of ideas for my New Year’s Party.

I knew the perfect way to finish off the year… as long as our subs could withstand it, that is.  Just the thought of it was enough to send me over the edge and coat Maria’s face with my juices.  I could hardly wait.
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