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Chapter 1: Nancy’s Giftwrapped Surprise


“This tree might not be as grand as Mistress Grey’s, but it’s ours and I think it looks great.”

“I’m with you a hundred percent on that, Nancy,” Sherri agreed.

“I like it too,” Monica said.  “This is the first tree I’ve decorated since I was a little girl and I forgot how much fun it could be.  It’s too bad we don’t have any gifts to put under it.”

“I’ve got more cash than I know what to do with these days if you girls want to buy something for Laste and Lilith.”

“Thanks, Sherri, but I wouldn’t have a clue what to get her, and I’m sure Monica’s in the same boat.  If there’s something either of those two even thinks they might want, they just buy it right then and there.”

“We could always borrow some of the more interesting toys we haven’t had a chance to play with from the fetish shop, and that way everyone can have a little fun.”

“That has some interesting possibilities,” I said.  “We could also gift wrap ourselves with them to make sure they get the hint.”

“I love that idea… we’ve got several hours before they get back from the airport, so let’s go see what catches our fancy.”

We all rushed downstairs and opened up the shop, looking for things we might want to experiment with.  We were all extremely well experienced, but there were always a few oddball items that never made it into the playroom.

There was also Master Laste’s test pile in the back room.  He enjoyed designing new and wonderful toys and never had enough time (or willing participants) to test his twisted creations.  If we were to find anything new and exciting, this would be the place for it.

Some of his designs seemed simply ludicrous, like the ‘bubble machine butt plug’ or the ‘chainsaw super tickler’, but others looked quite interesting.  I passed on the truly bizarre ones and filled a box with things that looked like they’d be a lot of fun to try.

The other girls finished their shopping in the main store and joined me in searching through the new stuff.  It was a lot easier for them since they were a more normal size and could grab things I’d never be able to use.

I’d already picked out the few things I could find and sat on some boxes while waiting for them to make their final selections.  Glancing at the labels on the boxes, a new idea came to mind and I began hauling them to the elevator.

It was a crowded trip upstairs with our pile of stuff, but I didn’t care; I had a plan now and it was a good one.  I just needed one more item to make it work, and then some help from the girls.  I rooted around in the lesser used items behind the fetish club stage until I found it, and it was perfect.

It was a simple half-circle frame they’d build to put Lisa over one night, and while it was big for her, it was perfect for what I had in mind.  I grabbed a few spreader bars of various lengths and took my booty back to the apartment.

“Ok,” I said once I got back.  “I’ve got something I want to try, but I’ll need help from you all.  I want to get wrapped up like a candy cane.”

I explained my plan of using the spreader bars to keep my limbs straight and the curved frame to shape my upper body and arms for the round part.  The boxes I’d brought up contained wide latex strips, vet wrap, and duct tape, all in colors that’d make a pretty candy cane.

The girls thought it was a brilliant idea and jumped all over it, or rather all over me.  They quickly stripped off my clothes and helped me into shoulder length opera gloves and my slimming half-corset.  I skimmed through Master Laste’s notes on the toys I’d selected while they worked on the laces.

It was tough to read while getting yanked around by overenthusiastic tightening of the corset, but I had more time while they worked on my boots.  I rarely wore high heels since I was so tall, but tonight I needed both the compression and the en pointe effect for the candy cane shape.

The cups I decided to try using on my nipples looked like oversized pasties and had a dozen small marble-like protrusions inside.  A tacky gel and a small vacuum pressure held them in place, pulling my nipples into the center of the marble group.  It felt weird, but I connected the power cables and decided to roll with it.

I picked a larger butt plug than I normally would’ve used since the notes said it had improved vibrator motors in it, and the same with the dildo.  In fact, the dildo had eight such motors; one for each inch of its length, and a final one to go over the clit.

Unsure of how much power they’d use, I had Monica strap three separate battery packs to the small of my back and plug everything in.  It was overkill since each pack should last a full day, but maybe Mistress would want to keep me wrapped up for a while after she returned.

Sherri got some plastic wrap from the kitchen and used it to cover my outfit so we wouldn’t damage the leather, and also used it to make an impromptu crotch strap to hold my toys deep inside me.

They used a combination of vet wrap and duct tape to cover my fists and turn them into useless stubs, and then ran the vet wrap over each limb individually as my first layer.  They taped cotton pads over my eyes, shoved a large breather ball gag into my mouth, and put hard plastic inserts with breathing tubes into my nostrils before covering my head with a seamless latex hood.

I was now past the point of no return and felt myself getting very horny at the thought of being immobilized for my Mistress.  A hard posture collar went around my neck to make sure they didn’t choke me with the tape, and then they began wrapping me for real.

Starting at my crotch, they put a wide board behind my back and began wrapping around my torso.  It forced the toys deeper inside me and caused all manner of interesting sensations as the clit finger was pulled around.

Between the corset and the board, my posture had never been better.  They went up to the top of my head and back down again with each layer, and they did that six times in total.  This was even tighter than the time I was mummified for shipment during my training period.

My tits were mashed as flat as forty-two double D’s could ever get and my breathing was somewhat restricted from the almost rigid compression the multiple layers caused.  I think they were starting to get carried away but had no way to complain about it.

Long spreader bars were taped to both the front and back of my legs, holding them completely straight.  Smaller ones went on my arms the same way, and then they put the curved frame in place, bending my upper body over its length to check the fit.

It seemed pretty close to perfect from what I could tell, with my face fitting between the outside bars of the frame, almost like it was made for me.  They used a few turns of vet wrap to hold it in position and pulled my arms upwards so they could wrap them together.

It didn’t feel like tape they were using and it took me a minute to figure out they were starting with an armbinder.  I’d never worn one in any position other than behind my back, and found it to be exceedingly uncomfortable this way.

After they finished lacing it far too tight for comfort, I felt them wrap it with something… probably plastic wrap, then vet wrap, duct tape, and the white latex strips.  My arms were almost painfully immobile by the time they decided it was good enough and started fusing me to the frame.

The sense of compression tripled as the frame was forced tight against me, and I began to wonder if this was such a good idea.  The pressure stopped before I was in genuine distress, though, and after a few minutes my body adapted and I was breathing a little easier.

Like my arms, they used an oversized single glove to trap my legs together before adding the multiple layers of wrapping.  Another long board was installed, this time running from my shoulders down to my toes.  I was so far beyond immobile now, it wasn’t even funny.  I wondered what I looked like.

***

“The next time Nancy wants to be turned into a human candy cane, I vote we get Gary to help us,” Sherri said.  “This is a lot more work than I thought it’d be.”

“We could probably stop now if it’s too much for you.”

“Naw… if we’re gonna do it, then we need to do it right.  Let’s use the rest of the case of white latex to smooth her out before adding the candy stripes.”

The white latex was perfect for this job since it had plenty of stretch to it, and you had to be really close to see the overlap lines.  It also covered any gaps nicely and the shine looked to be a perfect match for the glossy white of a real candy cane.

Once we’d wrapped a triple-wide spiral of red duct tape and a single skinny wrap of green, she was a picture perfect candy cane.  I was glad Monica had the foresight to setup a video camera to record this scene since I’m sure Nancy will want to see this once she gets out.

It was too bad she weighed so much or I’d suggest we hang her up as a wall display.  As it was, all we could do was shove her under the tree and polish our fingerprints away so she’d look as perfect as possible for when Mistress Lilith found her.

Sherri wrapped a big red ribbon around her chest and tied it off in a bow, added a note for Lilith, and turned her toys on to run on random variable speeds.  I was a little envious of her and wondered what she was thinking.

***

I would’ve jumped when my toys came to life, if I had even a millimeter of wiggle room on anything other than my big toe.  As each toy started its test cycle, I almost came from the sheer intensity of it.

The butt plug had three vibrators inside it; one at the tip and two at the widest part, and I could feel each one individually as they came on and ramped up in power.  The marbles surrounding my nipples started buzzing in a circular clockwise order and made it feel like I had a rough tongue circling each one.  They instantly became rock hard and almost painful with the force of it.

The dildo took the longest to complete its test cycle, since the eight powerful motors had to run in several different combinations.  They each came on one at a time until all were running at full speed, and then they shut off without warning, leaving me hanging on the edge.

Next they slowly came on one at a time and the previous one shut off when the next was activated.  When it hit the end, it reversed and went back up, and then repeated the cycle, picking up speed with each repetition.  It felt like I was being fucked by a long, skinny beehive.

It was still running like that when the clit vibe kicked in and sent me into a glorious orgasm.  Being unable to even shudder in ecstasy seemed to double the effect, making me see stars and causing it to run straight into a powerful double.

Holy shit, this ‘improved’ vibrator system sure got my seal of approval.  I’d never cum so hard and so fast before, and I hoped the girls turned the intensity down before too long.  The power of this system was absolutely insane.

With Master Laste’s regular toys, the random setting meant some on time, some off time, and a girl could cum maybe once every hour or so.  None of us knew that ‘random’ on his new system meant that each motor would be active most of the time, and only the stimulation pattern was random.

Of course, nobody knew that until the next day when Master Laste found out what we’d done.  For tonight, I was simply Nancy, the Constantly Cumming Candy Cane.



Chapter 2: Sherri’s Stocking Stuffer


“Well that was fun, but how the hell do we top that?” I asked.  “I want to do something fun and creative for Mistress Jill now.”

“We could dig through Mistress Grey’s decorations and see if there’s something we can use.”

“Good idea.  It’s too bad Lisa’s angel costume is so small or I’d give that a try.”

“You’d look good in it, but let’s try to find something new… something she’d never expect.”

A few minutes later I found it and we went back upstairs.  It was an oversized red Christmas stocking I thought I’d be able to fit inside of.  This one definitely needed to be hung on the wall, and I had Monica go release the gimp so he could help us out with it, while I went to my closet to see what I had to wear that’d fit the theme.

Most of my wardrobe these days was black leather and latex… not exactly the most festive color, but I remembered we had a bright red latex straitjacket somewhere, and dug it out of storage.  We didn’t use it often since it was a little small, but it was good enough for a few hours.

I borrowed a pair of green latex stockings from Mistress Lilith and found some bright red ballet ankle boots with a daunting nine inch heel.  I thought some white latex panties with a crotch zipper would contrast nicely with the red and green, and allow for some easy access to my fun-zone when Mistress Jill found me.

I decided against using a hood since if my calculations were right, my head would be poking out of the top of the stocking and I wanted to see the look on her face when she first saw me.  I picked a ball gag that was a real jaw-breaker, but it was such a bright red it was practically neon.  A fluffy Santa hat decorating the tree would complete the picture and look absolutely adorable on me, so I snagged it and added it to my pile.

When Monica returned leading Gary on his leash, the first thing I noticed was that his cock was free from his chastity cage, and standing at attention.  She must’ve noticed me noticing since she immediately commented on the change.

“I removed it since this is our day of giving, and if he’s going to help us it wouldn’t be fair to torture him with it… you know he’s going to have a constant hard-on with the picture we’ll be presenting.”

“True enough,” I agreed.

Maybe Monica could wrap Gary up and leave him as a present for Mistress Jill as well if she didn’t need his help for her own bondage.  It’d been quite a while since we’d let him have any relief and he was probably close to exploding by now.

I couldn’t make things easy for him, though, just for the principle of the thing.  I decided to tease him a little and make him dress me.  If helping me into this outfit didn’t drive him out of his mind, it was time for me to retire.

I made him start with the latex stockings and work them slowly in place so there were no wrinkles or air pockets.  I was getting extremely horny from his firm, yet gentle ministrations, and with his face mere inches from my glistening folds, I’m sure he could clearly smell my arousal.

I had him put my panties on next and made him smooth out non-existent wrinkles for a few minutes.  When he unzipped the crotch at the end, the wash of musk that came out was instantly strong enough for me to smell it myself.  I briefly considered diddling myself to take the edge off, but reined the feeling back in time.  The end result would be so much sweeter if I waited.

I was close to breaking my resolve as he shoved the butt plug up my ass and the vibrator into my snatch.  I’d picked toys similar to the ones Nancy used, although the shape of mine was different.  Mine were of the stacked ball variety, with the last ball positioned to keep my pussy lips spread wide.

He put my straitjacket on while Monica worked on my shoes.  My fingers went almost to the very end of the sleeves and were forced into a point by the narrow tip.  I hugged myself tightly to let him buckle the stomach belt over my arms and then it was time for the back straps.

This model of jacket had a total of ten straps running down the back and was a real pain in the ass to tighten evenly, but Gary had some good strength in his arms and managed far better than I thought he could’ve done.

His first pass was fairly loose, but got everything in place.  His second pass took out every inch of slack and made the jacket look like a second skin on me.  It was far more restrictive than the Posey canvas jackets we occasionally used, especially when he put his knee in my back and reefed on the roller buckles to pull my arms tight.

Holy shit, I’d never been in a tighter straitjacket before.  He kept working the arm restraints until I thought the latex might rip, and then he tried some more and managed to get it tighter a fraction of an inch at a time.  Once he couldn’t pull any more slack out of it he went back around front and tightened both the stomach belt and the crotch strap the rest of the way.

The only mistake he made was not closing the zippers over my nipples before beginning.  The jacket was so ultra-tight, there was no way to close them now without catching flesh in them.  I decided it looked pretty sexy and didn’t want to undo his work, so I left them jutting out.

Getting into the stocking properly took a lot of trial and error.  On our first attempt I put the heels of my shoes through the heel of the stocking and ripped the shit out of it.  What finally worked was putting my legs into a frog tie with some of the leftover vet wrap, and using knee cuffs and a short spreader bar to keep my knees apart once they were down near the heel.

Gary had to hold me up while Monica snaked a hand through the rip and clipped the ends of the bar in place to the D-rings between my knees.  When they tried lifting the stocking this time, I settled a little deeper into it, but my spread knees caught on the edges and locked me in place.  It was actually fairly comfortable, although my ass was hanging partway out of the hole I’d made earlier.

Monica presented me with the ball gag and I opened my mouth to accept it.  She was barely able to get it past my teeth, but once it popped it place, she was able to get the harness straps adjusted properly and buckled securely.  The straps on this monster were totally redundant since there was no way I’d be able to expel it without a lot of help, but appearances were everything.

She put the hat on my head at a jaunty angle and signaled for Gary to start pulling while she lifted.  The only way to hang me was over the door to our guest room, with the rope running over the top and tied off to the doorknob inside.  Luckily it worked and when Gary came out and shut the door, I was hanging perfectly in position to see the elevator when it opened.

“You know, Gary,” Monica said, slapping my exposed ass.  “I don’t think Sherri was in the proper holiday spirit when she teased you like she just did.  I’d like to remedy the situation before we proceed with my plan for the night.”

I felt the crotch strap being removed and the zipper on my panties opened.  My dildo was slowly pulled out as she continued.

“Mistress Jill might want to play with her present using a strap-on, but I’m not sure the height and angle are proper.  I’d like you to test it for me and make sure everything is perfect before her Mistress arrives.”

Say what???  I couldn’t believe what she was saying, but Gary wasted no time and slid his cock between my legs and into my hungry snatch.  It felt so good to have a real piece of meat up there that my complaints cut off before I’d hardly begun.

With how horny he was and how wet I was, he didn’t waste any time on preliminaries and began pounding me fast and hard.  Each thrust made my chest rub against the rough interior of the stocking, both teasing and torturing my erect nipples.

It only took about two minutes before I started cumming hard, my quivering muscles clenching over his cock and sending him over the edge as well.  It felt like he’d shot about a gallon of cum inside me, yet I couldn’t complain since each hot jet of semen set off another mini orgasm within me.

I was enjoying the afterglow when I felt the dildo slide into my front passage again and the panties zipped shut over it.  Monica told him to run the toys in denial mode to keep me from getting bored, and he’d get another chance at some fun as often as he wanted until Mistress Jill returned and gave him new instructions.

I knew I wouldn’t be able to deny him either, since with the vibrator running in denial mode I’d be begging for an orgasm after only fifteen minutes at the most.  With his recent enforced chastity, he’d probably be able to go all night with only a half hour break in between rounds.

It would be a long, rough rollercoaster ride for me tonight and would earn me the nickname of Sherri, the Slutty Stocking Semen Trap.



Chapter 3: Monica’s Midnight Wrap-up


I hated cock-teases, even if she didn’t mean any harm by it.  Besides… she seemed to enjoy the quick fuck almost as much as Gary did.  I considered wrapping him up like Sherri suggested earlier, but thought I better keep him free so he could keep an eye on us and make sure there were no problems with breathing or anything.

I gave him permission to help himself to Sherri as many times as he wanted to, and sat down to consider what I wanted to do for my own bondage tonight.  I didn’t think I could top the ideas they’d already used, so I simply went another route.  I chose a self-bondage predicament that I hoped would look ultra-hot when Master saw it.

I didn’t bother with any elaborate costumes, and the only thing I wore was an inflatable gag and a pair of nipple clamps.  Mistress Jill was the self-bondage master, and I took a page out of her book, or more accurately, from a story she told me one night.

She used an air mattress with a slow leak in it to put her into tight spread eagle bondage.  It was elegantly simple and I thought this would be the perfect night to try it.  I pulled out two of the air mattresses we’d used when we had the extra staff living here for the big reindeer ponygirl race and had Gary inflate them while I rearranged some furniture.

I used the sofa and two recliners to use as the four anchor points I needed, running ropes from the front legs, over the backs, and into the middle where my bed would be.  I wasn’t sure how extreme the tension would be at the end so I used suspension cuffs instead of regular ones for both my hands and feet.

It took a bit of experimenting to get the ropes at the length I needed, but I wanted to make sure I did this right.  Once the ropes were good, I ran two pieces of string out to the sides and tied them off to the heavy furniture.  These would be for my nipples and I hoped I’d be able to stand the strain once everything was tight.

Using several bungee cords I held the two arm ropes near where I wanted them and crawled onto the mattress.  It was easy to get my feet clipped to the ropes, but that was the only easy part.  I considered asking Gary for help, but that would defeat the whole purpose of trying for a self-bondage scene.  Not only that, but he’d just started on round two with Sherri and I didn’t want to disturb him.

I was able to get one carabineer clip to stay put with the spring clasp upwards, and rushed to complete my binds before it fell over again.  I quickly attached both clover clamps, ignoring the sharp sting when they bit down on my sensitive nipples and got my left hand in place as well.

I grabbed the ring on the tip of my right cuff and shoved it forcefully into the carabineer.  With that one click, I was now trapped in a face-down spread eagle until someone decided to release me; I had no safety backup in place for this scene, but Gary was here and I knew Master would return shortly.

I’d shoved a toothpick into the air valves of the mattresses and had no idea how long it would take for them to deflate enough to tighten the ropes, but I hoped it wouldn’t be too fast.  Even the small amount of air that’d leaked since I started was enough to start pulling my nipples sideways.

It took about another half hour before enough air leaked out to fully stretch my arms and legs into a properly taut spread eagle, and by that time I realized how badly I’d mistaken the length of string I’d need for my nipple clamps.  They were stretched quite noticeably by now, and I still had several inches left to fall before I reached my maximum tightness.

Gary went for a third round with Sherri, and the grunting and moaning was turning me on something fierce.  I wished I’d used a toy like the other girls, but Master wouldn’t have liked me using one without permission.

After another half hour I reached what I thought was close to my maximum tension.  I was completely suspended by my arms and legs a few inches off the floor, and if my nipples got stretched any more, I swear you’d be able to tie them in a knot behind my back.  Ok, maybe that was an exaggeration, but it sure fucking felt like it.

Once Gary finished with Sherri he checked on both Nancy and myself to make sure we were still ok, but I caught a glimpse of a peculiar expression on his face as he turned away from me.  He went into our playroom and came back a moment later with something hidden behind his back.

He went behind me and did something I couldn’t see, but I had a pretty good idea what he was up to when he ran an extension cord from the wall to my mattress.  A few seconds later and I felt a very faint vibration in the mattress and my suspicions were confirmed.

He’d planted a toy underneath it, and when my weight pulled me down the last inch or two I had available, my pussy would land right on top of it.  Sure enough, twenty minutes later I made my first contact with it and began trying to thrust my hips in order to get some relief.

Each bounce pulled my nipples to the extreme, but the brief contact of the powerful vibrator on my clit was worth it.  I came after only a few minutes in an absolutely blinding orgasm, and simply hung limp in my binds as my body twitched through the aftershocks.

Another twenty minutes later and I wished I hadn’t jumped the gun; I’d sunk a tiny bit more and now had the toy firmly wedged between my legs and running continuously on full speed.  It started ripping orgasms out of me like a child picking petals off a daisy.

It was too powerful to withstand for long and I tried to get Gary’s attention, but he was going for round four with Sherri now and didn’t notice.  I knew his personal best was seven times in one night, but if he kept up this pace he’d break the record for sure.

I heard the clock strike midnight and it briefly shocked me back to reality.  Master was supposed to be home by ten or so… where was he?  Another orgasm tore through me and I lost that train of thought.  He’d get here when he got here, and all I could do was hang on for the ride until he did.

***

“There’s still no answer at the house from anyone,” I said in disgust.

“Relax, Lilith,” Laste said.  “I’m sure they just went to bed early tonight.  It’s not like we had any plans for the evening or anything.”

“I guess, but I still wanted to talk to someone and let them know we’re stuck here until tomorrow sometime.  I don’t want them to worry about us.”

“All they have to do is check their voicemail messages or texts to know we’re fine,” Jill said.  “Relax… I’m sure everything’s ok, although they’re probably bored to death by now without us.”

“I guess you’re right.  Maybe we’ll bring lunch with us when we get back and you can all laugh at me for worrying.  It’s not like something could’ve gone wrong, right?”

###
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