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Ch
apter 1: The Pitch


I heard a knock at the door just as I finished rubbing saddle soap into the last of the many new leather straps I had just gotten.  Glancing at the clock, I was glad to see at least one of my friends had managed to be punctual for once.  I straightened a crease out of my tight latex skirt and went to let her in.

To my delight, when I opened the door to my studio I found both Sherri and Jill standing there.  Seeing the pair of them together with the setting sun highlighting their ample attributes, was almost enough to get my juices flowing… and they were only standing at the door wearing street clothes!

We were all of a type.  Young, with long blonde hair (although I was the only true blonde), large thirty-six inch breasts, and wide, flaring hips that highlighted the wide, sexy gap between our legs.

My business partner, Master Laste, once told me he had a raging hard-on at all times when the three of us were together in the same room, and that was a high compliment coming from someone as jaded and experienced as he was.

I could hardly wait to get them inside and into something more comfortable.  Well… comfortable would depend on which side of the camera you were on, so perhaps I should have thought of it as ‘sexy’ rather than ‘comfortable’.

They were both here for my first live internet show with two headliners bound at the same time.  What they didn’t know was I had a few things to discuss with them first, and a couple of surprises to unveil as well.

I guided them to the lounge instead of the stage area so we could sit down for a little chat.  I offered them a drink, but they both took only water since they had to work tonight.  I smiled.  They looked alike and acted alike, but that’s where the similarities ended.

Despite having worked together extremely well in the past, they actually hated each other and would do almost anything to one-up the other.  They took competitiveness to a whole new level and then some.  Once we got settled in, it was Sherri who broke the ice.

“Well, Lilith,” she began.  “I’m sure you called us together here for more than a tea party, so what’s up?”

“As you know, you’re both here for a live session.  I’m sure you’re both surprised to see the other, but I think you’ll both enjoy what I’ve got planned for tonight’s show.”

“I’m not sure what you’ve got in mind, but if it includes me being topped by that amateur, then you can forget it.”

“Who’re you calling amateur, you newbie?” Jill retorted.

“Now, now,” I interrupted, before things got out of hand.  “Neither one of you will have to submit to anyone other than Master Laste or myself.  In fact, the whole script for tonight is up to you two.”

“What do you mean?”

“For close to the last year, the two of us have been working on perfecting what we’re calling the Ultimate Bondage Device.  After a lot of work and even more money, our UBD is finally ready for its maiden voyage.  We have a fully functioning prototype ready to revolutionize the bondage industry, and all we need is a willing participant to model its usage for us.”

“Then why bring two of us here tonight?”

“While either one of you would make the perfect test subject, don’t forget our ultimate purpose here is to make lots and lots of money.  As such, we’ve decided to try building our fan base by making a contest out of things.”

“I think I know where this is going,” Sherri said, smirking and looking confident.

“I won’t keep you guessing; tonight’s live show will be a contest between you two, with the winner getting the right to debut our new contraption.  The show will be free so we gain the largest audience possible, and it’ll be the viewer’s themselves who decide who the winner is.”

“Sign me up,” Jill said.  “What’ll you want me to do?”

“Ah,” I said, with satisfaction.  “I won’t be asking you to do anything.  Instead, you will each script your own bondage session, and all we’ll do is go along with your instructions… at the beginning, at least.”

“Cool… I love being able to top from the bottom.”

“Only up to a point,” I clarified.  “Once you set your script, we’ll be following it to the letter.  We won’t do a single thing more or less than what you allow us, and there’s no safe word you can use unless we deviate from your script or cause accidental harm.  The other side of the coin is you’ll have to remember who’s casting the votes; the customers.  If you make a lame and boring script, I can guarantee you’ll lose.”

“I don’t have time for this crap,” Sherri said, rolling her eyes.  “We both know I’ll be the one who wins, so let’s cut to the chase and just put me in your new device.”

“Maybe you’re right, but maybe you’re wrong,” I quickly said, before Jill could take offence.  “Either way, we’re going to be having a contest tonight, because that’s what I advertised.  I wasn’t joking when I said the decision is up to the customers, and like it or not, if you want the spot, you’ll have to participate.”

“Fine,” she grumbled.  “What kind of scenario are you looking for?”

“Whatever your heart desires and your twisted little mind can come up with.  You can also elect to let the viewers have a say in how things progress over the course of the night.  You both know the kind of selections I have here, so use your imagination and try to enjoy it.  Plan for a two hour session, and may the best girl win!”

“That means me, sweetie,” Jill said.

“In your dreams,” Sherri replied.  “Give me ten minutes and I’ll come up with something that’ll have them begging for more.”

“I think we have an understanding,” I smoothly said.  “Each of you can now go to your dressing rooms and plan your session.  Good luck to both of you.”

I was surprised to see them both head off quietly, but guessed they wanted the maximum amount of time to plan their predicament for tonight.  Despite the numerous claims of false bravado, they were about equal in both talent and appeal.  Regardless of the outcome, it would be a night to remember.



Chapter 2: Jill’s Setup


“This could turn out to be fun, as well as profitable,” I said to no one in particular.

I saw one of the standard contract and consent forms sitting on the makeup table, and started skimming through it while waiting for my assistant.  I didn’t see anything that raised any red flags, although I frowned a bit when I read the addendum to the safe word clause.

19b – Any full-stop usage of the safe word for anything other than unacceptable bodily harm will result in complete forfeiture of all remunerations.

It was a little more hardcore than I was used to, but I guess a live show ran by a different set of rules.  I checked off the regular permission boxes for what I would deem acceptable during the gig, and even allowed a little more leeway than normal for the stringency of the bondage and amount of corporal punishments.

I filled out my gear request form just as fast, checking off far more items than anyone could ever use in a two hour show.  It would allow both Lilith and the customers to change things on the fly, since despite what she said about me writing the script, I knew she would modify things as she saw fit.

With that in mind, I decided to open the show with a self-bondage scene.  I practiced (and enjoyed) a self-bondage scenario at least once a week, so I might as well get paid for one.  It would also fill the time nicely, and give me an easy start before Lilith started turning up the heat.

Since my self-bondage would have to be performed in front of the camera to have the best effect, it gave me time to kill.  I used it to both stretch and relax… the last thing I wanted was a cramp to spoil my chances of winning.

As I removed my street clothes, I found my nipples were already rock hard in anticipation, and I spent a few minutes rubbing and caressing them.  I soon found myself moaning and breathing heavily, with my free hand automatically going between my legs on its own accord and rubbing in a slow, small circle.  I had to force myself to stop before I did anything I might regret, since it was going to be a long night and I needed to conserve my energy.

Before I knew it, the makeup and wardrobe crew arrived, and started working me over.  My regular makeup was quickly removed and higher contrast stage makeup soon replaced it.  Wardrobe finished with me in about three minutes, as I didn’t need much more than to provide a tantalizing strip tease before binding myself for my enjoyment.  I meant for the viewers enjoyment.

A lacy crimson bra with matching panties, a thin white shirt with buttons that left my stomach exposed, and a short black skirt that would have to be doubled in size in order to be called ‘mini’.  A pair of four inch black stiletto’s finished off wardrobe’s job, and they let the stylist have her turn.

I let her put my hair into pigtails, which gave me an almost slutty schoolgirl appearance.  Looking at myself in the mirror, I found myself getting hot again… I would have to remember this look and use it in the future.

Finishing their job in what was probably record time, they left me alone, except for an assistant rigger who guided me to my stage.  I’d simply told them the type of scenario I wanted and let them handle the details.  I wasn’t disappointed.

A heavy black leather bondage chair sat in the middle of the stage, lit from above, with the rest of the room shrouded in darkness.  A deep red velvet backdrop provided a bit of contrast, and a long table at the side held all of the items I required for my show.

“We’re a bit early, but the cameras are already live with a countdown running for the official start,” he whispered to me.  “If you want to begin early and earn a few brownie points with the viewers, then you can go right ahead.  Just remember the second you step on stage, there’s no turning back.”

I thought about it and decided it couldn’t hurt to get a head start.  I could start off slow and build up a bit of audience appreciation.  Without a word, I strode onstage and blew a kiss to the camera.

I made a show out of selecting the items I needed for my initial confinement.  Ropes, tape, locks, carabineer clips and straps were first, of course.  I placed a good variety onto a rolling cart, added leather cuffs for my ankles and wrists, and then moved down the table to select my initial batch of accessories.

A two inch red trainer ball gag, a medium sized butt plug, a vibrating egg, and a butterfly style vibe all made their way onto my cart.  I added a simple blindfold and a nice set of clover nipple clamps with attached chain at the last second, and decided it was more than enough for right now.

I wheeled my cart over to the chair and spent a few minutes arranging everything neatly, and not incidentally giving the camera a few sexy poses.  I took a quick look out of the corner of my eye and saw I still had twelve minutes before the official start time.  Good enough.

I began by rubbing my hands over my body, slowly and with every sign of enjoyment, which was actually the case.  The black micro skirt was actually messing with my movements a bit, so I broke with tradition and slowly worked it down my legs first before moving to my shirt.

I undid the buttons slowly, allowing for a few caresses of my breasts.  My nipples were almost painfully stiff by now, and I reached inside to give them a little tweak before continuing.  An almost electric jolt of pleasure immediately shot down to my groin, and I had to force myself to stop again before I lost it.

I let my shirt fall to the floor and turned to the cart.  I’ve always loved having a huge gag stuffed into my mouth, so I decided to tackle that first.  All of the extra straps and buckles on a trainer gag made it difficult to properly install on oneself if the straps weren’t already set, so I didn’t need to try and fake taking my time with it.  Getting it perfectly tight all over easily ate up most of the remaining time in my ‘pre-game’ show.

I used a ton of lube preparing myself for the butt plug, both liberally coating it and also working it around and into my rosebud.  Leaning over the seat of the chair, I half bent over and half squatted in order to give the camera the best viewing angle possible.  I took my time with it, more for the show than out of any difficulty with inserting it.

I would slowly push it part-way in before releasing the pressure and letting my sphincter force it out.  On the fifth repeat of this performance, it went in far enough where the narrow part near the base sucked it the rest of the way in and held it firmly inside of me.

I didn’t bother using any lube on the egg, since I was practically dripping at this point; it went in with no problem, but as I started pulling on the butterfly vibe, I realized I had no place to put the remotes.

I held things awkwardly in place and stretched over to the cart and snagged a wide leather belt.  I plopped back into the chair and let out a grunt as the size of the butt plug made itself fully known with the force of sitting on it so abruptly.

I loosely buckled the belt around my waist and fed the remotes underneath it, letting them hang by the wires.  I positioned one on each side and then took out the remaining slack from the belt.  I made sure the butterfly was positioned perfectly over my clit and tightened it in place before giving each remote a test flick to make sure they were working properly.

I don’t think I’d ever been so horny in my entire life, and I knew I had to start working quickly, or I would wind up distracting myself into losing the contest.  A new screen behind the cameras lit up and caught my eye.

Viewer focus:

Jill – 91%

Sherri – 9%

It was hard to smile with a mouth stretched open as much as mine was, but I felt my lips curling in delight anyway.  I’d already leaped ahead with a commanding lead, and we hadn’t even officially started yet.

I unclipped my bra next, giving my breasts another quick grope before letting it join my shirt on the stage floor.  Let’s see… what next?  I was changing things up on the fly based on what felt right at the time, and now I felt like it was time for my cuffs.  I turned away from the camera so I could bend over to fasten them around my ankles.  I’m sure it made for a spectacular view.

I had to sit down to fasten my wrist cuffs, as I was never any good at getting them tight enough by myself unless I had a hard surface to work on.  It didn’t take as long as I feared, and I was soon ready to begin.  The countdown clock hit zero, and I took a deep breath… it was time to get serious.



Chapter 3: Sherri’s Preparations


Mistress Lilith knew me well.  The moment I stepped out of the shower, I saw two girls already waiting to help me get ready for the show.  My preparations always took forever… or at least that’s what the photographers and cameramen always said.  I catered mostly to the fetish crowd, preferring to use as much leather and latex as possible, and tonight would be no exception.

It wasn’t just a stage preference either.  I loved the feel of latex on my skin, and would wear it every chance I could get.  I reluctantly passed on wearing a full body catsuit tonight, just so I could give more chances for Lilith and Master Laste to Practice their art.

That didn’t mean I wouldn’t get to enjoy myself, though.  The three of us made an instant talc blizzard in the dressing room as we rushed to cover my limbs with the powder.  I had to smirk at the sight of white powder everywhere, and what someone might think if they walked in to see it.  That kind of white powder wasn’t my cup of tea, though, and this wasn’t that kind of party.  Once both my body and the inside of my apparel were well covered, we went right at it.

I started off with thin black latex panties and thigh-high matching latex stockings.  The panties were easy, but the stockings weren’t.  I was extremely fussy about my latex and wouldn’t tolerate any wrinkles, creases, or crooked seams.

As they stretched and pulled everything into place, I began to worry they were too long for my legs, but they wound up covering me perfectly, with perhaps a millimeter of leg left showing.  It was almost like they were custom made for me.

Next up was my bra.  I stayed with traditional black latex again, but didn’t notice until it was too late that this one had cutouts for my nipples to poke through, and was also a hair on the small side.  We still had the bulk of my dressing to get through, so rather than wasting the time to pick out something else, I decided to just roll with it.

Candy apple red, twenty-four inch opera gloves were next, and they split up the labor, each taking an arm to work on.  They quickly finished getting them on, and turned to the more difficult task of putting on my boots.

Stiff leather ballet boots with eight inch heels in a red to match the gloves were soon slid up my legs, leaving only a few inches of the stockings underneath showing.  It made a striking contrast, and I let my imagination run wild while they laced them up.

Once they were tied and locked on, I tried a few sample steps, and worried I might have bitten off more than I could chew.  They were much stiffer and stricter than any I’d worn before, and I found I couldn’t take anything other than extremely tiny steps.  The hobble skirt and ankle chains would be completely redundant while wearing these!

“Fifteen minute warning!” a man shouted through the door.

“Shit,” I said.  “There’s no way we can get everything done in time.”

“We can finish things up on stage.  In fact, I think it’ll look pretty damn hot if we do.”

She was probably right, so other than locking a set of cuffs around my ankles and wrists, I had them turn to my hair and makeup.  While I thoroughly enjoyed the first part of my costuming, getting an hour’s worth of styling done in fifteen minutes was not my idea of fun.

Of course, the panel gag with built-in oversized ball they jammed in my mouth, and fastened two or three notches too tight, prevented me from voicing my displeasure.  A simple red collar with a matching leash came next.  I wondered where they found red leather that matched the latex so perfectly.

They must have missed the memo about the problems I had walking in these torture boots.  They attached a short hobble chain to my ankles like I’d originally scripted, but no longer needed.  I found it actually did restrict my movements more, and I could only take steps about four inches long.

They finished up our prep work by fastening my hands behind my back, heaved me to my feet, and pulled me out the door by my leash.  With no time to spare, and my pace reduced to that of a drunken snail, they changed tactics and moved to each side of me.  With a move they must have practiced before, they quickly picked me up and carried me to the edge of the stage.

It made my heart skip a beat to feel myself lose contact with the floor, but once there, I was glad I didn’t have to try and cover the distance under my own power.  As I resumed my walk, I discovered a new problem that made me nervous.

When they each put a hand between my legs, they’d caused my panties to ride up a little, and now they were jammed into my folds, causing some rather intense feelings with each step.  I’d been hot before, but now I was quickly going out of control.

With each tiny step, I was slowly being brought closer to orgasm, and a simple twelve foot distance to cover meant forty eight steps.  There was no way I could make it that far!  I tried to communicate my problem to the girls, but all it earned me was a sharp tug on my leash and an almost electric jolt shoot through my crotch at the quick shuffle-steps I was forced to do in order to keep my balance.

Oh, shit!  There was no way I could make it now, and if I had an orgasm walking across the stage I would collapse and probably die of embarrassment.  Not to mention the fact that Lilith would be royally pissed off and make me pay for it.

Each step I took rubbed the wrinkle in the latex panties over my clit, and brought me closer and closer to climax.  With the panel gag sealed over my lips, I could barely get enough air into my heaving lungs.  I felt like I was in the beginning stages of oxygen debt, and if anything, it fueled the fire growing out of control between my legs.

Four feet left… three… it took all of my concentration to hold it back, but I was almost there.  Two feet… one foot… I thought I was going to make it, but as my handler turned at the end, I stumbled and the dam burst.

A blinding orgasm engulfed me as I fell, the additional constriction from the collar cutting off even more of my breath, driving me to a higher peak.  I was seeing spots before my eyes by the time I came down from it and managed to shakily get back on my feet.

I was barely aware of them releasing my hands from behind my back, and only when I felt them being pulled above my head did I realize what was going on.  Sitting on a chair and directing the proceedings was Master Laste!

I was in deeper trouble than I’d originally thought.  Even though I knew there were two of us here for the show tonight, and two tops, it never occurred to me I’d have anyone other than Lilith over me.  I started to sweat with more than the heat of the stage lights… for the first time since my debut bondage scene, I was actually scared of what I’d gotten myself into.

Just as they were about to start putting my corset on, he stood, halted the proceedings, and walked over to me  He took his time, going full circle around me and stopping out of view behind me. 

“So,” he began.  “The slut likes to orgasm, does she?  I think a little punishment is in order, but a passing stranger once said I was a nice guy, so I think I’ll oblige you.”

The second I saw Master Laste, I knew a whipping or caning would be in order as a punishment for my orgasm without permission, but the rest of his speech confused me.

Unfortunately for me, the confusion was short lived.  For better or worse, the countdown hit zero and my show was now live.



Chapter 4: The Rules


“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen,” I said, with exaggerated aplomb and a flowery wave of my top hat.  “Welcome to our show.  My name is Mistress Lilith Chance, and for those of you who are late to join us, let me explain tonight’s proceedings.

“To my left is the lovely Jill.  She’s scripted a delightful self-bondage session for your viewing pleasure, but don’t worry about her being left alone for long.  I have a few tricks up my sleeve to make her stay with us tonight be one she’ll never forget… and neither will you.

“To my right, you can see my associate Master Laste already taking command of the situation presented to him by the naughty Sherri.  She’s been a bad girl, and Master Laste is just the one to teach her proper respect.  You won’t want to miss a moment of his… lesson.

“Tonight is not only the debut of our live streaming web show, but is also meant as a prelude for our upcoming ‘Main Event’, and your participation tonight is of the utmost importance.”

I slowly walked over to the UBD.

“Beneath this tarp, is what we call our ‘Ultimate Bondage Device’ or UBD for short.  The name is pretty much self-explanatory, but the details won’t be revealed until it’s time for the grand unveiling.

“Which brings us back to tonight’s show.  There’s only room for one of our models in this contraption, and we need YOU to help us pick which one it’ll be.  Each model has written her own script for the night, and it’s up to you to decide who the winner will be.

“This will be two straight hours of intense sexual delight, but never fear that their scripts will run short.  At any time in which one of us is faced with a decision, you yourself will have the chance to vote on what’ll happen next.”

“I’d love to show you the UBD tonight, but Master Laste would probably lock me in it for a year if I jumped the gun.”  I sauntered over to where Jill was sitting and took a deep breath.  “Instead, it’ll have to remain a surprise until our next show, but enough of that… we have something just as exciting sitting in front of us right now, so let’s have at it, shall we?”

While I was giving my spiel, Jill had finished binding herself to the chair and was patiently waiting for me to take control.  I inspected her work, and while I could see she’d bound herself with no possibility of escape, the looseness of her technique offended me.

When it came to bondage, I was firmly in the camp of tighter is better, and why use one strap when there’s room for three.  I would have to fix it ASAP, but first I picked up the leather blindfold from the table and buckled it tightly over her eyes.  It would be no good to let her see what I was up to, since making her wonder what I’d do next was half of the fun.

I expected to have a lot of fun over the next two hours.



Chapter 5: Jill’s Torment


As soon as the blindfold went over my eyes, my heart rate climbed up several notches.  I’d always found it to be more than slightly scary to wear one, but the heightened sensations it gave me always made up for it.

I jumped when I felt the vibrators come on without any warning.  She put both of them on full blast and I thought this was going to be one hell of a ride, but she soon turned them down to low, which was just enough to keep me distracted and fidgety.

I heard her moving stuff around on the table for a few moments and then felt a new strap going over my forearm.  I’d expected something like that, since the carabineer clips I used allowed for far too much movement.

She quickly and efficiently welded my first arm to the chair using two straps on my forearm and one on my upper arm, which pulled me back deeper into the chair.  She didn’t bother switching sides to fasten my other arm, but rather leaned over me so she could ‘accidentally’ keep brushing against my nipples as she worked.

I heard her move behind me for the upper arm strap, and when she reefed it tight it really sucked me hard to the chair back, which forced my breasts out farther.  Leaning forward, I felt her nibbling on my earlobe while her hands started fondling my breasts.  I heard Sherri scream past her gag in what sounded like a massive orgasm and I was immediately jealous.

I started squirming in my seat, getting closer and closer to my own…  If Lilith would just crank up the speed on the vibes for a few seconds, that’s all it would take to send me over the edge.  Instead, she stepped away and a moment later I yelped as I felt the pinch of a clover clamp on my right nipple.  I knew the second one was coming, but the knowledge didn’t stop me from squealing again as I felt it bite down.

My impending orgasm faded slightly, and I wasn’t sure if I was happy about it or not.  I was desperate for some relief, but I knew this was going to be a long, killer session, and if I got off too early, I would be in trouble before the night was over.

Three more straps around my torso were next.  One above my breasts, one below, and the third at the waist just above the one I used to hold the remotes.  As I felt her buckle it as tight as she could, I found it felt worse than wearing a corset.  Breathing immediately became more difficult.

I felt her release my left ankle and wondered why she did that before strapping my legs down tighter.  My ignorance was short lived as I felt a rope connected to the D-ring on my ankle cuff pulling my leg back on the outside of the chair.  She pulled it almost painfully far before tying it off and repeating the process on my other leg.

This also pulled my hips forward and put more strain on my already labored breathing.  She put another pair of straps around my upper thighs, but they were totally redundant at this point; I couldn’t move more than a millimeter from my neck down to my feet.

I felt her doing something with my pigtails, and I thought they were going to be tied down in order to keep my head in place, but she was far more devious than that.  Instead, she tied each one to the clover clamps, meaning I could still move my head a little if I wanted to pay the price in pain.

She left a surprising amount of slack in the lines, and by leaning my head forward I found I could totally relax the pressure on my nipples.  Of course she wasn’t really that sloppy… A line tied to the back of my gag harness pulled my head back and stretched my nipples out painfully again.

A ragged cry from Sherri announced yet another in a string of orgasms from her, and brought home how badly I needed to cum by now.  It didn’t seem fair that I was still desperately waiting for my first, yet she was going almost non-stop.  Of course, after the first one or two she was probably wishing they would give her a rest for a while, but I couldn’t spare her any sympathy.

She spent a few minutes alternating between caressing and tickling me before removing my blindfold.  The harsh stage lights made my eyes water, but I soon forgot about it as I felt the vibes increase in speed.

“Keep your eyes open for the camera,” she purred.  “It looks so sexy when you cum, but I’d be careful if I were you.  Every orgasm you have will mean ten lashes.”

Her words gave me pause, but my pent up heat wouldn’t be denied; A few seconds later I had my first orgasm of the night, and wow, was it a good one.  She’d turned up the vibrators another notch when I’d started to cum, and it led into a second, equally powerful orgasm.  Since they ran right into each other, I hoped she figured it was just one long one and wouldn’t add the second set of lashes to my total.

“That looked to be a triple, if I’m not mistaken,” she said, marking the tally on her tablet.

I tried to shake my head in the negative, but the pull on my nipples quickly aborted the plan.  Instead, I resorted to gag-speak to get my complaint across.

“You’re denying it?” she asked, sounding amused.  “Well, nobody can say I’m not fair and open minded, so let’s get a second opinion, shall we?”

She tapped on her tablet for a minute before turning to the camera.  “Ok, everyone, Jill doesn’t agree with my call on the multiple orgasms, so I’d like everyone who was watching her to place their votes on the new poll I just sent out.  If she’s right then I’ll be generous and remove ten from her total, but if you vote she’s trying to cheat, then the thirty lashes will stand, plus another ten for trying to cheat.”

I saw the poll come up on the lower corner of my viewing screen, and immediately knew I was screwed.  I don’t know if it really looked like a triple, or if the customers simply thought another ten whacks would be fun to watch, but the end result was a whopping 84% against me.

The unfairness of it messed with my concentration and resolve; I started to cum again.  This one wasn’t as long as the first two, but the intensity seemed stronger since I was getting rather sensitive down there.

Lilith just laughed, marked the new total down, and upped the speed on the vibes again.  I mumbled a curse at her through my gag, but made sure it was low enough to be unintelligible; I didn’t want to give her more reasons to unfairly up the count again.

I held out for another five or six minutes before my next one, and this time it was definitely leaning more toward pain over pleasure.  She bumped up the speed one final time, but from the pouty look on her face I could tell she wished there were more settings left on the thing.

I dug into what little bit of reserves I had left, determined to keep the count down as low as humanly possible, but it wasn’t easy.  Between my futile struggles, the multiple orgasms, the shooting pain from my nipples every time I moved, and the overly tight waist belt and gag, I was going into a noticeable oxygen debt.

In addition to becoming light headed, the reduced oxygen also made each orgasm more intense and harder to resist.  I came four more times in the next thirty minutes… it felt more like thirty years, but I could see the clock on the wall for myself.

The show was only halfway done, and I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to finish; I was wiped out.  It was a tremendous relief when she actually shut them off and gave me some time to recover.  I was a complete rag doll, and couldn’t even be bothered to straighten my lolling head, despite the harsh pull on my right nipple.

“It’s half-time, folks,” she said to the camera.  “It’s time for us to change positions on our models, which will take about fifteen minutes.  We’ll keep the cameras rolling, though, so feel free to stay tuned and don’t forget we’re taking your suggestions under consideration.  Suggest as many things as you’d like to see, just remember to keep it within the realms of what’s possible.”

She walked behind me before continuing.  “We’ll be opening up our voting for the winner in the second half, and don’t forget our contestants have a little bit of pain due to them.”

As she finished her speech, she pulled off both nipple clamps.  Despite the gag, I’m sure the viewer’s probably heard my yell, even without our sound equipment.  I may have been exhausted, but that was just the thing I needed to get my mind back in gear.  I was now ready to give it my all, and finish this night with a win.

Your move, Sherri.



Chapter 6: Sherri’s Suffering


You wouldn’t think being forced to stand on your tip-toes would be any harder while wearing ballet boots, but I’ll sit down (whenever I’m finally able) and argue the point all day long.  The awkwardness of the pose lent itself to strained muscles I didn’t even know I had.

Master Laste circled me twice, trailing his signature silver chased riding crop over my body as he went.  I kept expecting at least a token flick of the wrist from him, but he refrained from jumping the gun.  He paused to whisper something to one of the stage hands, and then did another circuit around me.

At the completion of his lap, he suddenly flicked out with his wrist and landed a smack perfectly between my legs and held it there.  He began sawing it back and forth between my nether lips, slowly increasing the pressure and pressing a deep groove into the thin latex.

As I made eye contact for the first time, I realized he’d been staring at my face as this had been going on.  Even when the stage hand returned, he didn’t look away, but simply held out his free hand for his request.  He gave me a medium-hard tap with the shaft of his crop before replacing it in his belt and starting with his plan.

He quickly removed my panties, although quick was a relative term, since they were too sticky and tight to come off easily.  Once they were out of the way, he began rubbing his hand over the top of my mound, the other hand clenching my ass so he could control the pressure precisely.

It didn’t take long before he started working one of his fingers inside of me, my natural lubrication making it almost too easy for him.  A minute later and it was two fingers, and then three.  I was halfway expecting him to keep going until he was fisting me, but he soon withdrew and started inserting a dildo of some sort instead.  It felt like a fire hydrant.

Despite my recent orgasm, I was fast approaching a new one; he sure knew how to push my buttons for maximum effect.  It felt like he was fiddling around with it for a few moments, and it wasn’t until he’d finished when I figured out what he did.

He’d fastened a long dowel rod to the end of it and turned it into the classic ‘dick on a stick’.  He held it deep inside of me while he was messing with it, but once he let it go I felt it fall a couple of inches before the pole hit the floor.

I thought it was a little sloppy of him, but shrugged it off (I would have really shrugged if I was able to move my shoulders) figuring ‘shit happens’ during a live show.  I should have known better than to doubt him.

A quick flick of the crop on each of my thighs was the signal to spread my legs.  I quickly complied, but obviously not enough in his mind, since he repeated the command twice more.  Each time was more powerful, and I hoped I could achieve what he was looking for, since I was now at the extreme limit of how far my body could stretch while hanging like this.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw a spreader bar being passed to him, and I felt a renewal of my earlier fear.  The thing had to be over three feet long, and was probably closer to four.  There was no way I’d be able to stand in these boots if he tried fastening the thing on me.

I was wrong, but the difference was almost academic.  Even my monster eight inch heels lost contact with the ground by the time it was installed and I was forced to stretch my toes out to the max.  My earlier wonder about the sloppiness of the dildo was also answered, as I found it pressed right up to my cervix by the time he was done.

I should’ve known better than to doubt he knew precisely what he was doing.  It was about as deep as it could go without causing any discomfort, although it had a fingerlike protrusion pressing against my clit with a touch too much force for my liking.  I wiggled my hips the tiny amount I was able in order to settle things properly, and while I couldn’t move far, the miniscule movement was enough to start getting me hot again.

As if he sensed what I was feeling, I saw him pull a remote out of his pocket and hit a button.  I felt the dildo inside me roar to life, and I seriously began to wonder if his dick on a stick started life as a jackhammer on some construction site.

He then called for a chair and ordered the stage hands to continue with the costuming I didn’t have time for earlier.  They started by putting the corset on me loosely, and tightening it in small stages so I could get used to the new restriction without any major problems.

‘Major problems’ was a relative term, though.  Being stretched so tightly made lacing the corset easier for them, but added a bit of a pinch to my where my thighs were spread so wide.  Plus small steps didn’t convert to much overall time, and I found myself grunting as the laces were pulled increasingly tight.

They’d just finished the second pass when I exploded into one of the best orgasms of my life.  I’d been trying to hold perfectly still and contain the beast, but in retrospect it was a huge mistake.  All my efforts did was add more water to the dam before it burst.  It didn’t distract the stage hands, though; they just kept right on with their lacing.

Luckily they stopped just
 before I was about to complain, and I breathed a (shallow) sigh of relief.  I guess this was my day for being either optimistic or just plain stupid, as they quickly replaced my simple leash collar with a rather severe posture collar, putting me into even more distress.

The front of it must’ve been at least four or five inches tall, and it forced my teeth firmly into the front of the oversized rubber ball I’d been wearing since the start.  I really hoped this scene wouldn’t last too long, or I wouldn’t be able to speak properly for a couple of days after the shoot.

At a gesture from Master Laste, one of the stage hands reached down between my legs and flipped the switch from low to high and I began to panic.  This was far too early in a two hour shoot for intensity at this level.  I turned my eyes toward him and tried to convey my sense of despair.

He held my eyes without flinching and without expression, even as I began to cum yet again.  Once I was past it and could focus my eyes again, I found him precisely like he was before my orgasm.  He could have been a statue for all I could tell.

He raised a single finger and I felt the handlers start a new pass on my corset laces.  I thought he was insane for a moment, but then I noticed I was actually breathing easier than I was ten minutes ago.  My body adjusted faster than it ever had before, and I realized I had a good shot of making it through the night and winning this thing.

The ‘jackhammer’ was starting to become more than a little painful, but I knew I could push through the discomfort of the next inevitable orgasm, and into sub-space where everything would level out.

I was right on the verge, but came back to Earth when I heard every orgasm would be rewarded with ten lashes.  Rather than suppressing my next orgasm, the words forced it upon me, and I found myself twitching in exquisite agony for what felt like days.  By the time I could think again, I opened my eyes and found his face mere inches from mine.

“That looked like fun,” he chuckled.

He ran the end of his crop over first one nipple and then the other, never breaking eye contact with me as he slowly walked to the side and out of my field of view.  My nipples were almost painfully erect, and the slow sliding of leather across them was almost indescribable.

Without warning, he moved his wrist back and quickly flicked it forward twice, landing a harsh slap on the tip of each exposed nipple.  My breath stuck in my throat at the sudden intensity of the pain, but only for a moment.  I shook and howled for all I was worth, although it wasn’t much given the nature of my current predicament.

Just as I was calming down he repeated the nipple hits again.  While still painful, it wasn’t such a shock to the system this time, so I managed to keep my composure a little better.  I concentrated on keeping my breathing even and regular, and forced myself to cope.

He spent the next several minutes alternating between stroking my nipples and smacking them.  I was never sure what to expect, but after a time I no longer cared.  Between the attention on my breasts and the vibrations down below, I began cumming over and over again.

I lost track of how many times I came, but it took me a few minutes to realize he’d finally stopped his assault on my now painfully sensitive nipples.  I found myself dangling from my wrists, with the rest of my body completely limp and unresponsive.

I slowly managed to get my toes back under me again, relieving some of the stress from my wrists, which also helped me to breathe a bit easier.  I felt the vibrations between my legs finally stop, and the dildo slide out.  I felt almost hollow without it.

“It’s half-time, folks,” I heard Lilith say.  “It’s time for us to change positions on our models, which will take about fifteen minutes.  We’ll keep the cameras rolling, though, so feel free to stay tuned and don’t forget we’re taking your suggestions under consideration.  Suggest as many things as you’d like to see, just remember to keep it within the realms of what’s possible.  We’ll be opening up our voting for the winner in the second half, and don’t forget our contestants have a little bit of pain due to them.”

We still had an hour left to go?  It felt like I’d already been here for more than the two hours I’d agreed to, and I wondered if they were messing with us.  I could just barely see the wall clock out of the corner of my eye, and unless they changed it, then she was right; I could only pray I’d be able to finish the night.



Chapter 7: The Final Hour


“Welcome back, everyone!” I shouted.  “For those who stepped away during the break, you can see Master Laste and I have been busy.”

I gestured toward our models, now side by side on center stage.  When the first half of the show ended, we quickly removed all their gear and gave them a few minutes to rest, stretch, and have something to drink.  Of course, since most people on the internet have the attention span of a flea, we couldn’t spare them more than those few minutes before setting up the next scene.

A simple padded bar lowered down from the ceiling made for an effective spanking prop once they were bent over it and their arms and legs tied widely apart to the floor.  I’d never used this arrangement before, but could appreciate the efficiency of it.  Simplicity has a kind of elegance.

By having it connected to the ceiling with a winch arrangement, we could raise it up slightly after binding our models over it, thereby raising them off the floor and reducing any excess movement on their part.  It was a good thing they were nearly the exact same height, or it wouldn’t have worked very well.

With a hundred blows each coming their way, I could guarantee they’d both be trying to do some moving before we were done.  Other than a simple collar, both would be completely naked for the entire scene, and any part of their body was fair game.

“I wish to thank all of you watching for the many creative ideas you’ve given us, and to help keep things interactive, here’s what we’re going to do for the punishment they’ve earned.  We’ll be breaking it down into ten sections of ten hits each.  During each section, you’ll have a chance to vote on the manner of the next part of their punishment.”

I gestured to the side where we had a wide variety of crops, whips, floggers, paddles, and canes, each clearly labeled with a large number.  There were far more implements than we could ever use in a single night, but I wanted to offer up a wide range of choices, and even included our electric devices.

“Here’s how it works.  Each item has a number, and each part of the body has a letter, as shown on your voting screens.  For example, if you wanted to vote for ‘crop to the feet’ you would pick 14-G”

“We’ll give you all a few minutes to decide what’s coming first while we ‘warm them up’ with a simple little flogging.”

Laste raised the bar underneath their hips until they were stretched nice and tight, while I selected a pair of cat-o-nine tails for us.  I’d be starting on Jill, and once things got going, we’d alternate back and forth for each of the ten segments.

We’d budgeted for five minutes of warm-up in order to let everyone get a good handle on the selection process.  Not to mention the fact that it would be easier on our models if they could be brought into their punishment slowly.  If a tough selection was made before their endorphins started flowing, they might want to tap out.

We could also overrule the voting process in case things went badly wrong, and we’d put some basic safeguards in place, like the same implement couldn’t be used more than twice, and the same area on their bodies couldn’t be picked twice in a row or more than three times total.  Certain areas like the face or kidneys were also off limits.

I rubbed my hand over Jill’s firm butt for a moment before giving it a good open palm slap.  I grinned at the reaction I got and began swinging my flogger with a nice rhythmic figure-eight pattern, alternating between each cheek on the downward swipes.

This was going to be fun.

***

I stretched my arms out a few times to loosen myself up while I watched Lilith get into her groove with the flogger.  It looked like she was having fun, or at least more fun than Jill was having, as the pain started building.

I could watch them all day, but alas, I had my own job to do.  I draped my flogger over her back and slowly drew it up toward the crack of her ass.  The moment it began falling free, I flicked my wrist and brought it straight down the middle.  I could tell I surprised Sherri with that one.

I started working her cheeks over until they were nice and rosy, and then started working down her thighs.  I was willing to bet Sherri would come out on top for this scene, since she was a bit more of a pain slut than Jill was, and would probably have at least one orgasm before we were through.

Glancing at the clock, I could see I was almost out of time for my warm-up, so I began increasing both the speed and the intensity of my blows.  I also started changing up my targets so she wouldn’t be able to anticipate where the next one would strike, going all the way down to the soles of her feet on some of them.

As I heard the bell ring, I finished with a single hard slap between her legs, the tips landing perfectly on her mound.  We hadn’t gagged the girls, so I was glad we didn’t have any neighbors nearby to hear her screech from that one.

“It looks like everyone’s figured out the voting process,” Lilith said, as she inspected her tablet.  “Although the power of suggestion seems to be strong tonight, since the first vote goes to 14-G: crop to the feet.  It looks like our girls might be in for a rough night if things keep going like this.”

She grabbed a simple birch switch, while I selected a thin rattan cane that was nice and springy.  I knelt next to Jill and began tapping her left foot with it, hard enough to sting, but light enough not to count for the ten she had coming. 

Bent over like she was, she couldn’t help but to watch me closely.  I used that to my advantage by psyching her out a few times by raising the cane in preparation for a real swipe, only to ‘miss’ and leave her hanging in relief.  I did this a few times before bringing it down for the first real hit, the whippy rattan whistling through the air before making contact.

As if on cue, Lilith landed her first real hit a split second later and their shouts melded together as the sudden sharp pain lanced through them.  We repeated the process for the other foot, but couldn’t quite manage to get the same sync as we did on the first one.

No matter.  It was almost better this way, as the reaction from one seemed to wind up the other even better than a psyche-out swing.  I tried to draw it out as long as I could, but ten strokes really wasn’t a lot, and we had to keep things moving.

The next vote was for ‘paddle to the butt’.  Simple, yet effective, a wide paddle landing on the ass cheeks was part psychological, as it sounded far worse than other, more damaging methods.  That’s not to say it didn’t hurt, and with the nice wide surface area of a paddle, I felt free to let Sherri have some good ones.  By the time I was done with this round, some of her shrieks had turned into moans.  She’d apparently found her sub-space early tonight.

I began to wish we had our models suspended vertically for the third round, which was ‘strap to the breasts’.  While we still had plenty of room, it was a little bit awkward, and some of my swings were a tiny bit off the mark.  I always hated sloppy work, especially when it was my fault.  I planned on calling for a quick position change if we were given breasts for a target again.

I probably wound up hitting her a little harder than normal as a result of my annoyance, but I wasn’t too worried about it, since I felt Lilith was taking it easier on Jill than she was on Sherri.  A contest wasn’t any fun if it wasn’t equal.  I finished before Lilith did, and went to look at her tablet to see what was next.

“Looks like cattle prod to the clit is up next, ladies,” I said.

The looks of shock and terror I got from them were priceless.

“Just kidding,” I laughed.  “We didn’t even bring a cattle prod today.  It looks like we’ve got a crop to the thighs next, and we also have several requests for blindfolds.  I think that’s a mighty fine idea.”

A blindfold meant I couldn’t make them flinch from a fake hit, but not knowing when or where any of the hits would land always increased their reactions by an order of magnitude.  I took one and buckled it over Sherri’s eyes as soon as Lilith finished with her.

The crop may have been my trademark signature, but it wasn’t actually my favorite tool.  Still, I knew how to use it quite well, and Sherri knew it.  I stroked the inside of her thigh a few times with the tip before pulling back and letting her have a good one.

She was probably expecting a few warm-up hits like we’d been doing with the earlier sections, so my sudden strike made her noticeably jump, even in her restrictive pose.  Yes… I believe the call for a blindfold came at a good time tonight.

Each subsequent hit drew an equally impressive reaction, but nowhere near as exciting as what was coming from Jill.  The blindfold was really doing a number on her, and I couldn’t wait until we got to a more powerful tool/target combination.

Finishing early again, I took a close look at our models, and could see some signs of strain in their bodies.  I wasn’t sure what was coming up next, but figured changing their positions would be a good idea.

After a brief consult with Lilith, we untied the ropes holding their arms down and refastened them to the bar just outside their bodies.  I slowly raised the bar so they could adjust to the new position, and even gave them a few seconds to settle in before the final adjustment which put them on their tip-toes.  I’m such a nice guy.

“Good news, ladies… it’s pussy slappin’ time!” Lilith exclaimed.  “That’s ‘palm to the groin’, to be precise, and this one is gonna be fun… at least for me, anyway.”

I was sure Lilith wished it was her turn with Jill for this one, since she had a thing for her, but fun is fun, and business is business.  She went over to Sherri and started caressing her mound to get her going.  I followed suit with Jill, slipping a finger inside and rubbing around her clit with my thumb.  Jill might not have been quite the pain slut Sherri was, but she was still quite wet and enjoying the attention.

There was a lot of grunting and whimpering from them both during this section, only half of it due to the pain of the slaps.  I landed combinations of solid open palm as well as cupped palm hits, but Jill seemed to be getting more enjoyment out of this section than I would’ve expected.  There was nothing wrong with that, though… they’d been troopers tonight, and deserved to have some fun.

Lilith gestured me over to the table.  “How do we handle this one?” she asked, pointing to her tablet.

It was the electro-stim anal probe.

“How about we put them in and let them run for the rest of the show?  We can pick the second place choice to keep the action going, and also fill another fan request or two.”

“That works for me,” she agreed.  “It’ll be double floggers on the breasts, then.  Which fan request do you want to add?  Nipple clamps or vibrator?”

“I don’t want nipple clamps in my way if we’re doing flogging up there.”

“Agreed,” she said.  “Give me a few minutes to type out the explanation so we can give our victims a surprise”

I lubed up and prepared the e-stim plugs, selected a pair of knobby vibrators that they could probably hold inside without us having to tie them in place, and got to work.  I slowly worked the anal probe in first and gave her a brief moment to adjust to the new sensations before working in the vibe.

Lilith was still typing away when I’d finished, so I went and did Jill’s as well.  She finished at about the same time I did, so we picked up a pair of floggers each and moved to our respective targets.

The show was coming close to the end, so we didn’t bother with any subtlety; we cranked the vibes on to full and watched them jump and squirm.  A few seconds later we turned on the electro stim and watched a different kind of jumping.

“A word of advice, ladies,” Lilith purred.  “If someone lets one of those things fall to the floor, your remaining lashes will be doubled, even if we have to run into overtime with our show.”

I smiled as I saw Sherri tense her lower muscles.  Lilith raised her floggers and gave me a nod indicating her readiness.  I nodded back and got to work.  I started with a downward cross-swing, the flogger in my left hand striking the right breast, and vice versa.

They probably didn’t need much of a warm-up at this point, but it was more fun this way.  I even worked my way down almost to her crotch and back up again before getting to the proper ten lashes.

Lilith finished well before me this time, and quietly came over to show me the tablet for the next item on our agenda: cane to the butt.  She held up the rattan cane I’d used earlier and I nodded my head, never breaking my rhythm with the floggers.

She stuck it in my belt and went to take up position behind Sherri.  I finished my last two strokes and let the floggers fall to the floor.  I drew the cane and quickly but quietly moved behind Jill.  Lilith held up three fingers and I nodded.  She silently mouthed one… two… three
.

On three, we both let it rip, shocking them and drawing our first real dual scream of pain for the night.  I gave her a moment to recover before I began tapping the cane on her ass in my normal modus operandi.

Sherri, however, didn’t seem to be settling down.  I thought for a moment she might’ve been really hurt, but only for a moment.  I actually laughed out loud as I realized she was in the throes of a massive orgasm.

I turned my attention back to Jill, making sure I had five evenly spaced, perfectly parallel stripes across each cheek by the time I was done.  I rubbed my hands over her flaming red cheeks and let one slip down between her legs for a moment.

She was still very hot, and the extra stimulation I was giving her was quickly bringing her to the brink of her own orgasm.  I stopped just before she could get relief. Whoever said I was a nice guy was obviously mistaken.  I smiled and sauntered over to the tablet to see what was up next.

TAZapper to the crotch.

This one was more fun without a blindfold, so after a brief consultation with Lilith, we decided to remove them, but add office binder clips to the nipples in order to keep up the intensity.

“Tay-zapper to the crotch?” Lilith redundantly asked.  “Boy, you guys sure have it in for our models tonight.  It presents us with a tiny little problem, though… we neglected to bring two of them tonight.”

I selected my next item off the table and went to stand in front of them both, keeping it hidden behind my back.

“Not to worry, though, we’ve decided to combine the tay-zapper with our final scene.  I’ll work around them both with the zapper, while Master Laste uses… the single tail on their chests.”

I pulled the whip to my side and let it unfurl.  Jill looked more than a little worried at the sight, and rightfully so.  A single tail whip in the wrong hands can easily draw blood, but I had lots of practice with it.  I knew precisely how much force to use to keep things within proper limits.

Of course, that didn’t stop me from cracking it loudly in front of them a few times in order to wind them up.  The whip was just long enough for me to be able to hit both of them if I stretched, and I started easy to make sure I had the distances right.

Lilith knelt between them caressing their legs and playing with the vibes while I got warmed up.  I didn’t find out until later, but she’d also turned the e-stim units up higher.  This would be our finale and she really wanted to finish with a bang.

Since Jill was so close, it didn’t take her long to explode once Lilith started toying with her.  I would’ve made her hold out a while longer, but Lilith didn’t do it to be easy on her; she gave her three quick zaps right on the clit while her orgasm was going strong.  I played along and landed my first real hit at the bottom of her breasts.

Rather than quenching the embers, the extra stimulation seemed to drive her to a higher peak which lasted an impressively long time before leaving her hanging limp and gasping for air.  She looked like she could use a minute to get a few brain cells firing again, so we turned our attention to Sherri.

Her reaction wasn’t quite as extreme, but she was definitely getting hotter by the second as we slowly worked her over.  We soon found ourselves having to change our focus between each of them fairly quickly, since they were both building up fast and we wanted a memorable finish.

A quick glance at the clock showed we were actually a few minutes over our allotted time for the night, so it was time to wrap things up.  Lilith finished the last of her zaps and put it down so she could have a hand available for each of them.  It was a bit of a stretch, but she managed to get a grip on both vibes, and began playing with them.

I was actually done with my lashes as well, but I kept up a steady stream of flicks anyway, keeping them occupied while we waited for the final moment.  A few minutes later, and it looked like we were there.

I dropped the whip and moved in to finish up Sherri.  Lilith, free now to turn her full attention to Jill, had her moaning loudly in mere seconds.  Her cry of release was the final bit needed to push Sherri over the edge as well, and they both came with matching screams of ecstasy.

We kept working them over until the aftershocks were finished and then removed their toys.  I slowly lowered the bar to let them sit on the floor, and while they looked spent, they also looked proud for making it through what was probably the most intense session of their lives.

“Well, there you have it, folks,” Lilith said, standing for the camera.  “I want to thank everyone watching tonight, and hope you all had as much fun as we did.  Before you leave, don’t forget to vote for whom you want to see next week, and we’ll hopefully see you then.”

###
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