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Chapter 1: Self-Bondage Tale


“He made you do what?” Sherri asked in astonishment.

I sighed.  The explanation of my self-bondage adventure and the aftermath of getting caught was taking forever since Sherri kept interrupting.  I growled at her and kept going this time, determined to get to the end of the story.

“So let me get this straight,” she said after I plowed through the whole thing.  “After he caught you in self-bondage, he made you do that whole rigmarole out in the club because they needed entertainment?”

“Not exactly,” I said.  “It’s true we didn’t have any stage acts and he was hoping I’d help, but the whole game was because my self-bondage pissed him off.”

“How’s it any of his business what you do on your night off?”

“He wasn’t mad because I did self-bondage… he was mad because I did it without a safety backup.  If something had gone wrong, I could’ve been trapped for days before anyone found me.”

“I still think he went out of bounds.  It wouldn’t have been so bad if it was me he did it to, since I’d be able to handle it better, but you’re not used to that level of intensity.”

“Whoa, back the truck up a minute.  I handled it just fine, thank you very much.  I may even let him play a game like that again in the future. There’s no way you could’ve done any better than me.”

“You’re memory must be going.  Did you forget I spent several months under his control in strict bondage, undergoing long, harsh sessions that made your little adventure look like a walk in the park?”

“You may have had a rough night now and then, like at that BDSM party, but you didn’t have any kind of reputation to uphold like I do.  They recognize me as a professional Dom and my public display was a lot more embarrassing, yet I never flinched and never stopped.”

“You think you have more guts and better stamina than I do?  You’re dreaming, girlfriend.”

“If you doubt me, then let’s play a game to see which of us girls has the bigger set of balls.”

“What do you have in mind?”

“How about we play a kinky version of truth or dare?  We challenge each other to do things, and see who taps out first.”

“What’s to stop one of us from picking something totally out of control that you know the other person can’t do?”

“Hmm… ok, how about this.  Let’s say I challenge you to do something harsh and you think it’s something I’d never do myself, you could call ‘bluff’ and then I’d have to do it myself.  If I do it, then you lose.”

“What about using some sort of point system?  We could have a neutral person judge how difficult, embarrassing, and creative a task is, along with how well they do it.  This way we could go for several rounds and not lose from one bad call.”

“I like that.”

“If you challenge me to do something like strip in the middle of the club, they could rate my performance, multiply it by the difficulty level, and add it to my total.  If I called bluff and you didn’t do it, you would lose some points.  If I called bluff and you did it, you’d win double points.”

“So rather than truth or dare, this is bondage or dare?”

“I think the challenges could vary between bondage, humiliation, or punishment.”

“I can still think of a way to game the system, but what if we wrote our ideas down on cards?  We write down all the kinky shit we’d be willing to do and maybe a few we think would make the other person tap out.  We mix them all up and pick three cards for our hand.  We then choose one scenario from our hand to act out.  We could pick something easy if we want a break, or hard if we want more points.”

“What are the stakes?”

“Whenever we play a round we add one restraint, device, or toy to the pot.  The loser submits to the winner onstage and has to use every item accumulated for the night, plus maybe six extra the winner gets to choose at the end.”

“This sounds fun, but we’re starting to get complicated with our rules,” she complained.

“I just don’t want any room for error.”

“True,” she said, smiling.  “When I have you bound on stage I want there to be no doubt in anyone’s mind that I totally kicked your ass.”

“In your dreams, babe,” I scoffed.  “Shall we say tomorrow night?”

“I can hardly wait.”



Chapter 2: The Game


We hashed out the definitive set of rules we’d be using and got Laste to head up the judge’s panel.  Each judge also got to add a few extra head to head challenges we’d have to do at the same time, with the points going to whoever earned the higher score in that round.

I was more than a little nervous about our game, but my competitive spirit had control of me and I was ready to kick some ass tonight.  Laste made sure everyone understood the rules before shuffling the deck and dealing out our first cards.

Since we knew we’d each be starting with three cards, we’d each pre-selected our initial items for the pot.  I put in a corset, nipple clamps and armbinder.  Sherri picked vibrator, butt plug, and crotch rope.  I knew she’d go straight to the toys, but she picked some rather large and severe ones, maybe trying to intimidate me right at the start.  I’d have to up my game a bit sooner than I thought.

To determine who went first we had to start with a simple head-to-head humiliation challenge.  We’d have to go into the public area of the club and let a random stranger see we had a vibrator stuck up our snatches.  It was low on difficulty, but high in embarrassment.

I had a good idea for this one and grabbed a large, knobby one from the toy rack before Sherri could snatch it.  She selected a more conventional one that was shaped like a penis, and we both slid them in place and turned them on before taking the elevator down.

I clipped the remote onto my belt and adjusted the fake glasses I wore that had a built-in camera and microphone.  We had live feeds from our glasses and from the club security system running upstairs so the guests could enjoy the show and the judges could assign our scores.

Sherri started scanning the crowd when we stepped out, but I went straight to the fetish shop.  There was the usual crowd of people from the club browsing, and one nervous looking geeky guy near the front counter.  Perfect!  I turned my vibrator off and took a deep breath.

I walked up and stood next to the guy, giving him a smile and a wink before turning to Lisa behind the counter.

“Sorry to interrupt, but do you have any spare batteries back there?”

“Lots,” Lisa said.  “What kind and how many do you need?”

I squatted slightly and stuck a hand under my mini skirt, pushed my panties to the side and slowly pulled the toy out.  I removed the batteries and showed them to Lisa.

“Can you hold this for a moment?” I asked the now bug-eyed man as I handed him the vibrator.

While Lisa got the replacement batteries, I sauntered over to the trash can in the corner and tossed away the old ones.  It was tough keeping a straight face, but I wanted this to appear like it was a normal, everyday event.

“Can I get you to put the new ones in for me?” I asked the man when I got back.  “As many times as I’ve had to replace those batteries, you’d think I could get it right, but no… I always screw it up.”

“S-sure,” he stammered, taking them from Lisa’s hand.

He probably fumbled with them more than I ever would, but eventually he got them in right.  I’d casually pressed the button on the remote while he was working on it, so it immediately roared to full power as soon as he was done.  He almost dropped it when that happened.

“Thanks, cutie,” I said, giving him a kiss before taking it from his hand.

I squatted again and slid it in place, straightened my clothes, and skipped out the door like a happy little schoolgirl.  I beat Sherri back to the elevator but didn’t have to wait long.  She had a smug expression on her face and probably thought her idea was the winner.  I couldn’t wait to wipe that grin away.

When we got upstairs, we were greeted with a hearty round of applause.  We took our seats and watched as the judges replayed our scene before assigning our points.  It also gave me a chance to see what she’d come up with.  Watching her, I realized she was more creative than I initially gave her credit for.

***

I wasn’t sure where Jill was off to in such a hurry, but knowing her it would be the quietest corner of the place.  For myself, I wanted to be in the middle of as many people as possible so I could get a higher score.

I stood next to the dance floor and scanned the crowd for a likely target.  A cute guy walking by flashed a smile at me and I immediately latched onto him and pulled him into the middle of the dancers.  It was an energetic song with a good beat, which is exactly what I wanted.

“I’m Jack,” he said once we started dancing.

“Pleased to meet you,” I said.  “I’m Jill.”

“Jack and Jill… it sounds like fate to me.”

I wanted to laugh at the corny line, but smiled instead and started moving with a little more verve.  After a minute I widened my stance a little and added a bounce to my step.  A few seconds later and my vibrator slid out and fell to the ground.  The rattles from its vibrations on the hard floor were audible even over the music.

His jaw dropped and his face turned red.  I ignored the toy and kept dancing.  After a moment he bent down and picked it up.

“I… err… think you dropped something,” he said, sounding embarrassed.

“Oh, thanks,” I said, taking it from his hand and continuing my dance.

As soon as the song ended I reached between my legs and stuck it back in place.

“Thanks for the dance, hon,” I said, throwing him a smile before going back to the elevator.

Before the doors closed I could see him still standing there, staring at me and probably wondering if it really happened.  I’d like to see Jill top that one.

“Ok,” Laste said after both of our videos had been replayed.  “The judges have all entered their scores and we’ve calculated the results.  Jill earned a score of 7.7 for her performance, and Sherri got an 8.0”

I threw Jill a haughty glance before turning back to Laste.

“We judged both acts to be of the same difficulty, but Jill had a little more creativity with hers.  The score therefore stands at 16.9 - 16.0 in favor of Jill.  Do you wish to go first or second, Jill?”

“I want a drink so I’ll go second.”

“Very well then,” he said, turning to me.  “Sherri, play your first card.”

I looked at the cards I had and decided on the nipple torture option since it had a good difficulty multiplier.  I added a ring gag to the pot and went onstage for my scene.  For this one I had to hold a vibrator in my pussy while weights were slowly added to nipple clamps I’d be wearing.

It would be easier if I had Jill’s vibrator, but I’d manage.  All I had to do was keep it in until enough weight was added to pull the clamps off.  It would be a painful, but quick scene.

Ankle cuffs and a twelve-inch spreader bar made sure I couldn’t cheat by holding my legs tight together, and my stomach was strapped in place over the spanking bar.  My head and arms were put into the pillory and I found myself pretty much immobile.  I wouldn’t be able to try shaking them off now, but could only rely on gravity to do the job.

The vibrator was inserted and turned on to high just as Laste snapped the clamps on my nipples.  Every ten seconds he added a weight to the end of one clamp, alternating left and right with each round.  The pull was hardly worth mentioning for the first minute or two, but once I had six on each side it really started to hurt.

At nine I had to close my eyes and concentrate on the vibrator as a way to tune out the pain, and also because it had begun to slip.  I was soaking wet down there by now and I had to clench my vaginal muscles as hard as I could to keep it in place.

Of course, that just made the sensations stronger and I began to worry I might have an orgasm.  If I did cum, there’d be almost no chance of holding onto it and I’d lose in an instant.  The pull on my nipples was now impossible to ignore, and I hoped they’d fall soon.  I had no idea what we were at, but I bet I had close to a pound of lead hanging off each tit by now.

I screamed as the first one came off and the blood rushed back into the tortured nipple.  I tried to brace myself for the second one but I guess it was clamped in place better since it took two more weights before it was ripped away.

I screamed again and lost complete control; I began cumming violently, squirting and expelling the vibrator in the process.  I lay limp for a few moments trying to catch my breath and ride out the aftershocks.  I’d won, but it was a close call.

They awarded me a score of 7.3 and with a 3.5 difficulty multiplier it meant I gained 25.7 points.  Beat that, Jill!

***

“Bravo,” I said, as Sherri took her seat.  “I see you’re going to make me work for it tonight.”

“Giving up already?”

“Not a chance,” I replied, and looked at my cards.

I was initially glad I had a fairly easy set of cards to choose from, but now I could see that would work against me.  I needed something with a good multiplier or I’d start falling behind.  I picked the best one I had, and added a bundle of leather straps to the pot.

“Public orgasm in bondage,” I shouted, throwing down the card.

This one meant I had to reenter the club downstairs and convince a random stranger to make me cum.  My arms were secured behind my back in a thick leather armbinder which was pulled tight enough to make my elbows grind together.

My feet were cuffed together with an eighteen inch hobble chain, and the plug from a penis gag was stuck into my cleavage.  I had to be able to speak in order to talk someone into this, but needed to be gagged when I came.

I shuffled to the elevator where Antoine the bouncer helped me with the buttons.  He’d also be my bodyguard for this scene and would be keeping an eye on me from a short distance to make sure things didn’t get out of hand.

I drew the eyes of everyone I passed when I got out, yet my eyes were on only one person.  I saw the guy that helped me in the fetish shop sitting alone in a booth and made a beeline for him.  He was perfect for this.

“Hello again,” I sweetly said as I sat down in the booth and scooted over next to him.

“Umm… hi,” he awkwardly replied.

“I hate to bother you again, but I seem to have found myself in a bit of a bind.  A friend of mine stole my toy before I had a chance to have any fun, and I’m so horny I just can’t stand it.  I’ll buy you a drink if you can lend me a helping hand, so to speak.”

“You mean right here?”

“Well, yes… we can’t really step outside, can we?”

“I guess not.”

“Good, then it’s settled,” I said to him, before turning to a passing waitress.  “Paula!  Bring me a margarita with a long straw and another of whatever my new friend is having.”

“Coming right up, Jill,” she said.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked.  He looked like he might pass out from terror at doing this in front of a bar full of people.

“Absolutely, now slide your hand under the table and casually move it between my legs.  Yes, just like that… now slide a finger or two inside my pussy and start rubbing.  Don’t forget about my clit, either.”

He had all the expertise of a fourteen year old virgin, but I gave him some tips about the best way to diddle me and he slowly got better.  It was real slow going at first, and I finished half of my drink before I figured he’d be able to get me off without any more instructions.

“Now you’re getting the hang of it,” I whispered into his ear, giving it a little nibble in the process.  “One last thing, though… take the penis gag out from between my tits and stick it in my mouth so I don’t scream too loud when I cum.”

His hands were shaking and I think he was breathing heavier than I was right now, but he reached in and pulled it out.  I also think he was too scared to cop a feel, but that was his loss, not mine.  He held it in front of my face and I quickly leaned over, taking it in until my teeth fell into the grooves near the base.

If I stretched my lips I could hide most of it, but it was difficult to do for more than a few seconds so I didn’t bother.  He shot back the rest of his whiskey in a single gulp before getting busy with his hand again.

It took another ten minutes or so, but I finally started getting close.  It took all of my self-control to hold still and not start moaning.  He must have sensed I was getting close because he picked up the pace and started sliding three fingers into my now dripping snatch.  I bet I was going to leave a wet spot on the bench by the time I was done.

His thumb was rubbing against my clit with each stroke now (by accident I’m sure) and now we were making some progress.  A minute later and I felt my orgasm crash over me.  I bit down hard on the gag and shuddered uncontrollably as the waves of pleasure pulsed out from my groin.  I spat out the gag once it was over and gave him a peck on the cheek.

“Thanks again, cutie,” I said.  “I couldn’t have done it without you, but now I need to run.  Can you put the gag back where it came from?”

He picked up the gag and put it back between my tits.  He copped a quick feel this time and I almost felt proud of him for his boldness.  His fingers left little streaks of my own moisture on my chest and the latex top.

I finished my drink in one long slurp, gave him another kiss, and scooted out of the booth.  Antoine had to run a bit of interference for me since a whole slew of gawking guys tried to buy me drinks, but I made it to the elevator without any real problems.

I got a score of 8.3 with a 3.2 multiplier, putting the score at 43.6 - 41.7 in my favor.  We were each dealt two more cards and were given another head-to-head challenge.  This time, we had to see who could deep throat a twelve inch dildo and hold it in place for the longest amount of time.

I was seeing spots near the end from the lack of air, but managed to hold out for a few seconds longer than she did, and take home the win.  This one didn’t have a multiplier, but still gave me eight points and increased my lead.  Our pot now held a significant number of items, and I hoped we didn’t run out of toys before the game ended. (Highly unlikely, but you can only put so many things on one human body.)

Sherri selected a corporal punishment card and had to endure twenty lashed from a cane without making a sound.  She had to hold the handle of a riding crop in her teeth for the entire time as well.  She won, but only earned twenty-four points.

I decided to go for broke and play a wildcard.  This one was another public scene and all I had to do was give someone a blowjob.  What made it a wildcard was that I would get a higher bonus multiplier for every item I added to the scene.

I chose my initial vibrator, a butterfly vibe for my clit, and a large electric butt plug for my ass, all held in place with a super-tight crotch-cutter rope.  Each of those three items would run on a random program.

They restricted me with a knee length rubber hobble skirt, six-inch hobble bar, three inch tall collar, and I had my arms strapped behind my back in the reverse prayer position.  I had them add rubber straps to keep my arms tight against my back and one around my thighs to make sure I wouldn’t even be able to hit the limit of the hobble when I took a step.

As a finishing touch, clover clamps went on my nipples and were chained to the front of the collar, ensuring I’d be giving them a good yank every time I turned my head.  I could barely move by the time they were done with me, and getting to the elevator took forever.

Antoine had to start running interference the second the elevator opened, but I saw my guy was still sitting alone and managed to eventually make it there.  I ordered another round of drinks before sliding into the booth again.

“Hello yet again, cutie,” I said.  “After I left last time, I realized how atrocious my manners have been tonight.”

“Huh?”

“You’ve helped me twice so far tonight, yet I never thought to properly thank you for your trouble.”

“It was no problem, ma’am, and if I can be honest with you, I’ve never been more excited to help someone in my life.”

I leaned over to take a sip of my drink and snuck a glance down at his pants.  Yes, he had quite the tent going on down there.  Both my pussy and clit vibes came on and I thought this would be fun for both of us.  I finished my drink and started sliding under the table.

“I still want to thank you for all your assistance, and know just how to do it.”

I rubbed my face over his groin and tried to catch the end of his zipper with my teeth.  I managed to get it eventually, but had to ask him for help pulling it out.  He was just too long and too hard for me to work it past his underwear without the use of my hands.

Both my vibes were still running on high and I had to pause just when I took him in my mouth, as I started cumming.  I plunged my head down all the way into his crotch to muffle my shrieks and held it there, even though his length was making me choke and I couldn’t breathe.

As soon as it passed I began bobbing my head and he was so horny that I made him cum within a minute.  I took his seed deep in my throat and sucked every last bit of juice out of him until he lost his erection.

He helped me regain my seat beside him and we both took a moment to catch our breath.  Paula had brought another round of drinks while I was busy down below, and I washed the taste of his cum out of my mouth with several large sips.

The look on his face was priceless; he looked like someone bopped him on the head with a brick and all he could do was sit there completely stunned.  I felt both vibes shut off a second before my butt plug start shocking me and I knew it was time to get out of there.  I guzzled the last of my drink and gave him another kiss.

“I feel better now that I got the chance to show my thanks.  Maybe I’ll see you again sometime, but now I really do need to run.  Ciao, cutie,” I said as I got to my feet.

The butterfly vibe came on again when I was halfway back to the elevator, making me sweat trying to contain the impending orgasm.  I almost made it, but had to stop a few feet short as it was too much for me, and I started cumming again.

Antoine had to actually hold me up through it or I would’ve been convulsing on the floor.  I could barely keep myself on my feet by the time it was done, so he simply dragged me the last few feet into the elevator and closed the door.

I had a standing ovation from the crowd when I emerged upstairs, even though I couldn’t stand myself.  They released me completely before announcing my score.  I got a 9.0 score with a 5.2 multiplier, giving me a commanding 98.4 - 65.7 lead.

Sherri was fucked now.



Chapter 3: Upping the Ante


I was so screwed right now.  Jill’s wildcard gamble gave her a huge lead, and I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to ever catch up.  I had only one card that might possibly work, but it was a ‘bluff’ card that wasn’t really meant to be used.  I steeled myself and threw it down on the table.

“Guests choice,” I shouted.

The room was completely silent for several seconds before the murmur of conversation resumed as they began discussing my bold play.  What it meant was simple to describe, but next to impossible to complete.  Every person in the room would get a turn to add anything they felt like to my scene.

I was led on stage and stripped naked in preparation for my ordeal.  My hands were cuffed together and pulled above my head to make sure I didn’t run off once I saw what they had in store for me. I was also blindfolded while they assembled the multitude of items needed.  There were over thirty people in the room tonight, so it took quite a while.

I was sweating bullets by the time the removed my blindfold to let me see what I’d gotten myself into.  The first thing was an inflatable gag, probably to keep me from complaining as they began working me over.

Next was an adjustable posture collar that I knew from past experience could be brutal if they decided to stretch the height on it.  It was strapped in place maybe a notch too tight for comfort, but not enough to restrict my breathing past the point where I couldn’t cope.

Six elastics went around the base of each of my tits, compressing them and making them turn red almost instantly.  A rope bra was woven over top of that, and the additional restriction changed my tits from red to purple.

My nipples were played with until they were fully erect and then two tiny elastics were rolled off a thimble and onto the bottom of each one.  My nipples began throbbing worse than when I wore clamps on them.

A massive number eight electric butt plug was lubed up in front of my eyes and then taken behind me.  It took several minutes before they were able to work that monster into place, and I thought it might split me in half before they got it past the wide part.

A wide belt was wrapped around my stomach and pulled tighter than any corset I’d ever worn.  I was forced to take short, shallow breaths now due to the severe compression.  They gave me a minute to get used to it before continuing.

I saw several people in the crowd taking practice swings with crops and floggers.  Not everyone was adding a bondage item; they could select toys, punishments, or ordeals for me to work through.

I was lowered to my knees and had them bent back into a frog tie.  While two people strapped my legs to my thighs, someone else unhooked my wrists from above and began pulling my arms together behind my back.

Within minutes my feet were pressed tight against the outside of my ass and my arms were welded together from wrist to elbow.  Two people then lifted me up while a third slid a sybian underneath me, and guided the attached shaft into my pussy as I was slowly lowered back down.

The sybian was mounted on a sheet of plywood that had a dozen rings bolted around it.  My knees were spread wide and tied tight to several of those rings, making sure I stayed on it for the duration of the ride.  It was turned on to a low speed, but it had a powerful motor and I’d eventually cum from even its lowest setting.

My gag was given a few more pumps and the posture collar stretched out until I could barely stand it.  As if my breathing wasn’t hard enough at this point, they added a gasmask with a rebreather bag and aroma canister.  It was just barely skirting the line on allowing me enough air by the time they were done.

My arms were pulled up into a strappado, forcing me to lean forward until my clit was pressed against the knobby pad in front of the dildo.  Being bent forward made it a little harder to get air in my lungs, especially once the vibrations directly on my clit started bringing me closer to orgasm.

“Ok,” Laste said after nobody else came forward to add to my bondage.  “This one hour session is about to start.  Those of you who haven’t already added something, what choice have you made?”

They began sounding off their choices, and it wasn’t good.

Crop to the tits, crop to the ass, flogger to the tits, and five minutes of full power to the butt plug were just the beginning.  I could see Laste keeping a running tally of what score multiplier I’d be getting for this scene, and when the last of the choices were announced, I saw I was at a 14.6!

That meant if I could last the full hour I’d earn around a hundred and thirty points and have roughly twice as many as Jill.  The game was mine!

“My choice hasn’t been added yet, Laste,” Jill said from somewhere behind me.

“Sorry, what were you going to add to her predicament?”

“An ordeal,” she purred.  “An orgasm control ordeal with the sybian on full speed, and a ten point penalty for every orgasm she has.”

As soon as she finished speaking I felt the sybian get turned up to full blast, which rocked me into an immediate, Earth-shattering orgasm.  The relentless machine kept me going for what seemed like forever, and just as I began calming down it forced me right back up to the peak of ecstasy again.

I think I came four times within the first five minutes, and I still had fifty-five left to go.  At this rate I’d finish with a negative score!

Well played, Jill… well played.

###
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