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C
hapter 1: The Long Weekend


What a weekend this was going to be.  After the wild success of last week’s show, early signups for this one had gone through the roof.  Laste spent some time to make sure we’d tripled the bandwidth available for this one, and he still wasn’t sure it was enough.

Sherri had made me nervous by refusing to answer any of my calls or texts for two days after tricking her into an extra hour of torment during the last show, but finally returned my call after reading the massive amounts of positive feedback from last week’s viewers.  She’d become an overnight superstar, and was reveling in the attention.

She couldn’t refuse this gig, which was good for us, since I’d already booked it.  We would’ve been in real trouble if she decided not to do it, but between the massive amounts of fan mail, plus the offer of double wages, she just couldn’t turn it down.

Jill showed up to help keep me company during the seventy-two hour stint I’d be putting in at the studio this weekend, but was probably there hoping Sherri wouldn’t show up.  She badly wanted a chance to showcase herself in our Ultimate Bondage Device, and also prove she could handle it better than her rival did.

I would’ve been willing to give her the chance, but Sherri was picked by our voters during a live contest, so she had dibs.  I was glad to have a backup model available in case something went wrong over the weekend, but even if she didn’t get to model, her company (and extremely talented tongue) would be very much welcome.

I’d long had a thing for her, and was pretty sure she felt the same way about me.  Nothing serious, mind you, but definitely a mutual desire for both friendly companionship and hot, steamy sex.

Either way, I was glad to have her here.

I heard someone come in through the back door, and figured Sherri finally arrived, late as usual.  I had Jill duck into my private lounge so they wouldn’t get into the argument that always happened when the two of them were together.

I went to the break room and poured myself a cup of coffee; I was pretty sure caffeine was going to be my best friend this weekend, and I wanted an early start.  Sherri stormed in before I even had a chance to sit down and take a sip.

“There you are!” she exclaimed.

“Here I am,” I calmly replied, thinking this was the sign of a shitty start to the weekend.  She was obviously in one of her moods.

“I want to make sure we’ve got our ground rules perfectly clear this time, or I’m out of here and you can damn well jump into that stupid thing yourself.”

I bit back the first reply that came to mind, and then the second and third as well.  Nobody
 talks that way to me, especially someone who I top.

“What ground rules are unclear?” I finally replied.

“For one, no more of that extra time shit you pulled on me last week.”

“The clock only jumps back for daylight savings time once a year, dear.”

“Don’t call me dear, and don’t patronize me.”

“Yes, dear,” I replied and took a sip of my coffee.

I was losing my patience pretty fast.  She must have realized it, because she didn’t pursue the point.

“Second, I hate the way you two run that contraption.  Last time, you gave me a million orgasms in a row, and then tormented me for well over an hour without one.  Quit screwing around, and space them out properly.”

“Is there anything else we’re doing wrong?” I blandly asked.

“Yeah,” she replied, starting to pace back and forth in front of me.  “I want lower voltage on all of the e-stim devices, and a good break between each scene.  I’ll need to keep my energy up in order to give my fans the show they’re expecting”

“I see.”

“Make sure you do
 see,” she replied, turning her back to me and walking away.  “Now that we’ve got things straight, I need to go get ready.  Send some assistants to my dressing room, and be quick about it.”

I counted to ten, trying to get hold of my temper.  I counted to ten twice more before I no longer felt like smashing my coffee mug.  I heard the door behind me open and close.

“Kudos on holding your temper,” Laste said, as he emptied the coffee pot into the fifty-two ounce behemoth he called his mug.  “I’m not sure I would’ve been able to.”

“It was a close thing.  That ignorant bitch thinks she’s irreplaceable,” I snarled.

“Based on the comments from our customers, she’s not too far off.”

“Bullshit!  Jill could do the same job just as good, and with far less whining.”

“Maybe, but this is the hand we’ve been dealt, and therefore it’s the show we’re putting on.  It could raise all kinds of shit storms if she bails on us.  Even if we replace her, people can use that as an excuse to demand their money back, since it wasn’t what we advertised.”

“Maybe, but I swear she’ll never work in this industry again once the show’s done.”

“Never say never,” he chided.  “I agree her attitude is completely reprehensible, but she’s got the customers on her side right now.”

“Maybe, but what’ll happen to our credibility if the word gets out we’re letting her top from the bottom?”

“I’ll make sure she understands the situation properly before she leaves.  If she does one thing to damage our reputation in public, she’ll find herself winning a life-time membership to my pony ranch… and not
 on the fun side of things.”

“Good enough, then,” I nodded.

“Besides… once she starts, she’ll be under our control for the full seventy-two hours.  That’s more than enough time for us to give her a proper attitude adjustment.”

“Oh, I’m already looking forward to it,” I replied fervently.

“If she gets too pissed off after this, I’m sure we’ll be able to find someone who wants to take her place.”

“I’m already way ahead of you,” I smiled.

***

“God, will you take it easy, already?” Sherri swore, as she stumbled from being pulled out of her dressing room.”

I wrapped her leash twice around my fist and pulled her face close to mine before replying.  “Your superstar status ends right here.  If you do one thing to embarrass me in front of the camera, you’re finished.  Do you understand?”

She didn’t look completely cowed like she should’ve been, but she gave me a reluctant nod, so I continued leading her onstage.  Not quite trusting her, I paused just out of range of the cameras to stuff a large ball gag into her mouth.  I thought for a moment she was going to refuse, but she opened her mouth to accept it after giving me a dirty look.

She’d managed to put me in a rare, foul mood by now, and I probably reefed the gag a few notches tighter than I should have, but I was beyond caring by now.  With her big mouth finally silent, I pulled her forward and into position for installation into the UBD.

It took twenty wide leather straps to secure her into the device, not counting the inflatable corset and posture collar.  We probably laced those two things tighter than we should have, but neither one of us was prepared to put up with more of her shit tonight.

To add insult to injury, we were already ten minutes behind schedule due to her antics.  People were complaining, and that wasn’t good at all.  I rushed through my opening spiel to help make up for lost time, but it was still a bad start for what should have been our greatest moment.

On a positive note, we had a lot of viewers come back from last weekend, so they understood our voting system and had tons of things queued up for us already.  I let Laste make the first set of choices, since all I wanted to do right now was beat her ass with a baseball bat.

He started off slow, but slow was a relative term once you counted the multiplicative effects of each of his decisions.  The first thing he did was inflate the rings at the base of her breasts.  From how fast they started to change color, I could tell without looking he picked at least two-thirds capacity.  Fifty percent was more than enough to make them turn a deep shade of red.

Next up was the corset.  Despite Sherri’s earlier demands, I could tell he wasn’t taking it easy on her.  Her breathing was reduced to quick and shallow gasps before he was satisfied.  He made it even worse for her by adding some air pressure to the custom posture collar she was forced to endure.

Here’s a friendly note to all sub’s out there: Don’t piss off the people who are about to put you into complete submission.

As her bondage became more and more extreme, my foul mood began to slowly leave me.  While I still wanted to show her who was the boss, I no longer wanted to repeatedly beat the crap out of her with a bat.  I’d settle for a nice and thin, whippy rattan cane instead.

I’d still have to show a lot of restraint, though, or little Miss Prima Donna might try to tap out before I was through with her.  Next up were the toys.  The popular choices for the evening started with dual penetration selections this time.  A small katana style e-stim unit was selected for her ass, and an odd style of dildo for her pussy.

I called it an odd dildo, since it was really a caricature of what a real penis looked like.  It had an over-sized head at the top, with massively exaggerated veins running along the length of the shaft.  I thought it looked kind of stupid, but the shape would probably be extremely effective at its job.

As Laste engaged the pneumatic air system to start pumping the toys in and out of her, I began to wonder how close she really was to tapping out.  With the severity of some of the gags we had available, we couldn’t rely on safe words for when a model needed to stop the scene.

Instead, Laste had devised a pressure system, where all the model had to do was close her hand into a fist and squeeze three times.  If she did that once it would give us a yellow light, twice would give us a red light and a buzzer, and three times would automatically shut the machine down.

Sherri was also hooked up to better medical monitoring equipment than most hospitals had, so there was no way we could put her in any danger, but she needed a stern reminder of who was the boss.  I casually made my way over to the toy selection stand to grab the cane I wanted, and ‘accidentally’ unplugged the wires for her hand activated safety device.

A smile made its way onto my face for the first time since we started; it was time for some fun.



C
hapter 2: A Change of Plans


Sherri wasn’t much better than a rag doll when we finally released her from our Friday session.  I didn’t think we went over the edge since she’d have a full sixteen hours to recover before her first Saturday session, but she started complaining the second we removed her gag.

To make matters worse, I was all on my own to deal with her shit, since Laste had to prepare the extra equipment needed for the long term confinement we’d be putting her into.  The way she was carrying on right now, we might be forced to scrap the intubation we’d planned, and back down our intensity levels.

She was really pissing me off, and it took all of my self-control to keep from firing her or doing her serious bodily harm.  Things reached epic-fail proportions when Jill came into the room pushing her dinner cart.

“What the hell is that skank doing here?” she demanded.  “Is good help that
 hard to find?”

“Hello to you too, sweetie,” Jill replied.  “If you ain’t hungry or thirsty, I’ll take this stuff away.”

“Shut the hell up and give me a drink,” she spat.  “I’m friggen dying here.”

“Your wish is my command.”

I didn’t have the energy to intercede in their little spat, so I simply kicked my feet up and took a sip from my glass of wine.  Jill seemed incredibly patient and accommodating to Sherri’s demands, and my admiration of her professionalism went up a few notches.

Around the time Sherri was finishing her meal, I noticed a distinct slurring of her words.  Her head was also starting to nod now and then, and I figured she was a lot more wiped out than she wanted to admit.

Jill noticed it too, but rather than looking sympathetic, she smirked and turned her back away from Sherri.  I saw her pull a little brown bottle out from the bottom of the food cart and pour some of the liquid onto a rag.  She then straddled Sherri and leaned forward until they were nose to nose.

“The roofies in your drink will keep you from remembering this later, but I still want to say to your face I think you’re a complete waste of space on this planet.”

She leaned back and shoved the rag over Sherri’s mouth and nose.  The powerful chemical smell probably put her into a panic, but her body was already too far gone to do anything about it.  After a few pitiful attempts at a struggle, her head lolled to the side; she was out of it.

I probably should have interfered, but I was still too mad at her to think of rushing to her aid.  Before I could decide on how to react, Jill turned to me with a pleading expression on her face.

“Please hear me out before you say anything.  I haven’t gone crazy and I haven’t really hurt her, but I need to explain something you.”

“Go ahead,” I said.  “But this better be good, or you could wind up in jail for this little stunt.”

She nodded, but pressed the rag over Sherri’s face again while opening her eyes and inspecting the results.  I bit my tongue and waited.  Once she was satisfied, she turned to me and began what was obviously a prepared speech.

“Look, I’m sure that after tonight you’re close to hating this douchebag as much as I do, and I’d like to give you an alternative.”

“Go on,” I said, trying to keep my voice neutral.

“I got this idea after last weekend when you said you couldn’t tell us apart once we were suited up for your UBD.  I was going to suggest it to you sometime down the road, but I just couldn’t take any more of her shit tonight.”

“Spit it out.”

“Put me into the other suit and into the device for the rest of your show this weekend.  We can stuff Sherri into a closet somewhere and keep her out of the way so you can have a show worth talking about.”

“That’s all fine and dandy for now, but what happens on Monday when people come looking for her?  I don’t know about you, but I don’t fancy being someone’s bitch for the next ten years… or five with good behavior.”

“I promise I can keep that from happening, but I need your help to make this work.  Will you march me up on stage tomorrow and pretend I’m Sherri?”

“I’ve probably sat here long enough to already be considered an accessory, so I think I’ll have to agree.  Are you gonna try to pull any of that prima donna shit she was going for?”

“Never,” she replied fervently.  “I know my proper place, and when you give me a command, you can believe I’ll carry it out.”

“You better,” I grumbled.  “I don’t much like this, and you can guarantee I won’t be taking it easy on you once I get you in my clutches.”

“I won’t wimp out on you, and that’s a promise.”

I thought about the safety switch which was still disabled and smiled.  “I know you won’t, dear.  Now let’s do something about Sherri before she wakes up.”

“Your wish is my command,” she said, bowing her head until it pressed against my feet.

Nice touch, I thought.  The weekend was starting to look up.

***

We just finished our second Saturday session, and I was almost jumping for joy with how well things were now going.  Jill was so much easier to work with than Sherri, there was simply no comparison.

Sherri made the UBD look like a chore… Jill made it look like a privilege.  Even better, to reduce the chances of our subterfuge being discovered, Jill offered to stay locked down in strict bondage for the entire weekend!

It meant we’d had to snake a feeding tube down her throat, install a catheter, and clean her out with some rather high volume enemas, but she didn’t complain… much.  We didn’t need the IV’s or the breathing tubes, but there was enough going on to satisfy almost everyone.

I’d crushed up a handful of both aspirin and caffeine pills into the sludge we pumped down her throat, in order to keep her going during the show, and then tempered the effect with some nitrous oxide at the end of the session.  The results were simply unbelievable.

Since she’d agreed to have the cameras rolling 24/7, I even took the opportunity to have a little fun with her in between the two Saturday sessions.  I ran low power to a vibrator in her snatch, and had her eat me out twice.  I then ‘forgot’ to turn it off when I walked away.  She even managed to cum once, but it was a hellishly long session of torment for her.  I probably would’ve gone insane halfway through it.

She survived, though, and now we just had one more show to do tomorrow.  I left her to rest undisturbed this time, knowing she’d need her strength for the grand finale.  Back in my lounge, I opened up a remote terminal for the monitoring program in case any alarms went off during the night. I had to keep an eye on her, since I was her only backup for the next eight hours.

I started a pot of coffee brewing, but poured a glass of wine first.  I’d worked long and hard this weekend, and a glass of wine after a session was part of my winding-down routine.  I tossed back half a glass while standing at the fridge, topped it up again, and took it over to my recliner.

God, it felt good to finally get off my feet.  The wine was excellent too, and not my usual vintage.  Laste must have put it in my fridge as a surprise for me.  I finished the glass faster than normal, and wished I had the foresight to bring the bottle with me for a tiny bit more.

I wanted to get up for a refill, but my body felt like it was melting into the recliner.  I decided I’d allow myself the luxury of relaxing for a few more minutes before getting up.  I put the glass on the end table, not noticing I missed it by close to a foot.

It felt so good to just sit here… just one minute more.  I closed my eyes and that was the last thing I remembered for a long time.  I sure never heard when the door opened and someone wearing high heels walked into my private room.

“In the future, if you knock someone out, I suggest you damn well make sure they stay out!  I’ll deal with you later, but for now, I need to pay a visit to your little friend Jill.  Thanks for leaving her in the UBD for me… I can’t wait to see what it’s like being on the other side of the controls.”



C
hapter 3: The Mistake


I woke up as I felt my jaw being forced wide open and something shoved into it.  It took me a minute to remember where I was and why I couldn’t move, but then it all came back to me.  I was still strapped down in the UBD, and it must be time for our next show.

Opening my eyes made no difference, as I was left blindfolded overnight so the camera lights wouldn’t keep me awake.  I felt long fingernails on my skin as the gag straps were being fastened, so I knew it was Mistress Lilith getting me ready.

She was a lot rougher than usual tightening the straps, and I began to wonder if we were late starting the show and she was just in a hurry or if she was just pissed off at me for some reason.  When I felt the gag being inflated way
 past my comfort level, I decided she was definitely mad about something.

It made me a little nervous, but I trusted her.  I whined a few times through the gag to let her know about my discomfort, but left it at that.  She gave me a surprise tittie-twister from hell, causing me to shriek again, but she didn’t hold it too long.  I heard her walk away.

I still wasn’t sure what she was up to, but at least I was fully awake now.  Nothing else happened for several minutes, and I felt confused again.  I could hear some faintly mumbled curse words in the distance, and wondered if she was having trouble with the computer.

Whatever the problem was, I guess she figured it out, since the table started rearranging my limbs.  My wrists were pulled together behind my back, and then my elbows were crushed painfully together.  This was a rough start, and it forced a few grunts and groans from me.

Next, my legs were bent back at the knees until my feet were pressed firmly into my butt cheeks.  My knees were forced wide apart, and I felt myself rotating forward until I was horizontal.  Again, I was left wondering what was going on for a few minutes before she resumed her program.

I felt an intruder forcing its way into my rear passage, and I tried to relax so it wouldn’t hurt as much.  It still hurt like hell, as she picked a plug that was far larger than what I was used to.  As soon as it was fully seated, I felt even more pressure as it slowly began to inflate.

It didn’t stop until it reached epic proportions, but that was only the beginning.  I felt warm water start to fill me up, and realized she was giving me an enema.  I didn’t think I needed one, but she was the boss.  I clamped down on my gag and braced myself for the cramping I knew would be starting shortly.

It felt like she was filling me up with a lot more than usual this time, and the cramps in my stomach were getting pretty bad.  When the flow finally stopped, all I could do was focus on breathing evenly through my nose, and hope she let it evacuate soon.

Instead, she started adding air to the corset liner, which easily doubled the pain as it crushed my waist down until I could barely stand it.  She even pumped up the posture collar until all I could do was concentrate exclusively on getting enough air into my starving lungs.

The rings at the base of my breasts were inflated next, and she didn’t stop until it felt like they were squeezed down to tiny little circles.  I only had a few moments to try to get used to the sensations when I felt her fingers on my nipples.

She pulled, twisted, and rubbed them for several minutes until they were rock hard.  The attention didn’t help my breathing any, but it did distract a bit from the enema still painfully held inside me.

A searing pain suddenly shot through both nipples, causing me to strain against my bindings with everything I had… not that I moved more than a millimeter.  She must have clamped both nipples at the same time, and now I felt weights being slowly added, cruelly stretching my nipples closer to the floor with each new addition.

She walked away again, and I tried to come to terms with the extreme situation I found myself having to endure.  She left me to my suffering for quite a while before adding the next item to my torture.

I felt a large, knobby shaft slide into my pussy until I was completely stuffed.  It felt like a series of balls connected together, each one slightly bigger than the last.  The last section wasn’t in all the way, but was holding my lips stretched wide.  It was a little uncomfortable at first, but then the vibrations started and I began to enjoy it.

I felt my legs unfold, and I was glad at least one part of this hellish scene was over.  The weird flying strappado frog-tie I’d been enduring was definitely not my favorite position.  My legs were pulled straight back and also further apart.  I was really feeling the strain by the time it was stopped.

The vibrator had been increasing in speed during all of this, and I was getting close to my first orgasm of the day.  Right at the brink, it suddenly shut off and I felt an agonizing lash on the soles of each foot.

“Wow, that bastinado machine really packs some power,” I heard Mistress Lilith say.

Wait a minute… that wasn’t her voice; that was Sherri!  What was she doing here?

“Your mistake, you stupid girl, was leaving the drugs you used on me where I could find them.  Lilith will be taking a nap for the rest of the day, and Laste won’t be back for at least eight hours.  It took me a while to figure out his program, but I finally got it running how I want it.”

I felt the vibrator start up again.

“I was originally going to just walk out of here and leave you wondering, but I decided it would be more fun if you knew how hopeless your position is right now.  I have the system running in orgasm denial mode, and every time you get close, the bastinado machine should bring you back to Earth.  For the next six hours.”

Six hours?  Was she kidding me?

“Let me tell you, Laste really outdid himself with that modified bastinado.  Unlike a regular one, his is mounted on some of those robotic arms and can move to strike at different places on your body.  It should be incredibly fun when it takes aim at your tits!”

Oh my God… this couldn’t be happening.

“In case you were wondering, I won’t be removing the enema either.  I added a shitload of caffeine into it to help you stay alert, and it would be a shame to waste any of it.”

Now that she mentioned it, I could feel the effects of caffeine in my system.  Could things get any worse?

“I’m not completely without mercy, though.  After six hours of denial… if you have a mind left… you’ll probably be willing to do anything for an orgasm.  I programmed the UBD to let you have it.  Or them, I should say.”

Her idea of mercy didn’t fill me with hope.

“I took one of the prototype dildos and activated it for use.  It was marked as ‘El Diablo’ and I think it’ll live up to its devilish name.”

The program reached its peak and the bastinado lashed out again, this time square on my ass.

“Ouch… that’s gonna leave a mark!”

I felt like crying when the vibrator started again, knowing this was only the beginning.

“I’ll be nice and describe El Diablo to you, so you know what to expect.  First off, it’s a monster sized thing with an inflatable fist on the end.  It has three powerful vibrator motors inside it, so that should give you an idea as to the size.  It also connects to both the pneumatic fucking machine and the e-stim unit.  It should give you the ride of your life until someone shows up to turn it off.  Probably about two hours after it starts.”

Two hours?  She couldn’t be serious.  I’d have a fucking heart attack before I lasted two hours.

“I’m going to go home, take a shower, and then maybe take a nice little nap.  Since you pretended you were me, all the money from this weekend’s show is still being paid to me, and I also get all of the fame.  Have fun,” she said.  I heard her walk away, leaving me to my torment.

Great…  I’ll be the one suffering, yet she’ll get all of the credit for giving a spectacular performance.

She may have come out on top today, but there was no way she’d get away with this in the long run.  I knew I’d have to pay a harsh price to Master Laste for what I pulled this weekend, but that was nothing compared to what Sherri would be in for.  I just hoped I’d get to watch.  I felt my next orgasm closing in rapidly, only to be aborted by another swing of the bastinado.

I howled as I felt the lashes strike the bottom of my breasts, and the cycle start anew.

###
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