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Chapter 1: The Winner


“I think people should have to take a grade school level IQ test before being allowed to vote on our site,” I said in disgust to my business partner, Master Laste.

“Why’s that?” he replied without looking up from polishing his silver chased crop.

“Because the only choices to vote for were either Jill or Sherri, yet I have eight percent of the vote for myself!”

“Maybe we’ll have to run a show with you in there then.  A lot of people would pay good money to see a well-known Domme getting topped.”

I gave him a dirty look and went back to work tallying the votes from last weekend’s bondage contest.  It should’ve been an easy job, but opening up the selection process to allow email votes added a ton of extra work.  On the plus side, it also gave us a lot of valuable info on what our customers wanted to see in future episodes.

We were lucky both Jill and Sherri were available for our next show so we could keep the voting open until the last possible minute.  It was too close to call right now.  We offered five hundred bucks to whoever lost to stick around for the night anyway, but I thought it was unnecessary; they both wanted to see our new Ultimate Bondage Device in action and would’ve agreed to stay for free.

It was all good, though.  We could probably work the second person into the show somehow, even though there was only room in the UBD for one person.  If nothing else, I’d simply use her as another pair of eyes, as the amount of settings we had to monitor was rather daunting.

We’d tested every component as Laste finished building it, but this would be our first time running the program as a whole.  I thought it was a big mistake doing a live show for the debut, since too many things could go wrong, but he was confident about it.  Maybe he did some secret testing when I wasn’t around.

We’d soon find out.

***

“C’mon, already,” Jill said.  “The show is about to start and you still haven’t told us who won.  I want a chance to gloat a bit before getting to debut your mysterious contraption.”

“You mean before watching from the sidelines,” Sherri retorted.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” I interjected, before things got out of hand.  “If you’re in a rush to find out, then I suggest you hurry up and get changed.  The catsuits you two will be wearing are heavily reinforced in certain spots, so they’re a lot harder to get into than anything you’ve worn before.”

They went away grumbling, but at least they went to get ready.  I wasn’t exaggerating about the difficulty they’d have getting dressed tonight.  The extra quarter inch of rubber reinforcing the neck, hands and feet made it virtually impossible to get in or out of the suits without someone to help them.

The breast openings would also be tricky.  In addition to the reinforcement layer, they had a tight inflatable ring at the base.  Even when fully deflated, I thought the opening was a few sizes too small for models like Jill and Sherri who had fairly large breasts.

They’d manage.  I had to start getting ready myself, so I stopped worrying about them.  I had to get Laste to help me with my corset, since I sent all our stage hands to help with the catsuits.  He wound up lacing it a touch tighter than I was used to, but I didn’t mind since I wanted to look my best tonight.

I touched up my makeup, donned my cheesy carny top hat at a rakish angle, and headed out with a bit of a swagger.  I wanted to make a good first impression since we had a camera rolling and aimed at a countdown clock sitting at center stage.  I stopped in front of it and doffed my hat with a bow to the camera.

“Greetings everyone,” I said.  “We still have a few minutes before the show begins, and while I’ll go over things in detail once we’re officially live, you may want to take a few minutes to read our FAQ.  Everyone viewing gets a chance to give us their input on what torments and pleasures our unlucky victim… I mean lucky model, will get to experience tonight.

“There’s been a lot of speculation on our forum over who the winner would be, and even more over what the hell our Ultimate Bondage Device really is.  All your questions are about to be answered, and I can guarantee you won’t be disappointed.”

I saw Laste standing offstage holding the leashes of both girls, and ready for an intro.  I saw he also fitted them with interconnected prison issue wrist/ankle/waist restraints to set the mood early.  I thought it was a nice touch.

“Speaking of our models, here they come now,” I said, as I waved them to come on.  “I’m sure you all know Master Laste, and…”

I stumbled a bit as I realized I couldn’t tell Jill and Sherri apart.  They were almost identical in size, and the full body catsuits completely obscured any identifying features.

“Jill has a blue tag on her collar,” Laste said, pointing to the tag and saving me.  “Sherri is marked with red.”

“Good idea,” I whispered.  “I didn’t think about how to tell them apart, and with those oversize airbags you call a gag blown up, I don’t think I’d be able to tell from their voices either.”

“I’m sure you would’ve figured it out eventually,” he replied.  “If nothing else, the winner wouldn’t take it sitting down if we put the wrong person in the device.”

“True,” I chuckled.  “Who gets to announce the winner?”

“You do it.  You’ve got a naturally better stage presence than I ever will.”

I saw we were down to a minute left on the clock, so I took the leashes from him and let him roll it out of the way.  I helped them both to kneel and then fastened their tethers to the closest pair of recessed rings dotting our stage.  I didn’t want the loser to get in a huff and try to walk off on us.

The rest of the stage lights started coming on, and I knew the rest of the cameras would be online as well.  Two years of hard work was about to come to fruition, and my waiting was finally over.  The curtain went up and revealed our masterpiece.

“This, ladies and gentlemen, is our Ultimate Bondage Device, and the model you selected for the worldwide debut is… Sherri!”

I saw Jill’s head snap up in either shock or indignation at losing.  She thought she had this thing in the bag, and I felt a little sorry for her; I would’ve picked her if it was my choice.  I untied Sherri’s leash and escorted her over to the UBD.

“Let me give you a brief history about how this device came together, while we get Sherri into it.  The original concept came when Master Laste was designing a multi-purpose rover for one of the Mars missions.  He got outbid by a rival, but instead of trashing his plans, he modified it for use by hardcore bondage enthusiasts.”

Laste finished removing Sherri’s temporary stage restraints and spun her around so we could guide her into position.

“It’s completely computer controlled, has a multitude of attachments, and the frame itself can be adjusted into almost any configuration.  Right now it’s in the ‘default’ standing position, but that’ll change soon enough.”

We each took a side and began strapping her down to the frame.  Four belts on each arm, four on each leg, one above the breasts and one below, one over the hips, one across the forehead, and a modified posture collar over the neck.

“Due to time restraints, we won’t be using all of the special features tonight; most notably the ones designed for long term confinement like the intubation, feeding, and enema systems, but never fear… there are still plenty of juicy options available.”

Finished with the restraints, Laste moved to the rear where he began connecting the multitude of wires from the machine into the back of the suit.

“Speaking of juice, this is probably a good time to mention that inside her suit are dozens of little electrodes located at strategic spots.  The electrode network serves a dual purpose… monitoring her vitals, and delivering shocks where ever we… or you, see fit.”

He finished with his wiring and moved on to connect the hoses.

“We also have a complete medical-grade gas system for our device, with emergency oxygen, and even nitrous oxide if we need to calm our subject down.  We also have compressed air available for automatic use in our various gags, restraints, and toys.”

With the hoses we’d need for tonight connected, he went over to his computer to make sure we had a green light on all the connections.

“Want to see her tits swell?  Vote for inflating the breast rings.  Or maybe we could put an inflatable plug in her ass and have some fun watching her squirm as we pulse the pressure.  The compressed air system can also be used for pneumatics, and let me tell you, air power makes for a fucking machine that’s second to none!”

He came back with one final item we wanted to install.

“This is a special corset that’ll also be connected to the air system,” I said, as we began lacing it in place.  “It looks like a normal, boned corset from the outside, but it has an inflatable bladder on the inside which can fill in every miniscule gap, making it incredibly restrictive.  I tried it once myself and had to call ‘uncle’ after only five minutes.  I almost feel sorry for putting this on her… almost, but not quite.”

The last hose connection checked out green, and everything looked good.  I could explain the rest as the show went on.  I gave Laste a questioning look, and he nodded we were good to go.

“I could talk about this all night, but where’s the fun in that?  Actions are better than words, so let’s begin, shall we?”



Chapter 2: The Show


Laste took up position at the computer, while I adjusted Jill’s bindings.  I wanted to make sure she stayed in place and was forced to watch her rival, but to keep her off-balance, I also slipped a vibrating egg inside her pussy and turned it on low.

He started with a pre-programmed diagnostic routine to test the table servos, and I used that as an opportunity to explain how it worked as the parts began moving through the routine.

“The robotic arms that make up the table part of our device have both automatic and manual controls available.  A few of my favorite pre-sets include straightjacket, strappado, hogtie, and spread eagle.”

As planned, we finished with spread eagle so he could test the next phase easier: the fucking machine.

“If I may, I’d like to draw your attention to the selection rack on the far side of our device.  You can see we have a wide variety of toys available for use.  We have dildos, vibrators, inflatables, e-stim inserts, and even some units that combine everything.  A few of the more extreme sizes and styles are disabled tonight since they haven’t been fully tested yet, but that still leaves dozens available for you to choose from.”

He engaged the main arm and I held my breath as it moved to the rack, connected to a magic wand vibrator, and moved into position between her legs.  I didn’t breathe again until I saw it stop perfectly in the proper spot.  I thought his tracking and guidance system might be difficult to calibrate, but he was right on the money.  Or right on her clit, I should say.

“Everything checks out fine,” he said.  “You can now vote to add, remove, change the intensity, or replace any of our available items.  You can also vote for position changes, but those will be approved on a case by case basis, depending on everything else going on at the time.  Some things simply won’t work together.”

Looking over his shoulder, I took a quick inventory of his initial settings so I could continue my spiel.

“For those of you not comfortable with our program yet, let me tell you we’ve got the vibrator on low and the e-stim pulsing between ten and twenty-five percent power to random targets.  Of course, with her breasts exposed like they are, we’re missing a prime target here folks.  Let’s do something about that while the first round of voting is still going on.”

The first thing we did was inflate her breast bands to fifty percent.  Her tits quickly puffed up and were starting to turn red from the pressure, even before Laste finished entering his next set of commands.

I made a mental note to talk to him about that later; if those were inflated only halfway, I didn’t think anyone would be able to handle it at a hundred percent.  When he finished typing and hit enter, two more robotic arms swung into action, grabbed a device, and took up position on each side.

“Those two tay-zappers are interlocked with the TENS unit.  Every time a signal should go to the missing electrodes, the zappers will randomly strike in a two inch area around her nipples.”

Almost like it was scripted, the zappers suddenly moved in and snapped directly on both nipples.  Despite the monster gag, Sherri let loose with a surprisingly loud howl as it caught her totally by surprise.

The howl and a barely noticeable shaking of the frame were the only signs of her distress.  We’d used so many wide leather straps to hold her in place, she was completely, utterly, totally, and redundantly immobile.  By the way… that’s the official description from the department of redundancy department.

Checking how the votes were going, I found most people wanted some form of breast torture, so we’d probably leave the zappers in place for now.  Also, we could probably safely squeeze her tits to sixty percent, since they hadn’t gone purple at fifty.

The e-stim options seemed very popular as well, both anal and vaginal.  It seemed like a good place to start, so after a brief consultation with Laste, we came up with a plan.  He disengaged the magic wand, and moved the middle of the frame forward.

A padded bar pressed into the small of her back and forced her hips forward about a foot, putting her pussy prominently on display, and giving us impeccable access.  I thought it was too perfect to let a mere machine ‘have all the fun’, so I told Laste to give me a minute.

I picked a small flogger and spent a few minutes giving her a good, old fashioned pussy whipping, finishing with three hard open palm slaps.  He gave me a thumbs-up gesture at my improvised modification, and hit enter as soon as I was clear.

The butt plug was first.  An arm swung over to make the connection, dipped it in the lubrication vat, and brought it into position.  I usually preferred to push it in and out a few times before letting it slide all of the way home, but this was almost as good.

The arm slowly but surely pushed it home at a rate of about one millimeter per second.  Even with the restrictive bondage and the latex covering her skin, I could see her muscles trying to cope with the ever-widening intruder.

I suddenly decided I wanted to hear her moans, so I motioned to Laste to halt the proceedings.  He backed the plug out, then deflated and slowly worked the gag out of her mouth.  It wasn’t easy… I wasn’t fucking around when I said it was almost the size of an airbag!

She might have tried to beg for mercy once it popped out, but her mouth just wasn’t working right, after being stretched so severely.  A large ring gag (but tame compared to her last one) took its place before she could say anything coherent, and we got back on track.

The plug resumed its previous direction, and was soon fully seated.  She let out a delicious howl when it finally seated itself, and we both savored the moment.  It might’ve been the largest thing she’d ever had up that particular passage, but it was only a six out of the ten sizes we had available.

I personally thought number ten would only fit into an elephant… if we had a few spare gallons of lube, so I’m not sure why it was even on the table.

The dildo was next, and although we’d picked the smallest one that still conformed to our viewers’ demands, it was still a close relative of a fire hydrant.  It was a long, pneumatic behemoth incorporating eight adjustable e-stim points, two variable speed vibrator motors, and dozens of inflatable nubs along the entire length of the shaft.

With the extra ‘arms’ sticking out to press against the butt and clit, I had a very fitting name for it: I called it the cactus from hell.

Sure the nubs were soft and well rounded, but when that thing was forced in and out of your most sensitive area, you definitely
 knew it, and had no chance of ignoring it.  (Yes, I tried it once myself, but without electricity or the extra pressure from when the nubs were inflated.)

I checked her oxygen saturation level and heart rate stats before giving Laste my thumbs-up.  We had ninety-one on oxygen and one-o-five on the heart.  Sherri was handling our device like it was a walk in the park.  We’d have to do something about that if things didn’t take care of themselves once the ‘cactus’ got going.

I shouldn’t have worried.  Once the dildo was fully inserted and all the options went live, it seemed like we really were
 sticking a cactus up her twat.  Based on her reaction, it seemed like she thought so, anyway.

It took a minute for the speed to ramp up, but once it did, wow… did we ever get a reaction.  She had her first orgasm within seconds of the pneumatics reaching full speed, and it didn’t stop there.  Over the next five minutes she maybe had about thirty seconds total when she wasn’t
 at climax.

I could almost be envious of her, but not quite.  I could guarantee her pussy was both super sensitive and ultra-sore with this kind of intensity.  Laste cranked it into high gear while we figured out the next part of our session.

He had the dildo pumping fast on a six inch long stroke, with the nubs inflating once every second cycle.  The e-stim on both the vibe and the anal plug pulsed at thirty percent intensity every half second.

Just by looking, I could no longer tell when one of her orgasms ended and the next one began.  I hoped Sherri was in sub-space by now, or she’d be in hell.  I couldn’t even tell how much torture she was under from the anal plug; I think we might have gone overboard by using the cactus.

We were due for a scene change, so I let Laste take care of it while I went to play with Jill.  She’d been sitting with the low-powered egg working away on her and was probably ready for some attention.  So was I, for that matter.

I wonder what Sherri was thinking?

***

I was starting to think I might’ve bitten off more than I could chew, as yet another orgasm was ripped from my body by that evil dildo.  Luckily, it stopped before I completely lost my mind, and I saw the nasty zappers finally move away as well.  If only that electric foot up my ass would stop as well, I might even find myself in reasonably good shape.

“It’s time to change things up,” Master Laste said.  “We’ve hardly scratched the surface of what the UBD can do, and I want to have some fun with my new toy.  I also think Sherri’s having a bit too much fun, so let’s take care of that, shall we?”

I felt my arms being pulled down, and then behind my back.  Once my wrists touched, I thought that would be it, but then I felt my elbows being slowly pressed together.  As the pressure increased, I began to pray he knew what he was doing with this crazy machine; I didn’t want my friggen arms dislocated or broken.

It stopped just as my elbows touched, but then I felt my wrists being pulled away from my back and I began to panic again.  I felt some movement along my body and realized the rest of the table was adjusting slightly to allow for the new position, which actually helped a lot.

My arms finally stopped in what was a painful, but tolerable spot, and I took advantage of my slight reprieve to get my breathing under control.  My whole body started moving, and I realized he was spinning me forward.  I was almost horizontal before I stopped, and I felt the buildup of drool on the bottom of my mouth spill out and run down my chin.

“I call this the flying strappado,” Master Laste said.  “Now let’s add some options.”

I flinched as I felt something touch the tips of my throbbing breasts, and I hoped it wasn’t a return of the dreaded zappers.  I began to feel some pressure on my nipples, and I wished the posture collar allowed me to see what was going on down there.

It wasn’t the zapper, and it didn’t feel like any kind of clamp I’d had before.  Then it hit me; those were suction tubes!

Normally a fun device, these felt a lot worse than normal.  Maybe it was due to how overly-sensitive my breasts were tonight or maybe it was a stronger suction than I was used to, but either way, they began to throb.  No rest for the wicked, I guess.

I felt the suit e-stim stop, and then come back on a moment later, but only at the base of my breasts.  It wasn’t painful this time, and actually felt like someone was feeling me up and caressing them sensually.  Despite the five million orgasms I just had, I began to get horny again.

The shocks in my ass finally receded to a comfortable level as well, and the plug started to vibrate.  Anal play wasn’t usually on my top ten preference list, but this felt pretty good.  I was starting to like this machine; it could be pretty sweet when not used like a nuclear weapon.

Next I felt something smooth and thin slide into my pussy.  It seemed like around four inches was all it was going in, as I felt part of it pressing down on my clit at that point.  It started vibrating as well, although infinitely slower than the last thing they used down there.

I was in heaven.  It felt like I was being made love to by three of the best lovers in the world at the same time.  Perhaps this was my reward for not tapping out during the ultra-intense beginning to the night, or maybe it was just a slight reprieve.

I turned my head as much as I was able to see if I could catch a glimpse of Master Laste, to see if he had that evil grin on his face that meant something devious was coming my way.  I couldn’t quite manage to see where he was sitting, but I could see Mistress Lilith.

She was gently caressing her own breasts as she sat with splayed legs, getting serviced by Jill.  While I didn’t like Jill at all, I knew from past movies we’d done together that her tongue was second to none.  I would’ve been envious of Mistress Lilith if I wasn’t getting something ten times better from the machine.

All of the vibrators working on me picked up the speed slightly, and I knew the upcoming orgasm would be mind-blowing.  I even felt some sort of vibe touch the tips of my nipples inside the suction tube.  It was intense.

I was so focused on the sensations I didn’t even notice for a few seconds that my legs were being moved.  They slowly came together before being pulled backwards, sort of like what he did with my arms earlier.  I found myself being bent backwards until I was straining in a strict hogtie position.

The vibes were still working their magic on me, and now that I’d stopped moving, the heat between my legs began building quickly once again.  I began panting heavily, mere seconds away from what I knew would be an incredible orgasm, when the vibrations stopped and searing pain lashed through my body.

It took my breath away and I couldn’t even scream at first.  I was being shocked simultaneously at both nipples and both toys.  The shocks had only gone on for a few seconds when I began to howl as my brain caught up with my body.  Then they stopped and the vibrations started again.  My muscles were still twitching in the aftermath, my impending orgasm long forgotten.

As I slowly calmed down from the painful shocks, the pleasure began taking its place again.  The vibrations seemed stronger this time, and I felt myself climbing to the peak even faster.  Then it happened again!

The vibrations stopped and I was treated to another blast from the electrodes.  I felt like screaming in frustration… I’d been so close!  When I felt the vibrations kick in for the third time, I knew he was going to be tormenting me mercilessly by denying the orgasm I was so desperate for.

I heard Mistress Lilith have an orgasm, and almost cried with the unfairness of it all as my pleasure/pain cycle repeated itself again.  It didn’t take anywhere near as long to build up to the point of orgasm now, so I was getting zapped much more frequently.

All of the devices stopped at the end of the next cycle and I felt the table moving my limbs again.  First into a neutral position like when the night started, and then I began to rotate until I was almost on my back, looking slightly upwards.

My arms were then pulled straight out to the sides and my legs bent over until my heels pressed into my butt cheeks.  A blindfold covered my eyes and the vibrations restarted.  Just as I was getting close again, I smelled something musky and pleasant.  I felt my body being adjusted slightly, and then the odor became stronger as I felt something press against my face.

“Rewards happen for good service,” Lilith said, from right in front of me.

Even blindfolded, it was fairly obvious.  I had her pussy in my face, and I had to give her an orgasm before I’d be allowed to have mine.  Just then the shocks kicked in, so I immediately stuck my tongue through the ring gag and got to work.

With no hands, no movement, and only limited tongue action available, I knew this wouldn’t be easy, but I could do it.  To make it even worse, she wouldn’t hold still!  She would go from too far away where I could barely brush her lips, to too close where I found myself being smothered and barely able to breathe.

I could make some good headway into getting her off when she was pressed that tight, but she always seemed to do it at the worst part of my cycle, which was just before I was ready to cum.  Her pussy would muffle my shrieks and then back off again once I stopped yelling.  It was maddening.

I lost track of how many cycles I went through, but it was enough to start wearing me out.  Somewhere along the way I felt her back off and my limbs begin to move again.  My arms were pulled behind my back and my legs brought forward.

They kept moving until my ankles were just past my head, and for some reason, I felt even more exposed than I did in the earlier scenes.  It was definitely harder to breathe this way, and I hoped I wouldn’t be in this position for too long.

I felt her pussy press into my face again, so I started licking, finding I had a slightly better angle of attack this time.  Maybe I’d be able to finish her off and finally get the reward she promised me.  I redoubled my efforts.

My persistence paid off a few cycles later and I felt her pussy begin humping my face a few times before pressing hard against me as she exploded into orgasm.  I couldn’t breathe at all, and had spots in front of my eyes before she finally backed off.

I was breathing as deeply as I could in the restrictive position, the thought of my long overdue orgasm foremost in my mind.  Mistress Lilith always kept her word.  The blindfold was suddenly removed, but it still took me a minute before I could blink the tears out of my eyes enough to see properly.

Standing in front of me was Jill, not Lilith!  I started wailing in frustration over how I was tricked.  The reward she mentioned was for my rival, not for me.  A set of shocks announced the beginning of yet another cycle of denial for me.

“Come, Jill,” Mistress Lilith said.  “Let’s see if Master Laste has any ideas on what else you can do with that talented mouth of yours.  Maybe you can even earn another reward.”

She led Jill out of view, and I felt the machine start pulling me into yet another contorted position.  I found myself in what felt like a frog tie with my hands on my shoulders, arms out to the side, and my knees spread wide.

I found myself liking this one infinitely more than the previous positions, especially since I was able to finally get a good amount of air into my lungs.  My next set of shocks didn’t even seem as bad this time.  Maybe we were finally getting close to the end of our show.

I hoped so.  I was pretty much wiped out by now, and if I didn’t get my orgasm within the next few minutes, I suspected I’d go noisily mad.  With the relaxed position, each cycle didn’t set my orgasm back much, so I found myself getting zapped a lot more often.  God, I was so close I could practically taste it.

“Well,” Mistress Lilith began.  “This has been quite a night so far, hasn’t it everyone?  For those of you wondering, we’ll let the lovely Sherri have the orgasm she’s been denied for so long, but only at the very end of our show.”

This sounded like the intro to her closing comments, and I hoped she didn’t drag them out for too long.  I’d never felt the need to cum so badly before.

“Don’t sign off just yet, though… there’s a reason we started our show so late this time.  In case anyone forgot, tonight is daylight savings time, and our clocks just went back one hour.  It looks like poor Sherri will have to wait for quite a while.”


“Noooooooooo!”
 I howled.

This couldn’t be happening… she wouldn’t, would she?

She did.



Chapter 3: Aftermath


“I’d call that a successful trial run of the UBD,” Laste said, as he popped the cork on a bottle of champagne.

“It worked better than I thought it would, even though we didn’t get a chance to try out many of the advanced features.”

“With the data we got from tonight’s show, I feel confident we can do a full day, or even a full weekend of continuous restraint.”

“Sherri might not agree with you right now,” I chuckled.

“How’s she doing?”

“She’s fine, but sleeping the sleep of the dead right now.  When we finally let her cum at the end, it was probably the most explosive orgasm in the history of mankind.”

“I agree… it was quite the impressive finale for our show, and our forums are absolutely flooded with positive feedback.”

“I’m pretty sure she’ll be ready for a repeat performance next weekend, but if not, Jill wants to take her place very
 badly.”

“I want to run for at least eight hours next time and even longer if she’s willing.”

“I doubt she’d be willing to go over eight hours in one session, but we’ve got a long weekend coming up.  Perhaps we could talk her into three long sessions or six shorter ones over the course of the weekend if we let her rest in between without any unnecessary torments.”

“I like the sound of that.  Let’s run it by her tomorrow and see what she thinks.  I’m willing to pay her double the normal rate if she’s willing.”

“Book it,” I said flatly.  “One way or another, we’ll make it happen.”

He raised his glass in a toast.  “Here’s to our continued success, and to our upcoming longest weekend!”

“I’ll drink to that,” I agreed, and I did.

###
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