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It was not uncommon for two people to be sharing the rent on one apartment, given the increase in housing prices. It made good sense to find a roommate to split the costs. Sometimes such duos got on well, and other times there was conflict. For one particular two-bedroom apartment numbered Flat 67 Fabian House, located at number 21-25 Cecil Court Road, the rental agreement was under the names of two women, Rochelle Rathbone and Ty-u Chow. 

Rochelle was twenty-three years old, a media studies graduate, and currently looking on online platforms for a job where she could put her degree to use. Thankfully she didn’t have much debt and was, in fact, still living off of what her grandfather had put aside for her college education, something for which she was eternally grateful to her dear departed relative. A tall brunette, Rochelle was a bit of a goth when it came to a sense of aesthetics. She enjoyed dressing in layers of greys and blacks, and wore dark eyeliner, very dark red lipstick, and pale blush. She was a pretty tall girl at five-foot-eleven, with long legs and a rather nicely plump bottom. Nature had been less generous up top, but she still had those other assets. At home she typically wore a grey set of leggings, black shoes, and lacy black undergarments. Her hair was left to flow down her back to just below her rump, black and shiny, with a mysterious raven lustre to it like the feathers of a bird. Her coiffure was something that she spent a lot of time on, conditioning and maintaining the tresses with a meticulous regime. She liked cultivating a certain mystique about herself.

Today, Rochelle had on a grey t-shirt and a second outer layer of a black long-sleeved top. Her fingers bore a few silver rings, and around her neck was a silver charm necklace.

Ty-u Chow, the other person sharing the lease, was twenty-one years old. She was a short, cute, very bouncy Asian girl with a few stylish flairs, including having her pixie-cut hair dyed purple. As a Japanese engineering graduate she currently worked online for a tech firm, and was quite fluent in English.

Despite their physical and occupational differences, the two roommates got on well enough. They were not going to be besties, but a falling out over a border dispute about the shared kitchen wasn’t very likely, either. The two led very separate lives. However, while Ty-u never seemed to bring anyone home, Rochelle could sometimes hear another person’s voice through the wall separating their bedrooms. The voice was normally accompanied by moaning and other interesting noises that suggested Ty-u was having a rather good time. Rochelle didn’t want to pry, but occasionally she would hear whirring and clunking sounds, as if some machine was trundling away in her bedroom. She recalled that, when Ty-u had moved in. there had been a whole bunch of odd-looking crates, and the young Japanese woman had apparently used the contents to build something that Rochelle could only guess at, but the whirr of a electric screwdriver assembling something had been unmistakable.

One day, as Ty-u left to do some shopping, Rochelle just happened to be listening as the Japanese woman left the apartment. She had not heard the distinctive click of the lock on her roommate’s door, and she sensed a stirring in her chest, a sort of pressure of conflicting thoughts and feelings. She was curious, for sure, and since Ty-u’s bedroom door was open she thought that it wouldn’t hurt to have a quick peek.

Later, of course, the brunette would realise the depth of her mistake, but only after it was far to late to do anything about it and she had gotten in well over her head!

The inquisitive Rochelle slowly approached the door to her roommate’s bedroom, giving it a tiny nudge so that it swung open a few inches. Slowly she pushed the door open the rest of the way. half-expecting an alarm to go off…or something like that. But there was nothing, no alarm, so she opened the door all the way. When she peered into the dark room she had to resist an impulse to slam the door closed and turn around. But she overcame her trepidations, and slowly she switched on the light and looked around the room.

She noted the small bed neatly made up in one corner, crowned with fluffy, cutesy pillows. It had a set of girly sheets on it that looked like some cute anime kitty—or possibly koala, she couldn’t exactly tell. Rochelle observed that, on the shelf on one wall, there were some stuffed toys and a number of technical manuals. She could identify engineering texts, and what looked to her like a scale model of a space shuttle. There were various home-built gadgets and a few framed awards and diplomas—nothing too eccentric or unusual. Perhaps the noises she had just heard were some gadget being assembled.

Still, she had already crossed the threshold into the bedroom, so she figured she would still have a more careful look around. She noticed the door to the small bathroom, as well as another door to what she supposed was a walk-in closet, as in her own room. There were a few posters on the walls of pop stars she didn’t recognise, mixed in with technical drawings of some very complex piece of engineering. A little work bench occupied one corner with a neat boxes of tools, including one very large pink tool box with stickers and other similar items. A big full-length mirror hung on the wall, opposite an object with a sheet draped over it.

Rochelle was surprised at herself. She had almost missed something that big, tucked behind the work bench, the size of a bed but a bit higher. She decided to take a look and pulled back the sheet. As it spilled to the floor, Rochelle was left scratching her head as she observed a very complex device—a weird gadget, almost like a bed frame or a booth made from thick, sturdy, chrome poles. There were lots of movable joints and parts, and at the bottom a moveable track like a treadmill or for manoeuvering items around at the bottom.

She wondered if the device was some sort of scanner. And what the hell was that—some sort of display or interface pad at the front? And what looked like storage boxes at the back. There were four block-like appendages built on tracks, too, although she couldn’t see the ends because they were folded up. They almost appeared to be mechanical arms, like in a factory. How odd, she mused. What could they possibly be used for? She bent down to get a closer look at the machine.

There was a little plate, identifying the gadget as DX-3YP. She wondered again if it were some sort of exercise machine, but its construction didn’t look exactly right. Maybe, she supposed, it could be an automated gym. But then she dismissed that idea. No, it looked more like some sort of engineering prototype machine, like a large 3-D printer. When she moved up for a closer look, she wondered if it could manoeuver something as big as a person around in it? She had seen a modelling machine where a person could stand inside and it would take your picture from 360 degrees, then produce a 3-D printed image of you. Was this something like that? She didn’t feel like that was the right answer, either.

By now Rochelle’s curiosity was getting the best of her, and she allowed herself to explore the device a bit further. Oho! There were anchor points, and cuffs, straps, clasps. And there was what looked like a rather long, flexible, ridged butt-plug…and some sort of rather solid-looking vibrator!

Rochelle’s face went red—it was some sort of very elaborate self-bondage machine. All that chrome steel made it look snazzy, a bit industrial, rather like a high-end exercise machine. It also looked really secure, bolted into the floor. Hopefully the landlord wouldn’t complain about that; she would hate to lose part of her deposit to the landlord for a new carpet, because there were holes in the old one where a self-bondage machine had been joined to the fabric of the building.

She slowly walked around the device once again. It must have cost a fortune. Or did Ty-u build it herself? The young woman was clearly a genius, so Rochelle couldn’t discount it. The kinky little minx! Ty-u looked quite conservative, but then one could never tell.

The device was quite something, with feeds for power, water, and—what was that last one? Waste! Rochelle looked at it, confused. Why would a self-bondage machine need waste and water feeds. She observed pipes running above the skirting board, plumbed into the supply from the en suite bathroom. Rochelle shook her head…that was something else that the landlord would object to. Maybe when it came to the inventory they could pretend they’d had some sort of aquarium, to excuse the extra plumbing fittings.

For a second, Rochelle had an idea of playing with this machine while her roommate was away. That was a bad idea on many levels, she realised, since it was clearly built and calibrated to a much more petite girl. Also, Rochelle wondered if this was one of the reasons that Ty-u kept her hair short. Rochelle’s long black hair would probably get tangled in the machine in a matter of seconds.

As she considered these issues, she looked further around the room, resting her hands on the machine behind her. She gazed into the full-length mirror that had been installed on the wall, and quickly realised that her roommate would be able to see herself in the machine, which made her a bit of an exhibitionist. Rochelle shifted, putting her hands on the lower bar, just on a spot marked with two subtle red demarcations. There was a quick beep, and before Rochelle could react two cuffs snapped shut around her wrists!

Somehow, not meaning to, she had now managed to get her wrists locked into the device. It had been very quick to react, and now her hands were being pulled behind her back! The bar she had been resting on actually appeared to be part of a complex restraint mechanism, not just a structural element. More bars behind her Rochelle lowered moving out of the way, opening up one side of the machine, and the bottom section folded out like a ramp. The cuffs around her wrists were attached to an actuator arm, a rather solid and unyielding one, that had no trouble pulling its prisoner’s arms back and up. Before she really realised what was going on, Rochelle was pulled into the middle of the device. The bar then lowered, and the bottom section raised back in place. Everything locked behind her. The actuator pulled her wrists up higher behind her, so she had to bend forward and effectively balance on her toes. Rochelle was quite helpless and very nervous, her face getting red as she wondered what her roommate would think of her.

But, as she was about to discover, this was only the beginning of the sequence that she had initiated. As she had noted before, the device had an interface on it, and now it was rapidly springing to life.

Rochelle tried to calmly examine her predicament. Her hands were pulled tightly behind her back to a point where she had to bend over at a ninety-degree angle and spread her legs to balance herself. It was humiliating, but she couldn’t resist the machine’s mechanical strength in any meaningful way. Meanwhile, the interface slowly raised itself up on an articulated stand, then moved forward so that it was about a foot in front of her. It was quite an advanced piece of equipment. No small screen but rather an actual hologram was projected from the mirrored surface, a bit transparent and with an odd shimmer, but it came through fairly clearly.

The image projected about a foot high, was of a strict female teacher, dressed in a fetishistic version of a teacher’s uniform—a teacher’s cap, a mitre, and a cape, all seemingly made out of rubber. The feminine image displayed a generous amount of bust and leg, with spiky high-heels on her feet—simultaneously a naughty girl’s wettest dream and biggest nightmare! It was gripping a crop and…and looked a lot like Ty-u, if she were a bit taller! Rochelle guessed that the hologram was a key aspect of a self-bondage program. Ty-u had programmed this avatar to resemble herself, so the machine was in some way an extension of her.

The female holograph interface looked directly at Rochelle as it spoke, its voice quite sweet as it requested Rochelle to “Please set session parameters.”

Rochelle looked at the interface with puzzlement, not sure how the rules of the game were going to be played. “What’s going on? Let me out!... Release!... Override!” she shouted.

The holographic teacher looked increasingly strict, and a shimmer of annoyance seemed to spread across its face. It studied Rochelle a foot away from her, hair loose and hanging down over one side of its face. It gestured towards its prisoner with the crop. “Pupils need to maintain a certain sense of neatness. Your hair is against regulations,” it suddenly announced.

Before Rochelle could object, a mechanical claw reached down and gathered up the hair spilled over Rochelle’s face. It pulled back the loose tresses and gathered them into a ponytail, maintaining a forceful amount of pressure on the back of her head and keeping a firm authoritative grip on her hair. The avatar smiled, and announced, “That is better.” 

The interface seemed to glitch and flicker, as if a series of frames had been skipped or was missing. The voice from the machine suddenly assumed a monotone. “System error. Input user not recognised. Please use safe-word to override selection.” Then the machine reverted back to the female avatar. Rochelle was even more worried: the software for this device still seemed to be in the testing phase, or had suffered a glitch!

Rochelle found her wrists being pulled up a bit higher, and her hair pulled back a little further. A strap of some sort extended from the machine and, without warning, snapped a fiery line across her bottom with one short, sharp impact. Rochelle screamed in pain and surprise.

The holographic interface didn’t seem to really notice that it had an unwilling participant in the session. Instead it  continued with the programmed script. “Please select session duration—20 minutes…30 minutes…40 minutes….”

Rochelle pulled at her fastened wrists and tried to think of a likely password that would switch off the device. She couldn’t think of anything she knew about Ty-u that would help her, and instead tried mumbling a series of words that sounded plausible. “No thanks…abort…” and so on, none of which worked.

The fetish teacher avatar seemed to acquire a very smug look. “Code word not recognised. Strike One!” 

Immediately the device wrenched Rochelle’s wrists up behind her back a few more centimetres, forcing her to have to work harder to balance. It adjusted her head position as well with a tug on her hair. The machine delivered two stinging strikes to her taut bottom, causing her to yelp again in pain and surprise. This device definitely meant business!

The robotic voice resumed. However it seemed to have gotten a lot more serious—and a lot more sexually insinuating. “Session duration 1 hour…2 hours…3 hours….”

Rochelle, panicking at the thought of being locked in this device for a few hours, was becoming desperate. She pulled on the cuffs once again, but they were as secure as a ship’s mooring. She tried to kick at the side of the device. but it was hard to do. Moreover, this action risked tipping her over and putting enormous strain on her wrists. Her voice was quite desperate, as well. “Stop! Halt, you piece of junk!”

As if it had heard her, the machine’s avatar seemed to develop a malicious edge to its voice, although perhaps Rochelle was only imagining it was there. “Code word not recognised. Strike Two!”

The cuffs pulled her arms even further up, and the pain in her arms and shoulders became quite substantial now. She screwed up her mouth and braced for the blows. Two strikes were then dealt against her already assaulted bottom, and then the third landed on the back of her knees. This one really stung, and she yelped again and felt her eyes misting up. It was so unfair to be accidently trapped inside this sadistic machine!

The hologram suddenly started up again, its feline face grinning. “Session duration selection 5 hours…10 hours…15 hours….”

Rochelle’s prospects were getting exponentially worse with every passing moment. She tried one final time to pull her aching wrists free, but it was hopeless. She tried to recall anything about her roommate that would give her a clue as to what her safe-word would be, but her mind was fast becoming a blank in the face of fear and pain. The pulling on her hair was demeaning but very effective.

“Bloody hell! Fucking release me!”

The machine’s reply sounded smug. “Code word not recognised. Strike Three. User is locked out of system.” 

The cuffs around her wrists pulled her into a very strict strappado position, to the point where she was almost balancing on her tiptoes. The machine gave her another firm tug on her hair, then it punished her with two more strokes across her bottom, a blow across her thighs, and a final one across the lowest part of her ass cheeks. She felt the first tears rolling down her face. Her limbs now felt like jelly and the humiliation was burning in her guts.

The avatar sounded like a head principal lecturing an errant school girl who had been caught doing something childish and sent to detention. “Session duration set for twenty-four hours, with a rolling reset extension.”

That sounded ominously like she was trapped inside it, and for every day she failed to guess the password she would have her session extended anther day! Unless Ty-u got her out, she was stuck for a good long time. She had assumed that Ty-u had gone out shopping. But what if she was going on holiday for a month, or to an engineering conference in Japan, or something? Rochelle swallowed hard. Right now, it was just herself and this incredibly strict self-bondage machine. She raised her head a little and looked at the holographic interface. “Goddamn it! Let me out, you fucking—!”

Rochelle didn’t finish the intended curse. The holographic teacher shook its finger, and the voice took on a supercilious tone. “Harsh language detected. Deploying gag.”

A storage drawer near the front of the machine opened up with a menacing click. Then there was a whirr and the machine sprang to life. Two of the complex robotic limbs unfurled and moved closer to Rochelle’s head. She nervously looked left and right as much as she could, given that her head was pulled harshly back by her hair, as she strained to see what was happening just out of her sight. As the arms unfolded they actually appeared ‘feminine’, if that were the right word for a machine. The frames were comprised of silvery titanium, over which was moulded a white plastic shell with a rubberised grip on the hands’ palms and fingers. They seemed capable of some very delicate manipulation, and were far more refined compared to the rest of the machine. In fact, they appeared to be designed for delicate operations, yet had some significant, undeniable strength to them.

The arm gripping her hair yanked her head back hard, and Rochelle cried out. One of the free hands suddenly seized Rochelle under the chin and held her head. The second gripped her nose and unceremoniously pulled her jaw open, so that her mouth was agape. She was petrified of the strength that the machine displayed. It was humiliating and terrifying to be so easily dominated by this mechanism.

Adding to the humiliation was the artificial voice’s continued superior air, and the teacher’s holographic image that kept looking down at her smugly. “Randomisation of gag sequence initiated…calculating…deploying ring-gag and pump-gag combination.”

Rochelle was not sure what either of those things were, but she certainly didn’t like the sound of their names. Almost immediately the hand holding her jaw open released her for a moment and dipped into the box, and she took the opportunity to plead with the implacable mechanism.

“No, please….aagghh!...my jaw!” There was another tug on the back of her hair, and a very large, rubber-coated ring was pushed between her teeth. The rubber straps were done up tightly below her jaw and behind her head. “Nooo—mmpph!...” The second part of the device had been inserted before she could really adjust to the ring’s width. The rubber bladder of the pump gag was pushed into her mouth, where it rapidly expanded to fill every corner.

The strap struck her again across her buttocks without warning, and the machine seemed to record how much noise she made through the gag in protest. The device quickly came to its audio-based conclusion. “Gag insufficient...” intoned the avatar on the screen. “…initiating additional inflation.” There was a brief mechanical whirr, and Rochelle’s jaw began to ache, her cheeks bulged, as the stuffing inside her mouth expanded. Then she was spanked again!

“Mmmmppphhh!...” It had been a scream. Or was supposed to be. The noise was considerably less than Rochelle’s earlier gagged protests, but the machine conducted another analysis and still objected to the volume. Rochelle observed the avatar of the teacher licking its lips.

“Gag insufficient. Initiating additional inflation….”

Rochelle’s cheeks bulged comically from the now enormous rubber balloon residing inside of them. Her backside’s plump offerings were struck again to elicit a decibel check, and the machine seemed to take a few seconds to make up its mind. Rochelle hoped that it had done everything that it was programmed to do. However, to her consternation  it detected she was still a little too loud.

“Gag insufficient. Initiating additional inflation.”

Yet more air was pumped into the gag-bladder, making Rochelle look like she had tried to swallow a beach ball. The strap landed once again, this time across the backs of her thighs, and she screamed as loud as she had ever screamed in her life. She was amazed to find that she could now make pretty much no noise at all around the gag. 

However, on the chance that its readings were aberrant, the machine actually conducted a few more rounds of double-checking. Rochelle screamed and screamed in pain, but almost no noise escaped into the room.

Finally, the robotic voice announced, “Gag detected as sufficient decibel reduction. Initiate double security lock.”

The machine’s articulate arms actually brought forth some sort of armoured plate, which it promptly pushed over the centre of the gag. There was an ominous click-click, and the locking plate was clearly in place to stay. Rochelle knew would get no reprieve from the pump gag. She was now bound and silenced very thoroughly. In her impotent frustration, she tried to kick whatever part of the machine she could reach with her foot. The action was futile, but this time the machine noticed.

“Please refrain from kicking the apparatus. You will only get one additional warning.” The strap landed on her bottom anyway, high up this time and really hard, bringing tears to her eyes again, along with yet another silenced scream.

Rochelle glowered at the display and, just to be belligerent, tapped the side of the machine again with her toe. She was scuffing her shoes, but she hadn’t even scratched the bondage machine. Now, though, there was a much more serious tone from the holographic display. The dominatrix image waved its crop menacingly.

“Please refrain from kicking the apparatus or you will be disciplined!”

The paddle landed on her bottom again, low-down, right where her cheeks joined her thighs, and she wondered as she screamed in silence how her predicament could become any worse. So she made one last attempt to deliver a tiny protest with her toes. It was the last time she would really get to move a single part of her body without the machine’s direct supervision.

The interface made its announcement, sounded as smug as before. “Deploying ankle shackles.”

The shackles were stout and sturdy, and they locked around Rochelle’s limbs within seconds, pulling her ankles apart and thus making her predicament all the more uncomfortable. Her arms were pulled up a bit further, the strappado position quickly becoming extreme and intolerable. And to her shock, the android-humanoid arms that were connected to the machine now used their palms to spank her backside, the artificial fingers slapping between the flesh of her thighs and the cleft between her covered cheeks, all still covered by her leggings but stinging none the less.

Escape was totally impossible. The gag proved to be more than adequate to contain all the sound of her irate objection to the humiliating and painful mechanical spanking. Worse still, after the hands had spanked her so intimately they began to rub her inflamed rump, producing a sensation that actually felt rather good after her punishment, like a massage.

The holographic teacher looked down on her, the tone of its voice now very sexual and very seductive, yet its words were not. “Initialising discipline routine. Stripping footwear.”

The robotic arms moved lower. Rochelle’s right foot was lifted up, and her shoe peeled off and tossed into a hatch that opened up on the side of the machine. After her sock followed the same trajectory, her right foot was lowered and the mechanism raised her left foot, and her other shoe and sock disappeared into the hatch. She was now forced to stand barefoot, and a creeping chill ran down her spine. This was a very complex device, she conceded. If it could remove her shoes, it could probably remove the rest of her clothing. And if it could remove her current clothing she was at its mercy for whatever else it could possible dress her up in—something she would probably rather avoid. Not that she had any sort of choice.

The holographic display looked at her luridly, almost lusting with desire. A further chill ran down Rochelle’s spine. What the hell had it been programmed to do? How much of a kinky slut was her roommate, to wish to be dominated by this thing? But then, it could just be the AI in this device, and maybe Ty-u had kept it on a relatively tame setting. And because Rochelle had no idea of the appropriate override codes, it was now acting on its most strict settings.

The second set of humanoid hands activated and deployed around her, and the holographic projection smiled at her. “Removing outer clothing.”

First it removed her jewellery, her necklace and rings, dropping them into the same hatch her shoes and socks had vanished into. Then her ankles were gently seized by the android’s hands. She felt the shackles around her ankles unlocked. The second set of android limbs fiddled with the waistband of her grey set of leggings, and proceeded to release the catch and begin exerting downward pressure. Rochelle tried to struggle, but the android arms, the wrist-shackles, and the gripper holding onto her hair, all held her immobile. A moment later, she was unable to prevent her leggings from being pulled swiftly down her silky legs. The android hands pulled her out of the leggings one foot at a time, then discarded the garment into the same hatch.

Once more, the damn machine decided to punish her for squirming. An android hand moved to her crotch, and two extended, rubberised fingers slowly descended onto her soft skin. Rochelle squealed into her gag and tried to move her hips away, but her ankles were back in the mechanical shackles that held them unyieldingly in place. The two fingers were incredibly gentle, rubbing between her legs and over her pussy. She felt herself squirming from the unusual sensation, which felt really very good. The two fingers exerted a bit more pressure, and she could feel her cheeks flushing red as they slowly followed the curve of her body between her thighs. Then they began to slowly, sensually, circle around her clitoris. It was humiliating and arousing in equal measure. but she couldn’t deny she understood what Ty-u saw in this self-bondage machine. When she looked up at the screen, she noted that the holograph interface for the machine was making the same movements.

Just as she was starting to get very excited, the machine abruptly stopped, and a pair of robotic hands delivered a sound pair of slaps to her now much more exposed, but still pantie-covered rear cheeks! Rochelle sagged in her restraints. The damn interface projection was wagging her finger at her. She was trapped inside a damnable machine seemingly set to an infernal ‘tease and deny,’ driving her crazy.

The device now began undoing Rochelle’s long-sleeve top. She was at least thankful that the female robotic dominatrix had not shredded her own clothing. She was momentarily freed from the strappado position for a few moments to remove the black top. The wrist-cuff released one arm, then an android hand seized her wrist, the garment was pulled down and off her arm, and she was swiftly locked back in the cuff. The action was repeated with her other arm, and Rochelle watched her top being bundled up and tossed into the same hatch. Meanwhile, she was returned to the painful, tight strappado position.

Rochelle was acutely aware that she was now clad in only three garments—a t-shirt, bra, and panties, the latter slightly damp after the machine had begun teasing her. But this circumstance hardly lasted more than a few seconds. For a moment Rochelle’s hair was released, then her t-shirt was unceremoniously pulled up her torso, over her head, and down her bound arms, until it rested by the cuffs. A speedy unlock and relock effected the removal of the shirt, without even the need to remove her from her strict strappado position. The mechanical arm then resumed its firm grip in her hair, once again pulling her head back in place. The t-shirt disappeared into the hatch

The virtual display from the machine looked quite happy, now, and it seemed to announce the next step with devilish glee. “Removing under-clothing.”

The android arms unhooked her bra and pulled it away without ceremony, leaving her breasts hanging down, swinging free. The robotic hands immediately began to tease, rub, and twist her thick nipples. Rochelle responded by thrashing about and shaking her gagged head. Her nipples were very sensitive, and she hated to have them touched roughly. But then, the way her nipples were hardening indicated her body was arguing against her dislike, and she felt the heat in her nipples spreading through her chest and down to her loins.

The damn machine slapped her across the ass once again, hard, but continued to toy with her nipples. She observed her bra going into the hatch. Rochelle had worn lacy black undergarments, so now her last bit of protection was one flimsy bit of frilly black silk. It didn’t matter, of course. The garment was pulled down off her hips, slid down her legs off one ankle. worked through the ankle-cuff. It too was summarily dispatched into the hatch—which now contained every scrap of clothing that she had been wearing. The hatch slammed shut noisily, and locked with an ominous echoing click, almost like a locker without a key. Rochelle concluded she was not going to get her clothing back any time soon.

The female educational avatar of the bondage machine was looking down at Rochelle from the screen with a smug devilish intent. “Initiate discipline therapy…. Selected implement: cane…. Selected duration…20 strokes.” 

One of the robotic android hands pulled out a cane from a holder at the back of the machine and moved it in front of Rochelle’s face. In a blink it disappeared—the android hand moved with a quick flash, and the cane came to stop an inch in front of her eyes, which became big and round and focused entirely on the slender implement. Rochelle suddenly experienced an enormous desire to submit and behave. She briefly looked up at the screen. The virtual avatar now had a cane in its hand. It made a swishing motion, and the machine did so as well, in synch with the female on the screen.

The first stoke landed, and made Rochelle attempt to jump out of her skin! It really fucking hurt, as it was right atop where the paddle strap and android hands had already hit her many times. She couldn’t imagine being hit nineteen more times. When Rochelle struggled a little more, the machine pulled her wrist-cuffs yet a little higher behind her back and moved the ankle-shackles a little further apart. It also pulled her head back further, giving her far less room to manoeuver.

The set of hands that had been playing with her nipples earlier now returned to them, as did the robot hand that had been teasing her between her legs. Rochelle felt a flood of arousal, desperation, and fucking anger all mixed in with the pain at her ass cheeks as the caning continued.

The holographic screen showed a count of ‘19’, superimposed over its avatar.

The next cane strike was a fraction lower than the first, with all the same bruising force. Rochelle burst into tears, shaking her head backwards and forwards as much as she could. She was panting and crying and looked as turned on as she had ever been in her life. The robotic hands on her nipples were applying a hell of a lot of force, now, and this too was arousing her. The other robotic hand between her legs had slipped a third finger inside her, now, and was slowly massaging her G-spot!

Rochelle glanced at the counter—‘15’ strokes to go. Somehow she had completely missed the last three, preoccupied as she was with the unwanted erotic assault. The machine somehow sensed this, adjusted, and its tempo became a lot slower. Since she was far less distracted she felt each the next five blows keenly, but she was still trapped between the two sensations, bouncing like a rubber ball between agony and ecstasy. The machine was playing her body like an instrument, keeping her trapped on a tightrope, hanging at a tipping point between pleasure and pain. It was giving her both the carrot and the stick to teach her to behave—a very big stick and a very big carrot, both at the same time. Slowly it kept tormenting and tantalizing her, as the lower half of her bottom received the same harsh, incredibly painful treatment, the cane landing again and again…and again!

Maybe the strategy of the machine was to break her, she considered. Or maybe it was her own distorted perception, but time seemed to slow to a creeping pace. The machine seemed to take longer and longer between each stroke of its discipline program, while making the pleasure at her breasts and sex a torment in itself. How good it felt to be cradled in the mechanical arms’ embrace, Rochelle fantasised. How much she wanted it to be quicker so she could get off, or at least be so dosed with endorphins and hormones that she wouldn’t feel the sting of the cane.

She could feel the muscles under her plump flesh objecting to the beating, and there was a much deeper muscular ache that signified she would be feeling the caning for days. There were twinges that made her wonder how long it would sting. Finally, though, as she bleakly stared at the screen the display changed to ‘0’. She experienced an incredible relief and sagged into her restraints, despite the biting pressure on her wrists. The hands ceased their molestation of her body, and the cane was returned to its rack.

The avatar of the machine was suddenly holding a big sack, and was theatrically rummaging around within it. “Deploying long term session restraint…. Selected box-binder.”

Another hatch opened at the side of the device, and the android hands removed something that looked very solid, comprised of black leather and seriously menacing with a lot of buckles. Rochelle cursed the fact that the mirror was placed so that she could not see some of what was going on. From being in the strappado position for so long her arms were not exactly in much of a position to offer any resistance.

She felt the wrist-cuffs release, and the second set of android arms easily supported her. She offered no resistance, as her limp limbs were pulled up behind her back, and her hair was pulled out of the way. She realised that once her arms were inside this leather box-binder she would not be getting them out, but also that it was better than being kept in the metal cuffs in a strappado that kept her shoulders on fire. Not that she could really muster up any sensation in her arms to resist them being slid inside the box-binder.

She quickly sensed that the device was designed for Ty-u, who was a considerably smaller woman. Subsequently, when the machine started to slip her arms into the inside sleeves of the device, they wouldn’t fit past a certain point.

The bondage machine, perversely, decided to take this as “Resistance detected!”

A heavy strap was instantly applied across her naked ass-cheeks, on the assumption that she was actively trying to resist, as opposed to a poor fit with an apparatus that had been made and designed for a much more petite girl. There was a strong push down on Rochelle’s shoulders, and then a lot of force applied to pull the binder up. Rochelle felt the supple leather strain and stretch, and sensed her limbs were halfway there, almost ready to be neatly tucked away behind her back where they would be of no further consequence to her.

The machine pulled her slightly back, and she braced again as it machine announced it was “Applying additional force.”

There was a pop, and her arms were actually inside the device. but it was not as neat and regular as it should be, appearing instead a bit lopsided. The rubber clad avatar of a teacher that represented the machine looked down on her as if she was a naughty school girl who was trying to make the excuse that a dog had eaten her homework.

The hologram smiled and announced, “Tightening.”

There was some lacing at the back of the binder, Rochelle discovered, as it was pulled tight and then knotted off. To make it far more severe and escape-proof, a zip was deployed over the laces. A series of straps were applied and pulled tighter and tighter. Then more straps were looped under her armpits, over her shoulders, crossed behind her back, and secured to the binder. As a final precaution against escape, all the straps were drawn severely tight. Rochelle’s arms were welded together, interred in leather behind her back, wrist against elbow and vice-versa. She had been thoroughly subjugated and imprisoned in leather, and not going to get free in a million years of struggling. 

The artificial voice dripped with pleasure as it announced, “Tightening….” yet again. And Rochelle’s shoulders were promptly drawn all the way back, her limbs now completely helpless.

The avatar on screen was smiling in euphoric glee. “Initiate double-security lock.”

Click…click…. Rochelle already knew that she wouldn’t be able to resist in any meaningful way, but the sounds drove her to despair.

The device then resumed teasing and edging her, its artificial hands twisting her nipples and stroking her clitoris. The last available hand stroked her hair as if she were a pet, as the other robotic clamp maintained a good firm grip on her hair, pulling her head back while permitting her hair to cascade down over the box-binder. The articulating finger between her legs and insides her vagina was particularly determined, now, and she could feel herself panting. Her eyes began to lose focus and roll back in her head, and she could hear the blood pumping in her ears.

And then, once again, the wicked machine stopped all stimulation, leaving her very hot and bothered. The vixen of an avatar looked particularly pleased with herself as the machine announced the next stage of Rochelle’s escalating incarceration. “Deploying long term session restraint: Selected posture collar….”

Rochelle was forced to watch as another item was produced from the same slot and held up in front of her face for her to see. It too was leather, with a good thick padding, five inches wide at the front and four at the back. Clearly it was meant to force her to tilt her head back and maintain that posture. The collar had four D-rings set around it at the four points of the compass, though they were probably a little redundant. There was a very secure set of locks on the device as well.

She felt one of the android hands lift her hair out of the way, then the collar was put in place. The avatar continued to give her a running commentary of the bloody obvious: “Tightening…. Initiate double security lock.” In a moment it was gently but firmly worked into a rather snug position, and—click…click—permanently locked in place.

Rochelle thought with rising panic that the machine had perhaps somehow miscalculated, because she was finding it very difficult to breath. But then she shifted her head back a little and things felt better. The device’s arms returned their attention to her nipples and pussy. She huffed into her gag in frustration as the stimulation became slower and slower, then suddenly ceased once again, leaving her panting. She was angry, frustrated, and very horny. Only a complete sadist would design a machine to do this to herself, she decided. Then again, Rochelle conceded, she had somehow managed to set the program to its highest setting, so naturally it was going to give her the most frustrating edging imaginable, whether by a professional dominatrix or a computer.

The armature that had held her wrist-cuffs when she had been strappado-ed swivelled around and connected to the back of the posture collar. There would be no escaping from the machine’s dominance. The trap she had accidentally placed herself in was getting increasingly tighter.

On screen, the machine’s avatar began to rummage in the virtual bag again. “Deploying long term session restraint: Selected leg-binders….”

With this announcement, the device brought forth one of a pair of restraints, and held the first item up for its prisoner to look at. Rochelle was quickly forced into a kneeling position, her ankles tucked against her thighs. For a moment, she felt this was was better than having to stand on her tiptoes, which caused her calves to ache. Then the shackle around her right ankle was released, and the device tried to pull the first leg-binder over her doubled up limb. However , it too had been designed for the relatively petite Ty-u. Rochelle grimaced as the machine applied more force, and as her limb slowly slid home.

“Resistance detected…” the avatar announced, and Rochelle barely had time to brace herself before she received another sharp, terrifying slap on her rump, all to punish her for daring to have a body slightly too big to fit comfortably inside the restraints. In any case, the machine had perseverance and an inhuman strength, and Rochelle knew that it was going to damn well fit her leg into the binder.

When her limb had been forced all the way in, a securing strap was cinched under her ankle and around the binder. Then a secondary part of the restraint was applied, a section fitted over her foot that looped over her big toe and the arch of her foot, with a rigid bar linking her foot to the binder. Rochelle would just be able to wiggle her toes a bit. She didn’t resist as the cuff on her left leg was released and her other leg got the same treatment.

The machine chose to make the bindings a bit more snug, seemingly on principle. “Tightening…. Initiate double security lock….” 

Again her ears detected the click…click, and so she was helplessly locked in a kneeling position. The tips of the leg-binders where her knees were located were locked to the sides of the self-bondage machine’s frame, keeping her legs spread humiliatingly wide and her crotch entirely defenceless. Rochelle groaned as the device resumed its ritual of teasing and groping her, and she desperately struggled to get more stimulation. But the device had other ideas, deciding her helpless toes needed a good tickle as well. By the time it had finished with her, she was panting heavily into her gag, her body flushed, her chest heaving, but her soul unfulfilled as her body was left frustrated once again.

Rochelle stared at the screen the projection as it gave her a very sinister look. “Deploying long term session restraint: Selected electrified, toothed nipple-clamps….”

Rochelle tried to scream into her gag in protest, hearing only the distant highly muffled growls of her vocal cords. Her eyes darted around in panic. Okay, she acknowledged, this is incredibly fucking frightening! Indeed, the clamps were designed to look very intimidating, as they were held up in front of her face where she could see them. There was a thin red wire trailing away from each of the clamps and connected to the machinery that made them look really very ominous. Her nipples were already rather sore and sensitive from the ongoing treatment that they had already been subjected to. Now, though, she was genuinely apprehensive, and yet for some strange reason that she could not fathom her nipples were tingling in anticipation. She felt a blush of heat, and a moment later she was thrusting her breasts forwards as much as possible to receive the gift of electrified domination and the kiss of cold, cruel, metal teeth.

What the hell possessed her? It felt like her nipples were caught in a vice. A moment later there was the spike of electricity that stung her flesh. She was astounded at her reaction: she ought to be screaming in agony, not moaning into her gag begging for more. The android hand stroked her head like she had been a good girl.

“Initiate double security lock….”

Click-click…. And Rochelle acknowledged her nipples were not destined to be freed of those clamps. Meanwhile, the other android hands returned to caress and massage her breasts, lightly stroking the tips of her now swollen, distended nipples that were peaking out of the top of the clamps. The damn hand between her legs was working away, cupping her mound, rubbing backwards and forwards, tracing over her helpless body. She imagined herself after twenty-four hours of this: Removed from the arm-binder, her body could be put in a straitjacket, thrown into a padded cell, and her brain would call it a day.

She would go absolutely mad if she didn’t climax very soon. And there was a very large and growing wet stain on the floor of the machine below her agonisingly aroused body.

The machine stopped teasing her and left its prisoner to simmer, readying for the next addition to her escape-proof ensemble. There was a glint in the machine avatar’s eye. “Deploying long term session restraint: Selected corkscrew-deep-boring anal discipline plug.”

To Rochelle, that announcement sounded extraordinarily intimidating—an addition that she would never want to receive. And yet she could feel her pulse racing and her flesh heating up, but whether in fear more than arousal she couldn’t say. She flexed her arms and legs as best she could in their extreme bondage, panicking, and of course made absolutely zero progress in escaping.

One of the android arms held the new device up to her face. It was about a foot-and-a half-long and very thick, but also very flexible. Along its length were fifteen knot-like bulges, each slightly offset from one another, making it look a bit like a sort of corkscrew. Suddenly, behind her, the device moved, and she felt her face turning a  crimson red.

“Applying lubricant….”

There was a spray of something up against her rosebud. And she felt one of the android hands touching her rear entrance. There was a gentle push, and so, slowly, the mechanical finger began massaging the lubricant against her buttocks and into her anus. Rochelle realised, to her confusion, that she was actually shamelessly pushing her buttocks back, thrusting them out to receive more attention.

The android hand slowly slid that one greased finger inside her rectum, up to the last knuckle. In and out in went, again and again, each time adding another squirt of lubricant. Rochelle’s mind was being overcome in another erotic haze as the other robotic hands stimulated her, while the long plug was introduced through her anus and pushed forward up her rectum. The first knot was humiliating and a new experience for her. The second was a little larger, producing more humiliation, but it also felt unbelievably stimulating to be dominated in this way. She was aghast at herself, but also even more turned on, as her remaining freedoms and dignity were stripped from her. It was not so erotic when the third, larger knot pushed against her back passage and couldn’t get the already taut flesh of her sphincter to part. Frankly it was quite painful, and not the slightest bit erotic.

But of course the machine had ways of overcoming the resistance of uncooperative flesh. The projection proudly announced, “Applying spreader….”

A no-nonsense cold steel mechanism took its place behind her and applied a slow but inexorable force to part the entrance to her buttocks further. With a bit of a push and a twist, the plug slid further in and then kept on going. Its progress was slow but relentless, and Rochelle was panting continuously as it sank deeper and deeper into her flesh. She found herself actually trying to twist her body to accommodate the huge shaft, until finally the base of the plug was nestled tightly between the cleft of her ass, its length now embedded in her colon and bowel. The spreader disengaged. allowing her taut buttocks to anchor in place the flexible flange at the end of the plug.

It took her a minute or two—or perhaps much more; she had very little awareness left—to get used to being stuffed like this. Eighteen inches of knobbed intrusion. Then the machine decided to up the ante. There was another wicked smile from the avatar. “Deploying plug…initiate inflation.”
The entire length of the plug filling her rectum and colon was pumped full of air…or water…or something. The result was that it went from uncomfortably dominating to shear mind-breaking punishment as it expanded inside her. Rochelle bit down hard on her gag and moaned—almost shrieked. How was it that she was getting off on the sensation of being stretched, filled, objectified? Rochelle realised that if her gag were suddenly removed she would give voice to a long, deep moan of pleasure, rather than a howl of pain.

Another announcement gave her a moment’s warning. “Initiate double security lock….”

Click-click…. Rochelle felt something else pushed into the base of the plug, and snapped shut, locking the inflated violator in place. For the foreseeable future, she would have no choice but to get used to this intruder. It seemed to be yet one more aspect of the device as it forced her to sit up straight, like a kneeling, well-behaved slave girl should. Once again she submerged into the tantalizing haze of the robotic limbs teasing her erogenous zones.

Then another announcement cut through the fog of arousal surrounding her. “Initiating rolling enema cycle….”

Behind her, a pipe was latched to the exposed end of the plug protruding from her stretched anus, and suddenly her mind recalled the water-feed from the bathroom to the machine that she had found so unusual. The water was warm but not scalding, the volume was immense, and it made its presence felt. It filled her bowel, and after a short time it drained away, Rochelle sighing in relief into her inflated gag—only to have that relief shredded as the slow trickle recommenced, as she was forced to receive another enema. It dawned on her that a ‘rolling enema cycle’ meant a continual fill-and-release activity!

The virtual avatar of the bondage machine looked down at her, smiling, more like grinning. “Deploying long term session restraint…. Selected tease and denial belt with massage function.”

Rochelle felt a pang of dread in her heart. As she watched as best she could, given her bondage and discomfort, the damn machine retrieved one final device to bind her body with—what looked like a steel chastity belt. It, too, was held in front of her face so she could take a good long look at it. The inside of the belt was lined with TENS pads, rubber nodules, and what appeared to be an amazingly narrow Hitachi wand that would simply slip into her pussy. She felt her frustrated arousal rising once again, although she knew deep down that this thing would never, ever let her reach the explosive orgasmic nirvana she now desperately needed. And, as before, the new device turned out to be designed for Ty-u, for a girl much slimmer than Rochelle. On the other hand, it was being held by those four android arms that were now quite determined to make it fit her.

And so Rochelle’s waist was surrounded inside it, with a considerable gap remaining at the back. Then the belt was forced shut, pinching in her waist harshly and giving her a wedgie from hell. She conceded that it would stay locked shut, tight around her intimate regions.

Then the hologram purred at her, “Initiate double security lock.”

Click…click. That dreaded sound again. Rochelle knew to her horror that the belt was there for good, and that there would be no escape from the teasing. As if to consummate the device’s application, the wand locked deep in her vagina sprang to life, and the bound and gagged woman felt close to having a heart attack. The sensations reached deep, so deep inside her, and touched something so primal, so lustful, so profound, she had never imagined it was there. Then the belt switched off, leaving her sobbing into her gag.

The heartless bondage machine went through every possible permutation of its teasing functions. Rochelle was hot, horny, lustful, and of course completely frustrated, all at the same time. She was desperate for a millimetre more of reach, for a second more of stimulation—something that she knew from every experience so far with the device that she would not be getting.

The evil avatar was rubbing its hands together. Foreplay was over, and apparently it was time for the true session to begin. Rochelle felt a rising panic in her body, as the avatar announced in a sing-song voice full of glee, “Formulating program…. Calculating extreme tease and denial, with randomised corporal punishment…. Program completed, initiated in 5…4…3…2—Program halted….”

Rochelle, almost ready to pee in fear, heard the sudden interruptive end of the message and felt that salvation had suddenly arrived, and that for some reason she would be freed. There, standing at the doorway, her jacket in one hand and a couple of bags in the other, was Ty-u! She looked very surprised and quite shocked.

Thank god, Rochelle thought to herself. Her humiliation was over. Ty-u was back to save her from this beastly, monstrous machine. She could kiss the girl…well, if she weren’t gagged. And she could hug her if she weren’t so extraordinarily bound and secured.

Ty-u remained at the doorway for another moment, looking thoughtful. Eventually she pulled over a chair, placed her jacket over the back, and set down the bags she was carrying. Her every movement was careful and deliberate. As she sat down, it became clear that a small remote was in her hand. A menacing look flashed across her eyes, a steely glint, a scowl, and her foot tapped on the carpet. Then she arose, walked over to the device she had built, and stood above Rochelle, who had to crane her neck up. Ty-u waited in front of the bound and gagged Rochelle for a few seconds, her arms crossed, her eyes exploring the contents of her machine.

“Look what you have done, playing with my toys!” Rochelle lowered her gaze, then looked away, ashamed. Next came a rhetorical question, its tone sharp. “What do you have to say for yourself”?

Rochelle, physically prevented from responding, swallowed nervously as best she could around the huge gag occupying her mouth, as she waited for Ty-u to make up her mind what she would do with her. The petite woman certainly didn’t seem to be in any hurry to free the captive, and that was making Rochelle even more nervous. She was blushing, naked, bound, held immobile before her roommate. 

Ty-u reached in and stroked Rochelle’s hair gently. “I’ll tell you what. To teach you a lesson, I’m going to keep you in my little machine until this lock-down ends. My automatic systems can handle your waste, as well as force-feed you the nutritious gruel I have invented. It can even give you a bit of exercise on the rolling track. So that your buttocks stay nice and taut and round. And don’t worry, I’m sure that the current lock-down won’t last too long. I believe the last estimate I noted was only four months.”

Rochelle felt a mix of terror, humiliation, defeat, and acceptance, She was going to be inside the machine for a very long time to come, unless Ty-u was merciful. At the moment, that description did not appear to describe her roommate.

Ty-u pressed a button on the outside of the device. The machine avatar immediately looked down upon Rochelle and grinned. “Program beginning….”

A tiny whimper escaped from around the enormous packing gag that spread Rochelle’s lips. The android arms promptly descended on her body, teasing and stroking her. She felt her attention melt, her mind becoming hazy and fluid as the slowly creeping levels of endorphins and adrenalin overwhelmed her. She was slowly slipping into a trance-like state in harmony with the frustrating rhythms of the machine. A heady, dizzy glow took over, maintained in balance with the tantalizing denial controlled by the machine’s functions. Pain slowly evaporated, and pleasure was there, but held just out of reach, not quite enough for the captive Rochelle to achieve release….

…It could have been one hour later, or it could have been ten, there under the machine’s merciless teasing and frustrating pauses, stops, and restarts. Rochelle couldn’t really keep track of the time. Instead, she marked the minutes by crying and sobbing into her gag in frustration. The stimulation slowly chipped away at her psyche, frustrating and confounding her desires.

Suddenly she realised that Ty-u was standing in front of her. She observed her real-life captor through the device’s frame, now dressed as some sort of fetish schoolgirl, in a rubber school uniform, white and blue with a very tiny skirt. Rubber knee-length socks clung to her petite legs. Shiny four-inch spiked heels gave her a menacing elevation. Her waist was pulled in and her cleavage was well-displayed, straining for release from its own rubber encapsulation. She posed in front of Rochelle with a devious smile on her face and a crop in her hand, and Rochelle quickly realised that the young woman’s overall impression somewhat resembled the avatar on the bondage device.

Ty-u moved behind the machine and pressed a couple of buttons. The machine announced, “Program selected. Deploying seat…initiating oral training mode.”

The side of the machine suddenly opened, and a flat panel took its place in front of Rochelle’s head, which was then forced forward so her chin was resting on the board. Android hands released the lock then removed her pump-gag. Ty-u stepped delicately, agilely, and decorously over the steel board and sat down on it, lifting her rubber miniskirt to reveal to Rochelle’s amazed and astounded eyes that she wore no panties. Ty-u’s crotch was shaven clean, and her labia were pierced by several glinting titanium rings. Rochelle found her head slipping between her mistress’ slender but strongly muscled thighs. She immediately started to enthusiastically lick and nuzzle.

Perhaps, she thought to herself, if she were a good, attentive, loyal slave-girl, and brought her mistress to orgasm. Then she would have one bestowed on her in return. Ty-u set the chastity belt humming on a low setting. She stroked Rochelle’s hair and firmly squeezed her prisoner between her thighs.

“That’s a good girl. You will learn your place, perhaps sooner than later. Working from home is going to be a lot more fun from now on!”

End


