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Ch
apter 1: My Kinky Boss


I came awake in a panic, not remembering where I was at first.  The long blonde hair tickling my nipples and keeping them erect engaged my brain enough to make me remember I spent the night with Mistress Lilith.

I slowly and carefully slid out of bed so I wouldn’t wake her… not an easy feat when you’re as big as I am.  Especially when a pressing need to pee urges extreme haste.  I managed to make it both out of bed and into the bathroom without waking her, but both were close calls.

My clothes were downstairs in the fetish shop change room, so all I could do was throw on a bathrobe for now.  I considered going back to bed, but my stomach was demanding attention; I’d burned a metric fuck-ton of calories yesterday and badly needed to refuel.

I decided to raid the kitchen and see if I couldn’t find something to fill the hole… a horse would do, or maybe a pair of cows.  I was really, really hungry.  There wasn’t a lot of food in the fridge, and I seemed to remember something about them eating most meals from the Argentum Seges
 kitchen.

I’d kill for a burger and salad right now, but the chef probably wasn’t in yet, I had no way of finding out, and for that matter, I couldn’t even use the elevator without my access card.  I made do with cereal, some strawberries, and some industrial strength coffee that brewed while I ate.

“It smells like someone around here finally figured out how to brew some real coffee,” Sherri said, walking into the kitchen and grabbing a mug.

I almost choked on my mouthful of food when she came into view; completely bare-ass naked.

“I hear you had a … umm… interesting photo shoot yesterday,” she coyly said.

I thought I saw a smirk on her face, but she hid it behind the coffee cup before I could tell for sure.  I’m pretty sure my face turned redder than the strawberries I was eating.

“Hey, I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” she quickly apologized.  “It’s just that Lilith hasn’t had someone share her bed in ages and we were all talking about it last night.  Neither one of you made it out to the club floor either… and she always makes at least a brief appearance.”

I was still off balance and didn’t know how to respond.  I wrapped my robe tighter around my body and tried to think of something clever to say.  ‘Do you come here often’ was on the tip of my tongue, but luckily my higher brain functions intervened in time.

“I’m sorry.  I didn’t realize you all shared the same common space up here.  I’ve never been in the apartment side before.”

“No, I’m the one who should be sorry,” she said, instantly contrite.  “I’m sitting here in my all-together, beating you up before you’ve even had a chance to soak some caffeine into the system.  Let me go grab my robe so we’ll at least be on an even footing.”

She jumped up and ran through a set of double doors two places down from Lilith’s bedroom, giving me the time I needed to regroup.  If double doors indicated a bedroom, then it meant there were five separate bedrooms up here.  Why hadn’t I figured that out from talking with the girls over the last few weeks?  I guess I’m a little slow sometimes.

She came back a few minutes later wearing the promised robe, practically dragging Jill along with her.  They both began grilling me with questions like a pair of school girls looking for juicy gossip.  I could barely keep up with the deluge and felt lost.

Salvation briefly came when Monica stepped out of the elevator carrying several large bags that smelled delicious.  She had bagels and muffins and a big fruit platter which she quickly laid out on the table.  After she laid it out for us she went and knocked on Lilith’s bedroom door, opening it a crack and announcing that breakfast was here.

Jill joined Sherri in grilling me about last night’s events as well, meaning I couldn’t even get a bite of food in between their questions.  Lilith finally emerged from her room wearing a thin white kimono and saved the day.

“Knock it off you two,” she said, as she sat down next to me.  “At least let us wake up before you begin your inquisition.”

They both looked contrite and shut up long enough for everyone to finish breakfast.  Monica disappeared while we ate, and came back with a bag containing my clothes from last night.  I felt relieved, and quickly excused myself so I could shower and change.

Once I was clean, I felt a thousand percent better.  I opened the bag to get dressed, and had a moment of shock as I saw it contained my new fetish gear instead of the street clothes I was expecting.

I could also smell oranges, which meant she’d taken the time to clean them with the powerful disinfectant cleaner they used in the club.  That meant she knew what state they were in before picking them up off the floor after our impromptu bondage session and orgy.

Not having any choice other than the skimpy robe, I started to put on the tight latex clothes she brought, determined to put my best foot forward.  I also determined Monica was either very evil or had an incredible sense of humor.  Only part of the bags contents were what I’d worn last night.

Both the bra and the panties she selected for me were the ones with the nubs inside that stimulated me without mercy whenever I moved.  She probably thought it was funny as hell, but it could’ve been worse; she could have selected the bra that left my nipples exposed or the panties with built-in dildos.

My thigh-high stockings were the same, as were the knee-high boots with five-inch heels.  The corset was the same half-cup model, but a deep cobalt color instead of the black one I wore yesterday.  The mask, gags, cuffs, and other toys were also included at the bottom of the bag, but I quickly passed them over.

I fastened the front busks on the corset and ignored the laces for now.  I held it in place with the belt from the robe I was wearing earlier, and put on a kimono like the one Lilith was wearing.  I felt a little better now that I was wearing something, and stepped out to rejoin the girls.

I heard the conversation grind to a halt as soon as I stepped out of the bedroom, and knew they’d been talking about me while I was gone.  I had a lump in my throat, but held my head high and rejoined them in the kitchen.

Lilith stood and wrapped her arms around me, giving me a tight bear hug and a quick peck on the cheek.

“You look wonderful,” she said.  “But not perfect… let me help you with that.”

She pulled off my kimono and the belt as well so she could work on the corset laces.  She either didn’t pull them as tight today, or I’d gotten used to it a bit after yesterday’s extreme session.  It almost felt like she was girding me in armor before some epic medieval battle, and I felt some confidence return by the time she’d finished.

“There,” she said in satisfaction, pulling my head down so she could give me a proper kiss.  “All better now.”

I blushed again, but quickly took my seat again, hoping my flushed skin would look like it was a result of the freshly tightened corset.  I doubted I could fool these girls, but one can always hope.  At least they didn’t tease me about it.

I was feeling pretty good about things by the time our brunch broke up and I had to go to work.  Monica recoded my access card so I could use the apartment elevator and private club door, so going to work meant it took me two whole minutes.  It sure beat the shit out of the cross town bus.



Ch
apter 2: Suspicions


“It’s been a month now since Lilith fell for Nancy, and I’m starting to get worried,” I said, opening my meeting with the girls.

“Worried, Laste?” Jill asked.  “It’s been so long since Lilith had either a partner or a personal slave, the rest of us have been happy for her.”

“No kidding,” Sherri agreed.  “What’s there to worry about?  It’s obvious they’re in love.”

“Well, let’s see.  Since she’s started here she got a huge raise, made more bonus money than almost anyone, got about twenty grand worth of custom clothes for free, and now she has one of Lilith’s cars.  The two of them also don’t socialize with our VIP customers, and that hurts business.”

“You think Nancy is a leech or something?”

“Something,” I agreed.  “She’s also one of the few staff to have an access card without any restrictions.  Small but valuable items have been going missing from inventory over this last month.  The thefts started just a few days after we recoded her card, and now money is going missing as well.”

“So how do we find out for sure if Nancy is bad news?”

“I thought up a little test for her.  If Nancy truly loves Lilith as much as she claims, then she would do anything to keep Lilith safe and out of harm’s way, right?”

“True.”

“Then here’s what we’re going to do.”

***

“What’s this?” Lilith asked, looking at the package I put in front of her.

“It’s a new version of the catsuit for the Ultimate Bondage Device,” I said.  “I need to test all of the sensors and e-Stim electrodes, but neither Sherri nor Jill showed up.  You’re the same size, so I was hoping you could help me with a quick calibration run.”

“I don’t really feel like getting the shit shocked out of me today, can’t it wait?  I want to finish this paperwork so I can go upstairs.”

“It’s strictly a low power test.  Nothing over ten percent, no bondage needed, no hood to mess up your hair or makeup, and you wouldn’t even need to insert the toys.  Can’t you spare fifteen minutes to help?”

“Fine,” she sighed.  “Let me go change.”

“Great,” I said.  “I’ve got gear my in the back and will wait for you there.”

The UBD catsuit was heavily reinforced at the ankles, wrists, and other strategic places to allow for the built-in D-rings so it took her a while to get into it, and I had to close the back for her.  Everything else was ready, so all I needed to do was connect the wiring harness to her suit and have her sit in the comfy barber chair I put out for the test.

I’m told the low power pulses in the suit are akin to a sensual massage, and that was one of the reasons I picked the bullshit reasons I did.  After a few minutes, she’d be nice and relaxed.  Another reason was all of those strategically placed D-rings; we could trap her in mere seconds.

“This is lovely, Laste,” she purred.  “It feels like I have a thousand fingers running over my body at the same time.”

“It seems we’re two or three short from that thousand,” I said with a frown.  “A couple of them aren’t reading right and I’ll need to find out which ones they are.  Try and stay still while I track down the faulty pieces.”

“Take your time.”

I went over with a handheld test meter and began checking the connection points throughout the suit.  I actually didn’t even turn the meter on, but it gave me a good excuse to touch her limbs, and quietly slip the D-rings into waiting carabineer clips.

I managed to get both wrists and one ankle locked down before she noticed something was wrong.

“Hey!” she exclaimed.  “What the hell are you doing?”

“Just relax,” I said, grabbing the last leg and locking it down.  “This’ll all be over before you know it.”

“Let me go you bastard, I don’t have time for this shit.”

I was actually the one who didn’t have time for this shit, since I had to get upstairs and tend to Nancy.  Lilith’s thrashing and screaming was becoming annoying, so I went with my backup plan.

I walked around behind her head and pulled out the plastic baggie I’d filled earlier with a chloroform soaked rag.  I waited until she’d finished yelling at me and was about to take a deep breath to resume her diatribe.  I covered her mouth and nose just as she began that breath.

Her eyes went wide in shock as she realized what I was doing, but it was already too late.  It might take a minute, but that first deep lungful of tainted air sealed her fate.  Her eyes were already beginning to glaze over and lose focus.

She was still flailing her arms and legs at the limit of the bindings, but without as much purpose now.  More breaths, and now she was having trouble keeping her eyes open.  She mostly stopped flailing her arms now, except for the odd weak flop one way or another.

Her shouting was reduced to pathetic little whimpers and I knew she was close.  Another breath and I saw her eyes begin rolling up in her head.  Her eyelids fluttered a few times and then went shut as the powerful fumes took away the last of her consciousness.

I held the rag in place for a few more breaths to make sure she was truly out of it and then got to work adjusting her situation into something more appropriate for tonight’s real
 test.  I finished as quickly as I could and rushed upstairs… it was time to slay a giant.

***

Charlie was standing at the bar and chatting with Nancy when I stepped out of the elevator.

“Where’s everyone else?” I asked.

“We’re the only ones here, sir,” Charlie replied.

“Damn.  I need to calibrate the oxygen flow rate on my new equipment, and Sherri and Lisa were going to help me.”

“I’m sorry, but I haven’t seen them all day.”

“Since you look bored, can you help me get started?  I have a long day ahead of me and need to get busy.”

“Sure, what do I need to do?”

“Just sit in the dentist chair and breathe normally while I adjust the flow and check the fittings, hoses, and mask for leaks.”

She quickly agreed, but probably because we had her wearing ballet boots today and she wanted to get off those eight inch heels for a few minutes.  I’d truly be running only oxygen with Charlie, since she wasn’t my target.  She was only a decoy to put Nancy at ease.

I took my time and then sent her to the bar to get me a scotch once I’d finished.  I pretended to call Lisa (who I knew was out of town today) and swore loudly when I couldn’t reach her.

“Dammit, I needed Lisa for this.  She’s the smallest girl we have, and I really needed to test with two wildly different body sizes.”

“I’m not doing anything at the moment,” Nancy said.  “If medium and small works, would medium and large do?”

“Hmm,” I said, pretending to think about it.  “It’s worth a try.  Come on over and hop in the chair.”

She lay back and made herself comfortable, putting on the mask herself as soon as I had the oxygen flowing.  I let it run for a minute while I adjusted the flow to make sure the breather bag was correctly inflating, and then added fifteen percent nitrous oxide to the mix.  I wanted to start slow so I wouldn’t make her suspicious.

“I’m going to add a few drops of perfume into the rebreather bag so I can sniff around for leaks.  Can you smell it?” I asked.

She nodded her head at the same time I bumped the nitrous to thirty percent.  It takes about thirty seconds for nitrous oxide to hit someone, and I watched the clock.  Right at thirty I cranked the flow up to seventy percent and casually walked over to her.

I could tell the first little hit was beginning to take effect, and with maximum flow on the nitrous, she’d soon be out of it.  I stood over her in case she tried to bolt, pretending to check the seal on the mask.

I could instantly tell when the high concentration took effect.  Her head lolled to the side and her eyes completely lost focus.  I could see her mouth hanging slack through the translucent mask, and one arm fell limply to her side.  I quickly strapped her arms and legs down so I could reduce the nitrous flow without worrying about her getting away.

“Go get Monica for me and take her place in the store,” I told Charlie.

She scurried off and I went to our apartment door.  I banged on it three times and Jill and Sherri came out from where they’d been waiting.

“Let’s get this show on the road,” I told them, moving back to our slumbering giant.  “It’s time for the test.”



Ch
apter 3: The Test


“What happened?” I tried to ask as I slowly woke up.

I only got to try, since I had a large ring gag wedged behind my teeth and all that came out was a weak mumble.  I also tried to sit up, but found myself stuck to the chair.  A bit of struggling told me I was securely held in place at my wrists, elbows, feet, and knees.  What the hell was going on?

I was still groggy, but knew this wasn’t what Laste said he needed me to do.  I felt a buzzing invade my crotch, and realized I was plugged both front and back now.  As the vibrations helped clear the cobwebs, I realized I was very
 full down there.  I’d kill him for this stunt… once I got out of it.

“I see you’re finally awake now,” Monica said.  “I told him he was using too much chloroform, but does anyone ever listen to me?  Nope.  Anyway, I’m sure you’re wondering what’s going on.”

She paused to make sure I was able to understand her, and continued after my nod.

“Someone’s been stealing from us, and Laste is sure it’s Nancy.  He’s going to torture the truth out of her, and we needed you out of the way since she seems to have suckered you completely in.”

I immediately started to struggle, shake my head, and shout in denial.  Nancy was no thief.

“On the odd chance you really do care for her, we’re going to give you a chance to reduce her torture.  There’s a button next to each of your hands.  The one on the right will remove power from her electric shocks and transfer it randomly to either your vibrator or your e-stim butt plug.

“The one on the left is for when you can’t take it anymore or you finally agree she’s guilty.  It’ll dump all of your power back into her system.  Every ten minutes the system will give a string of a hundred shocks to her, and you have to decide if you want to either take it for her, or let her suffer.”

She couldn’t be serious, could she?  She pressed a remote and the screen behind her came to life showing Nancy strapped down in a dentist chair, twitching and thrashing.  There was also a countdown showing four seconds left.

As soon as the countdown hit zero, I saw Nancy scream in agony.  I immediately pressed the right hand button and felt my vibrator climb to full speed.  This was a fucked up game Laste was playing, but it seemed like I had no choice.  I watched the countdown start anew and shuddered as the buzzing toy forced my first orgasm out of me.

***

“See, Nancy,” Laste said.  “Look at her thrash around in pain.  That’s what we do to someone who embezzles money from our company.”

“She wouldn’t steal a dime,” I spat, once I’d recovered from my orgasm enough to talk.  “This is fucked up and I demand you let us go.”

“One way or another we’ll get the truth.  We think you were in on her scheme, so here’s what we’re going to do.  We’re going to let you take some of the juice away from her if you feel like preventing us from completely frying her.

“Every time you hit a button you’ll take some of the power out of her system.  The right hand button will shock you for ten minutes and the left hand will power up all three of your vibrators for ten minutes.

“It may sound like as easy choice, but this could go on all night, and I’m not sure you can handle being stimulated at pussy, clit, and ass for eight or ten hours straight without either passing out or losing your mind.”

Was this fucker serious?  I’d kill him once I got out of here.

“If you’re having trouble keeping up, we may allow you some alternate way of reducing her power, but only if you beg nicely.  If you see the power meter on the right hand side of the screen hit a hundred percent, you can kiss your lover goodbye.”

I heard a faint ‘ding’, saw the countdown timer hit zero and the power meter jump up from fifty to sixty percent.  A few seconds later I saw Lilith start to convulse again, and I immediately hit both buttons so she’d get a break next round.

The shocks weren’t actually as bad as I expected, although they did make my muscles twitch in an involuntary reaction.  I barely noticed them over the sensations the three toys were causing me.  I came within the first few minutes, and then a second time just as the countdown hit again.

I almost missed seeing the countdown reset due the fireworks going off behind my eyes, but I managed to hit both buttons in time, sending me rocketing into a second ten minute cycle.  I came again right when the countdown hit zero, and missed my chance to press the buttons.

I wondered if they were somehow timing my orgasms to coincide with the ten minute cycle in order to make it more difficult for me.  With Master Laste’s skills, it was entirely possible.

I could see Lilith’s suffering increase by a large amount, and vowed to get her power levels back down as fast as I could.  Laste was right, though; I might not be able to handle these things running at warp speed all night, and I’d already missed once because of them.

The brief respite I’d get from missing the mark would help in the long run, but now Lilith was hurting more.  He mentioned alternatives to the shock-and-vibe treatment, and I wondered what he meant.

“Please, Master Laste,” I shouted.  “Please torture me and use me as you see fit for your pleasure.”

“I wonder where I should start… do you have any suggestions?”

I thought for a brief moment on what might give him a good incentive to remove a large amount from the progress bar.

“My tits are open and available.  Please torture them in exchange for reducing Lilith’s power level.”

“What a wonderful suggestion,” he said.  “Since you asked so nicely, I think I’ll reduce the power by five percent.”

He took some rubber ankle cuffs from Jill and leaned over my chest.  I was only confused for a brief moment; he actually managed to wrap them around my tits, causing them to painfully poke straight up from my chest.  They started turning purple almost instantly from the harsh constriction.

He pulled the electrodes off my nipples and ran the tip of his crop over each one in turn before lashing down on them with ten quick blows.  My eyes were closed from the pain, but I heard that faint ding and pressed both buttons.  He tried to make me miss the countdown again and almost succeeded.

Of course, now it meant the vibrators were all back up to full speed, and I was back on the orgasm express.  Now that I was aware he was cheating, I could feel the vibrations changing through the next ten minutes and knew I’d only have to worry about the button when my next orgasm arrived.

He was definitely keeping me hovering on the edge until the timer was about to run out.  He also didn’t stop beating my tits, and all the blows were beginning to add up.  I saw ten seconds left on the countdown and tried to brace myself for the next distraction.

He began lashing my nipples at the same time as my orgasm hit, and I fumbled with the right hand button.  By the time I got it back in my hand, it was too late.  Lilith’s power was back up and I needed to up the ante again.

“Surely the good Master would like to use my body for more pleasure?  I beg of you… please take me in any hole you find pleasing.”

I thought it was a stroke of genius on my part if he bought it.  Having his huge pecker up my butt wouldn’t be pleasant, but it couldn’t be as bad as the football they had lodged up there now.  And if he chose to fuck my pussy, then I’d get a break from the powerful vibrations.  Unfortunately, I forgot about my mouth.

He removed his pants, revealing a monstrous cock.  He then lowered the chair until it was almost flat and crawled over my head.

“Don’t even think of biting, or I turn everything up to a hundred percent and leave you both to fry,” he warned as he slipped it inside my mouth.

My idea had totally backfired.  Not only was the screen not in view now, but I had to deal with his massive hard-on ramming down my throat, causing me to choke and gag with every thrust.  It took all of my concentration to get ready to hit the buttons in time, but I used my impending orgasm as my timer.  My plan wasn’t the only one backfiring!

He kept fucking my face for the entire next cycle, and at the end he plunged deep into my throat and stayed there as he shot his load.  Even though I started cumming myself, I couldn’t breathe with his dick down my throat and I missed the timer this time.

He climbed off me and I was able to raise my head enough to see Lilith’s power sitting at seventy percent!  How did it get so high?  Was he cheating, or did I miss something.  She was straining mightily at her bonds, and I knew I had to act fast.

“Surely a great and generous Master wouldn’t want his assistant to miss out on the fun.  I would give her much satisfaction if it pleases you.”

“What a wonderful idea, but make sure you take less than ten minutes to bring her off, or you’ll receive another penalty like you did with me.”

So that’s why the power level was so high.  This would be trickier than I thought.

Jill climbed aboard and had Master Laste raise the chair slightly until my face was pressed tight into her snatch.  I immediately started sucking on her clit and flicking my tongue over the tip.  I managed to hear the ding this time and press both buttons in time.

It meant I had new distractions to deal with, but Jill exploded into a violent orgasm a moment later and I knew I won that round.  She climbed off but was soon replaced by Sherri.  Damn, I didn’t realize she was up here as well.

She waited for the next cycle to begin before lowering her pussy to my face, and I quickly got busy.  My tongue was a little tired after working Jill at the furious pace I set so I could beat the timer, and I also had the shocks and vibrations to deal with this time which definitely didn’t help matters any.

I wasn’t exactly sure how much time I had left, but I was hovering on the edge again and knew I didn’t have long.  Sherri was moaning and grinding her hips into my face and I knew she was close.  Unfortunately, I was closer.

I started cumming again, but this time I lost it.  This orgasm racked through my whole body, causing me to gush a veritable river out of my pussy, and almost making me black out from the sheer power of it.

By the time I recovered, I realized I’d stopped licking and missed both the timer and my chance to hit the buttons.  I finished Sherri off a moment later, cursing at my lack of control.  When I could see the screen again, I saw the power was at eighty percent and Lilith looked to be in dire straits.

Her whole body was covered in sweat and she barely had enough energy left to struggle in her bonds.  Only her constantly twitching and writhing body betrayed her torment.  My extra efforts all backfired on me, so I gripped my buttons harder and vowed not to miss any more cycles.

By missing the buttons last round, I actually recovered enough to get my second wind, so to speak.  I hit the next round without a problem, and the next two as well.  Each new orgasm was an even mixture of both pleasure and pain, but I endured and got Lilith’s levels down to sixty percent.

I started whispering encouraging words to her, even though I knew she couldn’t hear me.  It helped keep me focused.  Another tortuous orgasm was ripped out of me as the timer hit zero, but I managed to hit the buttons again and went another round.

I lost track after that, but I kept hitting the buttons and endured each new orgasm as best as I could.  I was rapidly running out of strength, and knew I couldn’t possibly last more than another few cycles.  Poor Lilith… I hope Master Laste burns in hell for doing this to her.

My next orgasm was another over the top squirting affair, and it took a moment to realize I heard another ding.  I just barely hit the buttons in time.  I tried to see how Lilith was doing, but didn’t have the energy to raise my head up enough.

I probably couldn’t have seen it well enough to make out any details anyway, since I couldn’t make my eyes focus anymore and the room itself seemed to be all in shades of grey.  My next orgasm was another massive one, possibly the strongest yet.

Wave after wave of pleasure coursed through my body and I couldn’t stop cumming.  It went on and on for what felt like forever, until the room went away, leaving me alone in never-never land.

***

“How’s she doing?” I asked, concerned we might have pushed her too far.

“She seems ok, just completely exhausted.”

“Monica,” I said into my mic.  “How’s Lilith doing?”

“She’s holding up fine, although I don’t think she could’ve handled many more orgasms.  She fell asleep as soon as we shut the system down.”

“How did it look down there?”

“It looked pretty good.  Even though I knew the plan, it still looked like you were torturing the hell out of her.”

“So she didn’t suspect she was doing everything to herself?”

“Lilith didn’t have a clue down here, what about you?”

“Nancy worked her ass off to keep Lilith from ‘frying’,” I chuckled.  “She gave herself almost non-stop orgasms and shocks, just to keep the bullshit meter in check.”

“So you think she’s completely converted to our way of life, and truly loves Lilith?”

“I think so, and after we explain we only did this test because we all care so much for Lilith’s happiness, she may even refrain from stomping the living shit out of us.”

“I sure hope so.  I think I can smooth things over with Lilith, but Nancy’s your problem.”

“That’s not a very good attitude, coming from a slave.”

“Maybe not,” she chuckled.  “But I’m down here watching Lilith and you’re up there with the primary shit stomper.”

“True.  I’ll welcome her to the inner circle after she recovers, and worst case scenario, I think I can run faster than Jill and Sherri.”

“Master is wise,” she said with a wink.

I hoped so; in reality, I really couldn’t run very fast at all.

###
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