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Ch
apter 1: Interviews


“Excuse me, but is this where the interviews are taking place?  The club door is locked.”

I looked up from the résumé I was reading to see a lady poking her head through the doorway, a nervous expression on her face.

“Come on in, I won’t bite until I get to know you better,” I replied, walking around the counter so I could introduce myself properly.  “My name is Lilith, and I’m one of the owners of both this place and the club next door.”

She smiled weakly at my joke, but stepped the rest of the way through the door.  I had to mentally back up and take stock of her as we shook hands; she was a lot bigger than I first thought.

She was close to six foot tall with what was probably a forty-two double-D chest, and had hands that made mine look like a toddler.  She would’ve been intimidating if she didn’t have the scared look on her face.

“Pleased to meet ya, I’m Nancy Drow.  That’s Drow with an O, not an E.”

“I guess you must get that a lot,” I smiled.

“Enough.”

“Are you here about the modeling job?”

“Me?” she snorted.  “Are you kidding?  No, I’m here about the bartender job.”

“That’s too bad.  I think you have the lines to make a great model for our plus sized items.”

“I think you’re a terrible liar, but I’ll take any compliment when it’s thrown my way.”

“If you’re here for the bartender job, I’m afraid we’ve already filled the full time position, but do have some part time hours available in the club, plus some part-time work in here.  Did you bring a résumé with you?”

She handed me an envelope with her info and I had her take a seat while I flipped through it.  It was actually pretty good… better than the crap I’d been leafing through a few moments earlier.  She had both bartending and retail sales experience, and based on her size, drunken customers would be less likely to mess with her.

“Do you know what kind of club we run?” I asked.  I wanted to make sure this giant mouse knew what she was getting into.

“Yeah, it’s fairly obvious what kind of shop this is, and I stopped by the club last night to see if it was a place I thought I could work at.”

“Well, since I don’t remember anyone running and screaming for the door last night, and you’re here today, I guess we didn’t scare you off.”

“I’ll admit I’m more than a little nervous, but I thought the club seemed liberating and kind of cool.”

“Do you have any allergies to latex?”

“No, but I wouldn’t have to dress up like the waitresses, would I?”

“Not unless you want to, although I admit it would help your chances of getting the job if you did.  We’d like all our staff to fit in with our theme and our clientele.”

“I doubt they make latex clothes my size, but I guess I could wear some leather stuff.”

“You’d be surprised, but we can talk about that later,” I said, making up my mind.  There was something I liked about this girl.  “I’m willing to give you a trial run so we can see if you’ll fit in.  Can you start tonight?”

“I can start right now if you need me.”

“Perfect.  How does ten bucks an hour sound for today, and if we both decide this will work we can work out the details tomorrow.  Street clothes will be fine for tonight.”

“I’m in.  Just show me what you need me to do.”

I had Monica watch the store while I gave her the fifty cent tour, and left her at the bar she’d be working at to see if she could put together a liquor order properly.  I went to the office and watched her work through a security camera.  I think she’d fit in just fine with a little encouragement.  I picked up the phone and dialed my friend Claire.

“Claire?  It’s Lilith here.  Can you come to the club tonight?  I’ve got a little job I need your help with.”

I explained the situation in detail, and was smiling when I hung up.



Ch
apter 2: New Blood


I couldn’t believe I got hired on the spot; maybe my luck was finally changing.  I was determined to do anything and work my ass off for her and the other owners, even if it meant dressing in tight leather.

I’d draw the line at latex, though, and skip all of the Goodyear blimp jokes.  Beautiful women like Miss Chance never seemed to realize not everyone could wear clothes like they could.  It was too bad, because the high quality latex they had here was just amazing.

Well, if I couldn’t wear it at least I’d get to look at it all night.  I loved everything about latex… the look, the way it hugged every curve, even the way it smelled.  I made a mental note not to get too distracted by it all so I wouldn’t screw up my drink orders and wind up getting fired.

I found the bar to be set up pretty close to others I’d worked in, so it only took me a few minutes to get my shit together and figure out what needed to be restocked.  They even had pre-printed inventory forms, so all I needed to do was write the current number by an item and check it against the baseline they set.

It barely took me an hour, and now I didn’t know what to do.  It seemed the doors in here all required a swipe card before they’d open, so I couldn’t even go find someone to ask.  I decided to take a look around the place while I waited.

The décor was rather tasteful considering the nature of the place.  There were pictures coving the walls showing scenes from shows they’d done in the past, interspersed by a variety of BDSM gear.  I think this was the first bar I’d ever seen that didn’t have those tacky neon beer signs hanging everywhere.

The slave cells next to the stage freaked me out a little, but I knew the girls locked in there last night had been both willing and eager to begin their shift.  I stood there for a few minutes and tried to imagine what it’d be like if I was the one chained to the back of the cell.

I found my nipples getting hard, so I quickly moved on in case someone walked in and noticed.  I went back to the bar and started cleaning, even though it was almost spotless already.  Miss Chance came back to check on me a few minutes later.

“I got the list ready, but don’t know where the booze is stored and I can’t open any doors,” I said.

“Leave the list on the counter.  I can’t get you an access card until Laste gets here, but we have bar backs to do the heavy lifting so you don’t have to worry about it.”

She scanned my inventory list and seemed to find it in order.

“This looks good,” she said.  “Do the same for the upstairs bar and make sure you’re ready to serve this woman a glass of champagne when she arrives.”

She showed me a picture of an attractive middle-age woman she called Claire while we waited for the elevator to arrive.  She also warned me to call the lady Mistress Grey at all times, and to be extremely polite to her.

I figured she was an important customer or something, but I knew the drill for dealing with VIPs so I wasn’t worried.  Whenever anyone was around, I was to call her Mistress Lilith, call anyone I didn’t know sir or ma’am, and do anything they asked immediately.

She took me past the bar and into what was obviously a staff room.  There were lockers on the wall, racks filled with the wildest uniforms imaginable, and cheap furniture that didn’t fit in with the public spaces.

“I’ll get you a key for one of the lockers so you can put your purse in there, and you can look through the racks to see if there’s anything you like.  Claire will be doing fittings up here for some of our girls this afternoon, and can take your measurements if you find something you’re comfortable with.”

She scurried off again, leaving me to my thoughts.  I began going through the uniforms, although kinky costumes might have been a more accurate description.  There was no cotton or linen to be found anywhere; it was all leather and latex.

They were all outlandish and sexy, some were downright stupid looking, yet others looked extremely erotic.  I held up a beautiful purple corset with a black lace design worked over the surface and tried to imagine how I’d look wearing something like that.  I felt the familiar tingle start between my legs, and my nipples started getting hard again.

“I don’t think that’ll fit, dear,” Lilith said from the doorway.

I jumped and almost dropped it, feeling like a kid who was caught with her hand in the cookie jar.  I quickly replaced it on the rack and took the locker key from her outstretched hand, hoping my embarrassment wasn’t too obvious.

“I was just looking,” I mumbled.

“No need to feel embarrassed,” she said.  “Come sit for a moment and let me explain something to you.”

We sat on the sofa and she turned to me with a serious expression on her face.

“This isn’t something to be ashamed of or to keep hidden in the back of your closet.  It’s not unclean or unnatural, and everything we do here is completely consensual.  The girls who work up here wear their uniforms proudly, and practically fight for the right to serve.  The bonus money they get for wearing these uniforms helps, but they all genuinely enjoy it.”

I could see that made sense, and nodded for her to continue.

“Be honest with me… if you could wear anything back here, what would it be?”

“The latex stuff,” I replied without thinking.  “But I could never wear it in public… it would make me look like the Michelin man.  I’ll dress up if you want me to, but it should probably be leather so I can hide these love handles.”

“Claire usually travels with a trailer full of inventory when she comes here for business, so we can see if she has something that’ll fit.”

“Don’t go to too much trouble on my account, since this is just my audition night or whatever you want to call it.  I might scare off all your customers.”

“Ok, that’s the last time I want to hear that kind of crap from you,” she said, sounding pissed.  “From one girl to another, let me give you one simple piece of advice; be who you are, and anyone who doesn’t like it can go fuck themselves.”

“That’s easy for you to say, but I’ll try to take your advice.”

“I’ll tell you what.  I only need you here during the fittings, but once your replacement arrives, I’d like you to stay the night up here and just hang out.  I’ll pay you for the whole night and all you have to do is watch and learn.

“Feel free to talk to the other staff, get to know them, and ask any questions that come to mind.  All food and drink is free up here so you can consider dinner to be on me, and if at any time you feel uncomfortable, we can call it off.”

“It sounds like a good deal from my end, and I could sure use the extra money.  How can I refuse?”

“You can’t,” she chuckled.

She patted my shoulder as she stood, and told me to see to the bar.  I went to the bathroom to compose myself a bit and then got to work.  This bar was much smaller than the other one, and everything in it was the absolute best.

There was a lot less beer than I was used to seeing, and one of the coolers probably had about twenty grand worth of champagne.  Even the scotch bottle in the well was twenty-five years old and probably cost a fortune.

The bar was also fully stocked and completely spotless, so I found myself twiddling my thumbs after fifteen minutes of looking around.

Two girls came through a door on the far side, laughing and chatting amiably.  They did a double-take when they saw me, but smiled and scampered over for introductions.  That or maybe they thought I ate the regular bartender and wanted to see if they could save him.

“Hi there,” the first one said.  “I’m Jill and this is Sherri.”

“Pleased to meet you, ma’am.  I’m Nancy, and Mistress Lilith is giving me a trial run as a bartender today.

“Then I guess we’re your new bosses,” Sherri giggled.  “We’re part owners and live next door.”

“Pleased to meet you too, ma’am,” I said, shaking each of their hands.  “Can I get you anything?”

“She’s got you on the clock already?”

I explained the deal we’d worked out, and they gave each other a peculiar look.

“That’s different from our usual hiring and orientation technique, but if that’s what she wants, then that’s fine with me.”

They each took a bottle of water and sat down at the bar.  I asked a few questions and answered a lot more, and we slowly got to know each other.  I also learned a lot about the etiquette I’d be expected to follow if I continued to work here.

More girls arrived for the fitting session, and I started getting self-conscious about my appearance again.  Everyone except me looked like they could be a model, and while my blouse wasn’t anything to be ashamed of, it looked like old dishrags compared to the fancy outfits they all wore.

I didn’t get a chance for more than brief introductions before Mistress Grey and her staff arrived.  I quickly filled a champagne flute for her and put it on a tray.  She seemed to be setting up shop in the center area, so I took it over and figured I’d take drink orders from the rest after serving her.

“Claire, this is Nancy,” Jill said.  “She’ll be replacing George if she works out.”

She nodded at me and took a sip of her drink.  I politely nodded back before taking the rest of the drink orders and hurrying back to the bar.

“Hiya, hon,” a voice said from behind me as I was pouring the drinks.  “Can you zip me up?”

I turned to help the girl with her dress, but was shocked to find what she needed help with was a single glove armbinder.  I’d never touched one before, but it was fairly obvious what I needed to do.

“My name’s Charlie, in case you forgot during the flurry of introductions earlier, and I’m on waitress duty now.  After you finish with the armbinder, I’ll need you to help me with my tray as well.”

It wasn’t a part of the job I was expecting, but I thought it was actually kind of cool.  It was also a lot harder than I thought, since it was rather tight on her, and I had to use one hand to pull her arms together while I worked the zipper with the other.  Once the zipper was all of the way up, I had to tighten the straps as well, but those were a lot easier.

When she turned around, I was shocked to see her fancy French maid outfit left her breasts exposed, and her nipples were standing at attention.  She wiggled a bit to test the fit of the armbinder, seemingly unconcerned at the way it caused her tits to bounce around.

“That’s perfect,” she proclaimed.  “Now quickly help me with the tray, please.  I need to get those drinks delivered five minutes ago.”

One end of the tray connected to rings on the bottom of the corset, but the front side had cords ending in formidable looking clamps.  I had to attach them to her nipples!  I turned bright red from embarrassment, but snapped them in place after a little encouragement from her.

She had me turn one slightly to put it at a better angle and while I felt awkward about groping her tits, I also found myself getting hot again.  Even putting the big ball gag in her mouth and strapping it tight was turning me on. 

I loaded her tray with drinks, and couldn’t help but to stare at her bound arms and tight, latex covered ass as she walked away to deliver the order.  I could feel a little moisture forming between my legs, and needed to go wash up before it soaked into my panties.  Unfortunately, I didn’t get a chance.

“You, the Amazon behind the bar,” Mistress Grey called out.  “You’ll be the toughest to outfit, so I want to start with you.  Get over here and strip.”

I froze like a deer in headlights.  I knew I wasn’t supposed to refuse anything she wanted, but she couldn’t expect me to strip in front of all these strangers, could she?  She obviously recognized the expression on my face since she came over and guided me back into the staff room so I’d have a little privacy.

“Don’t be ashamed, girl, you ain’t got anything we haven’t seen before.  Leave your bra and panties on for now if it makes you feel better, but please hurry up.  I’ve got a lot of work to do, and I need to get those measurements.”

I figured it was either comply or lose my job, so I quickly shed my clothes and stood there as she took measurements from every part of my body.  I’d never had any custom fit clothes before, but it seemed the sheer number of places she measured and inputted into her tablet was overly excessive.

I turned beet red again when she got to my thighs, figuring she could see the wet spot on my panties.  She finished her measurements professionally and without comment, letting me get dressed and back to work as soon as she was finished.

I came out to find all the other girls were standing or sitting completely nude as they took turns getting fitted.  I wished I had the body to be as comfortable in my appearance as they did.  I served some drinks and placed a food order for everyone, but mostly I just stood there watching.

Her staff was soon making non-stop runs to get items from her inventory trailer for the girls, almost all of it in skintight latex.  One box was put next to the bar, but I didn’t know it was for me until my replacement arrived and Mistress Grey had me take it to the back room.

“Lilith told me you’re here on a trial today, so I won’t make any custom items until she’s sure you’re a keeper.  Until then, here are a few stock items that’ll be a close enough fit for you to get a feel for what it’ll be like.”

“I’m still not sure about all this,” I started to say.

“Just give it a try,” she assured me.  “It’s obvious you’re curious, and if I can make a personal observation, I’d suggest you try the latex panties if nothing else.  They feel amazing, and help prevent any unwanted shows of arousal.”

I blushed again… she did
 notice my wet spot earlier.

“You can walk out at any time, but I suggest you at least try it once or you’ll always wonder what it would’ve been like.  Call out if you need any help, and don’t forget to use lots of the silicone lube,” she said as she walked away.

I knew she was right about what I’d feel if I didn’t at least try it, so I took a deep breath and unpacked the box.



Ch
apter 3: Big and Beautiful


I took the box into the bathroom so I could have privacy in case any staff came into the back.  I pulled out three pairs of latex shorts, all of which looked too small for me.  I found they had a fair amount of stretch to them and thought it might just be possible, so I stripped down and rubbed some lube onto my thighs and butt.

The first pair of panties had two dildos attached to the crotch and while curious, I quickly put them aside.  The second pair was plain and simple, so I stepped into them and worked them into place.

They actually did fit, but looking in the mirror I saw I had a huge camel toe on display and thought it would be more embarrassing than the wet spot on my regular panties.  The third pair had a thick rubber patch for the crotch with some nubs on the inside, and while they didn’t look very comfortable, I thought it would at least hide things down there.

I tried them on and found the nubs rubbed my labia and clit whenever I moved.  It was distracting but not unpleasant, so I kept them on and looked at the tops.  The first one I picked up had cut-outs for the nipples, and I quickly returned it to the box.

The second was more like a combination of a pushup bra and a sports bra, and I thought it might work.  Like the panties it was also a little small, but it had front hooks so I was able to eventually fasten it.  I shook my chest and was pleased to see it hold everything in its proper place.

It also made my nipples look like rockets, but I could put my blouse back on overtop to help hide it.  The latex stockings were tough to pull on, but reached right to the top of my legs and both looked and felt amazing.  I could get used to those in a hurry, and it seemed like they’d stay up without garters.

There were some elbow length gloves I thought I could wear as well, but decided to save them for the end so my fingers could stay nimble.  Then I saw the answer to one of my biggest worries; a full face mask.  If it fit, I could wear this getup in public and keep my identity hidden from the crowd.

It wasn’t easy and I almost suffocated myself twice by putting it on crooked, but was happy with the end result.  This wouldn’t be too bad as long as I sat in one of the darker booths.  I was admiring myself in the mirror when I heard a tap on the door.

“Are you ok in there?” Lilith asked.

I gathered my courage and opened the door.  “Well, how bad do I look?”

“I told you to cut that self-depreciation crap out,” she replied.  “I think you look great, and if you trust me with the rest, you’ll look amazing.”

I nodded and stepped out after quickly gathering the unused items scattered around the bathroom.  She gestured for me to put it aside and held up a big girdle.

“This half-corset will get rid of the Michelin man effect you were so worried about earlier.  It’s not boned like a real one, and is actually quite thin.  It’s usually worn underneath a catsuit and can only remove a couple of inches from the waist, but is great for a beginner.”

I’d be willing to try anything if it hid the love handles.  She quickly got it around my waist and had me hold onto a bar fastened to the wall so she could lace it up.  It didn’t take long before my breathing became shallow, and if this was newbie gear, I wondered what a real one would be like.

She ran down the laces four times in total, and while I would’ve been happy to stop after round two, I had to admit it looked spectacular by the time she was done.  We put the gloves on and then she accessorized my outfit with matching blue belt, collar, and shoes.

The shoes had a five inch heel and I was a little wobbly on them, but extra ankle straps gave me enough support to get by, and I didn’t think I’d be walking much tonight anyway.  A thin white latex kimono finished my outfit and was just the thing needed to set everything off perfectly.

I couldn’t stop staring at myself in the mirror.  I was actually dressed head to toe in beautiful latex, and I didn’t feel like an inner tube from an old tractor.  The tingling between my legs started again, and I briefly considered switching to the panties that had the dildos.

“Come, dear,” she said, wrapping an arm around my waist.  “Let’s go take a seat while the place is mostly empty.”

I thought that was a good idea and followed her out.  Mistress Grey had packed up and gone while I changed, and there were already a few customers sitting in their place.  I thought she might make me sit up front with them, but got lucky.  She took me to one of the dark booths I was hoping for and let me sit in the back.

Charlie came by with a tray full of drinks, and I took a glass of the champagne since I’d never been able to afford the high-end stuff before.  It was pretty good, but in my opinion wasn’t worth the two grand per bottle price tag.

I’d wanted this booth for the privacy, but having Mistress Lilith next to me blew that plan apart.  Every new person walking in came by to say hello to her before finding their own seats.  She made sure to introduce me to everyone, although she called me Drew instead of using my real name.

I was grateful for the anonymity, and slowly relaxed and began to enjoy myself.  I even received some genuine compliments, and after a lifetime of being the biggest girl in the room, I knew how to separate the genuine from the polite.

The only problem I had now was the damn panties.  I couldn’t seem to make myself hold still, and every tiny movement sent those damn nubs rubbing over my damn clit.  In short, I was horny as hell and wanted nothing more than to excuse myself and hide in the bathroom for a few minutes so I could take the edge off.

I took another glass of champagne and drank it down quicker than it deserved, hoping to dull the senses a little.  It didn’t really help, but it was worth a shot.  I felt a hand squeeze my thigh to get my attention and she leaned close to me until her mouth was at my ear.

“Here comes Master Laste, the last partner in our club.  Be on your best behavior.”

“Hello, Laste,” she said.  “This is Nancy Drow and I think she’ll be a perfect here.”

“Very pleased to meet you, Nancy,” he said, leaning over the table to kiss my hand.  I almost giggled at the archaic gesture, but suppressed it in time.

“We’ve got a problem and need to talk, Lilith,” he said, sliding into the booth next to me.  “We’re short one girl for tonight’s shows.”

“What happened?  Everything was fine last time I checked.”

“Shelly had a family emergency and won’t be in tonight, and I can’t find a replacement.  We’ll have to cancel the downstairs show.”

“Let me think for a sec,” she replied.

Master Laste complimented me on my outfit and made small talk while she made some phone calls.  She eventually tossed her phone aside in disgust.

“I can’t get anyone to pick up, so we’re screwed… unless…”

“Unless what?”

“If we replace Shelly with Jill as the sub, and you take my place downstairs with Monica, then all we need is one more person to help when we do the dual flogging routine.”

“Are you thinking of asking one of our friends to work on stage for us?  They’re here as customers, not staff, and I won’t ask it of them.”

“What about Nancy here?  A flogger isn’t hard to use, and I could get her up to speed in five minutes or less.”

“Me?” I asked incredulously.  “I can’t go up on stage, I’d die of embarrassment.”

“I think you look amazing, and with your height you fit the role of a dominatrix perfectly.  It would mean a lot to me, and I’d be willing to pay you a thousand bucks cash for simply swinging your arm for a while.”

Her offer made me pause.  A thousand bucks cash would instantly take care of all my overdue bills, and what was the worst that could happen?  I get laughed at… big deal.

“Ok, if you think I’ll actually be a help, then I’ll do it.”

“Thank you,” she said.  She threw her arms around me and gave me a big, sloppy kiss.

“Go to the restroom and fix your makeup or whatever, and meet me backstage in fifteen minutes.”

I jumped at the chance of getting into the bathroom so I could relieve my building tension.  My short, fast steps across the room were a mistake, though, since it made those evil nubs rub over my clit with every step and I came close to cumming before I made it to safety.

I ripped my shorts off as soon as I was inside and rubbed myself to an instant orgasm.  I’d never had such an intense orgasm from masturbating before, and it took me several minutes before I could compose myself enough to clean up and fix my clothes.

To my horror, I found I ripped one side of the panties completely in half; they were ruined.  I considered my options and decided I needed to use the panties with the inserts so I could avoid the ugly camel toe.

They actually slipped into place easier than I expected, and didn’t cause as much of a distraction as those evil pussy rubbing things did.  Even the plug up my bum didn’t hurt like I expected it to.  I fixed myself up as much as I could and rushed out to meet with Lilith since I’d already wasted all my free time.

“We need to hurry,” she said as I came into sight.  “Pull off the kimono so we can wire you up.”

I slid out of it and adjusted the headset mic she thrust at me until it fit comfortably on my head.  She attached the sending unit to the back of my corset, but then pulled it off and grabbed up a different one.

She put the new one in place and plugged my mic in, and also seemed to connect it to the back of my panties.  I didn’t have any time for questions, though, as she tossed the kimono back at me and pulled out some sheets of paper while I put it back on.

“Here’s a standard stage contract,” she said as she furiously began filling in the blanks.  “One thousand dollars cash for one night of stage time.  Once we start, you cannot leave unless it’s a genuine medical emergency or you forfeit the entire amount and incur a five hundred dollar fine.”

That didn’t leave much leeway, but I always started whatever I finished so I wasn’t worried about it.  Besides… if I keeled over dead from fright when I stepped up on stage, then that would be a genuine medical emergency and I’d be off the hook.

She handed me a cat-o-nine tail whip and told me to practice on a manikin for a few minutes while she checked on Jill.  I took a few tentative swipes at the plastic dummy, but didn’t have a clue on how hard I was supposed to really be hitting it.

“You need to use more wrist action, and follow through with the whole arm for maximum effect,” Master Laste said from behind me.

He took the flogger and demonstrated a few times before handing it back to me.  I tried again and found it definitely felt better when I swung and made contact, and the wrist action helped give power to the blow without using as much force.

“Better,” he said.  “You’ll learn the rest as you go, and I can guarantee you’ll know it when you’re doing it right.  Try to relax and enjoy yourself, now get up there.”

I peeked around the edge of the curtain and saw Lilith already on stage with Jill, the girl I met earlier.  She impatiently waved me forward and I took my first step into the spotlight.  I was committed.

“Good evening, friends,” she began.  “I’d like to introduce a very special person.  This is Drew, a new friend of mine who was willing to step up and help me out of a major bind tonight.  She may look like a natural, but this is her first time doing anything like this so please be supportive of her.”

‘Gee… thanks for telling the world I’m a fucking newbie,’ I thought.

“Jill, who was supposed to be my assistant tonight, is now the one who’ll be standing in for Shelly.  For anyone who didn’t hear the announcement, this will be an endurance contest for you all to bet on.  With Jill taking Shelly’s job, new odds are now in place and preliminary bets are all voided.  Please check your tablets for current information and place your new bets now.”

While the crowd was busy, Lilith motioned me over to help secure Jill.  She was standing there wearing only the thinnest of leather thongs, and I could clearly see the bases of a dildo and butt plug protruding around the edges of the leather.  Those things must’ve been massive!

Lilith attached some odd leather cuffs around her wrists and had me hang them over a hook above her head.  She called them suspension cuffs.  There was at least one advantage to my height; I didn’t need to use the stepping stool.

Lilith went to the side and came back with plain cuffs for her ankles, and a four foot long wooden bar.  I watched her put the first cuff on, copying her actions until mine was properly in place.  She put the wooden bar behind Jill’s feet and told me to spread her legs.

I yanked them apart a little harder than I probably should have, but my nerves were still frayed.  I held them in place while she clipped the bar to D-rings on the cuffs.  Jill was now standing on the very tips of her toes, doing a little dance to try and keep her balance centered.

“That was very well done,” she whispered to me.  “Keep it up.”

I thought she was being sarcastic, but someone from the crowd called me out on it, claiming there was no way I was a newbie and the odds needed to be readjusted.  I guess the stunned look on my face was enough to make him change his mind, since he waved off his complaint and went back to working on his tablet.

Lilith stepped over to me while we were waiting and turned off our mics for a moment.  “How uncomfortable would you be with rubbing or groping her once in a while?  Nothing really sexual, just smoothing out the areas you’re flogging, so to speak.  It’ll help her deal with an extended torture session.”

“I guess I could do that,” I said.

“Great.  You might get the occasional instruction through your earpiece, but other than that, use your imagination.  Start slow so she can get used to it, but then hit her anywhere you feel like except for the face, kidneys, and liver.”

I nodded agreement, but wasn’t exactly sure where the liver was located.  I guess someone would tell me if I was fucking up, and shrugged it off.  She told me to begin on the ass since it was the easiest target to learn on.

I pulled the strands through my free hand until I could grab the tips like Lilith did.  At a nod from her, I let loose with my first real swipe.  She did the same, and the sounds from our combined blows were indistinguishable.

After a few minutes I began to gain some confidence, and tried to add a little flair to my swings.  The crowd immediately noticed the change and called out their encouragement.  I lost that rhythm on my very next swing when I felt the dildo spreading my pussy lips come to life.

“We reward success, but punish errors,” a voice in my ear said a second before a searing jolt shot up my bum.

I started swinging again and quickly got back into the proper rhythm.  My ass stopped getting electrocuted as soon as I did, and the vibrator came back to life.  The stimulation made me very horny and very nervous, but was infinitely preferable to having the power pole in my ass going off.

I paused again a few minutes later when Jill started uncontrollably thrashing and shrieking.  I thought we’d hurt her too bad, but it wasn’t that; she was having an orgasm!  I resumed hitting her again before I got zapped, and on impulse, aimed a few swats between her legs.

It seemed to drive her into a second, more powerful orgasm, and I got another compliment with a corresponding increase in the power of my vibrator.  I tried to catch Lilith’s eye and shake my head, but she just smiled at me for a second before her eyes rolled up in her head and she fell twitching to the floor in the throes of her own pleasure.

Even if I wanted to pay the penalty, I knew there was no way I’d be able to even make it off the stage now, so I succumbed to the inevitable.  I came with a throaty growl, and wrapped my arms around Jill to keep my balance.

I’d never had more than one orgasm in a single day before, and expected this new one to wipe me out but boy, was I ever wrong.  Once I could stand properly again, I unclenched my hands from Jill’s titties and resumed flogging with a new vigor.

To the delight of the crowd, I started getting creative and tried new things as I got used to the little whip.  I got the best reaction when I hit her on the sides of her chest and the ends wrapped around her body to snap on her tits.

Lilith finally got to her feet and apologized to the crowd for losing control so badly.  Apparently this show wasn’t like any done before and it made me feel better about ad-libbing.  I heard Jill’s grunts and gasps start turning into moans, and figured she was getting close again.

I switched back to hitting her between the legs, but this time I used the tittie whip technique and let just the ends of the flogger whip between her legs to strike her snatch.  She came again, and I briefly thought she passed out at the end since she was hanging completely limp.

Only her constant moans and slight grinding of the hips let me know she was not only alive, but very much into the scene.  Lilith and I switched sides, or rather spun Jill through a one eighty and now I got a chance to work on her titties in the same figure eight pattern I started the night off with on her ass.

The slack jawed expression on her face was like nothing I’d ever seen before, and now I knew what people meant by the expression ‘cum-drunk’.  Jill was beyond pain right now, and living in her own little world of ecstasy.

I wasn’t far behind, and the very thought of what she was experiencing was enough to send me crashing into another violent orgasm that was so far outside my experience, it might as well have been on the moon.

I fell to my knees and grabbed onto Jill’s body to keep from going all the way to the floor.  I hung there for close to a minute before I realized my nose was pressed hard against her snatch.  I quickly got to my feet and hoped I didn’t look as red with embarrassment as I felt.

I almost felt like crying, and started whipping her tits harder than before due to the emotions rolling over me.  I could still smell her arousal with every breath I took, and knew her juices were covering my face after my little accident.

Both of them started cumming again, and I barely knew what to do.  I felt so embarrassed about cumming in front of people who I’d be expecting to serve drinks to, that I knew I couldn’t keep working here.  I’d be a laughing stock.

Then I had an epiphany.

They didn’t seem to be laughing at me and they didn’t consider any of this to be unnatural, so maybe I just needed to expand my horizons.  If the cheers and comments from the crowd were to be believed, they were actually accepting me as one of their own.

They didn’t look at me as some fat ugly freak, but simply as someone who was doing a job, and doing it well.  Could I actually dare to think I might be able to fit in?  Since I was already swimming in the basement of an outhouse as far as my modesty went, I decided to try something outlandish.

As soon as I started cumming again, I let go of the flogger and dropped to my knees, burying my face in her crotch as deep as possible with her thong and inserts.  I reached around behind her and began slapping her ass with both hands as hard as I could.

Each slap pushed her cunt into my face, and after a dozen hits like that, she came in an explosive torrent, her juices gushing out and practically drowning me with the sheer volume of it.  I didn’t think things would ever arrange themselves like this again, so I burned the memory into my mind, content I’d be able to walk away from the night with the memory of a lifetime.

My vibrator shut off, but I didn’t have the energy to get to my feet yet.  I could only kneel there with my face in her groin, my body twitching with the aftershocks still shooting out from my groin.  Eventually they died down and Lilith helped me to my feet.

The crowd was on their feet, cheering and clapping for my epic debut performance.  Apparently by making her squirt, I’d ended the contest and come out on top.  People were already shouting out demands for a repeat performance next week.

I leaned on Lilith enough to make her knees buckle a bit, but she helped me off stage and guided me into a big fluffy chair where I flopped down, completely spent.  Charlie came over and knelt by my side, her tray containing a big glass of water and two glasses of champagne.

I guzzled the water and sat there trying to make sense of the night, but not making much progress.  Lilith rejoined me and sat on the arm of the chair, giving me a big kiss on the lips before picking up the flutes and handing one to me.

“That was simply amazing,” she said, clinking our glasses together.  “A performance like that is rare from an expert and unheard of from a rookie.  How on earth did you know to do the things you did?”

“I just did what felt right at the moment.  By the way, I’m still debating kicking your ass for pulling that vibrator stunt on me.  That wasn’t part of the deal.”

“Hey, you put the equipment on yourself, all I did was make use of it.  Don’t put them on next time if you don’t want to have any fun.”

“Next time?” I asked, incredulously.  “Are you crazy?  I can’t show my face up there again after that disgrace.”

“You just don’t get it, do you,” she said in disgust.  “Take a look at the video of us up there tonight, and tell me it was a disgrace.”

She pulled our performance up on her tablet and sat on my lap, forcing me to either watch it or dump her on her face.  The face came close to winning out, but after a minute, I began to see her point.

If I hadn’t just lived through it, I wouldn’t have known it was me up there.  I looked confident, competent, and most wondrous of all, beautiful.

“How is that possible,” I finally asked.  “That doesn’t look like me.”

“It’s you all right; you just need to get over yourself.  Chubby doesn’t mean ugly, and tall doesn’t mean freak.  You’re a beautiful woman, and I hope you stay with me… I mean us for a very long time.”

“C’mon,” she said, jumping to her feet and dragging me up by my hand.  “Let’s go meet the crowd and see if anyone proves me wrong.”

We emerged from behind the stage to an absolute roar of approval from the crowd.  I automatically straightened my back and tried to look elegant, but then remembered I had Jill’s drying cum plastered over my whole face.

‘So much for grandeur,’ I thought.

Everyone wanted to talk to me, several wanted to take pictures with me, and a few even propositioned me.  In short, they accepted me.  The last of my worry faded away and I joined the group with a lighter heart.  These people were all my friends now, and I loved them for it.

It was the strangest journey imaginable, but I’d found a new home.  Everything was perfect until I felt my vibrator start up with enough power to rattle my bones.  As soon as I made eye contact with Lilith I saw her toss the remote over the edge of the balcony and wave goodbye.

Oh shit!
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