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1: Red

Charlotte’s heart beat faster as the woman entered the coffee shop. She stole glances, pretending she was engrossed in something on her laptop.

As always, the woman was dressed all in red. Today, she wore ankle high boots that gleamed, the stiletto heels were astonishingly high – Charlotte guessed they were at least five inches. How she walked so effortlessly in them awed Charlotte. Her legs were sheathed in leather leggings that looked like they were painted on, showing the toned muscles underneath. A cropped biker jacket was partially zipped up, concealing her breasts, underneath which could be seen a narrow waist visible through stretchy fishnet. Tonight, her fire engine red hair was tied in a double pony tail, one to each side of her head, the ends of which covered her shoulders.

Ever since Charlotte had first seen her, she couldn’t get the woman out of her head. That had been a little over two weeks ago, here in the same coffee shop. Charlotte had been there with some friends from the university. Those friends had been contemptuous of the woman and her provocatively dressed acquaintances that occupied the table right at the front, against the big window. In fact, more than contemptuous, they were vitriolic in their hatred and spite. Charlotte didn’t rush to judgement. Who knew what life experiences and circumstances had led to the women being who they were now, in this place and time? Who was she to judge others, especially without any knowledge or context? She found herself alienated from her friends, something that seemed to be occurring with increasing frequency.

And Red was very much a dazzling presence. Tall and beautiful, her extrovert appearance drew all eyes in the coffee shop towards her. She moved with fluidity and confidence, apparently unconscious of the attention she was attracting, but then her eyes would rise to challenge those that stared at her too long, forcing them to look away. Charlotte’s friends couldn’t deal with the blatant sexuality she exhibited. In their eyes, Red only encouraged men to view all women as sex objects and nothing more. Charlotte thought it more complicated than that. Surely a woman had a right to choose how she lived her life, wasn’t that what feminism was supposed to be about? Live and let live…

As the days had passed after that first sighting, the image of Red was rarely out of Charlotte’s head, not to mention the nights as well…

So, nine days ago, Charlotte had returned to the coffee shop at the same time. Red never appeared. Fully aware of the irrationality and oddness of her own behaviour, but not prepared to challenge it, Charlotte had returned every day since – except the weekend. It would be four visits before she got to see Red again. On that occasion, Red was already there and seated. Her hair had been loose, spilling over her shoulders, making her even more noticeable.

Charlotte didn’t do anything. She just sat at a nearby table and pretended to be using her laptop, glancing furtively at the woman at every opportunity. Red and her friends had left after half an hour. Since then, Charlotte had been getting there earlier.

After more fruitless days, Charlotte had finally got her reward for her perseverance – or was it just a further impetus to her deranged, crazy, stalker obsession?

As usual, Red headed to the table in the window where her friends seemed to hang out. Friends? Colleagues? Fellow prostitutes? Who else dressed like that all the time? Charlotte was from a conservative, straight-laced middle-class home, from a small town, and was very conscious of her own ignorance and naivety about this slice of urban counter culture.

They were a noisy bunch; the other customers throwing annoyed looks towards them when they periodically broke out into raucous laughter. There were four seated at the table today, before Red pulled up a chair and joined them. All but one dressed in a very sexual way with high heels, shiny clothes that revealed vast cleavages, outrageous make-up and striking hair-dos. Charlotte was sure that every one of them had fake breasts.

Charlotte sipped her own cappuccino and half-heartedly returned to her essay on the civil rights movement in 1960s USA. She had just started her third year of a politics and law degree, but had never felt less motivated than she did at the moment. 20 years old and already into her first major life crisis! She didn’t care about her degree. She didn’t care about the great job her degree was supposed to get her. All she saw was a life set out for her; a duplicate of her parents. Work all hours to get and pay a mortgage. Marriage. Kids. She didn’t want any of it. There had to be more to life.

And she was pretty sure she was gay.

She had broken off a brief relationship with a guy six months ago, completely deflated by both the emotional and sexual aspects of it. Part of her accepted that she had got into it just to prove to herself that she wasn’t a lesbian. That hadn’t worked! She felt desolate, empty, lost.

During her first year at the University, one drunken night, she had kissed her friend Calli. It had been a full-on snog and she had really liked it. But when they woke up the next morning with thunderous hangovers, they were too embarrassed to mention it. They had never spoken of it since.

Charlotte had tried to discuss her confusion over her sexuality with her mother on the phone, with predictable results. Her parents were deeply religious, they wouldn’t entertain the idea she could be gay, it would be intolerable for them. Charlotte thought she had no prejudice against homosexuality directly, but it had been drummed into her from birth that it was wrong and though she couldn’t see that herself, she couldn’t lose the guilt that thoughts about other women gave her.

But when she had first seen Red, strutting into the coffee shop in over-the-knee boots and skin-tight leather, so confident and proud, Charlotte had felt the blood pulsing through her head, a throb in her groin she had never felt before…and a longing, a desperate longing – though for what, she wasn’t quite sure, but it was more than just lust.

As Charlotte raised her eyes once more to glance again at Red, she was mortified to find the woman was staring at her. She quickly lowered her eyes, but felt herself blushing. She buried her head in the laptop.

The next thing she was aware of was the distinctive clicking of stiletto heels on the wooden floor, getting louder.

Then the chair opposite her was pulled out from the table and Red was sitting in front of her! The woman’s perfume was strong, but a captivating odour. Charlotte nervously looked up.

“Seen you here a lot, lately!” Red’s voice surprised Charlotte. She was expecting a working-class accent, but she had the precise pronunciation of the middle-class.

“You’ve been watching me!” Not a question.

For the first time, Charlotte got to see Red up close. She had piercing, beautiful blue eyes that regarded the student coldly, but threatened to get lost in the heavy make-up that surrounded them. False lashes, eyeliner, elaborately applied shadow, even her eyebrows were dyed red. Nearly everything about her looked fake. Her lips looked too plump to be natural, but were artfully painted (bright red, of course) and glistened with a coat of gloss. Her teeth were bleached a dayglow white that looked completely unnatural. But underneath it all, Charlotte could see she was a beautiful woman.

Charlotte tried to get herself together. She managed a smile.

“Hi, I’m sorry, I didn’t intend to be that obvious!”

“So, what’s your game?”

“No game…I just…can’t explain it… I can’t get you out of my head, that’s all…I’ve been attracted to you since I first saw you…”

There, she had said it! There was no point in lying, making up a story, or even denying it.

Charlotte waited for Red to burst out laughing, to call across to her friends, mocking her. But Red showed no reaction, except perhaps the merest trace of a smile.

“Who are you?”

“I’m nobody! Just a stupid girl who doesn’t know if she’s queer or not!” The words came out with more bitterness than Charlotte had intended.

Charlotte felt her bravado seeping away. What must she look like to this woman? A mousy little student, using her mousy brown hair to hide her face. Her baggy, dowdy clothes. The ultimate introvert infatuated with the ultimate extrovert.

She closed her laptop and put it into her bag.

“I’m sorry. It wasn’t my intention to bother you. You won’t see me again.”

As Charlotte rose to her feet, Red’s arm came across the table and she put her palm across Charlotte’s hand. Her nails were long, red and immaculate.

“Sit!”

Charlotte fell back into her seat.

“What’s your name?”

Red’s cropped biker jacket was only partially zipped up and revealed the deep valley between her large breasts and a push up bra that emphasized them even more. The netting of the mesh top she wore was stretched tight across the cleft.

“Charlotte. Charlotte Cain. I’m a student at the uni.”

“Finish your coffee.”

Red pulled her hand back and into the pocket of her jacket. Charlotte missed the warmth of her touch immediately.

The hand came out of the pocket with a bright silver card. Red put it on the table in front of Charlotte. Before Charlotte had the chance to look at it, Red stood up and leaned right over Charlotte.

“If you’re serious, come and see me tomorrow at five. Give the doorman my name.”

Then, taking Charlotte’s chin in her hand, Red kissed her. It was a full-on French kiss, tongue thrusting into Charlotte’s mouth. Charlotte could taste the lipstick and lip gloss as the mouth pressed against her own.

Charlotte was aware that Red’s friends were cheering. At first, she didn’t care. The rush and the pleasure overwhelming everything else. But when Red eventually broke the kiss and the electric moment was over, Charlotte realized the whole coffee shop was looking at them and she flushed with embarrassment.

“And for fuck’s sake wear something sexy!”

Red pulled at the baggy sweater Charlotte was wearing. And then she was gone.

Charlotte took a long draw on her coffee, trying – unsuccessfully – to look nonchalant.

Eventually, she looked down at the card Red had left on the table.

The silver caught the lights in the coffee shop and shone. It had some kind of laminate on it and Charlotte had to pick it up and turn it against the lights to be able to see what was on it. In the top right corner was a line drawing of a windmill, coloured in black. Next to it were the words:

Le Moulin Noir

Across the middle in big, bold letters was the name:

CRIMZON

Underneath in smaller letters:

Exotic Performance Artiste

Charlotte glanced back to Red, who was seated back at her table. Their eyes briefly met. Charlotte turned the card over. On the back was an address that she didn’t know.

Charlotte slipped the card into her purse.


2: Black

Charlotte stood naked in front of the mirror. She pushed her wet hair back behind her ears. She knew she wasn’t bad looking, but she also knew she never made the most of herself. She hated her hair, but never had the confidence to do something bold with it. She was skinny – too skinny – and knew she needed to work out to get some tone into her musculature. At five foot five inches, she had always wanted to be taller. Her breasts were small, but she thought they were quite shapely. She had high cheekbones on an oval face. Her mouth was a bit too small, her nose a bit too long, but in the genetic lottery she had been pretty lucky.

Crimzon had challenged her to make more effort, and if she was going to do this, she would have to try.

And she was going to do this. She was going to go to a strip club and try to impress a stripper. Didn’t all girls do that!

But she wasn’t all girls. Where other girls found happiness, she found boredom. Where other girls found fulfilment, she found banality. She wanted something exciting to happen in her life. She wanted to feel she was alive, seizing the moment, not letting everything pass her by.

She wanted to know someone who exuded control, who radiated confidence, who didn’t give a damn what other people thought.

And she couldn’t forget that kiss! The scent of Crimzon, the taste, the feel of her soft lips pressing hard against Charlotte’s own, the caress of her fingers on Charlotte’s skin, the creak of her leathers as she had leaned over Charlotte. The moment was indelibly burnt into her memory. The most erotic moment of her life. She had frigged herself off twice on the recollection already.

Charlotte didn’t have much in the way of make-up, she hardly ever wore any. She had a pale pink lipstick, some mascara, blusher. She blew dry her hair and ran some moose through it to bring it under control. She only had one outfit that could be considered ‘sexy’, her LBD. The dress was stretchy, so it fit tightly. It had a scoop in the neckline, but not enough to show cleavage – even if she had got any to display. But it fitted broadly across the shoulders, revealing her collarbones, something she thought attractive on a woman, and there was a modest V-shaped cut-out at the top of the back. The skirt reached three or four inches above the knee. She paired it with some black tights and a pair of ankle boots with a small heel. She didn’t have, and had never worn, high heels.

Looking at herself in the full-length mirror again, she was pretty comfortable with her appearance. She picked up her little shoulder bag and headed out.

Le Moulin Noir was a ten-minute walk from the city centre bus station. It was down a dead-end side street that also contained a nightclub, a pub and a sex shop, amongst other things. It wasn’t the best part of town and an area Charlotte was completely unfamiliar with, but the ten-foot-tall, brightly lit sign above the entrance that flashed on and off around the silhouette of a black windmill ensured it couldn’t be missed. At five o’clock on a September afternoon, the street was deserted.

With every step closer to the strip joint, Charlotte got more anxious. Not for the first time it crossed her mind that she was the victim of a colossal prank. She kept on walking.

Twin glass doors were pulled back open, revealing a red carpet and a huge, shaven-headed bouncer in a scruffy tuxedo. Behind him was a mammoth image of Crimzon in red leather underwear and thigh high boots, posing provocatively. The bra lifted and pushed out her breasts so they looked enormous. Well, she had the right place!

“Hi!” Charlotte held up the silver card she had been given. “Crimzon is expecting me! It’s Charlotte!”

The bouncer murmured into a crackly walkie-talkie. Charlotte looked past him at a succession of other images that plastered the walls, barely dressed women all, massive fake breasts. One, a goth with long black hair and black lipstick, Charlotte recognized from the coffee shop.

The bouncer smiled at her and waved her through. Steps led down, curving around. There was a box office with a bored looking bleach blonde in a PVC bra behind the glass. She smiled at Charlotte as she passed. As the daylight faded, so the heavy base of dance music got louder. At the bottom was another set of double doors, this time black and opaque. Taking a deep breath, she pushed through and entered the club.

It was an immediate assault on the senses. The full blast of the music, darkness, yet the bright flashing lights, different colours and the stink of alcohol and sweat. There was a stage at each end of the room with a pole. The nearest one was empty, the spotlights switched off. The farthest one had all lights flashing, bathing a naked woman in alternating colours as she spun around a pole. Along the left side was the bar. There were no more than ten customers in the place, most clustered around the active stage. A couple of men were sat at the bar, watching from further back.

A nearly naked woman approached Charlotte, she was wearing a bizarre waitress uniform all in pink. Her long blonde hair was held back by a headband that glowed in the dark. Around her neck she wore a collar – like a shirt collar, but without the shirt – and from it a tie fell between her bare breasts. High heeled ankle boots, fishnet stockings and a little apron around her waist completed the outfit. Charlotte took a few moments to recognize her, but the waitress had also been at the coffee shop yesterday, she had been the one dressed conventionally in jeans and a T-shirt.

She flashed Charlotte a false smile.

“Hey! Follow me.”

She turned and headed for the bar, placing one foot in front of the other, swinging her hips exaggeratedly, suggestively. Charlotte saw that under the apron the waitress was wearing a tiny black latex skirt that hugged every square inch of her bottom. Across her buttocks, in pink fluorescent writing were the words Spank Me! The shape of the words flexed with each step, drawing even more attention to them.

Charlotte felt sorry for the woman, having to wear such a degrading outfit.

They walked right past the bar, which had a barmaid in the same uniform, except her headband and tie were yellow, and Charlotte followed the waitress through a swing door. Things were very different here. The floor was unburnished concrete, the breeze-block walls hadn’t been plastered, but they had been painted white once, which had turned to a dirty pale yellow with age. The corridor was lit with a bare bulb. The waitress held open the first door on the right and nodded Charlotte through.

“Thanks, Mage!” A voice called from deep in the room.

It was a big, long space. All down the right side were tables with brightly lit mirrors and stools. On the left of the isle were endless racks from which hung lingerie and costumes in gaudy colours, under which was the most bizarre collection of footwear Charlotte had ever seen.

There were three women in the room. One at the very far end, with coal dark hair, was standing looking bored, her arms folded across her prodigious chest. Charlotte’s arrival seemed to spark a mild curiosity as she turned towards her. She was wearing a porno parody of a schoolgirl uniform, her midriff bare and the skirt so short it barely covered her crotch. The nearest woman, with a big, platinum blonde hairdo, was sat buck naked on one of the stools, using the mirror to apply make-up to her face.

Crimzon was behind her, sat on another stool, leaning an elbow on the table. It was she who had spoken. Today, she had her hair in a single ponytail and was wearing a red leather waistcoat that laced up the front, her huge breasts threatening to burst out of the top of it at any time. Her skin-tight leather trousers were laced up at the crotch. She looked stunning, genuinely taking Charlotte’s breath away.

“You actually showed up! You surprised me! You’ve got some balls; I’ll give you that!”

She stood and walked towards Charlotte. In her knee-high stiletto boots, she towered over the student.

“Come!”

Crimzon took hold of Charlotte’s hand and led her out of the dressing room, down the corridor, around a corner and up some stairs.

“We can use the boss’ office for now.”

This room was plush. One wall was all glass, looking out into the club – one of those see out but can’t see in things.

Crimzon pushed Charlotte onto a huge couch and then sat astride her, her bottom resting on Charlotte’s thighs. Her leathers creaked and groaned as she settled, her breasts almost engulfed Charlotte’s face.

“So, the nice little posh girl wants to play with the white trash slut!” Crimzon spoke quietly, her eyes flashing with humour. Crimzon studied Charlotte for a few moments.

“Do you think you are the first to be infatuated with me? I’ve a queue a mile long, boys and girls both, all goggle-eyed, creaming their pants at the thought of getting into mine. I’m sex on a stick. I’m the ultimate object of desire, everybody wants me!”

“I would guess so. So why did you invite me here?”

“To give you a chance to prove yourself. Everyone deserves an opportunity, even though you will fail, like so many before you. If you are what you seem, a nerd looking to get her teenage rocks off before running back to mummy and daddy with her tail between her legs, back to her safe comfortable life, you won’t get very far with me.”

“My old life is what I want to escape! And for the record, I’m twenty.”

Crimzon laughed.

“How many boys have you fucked?”

Charlotte felt herself colouring at the personal question.

“Three.”

“More than I thought! How many boys have you sucked off?”

Charlotte looked down, hesitating before answering.

“None.”

“And you are an anal virgin?”

“Yes,”

“And how many women have you been with?”

“I’ve kissed two, including you.”

Charlotte squirmed in embarrassment.

Crimzon cupped Charlotte’s cheek in her hand.

“You are sweet, and you are naïve, and I am not a nice person. I would want to do bad things to you. You should go before you get hurt.”

Crimzon lowered her head and kissed Charlotte gently. Charlotte kissed back more forcefully, her hands rose to take hold of Crimzon’s head but the redhead pulled away and pushed Charlotte’s arms down.

“You don’t touch me without permission! You don’t do anything without my permission.”

“I’m sorry…”

“I do things to you and you accept them, that’s the way it would be. Total obedience. It would be nasty.”

“Maybe I want nasty!”

Crimzon laughed again.

“Baby, you don’t know what nasty is!”

She kissed Charlotte again. This time it was an altogether different kiss, like the one in the coffee shop; forceful, penetrating, dominating. Her hands wrapped Charlotte’s face. Charlotte wanted to reciprocate, to grab Crimzon, but she didn’t dare.

When Crimzon eventually broke the kiss, Charlotte was breathless. She had never felt so alive and excited in her life.

“You’ve made an effort. You look good. I appreciate that.”

Crimzon’s hands moved down from Charlotte’s face, brushing across her collarbones. She pushed the dress off Charlotte’s shoulders, tugged it down until her breasts were revealed. Charlotte hadn’t worn a bra. At her age and with the size of her bust, she didn’t need one with her LBD.

“Small, but delightful!”

Crimzon cupped each one in a hand, gently stroking them, flicking her thumbs across the nipples occasionally. Charlotte quivered, pushing her chest forward to increase the sensations. She couldn’t prevent a whimper escaping.

“What would mummy say if she could see what her daughter is getting up to? Half-naked in a strip club, making out with an erotic performer!”

“I don’t give a fuck what my mum thinks, she’s a homophobic bigot!”

“What about when she turns the taps off, how will little CC fend for herself without the bank of mum and dad?

“I would get by.”

“Uh huh!”

Crimzon pushed Charlotte right back hard against the sofa and dropped her head to take a nipple into her mouth. Charlotte squeaked.

One of Crimzon’s hands slipped into Charlotte’s dress where it had bunched at her waist, her fingers rubbed Charlotte’s crotch through her tights and panties. The student thrust her hips forward in response, grunting.

“Can’t deny that you are hot to trot! Your knickers are soaking already! I bet you’ve been diddling yourself off thinking about me, haven’t you?” Crimzon spoke as she moved her mouth to Charlotte’s other nipple.

“Yes!” Charlotte gasped as Crimzon’s fingers pushed her panties between her labia.

Crimzon raised her head.

“Yes, Miss Crimzon!” She corrected.

“Yes, Miss Crimzon!” Charlotte cried out as Crimzon’s fingers sawed up and down between her pussy lips, increasing the speed and pressure.

“Tell me what you were imagining as you rubbed yourself off thinking about me?”

Charlotte balked at revealing her most intimate fantasies. Crimzon raised an eyebrow. The student recognized this was probably her one and only chance with this amazing woman.

“That I belonged to you and you loved me, Miss Crimzon.”

“I want the dirty details!”

“My…my bottom was sore…” Charlotte found it so difficult to speak. “You had just spanked me…Miss Crimzon…and I was on my knees between your legs… and you allowed me to worship your beautiful pussy…and then we were in a sixty-nine and you were on top, controlling me…”

Charlotte swivelled her hips against the crude but effective motion of Crimzon’s hand on her pussy, groaning in pleasure. Her eyes opened wide as she felt a climax approaching already, she was so turned on! Crimzon’s fingers were vibrating like a jackhammer inside her skirt.

“Oh…Oh…Oh!”

Suddenly Crimzon pulled her hand out of Charlotte’s skirt and put it behind her back. She sat up to her full height. Charlotte looked desperately into Crimzon’s cold blue eyes.

“No… No! Please!”

Crimzon’s other hand lifted and she pressed a finger against Charlotte’s lips.

“Shh! What did I say? I do things to you and you accept them, that’s the way it would be. Total obedience. You will Never say no to me! You will Never challenge me!”

Charlotte had to resist an urge to use her own fingers down her skirt. She could hear her heart thumping in her chest, her vulva was burning with need, she had been so close to that orgasm. She squirmed.

Crimzon climbed back to her feet, towering over Charlotte.

“I’m sorry, Miss Crimzon…”

Charlotte felt acutely exposed, sitting with her dress around her waist, chest bare. Instinctively, she put her hands over her breasts.

“Did I say you could do that?”

She immediately lowered them again.

“You’re not very good at this, are you?”

“I’m sorry, Miss Crimzon.”

“Little Miss Prissy is out of her depth!”

Crimzon turned and sat down on the sofa next to Charlotte.

“I can change. I Want to change.” Charlotte said quietly. “I hate my life. I want to feel things, like I’m feeling now! I want you to take charge. Show me what you want me to be…Teach me!”

Crimzon’s arm came around Charlotte’s shoulder and pulled her down until the student’s head was laying in Crimzon’s lap, her cheek pressed against the tight, warm leather of the redhead’s thigh. Crimzon’s hand held her there, fingers idly playing with her hair.

Still Charlotte couldn’t keep her hips from fidgeting, her hands clenching and unclenching as she struggled to resist the need to finish what Crimzon had started.

“You aren’t going to be allowed to cum, so calm down! Be still!”

Charlotte tried with all her might.

“You’re a little firecracker, so much repressed desire waiting to break free. You have potential, I will give you that!”

“You said you would permit me a chance, Miss Crimzon?”

“And I will give you one. Let’s see how long you take to break! First you will come and work at this club as a waitress.”

Charlotte was dumbfounded. Why would Crimzon want that for her?

“Shocked? Too good to be a topless waitress in a strip joint? Better than me? Better than all those women down there? You know where the door is, find your own way out!”

“I would be laughed out of the club, Miss Crimzon!”

Crimzon’s free hand suddenly connected with Charlotte’s bottom, a hard slap. Charlotte cried out, more in surprise than pain, and tried to lift her head from Crimzon’s lap. Crimzon held her in place.

“Final warning! You backchat me, you get punished! Total obedience. There is no debate. I say, you do!”

Charlotte felt tears well in her eyes. It wasn’t from the pain.

“I’m sorry, Miss Crimzon.”

“You will need a makeover and some training first, to get through the interview. I will whip you into shape, change you beyond belief, and you will not have a single say in the matter. Authentically slumming it with the sluts! You have only one choice, and that is to walk away.”

Charlotte’s head was spinning. This wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted to be with Crimzon… But this was a test, a chance for her to prove herself to Crimzon. And Crimzon was right, Charlotte hadn’t considered the reality of being a sex worker. She was indignant at the idea of becoming one herself… She felt naive and foolish. So, she should leave…But the memory of Crimzon on top of her, her taste, her scent, her touch as she had pulled down Charlotte’s dress, her fingers pushing apart her labia…It was what Charlotte had dreamed of.

The thought of never seeing Crimzon again ripped her guts apart. The thought of continuing her current life made her suicidal, she was done with it…something had to change…It disturbed Charlotte that she felt she had nothing left to lose…that she was being driven by something she didn’t understand…that she had lost control… that the thought of giving herself to Crimzon was the only thing that felt good, that felt exciting…

Charlotte moved her head slightly and pressed her lips against Crimzon’s crotch, on the laces that criss-crossed her groin.

“Give me a chance, please, Miss Crimzon.”


3: Silver

Charlotte stopped before the shopfront and looked up at the sign above the window. She swallowed hard. She felt physically sick. Crimzon’s first real test and she wanted to run already. Crimzon’s words played constantly in her head, like a stuck record.

‘Little Miss Prissy is out of her depth!... You will fail!... Let’s see how long you take to break!’

Charlotte had got the chance she had asked for. She couldn’t fall at the first hurdle.

Aside from which, she couldn’t physically run, either. Crimzon had started with rules immediately. The first of which was to always wear high heels, except when she was exercising. Charlotte had never worn stilettos. Crimzon had generously allowed her one week in three-inch heels before she would have to move up to four inches and higher. She had got a pair of black court shoes from a charity shop for £6. Her feet were killing her, she had turned her ankles countless times and it was only her second day in them. She was shuffling about like an old lady! And today had been a really heavy day right from the start.

Crimzon had made an appointment for her at a gym. A regimen had been created for her and today had been her orientation session with the trainer. Two hours it had lasted! She had been constantly bullied and disparaged for her lack of fitness. She hurt everywhere. And now she had to go three times a week!

Crimzon had informed her that all the costs of her makeover would be deducted from her money when she started working at the club. Charlotte had been made to sign a contract agreeing to this.

After leaving the gym she had received a text message from Crimzon. An address and a time. That was it! The address had been a beauty parlour. She had arrived not knowing why she was there. She had been waxed; legs, crotch, even her buttocks. It had been the worst pain she had ever experienced. Her mound still burned mildly even now, and was as bald as a coot! It felt weird and reminded her of those women in porn pictures that never seemed to have any hair down below.

After the waxing, they had threaded her eyebrows. That hurt too, but was nothing in comparison to the ripping off of the wax strips from her most sensitive area, and when Charlotte saw the results, she was quietly impressed. They looked sleek and curved, almost unreal.

Then she was given a manicure and pedicure and both her fingernails and toenails had been painted a bright, glossy blue. Now she had acrylic nails that stretched an inch above the top of her fingers! Already she was appreciating how disabling these were going to be. It made everything she did with her hands difficult. They were ridiculous and made her feel like a bimbo.

Within minutes of stepping out of the beauty parlour came another text message from Crimzon. Another address and time – five o’clock. Google told her what kind of establishment this one was. Again, there was no indication as to what the appointment was for, but Charlotte’s imagination ran riot. And now she stood outside, looking up at the sign:

Skinz Tattoo and Piercing Studio

Charlotte got it. Crimzon was pushing her hard, trying to break her right out of the traps. And she was doing a good job. Dropping this on her after all she had been through today. She wanted to quit.

It made perfect sense to her. Crimzon wouldn’t want to invest weeks of her time on this, only for Charlotte to drop out, better to throw her in the deep end and find out quickly what she was made of.

She had begged for a chance. She had to take it. Whatever shit Crimzon threw at her, she had to take it! She had nothing she wanted to go back to.

Charlotte stepped towards the door, tugging down on her skirt instinctively. That was another of Crimzon’s rules; no trousers, no jeans, no leggings, no tights. Only stockings and only skirts – and the skirts could be no longer than the tips of her fingers when she was standing straight with her arms by her side. That was pretty short. The only thing Charlotte had that came close to that rule was her LBD and she couldn’t wear that all the time, especially to uni. So she had reluctantly got out scissors, needle and thread and converted her only other skirt to fit the rule.

Wearing the skirt out and about made her feel vulnerable, exposed. She felt like everyone was looking at her – which had actually been the case when she went into uni yesterday. People knew her, and they had never seen her in a skirt, let alone such a short one. People stared. She was questioned repeatedly about it.

And Charlotte knew, both herself and them hadn’t seen nothing yet!

The door had one of those old-fashioned bells that was knocked when it opened, announcing her arrival. Inside it was all chrome and black leather. At least it looked clean and modern. There was a guy stood behind the counter reading a magazine. He wore a waistcoat that revealed both his arms and the top of his chest were heavily tattooed. Metal sprouted out from all over his face. Charlotte shuddered as an image of herself leaving the studio looking the same flashed to the front of her mind. She was so scared she was in danger of wetting herself.

“Hi, five o’clock appointment?” He glanced up briefly, showing no interest in her at all.

“Yes.”

“Syd!” the man bellowed, causing Charlotte to jump out of her skin. “Your five o’clock’s here!”

He nodded towards a bench. “Take a seat.”

Charlotte took the opportunity, no matter how brief, to get the weight off her heels. In a couple of places her feet were rubbed raw.

Within a minute, a woman came out from the back. She was stocky and small, her shaved head sprouting a mohawk. Her entire neck was tattooed, right up to her ear each side, so it framed her face. Both those ears sprouted countless studs and rings and she had a bar that went straight through her nose, quite high up, in one nostril and out the other. Her appearance did nothing to quell the dread Charlotte was feeling.

“Crimzon’s girl? Come on through!”

As Charlotte followed Syd through to a back room, she was swallowing hard to stop herself from vomiting. She could not remember ever being as scared as she felt now. Who was Crimzon, anyway? She knew next to nothing about her. There was no reason to put this much trust in her. This was insane!

“Sign this.”

Charlotte was handed a clipboard with several sheets of paper attached.

“Crimzon said you were not to read it, just sign it, or I shouldn’t do any of the procedures.”

Charlotte stared at Syd in disbelief.

Syd shrugged.

“Up to you!”

Charlotte signed the wonkiest signature of her life; her hand was shaking so much.

“Great! Let’s get started, this will take a while. Top off and into the chair!”

Syd stood behind the chair, holding the shoulders. It looked like a dentist’s chair, a torture chair! Charlotte stood frozen to the spot.

“I ain’t gonna lie, this will hurt, a lot! But the sooner we start the sooner it’s over.”

Another of Crimzon’s rules, all Charlotte’s tops should emphasize her breasts. She was wearing a thin cotton crew neck pullover that she had deliberately shrunk in the wash. It was now too small for her and fitted tightly all over. The sleeves terminated just below her elbows. The length no longer reached her waist, but left at least a couple of inches of exposed skin above her skirt, and her breasts stretched the fabric across her chest. Charlotte thought it emphasized her breasts, but she didn’t know if Crimzon would agree when she saw it. It was so tight that she struggled to get the sweater off, adding to her embarrassment as she pulled it over her head, exposing her bare breasts. She resisted the urge to cover them with her hands.

“OK! Take a seat!”

Syd took the pullover from Charlotte as she lay back on the cool leather. She heard Syd moving around behind her. The click of metal on metal. She tried to relax, to slow her breathing. Syd wheeled a trolly into view. Lots of metallic things were laid out neatly on a white cloth. She sat on a stool next to Charlotte and used foot pedals to manipulate the chair until she had the angle and height she wanted. She handed Charlotte a scrunchie.

“You need to tie your hair back.”

While she was doing that, Charlotte glanced nervously about. She couldn’t see a tattoo machine or any inkpots. Dare she hope that she wouldn’t be tattooed? Piercings could be removed and would heal, they weren’t permanent!

She heard the snapping of surgical gloves being pulled on as she lay back in the chair once more. Syd leaned over Charlotte as she grabbed her right earlobe and examined it.

“Crimzon said you were too uptight to have got your ears pierced! She weren’t wrong!”

Syd’s laugh was loud and dirty.

“Let’s start with the easy stuff!”

A surgical mask now in place, Syd switched on the spotlight above the chair. When Charlotte saw the hole punch, she closed her eyes.

“This one only stings a tiny bit.”

Charlotte yelped as the gun fired, pain lancing through her earlobe.

“Easy-peasy!”

The chair spun around until Charlotte was facing the other way and Syd had access to her left ear. Charlotte managed to keep quiet for the second piercing.

“All downhill from here!”

Syd’s bellowing laugh reverberated around the room. Charlotte’s hands curled into fists and she squeezed her eyes tight shut.




An hour later, Charlotte stood in front of the full-length mirror that was on one wall of the backroom. She was wearing only her cheap three-inch heeled stilettos and the short skirt that sat high on her thighs. She was in shock, and a great deal of pain.

“Here, take these painkillers.”

Syd handed her a glass of water and two white tablets.

Charlotte had so feared being given a tattoo, but maybe this was worse… If a tattoo was in a discreet place, she could at least hide it!

Her eyes were still watery. A puffy red from crying. A lot of crying.

Each of her nipples now had a barbell horizontally through it. They weren’t narrow gauge either. Heavy metal and prominent. If she didn’t wear a bra, they would show through on most things that she wore. But she couldn’t deny that they looked good. If only that was all that had been done to her!

Getting her ears pierced was no big deal. She now had a silver stud in each lobe. But her left ear now had what Syd called an industrial piercing. She turned her head to the right and leaned in close to the mirror. A metal bar, at least three inches long, passed through the top of her ear, dropped vertically, and passed through the cartilage just above her earlobe. A large ball screwed on to each end of the bar held it in place. The top ball sat at the very top of her ear, the bottom ball sat behind her earlobe. It was heavy, as well as bending her ear into a slightly unnatural shape so that she could constantly feel the pull as it tried to spring back to its natural position. It looked ugly, barbaric and she hated it. Worst of all it had hurt like hell and was still throbbing.

She turned her head back straight again and looked at her face. In the cleft just below her lower lip sat a silver ball. It seemed enormous to her, though it wasn’t really that big – but still twice the size of a regular stud. She thought she could live with that even if she would never have chosen it for herself.

Finally, she opened her mouth again and gingerly stuck her tongue out. Syd had pierced her tongue twice. Once right at the tip (what Syd called a Clit Tickler) and once further back in the centre of the tongue (what Syd called a Dick Tickler). Two more silver balls were fixed to the top of the muscle and they seemed unnecessarily large to Charlotte. The first one was so prominent it would be visible whenever she opened her mouth, even when she was just speaking. She kept hitting her teeth with it. What was causing a rising fear and panic was her inability to speak properly. Had she been given a speech impediment? She carefully retracted her tongue and then washed the painkillers down. Even that was agony.

The experience had been traumatic. Shockingly so. The horrific moments were playing on a loop in her head, especially the tongue piercings. Her legs were like jelly. The water in the glass was shimmering, her hand was shaking so much. She put it down on a table. This had been the worst day of her life and she was emotionally and physically exhausted. Numb.

She unfastened her hair. At least that would cover up the scaffolding in her ear.

“You need to follow these instructions rigorously!”

Syd was waving some paper at her. She folded the sheets and put them into a bag.

“There’s some ointment and mouthwash for you to use. I’ve done a great job, if I say so myself, and I don’t want you spoiling it by not following the aftercare rules. No playing with your nipples for a month. No kissing or oral sex for a month. Got it!”

Charlotte stared glassy eyed at Syd. Syd threw a white T-shirt at Charlotte.

“You’ll also need this. You won’t be able to wear that sweater for a few days.”

The T-shirt was extra-large. It hung over Charlotte’s frame like a kaftan. Charlotte stooped slightly forward so the cotton hung clear of her throbbing nipples.

“Trust me, when they’re all healed, you’ll love them!”

Charlotte was in no condition to walk and take the bus. Syd called her a taxi.

Within a minute of the cab pulling away from Skinz, Charlotte’s phone pinged with another text from Crimzon:

Good girl! You really do have some balls! I can’t wait to see the results!

Despite everything, the message gave Charlotte a thrill. Why did Crimzon’s approval matter so much to her? She felt like she was drifting in black space and her only tether was to Crimzon.

Seconds later, another text arrived:

Hand in your notice for your student accommodation


4: Grey

Charlotte called in sick at the uni for the rest of the week. Her housemates were pissed off with her for giving notice so early in the academic year. Now they had to find someone else quickly. There was an awkward atmosphere around the house. Charlotte didn’t quite understand their attitude, she was liable for most of the costs until they got a replacement, the financial hit would be hers. But she guessed the bizarre changes in her appearance and behaviour had as much to do with their alienation. They fired dozens of questions at her. She didn’t know how to respond.

“Ife met thum one. I’m making thum Thanges!” She mumbled around her swollen and encumbered tongue.

The first 24 hours were really bad for her. She was tired out but couldn’t sleep from the pain and discomfort, as well as the trauma she kept reliving. Slowly, things improved. She used the time to finish her essay and send it in. It was badly written, poorly researched crap. She didn’t care. She had decided she would defer her final year to give herself some space – they were only three weeks into the first term, anyway.

Each day, the pain from the piercings lessened. She was fastidious in obeying the aftercare instructions. She dared not go out, self-conscious of her inability to speak properly and the metal embedded in her mouth. It was becoming clear that the piercings would be exerting a constant presence, even after they healed. Their weight and the tension of the unyielding metal against very yielding flesh and cartilage would ensure she couldn’t forget them.

And her false nails infuriated her! They made everything she did with her hands more difficult. They were ridiculous! Like wearing stilettos, they handicapped her for no good reason that she could see.

Her friend Calli wanted to come around and see how she was doing, but Charlotte put her off for the time being. She had no idea how she was going to explain what was happening to her. As if to mirror her mood, the weather remained horrible, dark damp days, permanently grey skies.

On the Friday, three days after her piercing, Crimzon texted Charlotte late morning. She wanted Charlotte’s address. Was she home now? Luckily, Charlotte’s housemates were not around. How would she explain Crimzon to them?

Charlotte scrambled to get ready. She was lounging around in jogging bottoms and still wearing the baggy T-shirt that Syd had given her. She put on her short skirt, but thought she could get away with the T-shirt while her nipples were still raw. She put her heels on for the first time since she got back from the piercing studio.

Crimzon was wearing a leather catsuit that zipped up the front to high on her neck. She had a six-inch-wide belt buckled tightly around her waist, giving a dramatic profile beneath her breasts. She wore her tower-heeled ankle boots that Charlotte had seen before. Of course, they were all a vibrant red. Her hair was loose today, tumbling down over her shoulders. Charlotte had never seen anyone so sexy in all her life. Her mood was transformed instantly.

Crimzon strutted into the house like she owned it. She refused an offer of coffee or tea. She quickly got Charlotte on the sofa, T-shirt stripped off, and examined her piercings.

“Perfect!... Perfect!”

She pushed Charlotte’s hair back.

“Keep your hair tied back whenever you go out, so everyone can see the ear-bar.”

Charlotte’s heart sank. She had been determined to keep it covered.

“Tongue out! Show me!... Wow! I can’t wait until you can use those! Beautiful!”

Charlotte coloured, knowing exactly what Crimzon meant.

“We are starting to make some progress with you. Good girl!”

Crimzon kissed her, but only on the cheek.

“Again, you have surprised me! I really thought you wouldn’t go through with the piercings. That took guts. Respect!” Crimzon’s voice was low, almost a whisper, into Charlotte’s left ear.

Charlotte unconsciously sat straighter at the words.

Crimzon kissed Charlotte again, this time on the neck. Then on the collarbone. Then on her breasts, gently.

“Did you give notice to quit this place?”

“Yeth, Mith Cwimthon. Where will I go, to your plath?”

“You wish! You’ve still got steps to take to convince me. You’ve got a lot to learn if you are going to pass an interview to waitress at the club. Don’t lose sight of what you have committed to. This has got to be real, remember!”

“Yeth, Mith Cwimthon.”

Crimzon’s smile was captivating. Charlotte wanted to kiss her, taste her again.

Crimzon’s hand ran across Charlotte’s abdomen, then dropped lower, into the waistband of her skirt. This time they went one stage further and also slipped into her panties and Crimzon’s fingers were on her bald vulva. Charlotte gasped and squirmed.

“That feels much better. We are slowly knocking you into shape!”

The fingers rubbed gently, skilfully. Charlotte gasped again.

“Oh!”

“You’ve got to get rid of these knickers. You should only wear thongs, if anything at all!”

“Yeth, Mith Cwimthon.”

“You will stay with Magenta.”

“Whoth Magenta, Mith Cwimthon.” Charlotte’s speech was improving, but she still sounded like a five-year-old sucking a gobstopper.

“You met her at the club. She was the one who brought you backstage.”

The waitress with the pink headband and tie. Charlotte remembered.

“She’s very experienced. What better way to learn than from the best?

Crimzon’s finger pushed between Charlotte’s labia.

“Ahh!”

Charlotte thrust her hips forward to maximize the sensation.

“Will you let me orgathem thith time, Mith Cwimthon?”

“Not a chance! Do you want me to stop?”

Crimzon’s fingers froze.

“No, pleath don’t!”

Crimzon’s smile flashed again. Her fingers resumed their gentle caressing.

“You will move in with Magenta tomorrow. But I’m going to go through your wardrobe and decide what you can take with you. No more hiding this body from the world. You are going to be sexy and proud!”

Charlotte’s heart sank. Crimzon was determined to control every aspect of her life. She knew protesting would only anger the redhead. Anyway, as Crimzon’s finger grazed her clitoris and her hips spasmed, she was distracted from coherent thought. She wanted to keep Crimzon’s attention, not piss her off.

“Oh!... Oh!”

“Let your inner slut out, CC!” Not once had Crimzon used Charlotte’s name. When she called her anything at all, it was always her initials.

“No one wants an uptight, prissy, vanilla square except another uptight, prissy, vanilla square!”

“Oh!... Oh!”

Crimzon’s fingers were magic, playing Charlotte like a violin. Slipping into her tunnel, then squishing her clit. Pulling her labia together and pinching them, then back to her clit. It was driving Charlotte crazy. She opened her legs wider to give Crimzon better access. Waves of ecstasy washed through Charlotte. She started to pant.

“You said you wanted to change! Do you want to change?”

“Yeth, Mith Cwimthon, yeth!”

“You begged me to give you a chance! Do you still want that chance?”

“Oh!... Yeth, Mith Cwimthon!”

Charlotte’s skirt was shaking as Crimzon’s hand underneath rubbed faster and harder. Charlotte braced her hands on the sofa so she could push her crotch desperately against Crimzon’s touch. She could feel her climax building.

Their eyes met. Charlotte’s pleading. She saw the wicked gleam in Crimzon’s eyes and knew what was going to happen.

“Oh!... Ah!... Oh!”

“I already told you no!”

Crimzon pulled her hand out of Charlotte’s panties and skirt.

Charlotte groaned. She closed her eyes. Took in deep breaths. Her hands turned into fists. Her nipples had grown rock hard and her piercings were throbbing with pain.

When she opened her eyes again, she saw that Crimzon had a wet-wipe and was cleaning her fingers.

“Cruel to be kind, CC! You must learn self-control and that your primary focus is pleasing me, not yourself. And you will not finish what I have started after I have gone, are we clear?”

“Yeth, Mith Cwimthon.”

Crimzon discarded the used wet-wipe onto the carpet. Charlotte stared at it, fighting with all her willpower to keep her hands from going to her crotch.

“Your relationship with Magenta will be a sexual one. You need to learn to be a good fuck.”

Charlotte didn’t remember being attracted to the waitress. How was she going to cope with that? For that matter, why would Magenta want to reciprocate? As if reading her mind, Crimzon answered the unasked question.

“Magenta does as she’s told, like you. She’s a good girl. She will treat you firmly but fairly!”

Before Charlotte could think through the implications of that, Crimzon stood up in her towering heels.

“Take me to your room!”

Charlotte reached for her discarded T-Shirt.

“Leave that! Did I say you could put it back on?”

“No, Mith Cwimthon.”

“You are still way too presumptuous; you are bordering on impertinent at times!”

“Thory, Mith Cwimthon.”

“Doing as you are told is not rocket science! Anyway, you need to get used to showing off your little girls. In a few weeks any old fat, drunken slob who can afford Le Moulin Noir membership will be eyeing them and pawing at them!”

Charlotte shuddered at the thought.

“Be proud, CC, they are beautiful! Shoulders back, head up!”

As Charlotte rose to her feet, obeying Crimzon’s instructions, Crimzon gently took her breasts in her hands, fondling them, careful to avoid the nipples.

“You will take some flak for these on the floor of Le Moulin Noir, most of the punters like them big.”

To emphasize the point, Crimzon thrust forward her own chest, her breasts straining against the skin-tight leather of the catsuit.

“Bigger tits equal bigger tips, bigger jobs. But just remember, there are plenty that like smaller, perfectly proportioned tits and these are gorgeous examples. Never be ashamed of them!”

Crimzon kissed each in turn.

“Though you might decide you want to upgrade them at some point.”

Charlotte knew that wasn’t going to happen, but Crimzon’s soft manipulation made her want to purr and when the hands withdrew, she thrust her breasts forward in a forlorn attempt to get Crimzon to play with them some more. It didn’t work.

“That’s good! Show you want the attention!”

Charlotte led the way upstairs, conscious that Crimzon was probably eyeing up her legs and bottom in the short skirt. The thought proved to be correct.

“This skirt’s length is OK for now, but it needs to be tighter.”

Charlotte felt Crimzon’s hand brush across her left buttock.

“It needs to be taken in at the seam here!”

As Crimzon bunched the material on her hip, Charlotte felt the skirt pull tight across her bum cheeks.

“Right the way down to the hem. You need to feel it hugging you.”

“And you will not take these shoes with you to Magenta’s, you will wear proper high heels. We need to see those buttocks of yours flexing and rolling. You’re a woman and everyone should know it!”

Charlotte pushed open her bedroom door and stood aside for Crimzon. As Crimzon passed through, she continued her demands.

“You’ll not have time for university in the next few weeks. You need to arrange some kind of leave of absence.”

“I’m going to defer until netht Theptember, Mith Cwimthon.”

“Excellent! That’s the right attitude! I’ll have you just as I want you by then!”


5: Blue

Charlotte was surprised to find that Magenta lived in a smart, modern apartment block. How much did waitressing at Le Moulin Noir pay? She had borrowed a car and came to collect Charlotte and her belongings on Saturday morning. Charlotte always travelled light to uni, so there hadn’t been a lot of stuff even before Crimzon had thrown out eighty percent of her wardrobe.

In training shoes, Magenta wasn’t much over five feet tall. She was wearing skin-tight jeans and a form fitting sweater which showed off her toned, fit body. Her breasts were large for her small frame, but not outrageously so. Her platinum blonde hair was in a single pony tail. Charlotte had seen her twice at the coffee shop with Crimzon. For some reason, she didn’t seem to dress outrageously outside the club, unlike her colleagues. She had a round face with big, apple cheeks and a smile that could be warm when she wanted it to be, which didn’t seem to be very often.

She came across as diffident and preoccupied to Charlotte, as if she had a lot on her mind. Charlotte was pretty sure she wasn’t happy to be having a stranger crashing at her pad, and why should she be? Conversations with her were short and to the point. She didn’t seem to do chatting.

The apartment was on the fourth floor, a corner unit with glass walls and a balcony on two sides. Charlotte’s room was small, didn’t have a glass wall or a balcony, but was no worse than what she had just left behind and the lounge, kitchen and bathroom were way better. But Charlotte thought the location, towards the outskirts of the city, would prove to be an inconvenience.

In the car on the way, Charlotte received a text from Crimzon:

You will obey Magenta as you would me

Don’t let me down!

There was a present from Crimzon waiting on her bed. It was a biker jacket in bright blue. Charlotte could tell by the cut and feel of the leather that it was expensive. Charlotte slipped it on. It was a tight fit, but meant to be. Charlotte wished it had been black, she would have loved it, but the colour was so bold it would draw attention to her.

Also on the bed was a pile of her old clothes. These were the ones that hadn’t been discarded by Crimzon, but which she had taken away for alteration. They included her LBD that Charlotte had worn to the meeting with Crimzon at the club. Unbelievably, the skirt had been shortened – it had been short to start with! The other skirt she had was now a tight fit, as Crimzon had required. Her T-shirts had been ripped about, big V shapes cut into the neckline, sleeves removed or chopped really short. The bottom of the T-shirts had been cropped to varying degrees so they didn’t cover her belly button, one barely covered her breasts. And now she had nothing to wear but these and her work-out gear, which she was currently wearing!

Charlotte didn’t realize Magenta had entered the room until she spoke.

“I will pick out what you will wear every day until you can be trusted to show yourself off as Crimzon wants you to look. If you are wearing separates, you will always remain topless in the apartment. When you get back from being out, you will immediately take your top and bra off. You need to get used to being topless so you are not conscious of it anymore.”

Magenta pulled Charlotte’s baggy T-shirt up over her head and off, leaving her breasts, with their barbell modified nipples, exposed. Charlotte was still fighting a natural instinct to cover them with her hands every time this happened, proving Magenta’s point.

“We’ll be going shopping in a while. Wear the black dress. It’s easy to get in and out of in the changing rooms.”

Charlotte wasn’t sure her nipples were healed enough to wear the dress… She guessed she would shortly find out.

“We’ll get you some heels today and you need to practice, practice, practice, until you can move effortlessly and gracefully in them. You’ll wear them in the apartment as well as outside. The only exception is when you are bathing or exercising.

“Oh, by the way, the door is chained open to stop you from closing it!”

Magenta pulled on the door handle to demonstrate it was fixed fully open, back against the wall, something Charlotte had failed to notice yet.

“You need to get used to having no privacy. Also, you aren’t allowed to wank off, you can only cum with my specific approval.”

She pointed up to a corner of the bedroom where a little camera was mounted just below the ceiling, something else Charlotte hadn’t spotted yet.

“This room is recorded 24/7 so we can be sure that you are following all the rules all the time. Crimzon has access to the feed and the recordings as well as me.”

For some reason, Charlotte felt comfort and excitement that Crimzon could be watching her at any time she was in the room. She wasn’t necessarily out-of-sight and out-of-mind. It was a connection to her, even if it was only one way!

Magenta took Charlotte’s hand and led her out of the room and down the hall into the master bedroom.

Wow! It was three times the size of Charlotte’s room, with a huge glass door that slid back to access the balcony and a view of the city.

“Do not make yourself at home. What is mine is not yours! I don’t want to chat with you; you speak only when spoken to. You can’t have visitors except by direction from me or Crimzon and if I want privacy you will remain in your room. On occasion, you may have to stay away from the apartment for a few hours if I don’t want you around.”

Magenta turned so she was standing directly in front of Charlotte. Even though she was tiny and looking up at Charlotte, she was making Charlotte feel eight years old.

“I don’t want to be nasty, but Crimzon has given strict instructions on how I should handle you, and how you should behave, while you are here. I’m just setting the ground rules. I’m not your friend, I’m your instructor. I will be mean to you and I will hurt you if you are disobedient. You’ll only be here for a few weeks and we want to get you into shape and moving on with your life as soon as possible. If you have a serious problem, let me know, otherwise I don’t want to hear a peep out of you!”

Magenta stood on tiptoe and pecked Charlotte’s cheek. Then she led her across to the large dressing table.

“Sit!”

Charlotte sat on the plush stool as directed. The dressing table had a large mirror surrounded by strip lighting, and was cluttered with a huge range of cosmetics,

“Next rule! You will make yourself up fully every day. Consider your make-up as you would your clothes. You wouldn’t go out without clothes on, you won’t go out without make-up either. Even if you are staying in all day, you will still make yourself up.

“It will be difficult the first few days – Crimzon said you are not used to using much make-up – but practice makes perfect. You need to get comfortable with the look and accepting of the attention you will attract.

“This first time, I’ll show you what will be expected of you, make sure you pay attention!”

It took Magenta more than half an hour to finish Charlotte’s face.

Looking at herself in the mirror left Charlotte ambivalent. She appeared so different it would be easier to hide behind the mask and project a new personality, and she could see that it made her attractive. But it was overblown and garish, especially the false lashes. Trashy.

“Now you look good enough to fuck!” Remarked Magenta. “Let’s get you a wardrobe to match. Put on your dress and jacket.”

Back in her own bedroom, Charlotte slipped on her little black dress, what had now become a very little black dress. She tugged on the skirt forlornly, but it would fall no lower. It was easy to see herself, there was a big mirror on one wall and a tall mirror on the wardrobe door. In fact, given the size of the room, Charlotte realized it would be difficult not to see her own image constantly reflected back at her whenever she was here. She suspected that was no accident.

She arranged the stretchy material carefully over her chest. There was no way to avoid contact with her nipple bars, every movement tugged on them, sending spikes of pain from her nipples. What could she do? She had no choice in the matter.

She smoothed the skirt over her buttocks, trying to calculate how far she could bend over before she would be flashing her panties. The expanse of thigh revealed at the front was shocking. There was sexy short and there was shorter; this dress was now the latter. Charlotte swallowed hard.

She shrugged on her new leather jacket. Fuck, she looked hot! People would stare at her. A frisson of excitement passed through her. Her whole life she had dressed to not be noticed, and now she was dressed explicitly to be noticed.

Magenta seemed impressed too, when Charlotte eventually left her room.

“Wow! You look stunning, CC! Once I teach you how to move and present yourself, you’ll be the real deal. Here!”

Magenta pulled the jacket tight around Charlotte and engaged the zip, raising it maybe a quarter of its length. Then she turned up the collar.

“Perfect! Believe in yourself, CC. Own your new look!”




Before lunch, Magenta insisted that Charlotte needed her own make-up. They visited three shops and the total bill was eye-watering. Charlotte was sent back to the car with all the bags while Magenta went for a coffee. On her own, Charlotte was more conscious of the attention she was getting. Some men would stare at her blatantly, others were more furtive. It made her very uncomfortable. By the time she met back up with Magenta, she was keeping her eyes down and her shoulders were starting to slump forward, earning her a reprimand.

They had a quick sandwich, after which Magenta took Charlotte to a shoe shop. It was in a very upmarket area and the shop itself was avant-garde. There was nothing conventional in the window, everything had steeple heels, striking designs – very much style over practicality. It looked astoundingly expensive and nothing had a price on it. Charlotte obeyed the rules and kept quiet, she had no say in anything anyway.

Magenta told the sales assistant what she wanted, while Charlotte tried to work out how she could try on footwear without flashing her panties at the guy on a regular basis. When she sat, her skirt would ride up so high it barely covered her legs at all. After a while, she gave up. The guy acted respectful enough, but she caught his eyes too high several times and he was given plenty of opportunity as she was made to try on seven different pairs of boots.

In the end, Magenta bought three pairs and backordered another. The first was a pair of ankle boots in a bright blue patent leather that matched her jacket – Charlotte was seeing a theme starting here! They zipped up the inside and the needle thin heels were five inches high. She knew this because Magenta checked the heel size with the assistant for every pair she tried on, as well as insisting Charlotte walk across the shop and back each time. She wobbled and shuffled in them unconvincingly.

Magenta fired questions at her.

“Do they pinch or rub?”

“Comfortable?”

Of course they aren’t comfortable! Charlotte wanted to scream at Magenta! It was a case of which ones hurt the least. She remained deferential.

The sales assistant acted as if it was perfectly normal for one woman to be making all the decisions for another. He quickly accepted the dynamic and addressed all his words to Magenta, not speaking to Charlotte at all. It was deeply humiliating.

“Perfect! We’ll take those!”

The second pair also had five-inch heels. These were black and very tall, finishing half way up her thighs and made of a stretchy leather-like material that clung to every curve of her leg. They were open toed and the stiletto heel was shiny metal. They would really take some getting used to.

There was a pair of shiny patent leather that finished just under Charlotte’s knee that had a five-and-a-half-inch heel. They had laces all the way up the back that was just for show, they actually zipped up the inside. Only a tiny area of Charlotte’s foot was actually in contact with the ground and she was unable to complete the walk without the assistant’s physical support, such was the difficulty she had with them. Magenta wanted them in blue, but the shop only had black, so they offered to order a blue pair in for her. Charlotte was to return to collect them when they arrived.

The final pair had only a four-inch heel, which felt like paradise to Charlotte after all that she had tried before, and the heel had a concave shape so that the part in contact with the ground was larger than the stem itself, thus easier to walk on.  Rising to slightly lower than mid-calf, the boots laced up the front and tightly wrapped the ankle, giving it a delicate, dainty look. The black leather was so soft to the touch! They looked like something you would see on a bargirl in a western movie. Charlotte thought they were beautiful, the only pair that she would have chosen to buy for herself – had she been given a choice.

“She’ll wear these out of the shop.” Magenta told the assistant. “You can throw the old ones out!”




Back to the car, they drove across the city to a boutique that looked just the place that Charlotte would expect Crimzon to shop at. The display windows were full of fetish clothing. She felt a rising fear as Magenta held open the door for her to enter.

“We’re gonna get you a bosom, girl!” She announced.

It was a substantial shop covering two floors. They went straight upstairs to the undergarments department. At least the sales assistants here were women. Charlotte quickly found herself stripped down to just her panties and boots. She was carefully measured and declared a B cup.

Again, the sales assistants talked to Magenta. While they manhandled Charlotte into a succession of padded, push-up bras, they didn’t speak a word directly to her. Each bra forced her breasts together and upwards, giving her a cleavage for the first time in her life. None of them covered more than half of her bust, and those that covered her nipples actually had little cut-outs in them so that they poked through. Several were selected by Magenta, black and blue in colour and made of rubber and leather. The final selection, in black vinyl, Charlotte was told to keep on. It wasn’t comfortable and she gradually felt her breasts getting hot inside it.

Magenta said she wanted to order a couple of made-to-measure corsets, which shocked Charlotte. That was extreme! The measurements were taken. An assistant said it would be a few weeks before they would arrive.

Then a selection of thongs, garter belts and stockings (mostly fishnet) were added to the pile of bras.

“No more Granny Grunt passion killers for you, girl!” Magenta exclaimed.

The most humiliating moment came when she was ordered to take off her panties and put on a latex thong, right in the middle of the shop floor! Luckily there were no other customers on the upper floor, but Charlotte still had to expose her shaven vulva to the two sales assistants, as well as Magenta. Once she had the thong in place, she was mortified to see that it fitted skin tight, giving her a very visible camel toe, as well as leaving her buttocks completely exposed as well.

Magenta made a big show of asking an assistant where there was a rubbish bin (behind the sales counter) before sending Charlotte – old panties in hand – to dispose of them. To add further to her distress, she was then ordered to remain in just her boots, bra and thong as they moved downstairs to the outerwear department.

“Head up, shoulders back!” Magenta whispered in her ear as they reached the bottom of the stairs. “Be proud, CC!”

The lower floor was a lot busier with several people browsing. Charlotte tried her best to look nonchalant as she followed Magenta down the aisles of clothing, as good as naked. Her face was burning crimson as everyone looked towards her. Magenta stopped periodically to look at the merchandise. Sometimes she would hand something to Charlotte and get her to try it on there and then.

“Definitely not.”

“Yes,”

“No.”

“Perfect!”

Charlotte was never given the opportunity to view what she was trying on in a mirror. But Magenta had her adopt various poses as she turned about, displaying herself to the whole shop. Magenta seemed pretty sure she knew what Charlotte needed.

They only bought five things downstairs in the end, after trying on maybe twenty. Charlotte was certain that Magenta was going through an exercise to get her used to being exposed to strangers and comfortable with flaunting herself. They certainly got an audience. Suddenly everything the other customers were interested in was close by them, or at least in a direct line-of-sight. She saw one woman slap her man, who was staring at her, goggle-eyed.

Charlotte was happy with the two leather mini-skirts that Magenta selected. One was blue to match her jacket, it laced closed at a little panel at the front. The second was black and had laces down both hips and thighs, although there was a leather panel underneath, not bare skin. They were both short, but to Charlotte’s relief, not quite as short as the dress she had been wearing today.

The two dresses were more of a challenge for her to accept. One was a vivid blue, but made of rubber, and almost had a corset and bra built into it. Boning at the waist nipped it in tightly. Shaping at the bust forced her breasts together and up. The skirt came half way down her thighs, but the feel of the latex as it moved against her skin was odd and would take some getting used to. And it was so tight fitting, she felt she was still naked.

The second dress made Charlotte cringe. It was so tacky and tasteless she was mortified to be seen wearing it inside the shop, let alone out on the streets. It was bright orange and made of a wet-look material that was really stretchy, like Lycra, and it fitted her like a glove. The skirt was as short as the one she had worn today – it covered her bum, just about! It had a high neck that wrapped around her throat and long sleeves that were kept in place by straps that passed between her thumb and index finger. The fabric had cut-outs at the shoulders, across the top of her breasts and a whole series of them down the sides from under her arms to her thighs. Nothing could be louder or sluttier! It was a bimbo dress. It would draw more attention than walking around naked. She knew it was another test designed to push her to her limit.

The final item was a blue leather waistcoat to match her jacket and skirt. It laced up the front and was low cut to ensure ample room to show cleavage. Crimzon seemed fixated on blue for Charlotte, she certainly had a thing for colour.

Charlotte was eventually told to get dressed. She found that the bra made her breasts noticeably more prominent under the LBD and her nipples – with their bars – were thrust forward and their shape clearly visible at a glance. She gritted her teeth; they were still tender. It was odd to feel the fabric of the dress moving against her bare buttocks now, and it made her acutely conscious that she was in danger of flashing her naked bum instead of her underwear, should she make an inopportune movement or bend over too far. Again, Magenta set the zip of Charlotte’s jacket how she wanted it, very low. She pulled open the jacket so Charlotte’s bust was discernible to anyone who looked.

By the time they left the boutique, both Charlotte and Magenta were laden down with the bags from all the purchases. Charlotte couldn’t help but feel bitter as she struggled in her high heels and short skirt – which she could no longer tug down – while Magenta managed easily in her jeans and trainers.

Just outside the shop, a passing man eyed her hungrily. She felt very vulnerable. It was just the kind of attention she had never had before and yet would need to get accustomed to super quickly.

On top of everything, Charlotte estimated that today’s spending spree must have been close to three thousand pounds! If this was being added to her debt to Crimzon, how big would that finally be and how long would she have to work at Le Moulin Noir to pay it back!


6: Magenta

Charlotte awoke for the second day in a row to the sight of the wide-open door to her bedroom in Magenta’s apartment. She still wasn’t accustomed to the metal in her tongue. She hated the two piercings and wanted them out, especially so when she woke up with the horrid metallic taste in her mouth.

At least she could speak properly now, though it was hard work, requiring more effort for every little word – and she still sounded like she was sucking a gobstopper.

And the bar in her ear, that just twisted the ear slightly out of its natural shape so she was always aware of its presence, that something was not quite right. These were the first three things she noticed when she woke up each day.

She reached up to wipe the sleep from her eyes, only to see the shiny blue varnish of her long nails which now made every task twice as hard as it used to be. She had to be so careful with them around her eyes.

For the briefest of moments, she questioned her decision to embark on this lifestyle change, but then she thought of Crimzon, and even the last couple of days with Magenta, and this immediately pushed the doubt back into a dark corner of her consciousness. Despite all the pain and discomfort, the humiliation, the intensity of the experience had brought her alive again, she was feeling again – Excitement, fear, pleasure, shame, confusion. Everything.

Her phone pinged and she grabbed it from the bedside table. It was a new phone given to her by Magenta yesterday. It had a new number and she was forbidden to give it out to anyone from her old life. She was not allowed social media apps on it. The only numbers listed were for Crimzon and Magenta.

Yesterday afternoon had been difficult. Before Magenta had taken her old phone, she had to contact friends and family to explain she was taking a year out to ‘find herself’ and wouldn’t be contactable. She did most by text and didn’t answer the calls that came in return. Her friend Calli pleaded with her by text to speak with her. Magenta said it would make everything more difficult if she did, though she didn’t forbid it. Charlotte understood where she was coming from, but Calli was her closest friend and it really hurt to brush her off.

She had a titanic row with her parents, first speaking to her mother and then being passed on to her father. She told them she was gay and couldn’t reconcile her sexuality with their beliefs. That she needed space from them. They were doubly outraged; Charlotte wasn’t sure if taking the year out from uni or being a lesbian angered them the most. She really did need a period of time with them out of her life, and once the call was over, she felt like a sack of coal had been lifted from her shoulders.

Charlotte opened the text from Crimzon. Another address and a time: One pm. She searched the address. Haircraze. She had been expecting that, not because they had warned her – they loved keeping her in the dark – but because the most obvious feature missing from her makeover was a dramatic hairdo. She was surprised it had taken this long. She shivered, like someone had just walked over her grave. The hair stood up on her neck. She pulled her duvet up to her throat. What would they do to her? It would be something that stood out in a crowd. Her stomach knotted. She was terrified, but a little excited too.

She was disappointed there was nothing further from Crimzon, though not surprised. It was the first time Crimzon had contacted her since Magenta had sent her photos of Charlotte on Saturday. Charlotte had been hoping for some positive response.

As soon as they had got back from the shopping trip, even while they were still in the entrance hall, Magenta had insisted on photographing Charlotte. She took several head and shoulders close-ups, getting Charlotte to pose differently each time; to pout, smile, project herself with confidence.

“Come on, CC, own your look! Own your look!” She kept repeating.

Then she stepped back for some full-length shots of Charlotte, showing her push-up bra and new boots. Charlotte was never shown any of the photos either before or after they were sent to Crimzon.

After that, Magenta had led Charlotte into the master bedroom and had taken the blue jacket off her.

“On all fours, on the bed.”

Charlotte obeyed without hesitation.

“You’ve been a really good girl today, CC. Not one complaint, not one challenge to my authority! You deserve a reward.”

Magenta pulled up Charlotte’s skirt, right up over her hips so it was wrapped around her waist, revealing her naked bum cheeks bifurcated by the black strip of her thong. Magenta grabbed the cheeks in her hands, massaging them gently for a while, before slapping out a brief tune on them as if they were a pair of bongo drums. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt Charlotte, quite the opposite, in fact. The heat it generated spread a pleasurable warmth across her skin.

“You need to work really hard at the gym to get some definition into them!” Magenta’s voice faded as she turned and moved away from Charlotte. When she next spoke, she was right behind her again.

“You are going to be one hot piece of arse when we’ve finished with you!”

Magenta lifted away the panel of Charlotte’s latex thong, stretching it, pulling the strap hard against her perineum. Charlotte felt her labia being parted and something cold and smooth being pressed against her inner lips and clitoris. Suddenly, it sprung to life! Vibrating gently and causing her to gasp, jerk and instinctively try to close her legs.

“Hold position!” Magenta snapped.

She let the thong fall back into place, holding the vibrator tight against Charlotte’s most tender spot. Magenta pushed Charlotte’s knees further apart, forcing her to lower her groin.

“The only thing you are allowed to move is your arse. You can shake that as much as you like, but nothing else, understand?”

Charlotte grunted

Magenta spanked her again, much harder this time. The sound reverberated around the bedroom like the crack of a whip. This one did hurt.

“Ouch!”

Charlotte almost turned around to glare at Magenta, but just managed to control herself.

“Show some respect!” Magenta demanded.

“I’m sorry, Miss Magenta. I understand.”

Charlotte could hear the little blonde moving around the room while the incessant vibration on her clit made her squirm. Soon she was fully using the permission to move her bum, gyrating it with increasing frequency, which only served to move the device against her nub, sending shots of ecstasy through her body that made her squirm even more. She groaned.

“I thought that would warm you up nicely!”

Magenta was now back behind Charlotte, caressing her buttocks once more. Then she removed the vibrator, the buzzing stopped and there was a momentary silence in the room. Charlotte found herself unable to keep her hips still, despite the absence of the device.

“Have you ever been licked out, CC?”

“No, Miss Magenta.”

Magenta’s fingers pushed aside the thong and slipped inside Charlotte’s labia, her index finger quickly finding the clit, causing Charlotte to grunt and her hips to twitch.

“I want you to learn from it. Pay attention to the techniques I use. You are going to be eating a lot of pussy and you need to get very good at it, very quickly!”

Magenta slipped two fingers into Charlotte’s tunnel, while her thumb pressed on her clit. She jabbed her hand several times. Charlotte groaned again and pushed back instinctively. Then Magenta seemed to be dragging out Charlotte’s wetness and spreading it over her clit and labia.

“You are not allowed to cum without permission. You are never allowed to cum without permission! No rubbing yourself off when you are alone. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss Magenta!”

Then Charlotte felt Magenta’s mouth on her sex. She sighed. It felt divine. She wished it was Crimzon’s mouth, but couldn’t deny the exquisite sensations she was feeling. Magenta was very gentle at the start, but gradually increased the energy and intensity. When her teeth nipped at Charlotte’s clit, Charlotte yelped and tried to pull her sex away. Magenta grabbed Charlotte’s thighs to hold her in place. Her tongue started to pummel and she had this trick where she could almost curl that tongue into a tube and push it well into Charlotte’s tunnel.

“Ahh!... Oh!... Oh!”

It was unquestionably the best sex Charlotte had ever had. Admittedly, she didn’t have a lot to compare it to! She started pushing her mound hard onto Magenta’s mouth but Magenta held her firmly, keeping control, something that delighted Charlotte even more. She felt her euphoria starting to build, steadily increasing fervour taking her over, her hips fighting Magenta for sway and failing. She couldn’t stop thinking of the times when Crimzon had taken her to the edge of orgasm and then denied her. Was this going to happen again?

Please, please, let me cum! She repeated the mantra in her head, until somehow it was coming out of her mouth.

“Please, please, let me cum, Miss Magenta?”

Magenta continued her vigorous tongue work, ignoring Charlotte’s plea. Had she even heard it?

Charlotte knew she was about to orgasm, whether she had permission or not, she yelled one final plea!

Please may I cum, Miss Magenta?”

Magenta paused for just a moment.

“Yes.”

Charlotte went rigid. She yelled and she screamed as she came. The euphoria seemed like it was never going to end. She lowered her head and ground it into the bed.

When awareness eventually returned, she realized Magenta’s mouth was gone and the thong was back in place over her mound.

“Thank you, Miss Magenta!”

“You’re welcome, CC. You deserved it. Good behaviour gets rewarded. I knew you were more than a cold fish!”

That last comment stung. She wasn’t a cold fish, was she? Was that the impression she gave?

“Next time keep your mouth shut! We have neighbours and we don’t want any complaints. They must have heard you on the ground floor!”

Charlotte felt herself colour. She couldn’t deny that one.

“Hold that position, you don’t have permission to move until I say so, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Magenta.”

From the corner of her eye, Charlotte saw Magenta leave the room, naked. She was gone a long time. Charlotte could see Magenta’s bedside clock and watched the minutes tick by. She could feel the dampness that had seeped into the latex thong and had nowhere to go, instinctively she wanted to clean herself up. She wanted to flex her feet and toes which were trapped in the high-heeled boots she had been wearing for hours now. But overall, she felt that post-orgasmic calm and peace. Contentment. It never occurred to her to disobey Magenta, even in a small way, like stretching an arm or a leg. She remained on all fours, on the bed, her bare bottom displayed for all the passing birds to see through the glass wall – that thought made her smile.

It was thirty-three minutes before Magenta returned to the bedroom.

“It’s my turn for some fun now!”

Charlotte heard a drawer open and close. Heard sounds like belt buckles were being fastened. She heard a plastic cap pop open and then click shut. A few moments later, Magenta’s hands were on her buttocks. They were cold and greasy.

“Ever taken it up the pooper, CC?

Charlotte froze in fear. Please no, not that!

“No, Miss Magenta.”

“Shame! We’ll have to ease you into that!”

Charlotte took a breath again.

“Your pussy tastes as sweet as sugar, but now I want to know what kind of a fuck you are?”

Charlotte felt Magenta pushing aside her thong once more. Something cold and firm pressed against her labia – the tip of a dildo. Magenta’s fingers separated the outer lips and pushed the phallus into her. It was big and felt like it was getting bigger the further it entered her.

“I need you to shuffle backwards towards me!”

Charlotte tentatively obeyed, feeling the dildo squeeze further into her with every movement, stretching her open. How big was this thing? Magenta grabbed her thighs, pulling her firmly back at the same time as easing the intruder forward. It sank much deeper into her tunnel, distending her, causing her to gasp.

“Damn, you’re tight! There’s not much been up here!”

Even though Magenta couldn’t see her face, Charlotte felt herself blushing once more.

Magenta continued to ease the dildo in. She was gentle and considerate. It was well lubricated and didn’t cause Charlotte any pain, but it was uncomfortable, initially. Eventually Charlotte felt Magenta’s hips pressing against her bottom. It was a strap-on and Charlotte had taken it all! Magenta left it like that for a few seconds, wiggling her hips. The discomfort faded as Charlotte’s vagina accommodated the phallus.

Magenta stroked Charlotte’s buttocks.

“Good girl! It will be worth the effort, believe me!”

Hands on Charlotte’s hips, Magenta eased the dildo back out until only the head was still inside, then pushed it fully back in again. Charlotte felt small ripples of pleasure and started to relax. Magenta slowly picked up the pace over a few minutes, thrusting increasingly faster and harder. The pleasure increased exponentially for Charlotte too, each stroke sending a wave of delight through her body. Soon she was sighing blissfully.

Magenta took a firmer hold on Charlotte and thrust hard and deep, causing Charlotte to squeal and begin to thrust her hips back to meet the push of the dildo, craving more sensation. Both of them became increasingly frenzied as their excitement rose, both were now panting heavily. Charlotte could feel a new orgasm starting to build and from the sound of Magenta’s moans she was approaching a climax too. Charlotte ground her hips back on the strap-on, trying to keep her vocals under control this time.

“Please…May I cum!... Miss Magenta!”

It was some moments before Magenta answered.

“Yes!... Yes!”

As Magenta reached her own orgasm, she pulled Charlotte tight to her crotch and hugged her. They both mashed their hips into one another furiously, all gentleness long gone.

When they were both finished, Magenta lay slumped on top of Charlotte, her head resting on Charlotte’s shoulders, arms dangling down either side of her.

Charlotte wanted to collapse too. That was a far better fuck than any of her boyfriends had ever managed to give her. But Magenta had told her to hold position until she was told she could move, so she kept her elbows and knees locked, supporting the woman on her back.

“You are gonna be a great fuck, CC!” Magenta said after a couple of minutes had passed.







Charlotte fingered herself at the memory, closing her eyes and sighing. That had been an eye-opening, amazing experience, but she had to stop. It wasn’t allowed and the camera was always viewing her bed. Even though her hand was under the duvet, she wouldn’t get away with anything other than the briefest of touches.

She had thought that Saturday session would break the ice in her relationship with Magenta, and to a certain extent, it had. Magenta was more familiar with her now, but yesterday Charlotte hadn’t been a good girl. She was struggling with the make-up and would need more practice. Ditto walking in the stilettos the way Magenta wanted her to walk. Magenta had a low patience threshold on these subjects. The blonde had been using make-up and high heels since her early teens and simply couldn’t understand how someone of Charlotte’s age could be so clueless; it was as simple as brushing your teeth as far as she was concerned.

“Time to get up, CC!”

Charlotte opened her eyes to see Magenta approaching her bed, a robe tied loosely at her waist. Charlotte hadn’t been expecting to see her this early, but then she remembered that it was Monday morning. Le Moulin Noir was closed on Sundays, so the waitress hadn’t worked last night.

Magenta threw back the duvet, revealing Charlotte’s naked body.

“Up!”

Getting to her feet, Charlotte knew what Magenta wanted. Stand tall, shoulders back, hands at sides – to show pride in her body! It was still difficult for her to do.

She saw Magenta glance at the bedsheet looking for tell-tale stains that she had broken the rules, then the waitress gave her a smile – one of her real ones, not the fake one – turned on her heel and walked out.

Charlotte went to the bathroom. When she returned, she found her clothes for the day were laid out on the bed. A matching thong, bra and suspender belt in black leather with fishnet stockings. The skirt that she had shortened and which Crimzon had taken in so that it was now incredibly tight. She felt it hugging her bum and it forced her to keep her knees close together to stop it riding up even higher on her thighs and showing the stocking tops. That and the high heels compelled her to take small steps, putting one foot in front of the other and swinging her hips provocatively, exactly as Magenta wanted her to do. There was a cropped black T-shirt, which together with the bra, she left off for now as she had to remain topless within the apartment. Magenta was allowing her to wear the four-inch heels all this week, but had promised from next week she would be wearing the five-inch heeled boots regularly.

In the kitchen, Charlotte tried to mount the breakfast bar stool with as much dignity as she could.

“Crimzon says you are getting your hair sorted this afternoon?”

It had become clear that Crimzon and Magenta kept in close contact with one another.

“Yes, Miss Magenta.”

“That’s really good. It will make such a difference! Not just to your look but to your attitude as well.”

What was wrong with her attitude? No questions allowed!

“I’m working the early shift today, so I won’t be here when you get back. I’ve left a list of what you will work on this evening.”

Magenta was controlling Charlotte’s food as well. A bowl of muesli and bran, some sliced apple and soya milk were laid out ready for her.

“You can make yourself a chicken salad tonight, it’s all in the fridge.”

Charlotte looked at the sheet of paper beside her cereal bowl. It was all things Magenta had already discussed with her.

For five minutes every hour: Practice walking in her heels. Practice her expressions (smiling provocatively, looking sultry, exuding confidence, etc.) Practice moving and posing sensually.

And work on her essay.

That had started as a joke, but Magenta had decided to actually do it – or to get Charlotte to actually do it! Charlotte saw it as inverted snobbery. The one thing she had over Magenta was her education. So Magenta had found a way to belittle it, trivialize it. She had printed off four pictures of attractive women from the internet. Charlotte had to write an essay on which of them had the most sex appeal and why, and which didn’t and why.

Magenta came up behind Charlotte and put her hand’s around her bare waist, squeezing her gently.

“Get a move on, CC! You’ve got a lot to do this morning.”

By that, she meant go to the gym and then to the university to finalize her deferral of her final year, before getting to the hairdressers.

Magenta’s hands moved up to cup Charlotte’s breasts, caressing and squeezing them, carefully avoiding the still healing pierced nipples. This had become a regular occurrence. Magenta constantly had her hands on Charlotte, usually her breasts or her tightly encased bottom. Charlotte knew it was part of her training, getting her used to being casually manhandled in preparation for waitressing at the club.

It didn’t stop her from leaning into Magenta’s hands to maximize the sensation. She sighed in pleasure.

The hands disappeared as quickly as they had arrived.

“You’re slutting up nicely, already, CC!”

Charlotte coloured in embarrassment at the comment, though she couldn’t deny it.

Because Charlotte had missed out on gym time in the days immediately after her piercing, she had been ordered to play catch up. She had to go every morning this week, even yesterday – a Sunday – where she had to put in double time. From Magenta’s apartment the gym was two bus rides away and this was proving an ordeal for Charlotte.

All her life, Charlotte had dressed partly for comfort and partly to fit in, to move invisibly through the world, unnoticed. And now she was noticeable, as well as physically uncomfortable, and very conscious of both. They were completely against her natural inclinations.

On top of that, she had to remember Magenta’s strict instructions to keep her head up and shoulders back, to meet the eyes of anyone that looked at her and smile – whether a brazen male leer or a disapproving female scowl. She found it very hard.

The T-shirt she was wearing today was cropped to just above her belly button. It was tented at the front by her push-up bra, hanging away from her body. The sleeves had been hacked off the T-shirt showing all her arms and her shoulders. A big V shape had been cut in the front, showing off her small cleavage. It was passed the middle of September and a cool morning. Charlotte was frozen. To make matters worse the cold made her nipples erect and their shape, with barbells, was clearly visible pushing against the cotton.

She stood at the bus-stop, periodically tugging her skirt down to stop her stocking-tops and suspenders from being revealed. She felt like a hooker waiting for a kerb-crawler.


7: Orange

It had to be done. You used your hair to hide behind.

The text message had arrived from Crimzon while she was on the bus. It was packed with kids returning home from school and she was forced to stand, bodies pressed against her. Something was repeatedly prodding her bottom, but she was unable to turn and see if it was accidental or deliberate. She wouldn’t have given it a second thought two weeks ago, now she was so self-conscious she felt every touch or brush of bodies and attributed it to the way she looked and the attention she was getting.

When she read the text, she had to fight to stop fresh tears. She couldn’t break down, not here on a crowded bus.

She stoically held it together until she got back to Magenta’s apartment. She shut the door, leaning her back against it, and slowly sank down to the floor, sobbing uncontrollably. After a few minutes, the noisy bawling died down to silent weeping and sniffing. She needed a tissue for her nose as well as her eyes. More minutes passed.

Crimzon hadn’t even apologized!

But worst of all, she knew Crimzon was right.

So much of her identity was bound up in her hair. Despite all the changes, when she looked in the mirror, she had still seen Charlotte. Now, her reflection was a stranger; Charlotte had gone. Not even her parents would have recognized her if they passed her in the street. It was a profound, pivotal moment in her transformation. Rebirth. Old into new.

The hairdresser had taken Charlotte into a backroom of the salon. It had no mirrors, so she couldn’t see what was being done to her. She could smell the peroxide when it was applied, so she knew she would be blonde. But she hadn’t at all been prepared for the clippers running up her neck, up the sides of her head and the huge, long clumps of hair falling to the floor all around her. Tears had flowed immediately. When she wiped them away from her cheeks with the back of her hand, she saw it was streaked with mascara.

The hairdresser had been very sympathetic, though she never once asked Charlotte about anything she was doing. When she had finished, she had cleaned up Charlotte’s face and reapplied the mascara.

“All done!”

It wasn’t until she passed back through the main salon on her way out that she got to see what had been done to her. She stopped, staring into the huge mirrors, aware that everyone else in the salon was staring at her too.

The back of her head, the top of her neck, all along the sides, over her ears, all the hair was gone. There was just stubble. The top was longer, especially at the front. It was coloured platinum blonde, except the hair at the very front was a bright blue, and that behind it had matching blue highlights. She ran her hand through it – it was long enough to do so on the top.

It looked stunning! Breathtakingly beautiful! She couldn’t deny it.  But this person wasn’t Charlotte.

She thanked the hairdresser, strutted through the salon to the exit.

Charlotte had entered the salon, but it was CC who left.

Eventually, she picked herself up off the floor. She pulled off the T-shirt. Removed the leather bra. She felt shattered and decided, damn the consequences, that she didn’t give a fuck about Magenta’s to do list. She grabbed a banana and a beer from the kitchen, spent twenty minutes removing her make-up, then went to bed; even though it was only five in the afternoon.




She awoke early and was restless. After breakfast, Magenta still wasn’t about and CC wanted to get to the gym. As her clothes hadn’t been laid out for her, she decided to dress herself. She knew she could get into trouble for it, so went extreme to prevent Magenta from being able to call her out for it. She had something to prove to herself as well as them.

The most provocative bra Magenta had chosen on Saturday was a quarter-cup shelf bra in black leather. It lifted her breasts high and pushed out her nipples. It really was obscene! Over this, she pulled on the tacky orange bimbo dress. She had to twist and shimmy to get it on, it was an incredibly tight fit. She zipped up the back, feeling the high collar close around her throat. She adjusted the cut-out over her breasts so that it framed her cleavage, her barred nipples sitting just under the fabric and clearly outlined in orange. She pulled the skirt down over a rubber thong and suspender belt. The skirt wasn’t long enough to reach her stocking tops even when she was standing up! Finally, she judged there was only one pair of boots suitable for this dress. Sitting on the bed, she pulled on the black thigh-highs with the five-inch stiletto heels. She smoothed out the wrinkles right to the top. Standing up in them she felt tall and confident. She could handle them.

She didn’t spend much time on her make-up, some eyeliner, mascara, lipstick and gloss. The heavy make-up was for after she finished at the gym. She had become dissatisfied by how thin and flat her lips were – especially her top one. She couldn’t get the memory of Crimzon’s lush mouth out of her mind. She remembered the feel of those lips on her own, those fantastic kisses. She would love to have lips like Crimzon.

She stood again, turning, viewing herself from all angles. She smoothed the skirt down once more, but it still wouldn’t reach her stocking tops. The cut-outs down the side of the dress showed the leather of her bra strap and the latex of her thong strap and suspender belt. Her hair cut was severe, but it worked – she had the bone structure to pull it off.

She looked fucking hot!

She would never have believed she could look so good. All she needed was to learn to carry the look off, get her attitude right. For the first time she really believed she could appeal to Crimzon, could be in her league. She slung her gym bag over her shoulder and headed out.

She really felt different today, much less self-conscious, more self-possessed (or should that be self-obsessed?) She didn’t have to constantly think about keeping her head up, meeting the eyes of those who looked her way – and there were many. Contemptuous looks didn’t mortify her anymore. When a portly middle-aged woman called her a slut as she passed her in the street, she laughed. Some of the men were difficult to read. Furtive glances or blatant stares, she found it hard to work out what they were thinking. Desire? Derision?  Both at the same time?

She really gave it her all at the gym. For the second time in three days she did a double session and she felt really good afterwards.

It wasn’t until she was back outside the door to Magenta’s apartment that her confidence began to slip away. She had broken so many rules and instructions since she had last seen Magenta, what would be the consequences?

As CC hesitated, a couple came out of the next-door apartment. She gave them her best smile.

“Hi!”

The guy stared at her, his eyes almost popping out of his head. Just as it looked like he was going to answer, the woman stepped between them, grabbing his arm and nearly pulling him over in her rush to get him away from CC. She flashed a look of pure hatred at her. CC turned to watch them head down the corridor, bemused. For the first time, she really began to appreciate how threatened other women could be when faced with a sexually provocative woman.

CC tried to close the apartment door quietly when she entered, but Magenta had heard the key in the lock and came out into the hallway.

“What the fuck…?” she stopped in her tracks.

“I’m sorry, Miss Magenta, I was up early and you were late up and I needed to get to the gym, so I dressed myself. I hope I did OK?”

There was a long pause before Magenta spoke.

“On this occasion, you did OK. But tread carefully, I might not be so tolerant next time! Get started on your make-up. I’ll be with you in a while.”

That went better than expected, CC thought. She sat at Magenta’s dressing table as the bedroom was empty. It was great to get off her feet, the boots were killing her. They might look great but you suffered for it.

She thought her make-up skills were improving, but she didn’t really understand why she had to cake it on so thickly. She really hated the fake eyelashes; they were so fiddly to apply and they made her eyelids feel heavy.

“Use more of the blue eyeshadow now, it will match your hair.”

Magenta appeared behind CC in the mirror. She was wearing a giant T-shirt with a cartoon dog on the front. It was so big the neckline didn’t fit on her shoulders, one side hanging down her arm. The bottom hung lower on her thighs than CC’s skirt did on her own. She had her hair pulled up on top of her head, held there by a scrunchie. She looked really cute.

She leaned right over CC’s shoulder to examine the make-up. She tutted.

“Let me show you once again how to blend!”

The blue eyeshadow had a metallic sheen. It was quite dark, but CC thought it was striking and bold and best used sparingly. Magenta disagreed, using it liberally. When she was finished, it looked dramatic, exotic! She stood back.

“Fuck you look hot!”

Her fingers dragged across the stubble on the side of CC’s head.

“That haircut is so sexy! It’s masculine, yet it makes you look more feminine. Who would have thought!”

Her fingers continued to the back of CC’s head, then down to the nape of her neck. Then she ran them through the longer hair on top, fluffing it up.

“Crimzon is a visionary! She saw your potential and wow! Look at the results!”

Magenta moved away and when she returned, she had her phone in her hand.

“I want some shots of you with your new hair and that outfit, stand up!”

CC had much more confidence this time, she found the posing easy and natural.

“Great… Really good!”

She took the opportunity to sell herself to Crimzon, to make herself so desirable that Crimzon would not be able to resist her.

“That’s it!... That’s what I meant about owning the look!... Now I believe you!”

Magenta seemed delighted with the results as she fired the pictures off to Crimzon. Then she came and stood in front of CC, her eyes bright.

“I wish I could kiss you!”

Her hand came up to grab CC’s left breast, her palm pushing against the nipple, which hurt a little. Her other hand ran across CC’s hips and grabbed a buttock.

CC would have quite liked to have kissed Magenta back, but she knew her tongue wasn’t ready for that yet.

“You’ve made real progress. Good girl!”

She stood on tiptoe, it seemed with the intention of pecking CC on the cheek, but she was barefoot and with CC in her five-inch heels, the little woman couldn’t reach. She settled for kissing the top of a breast brazenly presented by the shelf bra.

“Thank you, Miss Magenta. On the subject of mouths, may I speak?”

Magenta eyed CC suspiciously. Her hands were now resting on CC’s hips.

“Go on…”

I know it’s not my place to decide… But I wondered if Miss Crimzon might allow me to get my lips enhanced?”

Magenta laughed.

“Didn’t take long to stir your vanity! You don’t have to worry about that, it’s all in the plan, though we might want to bring it forward if you are comfortable with the idea already. I’ll speak with Crimzon about it.”

Taking CC’s hand, Magenta led her across to the bed.

“Pull your dress up to your waist.”

Nervously, CC obeyed.

“Lose the thong.”

CC shimmied the scrap of latex down her legs, kicked it off her foot to lay on the carpet a few feet away.

Magenta gathered the pillows together in the centre of the bed, up against the softly padded headboard.

“On the bed, back against the pillows.”

CC obeyed. She watched as Magenta took a handful of silken strips from one of the bedside drawers and tied one of them around CC’s wrist. The strip was about two inches wide and very soft. It was not tight enough to cut into her skin.

Magenta then pulled CC’s arm away from her body, out towards the top corner of the bed. There was a little wooden post there that connected the headboard to the bed. Magenta tied the other end of the strip around this, fixing CC’s arm in an outstretched position.

CC felt a shiver of fear passing up her spine. She also felt a thrilling tingle in her groin.

Nothing was said as Magenta repeated the procedure around the other side of the bed to CC’s other arm. She was truly helpless now!

Magenta climbed onto the bed.

“Shuffle down a little!”

CC obeyed until only her head and shoulders were on the pillows and her arms were stretched tight.

There were still two strips of silk in Magenta’s hands, which she proceeded to tie around CC’s booted ankles. Then she lifted CC’s leg and eased it towards the top corner of the bed, holding it in place using her shoulder as she tied it to the same post that was already holding CC’s arm in place. She again repeated this on the other side of the bed to CC’s other leg.

It was a very uncomfortable position, CC’s legs and arms splayed out, leaving her upturned bum and bald pussy completely exposed. She couldn’t remember ever being so physically vulnerable, and she knew her thighs were going to be hurting like hell very quickly.

Magenta bounced off the bed and left the room. CC groaned, remembering the last time she was left here it was for more than half an hour. She closed her eyes; she couldn’t survive that long in this strenuous position.

But Magenta was back within two minutes. She was carrying a twelve-inch bendy plastic ruler – the shatterproof kind. As she climbed back on the bed, CC had a very bad feeling.

Magenta smiled at the fearful expression on CC’s face. She put a hand on CC’s pussy and started rubbing. Occasionally, she pushed a finger inside to brush CC’s clit. CC couldn’t help but respond, it felt so good. She pushed back against the touches, trying to increase the intensity.

“Once you become a slut, you’ll always be a slut. You can’t put the toothpaste back in the tube. And that’s a good thing, right?”

CC felt Magenta’s fingers push inside her. They were so skilled that CC was bucking and gasping in a very short amount of time. She whimpered and squirmed. And then they were gone. Magenta wiped her fingers clean on CC’s thighs and then sat back on her heels.

“I’m not angry with you CC. Yesterday was a very difficult day for you, and as it happens, everything turned out good in the end! There was some disobedience and forward behaviour from you. You were cheeky. Given the circumstances I’m not particularly bothered about it on this occasion. But I need you to understand this kind of behaviour is not an acceptable option for you in the future, it will be a one-off.”

Magenta moved so fast; CC felt the pain before she had even been able to register what had occurred. The ruler smacked down hard on the inside of her thigh, right under her pussy. It hurt and CC yelled.

“Quiet! Remember the neighbours. You’ll have to do better than that or I’ll gag you.”

Whack!

This time on the other thigh. CC gritted her teeth. It really stung! How could something so innocuous hurt so much?

Whack! Whack!

Both thighs again. Magenta put a hand on the red marks she had created and rubbed them.

“Your pale skin marks up beautifully!”

Whack! Whack!

These were slightly further down the thighs.

Whack! Whack!

Directly on top of the last strikes.

CC screeched through clenched teeth, tugging all four limbs desperately in an attempt to get out of the way of the hits, but she couldn’t move at all. She was helplessly exposed.

Whack! Whack!

The back of the thighs this time. Six more followed in quick succession, three on each thigh.

She couldn’t hold back the tears, it burned so! She sobbed.

“Look at me! Keep your eyes on me!”

Whack! Whack!

This time she was hit right where her bum met her thighs.

“You will be obedient!” After each word, Magenta struck with the ruler.

“Disobedience disrespects me!... Disobedience disrespects Crimzon!... Remember your place!... You are a naïve little slut!”

All of the strikes were clustered around the top of her thighs. CC was gasping and panting, squirming, weeping. Her thighs were on fire.

“So, what have you just learnt?”

Whack! Whack!

“Answer me!”

Whack! Whack!

“I will do as I’m told, Miss Magenta!”

“And?”

Whack! Whack!

Disobedience is not an acceptable choice, Miss Magenta!”

“And?”

Whack! Whack!

CC tried desperately to think, but she was not quick enough.

Whack! Whack!

“Disobedience is disrespectful to you and Miss Crimzon, Miss Magenta!” She sobbed out eventually.

“Good!”

Magenta rubbed the angry red marks she had created.

“Three more and we are done.”

CC watched Magenta with suspicion, suspicion that proved to be well founded.

Whack!

Right on her pussy lips. CC writhed, nearly pulling her arms out of their sockets as she tugged on her bound wrists.

“One!”

Whack!

She screamed. Magenta pressed a well-manicured finger on to CC’s lips.

“Two! Shush! You’ve done so well up to now, don’t spoil it. Take the last one quietly to show me you have learnt!”

Whack!

Magenta really brought her arm down on the last one. CC squirmed, bouncing on the mattress, but aside from her sobbing, she remained quiet.

“Three! Good girl, all done!”

Magenta dropped the ruler and her hand went immediately to CC’s pussy, cupping it.

“Now that’s what you call a hot snatch! Time for your good girl’s reward!”

Fingers pushed through CC’s labia into the wet environs within, causing a squelching sound and a shudder to pass through CC’s entire body. She was overwhelmed with both pleasure and pain at the same time. Gradually, as Magenta’s fingers did their skilful work, CC’s hips began to buck from the pleasure only. Then Magenta bent over and her mouth replaced her fingers. It wasn’t long before CC felt her orgasm starting to build.

“May I cum, please, Miss Magenta?” She gasped urgently.

“Not yet. I’m testing your obedience. If you cum without permission, we shall start the spanking from the beginning again!”

CC let out a long moan as Magenta’s tongue attacked her clit with renewed vigour. She ran through as many things in her head as she could think of to distract herself – her university course, her parents, people she disliked – eventually she grasped the idea of running through the states of the USA from west to east. It worked for a while, but when she reached Missouri, she knew she was lost.

“Please, Miss Magenta!” Her voice was shrill.

“Count to ten and you may cum.”

CC wasn’t sure how intelligible the count was, the numbers all rolled into one and then she saw stars. She bucked and bounced, wriggled like a hooked fish for a long while, before slumping motionless, except for the rise and fall of her chest as she struggled for breath.

She felt emotionally and physically exhausted. Everywhere seemed to be hurting. The whole thing had been one of the most intense experiences of her life. She didn’t fully understand it, but she felt a peace and calm at that moment that she hadn’t reached in the last few years of her life.

Dimly, she was aware of Magenta wiping her mouth and fingers dry on her sore, beaten thighs, grinning at her like a Cheshire cat. Then she scooted off the bed.

“After I’ve had a coffee, it’ll be my turn!”

She left the bedroom and CC knew what that meant; she wasn’t going to be released any time soon.


8: White

Ten days later, CC found herself at a clinic just outside the city centre. It felt like a hospital and she didn’t like hospitals. She couldn’t complain, she had asked for new lips and she was getting them. But now the moment had arrived, she was scared. All those sensationalist news reports and pictures of women who had got allergic reactions to lip enhancement procedures, then finished up with a fish face, were playing through her head. But this was the place that had done Magenta’s and the other girls at the club and they had all been successful.

Her name was called. Her old name. She hadn’t heard it in ages.

“Charlotte Cain?”

She waved at the nurse and stood up, strutted across the waiting room in her new boots.

Two days ago, the boots that Magenta had backordered had arrived. CC had been sent to collect them from the shop. They had five and a half inch heels, the highest she had ever worn. She had been wearing them around the apartment to get used to them, but Magenta had picked them for her to wear out today. They were bright, shiny blue, knee high. They were flamboyant in the extreme. It was a cold day and Magenta had allowed CC to wear her matching blue leather jacket over a cropped T-shirt that had been slashed down the middle from the throat so that her latex bra was visible. She had attracted plenty of attention on the bus.

“Can I just say, I love your hair. It’s so bold! I’d never have the courage to get it done myself, though!” The nurse said as she held open the door for CC.

“Thank you!” CC smiled back. “I needed a change!”

She didn’t add that she wouldn’t have had the courage to get it done herself, either. Or wanted to, for that matter. She hadn’t reconciled herself fully to it yet. To have long hair virtually all your life and then find yourself shorn like this was a shock not easily got over. She missed it in so many ways, not least because it kept her ears warm in the cold weather for starters. She felt she had been deprived of a fundamental part of her femininity. It had been very helpful in adapting to her new persona, of that there was no doubt, but every time she saw her reflection, she was reminded her image was being created by someone else, for someone else. And any hope that she could start growing it out again in the short term had been crushed. Every Thursday she had to go back to the hairdressers for a ‘touch up’ where the clippers were run across her stubble to ensure the look remained ‘fresh’.

CC was making good progress. She could move gracefully in stilettos now. She could handle sitting down and standing up in skyscraper heels and scandalously short skirts without looking like a baby giraffe. She could project confidence for long spells without having to work too hard at it. She could even make herself up half decently without Magenta’s help!

She was used to being stared at out on the street and on the bus – everywhere, actually! She took crude comments and insults thrown at her without concern; they didn’t upset her anymore. But sometimes she faltered, the persona slipped.

The nurse helped her out of her jacket and hung it up for her. She was left standing in the ripped-up T-shirt, flashing her tits, flashing her belly, in her drum tight skirt that didn’t quite cover her fishnet stocking tops. She was standing next to an educated, professional woman and she looked and felt like a cheap tart, with no taste, decency or decorum. In moments like this, only for a few seconds, CC’s bravura evaporated and Charlotte reappeared.

Did the nurse regard her with pity or distain? Why would she respect her? For some reason, the opinion of the nurse, the doctor who was about to treat her, mattered in a way people in the street or on the bus didn’t.

It only took a few moments for CC to reassert control. This was a cosmetic surgery clinic. She knew for a fact that plenty of sex workers used this facility. It was probably one of their bigger client bases! Topless waitresses, strippers, porn stars, they must all pass through here regularly. They would have seen it all and wouldn’t give a damn.

“Are you OK?” The nurse looked concerned.

“Just nervous, kind of scared!” CC used her - quite genuine – anxiety over the forthcoming procedure to mask her personality wobble.

“It really is nothing to worry about! I’ve seen hundreds of these. It’s safe and we use a local anaesthetic to dull the pain. Looking at all your piercings, if you can handle that, this will be a piece of cake!”

That final comment didn’t help. CC was still suffering PTSD from the trauma of that piercing session, and she still hated all the metal now added to her body. Her short hair only emphasized the ear bar even more, and she guessed once her lips were enhanced, the silver ball under her lower lip would appear more prominent as well, not to mention the ball on the tip of her tongue as her mouth became a primary focus of attention.

Last week she had received another gift from Crimzon, a pair of earrings that featured long strips of blue leather. There were four strips on each earring, each about a quarter inch wide and more than six inches long. They were heavy, pulling down on her earlobes and continually brushing her shoulders as she moved her head, so their presence was difficult to forget. She was not allowed out of the apartment without them except when she went to the gym.

CC found herself looking down at her chest to see if the nurse was referencing her nipples as well. She could clearly see the shape of the barbells through the cotton. She looked back at the nurse, who was grinning and there was a glint in her eye,

“Could I give you my phone number later? In case you want to have a drink some time?”

CC hadn’t seen that coming. What should she say? What would Crimzon want her to say?

“Sure, that would be great!”

She didn’t have to use it. It seemed the easiest way out of the situation.

The nurse gave her a broad smile and led her through to the waiting doctor.




CC wondered what had happened to the local anaesthetic. It had hurt like hell! But the nurse had been right, it was nothing like as traumatic as her piercings had been.

As usual, she had not been consulted about the procedure. Magenta had presented the forms for her to sign the day before without letting her read them. She didn’t have any idea how big they would be, but she reasoned Crimzon had a personal and commercial interest in enhancing her appearance, it didn’t make sense to make her look ridiculous. Besides, the procedure needed to be repeated every year, so it wasn’t permanent.

But, bloody hell! They did look big!

Both the doctor and the nurse had stressed repeatedly that there would be swelling and she wouldn’t see the end result for a week.

She had bought a newspaper for the bus ride back to the apartment and sat for the entire journey with the paper open and held up, hiding her face, pretending she was reading it. She had almost missed her stop!

Magenta seemed to think it was OK, but looking in the mirror in her bedroom, CC thought it looked a bit clownish. Her lips completely overwhelmed the rest of her face. She had to be patient!

When CC showed the note from the nurse with her name and phone number to Magenta, she showed no interest at all, directing CC to Crimzon. Her relationship with Magenta was a little rocky. She was moody and fickle. One day she would be warm and accommodating – sometimes their sex was passionate and intimate – then the next she was withdrawn and sullen; cold as a frozen fish.

CC hadn’t seen Crimzon since she moved in with Magenta, Though Magenta was regularly sending photos of CC for Crimzon to view. That had upset CC. Thoughts of Crimzon were rarely out of her mind. She desperately wanted to be in her presence again. She texted her, explaining about the nurse. She also added that she was concerned about how unhappy Magenta seemed to be.

After she had sent it, she immediately regretted it. She didn’t want to get Magenta into trouble. But when Crimzon replied sometime later, she told CC not to worry. She said Magenta had a lot on her mind and some big decisions to make and she didn’t want CC making her life difficult.

Be obedient and unobtrusive!

Crimzon was delighted that a woman had asked CC out. She said CC had handled it correctly.

Progress! Good Girl!

A quiet few days followed while CC waited for her lips to shrink. She continued to practice her walking, movement and body language. Magenta had started her on yoga exercises to aid her fitness and suppleness; she was spending at least an hour a day on that. Most days Magenta fucked her with the big strap-on, which had become easier to accommodate. Most times CC wasn’t allowed to cum, which she found torturous.

Magenta had been gradually introducing her to butt plugs. To start with she would slip one in before Screwing CC with the strap-on, then remove it. But she seemed to spend longer with it in as time went by. This had all been preceded by a new rule that Magenta had implemented shortly after CC’s haircut. She had to give herself an enema every morning before she showered. She found it uncomfortable and downright disgusting. Her reluctance was palpable, and on the second day she caught Magenta in a bad mood and received her second session with the dreaded ruler.

She had been tied down over the breakfast bar in the kitchen, a particularly uncomfortable place of hard surfaces and sharp corners. Her bottom was sticking out, completely exposed. Magenta had laid into her with a fury over several sessions. After the first, she had gagged CC with a ball gag. She would pause for twenty minutes, doing some housework, then return and cover CC’s bum with hits all over again, making sure no area escaped. On the final session, she had moved on to the soles of CC’s feet! It was more than two hours before CC was released.

CC duly learnt her lesson and adopted the procedure as part of her morning routine.

A couple of days later, the reason for the enemas became clear when the butt plug appeared.

CC was very prudish about her bumhole. It had one purpose and one purpose only. She had never let a boyfriend touch it, let alone stick anything in it. She found the invasion hard to deal with. Initially, she was almost phobic about it.

“Everyone is going to want to screw that cute arse of yours, CC, you need to be ready!” Magenta had stated.

She didn’t want anyone to screw it. She found nothing erotic in the idea at all.

She had no choice but to accept it. After a while she had to admit that sometimes it could be pleasurable, when Magenta was fucking her and she manipulated the plug at the same time. But when she was spending the day in the apartment, Magenta started to insert the plug first thing, when she returned to her room after her shower, and she would have to wear it for an unspecified number of hours, maybe three, maybe six, before Magenta removed it. It was uncomfortable and she could never forget it was there.

After a couple of weeks, she was introduced to a larger plug that was even more uncomfortable.

Magenta nearly always fucked CC on her king-sized bed. She always fucked her from behind or in some contorted pose where CC’s backside was most prominent and exposed. Most times CC wasn’t tied down, but at least once a week she was.

So when Magenta had her tied spread-eagled on the bed, her wrists fixed to the headboard, her ankles tied to the legs at the bottom of the bed, three pillows stuffed under her hips so that her bum was high in the air, it was a regular occurrence. But things went a little differently on this day.

CC felt the mattress give as Magenta climbed between her widely spaced legs. Magenta ran her hands over CC’s bottom.

“Such an improvement in your muscle tone. All that hard work has paid off. You’ve a gorgeous arse!”

Magenta spanked it lightly, before her fingers rubbed across CC’s pussy and then pushed inside her labia.

CC was wet. Preparations for these sessions with Magenta always made her wet. Being tied down, exposed, anticipating what was to come, Magenta’s knowing touches; they all got her excited and wet.

Magenta’s other hand went to the base of the butt plug she had inserted that morning, over three hours ago. She slipped her fingers around the flange and pulled. Removing the plugs always hurt CC, but the bigger one that had been used lately hurt a lot more until the widest part had passed through her anal ring. CC felt that disconcerting feeling when the plug came out and she felt fresh air in her rectum as her rose bud was slow to close.

This had not happened before, removing the plug before she was fucked, it always happened after. CC had a bad feeling.

Magenta’s fingers continued to play inside CC’s pussy, teasing her clit, making her squirm. Then they pulled away. Next, she felt them on her rosebud, soaked in cold lubricant. They pushed through, greasing the entrance.

Magenta must have felt CC stiffen.

“Yes, little girl! Today you get a cock in that arse!”

CC bit her tongue. She wanted to plead, but she knew if she challenged Magenta’s authority there would be terribly painful consequences and then it would happen anyway. The only way she could stop it was to finish the whole thing – tell Magenta she was through, leave the apartment and Crimzon behind. She considered it for about two seconds. She was scared, but she had to accept it.

She felt the head of the dildo push against her sphincter. She tugged on the silk that bound her and held her splayed and so vulnerable. She was totally helpless.

Carefully and gently, Magenta gradually pushed through the anal ring, easing the strap-on inside CC.

CC gasped, moaned, making clear her distress.

“I know it’s painful at first. But it will be worth it in the long run. Trust me! Do you think Crimzon will want you if you can’t do anal?”

“No, Miss Magenta.”

“And you would be depriving yourself of some wonderful pleasure, you will see!”

Magenta grabbed CC’s hips, pulling CC towards her as she pushed her own hips forward. The dildo slid deep inside CC. She gave a strangled cry at the sharp pain. She felt so stretched, completely stuffed.

Magenta eased slowly back out until only the head was left inside. Then she pushed forward once more. The pain wasn’t as bad the second time, but CC’s bowels ached. Gradually, Magenta began to build up a rhythm, slow but firm.

CC had tears in her eyes. It was painful and uncomfortable, but more than that, she felt degraded in a way she hadn’t before, despite all the things that had been done to her. The act seemed to define her objectification.

A hard spank to her right buttock made her lift her head.

“You’re like a dead fish! Curve your back, thrust this arse at me, push back!”

CC felt the impact of Magenta’s hand once again.

“More! Twist those hips!”

Magenta continued to spank her.

“Show me what a slut you are, how you love anal!”

The smacks continued until Magenta had what she wanted. CC working hard to increase the sensations, forcing the phallus deeper, feeling it flex inside her.

“Better!”

Fingers returned to CC’s pussy. Magenta was masterful at manipulating CC’s sex. Experience had taught her exactly how to play CC and despite everything she couldn’t stop herself from responding. Soon her hips were moving of their own volition.

Magenta was relentless. The fucking continued, getting harder, until the tiny blonde squealed as she came, really thrusting deeply with each stroke, eventually slumping onto CC’s back. She lay there for some time, the dildo fully embedded in CC’s bowel. It burned and it ached.

CC was so sore for the next couple of days, she struggled with the sensuous moves she was required to make when walking. She wanted to shuffle around like an old lady. Magenta was not amused. For the first time, she used a belt on CC’s bottom, which hurt far more than the ruler and stayed tender for much longer. CC bucked up her ideas to avoid a repeat.

A little over a week later, Magenta took her bumhole again. She wasn’t so gentle this time and had CC keep her latex thong on so she could jam a vibrator against her clitoris, forcing her to beg permission to cum while she was being anally fucked. Magenta allowed it. CC was mortified, filled with shame, forced to confront the depth to which she was and could be controlled.




A week after the lip enhancement procedure, CC had to concede that they were not going to get any smaller in the short term, the swelling was gone. Her lips were fuller than she wanted and expected – bigger than Crimzon’s. It was a good job, they didn’t look obviously fake like so many images she had seen, but really, if you gave it any thought, they had to be artificially enhanced.

She had a permanent pout and a little hole in the middle of her mouth because they were so plump she wasn’t able to fully close them. Her lips were very much the dominant feature on her face, especially when painted bright red and glossed, which she was required to do every day. She found that smiling was now difficult and made her pout even more. She practiced, but couldn’t achieve a smile that wasn’t coquettish and suggestive, fundamentally sexual. What really disturbed her though, was the conviction that it made her look less serious, less intelligent.

Magenta photographed the finished look and sent the pictures to Crimzon. A one-word text came from Crimzon to CC:

Perfect!

If this was really what Crimzon wanted…CC needed to reconcile herself to her new lips.

Later in the day, CC received another text from Crimzon. A date (tomorrow) a time (noon) and an address. She looked the address up; a cosmetic dental clinic. What was that about? Her teeth looked good!

A disconcerting thought came to her some while later. What if Crimzon was going to give her something really tacky, like a diamond in a front tooth – or even worse, a gold tooth! She didn’t sleep well that night.

Her fears were unfounded. When she arrived at the clinic the next day, she found herself booked in for a course of teeth whitening. Five days later she had a smile so bright she could light up the dark. It looked completely unnatural, but then so did the rest of her now, so it was no big deal. But it was yet another change that drew further attention to her mouth!


9: Indigo

The distinctive sound of CC’s heels on the pavement drew attention to her arrival to those who hadn’t already noticed her striking appearance. It meant virtually everyone she passed on her walk to Le Moulin Noir looked at her. She became the focus wherever she was. She had learnt to accept it, acknowledge that she presented a stunning image and gain confidence from it. And she needed that confidence, because she was on her way to her interview to waitress at the strip club.

All the sacrifice, the pain and the hard work of the last few weeks had been to get to this point, to prove herself to Crimzon.

She had been allowed to dress herself, or more correctly, she had been required to dress herself. She had been transformed so she had the capability to pass the interview, but that was as far as it went. There was no assistance to directly pass the interview. No guide as to what to wear. No indication of expectations. It was all up to her.

So, she had gone for her full blue leather gear. It made an instant impression. The waistcoat that laced up the front, above her quarter-cup bra, to give her a lovely little cleavage. The miniskirt over black fishnet stockings and the five-and-a-half-inch stiletto heeled knee-high boots. It was nearing the end of October and the nights were now chilly, so she had her jacket on with the collar turned up and the zip high to keep out the wind.

Crimzon had sent her a good luck gift yesterday. A pair of gloves and a handbag in matching blue leather. The gloves were on her hands and the handbag was on her shoulder. Her previous gift of the leather earrings bounced off her shoulders as she strutted down the street.

It was the day after the four weeks she had to wait for her piercings to heal. Yesterday, Magenta had acknowledged the fact by making out with her for quite some time, exalting the pleasure to be had from her soft, plump, pouty lips and the metal in her tongue. Then she had required CC to eat her out so she could be the first to experience the Clit Tickler on the tip of her tongue.

It was CC’s first attempt at cunnilingus, though Magenta had made her read and watch a load of stuff about technique, and she had tried to learn from the multiple times Magenta had eaten her out. Magenta seemed delighted – and she wasn’t one to shy away from criticism – and she had gotten CC to repeat the act this afternoon. CC could still taste her, though she was sure that was more psychological than literal; she had eaten her dinner since then! The memory made her smile. She had enjoyed eating Magenta’s pussy, and the fact that Magenta had appeared to delight in it too gave her confidence and satisfaction.

CC rounded the corner and there was the big, brightly lit sign for Le Moulin Noir, the silhouette of the windmill surrounded by flashing, sparkling lights in the darkness of the evening. She made a special effort as she approached, lowering the zip on her jacket so that her cleavage was revealed, thrusting her chest forward, swinging her hips, eyes bold.

The bruiser on the door waved her through, eyes drinking her in from top to bottom. She passed the big image of Crimzon and descended the stairs into the club. The floor was a lot busier than the first time she had been here (it was several hours later in the evening) and both of the stages were occupied this time. There must have been forty or fifty men present.

CC looked for Magenta – she was supposed to be working – but couldn’t see the pink glow of her headband or her platinum hair. There was another bouncer guarding the backstage door, but he let her straight through too. It was much quieter once the door shut behind her. Her heels clicked on the bare concrete floor, reverberating down the corridor.

She was a few minutes early. She took a little mirror out of her handbag and checked her make-up. Was that really her? She bore no resemblance to Charlotte Cain. She looked like a slinky, glamourous sexpot. A male fantasy figure brought to life. Unreal.

She made her way up the stairs to the office where she had met with Crimzon. It had been less than six weeks ago, but it seemed like a lifetime to CC. So much had changed since. She took a deep breath and knocked on the door. She closed her eyes and waited.

“Come!”

There was a woman sat back behind the big desk, her stiletto heeled feet up and resting on the corner. CC guessed she was in her mid-fifties. Her hair was as short as CC’s own, though it was coloured a more tasteful honey blonde compared to CC’s brash platinum. She was wearing a gorgeous leather trouser suit that gleamed in the artificial lights, one moment looking blue, the next purple. The cut and quality of the hide was exquisite. It must have cost a fortune. The woman herself was exceptionally tall and thin. Standing beside the desk was a huge black man in a tuxedo.

“Come over here, sugar, let’s have a look at you!”

CC put as much bounce and confidence into her walk as she could muster. When she reached the desk, she expected the woman to stand to greet her, shake hands, but she didn’t move.

“I’m Lexi Aston. I own Le Moulin Noir. This is Dale Jones, my head of security.”

I’m CC! Pleased to meet you!”

She made sure she made eye contact with both of them.

“Don’t you just look like a protégé of Crimzon’s! She sure knows how to turn them out!”

Lexi Aston was heavily made up, and had that kind of look middle-aged women got when they had gotten one facelift too many, like one of her parents was Chinese. CC could see she would have been a stunning beauty in her day.

CC wondered how many other girls Crimzon had ‘turned out’, but she would never have dared to ask.

“OK, sweetheart! You want to waitress here?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Miss Aston will be fine! Well, Crimzon has proposed you, so you’re half way there, but you will have to pass an audition, and that will include the famous Casting Couch. If that’s an issue for you, there is the door!”

Miss Aston paused, tilting her head and eyes towards the door CC had just entered through.

“I understand, Miss Aston.”

Though CC was pretty sure she didn’t. Why was the guy still here? Would she be expected to fuck him?

“Good! This is the best exotic performance venue in the city, one of the top in the country. We have the best girls, both in terms of looks and - just as importantly – in attitude. Being here for the money alone is not enough, you have to be a slut. Are you a slut, sugar?”

“I’m pretty sure I am, Miss Aston.”

“OK, let’s have a look at you!”

CC dropped her handbag onto a chair, tugged her gloves off as seductively as she could and placed them on her bag. She unzipped her jacket and shrugged it off, letting it slide down her arms and catching it artfully before it hit the ground. She unlaced her waistcoat and shrugged that off too.

Magenta had been teaching her to move sexily in everything she did, especially when dressing and undressing, as if she always had an audience, even when she didn’t. She used everything she had learnt, to be graceful and sensuous, while retaining some subtlety; not a striptease. She unhooked her bra, dropping it with her other clothes.

“And the skirt!”

She was surprised, but didn’t hesitate. Standing in just her boots, fishnets, suspender belt and thong, posing as she had practiced so many times.

Miss Aston indicated with her finger that CC should turn around.

The weeks of working in the gym had really paid off. She was beautifully toned. Her shoulders and upper arms undulated with definition, her stomach had a subtle six-pack and her bum, though still small, was curvaceous and solid, well defined. She turned in a circle, proudly.

“You’re gorgeous, but your tits are too small. It’s not a deal breaker, but I want you to seriously consider getting them augmented. There is only so far you will go with those cupcakes. The bigger your tits the bigger your tips, that’s just the way it is!”

That is not going to happen. CC thought it, but didn’t say it.

“Like the hair! Gives you a USP here. Can’t recall any other girls who have gone short. Keep it like that! Also, plus points for the piercings and the lips, that gets the guys excited.”

As Miss Aston finished speaking, Dale Jones moved behind CC and grabbed her breasts. She fought hard not to flinch, she knew it was a test, but after weeks of soft, small, feminine hands caressing gently, his huge, hard hands and their callous touch were not welcome. CC knew this was where she had to sell herself.

She groaned softly and leaned forwards into the hands, imagining it was Crimzon who was pawing her. Dale’s fingers latched on to the barbells through her nipples, pulling them away from her chest, stretching the nubs painfully, then twisting them. CC tried to make her gasp of distress sound like it was passion, instead. Bloody hell! Because no one had been able to touch them for a month, she hadn’t realized what a liability they could be. Her nipples had been turned into torture devices. She was dismayed to discover, despite this, they had become rock hard.

“This is a member only venue, a private club, so we have more freedom than regular bars. Touching of the waitresses is encouraged here. We give full value for money; only your pussy is off limits! The only condition is that the members cannot be rough with you; that will get them thrown out and banned.”

Private club! CC wanted to laugh. You could buy a year’s membership on the door for twenty quid on your way in!

Dale’s hands slid down from her breasts, over her belly, around her waist and then each hand grabbed a big chunk of each of her buttocks and squeezed. CC pressed back into his grasp, humming with fake pleasure and grinding her hips.

“That’s the right idea! You have to remember that what will be a routine part of your shift, what will happen twenty times a day to you, is going to be a special moment for the customer, something he will remember for days – probably longer! Memories he can wank off to forever, while his frigid wife sleeps beside him and won’t let him touch her or see her. Make every second a magic moment for the guy. The more convincing you are, the bigger the tip, the more money you will make!”

With a spank to her left bum cheek, Dale let CC go. He went to the sofa and settled into it. The sofa where Crimzon had sat astride her. She remembered the feel and taste of her kiss, her skilled finger’s manipulating her pussy.

“So, let’s see what your serving skills are like! There’s the drinks cabinet; you take it from here!”

CC had a moment of panic. Was she just to serve Dale, or Miss Aston as well? If so, who first? The boss was the boss!

She strode around the desk to the closest point she could get to Miss Aston. One foot in front of the other, swinging her hips, bouncing her breasts, flashing her pouty, dayglow smile.

“Good evening, Miss Aston! Can I get you some refreshment?”

Miss Aston smiled back, convincing CC that she had done the right thing.

“Scotch on the rocks, sugar!”

“Coming right up, Miss Aston!”

The walk across to the sofa seemed to take a lifetime, aware that both pairs of eyes were watching her carefully. Dale’s eyes were focused on her breasts, presumably, Miss Aston was watching her bouncing buttocks.

“Good evening, Mr Jones, what can I get you?”

CC didn’t stop when she reached the sofa. She dropped down into Dale’s lap. She could see the bulge in his groin and immediately pressed her hand on to it, while leaning in to kiss him.

“Forgot to tell you! No lips! Neither you or the guy!” Miss Aston called across the room.

Her mouth just an inch from Dale’s, CC caught herself. She flashed her eyes at him.

“Shame!” She whispered. “Big boy!”

She wasn’t lying about that part. He wasn’t fully erect yet, but felt huge against her hand, but she only had three very average boyfriends to compare him against.

As his hand came up to play with her breasts once more, she put her free hand behind his thick neck and leaned back, giving him both greater access and a better view.

“What’s your poison, soldier?”

“Just water for me, Tiny Tits!”

The comment hurt, but she knew it was another test. She would get worse when she was out on the floor for real. She had to learn to deal with it.

“Sure I can’t get you something stronger?”

“Got to work, TT. Water only!”

“Coming up!”

CC rolled off his lap onto her five and a half inch heels in one motion. She wasn’t quite sure how she did it, but she was really pleased with herself. That feeling was short lived as he whacked her bum hard before she could move away, and it hurt. She yelped.

“You get that sweet arse moving!”

“Yes, sir!”

Her bottom was still throbbing as she found a bottle of water in the fridge, ice cubes in the ice box and poured the drinks. She fought back tears. She couldn’t cry, not at this moment, after all the hard work. There was something sexy and fun when she played these games with Magenta, they were not real. This was all too real. A strange man using her as a sex object, completely callously. This would be her lot, day after day, while she worked here; demeaned and trivialized.

She needed to get a grip. Think big picture. Think Crimzon. That was who she was doing this for.

She found a tray, put the drinks on them and strutted her way back to Miss Aston at her desk.

“Scotch on the rocks, Miss Aston.”

Legs together, CC bent at the waist as she placed a paper napkin down and then the glass of scotch on top of it, leaning over to give Miss Aston maximum access to her breasts.

Miss Aston took the opportunity, grasping both nipples and pinching them, tugging them.

CC remained bent over until Miss Aston had finished handling her breasts.

“Oh! That felt great, thank you!”

CC spun around and headed for the couch.

“Your water, Mr Jones.”

Again, CC bent over from the waist, making her breasts accessible. Dale took the glass with one hand while his other took hold of her right breast and played with it.

“Turn around!” He said after a few moments. “Bend over.”

She obeyed and felt his hand feeling up her buttocks. She wasn’t surprised when he smacked her hard again.

“Thanks, Tiny Tits!”

Leaving the empty tray on the table beside the sofa, CC moved to the centre of the room and stood, posing, chest thrust forward, eyes switching between the two, waiting for her next instruction. Her bum burned from the spank.

“Not bad, sweetheart! Remember, security is always within reach if you feel threatened or if some trouble is about to kick off. Raise your arm up straight in the air; help will be there instantly.”

Miss Aston took her feet off the desk and stood up. CC had guessed right; she was exceptionally tall. In her heels she matched Dale’s height, well over six foot. She looked great in the trouser suit. Despite being skinny as a rake, she had large breasts; CC was sure she must have been an Exotic Performance Artiste herself, in her younger years.

“That was a pass, by the way! That’s the kind of attitude and enthusiasm we expect from our bar staff. And the vast majority of our customers will be no trouble at all. They know the rules and won’t dare to cross them. By far the biggest problem is stopping filming and photos on phones, which is forbidden on the club floor.”

Having walked around to the front of the desk, Miss Aston leaned back against it.

“Come here, sweetheart!”

CC sashayed across to the club’s owner.

“As part of the bar staff, you will be expected to service sexually any of the club management, security team or exotic performers as required.”

This came as a thunderous shock to CC. Her mind in sudden tumult, she tried to act cool.

“They are not allowed to do so while you are busy, obviously. It mustn’t affect the running of the club. But you might be asked to arrive early for your shift and you will certainly be expected to stay after you shift as requested. As you have just ably demonstrated yourself to be a genuine slut, I assume this will be more of a perk of the job, than a chore?”

Miss Aston paused, as if expecting an answer from CC. When she didn’t get one, she continued.

“And Dale and I get first go to try out the latest product. The product being you, of course, sugar!”

CC found herself standing dumbly in front of Miss Aston, trying to work out what she should do next.

“To be clear, sugar. You don’t get the job until you satisfy us of your sexual skills. You can talk the talk, now you have to prove you can walk the walk!”

She knew she had dropped the ball for the first time in the interview, and she needed to pick it up again quickly! Get the priorities straight; pass the interview. That was what mattered now. Everything else was for afterwards. She had suspected she would have to perform sexually at the interview, but she hadn’t expected two people.

“It would be a pleasure, Miss Aston! How do you want me?”

“Oh, on your knees, sweetheart! Down on your knees!”

CC took a step forward and gracefully sank to the floor right between Miss Aston’s legs, her face inches from the woman’s leather covered crotch. Her hands pressed against Miss Aston’s thighs, running over the skin-tight hide and up across her groin.

“If I may say, Miss Aston, this is a beautiful outfit! What do you call this colour?”

“It’s indigo. Not quite blue, not quite purple.”

Miss Aston’s hands covered CC’s and moved them to the zip of the trousers, before she took them away again. CC dutifully lowered the zip.

Hands now on the edge of the desk, Miss Aston used them to lift her bum clear, allowing CC to pull the trousers down. They were such a tight fit she had to pull hard and several times before she succeeded. Underneath them, Miss Aston wore a tiny pair of lace panties. CC unpeeled them, pulling both down to the woman’s knees.

“Shoes!”

CC lowered her head and kissed Miss Aston’s right high heeled court shoe, before removing it. She did the same for the left, and then pulled the trousers and panties completely off, leaving her prospective boss naked below the waist.

Miss Aston had a square of tightly cropped grey hair above her pussy and thin outer labia which allowed her inner lips to push through, giving her vulva the appearance of a flower. CC leaned forward and dragged her Clit Tickler up the centre of the flower, earning her a murmur of approval. She used her fingers to part the lips and delved deeper with her tongue. Miss Aston was already wet. Magenta’s pussy was the only other that CC had tasted and she loved the salty-sweet flavour of it. Miss Aston’s was very different. It had a fishy tang that wasn’t altogether pleasant – was that an age thing? Anyway, there was nothing she could do about it.

She felt Miss Aston’s fingers running through her hair, rubbing at the fuzz of the stubble at the back of her head.

“Oh, that’s nice, sugar!”

After a few moments, CC felt the big, rough hands of Dale on her shoulders and looked up in confusion. He was pushing a footstool with his leg and he lifted her effortlessly back to her feet and slid the stool between her legs. She immediately understood what he wanted and knelt on the softly padded top.

Meanwhile, Miss Aston had lifted herself on to the desk and she then wrapped her legs around CC, drawing her tightly into her crotch. Her hands came back behind CC’s head, pushing her face right into her pussy. It was an uncomfortable position for CC, pulled forward from the waist and off balance, but as the older woman ground her labia into CC’s mouth, she put her tongue back to work.

At the same time, she felt Dale’s hands on her buttocks and his knee pushing her knees further apart. She curved her back, lifting and presenting her bottom to him. At first, he was just rubbing her arse, which was quite pleasant, but then she received four hard smacks, two to each cheek, that really hurt and made her hips dance.  Then fingers were on her own pussy. Big, hard fingers that felt so different to Magenta’s, but they still knew how to play her like an instrument and soon had her squirming. When she felt the head of a penis pressing against her pussy lips, she was ready for it.

CC was grateful for all the times Magenta had screwed her with the big strap-on, otherwise accommodating Dale’s large member would have been a nightmare. It still felt slightly uncomfortable as he thrust in for the first time. If anything, he was bigger than the dildo. She felt completely stuffed.

She continued to work diligently on Miss Aston’s pussy, employing everything she could remember with her tongue. The woman responded with gasps and moans, the occasional twitch of her hips, convincing CC that she was doing a good job.

Dale was pumping into her with increasing force, holding her own hips for leverage. Shit! She hoped he was wearing a condom! Now she was well lubricated, she was finding it increasingly pleasurable, so when he suddenly withdrew, she instinctively pushed backwards to try to keep him inside her. He hadn’t cum, she was sure!

The next second he was pressing against her anal bud. CC froze in horror as he pushed in.

Miss Aston clipped CC around the ear.

“Don’t stop, sugar. This is about our pleasure, not yours!”

CC had some anal training, but she wasn’t ready for a cock like Dale’s! She tried to remember Magenta’s advice. Relax the muscles to lessen the pain. Mimic shitting herself to ease entry.

Slowly Dale pushed in. It hurt like hell! She moaned into Miss Aston’s pussy and attacked it with her mouth, trying desperately to distract herself. She felt Dale’s hips touch her bum and knew his entire length was in her back passage. She felt so stuffed, like he had penetrated right through to the centre of her being. Her insides throbbed with pain.

CC’s tongue was starting to ache as well. In this respect, she found the piercing on the tip a blessing. She could get a response from Miss Aston from using it with minimal strain on the muscle. She heard the woman exclaim and her hips bucked.

Dale slowly withdrew, then pushed in again, harder this time.

“Man, she’s tight! This is heaven!”

He started to pick up speed and once again grabbed CC’s hips so he could pull her back on to him as he thrust forward. CC’s cries of pain were lost inside Miss Aston’s pussy. She really started to pummel her clit, wanting to get the woman to cum as soon as possible.

Miss Aston’s hips were now very active, she was squirming on the desk. Her thighs were squeezing CC ever tighter and slipping up towards CC’s head, pushing her face harder into the older woman’s crotch.

CC was being rocked back and forth by the strength of Dale’s thrusts. The acute pain had gone, being replaced by a burning sensation and a dull ache. She felt Miss Aston spasming and knew she was about to cum. She ground her Clit Tickler into the clit as Miss Aston came. Miss Aston crushed CC’s face into her pussy – CC thought her nose would break and was unable to breath any more. Her head was thrown about as the woman thrashed around.

As the final pulses of her orgasm faded, Miss Aston finally let go of CC’s head, allowing her to pull back from her crotch. CC gasped desperately for air, filling her lungs. Meanwhile, Dale’s thrusts had become manic, he was slamming his hips against CC’s buttocks as he approached his own orgasm, seeming to spear ever deeper into her bowels.

With a cry, he finally came and CC felt his cock convulsing as he froze, his pubic hair pressed against her bottom and his dickhead buried deep, deep inside her. CC hung her head, panting. Waiting for him to withdraw from her.

She had never felt so dirty in all her life. Her face was covered in the sex juice of a stranger. Both her holes were sore from a stranger’s cock. People had been calling her a slut for the way she presented herself, now she knew how it felt to the be real thing.

Dale pulled out of her, causing her bum hole to squelch and pop. Once again her gave her bum a hard smack.

“That’s a passing grade from me!”

Miss Aston pushed herself off the desk.

“OK, sweetheart. You can get dressed. The job’s yours.”

There was no sense of triumph or elation for CC. She felt a relief that something that had been hanging over her head for weeks was gone; a barrier to being with Crimzon was removed. But it was not enough to trump how filthy she felt, how used. For the first time she really understood Crimzon’s reasoning for putting her through this. To shatter her naiveté, to strip all pretence and dignity from her. A sacrifice from which she was to learn her place in any relationship they might have.

CC watched Dale tying a knot in his condom, relieved to be able to confirm that he actually had worn one.

“Condoms are mandatory. You ride anyone bareback and you are gone, understand?”

“Yes, Mr Jones.”

“I’m looking forward to getting to know you better!” Dale winked at her. “See you around.”

He nodded at Miss Aston and he was gone.

CC pulled on her thong. She was so sore, every movement hurt. She reached into her handbag for a tissue.

“No!”

CC looked at Miss Aston, puzzled.

“Just get dressed. You can clean yourself up outside once we’ve finished.”

For a moment, CC thought she must be joking. She wasn’t.

“I like to see my cunny butter on my girls’ faces. Helps you to remember your place.”

After lacing up her skirt, CC put her bra back on. Miss Aston was already dressed and returned to her seat behind her desk.

“I just have a couple of things to run through with you and your contract to sign. Assuming you still want the job?”

“Yes, Miss Aston, I certainly do.”

Pulling on her waistcoat, CC started lacing it. Miss Aston sat back in her chair, watching.

“You really need to get those tits sorted!”

“I’ll think it over.” CC lied.

She shrugged on her jacket, but left it unzipped for now, and stepped back in front of the desk, expecting to be offered a seat. When it didn’t happen, she considered sitting down anyway, but thought better of it. Miss Aston seemed to like power games. So, she remained standing in front of her new boss, feeling her face tightening as the pussy juice dried.

“OK, basic salary is twenty K. But your total earnings – the sky’s the limit! You’ve got the skills, so the harder you work; the bigger your tips. It’s up to you; simple as that! The house takes twenty five percent of your tips. Once you’ve settled in and are doing well, extra opportunities to earn significantly more will be available, but you need to prove yourself and your commitment to the team first.”

What did that mean? She was too scared to ask.

“The first three weeks are probationary. If you aren’t up to scratch, you’re gone! Here’s your job specification and club information. It lists all the rules, I expect you to obey them.”

Miss Aston pushed forward a sheaf of paper.

“Every girl is given her shift pattern each month. All shifts include the peak time of nine until midnight. Everyone works every Saturday”.

The phone on Miss Aston’s desk rang. She picked it up and started talking. For several minutes, CC was ignored. It was as if she wasn’t there. She didn’t know what to do with herself and was too scared to move. Finally, the call ended. There was no apology from Miss Aston.

“As you might have noticed, every girl here is named after a colour. That is their club persona. We only use the club persona here, no other names. Some girls take it literally, in every way, like Crimzon. She is Crimzon here, she is Crimzon in her private life – she has adopted the identity fully. But most of the girls leave it behind at the door. You seem to be following in Crimzon’s footsteps!”

Miss Aston gestured at CC’s appearance.

“This system makes each girl instantly identifiable and memorable within the club. Great for drawing the customers in, great for each girl to build her own fan base. So each waitress on the floor will be in uniform, her colour prominent, so she is easily identifiable. You must always be in full uniform when on the floor, representing the club, its standards, our brand, at all times. We are the best, with the highest quality girls and you are one of them. Always be proud of that!

“Your name will be Azure!”

Miss Aston placed two more documents in front of CC and lay a pen on top of them.

“I just need you to sign your contract here and here!”

Miss Aston’s long skinny finger, with a short, blood red, well-manicured nail at the tip, pointed to a place near the bottom of the page of each of the documents.

“There are two copies, one for you and one for me. Sign both your full name and your club name on each.”

CC picked up the pen. She had been made to sign all previous documents unread, she didn’t see why she wouldn’t be expected to sign this one the same way.

“Excellent!”

Miss Aston took the signed documents, closed them. She placed one in her desk drawer and the other on top of the job specification in front of CC.

“You are now a Moulin Noir girl, well done! You will be replacing Magenta.”

“Magenta’s leaving!” CC’s eyes went wide with shock.

“Oh, you know Magenta as well!” Miss Aston seemed surprised. She scrutinized CC.

“Crimzon introduced me to her, Miss Aston.”

“No, Magenta is not leaving, she has been promoted to performer. That is why we needed a new waitress!”

So that was why Magenta had been grooming CC. Now it made sense.

“I need you to start tomorrow, sugar. Be here before three pm for your induction and orientation.”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”




Crimzon was waiting for CC at the bottom of the stairs. She was wearing knee high boots and a leather robe tied loosely around her waist that showed her substantial cleavage. She was leaning back against the wall.

CC already had tears in her eyes before she saw her, once she did, they spilled on to her cheeks like a tap had been turned on. At this particular moment, Crimson was one person she didn’t want to see.

“Well?”

“I start tomorrow, Miss Crimzon.”

“Good girl!”

CC tried to walk past Crimzon, only to find herself grabbed and pushed back hard against the opposite wall.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

Crimzon loomed over CC.

“I need to clean myself up, Miss Crimzon.”

Crimzon smiled as she studied CC.

“You certainly do, but did I say you could?”

“No, Miss Crimzon.”

“I know you’re upset, but I won’t tolerate attitude from a little tart like you!”

“I’m sorry, Miss Crimzon.” CC sniffed, sobbed.

“I’m going to do a lot worse to you than what just happened, you need to toughen up!”

Taking hold of CC’s hand, Crimzon led her down the corridor and into a bathroom. It backed on to the dressing room and had a direct access to it. There were two shower stalls, three toilet stalls and two basins. A pretty black woman with her long hair braided into cornrows was washing her hands. She was completely naked.

“Can you give us a few minutes, Clem?”

Clem beamed a toothy smile.

“I’m finished anyway!”

As she left, Crimzon stood CC at a basin. She stood behind her so closely that CC could feel her breasts pushing into her back. Her hands rested on CC’s shoulders.

“Calm down and clean up your face.”

CC saw herself in the big mirror behind the basin. Her mascara had run. The cracked glaze of Miss Aston’s dried secretions coated her lips, chin and even her cheeks and nose. It was obvious. She looked like a dirty slut.

“You said I would be a waitress, Miss Crimzon. You didn’t say I would be a whore for all the staff here!” She couldn’t keep the bitterness out of her voice.

“What did I tell you in that first meeting upstairs?”

“That I would fail, Miss Crimzon.”

“Yes, and still likely. I didn’t ever think you would get this far! But that isn’t what I meant. I told you I was nasty. I told you I would hurt you. I told you I would do bad things to you. All of which I have done and will continue to do. That is the price I demand. Do you remember?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“The price to be mine is hardcore. To be stripped of your old identity and reconstructed wholly as I want you to be. Unconditionally. To be totally obedient, no matter how capricious and cruel my demands. In return, you would get my loyalty and my love, but very little kindness and very little mercy.”

One of Crimzon’s hands left CC’s shoulder. The fingers stroked the stubble at the back of CC’s head.

“I’m looking for a very special person. I’m not even sure they exist. Everyone who has ever tried has failed.” Crimzon’s voice was very quiet.

It was the first time CC had seen a crack in the sureness and confidence she projected relentlessly.

“You are clearly a submissive. Being under the direction of another will be necessary for you to get fulfilment and happiness in life. But there are ways to achieve it that are easier than submitting to me. Far easier!”

The fingers moved across CC’s scalp, rubbing the fuzz above her ear, then running through the longer hair on top.

“I love your hair, It’s so fucking sexy!”

Then the fingers were gone and both hands were holding CC’s hips.

“You’re not going to get an apology from me, but you can stop this at any time. You can end it right now! Walk out of here and never see me again!”

Their eyes met in the mirror. CC took a dampened paper towel and started to wipe her face clean.

“I now owe you lots of money!”

Crimzon smiled. Her eyes sparkled.

“Yes, you do. And you would have to find a way to pay me back. The further down this rabbit hole you slide, the harder it gets to climb back out, right?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“So maybe you better run now, before it’s too late!”

Crimzon kissed the back of CC’s neck. Her hands moved off CC’s hips and pushed aside her jacket. She started to unlace CC’s waistcoat, her eyes continuing to hold CC’s gaze in the mirror. CC leaned back against Crimzon and closed her eyes.

Waistcoat unlaced, Crimzon pushed both the jacket and waistcoat off CC’s shoulders, baring her chest in the quarter cup latex bra.

“Lovely little cleavage!”

Crimzon’s hands cupped CC’s breasts, her thumbs pressing down on her nipples. She squeezed.

CC sighed. She squirmed against Crimson’s hands in front of her, and against Crimzon’s breasts behind her.

Crimzon took hold of the barbells in her nipples, twisting and pulling them, just enough to hurt a little but give a whole lot of pleasure.

CC groaned.

One of the doors to the bathroom opened.

“Get out!” Crimzon shouted.

The door closed again, but it was too late, the moment was lost. CC had opened her eyes. They met Crimzon’s in the mirror once more.

“What are you going to do?” Crimzon was still smiling.

“I want to be with you, Miss Crimzon.”

“So?”

“I will start work here, tomorrow.”

“Good girl.”

With a final tweak, Crimzon let go of CC’s breasts. She gave her a hug.

“I can’t wait to see you in your uniform, you will look so hot! It is made for you!”

That didn’t make the prospect any more appealing to CC. She was dreading the indignity of having to wear it.

“From today, Charlotte Cain is no more. CC is gone. You will not answer to those names. That person doesn’t exist any longer. You are Azure, a topless waitress and a sex worker, and you belong to me. That is your identity – inside this club and outside. There is nothing else. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

Dragging a hand across Azure’s bottom, Crimzon stepped away from her.

“Welcome to my world!”

She turned and headed through the door into the dressing room, leaving Azure on her own, looking at her image in the mirror.


10: Azure

It was Azure’s first Saturday, her third night on the job, a 7 pm to 3 am shift. She leaned in close to the mirror to finish touching up her make-up, giving her puffy lips a final coat of gloss. Bright red, glistening in the lights surrounding the mirror, Azure wanted to kiss them herself. She liked them more now, recognizing that they were powerfully sexy. The light bulbs around the mirror gave the impression of a movie star’s dressing room, but she couldn’t hold on to any allusion she was such a star as she glanced along the line of identical dressing tables, seeing the other nearly naked girls preparing with her.

The first two days had been devastatingly hard. Most of the punters (that was what the girls called the customers, though club members was the correct term) had their favourite girls, so until she could build up a fan base, she would play second fiddle. There were no assigned seats or tables for a waitress, the punters selected who they wanted to serve them, so if you were last pick, you served less punters and consequently earnt less tips. The first night she had only earned £64 from an eight-hour shift, while the other women took in triple that at least. She had spent tedious hours standing around waiting to serve. Fridays were much busier and last night she had been tipped £75 for a five-hour shift. Azure wasn’t sure what was worse, standing in five-inch heels for long periods, either being ogled or ignored, or spending the time being groped and spanked by largely unattractive, ungentlemanly men.

“Call for Stage 2, come on girls!”

Silvy was standing in the dressing room doorway. She was the floor manager tonight; in charge of the dancers, waitresses and barmaids. Floor managers wore latex catsuits and thigh boots. As her name suggested, she was wearing silver. She even had a silver wig of metallic strands that looked more like a Christmas decoration than hair. She had given Azure her orientation and induction last Thursday. She had seemed OK, time would tell.

The dressing room was suddenly bustling with urgency.

The second stage was only used at peak times. On Saturdays it came on line at 7pm, which tonight coincided with the start of Azure’s shift, she would be working the second stage all through the peak until 1am.

Azure picked up her head band from the dressing table and slipped it on. It looked a bit odd to wear it with such short hair, but it was the primary way to identify each waitress in the dark of the club floor. It was about two inches across and literally glowed in the poor light.

Azure stood and checked her appearance one last time. The faux white shirt collar around her neck was stiff and uncomfortable. As she had learned, it was made of some kind of plastic and had to be strong, as the bright blue tie that dropped from the front - to about level with her belly button - was tugged on continually by the punters throughout her shift, sometimes very hard. The collar was designed to take the strain, protect her neck and stop her from getting strangled.

On her wrists, she had faux shirt cuffs to match the collar. Five-inch high heeled ankle boots with needle heels were also part of the uniform, coloured to match her headband and tie. Black fishnet stockings, held up by a latex suspender belt. The white rubber apron was tiny, but then so was the black latex mini-skirt, so from the front the apron largely hid the skirt, but both were short enough to leave a gap of skin above the top of the stockings. At the back, there was nothing to hide the skirt, which barely covered her bum and was shaped to define each buttock separately. In matching luminescent blue, one word on each buttock, was printed Spank Me!

And boy, did the punters take up the invitation!

The uniform turned her into a complete sex object. It was hard to imagine anything more degrading for a woman to wear and she hadn’t come to terms with it yet. It had been a rocky couple of days keeping up her new persona and passing her probation period wasn’t a given.

“Azure! Stop admiring yourself and get your skanky arse moving!” Silvy was smiling, no malice intended in her scolding.

Filing out of the dressing room with the others, Azure felt the tight latex sliding across her bare bum cheeks. It was a lovely feeling. In another context, she would love to wear more latex, just not for a bunch of dirty old men.

As they moved out onto the floor, a great cheer arose from the punters who had already taken the prime viewing places for the second stage in anticipation of its opening. The place was busy already – Saturdays were notorious, by far the busiest time for the club. Azure had been warned that it would be full-on; like nothing she had experienced so far. She was dreading it.

In front of her was Clementine, the club’s only black dancer. She was dressed up as a jungle queen wearing all kinds of animal prints and currently swaddled in a huge imitation zebra skin cape. Azure had quickly realized no stereotype was left unturned when it came to the exotic performances. Clem headed across to the steps for the second stage, she was first on.

The other two waitresses who would be working the second stage with Azure strode past her. Turquoise she hadn’t worked with yet. She was a stunning black woman with really long platinum blonde hair. What was it with blonde hair on a black girl? It really pushed Azure’s buttons – she was attracted to her like crazy! Azure had worked with Emerald on her first night, she was a strawberry blonde with a huge mass of curly hair. She had been friendly and helpful. Both had enormous fake breasts that made Azure feel inadequate.

She had been warned by Crimzon, and then by Magenta, and then by Miss Aston, and finally by Silvy during her induction that her small breasts would draw a lot of negative comments. They weren’t kidding. She received a never-ending stream of insults that she found hard to shake off. The relentless nature of it made it difficult for her to push out of her mind. She held on desperately to the memory of Crimzon telling her she had beautiful breasts.

Each waitress had a designated place under a spotlight where she was to stand when not busy. The three of them fanned out to their places, strutting, swinging hips, bouncing breasts. They had to stand with their feet in a set position, hands behind their backs, so their chests were thrust forward and clearly visible while they scanned the punters waiting to be called. Azure was aware of Silvy’s eyes on her. She was being closely watched.

Before she could even adopt the correct stance, she could see hands up all across her line of sight. Shit! Where was she supposed to start? She went straight to the first guy she was certain had signalled her.

The lights came up on the stage as she reached the table, the extra brightness allowing her to see better. There were three guys sat around a small table, she guessed they were mid-twenties.

“Hi there! What can I get you?”

Azure pulled out her little gizmo that clipped to her apron at her hip. Using it she could send the drinks order straight to the bar so that it should be ready for her to collect when she got there. She leaned right over the table, bending at the waist, thrusting her breasts right into the punter’s faces and giving a fantastic view of her rubber clad backside to anyone behind her.

The lads glanced nervously at one another. This was the first time Azure had encountered shyness but she had been told about it at her induction. If you wanted to get good tips you had to draw out the punters, get them to spend as much money as possible.

Just as the first one spoke, the music kicked in from the stage and completely drowned out what he said. That seemed to break the ice somewhat and everyone laughed. The order was straightforward, the gizmo took the contactless payment from the punters’ cards.

A big roar went up as Clementine stepped out under the stage lights to the song The Lion Sleeps Tonight. Azure moved on to the next table.

Smack! The slap was pretty hard anyway, but the latex always exaggerated the sound. She turned and flashed a smile at the large man who had taken a swipe at her. It was a rule. Every spank had to be positively acknowledged. Her buttock burned.

She leaned over the next table, making her breasts available to the punter.

“What can I get you, sir?”

He was a creepy little man, mid-fifties, with badly receding hair and big, square framed glasses. He had cold eyes that looked at her like she was a side of beef.

“Guinness. Pint, please.”

His hand came up to feel her right breast. It was cold and clammy. She wanted to shudder.

I will get used to this. I will get used to this. She ran the mantra repeatedly through her head.

“Oh, that feels great, Thank you!”

As she turned to go, his hand moved to her buttocks and rubbed. She flashed him her stock smile.

“Be right back with your order!”

After taking four orders she strutted across to the bar. The barmaids wore the same uniform as the waitresses, but without the Spank Me! On the back of their skirts. They got paid the same, felt up about 80% less and got much smaller tips as a result. Still, Azure would rather have their job over her own, had it been a choice.

Balancing a tray full of heavy pint glasses in five-inch needle heels, while still flaunting her body and regularly getting groped, was an accident waiting to happen. She was dreading the time the whole lot would go crashing to the floor – it was a case of when, not if.

As she delivered the drinks to the three young lads, she could see that they were too nervous to do anything.

“It’s OK to touch me, guys. It’s what I’m here for!”

She turned around and stuck her bottom over the table. Three hands were quickly running over her rubber clad buttocks. Eventually, one found the courage to spank her, but it was very tentative.

The creepy man took hold of both her breasts as she delivered his drink.

On an eight-hour shift, a waitress got two quarter-hour breaks and one half-hour. Azure’s half-hour break came at eleven o’clock. She slumped onto her stool in the dressing room, pulling an apple and a banana from her bag. She glugged down ice-cold water from her flask. She was shattered, her feet were killing her and she had the best part of another four hours to do when she went back onto the floor.

The place was teeming. It was non-stop and the longer it went on, the more inebriated the punters got, the more boisterous their behaviour. Azure wasn’t sure how much she was allowed to put up with. At one table, the guy on the far side had grabbed her tie and twisted it around his hand, pulling her down over the table. She had been helpless as his cohorts had rained down spanks on her bottom, cheering and shouting. In the sea of people, it was impossible to try and signal for help. It lasted until they got bored and let her go. And then she had to smile and thank them!

Her nipples were sore already from being pinched and pulled. The punters took delight in tugging on her nipple bars until it hurt like hell. She had been fighting off tears so many times, she had lost count. She was going to take them out tomorrow. How long could she take this for? How long would Crimson expect her to work here?

Buttercup entered the dressing room.

“Do you mind?”

She indicated the empty stool nearest Azure. Azure opened her hand and the barmaid smiled and sat down. She had a plastic tub with a salad and a plastic fork in it. Azure guessed she was in her mid to late thirties, probably the oldest woman she had seen here apart from Miss Aston, but she was still lean and gorgeous, with a waterfall of blonde hair falling down her back. She had large fake tits (as far as Azure was aware, she was the only woman here who didn’t have them) but compared to some of the others, they weren’t outlandish and out of proportion to her body.

“First Saturday, huh?” Her voice was soft in this environment and seemed strange to Azure, who had only previously spoken to her on the floor, where you had to shout above the noise to be heard.

“It gets better, believe me. I spent over two years on the floor before I got behind the bar. I always remember my first Saturday. I spent the Sunday at home crying my eyes out and claiming I would never come back here!”

“But you did!”

“It was complicated. I owed a lot of money and this was the only way I could see to earn what I needed in time, and Miss Aston can be very persuasive. You have to give it time. You learn quickly not to take things personally and how to handle the punters.”

She took a mouthful of her salad.

“I’ve always thought new girls should shadow an experienced waitress for the first couple of weeks. It would make getting started a whole lot less traumatic. But Miss Aston doesn’t see it that way. She likes to throw people into the deep end – sink or swim!”

Buttercup leaned over and put her mouth to Azure’s ear, her yellow tie swinging out and brushing Azure’s breast.

“She’s a sadist, that woman, for real. But I never said that!” She whispered.

She sat back again and took another mouthful of food.

“She’s not all bad, though. She has been very supportive of me in some bad times. Just don’t ever cross her!”

Buttercup’s little pep talk did make Azure feel a bit better and she resumed after her break a little more positive and a lot cannier. Little things she realized from remembering Buttercup’s words, like if she placed an arm in the right place when she leaned forward, it stopped her tie from swinging out and thus the opportunity and temptation for a punter to grab it – and control her with it – was removed. She also started to think several moves ahead to avoid putting herself in a bad situation.

The Saturday crowd was so different from the weekday punters and required a higher level of concentration. Lots of groups, including stag parties, two or three men together and very few singles – whereas the majority of the weekday customers were lone men and much easier to manage.

As it approached midnight, the bouncers were no longer unobtrusive, but walking amongst the tables, which quietened down the punters’ behaviour quite substantially. Azure thought they should have been doing it a lot sooner.

Everything changed when Crimzon made her only appearance on the second stage for that night. She was very much the star performer of Le Moulin Noir, and the crowd went wild. She received a standing ovation on to the stage and a standing crowd formed behind and to the sides of the tables. Suddenly the waitresses, who had been in motion non-stop all evening, were returning to their spotlights for the first time since the stage had opened.

Azure’s spotlight was the furthest from the stage. That was always so, as she was the newest waitress. It was a fact that the biggest spenders tended to congregate at the front, especially the bar stools that lined the edge of the stage. While each punter was free to choose the waitress he wanted, statistically the closest waitress was most likely to be chosen, so the closest spotlight to the stage was the prime spot. The earning capacity of the prime spot was dramatically higher than Azure’s rooky spot.

Because of this, Azure hadn’t yet been able to see Crimzon dancing up close. Though dancing wasn’t the right term for her performance, it was more like acrobatics. She used the poles like a gymnast – an X-certificate gymnast – but her routines were astonishing.

Tonight, she was wearing a traditional Chinese dress with the mandarin collar – in crimson of course! It was full length, but had slits from both hips down to the hem. These revealed red boots that went right up to her crotch. Azure was in awe of her; the way she commanded the stage, her confidence, her physical dexterity and strength. She had never been more attracted to anyone in the whole of her life than Crimzon. It was true the first time Charlotte had seen her, and it was as true now as Azure watched her perform. A reminder and validation of why she was doing this.

Crimzon let down her hair, the bright red tresses cascading about her shoulders and back, then she spun around, sending her mane flying around her. Effortlessly, the dress was gone and she stood like a movie star, posing in just a bra, corset and thong.

Azure was so frustrated she couldn’t be closer. She was aware her nipples were hard, thrusting out from her breasts, which was embarrassing. She had no way to hide them.

Crimzon’s set lasted easily ten minutes, which given the strenuousness of the routine, was pretty amazing. She finished, naked except for her crotch high boots, at the top of one of the poles. Arms above her head holding on to the pole, her back against it. She drew her legs up so they were at right angles to her body, needle heels pointing at the audience. Then she opened her legs wide, almost doing the splits, showing everyone her pussy, and slowly let herself slide down the pole until she was sat on the stage. The stage lights went out. The punters went mad, screaming and shouting and cheering.

Azure saw notes being thrown onto the stage. There were jars placed in various positions to take pound coins and they began to fill up. Gradually the pandemonium calmed down, punters settled back into their seats or moved away if they didn’t have one. Azure was dreading this. The crowd would be extra frisky and hyped up and the waitresses would be the targets.

Hands were all over her as she moved between the tables, especially on her bum. She pushed into them, giving the impression she welcomed each squeeze, pinch and rub. It was inevitable with such a short skirt, and being raised up on her skyscraper heels, and the punters being seated, that they could get their hands easily under it and pressed into her crotch. With everyone crowded so close, she couldn’t even identify who those hands belonged to. A minority had become even more obnoxious than ever.

When she delivered drinks to one table, three overweight guys just kept chanting the whole time she was there.

“Flatty, flatty, get your tits fixed!”

Several times there were arguments around the table about why someone had selected her to serve them.

“Why did you pick the one without the rack!”

“Her bum’s OK, but she’s got no tits, man!”

Spoken right in front of her as if she wasn’t there, or wasn’t a human being. She found herself fighting back tears again.

As if the security guys or Silvy had spotted she was struggling, there then seemed to be a bouncer close to her most of the time and things began to settle down. By the time of her last break at a quarter past one, the crowds had started to drift away. Even then, as she headed off the floor, a guy coming out of the men’s toilet blocked her path and grabbed her breasts.

“Pump yer boobs up for us, darling!”

He leaned forward to try to kiss her, the stench of his beer breath turning her stomach. She slipped away, out of his reach, leaving him kissing air and looking like a complete fool. He laughed and lurched off, not even looking to see where she had gone.

As she slumped back onto her stool in the dressing room and gulped down the last of her water, she tried to think of any experience in her life that had been as bad as this night. Her piercing session, certainly. But other than that, she couldn’t think of anything. She was lucky in that she had never been really ill in her life. She couldn’t see how she would survive at this.

There were five other women in the dressing room, so Azure wasn’t aware of Crimzon’s presence until she was standing directly over her. She was back in her leathers. Trousers and a biker jacket that was open to show she only had a bra on underneath. Placing her legs either side of Azure, Crimzon sat on her lap. Azure felt the tight warm leather on her thighs. She drank in the fragrant scent and her heart raced away. But none of that could prevent the reproachful look on her face, the hurt in her glare.

Crimzon’s striking, endlessly deep, bright blue eyes were inches from her own. Azure could see every detail, every fleck. For the first time, it occurred to her the colour matched exactly the blue in her hair, the colour of her uniform, the colour of the jacket Crimzon had given her. Was that a coincidence?

Crimzon stared Azure down. There was only ever going to be one winner in that game.

“You begin to understand the reality of the price you have to pay to be mine. I want you to be entirely sexual, in every aspect of your life. To project your sexuality to the maximum. To be enjoyed sexually by all those I choose to let enjoy you. You will be a total slut. That is what I want from you. Do you get it now?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“It’s all already inside you, I’m only bringing it out.”

Crimzon’s hands cupped Azure’s bruised and sore breasts. Her palms ground into her tender nipples. Then the hands moved up, across Azure’s shoulders, around the back of her neck, onto her hair, eventually pulling her forward into a kiss.

Azure gave the kiss everything she had, using her tongue metal, determined to make herself as desirable to Crimzon as she could. It went on for some time.

“Fucking hell, Crim! Get a room or take it up on the stage. This is our chill out zone!” One of the other women complained.

Crimzon broke the kiss, laughing.

“You are looking so good! I can feel the tone in your shoulders, you even have the starting of a six-pack!”

Hands touched Azure’s shoulders again and then pressed into her abdomen.

“But there’s more work needs to be done. I want proper abs, like mine!”

Crimzon drew back her jacket and showed off her own six-pack. It looked like she had a mini-mattress under her skin.

“Tell the gym you want better abs; they’ll tell you what to do. You need to work harder on them.”

Crimzon grabbed a hold of Azure’s tie, pulling on it just enough to let the waitress know she had control of it.

“But you’ve made fantastic progress. You look so fucking hot in that uniform! I wish I could take a seat on the floor and have you serve me! You will be superb piece of tail!”

This time Azure was pulled right forward by the tug on the tie. Crimzon kissed her again, but this time it was quick, closed mouth, lip to lip. Then she let Azure sit back again.

“We just need to remove that final bit of Little Miss Prissy. The part of you that still thinks you are too good to be here.”

Azure was going to deny that, but Crimzon pressed a finger onto her lips to stop her.

“Don’t lie to me! It’s clear for everyone to see. We still have some work to do.”

Crimzon reached into her jacket pocket and pulled out a little transparent plastic box.

“Here, I have something for you.”

She flipped the lid.

“You have your own Le Moulin Noir cards now!”

She picked the top card and gave it to Azure. The card was bright blue with silver script, Le Moulin Noir logo, the name, then underneath:

Exotic Performance Venue

In the bottom right corner was the address of the club and the website. In the bottom left corner, in a font designed to look like handwriting, it said:

Ask for Azure XXX

Those last words were printed over a red lipstick kiss.

“Any man – or woman for that matter – that shows interest in you, tries to chat you up, even guys staring at you with their tongues hanging out, you give them your card. Drum up business. Reel them in.”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

Azure studied the card, revolted by the idea. She put the box into her handbag.

Both of Crimzon’s hands were drawn back to Azure’s breasts, this time with the gentlest touches she had experienced all night.

“You’ve been such a good girl you deserve a reward, so I have one for you. I’ll text you an address. Be there at 2 pm tomorrow. I want you to wear that orange dress and your black thigh highs. You can wear your blue jacket if it is cold.”

“Thank you, Miss Crimzon.”

Crimzon had hold of Azure’s nipple bars. She gently but rapidly tweaked them from side to side.

“Oh!”

The sensation was amazing, pleasure radiated out from them and passed right across Azure’s chest. Her nipples became so hard she thought they would burst! She thrust her breasts towards Crimzon.

“You got the job, and that’s great! Now you have to get good at it. So that means real hard work. Watch the other waitresses, learn from them. Be bold. Be strong.”

Again, Crimzon pulled Azure forward by her tie. Azure thought it was for another kiss, but just an inch away from their lips touching, Crimzon stopped.

“Make me proud!” She whispered.

Then she let Azure go and stood up, towering over her.

“One other thing. I know this is a lot to cope with and you have been immensely brave. I’ve got you a grace period before you have to sexually serve the staff. That will start a week from Monday. Use the time to get physically and mentally prepared, and don’t make me regret this act of kindness!”

Azure was in a daze as she returned to the floor for the final part of her shift. Blood still pumping from her encounter with Crimzon, remembering the taste, the domination of her kiss, the feel of the gentle fingers on her breasts, her scent, the creak of her leathers. It had been overwhelming in her current emotional state and had left her aroused.

But she was so utterly exhausted, physically and mentally. She didn’t know how she would be able to face another shift like this, but more than ever now, she didn’t want to disappoint Crimzon. She was confused and distressed.

Thankfully, the crowd was thinning all the time now, and those that remained had slowed down on the drinking. Azure found herself mostly standing under her spotlight waiting to be called and collecting empty glasses and bottles as tables were vacated. At 1 am the second stage had closed for performances, but there remained punters still seated at the tables, turning their chairs to face the main stage, even though they were quite a distance away and couldn’t see much. Azure was the only waitress now on the second stage.

Eventually, she was moved to the first stage. She only served two drinks orders after coming back from her last break, before the bar closed at two thirty. At every step, she was given the shit jobs, right up to being the only waitress left on the floor after the bar closed. Her feet hurt so much, but even then she wasn’t allowed to sit, but had to pose under her spotlight while waiting for the remaining punters to leave.

The big clock in the dressing room said 3:06 when she finally got back there. Most of the other women were in their street clothes, on their way out. Silvy, now dressed in jeans and a sweater, pulled Azure aside.

“You didn’t do bad for a first Saturday, but you didn’t do great either. Half the time it was clear you weren’t enjoying yourself and that can’t happen. You have to make every punter feel special, you have to represent the brand of the club. Work on maintaining your persona consistently this week, you have to do better next Saturday!”

Silvy stroked Azure’s shoulder.

“I know how horrific the first Saturday is, and I know you tried hard. You’ve got through the worst, it will get easier every week, believe me! All these girls wouldn’t still be here if it didn’t.”

Silvy gave Azure a hug.

“£185 in tips, £75 in cash!”

She pulled a wad of notes from her pocket and counted them out on Azure’s hand. Cash tips were passed directly on to the women, card payments went through the normal payroll, taxed and paid monthly with their salary.

“That’s really low for a Saturday. As you find your feet you’ll earn much more.”

Azure was alone in the dressing room as she got changed, except for the two barmaids who also had to work past 3 am. She shared a taxi with Buttercup to get back to Magenta’s apartment.


11: Raven

The address Crimzon texted to Azure was in the old docks area of the city, alongside the river. Until the last decade it had been derelict, but now it was the hip place to be. Shiny new apartment blocks towered high in between old warehouses that had been turned into Shabby Chic studios.

There was a biting northerly wind and the old Charlotte would never have gone out in this weather in a skirt, let alone one as miniscule as her orange dress had. With just an equally tiny rubber thong on underneath, she felt like her crotch and buttocks were going to get frostbite!

A second text from Crimzon had arrived moments after the first:

Remember to use public transport, I want the world to see you!

It hadn’t been a temptation to use a taxi before simply because she couldn’t afford one. But now she was coming away from the club each night with cash-in-hand, it would have been so easy – door to door – instead of two walks and two buses. She had debated long and hard with herself whether to obey Crimzon – she would never know the truth. But she couldn’t disobey a blatant order like that; she didn’t know why, but she just couldn’t.

A guy on the second bus had tried to chat her up. This was something she was beginning to get used to. The old Charlotte had never been hit on during a bus ride, now it was becoming an increasingly common occurrence. The sheer brazenness and arrogance of some men was still shocking to her. They could be so crass and think her so dumb. She had handed out her first Le Moulin Noir card. The memory of the guy’s face still made her giggle.

The address was on the second floor of an old riverfront warehouse. Azure was nervous, having no idea what she was walking into. When the studio door opened, she was startled to see Raven standing in front of her.

Raven was the number two Exotic Performance Artiste at Le Moulin Noir. She was a full-blown goth. Long, straight black hair, black lipstick, black finger and toe nails. Azure had only ever seen her in black and purple clothes. She had a long, narrow face that suited the image. She actually looked like a witch – an exceptionally attractive witch – but one nonetheless. There was a ring in her nostril and she had a labret piercing identical to Azure’s own, just under the centre of her lower lip.

Azure had seen her with Crimzon at the coffee shop, she knew they were friends, but she hadn’t actually met her. The top performers had their own separate area of the dressing room at the opposite end from Azure, so she had only watched her performing at the club. She looked pretty scary.

“Bang on time! Come in!” She had a Geordie accent, which Azure hadn’t expected. There was no reason why a Geordie couldn’t be a goth, it just struck her as incongruous.

“Let me have your jacket.”

Azure took off her gloves and slipped them into the jacket pockets and unzipped the jacket. Raven slipped it off her shoulders. Azure felt self-conscious as her trashy dress was fully revealed, which was silly, as the woman had seen her topless. But Raven was casually dressed in leather leggings and a heavy metal T-shirt, barefoot, and the contrast was stark.

“Thank you, Miss Raven.”

“Miss Raven! I like it! Keep that up!”

Raven hung Azure’s jacket on a coat rail.

“Wow, don’t you look super-hot! Come on through!”

Raven took Azure’s hand and led her through into the studio. It had two huge floor-to-ceiling windows that looked straight out on to the river. A long sofa in front of one of the windows was occupied by two figures. Azure immediately recognized Turquoise, the black woman with blonde hair who she lusted after at the club. The other woman was one of the dancers – she didn’t know her name – but she had a sleek mane of grey hair. Not old person grey, but a vibrant, full-bodied colour that looked stunning.

“Can I get you a drink?”

“A beer would be fine, Miss Raven.”

“You know Turq and Ash, don’t you?”

Ash was wearing high heels and a short grey dress that was cut low to show off her massive cleavage. Turq was squeezed into tight jeans and an even tighter sweater which showed off the curves of her large breasts. Surrounded by so much beautiful hair, Azure felt a bitter regret and hurt at the loss of her own.

“That is a slut screamer of a dress!” Turq said, her eyes wide.

Azure immediately felt herself colouring and hated herself for the blush; They had been stood next to each other in the club last night in the most degrading uniforms she could conceive of. This dress was nothing in comparison!

“Crimzon says you like to play with girls?”

Raven handed Azure a bottle of beer. She took a nervous sip. It was cold and good.

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

“And that you are very obedient?”

Raven sat down on the sofa next to Turq.

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

“Sit on my lap.”

Raven patted the taut leather covering her thighs. Azure eased herself down. Raven put an arm around her. Her fingers brushed across the stubble on the back of Azure’s head. Why did everyone keep doing that?

“Cool haircut!”

“Thank you, Miss Raven.”

“We often have a fun get-together on Sunday. A dick free zone! Are you up for some fun?”

Azure felt the thrill of desire pulsing through her.

“I would like that, Miss Raven.”

“Good!”

Her hand back behind Azure’s head, Raven pushed Azure’s lips towards her own and kissed her. It was a very dominating kiss; Crimzonesque. Azure could see a lot of similarities between the two women’s personalities. Raven’s free hand caressed Azure’s thigh above her fishnets, slipping under her skirt. It was a short journey to Azure’s rubber covered crotch. Fingers rubbed her vulva through the latex. Raven eventually broke off the kiss, leaving Azure breathless.

“Everyone is excited to experience your tongue metal!”

Raven’s hand moved up from Azure’s groin, sliding across her hip and belly, up to cover a breast. Azure was wearing a quarter-cup bra, so only the material of the dress was between the palm of Raven’s hand and her nipple, which was already erect and tenting the fabric. Raven gently moved her palm back and forth, manipulating Azure’s breast. It felt delightful.

“Oh!”

“When are you getting your tits fixed?”

Fixed! There was nothing wrong with them!

“Miss Crimzon said they were beautiful and I should never forget it!”

Raven laughed.

“I’m sure she’s right, but how are you going to work in the sex industry with these? Crimzon’s such a soft touch, she lets you get away with murder! The first thing I would have done with you is give you a big pair of knockers!”

Azure took a long drink of her beer.

“You know, Az, you are probably about the same size as Ash was originally.” Turq said. “Now look at her!”

She turned to Ash, running a hand possessively across her back.

“Take your dress off, babe. Let’s compare the two of you!”

“Get your kit off as well, pet.” Raven took the beer out of Azure’s hand and pushed her up off her lap.

“Ash is obedient as well, though not to you! You obey everyone, including Ash, OK?” Turq said.

“Yes, Miss Turquoise.”

Both women removed their dresses. Ash was wearing a shelf bra that cupped, lifted and presented her breasts, but it probably wasn’t even a quarter-cup. It thrust them forward obscenely. They were huge to start with, and displayed this way on her thin frame, looked even larger. She really did look top heavy, like she could topple over on her skyscraper heels. They were completely out of proportion for her body.

“Bras and thongs as well.” Turq continued.

Soon Azure stood in her black boots that terminated half way up her thighs, her fishnet stockings peaking above them, held up by a latex suspender belt, and nothing else. Ash wore black stockings and court shoes that looked to have a higher heel than Azure’s boots. Her breasts sat like balls on her chest, looking completely unnatural.

“You’ve taken out your nipple bars!”

Turq stood up and took Azure’s nipples between her thumbs and forefingers.

“My nipples were so sore after last night; I’m giving them a break.”

Turq pinched them. Hard.

“I thought you belonged to Crimzon?”

“I do, Miss Turquoise. Ah!”

Turq pulled and twisted them, deliberately hurting Azure.

“And she had you pierced?”

“Yes, Miss Turquoise!” Azure gasped and squirmed. They were still tender from the abuse last night.

“Not so obedient, after all. Don’t you know, if you are pierced, you stay pierced?” It was Raven that spoke this time.

“It’s only for one day, my day off, Miss Raven.”

“If you are pierced, you stay pierced. You don’t have a day off!”

“By the time we’ve finished with them today, you will wish you had kept them in!” Added Turq, pressing her fingernails into the nubs before releasing them.

She took a step back.

“I want you both to stand together, side by side… Closer, so you are touching.”

Ash was slightly taller, but that was the heels.

“You’re right. Same sized skinny little bitches, it’s just the tits that make them different.” Said Raven.

“What are you, Az, 32B?” Turq asked.

“Yes, Miss Turquoise.”

“And what size were you originally, Ash?”

“32B.” Ash had a soft, breathy voice.

“I knew it, a perfect match!”

Turq grabbed Azure’s breasts this time, cupping them.

“These are very pretty and girly, but so’s a bluebell, and neither are the stuff of erotic fantasy. How many punters at the club last night are wanking off to the memory of these cupcakes?”

“I have no idea, Miss Turquoise.” And neither do you, Azure wanted to add, but bit her tongue.

“Really?” Turq sneered.

Azure was losing her erotic infatuation with Turq, she was mean.

“The one weirdo who gets off on tiny tits, that’s who!”

Turq stepped to her left, in front of Ash. She tried to cup Ash’s breasts, but of course her hands were too small and just distorted their shape.

“So how many punters at the club last night are wanking off to the memory of these melons!”

“Quite a few, I would imagine.”

“Damn right! How much you make in tips last night?”

Azure blushed again; she knew her tips were terrible.

“£185.”

Even Turq seemed shocked at that.

“Shit! You might like to have fun with girls, but you gotta learn to get hot with the guys, too!”

Azure reached out to Raven for her beer; more in hope than expectation. To her surprise, Raven let her have it. She took a long draw from the bottle.

“What d’you make in tips last night, Ash?”

“£372.”

“See! You need your tits fixed, Az. You’re not the real deal until you do.”

“We know the best surgeons. They won’t be cheap, but you can’t gamble with your health and looks, pet.” Raven added. “you can’t go as big as Ash in one go, anyway. What size were you after your first boob job, Ash?”

“Double D.” Her voice was so wispy, Azure found it hard to imagine she could shout.

“How long before they let you go bigger?”

“two years.”

“And what’s your cup size now?” Turq squeezed Ash’s breasts together.

“J.”

“Why did you go that big?” Turq pushed.

“You asked me to.” Ash breathed.

“Damn right I did, and now you are the hottest piece of arse I’ve ever laid hands on!”

“Ask Crimzon how big she wants you to go; it’s not your decision anyway.” Raven said. “Get it done ASAP. Every week you’ll be losing money until you get it sorted.”

Turq was in front of Azure and cupping her breasts again.

“Just imagine if these were the size of Ash’s! You would be a walking wet dream! It’s making me horny just thinking about it. We could put the two of you together as a double act – what a great idea!”

She tugged on Azure’s nipples one last time, then her hands moved up to Azure’s hair, running across the shorn scalp.

Not sure about this though. I bet it’s good for keeping you in your place, but I wouldn’t want Ash to match you, I get too much pleasure from that mane of hers.”

Turq turned towards raven.

“I’m really pissed off she removed her nipple bars; she should be punished!”

Raven’s smile terrified Azure.

“Don’t worry, she will live to regret that! Come and sit with me!”

Raven reached up and pulled Turq down on to the sofa. They snuggled together and kissed.

“You two make out. Let’s see who can make the other cum first!” Raven glanced up, before kissing Turq once again.

Azure and Ash looked at each other shyly. Ash took Azure’s hand and then pressed close to her. Azure felt Ash’s huge breasts pressing against her own and then Ash’s artificially enhanced lips pressed against her own artificially enhanced lips. They felt so soft and full. So good. Azure put her hands around Ash’s head and pulled her in tighter. Their tongues entwined, Ash’s probing the metal embedded in Azure’s.

At the same time, Ash’s hands wrapped around Azure’s back and pressed their bodies hard against each other. She ground her breasts into Azure’s. Azure was pumped with lust and excitement, this was wonderful; she felt so alive!

The two women on the sofa watched in silence. A silence that betrayed their own lust.

“Sixty-nine! Ash on top!” Raven eventually ordered.

Azure was soon on the floor, Ash’s pussy pushed against her mouth, while Ash’s tongue was ferocious as it attacked Azure’s. The last pussy Azure had tasted was Miss Aston’s four days ago, but this was very different; sweeter and zingy. Azure utilized the ball on her tongue and soon had Ash’s hips spasming and her groin grinding into her face. Unfortunately, Azure was already twitching herself and could feel an orgasm starting to build. After four difficult days, the pleasure of this moment was sending her into overdrive. She tried to hold it back, but she didn’t have the willpower, she wanted it so much. She needed it so much. She deserved it so much! She struggled to get her mouth free, momentarily.

“Permission to cum, Miss Raven!” She shrieked, before Ash smothered her face again.

“You can cum as much as you want today, Az, we’re all here for the fun.”

Azure didn’t register much after cum. She moaned into Ash’s pussy as she let herself go, thrashing wildly. Ash found herself hanging on desperately to avoid being thrown off. Azure’s bucking and convulsions went on and on as she rode her wave of ecstasy. She grabbed Ash’s hips and pulled her as tight as she could, grinding her tongue metal on to Ash’s clit. Now it was time for Ash to shriek as she reached her climax.

Eventually, they both lay still, breathing heavily. Azure’s face was soaked in Ash’s juices.

“Wow! That’s what you call a couple of sluts!” Turq exclaimed into the silence.

“Even with the tongue stud, she couldn’t win! She’s a firecracker alright!” Raven said wistfully.

“How was that tongue, Ash?” Turq asked.

“Amazing… Wow!”

“You better build up the strength in that tongue, Az, cuz once the word gets around, they’ll be queueing for your mouth!” Turq remarked.

Slowly, Ash extricated herself from Azure, her mouth turned up in a big smile showing her bright, bleached teeth.

“Take Az and get yourself rubbered up; we’ll be across in a while.” Raven waved a hand, dismissing the two women.




As Ash pulled the zip up the back of the catsuit, right to the top of the high neck, the black latex pulled tight to Azure’s torso, shoulders and throat, except where two cut-outs left her breasts completely exposed. The first time she had worn rubber it creeped her out, the way it moved against her body, caressing the skin. Now she adored the feeling; it was like nothing else. It flexed with every little movement, sliding and pulling as if it was almost alive itself. It was literally sensational. She could see how people could get addicted to wearing it.

Ash cupped her buttocks, stroking them.

“You have a beautiful bum, Azure.”

“Thank you, Miss Ash.”

Azure wasn’t sure if she was supposed to address Ash that way, but given the trouble she had already got herself into, she thought it was best to proceed with caution.

“And your pussy tastes like honey.”

Azure thought that was unlikely, but was happy with the comparison – at least she didn’t taste like Miss Aston!

“Thank you, Miss Ash. If I may say, your pussy was delicious too.”

Ash giggled and stepped in front of Azure. She had her catsuit pulled up to her waist and now she began slipping her arms into the suit. They had both oiled each other up, so it slid on easily.

“Zip me up too, will you?”

Azure pulled the two sides together around Ash’s back and slowly edged the zip up. From what she could see, both catsuits were identical, but the fit of the holes around Ash’s breasts were a lot tighter. Ash shifted her boobs and tugged at the rubber to get a comfortable fit.

“Have you ever worn a helmet before?” Ash’s breathy voice was so soft.

“No, Miss Ash.”

“Well, it will be so easy for you with your hair that short. It will take some getting used to. They are very hot – I mean temperature wise, though sexy wise too!” She giggled again.

Azure felt a moment of panic as Ash pulled the helmet over her face and she felt her whole head wrapped in the rubber. She briefly couldn’t see or breath until Ash started tugging to get the face of the helmet into the correct position, eyes centred in their holes, then her mouth. Two little plastic widgets pushed into her nostrils, stretching them, but ensuring she could breathe through both.

As Ash tugged down the zip at the back of her head, the latex started to press all over her skull and face, wrapping her chin and coming right down her neck, encasing her head completely. Then Ash started on the laces, which stretched the already taut rubber even more. Azure flexed her jaw. The latex was tight about the base of her lips, pinching them so they puffed out in an exaggerated pout. The scent of the rubber was a constant now with every intake of breath.

Azure helped Ash into an identical hood. Cramming Ash’s grey locks under the hood was awkward and it didn’t look very satisfactory, the uneven shape still visible even after it had been laced closed. Ash was reduced to an enormous pair of breasts and an immense pair of lips.

“May I ask you a personal question, Miss Ash?”

“Shoot!”

“Are you happy with your breasts? Only, it seemed Miss Turquoise wanted them. But how do you feel about them?”

“It’s sensible for you to ask, Az, as you have to decide how big you are going to go. But it is complicated. Would I have chosen to be this big? No, definitely not. It makes the everyday things in life difficult; they get in the way all the time. And after a shift at the club they give me back ache. But then the attention they get, not to mention the money they make me, is wonderful and I really enjoy that. I’m not ashamed of them, quite the reverse, I’m proud of them. I know I look great and I would never have dared to go this big if Turq hadn’t asked me. I did do it for her, but she didn’t force me – I know that’s what everyone thinks because she’s so bossy. I wanted to do it for her and I was glad to. I would do it again for her.

“And despite what Raven says, Crimzon wouldn’t force you to go really big. It would be your choice. What would you do if Crimzon asked you?”

“I really don’t know, Miss Ash. I just don’t know.”

Azure wasn’t sure that was strictly true. She had done everything that Crimzon wanted. At what point would she baulk? Was there a line she wouldn’t cross for Crimzon? She feared not. Anyway, despite what Raven had said, Crimzon had never put pressure on her to get breast implants, to the contrary, she had told Azure to ignore people that did.

Ash leaned forward and gave Azure a kiss. A short, chaste kiss.

“Don’t rush into anything, take the time to think it through. What’s your shoe size, by the way?”

“Six.”

Ash squealed with excitement.

“I knew we would be the same! Can I borrow your boots? They’re so gorgeous! I would love to try them!”

“Of course, Miss Ash. What should I wear?”

“I know just what Turq would want you to wear and I have them with me!”

This turned out to be a pair of ballet boots, knee high and black.

“I won’t be able to walk in those, Miss Ash!”

“You won’t need to walk in them, you’ll be flat on your back!” Ash giggled.

She pushed Azure down onto the bed.

“Besides, Raven said you have to do as I say, so you have no choice, unless you want to get into even more trouble than you’re already in!”

Ash pushed each of Azure’s feet deep into the boots. Where her toes reached the bottom was softly padded, but that didn’t make them comfortable and her ankle joint was fully extended downwards. Ash busied herself with the laces and soon the boots wrapped Azure’s feet and lower legs in a tight grip.

Ash sat beside her on the bed and pulled on Azure’s boots right up to their full length, high on her thighs.

“These are so cool!”

She extended her legs, twisting them, viewing from all possible angles.

“Where did you get them? I must get a pair! I bet they didn’t have grey?”

The bed space of the studio was in the far corner. It also had a full height window looking out on the river and the bed was placed to face it. All that separated the bed space from the rest of the room was a gauzy curtain, which at that moment was pushed aside as Turq and Raven arrived.

Turq smacked one of Ash’s breasts, hard.

“Ow!”

“You’re not ready and you’re gossiping like a washer-woman! Time to keep your mouth shut!”

Raven put her hands on to Azure’s helmeted head and stroked.

“You look so fucking sexy! Love the boots, Ash! Let’s finish her off!”

Black latex gloves were put on Azure’s hands. Now the only parts of her body not covered in rubber were her breasts, mouth and eyes.

“I want the posture collar!”

This was also of rubber, but it had boning inside and reached right up to Azure’s chin. Once it was laced tight, Azure couldn’t discernibly move her head at all, either up and down, or left and right.

“Now get her polished up! I want her shining like chrome!”

Raven took hold of Azure’s hands and pulled her up on her feet. Immediately, pain flared in her toes as they took her body weight and she wobbled alarmingly.

“Arms out; level with your shoulders!”

Raven held one hand, Turq the other, as Ash sprayed and polished the latex while Azure tried desperately to stay on her feet, forced to take continual tiny steps on the spot to hold her balance.

“Another coat.”

Ash started again. Azure’s head was starting to get very hot under the helmet. It felt clammy and increasingly uncomfortable. With the collar now locked around her neck, she reluctantly had to accept that it wouldn’t be coming off any time soon.

“Excellent work, Ash! Let’s get a photo of her to send to Crimzon!”

Raven’s phone appeared.

“Arse out, tits out! Blow Crimzon a kiss!”

Azure put everything she had into the pose. One hand cupping a breast, the other blowing a kiss, knees slightly bent, chest thrust forward. She managed to hold the position for a few seconds before she fell back onto the bed.

Before she knew what was happening, Raven and Turq had hold of her arms and pulled her up the bed. Leather cuffs were fastened around her wrists and attached to chains that drew her arms out and up to the top corners. Raven tucked a pillow under her head, raising it enough for her to look down her body and watch them fasten similar cuffs to her ankles, leaving her stretched out in a star shape.

The latex shone like a black mirror, reflecting off at all angles as she moved, pointlessly pulling on her restraints as if she didn’t believe they held her. The ballet boots gave the impression her legs went on forever.

Raven leaned over Azure, her hair falling forward and pooling around the waitress’s rubber covered head.

“This is going to be the most intense experience of your life!” She whispered, before taking a deep kiss from Azure, during which her teeth nipped Azure’s bottom lip.

Azure tugged again on the chains that held her, terrified and excited in equal measure. She watched Raven as she withdrew her mouth and pulled away. The goth stroked Azure’s latex clad cheek with the back of a hand and smiled at her. It was the smile of Satan! Black lips, black eyes, mischievous, like the wicked witch of the west was putting a spell on her! Azure thought she might piss herself. She closed her eyes and gulped in a deep breath.

When she opened them again, Raven and Turq were gone. Ash was busy polishing her own catsuit. She closed her eyes again and tried to calm herself down. Her head was burning now under the helmet. She squirmed, enjoying the feel of the catsuit on her body but not the boots and collar which were also uncomfortable.

When she felt the mattress give, she opened her eyes once more to see Ash climbing between her legs. She had an enormous strap-on double dildo in one hand. She smiled at Azure, her beautiful blue eyes sparkling from within her own wrapping of latex. She cupped Azure’s mound through the rubber, pressing and rubbing gently.

“Are you gonna be wet enough to take this, or will you need some lube?”

Azure didn’t need to think about that for very long.

“I’m creaming myself, Miss Ash.”

Ash giggled and started pulling at the zip that started just above Azure’s crotch. It ran right between her legs and up to the top of her neck at the back. Azure felt cool air on her labia as Ash took the zip under her. She lifted her hips to allow Ash to take it as far as she wanted.

Ash’s fingers pushed between Azure’s labia, probing, causing a squelching sound. Ash giggled again.

“Isn’t it great that we can just be sluts and we don’t have to pretend anymore! I love it! All those repressed people that think sex is bad, or at least pretend to – I hated being one of them. Now everyone can see we love sex and are proud of it!”

Azure gasped as she felt the head of the dildo push apart her labia. It was black and anatomically correct. She guessed it was about the same length as Magenta’s dildo, but it looked even fatter.

“Here we go!” Ash breathed as she fed the dildo into Azure, slowly but steadily.

Azure groaned as she felt her vaginal walls stretch to accommodate the monster.

“It’s great to have someone new to play with. It’s usually me in your position. You’re gonna have such a great time!”

Azure felt the base of the dildo press against her labia and knew she had taken it all. She squirmed as she felt something press against her clitoris.

“This has a clit vibrator as well. You won’t believe how many times you’re gonna cum. Lift your hips for me!”

Ash ran the belt of the strap-on around Azure’s waist and then buckled it tight. Very tight.

“We can get it in one more notch. Breath in fully.”

Azure obeyed and grunted as Ash pulled the belt even tighter. She was being cut in half!

“It hurts, Miss Ash!”

“I know it does now, but later you will thank me! It will make your orgasms more intense.”

Ash then buckled the crotch strap to the waist belt, thrusting the dildo deeper into Azure.

“You’re killing me, Miss Ash!”

“Quite the opposite, in fact. I’m gonna make you feel more alive than you’ve ever felt!”

Ash pushed herself up on top of Azure, pressing her huge boobs against Azure’s, the latex catsuit crackling and snapping. She gave Azure a long, gentle kiss.

When she sat back again, the second dildo sprang up from Azure’s crotch. It looked identical to the one already buried inside her. It stood nearly upright, just leaning slightly towards Azure’s belly.

“This one I will lube, just in case!”

Just Ash’s gentle hands applying jelly to the dildo had Azure squirming and moaning. Every little movement of the outer dildo transferred itself to the one strapped inside her.

“Now we’ll leave you to stew while we finish our beers!”

Ash clambered off the bed and stood admiring her boots one more time.

“Thanks again for letting me wear these!”

Then she was gone through the gauzy curtain.

Azure squirmed in frustration, that little movement enough to flex the dildo inside her and send sparks of bliss from her pussy to her brain. She groaned, overwhelmed with all the sensations she was feeling. She wriggled into the mattress, increasing the flex of the phallus and thus her pleasure, but eventually realized that only increased her frustration, teasing herself more but not enough to satisfy. She chose to lay still instead and wait.

They didn’t rush back to her, though she had no way of ascertaining how long she lay there before the curtain parted once again. Raven was now wearing a black leather corset that gave her a prodigious cleavage, matching gloves that laced right up to her armpits and thigh boots. She held a flogger in her hand that Azure’s eyes immediately locked on to.

“Time to warm you up a little!” Again, that malevolent smile that made Azure tingle in fear and anticipation.

Raven’s free gloved hand descended onto Azure’s breasts, dragging the soft hide across them.

“The naughty girl needs to be punished!

Splat! It happened so fast. Raven drew her hand away and brought the flogger down almost in one movement. The multiple strands of flat leather splayed out across Azure’s breasts and she felt them burn.

Splat! A second strike.

“This is to learn you that pierced girls stay pierced until their owner says otherwise!”

Raven brought the flogger down again onto Azure’s breasts. Azure squirmed, trying ineffectually to pull her cuffed arms down to cover her exposed chest, then trying to bring her knees up to do the same, equally fruitlessly. With each strike the pain and the burning got worse.

Azure looked up at Raven through the eye holes of her helmet, she had to blink away tears to see clearly. The witch still had that smile.

Splat!

Azure moaned.

“And this is what we do to sluts with little tits, cuz we like our sluts to have big tits!”

Raven started spinning the flogger around like an automatic car wash brush, the blades consistently slapping her breasts over and over without respite.

Azure gritted her teeth as the burning escalated to a fire. She closed her eyes, pushing her tears out from the corners. Her sore nipples screamed with pain every time a blade caught them.

Then it stopped. Raven put the whip down. Azure looked down at her breasts. They were pink and red, like she had sunburn. Her nipples were standing up like castle turrets, a dark red colour.

Raven’s gloved hands spread across the punished mammaries, caressing them.

“Sadly, your tits need to be unmarked for your shift at the club tomorrow, so they can’t get the flogging they deserve! Next time we’ll use electricity, no marks!”

She lifted an arm, hand palm up, and held it out. Azure saw Ash’s anonymous rubber clad form appear beside her and drop some chains into the open palm.

“So today we’ll use clamps and you can decide if you would rather have kept your nipple bars in or you prefer being clamped instead. Here we go!”

Raven’s hand descended back down to Azure’s breast, pinched a rock-hard nipple for good measure and then the jaws of the clamp closed around the nub.

Azure shrieked as the teeth bit, pulling at her bonds with all her might in a vain attempt to get free and take it off again.

“Felt that, did we? Good. That’s what they are there for, after all.”

Azure’s eyes nearly popped out of her head as Raven fixed the second clamp in place.

“Aarrgghh!”

She thrashed around, fresh tears spilling from her eyes.

Raven pressed hard on her chest to hold her still. The goth’s eyes sparkled with excitement.

“These are great. If I turn these little knobs on the top, they tighten the clamps, see! One…two…three!”

Azure shrieked again. It felt like her nipples were being sliced off.

“And the other one…one…two…three!”

“Mercy! Mercy! Please, Miss Raven!”

Raven’s leather sheathed finger pressed down on Azure’s lips.

“No mercy today. Only good girls get mercy…sometimes! Listen to me. I have neighbours, so no more noise. Every time you make a noise, the clamps get another turn, and every time you speak without permission, they get two turns! Understand?”

Azure nodded.

“We’ll see if you do!”

Raven lifted the chain that connected the two clamps together until it was taut and pulling on the nipples, shaping them into cones. Azure bit on her lip, eyes pleading with Raven. The Goth’s excited eyes offered her no compassion or empathy.

“That’s much better! Now, when you go on duty at the club tomorrow and you are watching me perform on the stage, while some fat old bald guy is tugging on your nipple bars, and it hurts twice as much as it did on Saturday because they are so sore – you’ll know why, won’t you?”

Azure nodded again.

“Tell me!”

“Because of you, Miss Raven?”

Raven pulled harder and Azure hissed through her teeth.

“You can do better than that! Why did I make them sore?”

“Because I was disobedient, I took my nipple bars out, Miss Raven!”

“Yes! And why else?”

When no answer was immediately forthcoming, Azure’s nipples rose higher and further from her body.”

“Because my breasts are too small and I didn’t get them fixed yet!”

“Yes! Exactly! A slut should have big fake breasts so everyone can see what she is straight away!” Raven was gleeful.

If Azure thought that this confession was going to lead to some respite for her tortured nipples, that idea was quickly quashed. Raven pulled the chain up under her chin. Azure heard metal on metal and realized Raven had passed the chain through a ring on the front of her posture collar. She saw a little padlock in Raven’s hand.

Instinctively, Azure tugged once more on her imprisoned wrists, futilely trying to protect herself. She could do nothing. Her breasts were pulled up towards her throat, nipples bent parallel to her body, stretched tight by the clamps.

Click.

Raven’s hands came away from Azure’s neck, but Azure’s distended nipples and breasts remained in place, held by the chain now fixed to her collar.

Azure gasped and panted in an attempt to keep quiet. She tried to lift her head and bend forward to take the tension out of the chain, but the collar prevented her from doing so.

“So, this is what happens when you bring tiny tits into my studio, Az. Think about whether you want to do it again.”

The mattress dipped as Raven climbed onto the bed.

“Now you are going to show me what you can do with your tongue!”

Raven swung around, putting one leg to the other side of Azure’s prone body, leaving her facing away from Azure’s head and with her bare bottom right in Azure’s face. Before Azure could comprehend what was going to happen, Raven sat back on her face, blocking out all light and cutting off her air supply through her nose. She managed to grab a lungful of air through her mouth just before Raven pivoted forward, thrusting her pussy onto Azure’s mouth. Raven was plenty wet and her flavour immediately overpowered Azure. For a moment, Azure thought she would struggle for air, but Raven was moving her hips, riding Azure’s mouth, giving her brief moments when she could grab a breath, she just needed to regulate her breathing to Raven’s rhythm.

“Hey! You’re supposed to do the work, not me!”

Raven pinched the underneath of Azure’s breasts, which were exposed by her nipples being pulled towards her collar. She pinched hard.

Azure thrust her tongue between Raven’s labia, working the metal at the tip.

“Oh! That’s it!”

Raven rocked to and fro on Azure’s face. Azure calmed down from her initial shock and tried to give her best oral effort. She felt the mattress dipping and bouncing again, then the dildo was being manipulated, which immediately transferred to the one buried deep inside her. She felt another pair of legs pressing on her outer thighs, then real pressure on the dildo inside her. Someone had mounted the external dildo. She was being used by two people at the same time!

Used being the operative word. She was powerless, under complete control to satisfy the carnal desires of others, a literal sex object.

Suddenly, the vibrator pressed against her clit burst into life, she had forgotten about that. Her hips spasmed, but then more pain flared in her nipples, causing her to moan into Raven’s pussy.

“Focus, Az! Get that tongue in me!”

Azure curled her tongue into a tube as best she could and pushed it as deep into Raven as she could, dragging her tongue stud along Raven’s vaginal wall. She had sensation overload. Raven’s juices filled her mouth and nose, making it more difficult to breathe again. She had to swallow the vaginal fluid continually. The scent of the goth Geordie filled her lungs. Her nipples hurt like hell.

Now the dildo inside her was pumping to the thrusts of whoever was riding her, while the vibrator hummed relentlessly on her clit, sending her into an erotic fervour, but her head was boiling under the rubber helmet and Raven’s bum, her severely belted waist felt like it was in a vice and she continued to pull uselessly at her restraints to try and gain some control back. She felt so many different things all at once!

She had to get Raven to cum. She ground her tongue metal onto Raven’s clit and felt the woman’s hips squirm, but it just caused her to press harder on Azure’s face, and now Azure could feel her own orgasm starting to build, flickers of ecstasy flashed through her.

She fought to hold it back, working her tongue in a frenzy inside Raven’s pussy, but her tongue was aching so much now and the pounding of the dildo in her own pussy continued unabated, as did the vibrator on her clit. She gave in and let the wave of her orgasm crash through her. She went rigid. She screamed into Raven’s pussy. She pressed her tongue piercing as hard as she could onto Raven’s clit. It was the most intense cum of her life; pain and discomfort mixing with the overwhelming pleasure, mixing with her helplessness, mixing with a sudden freedom that the absence of any control gave her.

She started to thrash, as best she could with two women sat on her, and for a few moments lost any awareness except for the sensations radiating through her. Raven’s orgasm brought her back as the goth’s hips spasmed and she started to grind her crotch on Azure’s lower face and nose, moving enough that Azure could gulp mouthfuls of air even as the action pushed more pussy juice up her nose.

As Azure came down from her peak, she realized nothing had changed. Raven was still sat on her face, the dildo was still flexing and shifting inside her, the vibrator still implacably pressed against her clit – hurting now, not giving pleasure. And she was still completely helpless.

Eventually, Raven climbed off her and Azure drank in huge mouthfuls of fresh air. When her eyes adjusted again to the light, she could see that it was Turq mounted on the dildo, now fucking it furiously, hair flying around her. She wore white thigh boots and armpit high gloves, and some kind of harness strapped around her body, again of white leather, that stood out strikingly against her dark brown skin.

Turq gave Azure a huge, bright white smile, then pressed her body down on top of her and kissed her, even though Azure’s lips and tongue were covered in Raven’s pussy juice. Turq’s big, hard breasts crushed on top of Azure’s own. The harness she was wearing had lots of little spikes pointing outwards that dug painfully into Azure’s torso.

Turq’s hips were still thumping down on the dildo like a battering ram, and Azure could see from the urgency of her movements that she was about to cum. Her gloved hands took hold of Azure’s helmeted head and her tongue took control of her mouth. Then both hands and mouth were gone and Turq sat back up on Azure’s hips, bouncing up and down on the dildo. She came with a moan, grabbing her own breasts, shaking the whole bed in her frenzy, before collapsing back on top of the anonymous rubber woman trapped beneath her.

When she had her breath back, Turq eased herself off the dildo and clambered off the bed. She still had the huge smile on her face.

“Clean her up, so we can swap places.”

Ash’s rubber face appeared above Azure’s as she climbed on top of her. She giggled.

“What a mess! It even goes up your nose, doesn’t it? You’ll smell pussy for days!”

She started to lick up Raven’s juices that had spread across the helmet, especially on Azure’s latex coated nose.

No longer weighed down by the bodies on top of her, Azure’s hips had more freedom to squirm and twitch, helplessly responding to the vibrator that was still pressed against her clit. Ash stopped her licking briefly to switch it off.

“Let’s give it a rest for a few minutes!”

It came as a relief to Azure; she was physically and emotionally tired. She needed a break from it.

“Thank you, Miss Ash.”

When Ash had finished cleaning up the mask, she moved onto Azure’s lips. Her tongue felt wonderful to Azure, especially when it started to push inside her mouth and soon they were both making out again. Azure felt herself getting turned on again. She had already cum twice, but her body would be ready for some more.

Eventually, Ash pulled away, her eyes sparkling and she giggled yet again. She then turned around completely and started to clean off the dildo with a wet wipe, her bottom hovering right over Azure’s head. Azure could smell Ash’s arousal. The manipulation of the dildo immediately transferred to the second dildo still buried in – and stretching – Azure’s pussy. Azure groaned and writhed.

Ash climbed off the bed.

“See ya later!”

Azure was left for some time, again she found it hard to judge how long. Irrationally, she was still regularly tugging at her cuffed limbs, reassuring herself that she was still fastened in place. Just about all of her ached or hurt. She tried to relax.

Her eyes had been closed, so she didn’t see Turq come back through the curtain, only opening them when she felt the mattress moving under her.

“My turn now!”

Azure just saw Turq’s big smile before she spun around and put her legs either side of Azure’s obsidian, helmeted head. Her bottom descended onto Azure’s face. At least she was prepared for it his time and took a deep breath. Turq’s bum was bigger than Raven’s and she obviously worked out more, because it was a lot harder. Azure’s nose slipped straight between the buttocks and pressed against Turq’s bumhole, as her mouth pressed against her labia.

How many times in the last few days had Azure fantasized about being able to eat out this gorgeous woman? But she hadn’t thought it would really happen, and certainly not in this way! She immediately put her tongue to work, even though it was aching straightaway. It was a daunting prospect. The woman had cum not long ago, how much would it take to bring her off a second time?

Turq sighed, pivoting back slightly to give Azure a chance to catch a breath, putting more weight on her face. Azure wondered if her nose could break – there was so much pressure on it. Then Turq pivoted further forward, forcing her pussy hard into Azure’s mouth.

Azure knew she would have to be more skilful this time and tried to use her imagination. In one sense it was easier as Turq was a lot more vocal than Raven and it was possible tell what she liked. Turq was also a lot more controlled in giving Azure opportunities to breath.

Then the vibrator on Azure’s clit buzzed back into life and she felt Raven mounting herself on the dildo.

By the time both Turq and Raven had cum again, Azure was shattered. Her jaw and tongue were so sore she didn’t want to move them. Her clitoris was even more tender after being pressed against the incessant vibrator without relief for another extended period. She had cum again as well – she had never cum three times in such a short space of time in all her life! Her head was so hot under the helmet and Turq’s backside that she thought she could pass out. The relief when Turq climbed off her was tremendous, but short lived.

“Enjoy the sloppy seconds!” Turq spoke to Ash and Azure’s heart sank.

Luckily, Ash wanted to ride the dildo and not sit on her face, but the vibrator was still humming away at her clit. Ash was completely different to the other two, who had been manic and aggressive on the phallus. She was gentle and controlled, subtle, savouring the pleasure and the fucking went on for a long time. Periodically, Ash would lean forward and kiss Azure, or caress her rubber head. Once she even played with Azure’s breasts causing her to wail in distress.

Despite everything that had gone before, the touches from Ash and the subdued movement of the dildo inside Azure really turned her on and she realized she would be having a fourth orgasm. This time the hurt and pain was greater than the pleasure as she shuddered and bucked.

The worst moment of the day was when Ash removed the nipple clamps. It brought tears to Azure’s eyes and she couldn’t keep quiet, moaning at the atrocious pain despite Ash’s stroking of her head to try to comfort her. She wanted to hold her nipples, she wanted to curl into a ball, but she could do nothing but lay there pulling uselessly at her chained limbs.


12: Chrome

Azure awoke to a mouth on her nipple. It was so tender after yesterday’s antics that the lips and tongue hurt far more than they gave pleasure. She opened her eyes to see Raven’s black hair splashed across her torso.

She had slept sporadically and not very deeply last night, despite her physical and emotional exhaustion. Raven had kept her in the catsuit, helmet and ballet boots – the latter two had both proved to be uncomfortable companions. At least she had removed the posture collar. Azure put her latex covered fingers to her rubber covered face. She felt so hot and sweaty under the latex, she imagined she would be shrivelled up like a prune when she finally got the thing off her head.

The crackle of the rubber as she moved alerted Raven that Azure was awake and the goth glanced up, she looked tousled and sleepy.

“About time, you lazy slut!”

Raven lay back, head on a pillow, beside Azure.

“Get that tongue of yours into my pussy!”

Azure burrowed under the duvet to get between Raven’s legs. The woman seemed insatiable. Even after the orgy yesterday, she had humped them both to another orgasm when they had got into bed last night, vulva pressed to vulva, legs entwined. Now she wanted more! Azure wasn’t surprised to find her already wet. She dragged her tongue up Raven’s slit, bottom to top.

“Oh!”

Raven’s hips lifted momentarily off the mattress and her hands wrapped around Azure’s head, pushing her mouth into her sloppy and warm pussy.

Azure had expected to leave after the sex session yesterday afternoon, but Raven had never offered her the chance to go, taking the opportunity to hold on to her free sex toy for as long as possible, acting as if Azure only existed to serve her. Azure certainly hadn’t expected to be taken into Raven’s bed. Despite the multiple times Magenta had used Azure, she had never once allowed Azure to sleep with her, always sending her back to her room afterwards.

Her tongue was still sore, but better than last night, so Azure gave of her best as she tried to work out what Raven responded to during oral sex. Whatever she was doing, it seemed to work. Raven gasped and wrapped her thighs around Azure’s head, holding her completely fast. Azure struggled for breath again.

“You…delightful…rubber…slut!”

She barely made out the words through her helmet, Raven’s thighs and the duvet, but concentrated on getting the goth off as quickly as she could.

Afterwards, Raven held Azure in place with her legs. Azure’s nose was pressed between Raven’s labia, forcing her to get what air she could through her mouth. It was stifling hot. At last Raven pulled the duvet back and a rush of fresh air diluted the smell of her pussy. Azure breathed deeply.

“If you ever break with Crimzon, give me a call, OK?”

Azure could turn her head just enough to be able to answer.

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

“Of course, if you came to me, I’d give you tits as big as Ash’s!”

The thought made Azure shiver. This somehow spurred Raven to release her thighs from around Azure’s head.

“Clean me up good, Az, I don’t want to be dripping on the floor. Pet!”

Azure did her best to lick up the excess juices on and inside Raven’s labia.

“Come here!”

Raven opened her arm out and Azure sidled up the bed to settle beside her. Raven’s hand pushed Azure’s head against her chest and then lay on her rubberized scalp, holding her in place possessively, fingers idly sliding over the latex.

“Crimzon said you have never had a cock in your mouth, is that right?”

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

Azure wasn’t exactly happy that Crimzon had shared that information with the goth.

“From next week, the security guys at the club are gonna be expecting you to suck them off.”

“I know.”

“And deep throat them.”

Azure gulped.

“You need to practice like mad with dildos this week. I’ll find one for you in a minute so you can start this morning. Spend some time on the internet and find out as much as you can about technique. You have to learn to curb your gag reflex.”

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

“By next Monday morning, you need to be able to swallow a large dildo without a struggle.”

The idea filled Azure with dread.

Raven seemed content to lay there for some time in silence. Her fingers moving over Azure’s head and body. Azure was bursting for a pee and hoped Raven would finally remove the awful ballet boots that she had now been wearing for more than eighteen hours without respite. Last night she had great difficulty getting into the bathroom with them on. Unable to stand in them without support, let alone walk unaided. It was another forlorn hope.

Raven eventually rolled off the bed and left Azure there as she went into the bathroom herself. She was only wearing a T-shirt and her bare bum, rolling with the swing of her hips was so sexy. Azure couldn’t get out of her head the memory of those buttocks sitting on her face yesterday. She pressed her hand between her legs and rubbed.

She was disturbed from her erotic recollection by the ping of her phone on the bedside table. A message from Crimzon. An address, a time. It was the tattoo studio again at 1 pm. Another text quickly followed.

I am not pleased with you!

So someone had ratted on Azure to Crimzon. Quelle surprise!

Raven seemed annoyed that she had to let Azure out of the rubber – Azure guessed she had plans for more kinky games that day that had been thwarted. Then again, if she was the one who had told on Azure to Crimzon about the nipple bars, then she had brought it on herself.

As it was, she kept Azure in the outfit to the last possible minute, first feeding a dildo into her mouth to get her practicing fellatio. When Raven realized quite how abject Azure was at this, she soon lost interest and left Azure to practice on her own.

This left Azure with quite a rush to get to Syd’s for 1 pm. The weather was awful, heavy rain, and by the time she reached Skinz she looked like a drowned rat. At least the urgency and the weather distracted her from dwelling on whatever terrible fate was in store for her.

Syd gave her a towel to dry off. Soon Azure was back in that horrible chair, scene of such trauma for her last time, wearing only her thong and thigh high black boots. It wasn’t lost on Azure how blasé she was this time, sitting close to naked in this place, compared to her first visit. She had changed so much, both physically and emotionally, in just a few weeks.

Syd tut tutted.

“Removing Crimzon’s symbols of control! What were you thinking, girl!”

“Nobody told me I couldn’t take them out for a while!” Azure had to vent her exasperation to someone. The whole situation was totally unfair as far as she was concerned.

“If someone puts their mark on you, you wear it with pride. I should have thought that was obvious!”

“I’m not psychic!”

“Settle down!” Syd pushed Azure back in the seat. “you’ve found out the hard way.”

She began examining Azure’s piercings, starting with the bar in her ear.

“Tongue out!”

“These are a great job, if I say so myself! And you looked after them really well – well done!”

Syd ran her fingers across the stubble on the side of Azure’s head.

“I love your hair, by the way. You look fucking hot!”

Syd wheeled over a trolly. Its contents were covered by a white cloth.

“This will be uncomfortable, initially. Crimzon wants your nipple barbells replaced with a wider, heavier gauge. It’s gonna hurt squeezing them into the existing holes and it will take a few days for the holes to settle as they stretch to accommodate the new metal.”

Using some kind of funnel device to get the new bar into the existing hole, Syd pushed the metal into Azure’s pierced nipple. It throbbed with pain, already so tender from two days of abuse. She swore and fidgeted, her arms waving about, wanting to interfere and stop the procedure, but she managed to restrain herself. Once in place, the pain lessened to a nagging ache.

The bar appeared twice as thick as the old one and it looked like it was made of chrome, polished like a mirror. The ball at one end was already fixed to it, again of mirror finished chrome and more than twice the size of the old barbell.

Syd screwed the second ball to the other end of the bar, on the other side of her nipple. These would be like flashing beacons under the strobing lights of the club floor, drawing everyone’s attention to her nipples instantly. Even under clothes the size of the balls would show clearly and make them the centre of attention.

After repeating the procedure on Azure’s other nipple piercing, Syd’s hands left her breasts and she studied the results. Both nipples still burned relentlessly. Azure wanted to curl into a ball and hug them to herself.

“Wow! They look so cool!” Syd seemed delighted. “Just one final thing!”

“Arh!” Azure cried out as Syd grabbed a nipple firmly once again.

She held a tiny curved piece of metal in her other hand that she pushed underneath the ball that she had just screwed on. Azure heard metal on metal and then a click, which she actually felt vibrate through the nipple. The action was repeated on the second barbell in her other nipple.

“Crimzon wanted locking barbells. You won’t be able to take these out without the key!”

Azure cupped her breasts, closed her eyes and groaned. Her heart sank even more when she felt Syd adjusting the chair. First reclining the back some way, then raising the height. When she opened her eyes again it was to find Syd looming over her with a tongue tong in her hand.

“Put your tongue out again for me!”

Reluctantly, Azure obeyed.

“Further!”

The tong clamped onto her tongue, preventing her from pulling it back into her mouth. Syd immediately started fiddling with the metal inserted into the tip of her tongue, then she removed it. She showed Azure the replacement. The old metal had been a stud that sat on the top of the tip, a narrow bar that went through the tongue itself, and a circular disc that pressed against the underside of the tongue, holding it in place. The new one was another barbell. The ball that would sit on the top was again of chrome, super shiny and definitely bigger than the stud it was replacing. The other ball that would fit under her tongue was smaller and of a duller metal. It only took Syd a few moments to fit it and then she unclamped Azure’s tongue, allowing her to draw it back into her mouth.

Immediately, Azure noticed the difference. It was a tighter fit, both balls pressing on the muscle so it felt pinched between them, an unpleasant sensation that would be difficult not to be constantly conscious of. Although she had seen that the ball on top was bigger than the old one, in her mouth it felt much bigger and she was already banging it against her teeth. Her mouth felt full.

“This is the Clit Tickler Supreme! You can use both the top and bottom balls when licking out pussy. You’ll be able to drive Crimzon wild with that!”

Chance would be a fine thing, Azure thought bitterly.

“We’re also going to upgrade your labret.”

The stud under her lip was replaced with a ball more than twice the size, again of chrome. Azure could feel it pressing against the bottom of her lip.

“You’re going to need to clean and polish these regularly to keep the lustre.”

Syd started swabbing the right side of Azure’s nose and then up into the nostril. The alcohol fumes made Azure’s eyes water.

“And we’re going to give you a new one, hold tight!”

Soon Azure had a matching chrome ball on the side of her right nostril. It was as big as the one under her lip and looked huge to her as it was right in her line of site, catching the light, flashing with every movement. These were going to attract so much attention and she was worried she would look freakish.

Syd took a couple of steps back, studying Azure.

“Cool! They look good, make you look very feminine, and exotic too!”

“Can I see?”

Syd made an open-handed gesture and Azure slipped off the chair and walked towards the big mirror fixed to one wall. She didn’t look as freakish as she felt. She agreed with Syd. They made her look cool and exotic, if extremely extrovert. She opened her mouth. The ball on her tongue was going to be so obvious when she was speaking.

When Azure turned back, she saw that Syd had adjusted the chair once more, laying it nearly flat and raising it high so that if was effectively now a bench. She was laying a paper cover over it.

“One more thing to do. I need you to take your thong off for this!”

Azure hesitated; she didn’t know why. She had no choice unless she was going to walk away from everything and she knew that wasn’t an option she contemplated any more. She slipped out of the wisp of latex and balled it up in her hand.

Syd patted the chair.

“On your front, please.”

As Azure climbed up, she saw that her hands were shaking. She was desperately trying to think of a piercing that would need her in that position and couldn’t. That had to mean she was getting a tattoo. She tried to find a position to lay down that didn’t put more stress on her suffering nipples and had to use her forearms underneath her to take some of the pressure away. Her mind switched to blind panic mode. This was different. This was serious. This was something that couldn’t be undone. She would be marked for life!

“This will hurt, but if you can grin and bear it, we can get it finished in one session.”

Azure felt something cold being spread across her lower back and the top of her buttocks. She shivered.

“I haven’t done a tramp stamp in a long while!” Syd mused.




Syd said that she wasn’t allowed to show the finished tattoo to Azure; Crimzon’s orders. She stood between the mirror and Azure, watching her get dressed. Azure was feeling emotional, terrified of what had been put on her, but she wasn’t able to view the tattoo until she got to the dressing room of Le Moulin Noir.

She had to rush straight to the club to avoid being late for her shift. She was thoroughly soaked through again; she needed a proper raincoat and umbrella. As she shrugged off her jacket, she saw her reflection in the dressing table mirror. She was still wearing the orange dress from yesterday and looked a total slut, crudely sexual. More so with every passing day. She was petrified at the lack of control she had over the process, but part of her was excited by it too. What was wrong with her? Had she let it go too far with the tattoo?

She quickly got out of the dress and turned her back to the mirror, looking over her shoulder. The tattoo had been covered in cling film by Syd and showed clearly through it. She gasped, partly in shock and partly in relief. All sorts of fears had been running through her head. That it would be ugly and deface her. That it would be pornographic or crude, obscene words. But it was beautiful, stunningly beautiful!

“Fantastic tat!”

Buttercup was sat at the table next to Azure

“You must be pleased with it?”

“Yes. Yes, I am.”

Azure run her hand over it. She twisted around to try to get a better look at it.”

“Here, use my mirror! If you sit back on the table close to the glass and hold this by your side, you’ll get a much better view.”

Buttercup handed Azure a little vanity mirror about four inches square. Azure took up her suggestion. It took a few moments to get the right distance and angle, but she could see the tattoo in clear detail.

“Though I’m pretty sure you can’t get blue roses in real life, I’ve never seen one!”

Two stems came out of the crack between her buttocks, entwined around each other, leading to two brilliantly realized flowers in full bloom. Slightly left of centre, in the small of her back, was a red rose about four inches across. Slightly to the right, sitting just above her bottom, was a bright blue rose, its edge just sitting under the red rose, but not quite touching it. The blue rose was smaller than the red, maybe three inches across. The colour in the petals was intricately blended, there were thorns on the stems. It was photo realistic. It was a work of art.

“You’re very brave! I’d never have the courage to get a tattoo. I’d be too scared that I wouldn’t like it, or that I might get fed up with it and be stuck with it for, like, ever!”

Azure felt tears spilling onto her cheek, again partly from relief, but mainly because of the symbolism she found in the image. Crimzon and Azure, entwined. It was a clear statement. Azure felt a thrill of excitement, Now, she really did wear Crimzon’s mark. To Azure, it represented a commitment from Crimzon to her, as well as the other way around. Her fingers traced over every piece of the image, right down into her bum crack.

Azure’s mood changed completely. She got into her uniform with a spring in her step. As she was putting a final coat of gloss on her lips, Amethyst appeared behind her. She was the floor manager tonight.

Monday was the quietest night of the week. Only one stage would be operating. There was a rumour going around that the club was going to stop opening Mondays altogether because it was so dead. Azure didn’t know how likely that was or if it was just wishful thinking on the part of the women so they could get a straight two day break every week.

Amethyst (most of the other women called her Amy) was of far eastern extraction; Azure hadn’t learnt exactly where she was from yet. She was tiny; even in her heels she couldn’t have been five foot five. Her long black hair had two stripes of purple in it to match the colour of her catsuit. She had the requisite big chest, which looked out of proportion for her little frame. She seemed to be the do-it-all girl; in her four nights here, Azure had worked with her as a barmaid, waitress and now floor manager.

She always had an enormous smile on her face, but she had quite a thick accent and spoke really fast, so Azure often struggled to understand her.

“Hi Azure! OMG! That tattoo is amazing! The punters will love it! It will get you big tips!”

She put her hand onto the cling film that covered it, crouching down to see it better.

“Wow!”

When she stood up again, she hugged Azure, pressing her breasts against Azure’s shoulders and kissed her on the cheek.

“Ready to go?”

Azure nodded and stood up, putting on her fluorescent headband.

“Just need some tits and you’ll be perfect!”

Change the fucking record!

“Now listen! Big effort tonight! Show the punters lots of love! Make them spend big!”

OK. Azure got the idea. It seemed every floor manager had been told to get on her back. She was a marked woman.

Whether it was the tattoo, the new metal, the relief that it wasn’t Saturday again, or just that she was starting to get the hang of it – probably a combination of all these things – Azure thought she did pretty well. She took some paracetamol to try to alleviate the pain and discomfort in her nipples and nose and it was reasonably effective, plus it was a short five-hour shift, which was much more manageable.

It was mostly single guys; much easier to deal with. As expected – and no doubt as Crimzon intended – her new nipple metal got a lot of attention. She tried, reasonably successfully, to direct attention to her bum instead. Bending over provocatively at every opportunity, drawing hands to grope her buttocks instead of her breasts. Getting spanked was a much better alternative to having her nipples touched.

Azure put on her most charming persona, finding the mind-set that she would need to survive at this job. When her shift finished at midnight, she had made £140 in tips from just five hours work. It was definite progress.

The first thing she always did when back in the dressing room after her shift was take her boots off, even if it was only for a few minutes of respite for her feet. She slumped onto her stool, suddenly exhausted. She had been running on adrenalin for a large part of the day and now it was gone.

When she heard the ping of a phone, she assumed it must be from Buttercup’s, which was sticking out of her handbag on the next table. But then she remembered that Buttercup’s played a frivolous little jingle, so she pulled her own out of her bag. A text message from Crimzon at ten past midnight!

Meet me in Miss A’s office now!

She was perplexed; Crimzon wasn’t even working tonight, why would she be here at all?

She put her boots back on and went up the stairs, knocking on the door.

“Come in!”

Crimzon was sitting in the corner of the sofa, her legs stretched out across it, her booted feet resting on the opposite arm. She was wearing a leather catsuit. Her hair was loose, spilling all around her. She had little - if any – make-up on. It was the first time Azure had seen her without her face paint. She still looked breathtakingly beautiful.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to a spot in front of her. Azure walked across the carpet, self-conscious under Crimzon’s gaze. But she put on her best walk, bouncing her breasts, swinging her hips, walking along an imaginary line on the floor, one foot deliberately placed in front of the other. She stood in her waitress pose.

“I’m disappointed in you, Azure. I thought you knew better.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Crimzon. I didn’t realize…”

“That’s what hurts the most. If it was wilful disobedience, I could deal with it! But ignorance and stupidity… Well I just don’t know!”

Crimzon lifted one leg, holding it out beside Azure.

“On your knees!”

Azure obeyed.

“Worship my boot!”

It was a knee-high boot with at least a five-inch heel. The stiletto itself had a chrome surface that glinted under the artificial lighting in the same way as Azure’s piercings did. Azure put her hands under the boot at calf and ankle so Crimzon didn’t have to support her leg. She pressed her lips to the surface of the red leather. It seemed the most natural thing in the world to do for Azure. She felt a thrill at the opportunity, a comfort to share such an intimate moment with Crimzon.

She pressed her cheek to the boot, ran it up and down the length, then returned to kissing it. She shifted her position so she could access the foot better, raining kisses on it, licking around the edges where the upper met the sole. She kissed the pointed tip, then she lifted the boot higher and took the stiletto into her mouth, all the way until it made her gag. She kept it in her mouth for minutes, bobbing her head as she pulled out until only the tip was left in, then pushing up the heel as far as she could go. Her tongue metal clashed against the heel.

Eventually, Azure withdrew and looked up at Crimzon.

“And the sole too!”

Crimzon rearranged her foot, bending her knee so the sole was right in front of Azure’s face. Azure didn’t hesitate, first kissing, then licking, covering the whole sole. It tasted horrible but she didn’t care, she loved to be able to do it.

“Good girl! Now the other one!”

Crimzon placed her foot down on the carpet and brought across her other leg. Azure took hold of it reverentially and pushed her lips against it.

“I watched you on the floor from up here. Your nipples look like they have flashing lights on them. I’m very pleased with the results. They will be the centre of attention. Whether your nipples get sore or not is irrelevant. They belong to me. I decide if they need a rest.”

Azure paused for a moment.

“I understand, Miss Crimzon.”

She kissed the tip of Crimzon’s boot.

“You look fantastic out there in your uniform. Who’d have thought that prissy little girl of a few weeks ago could look and behave like that in front of all those strange men! You’ve made great progress!”

Azure was sucking on the new stiletto, her puffed up lips tight around the metal shaft.

“Still think you are better than me?”

“I never thought I was-.”

“Don’t lie to me. Never lie to me!”

“No, Miss Crimzon.”

“Still think you are better than all the other women here?”

“Certainly not, Miss Crimzon.”

“And I believe you now!”

Crimzon showed the sole of her second boot to Azure’s face. Azure drew her tongue up its length. Crimzon watched as Azure spent two minutes working on the sole of the boot with her tongue and lips before she pulled the foot away and planted it on the carpet.

“Get up! I want you to sit on my lap, your back to me, so I can see the tat.”

Crimzon ran her fingers over the cling film. Azure could feel her pressing in places, manipulating the skin, stretching it this way and that.

“It’s an exquisite piece of work. Syd is a true artist. It is even better than I had hoped. I love it! Turn around for me.”

Azure stood and sat back down on Crimzon’s lap, facing her. There was a sparkle in Crimzon’s eyes, the full impact of their colour apparent without the dark make-up that usually surrounded them.

“Present your breasts.”

Azure thrust her chest as far forward as she could.

“When you are told to present your breasts, you lock your hands together behind your head and curve your back as much as you are able.”

Adopting the position made Azure feel more vulnerable. Crimzon adjusted her tie, lying it neatly between the breasts.

“Tongue out, show me! Perfect! Everything about you must scream sex. We are getting there!”

Azure waggled her tongue.

“Azure give Miss Crimzon big pleasure!”

She didn’t know what made her do it, it was completely spontaneous.

Crimzon slapped her face, but it was a light slap and she was laughing.

“In your dreams only at the moment! One of these days that mouth of yours is going to overstep the line and you will get a thrashed backside!”

Grabbing a breast in each hand, Crimzon started to manipulate them, squeezing especially just behind the barbells, forcing them forward, hurting Azure. Then she pinched the nipples, not gently. Azure held her position, but grimaced and tears started to form in her eyes. Then Crimzon took hold of the actual barbels, tugging them, twisting them.

“Hurting you is my prerogative, that is what will happen to you. You will accept it, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“Now, today has been a step-change. I have marked you clearly as mine, everyone in the club can see it, so how you look and behave reflects on me. You must be impeccable! You must make me proud! Don’t embarrass me. Don’t betray the faith I have put in you.”

“I understand, Miss Crimzon. I thank you for the opportunity. I wear your mark with pride and pleasure.”

Azure reached her head down and kissed both of Crimzon’s hands in turn, both of which were still on her breasts.

“I will do everything I can to make you proud of me!”

Did Azure detect a trace of water in Crimzon’s intense, passionate stare? She liked to believe she did.

Finally, Crimzon’s hands left Azure’s breasts, moving down over her belly, her hips, cupping her latex clad buttocks.

“I want you to show that Tattoo to the world. I know it’s the wrong time of year, but cropped tops, jacket off at every opportunity.”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

A hand slipped under Azure’s skirt and pressed against her naked vulva. She hadn’t been able to replace her thong because of the tattoo. Azure couldn’t stop her pussy responding to the touch, her hips moving. She knew she was wet. Worshiping Crimzon’s boots had been a hugely erotic experience for her.

Crimzon seemed pleased. A trace of a smile on her face.

“How did you get on with Raven?”

“She is cruel, Miss Crimzon.”

“That’s not what I heard. You came like a supernova again and again! Seems like you were treated just right. She was very taken with you!”

“She whipped me for having small breasts, Miss Crimzon!”

Crimzon burst out laughing.

“Raven and Turq are obsessed with big tits, I’ll give you that!”

Crimzon’s finger had been rummaging around inside Azure’s pussy. It pressed against her clit, causing her to squirm and gasp, but then it was gone.

“Raven said you are hopeless at taking a cock in your mouth?”

Crimzon held up a finger that was soaked in Azure’s pussy juice.

“I just need time to practice, Miss Crimzon.”

The finger was put to Azure’s mouth and she opened and took it in, sucking it clean. It didn’t taste of honey, but it wasn’t bad, not like Miss Aston’s.

“And you will get it. I’ve got a week’s extension for you before your mouth is available to the security team. Don’t waste that time!”

“Thank you, Miss Crimzon.”

“So, don’t say I’m never kind to you. I’m too kind!”

Hands roamed over Azure’s body possessively. Azure remained in her Present Breasts position, her own hands still locked together behind her head, chest thrust forward. Crimzon tugged playfully on her tie, snapped her garter belt strap against her thigh.

Azure couldn’t understand how Crimzon restrained herself. She must find Azure attractive or she wouldn’t have taken things this far, yet she always toyed with her, teased her, but never needed to take it further and use her. Was she made of stone?

“Anyway, your time with Magenta is finishing. She got you prepared for your job here, which was all she was asked to do, and next week she will be away. Raven has generously offered to take you in for a while, so you will move your stuff over to her place this weekend.”


13: Coffee

The security staff locker room actually smelt better than the floor of the club. The slight odour of male sweat dwarfed by the scent of coffee from various jars and packets spread messily across a table on which stood a kettle. It was an improvement to the floor of the club, where body odour fought a constant battle with stale alcohol for domination.

There was a corner of the room that had a battered old two-seat sofa and even more shabby armchair, with an extremely soiled rug in between, where the security guys presumably sat during their breaks – and as it turned out, where they took the waitresses for their Stress Relief.

Dale Jones guided Azure towards the sofa with a firm hand on her back. It was the following Monday after she got her tattoo; the first day she became sexually available to the staff. She was the fresh meat everyone wanted to taste.

She had been warned she would be heavily used in the first few weeks until her novelty wore off. She was also told that there had been a mini lottery to decide the order in which the guys would get first go at her. But that didn’t kick in until Dale and his deputy head of security, Graham, had broken her in first. Azure thought Dale had already done that at the interview, but being top dog seemed to get you two bites of the cherry.

Silvy had told Azure on Saturday night, after her shift, that she had to be in uniform and floor ready an hour earlier today – at four instead of five. So not only was she to be cock fodder, but she had to do it in her own time and unpaid. To say she wasn’t happy about the whole thing would have been an understatement. The only consolation was, if she wasn’t getting paid, technically, she wasn’t a whore! That, and Crimzon had got her a week’s extension on her mouth being available, which had caused Dale to swear when he found out about it.

Azure strutted forward, giving Dale a great view of her tight latex skirt flexing and rippling over her buttocks. This was important. Not only was she still on probation – something she knew Dale would have a say in when the final decision was made – but all the waitresses were given marks by the other staff on their sexual service performance every month. The woman who finished bottom received an unspecified punishment. No one would tell her what that meant, just that she wouldn’t like it if she was propping up the list. It was certainly an effective way to motivate the waitresses to be accommodating.

“Bend over, hands on the cushion, legs straight, babe. I’m gonna warm you up” Dale said gently.

He started to spank her really hard. She needed to press firmly into the sofa cushions to prevent herself from falling forward. There were multiple stains on the cushions, some obviously coffee, but others looking more dubious. She didn’t want to be touching it at all. The hand on her rubbery buttocks made a really loud noise.

“You have such a fucking amazing arse.” He said quietly.

He cupped each cheek in a hand and squeezed through the latex, before running his palms all over her bottom.

“When are you going to get the tits to match?” He spoke conversationally, like he was asking her when she was going to by a new pair of jeans.

“Soon, sir.” Why did she say that? The idea didn’t seem as awful as it once did.

“Not soon enough!”

Dale peeled her skirt up over her bottom and allowed it to snap tight around her waist. He pulled down her thong and got her to step out of it.

“Your breasts might need to stay in showroom condition, but your arse doesn’t!”

Azure heard the sound of Dale’s belt being drawn out of his trousers.

“I think you should be kept marked and sore until you get some tits. It’ll help to keep it to the front of your mind!”

Like being told about it a dozen times a day didn’t keep it at the forefront of her thoughts! Azure bit her tongue.

Dale slashed the belt down across her buttocks. She yelped, a line of fire erupting where the leather made contact with her skin. Azure stamped a foot.

“Stay still please! Curve your back and push your arse towards me!”

She obeyed. The second strike lashed down. Shit! Shit! Shit! It hurt. The difference between being belted by Magenta and Dale was enormous. It was so much harder! Tears sprang into her eyes.

“You strike me as the kind of girl who juices up when her backside is tanned!”

Dale struck again. Azure let out a long moan, bending her knees, unable to keep still. He gave her a few moments to regain her composure, then struck again. Two more followed in quick succession and Azure almost fell over. As her bum writhed, she let out a loud, involuntary fart.

“Cheeky bitch!” Dale laughed out loud. “You can have an extra one for that!”

Two more strikes quickly followed. Azure’s bum felt like it had been set alight. She whimpered, sobbed and gasped, almost dropping to her knees.

“Position please! I don’t expect to have to keep correcting you, baby. You need to learn to do as you’re told. I know it hurts; it’s supposed to!”

Azure struggled to get her legs straight and hold them that way. She thrust her backside out again, but was relieved to see the belt thrown onto the sofa beside her. Dale grabbed her buttocks again, laying his palms against her scorched skin.

“Wow! Could cook an egg on these!”

Gradually, his hands slid down between her thighs, until his fingers were pulling apart her labia. He played with her skilfully, getting her hips moving again, but for a different reason this time.

“Sopping! I knew I was right! Looks like a slut, acts like a slut, creams like a slut! What the hell must you be?”

“A hot little slut, sir!”

Dale had one finger working on her clit as his other hand pulled away. She heard his fly opening.  She heard a condom packet rip open.

“Too right!”

Azure felt his head at her entrance and remembered how big he was. The finger playing her clit withdrew.

“You’ve spent a week prick teasing us, now you get what you’ve had coming, you little tart!” He laughed.

Dale thrust into her hard, causing a stab of pain as well as a wave of pleasure. But once he started pumping, she stretched to accommodate him and any discomfort was soon replaced with stimulation.

He leaned over her and whispered in her ear.

“This is just to wet me up. I’m gonna get another piece of that arse of yours. We ain’t had anyone tight as you up the poop shoot in a long time!”

He pulled out and her pussy felt empty. Then he stretched apart her buttocks and slowly pushed against her bumhole. She flexed her sphincter to open it for him and felt the head ease through.

“Good girl! So tight!” Dale purred.

He was much more cautious in this entrance, pushing in slowly.

“Until you get your tits and look like a real slut should, I’m just gonna be looking at your sweet arse while I screw you.”

He grabbed a hold of Azure’s hips and pulled her onto him as he moved deeper. She closed her eyes and clenched her teeth. It hurt. Eventually she felt his hips press against her still throbbing buttocks.

“Though I do like this metal in your nips!

Both hands briefly left her hips to pinch her nipples, then tug on the barbells, pulling her breasts out into cones. Azure groaned in pain.

“They reflect all the lights in the club as you move around the floor, flashing all kinds of colours. We can spot you anywhere. It’s just a shame there is so little behind them. You shouldn’t shout about something if you don’t have that something to shout about! Understand me?”

“Yes, sir!”

His hands moved back to her hips and he started to pump slowly.

“So, what are you going to do about it?”

“I’m going to get that something, sir.”

“And what is that something?”

“Bigger breasts, sir.”

“How big?”

“As big as I can get, sir.”

“Damn right you are!”

Dale spanked her left buttock hard.

“And I can’t wait to see them!”

He increased the tempo of his thrusts significantly, pushing as deep as he could each time. Azure’s bowels ached and it was uncomfortable, but at the same time, spasms of pleasure emanated from her bumhole from both the in and out motions. It felt good and bad at the same time. She started pushing back into the thrusts and trying to squeeze his cock as hard as she could.

“Oh! That’s it! Just right…that’s fantastic…you’re a fabulous fuck!”

Dale increased his speed further, his body slapping into her sore buttocks with every thrust. He was starting to grunt and pant now. Azure concentrated on trying to bring him off as soon as possible, but he proved quite resilient, lasting several more minutes before he cried out and froze, buried fully inside her. She could feel his cock pulsing. He stood still for quite a while, getting his breath back, going soft inside her, before he pulled out with a pop. She wasn’t sure what burnt worse, her buttocks or her bowels. Despite aches, pains and discomfort, she was still aroused, and was uncomfortable with that too.

He smacked her bum one last time.

“Great job! You’re a great lay! Just get those tits sorted ASAP, right?”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“Oh, and don’t move from that position, it’ll be a nice surprise for Graham!”

Azure’s back was killing her, she had been bent over for quite a while. At least the deputy head of security didn’t keep her waiting long.

Graham was the oldest of the bouncers. She guessed he was in his mid-fifties. Unlike the others, he wasn’t built like a wrestler, but was wiry and quick footed. He had a shaved head – they nearly all did – and a hard, brutal face that challenged anyone to mess with him.

“Hello, sir!”

She felt foolish, standing bent over, thrusting her bare, striped backside towards him. The first words she had ever spoken to him. He grunted.

“How do you want me?”

“Fine as you are.”

Drat! She had desperately wanted to be able to move.

His hands explored her tenderized bum cheeks, rubbing the marks left by Dale’s belt. He spanked her twice on each cheek, not particularly hard, but enough to start them throbbing again. One hand pressed against her pussy, a couple of fingers slipping inside her labia to see how wet she was. She heard his fly open; the sound of another condom being unwrapped.

And then his cock was easing into her pussy. Azure felt completely dehumanized, like she was an exercise bike just standing there, waiting to be ridden, and someone had come along and climbed aboard.

He pushed right in to the hilt and held there for a few moments, then started to fuck her at a steady pace. His dick was considerably thinner than Dale’s and the dildos that had been used on her. She immediately felt the difference in the intensity of the sensations and found it disconcerting, frustrating even. She missed the buzz she got from feeling full.

She did her best to engage with him, pushing back, grinding her hips against him, but he gave no response, just kept a regular rhythm. Sometimes his hands were on her hips, sometimes they were feeling up her bum. After a few minutes, he withdrew from her pussy, spread her buttocks and eased into her rectum. She was still slippery from Dale’s earlier ingress and he pushed in easily, and gradually started upping the pace of his thrusts. As she pushed back against his thrusts, she at last managed to get a grunt out of him and he started to fuck her harder.

After a few more minutes, now breathing heavily and grunting frequently, he grabbed her tightly around the waist and pulled her hard against his hips. He let out a long sigh as he came. Azure felt her bumhole gaping as he withdrew, his hands again caressing her buttocks.

“Thanks, luv.”

“You’re welcome, sir.”

As soon as he left, she eased herself upright, groaning in discomfort. Her bowels felt like someone had let a firecracker off inside her, her back hurt with every movement, her backside burned. She couldn’t stop fresh tears, but it wasn’t the physical pain that made her cry. The encounter with Graham had been far less demanding physically compared to the cruelty and hardness of use she had received from Dale, but despite this, the experience had taken her to a new level of objectification. She had just been a couple of holes to poke his cock in. It had been bizarre, but shocking to her.

She cupped her abused buttocks and looked around for a box of tissues to clean herself up. Of course, there weren’t any – this was a man space. There was a full-length mirror over by the lockers. She made her way over to it, skirt still wrapped around her waist. Her face was a mess, her eye make-up had run down her cheeks again. She turned around to view her bottom. All seven hits with the belt could be seen on her skin, red marks against pale buttocks. In several places the lines crossed over one another. These were extra tender. In one place on her right buttock three of the stripes crossed. That point really hurt to touch.

She heard the door open again – it was hidden by a row of lockers so she couldn’t see it. Then two more of the bouncers appeared, Matt and Hig.

“Yes, we all know what a wonderful arse you have!” Matt quipped.

He was short, maybe five eight, but very wide and with a crooked nose that looked like it had been broken more than once. He was wearing a track suit.

“I just need a few minutes to clean myself up, sir!”

“We haven’t got time to mess around like that, we’ve all got to be ready for five.”

He grabbed her tie and pulled her back across to the sofa with it. She hated it when guys did that.

“See, we have an initiation for all the new girls. And Hig and I have won the lottery to do you today. Ever done DP before?”

“I don’t know, sir.”

“You don’t even know what it is, do you?”

“No, sir.” Azure felt herself colouring at her naiveté.

“Double penetration. Up the cunt and up the shitter at the same time. Our little welcome to Le Moulin Noir! I’m told a girl never forgets her first DP!”

Matt and Hig high fived each other.

“It’s not gonna be a problem for you, is it?”

“No, sir.” Azure gulped.

“We’re gonna have you walking bow-legged on the floor tonight!”

Both men burst out laughing. This time, they fist bumped each other.

“Who tanned your backside, girly?” Hig said.

He was standing behind Azure. He grabbed her buttocks in his large hands. At well over six-foot-tall and bulging with muscles, he dwarfed the waitress, despite her stilettos.

“Mr Jones, sir.”

“What for?”

“For prick teasing him this last week, sir.”

“That all? That would seem an occupational hazard!”

“No, sir. For having small breasts as well.”

“That sounds about right to me! Sound about right to you, Matt?”

“Sounds well deserved to me. Was it well deserved, tiny tits?”

“Yes, sir.”

“So, no complaints?”

“No, sir.”

“That’s the attitude we like here. A slut who knows her place!”

Matt tugged hard on her tie and pointed to the floor. Azure sank down on to her knees. If she had been repelled by the state of the sofa, she shuddered as she made contact with the rug. It had once been orange and red, but now was mostly brown with stains from spilt coffee and other detritus that felt gritty beneath her. She tried not to think about what the grey and dirty white marks would be.

Matt put his hands on her head, ruffling her hair on top, stroking the stubble at the sides.

“Love your hair! So nice to see one of you try something different for a change. Variety is the spice of life, after all!”

Then he tugged down his track suit bottoms and stood there in a pair of striped boxer shorts.

“It’s a shame we can’t use your mouth this week, you’ll have to do something else to get us ready!”

“Yea, tits aren’t big enough to use, either. We’re running out of options!” Added Hig.

There was a moment of silence and before Azure could act, she got a clip around the ear.

“Get a move on, we haven’t got all day! Do you need another belting?”

“No, sir.”

She lifted a hand and slipped it into Matt’s boxers, pulling his cock out through the slit. It was already about a quarter erect. She wrapped her hand around it and squeezed, rubbing her thumb across the glans, feeling it swelling rapidly.

Matt sighed. “That’s more like it!”

His penis was the same shape as his body, short and fat, even the circumcised glans matched his bald head. She had to bite down on a smile at her own thought.

“Hey, I’ve had a great idea!”

He reached down and grabbed her tie once more, pulling her back up. Azure scrambled to get her feet under her and take the strain off her neck. She let go of his growing erection.

“Turn around, Squat!”

Matt held her at the height he wanted with her knees bent and her backside sticking out towards him. He parted her buttocks and slid his cock in between the cheeks, then pushed the cheeks back together, leaving his cock wedged between them. He laughed, and pulling her with him, turned and fell back onto the sofa so that he was sitting in the middle of it with Azure in his lap, his cock still stuck between her bum cheeks. He laughed uproariously.

“Bounce up and down, come on!”

Azure obeyed, wiggling and gyrating her hips as well. She felt him getting rock hard.

Meanwhile, Hig had taken his trousers off and pushed up close to Azure. She could see the outline of his partially tumescent penis through his tight boxers. He took hold of her head and pushed it into his groin, rubbing her skull against his manhood. She felt that hardening too.

“OK, get Hig’s johnny on!”

Matt pushed two condoms into Azure’s hand. She ripped the first one open while still grinding her bum into Matt’s groin and her head into Hig’s groin, giving new meaning to the term multi-tasking.

Hig pushed her head away and pulled down his boxers, kicking them free of his legs. His cock was long and thin and uncircumcised, it curved slightly to the side. She grasped it and put the condom on, rolling it down. He slapped her cheek with it, at first she thought it was accidental, but then he did it again and she knew it wasn’t.

“Now mine!”

She edged forward on Matt’s lap and put her hands behind her back, placing the condom by feel alone. He was so thick she felt the rubber stretching to its limits as she rolled it down.

Hig was adding extra lube to his condom. He passed the tube to Matt who did the same.

“On you get!”

Azure raised herself up and positioned the head against her pussy lips.

“Not there, you stupid bint, up your shitter!” snapped Matt.

She felt a moment of panic. He might be shorter than Dale, but she was pretty sure Matt was wider, and she had struggled with Dale’s monster cock.

She placed the head against her bumhole, luckily it was still pretty loose after the two other pricks she had already had up there. She eased down on it, feeling her sphincter stretching and stretching. Pain started and only increased.

“Fucking hell! We don’t have all day!”

Matt pushed his legs out, knocking Azure’s feet from under her so that her full weight fell onto his cock. She shrieked as his full width past fully into her. It felt like she was being ripped open.

Matt then put his arms under her thighs and lifted them up. At the same time, Hig grabbed hold of her booted ankles and pulled her legs straight up so they were either side of both her own and Matt’s shoulders, exposing her pussy completely. She sank further down Matt’s cock until she felt his pubic hair pressing against her bum. The sharp pain was replaced with a nagging, throbbing ache.

“Told you, you’ll be walking bow legged tonight!” Matt laughed.

“Hold your legs in place!” Hig ordered.

He waited until Azure had her hands behind her knees before he let them go. Then he eased forward and pressed his cock against her pussy lips. Azure’s eyes grew big as he pushed into her. He was too long to fit his full length and she felt a stab of pain as he reached her cervix.

For a few seconds everything was still as each of them absorbed the sensations of their position. Azure had never felt anything like it. She felt so full. Totally consumed and owned, like every little piece of her – inside and out – was available to anyone.

Then Hig started to thrust in and out, and that movement forced her body to rock up and down on Matt’s cock in her bowels.

“Fuck, this never gets old! It’s fantastic!” Matt murmured into her ear.

They both started to bounce on the springs in the sofa as Hig picked up the pace of his strokes.

“She is so fucking tight! I knew she would be! I know a tight arse when I see one!” This time Matt’s voice was much louder.

His hands grabbed at her breasts, thumbs pressing hard on her nipples.

“I can feel you moving in her through the wall of her vagina!” Hig exclaimed, laughing.

And I can feel you moving against her colon!” Matt laughed back.

He pinched Azure’s nipples, then tugged on the barbells.

She closed her eyes, overwhelmed with sensation. Matt was right about one thing; this was an experience she would never forget. Everything hurt, but gradually the pleasure was starting to rise. The membrane between her vagina and her bowel seemed to be squeezed and pinched between the two invading cocks, it felt uncomfortable and weird, but at the same time the friction sent exquisite pulses of pleasure outward through her body.

The gentle movement of Matt’s prick in her rear both ached but sent spasms of delight from her sphincter, while the thrusts from Hig were sending increasing waves of rapture out from her pussy. And she felt so full, like she was one big sexual organ.

These security guys had stamina; she was learning. They were a lot more experienced than her early partners and could last much longer. Matt’s hands had left her breasts and were now cupping her buttocks. He started to lift her a couple of inches off his cock and then drop her back down again. It drove her crazy and further enhanced the pleasure coming out of her pussy. They were really working her over. Playing her like an instrument. Then she felt Hig’s fingers on her clit. It didn’t take long for her to feel her orgasm sparking, slowly building in intensity.

“Please sirs, may I cum?” She gasped.

Both of the guys were panting and gasping now. She could feel Matt’s hot breath on her neck.

“Of course…Cumming is the whole point!”

Hig’s thrusts were getting more urgent, his touches to her clit cruder. Azure could hold back no longer, she wailed as she came, squirming and jumping on the cocks inside her like she was possessed. It was an intense orgasm that lasted a long time. As awareness came back to her she felt Hig spasming as he came too. He pulled her head against his muscular chest and held it there tightly until he was finished.

He let her head go as he withdrew his cock. He had a big smile on his face.

“You’re a good fuck, tiny tits!”

“Thank you, sir.” Azure gasped, still trying to get her breath back.

“Stay as you are! I’m not finished yet!” Matt cried, sensing correctly that Azure was about to let go of her legs.

He only lasted a couple more moments, hugging Azure to him as he shot his load into the condom, roaring.

Azure uncoupled from him very gingerly. In the height of sexual passion, the pain and discomfort slid into the background. Now all the chemical and hormonal releases that her body had used to mask it had dissipated and she felt nothing but soreness, aches and hurt.

She wobbled on her heels and Hig grabbed her shoulders to steady her. She pulled down her skirt and apron in a vain attempt at dignity.

“Thank you, sir.”

“Welcome to Le Moulin Noir! You’re gonna fit right in!”

“Once you get your tits fixed!” Added Matt.




When Azure eventually made it on to the floor, she was twenty minutes late starting her shift. Her fishnet stockings had got torn, so she had to change them, as well as clean herself up. She took some painkillers that didn’t seem to help much. No one seemed bothered by her delayed arrival.

She tried so hard to keep her normal, sassy walk, but it was difficult. Her buttocks hurt, her bumhole felt like it was on fire and her insides grumbled and ached with every movement. She felt like she had been ripped open, but she had checked herself out, nothing was torn and there was no blood. She didn’t want to give them the satisfaction of seeing her struggle.

She felt very humble and submissive, like she had been put in her place. She was a sexual object for the gratification of others – in terms of this job, for the gratification of men. What disturbed her was she now accepted it. It was just a fact of her life. And she had cum, powerfully, while being treated that way. That proved it, didn’t it?


14: Bubblegum

Azure rapped her knuckles on the door, then pressed her ear against it to be sure she could hear the response. It was another Monday, a week after her double penetration initiation and her probation period had finished. She had been told to report to Miss Aston at 6pm, an hour before her shift started, in uniform and floor ready.

Every day for the rest of last week she had been required to be floor ready a half-hour before her shift started and had found herself back in the security staff locker room being used by the bouncers. They seemed obsessed with her bumhole. She had been sodomized every day at some point and she was still raw down there, an ever-present dull ache and an excruciatingly tender sphincter. Dale had also belted her again last Friday, just as she was getting over the soreness and visual marks from the first time. So she still had six lines fading on her buttocks and sitting down was still uncomfortable.

She didn’t hear a response from Miss Aston. Should she wait or knock again?

Her nipples were getting a huge amount of attention thanks to Crimzon’s chrome barbells, being pinched and pulled to oblivion. Even the rub of the clothes she wore was enough to make them ache.

Azure raised her hand to knock once more, but before she could make contact, she heard the words:

“Come in.”

On top of all that, her mouth was now available for use by the security guys as well. She knew her throat would be taking the same pounding her bumhole had received. Magenta and Raven had been giving her a crash course in fellatio. She had been practicing for hours with dildos and learning to control her gag reflex so she could deep throat. But still, she had never actually had a real cock in her mouth.

Closing the door behind her, she looked around. Miss Aston was sat on the sofa; she was speaking on her phone. She snapped her fingers and pointed to a space in front of her.

Azure strutted across the room, remembering how self-conscious she had been the last time she had met Miss Aston. It didn’t seem possible that was less than three weeks ago. She was a completely different person now. Being topless in front of strangers was as natural to her as walking and talking. She spent so much time in her uniform it was like it was part of her, yet she had dreaded so much the prospect of having to wear it.

She came to a stop in front of Miss Aston, taking up her available and waiting pose as she had been trained to do. One foot in front of the other at slight angles, chest and bum thrust out, hands clasped behind her back. At least in Miss Aston’s office she didn’t have the ignominy of standing under a spotlight as she did on the club floor.

Azure was shocked to see that Miss Aston had her feet up on the back of a figure that was on the floor. She hadn’t been able to see the person from the doorway. They were on their knees and forearms, tucked into a ball shape, head pressed to the ground. Miss Aston’s knee length, needle heeled boots were crossed at the ankle and resting on the curve of their back.

The figure was completely encapsulated in bubblegum pink latex. A catsuit, steep heeled boots and a helmet. From a ringed hole at the top of the helmet a long plait of blonde hair had been pulled through. The plait was interwoven with pink bows. Her waist was laced into an extraordinarily tight-fitting corset, giving a dramatic hour-glass shape which only served to make the huge breasts look even bigger. They were forced out to the sides from underneath the torso, looking like partially visible squashed balloons waiting to be burst.

Miss Aston was probably on the phone for another ten minutes while Azure waited, holding her pose. Her eyes wandered to the glass wall that looked down on the club floor. Miss Aston could see everything from up here. Only one stage was operating and Ash was performing, wearing what was left of a nurse’s uniform – namely the cap. She was swinging a stethoscope around above her head. Azure could see Emerald and Bronze waiting tables. There couldn’t have been much more than twenty punters in, it was still early.

Eventually Miss Aston finished her call. She was wearing skin-tight black leather trousers and a matching waistcoat. Her eyes were made-up darkly to match her outfit.

“Look at you, Azure! You’re gorgeous in that uniform, it really suits you. I knew it would! Some girls are made for it and you are one of them! Once your knockers are fixed you will be perfect!”

She lifted an empty whiskey tumbler.

“Fetch me a refill, scotch on the rocks, sugar.”

“Certainly, Miss Aston.”

Azure took the tumbler from her boss and sashayed over to the bar. She bent from the waist, legs together, to reach for the icebox in the refrigerator, giving Miss Aston the best view of her fishnet clad legs and rubber covered bottom. It had already become second nature to make every movement as sexual as possible, fundamentalizing her body as an object.

When she turned with the drink and headed back to the sofa, she was watched every step of the way by Miss Aston, the eyes of a hawk just about to pounce on a mouse.

“Your drink, Miss Aston.”

Azure leaned forward, giving her boss access to her breasts as she handed over the drink and a napkin. Miss Aston took the invitation, her cold fingers rubbing a nipple before tugging on the barbell.

“Love these! I can always spot you down there. When you have proper tits, they’ll help you make a lot of money.”

Miss Aston finally took the drink.

“Do you require anything else, Miss Aston?”

“Not for the moment, sweetheart.”

Azure returned to her original position and pose. Miss Aston sipped her scotch.

“You had a bumpy ride, but you’ve past your probationary period, so we need to discuss a few things.”

It came as a relief to Azure. She was pretty certain she had or she wouldn’t still be here, but it hadn’t been confirmed until now.

“You are very popular with the other staff, a real team player, so just what we want to represent the values and image of the club – we just need to sort out the technicalities surrounding your boob job.”

Last Thursday, Azure had texted Crimzon asking if she would allow her to get a breast enhancement. Crimzon had called her back and discussed it with her, then arranged an appointment for her at the same clinic that had done her lips. She had met with the plastic surgeon that morning. As she had been told beforehand, the surgeon didn’t recommend going larger than a DD cup initially. If she wanted to go bigger, she could decide that in eighteen months’ time.

She had gone from regarding a boob job with horror to wanting one desperately in a little over two weeks, such was the relentless psychological (and physical) assaults on her by all around her – except for Crimzon. Although she had said it was probably necessary and for the best after Azure had asked her, Crimzon had not put any pressure directly on her before then, though she hadn’t done anything to stop the propaganda and intimidation of everyone else. Did she know how extreme it had been?

“Yes, Miss Aston. I just need to find a time that is convenient for you and Le Moulin Noir.”

“Well, I would say to that ASAP. The sooner you are perfect the better! The quicker we all get the return from the investment. It’s usual to have two weeks off to recover, and you might need to work behind the bar for a week or two, depending on how things go. I won’t pay you for the two weeks though. Which brings me to the question of how you intend to fund the procedure?”

Azure had assumed Crimzon would fund it as she had everything else, and that Azure would pay it back over time. Though she knew the operation would at least double what she owed.

“Miss Crimzon controls my finances, Miss Aston.”

“And you are happy for that situation to continue?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Good. Crimzon and I have discussed this.”

Miss Aston lifted her feet off the back of her human footstool and stood up. The footstool remained as was, unmoving.

“We have consolidated the debts you already have with Crimzon together with the cost of your new knockers into one agreement, so it is all nice and simple. Just one figure for the sum owed and a straightforward monthly repayment plan.”

She walked across to her desk.

“Follow me.”

Miss Aston sat at her desk and pushed some papers across the glass surface towards Azure.

“Twelve monthly deductions from your salary, starting from this month.”

Azure picked up the papers and scanned them, but she wasn’t really seeing what she was looking at. Twelve months! She had no intention of working here for a year. She was doing this to prove a point to Crimzon, to impress Crimzon. But only for a few months at most.

“Of course, if you sign up for the deal, we need guarantees that you will see the term through and pay back all that you owe. So, there is a one-year fixed term contract for you to sign as well. That’s pretty iron clad, for our own protection, obviously. I’m sure there will be no issues with you, Crimzon has vouched for you. But there are some unscrupulous people in the world who would take advantage of our generosity and take off with their new tits and without paying back their debts or allowing us to recoup on our investment. I don’t allow things like that to happen to me!”

On the last page, in bold text, Azure read the final paragraph:

The undersigned employee agrees to work the full term of the contract until all monies owed are paid back. This contract may not be terminated early without the written agreement of all three parties and repayment of all sums owed, together with a charge of £20,000 for loss of income, potential loss of income and inconvenience to the management of Le Moulin Noir.

To give Miss Aston her due, she didn’t hide this statement away in small print. It was big print, placed where it couldn’t be missed.

“Is there a problem, sugar?” Miss Aston snapped. “You’ll not get as good a deal from a bank, even if you could find one that will lend to a topless waitress with no credit history!”

“No, Miss Aston. It’s just I already have big student debts and I thought it would be best to pay Crimzon…and yourself of course…back as soon as possible, more flexibly, as I can afford it.”

“We have drawn up this plan, based on your fixed earnings and your potential extra earnings for the year. It’s manageable for you. We have done all the budgeting for you! I thought you would be grateful!”

“Oh, I am, Miss Aston! Please don’t misunderstand me. As you say, I couldn’t afford a breast enhancement without your help!”

Azure’s head was in turmoil. They had set a trap and she had fallen right into it. She would have to legally commit herself for at least a year. Crimzon’s words in the bathroom downstairs after her original interview reverberated around her head:

“The further down this rabbit hole you slide, the harder it gets to climb back out, right?”

“But?”

“It’s just the lack of flexibility that concerns me. I start my final year of university next September, and this contract runs until the end of October, so they overlap?”

She had to find something to say, so she pulled this from the back of her mind. Who was she kidding? She couldn’t see how she would be going back to uni. But she needed time to think.”

Miss Aston seemed to be of the same opinion.

“Oh, well… That’s nothing to be concerned about at all. Even if they did somehow allow a disreputable slut like you back into their institution, when the time comes you will only have a small amount left to pay. If we need to reduce your hours and reschedule the last few payments over a couple more months to accommodate such a situation, that’s straightforward. I look after my girls; you don’t have to worry about things like that.”

“Thank you, Miss Aston. That’s very gratifying to hear.”

“So, are you going to sign it? Or are there more problems?”

What could she do? She could only see two options, the usual ones. Walk away from Crimzon altogether or do as she was told. Was deciding against the boob job and keeping the status quo even an option for her anymore? She couldn’t see that it was. She had hesitated too long.

Miss Aston made a noise of intense irritation.

“None at all, Miss Aston. Thank you for putting my concerns to rest, and thank you for the very generous offer. I would be delighted to sign!”

She picked up the pen.

“Everything has been happening so fast, it all gets a bit much for me at times, that’s all!”

“Very understandable.” Miss Aston offered.

She pointed out the two places Azure had to sign.

Azure signed, both her old name and her new one. Then she repeated the action for her own copies.

A wave of conflicted emotion passed through her mind. Horror. Fear. An erotic thrill. A relief that she had moved one step closer to Crimzon. Confusion.

“I have just the remedy for such moments of distress. Clears the mind for clarity of thought.”

Miss Aston put her copies of the contracts into her desk draw and sat back in her chair.

“Position!” She barked.

Azure was just standing there in a daze. She immediately resumed her available and waiting pose.

“Sloppy!”

“I’m sorry Miss Aston.”

“You shouldn’t need to think about it. It should be automatic.”

Miss Aston took a sip of her scotch, then stood up. She walked around the desk and grabbed Azure’s tie, using it to pull her back across the office towards the sofa.

“As I said, I have just the remedy to clear the mind and bring back focus!”

When Miss Aston stopped pulling Azure, she found herself standing behind the pink human footstool.

“On your knees, over the top of Bubblegum!”

Azure found herself mounted on the pink latex figure, laying on her front over Bubblegum’s back, her breasts squashed against the warm latex. Her legs were either side of Bubblegum’s legs, her head hanging above the helmeted head of the motionless form. Miss Aston had her grasp hold of the massive breasts that bulged out from underneath Bubblegum.

Miss Aston then tied Bubblegum’s plait of platinum blonde hair to Azure’s tie, high up both, so that Azure’s face was only inches from the back of the pink head and pulling her head back up immediately put tension on both the tie and the braid.

The odour of hot, sweaty latex was pungent. The only movement there had been from Bubblegum’s hunched figure was the swell and ebb of the breast flesh in Azure’s hands as she breathed.

Miss Aston grasped Azure’s rubber covered buttocks, gently squeezing them. Then her hands rubbed across them, before rising higher (or in fact, lower, as Azure’s bum was currently the highest part of her) to the small of her back.

“Lovely tattoo! So sexy. You really are slutting up nicely!”

With a spank to Azure’s right buttock, Miss Aston was gone. When next she spoke, it was from the other side of the office.

“I’m going to introduce you to a friend of mine, a friend who is about to get to know you intimately.”

Azure heard a drawer open and close. She waited to hear the door to the office open, but it didn’t. Then Miss Aston’s exquisite black stiletto heels appeared in her eyeline, right in front of her.

“Meet my friend, Sir Stephen!”

Miss Aston held a stick right in front of Azure’s face. A thin, pale whippy stick. A cane. Azure felt the blood drain from her face as she realized what was about to happen.

“Give Sir Stephen a welcome kiss, Sugar!”

Miss Aston pressed the tip of the cane against Azure’s lips.

“Make sure it’s a very friendly kiss. Sir Stephen can get upset when he feels he isn’t welcome and believe me, you don’t want to upset Sir Stephen!”

Azure had to twist her head to give the cane her best kiss.

“Very good!”

Then Miss Aston’s booted feet and the cane were gone from Azure’s sight.

“Sir Stephen is excellent at getting a confused mind to think straight. To focus on what is important and discard all the peripheral junk that can tumble needlessly around in a young girl’s head. Shall we seek his counsel?”

Azure quickly decided her best option was to humour Miss Aston as much as possible, damage limitation. To cross or challenge her would only make the punishment worse.

“I would be very grateful for any assistance he can provide, Miss Aston.”

“That’s what I like to see, a positive, proactive approach from my staff. Excellent!”

Miss Aston’s cold fingers contacted Azure’s thighs as she rolled up Azure’s skirt to her waist. Azure lifted her hips from Bubblegum’s bottom to facilitate. Then the hands were back on the thighs to undo her fishnets from her garter belt.

Miss Aston tutted in annoyance.

“For future reference, sweetheart, you remove your thong before you come to see me. I don’t expect to find an impediment to accessing the cunt of one of my waitresses. Didn’t anyone tell you?”

“No, Miss Aston. Sorry, Miss Aston.”

Azure lifted her hips again to allow Miss Aston to pull down her latex thong. She had to bring her legs back together so her boss could remove it completely. As she put her feet back in position, she was acutely conscious how vulnerable and exposed she now was, her bottom perched jutting out, posed perfectly for an introduction to Sir Stephen.

“Well, now you know. I think Sir Stephen might have something to say about that as well, just to ensure you remember.”

Miss Aston’s fingers examined Azure’s backside.

“Who marked you up?”

“Mr Jones, Miss Aston.”

“What for?”

“Having small breasts, Miss Aston.”

Miss Aston laughed loudly.

“Dale does hate a sex worker with small breasts. He finds the two incompatible. I’m glad to see you learned quickly from him and are rectifying the problem. For me it’s simply about the bucks. Big tits equal bigger revenue.”

Miss Aston tapped the sorest points left from Dale’s belt.

“This is unfortunate for you. Sir Stephen’s instruction will hurt more. He particularly likes to meet old marks!”

Hands and fingers gone from her bottom; Azure waited nervously for what would happen next. She heard the sound of the cane humming through the air and tensed up, eyes screwed shut, awaiting the contact, the agony. But it didn’t happen.

Miss Aston laughed.

“Do relax, sugar. It’ll hurt more if you tense up your arse!”

Again, the hum of the cane, but no contact.

“Shall we deal with the transgression first and get it out of the way. One count of entering my office with blocked access to your cunt. Guilty as charged. Extenuating circumstances: new, first time offence, partly the fault of others for not informing you. Stroke count reduced by half to take account of these reasonable arguments, from six to three. Do you think that fair, sugar?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“You don’t sound very convinced, or grateful for that matter! Let’s add one more for your petulance and make it four. How about that?”

“That is very fair, Miss Aston, thank you for your consideration.”

“Good, I do so pride myself on my employee relations, finding agreement rather than having to enforce things on to my staff.”

Again, the hum of the cane moving through the air, but no contact.

“Please count the strokes aloud and thank me after each, it doesn’t cost anything to be polite, after all!”

The hum again, this time followed with a crack, an instant later atrocious pain square across Azure’s buttocks, a line of fire burning ferociously. She yelled, her head automatically snapping up, dragging Bubblegum’s head up with it, then the weight of it quickly pulling her head back down again. Her hips writhed; her fingers sank deeply into Bubblegum’s breastflesh that she was holding in her hands.

For a while she was engulfed in blackness, shock, aware of nothing but the searing agony.

“I’m waiting!”

Miss Aston started to tap the cane on the inside of Azure’s thigh with increasing force.

“One! Thank you, Miss Aston!” Somehow, she managed to get the words out.

“First time on the end of a cane is it, Sugar?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.” Azure gasped.

“You need to toughen up, you’ve more to come!”

The second stroke bit in, just below the first one. Again Azure’s head tried to lift only to be tugged back down. Her hips tried to climb up Bubblegum’s back, her thighs squeezing the inanimate body beneath her.

“Two! Thank you, Miss Aston!”

The third stroke landed immediately, just below the last one again. Azure shrieked, squirming like a hooked fish. Her hands left the breasts underneath her with the intention of covering her flaming buttocks, but she managed to catch herself. She knew that wouldn’t be allowed.

“Three! Thank you, Miss Aston!”

Azure had the breath knocked out of her, she was panting for air, unable to keep her hips or her head still. It hurt so much more than a belting.

“Well done. So, what did you learn from Sir Stephen with those three affectionate kisses?”

“That my cunt must be fully accessible to you whenever I attend you, Miss Aston.”

“Splendid!”

The next stroke hit low on her bottom. Azure was sobbing, grinding her hips and crotch into Bubblegum’s rubber clad backside. She managed to get her words out, somewhat haphazardly this time.

“And what did you learn from Sir Stephen that time?”

“That I should be grateful for your generosity and not petulant, Miss Aston.”

“Exactly. Sir Stephen is a very effective teacher is he not? You’ll not forget those lessons in a hurry, will you?”

“No, Miss Aston. Thank you, Miss Aston.”

Azure cried out as Miss Aston grabbed both her scorched buttocks in her hands. Squeezing her gluteus maximus crudely, palms pressing into and twisting against the burning skin, her hips and crotch were forced against Bubblegum’s bottom even harder. To her dismay, Azure found the friction on her pussy sending waves of pleasure through her body. No! She couldn’t get turned on by this treatment, it just couldn’t happen!

“You mark-up beautifully, sweetheart! Cane marks on pale skin are always a delight. Such a contrast, the hard, livid line against the soft white skin!”

Miss Aston’s fingers explored each buttock, pressing on the fresh wheals, causing Azure to sob and splutter, grind her groin into Bubblegum even more.

“OK. Let’s sort out your confused state of mind. You don’t need to have all these ideas and thoughts running through your head all the time, distracting you from your purpose, let’s get you focused on what is important. I think an input from Sir Stephen of six should suffice on this occasion. We can always consult Sir Stephen again at a later date, if needs be. Do you agree, sugar?”

“I bow to your greater knowledge and experience, Miss Aston. Thank you for taking the time out of your busy schedule to help me.”

Azure hoped she wasn’t laying it on too thick, she didn’t want to give Miss Aston any excuse to increase the count further. She couldn’t show anything that could be interpreted as reticence again, but she didn’t want to be too obsequious or even sound sarcastic. She was walking a minefield.

“You see, it’s working already! Let my knowledge and experience do the thinking for you. All you need to do is what you are told. Simple, isn’t it?”

The cane hummed and bit into Azure once more. This one was low, right into the underhang of her bottom, lifting her buttocks up, causing the flesh to ripple like a blancmange. It was the worst one yet, causing Azure to howl again. There was nothing she could do to try to alleviate the pain except grind down on Bubblegum, who’s soft, rubber coated bottom pressed against her labia sending thrills of excitement and bliss through Azure’s seething body.

“Focus on being sexy, doing your job, pleasing the customers! Let me take care of the admin.”

Before Azure had stopped writhing the next stroke followed. It felt as if it hit the same place, maybe slightly lower. Azure lurched forward again. Her nipples were rock hard as she ground her breasts into Bubblegum’s back, she squeezed on the breasts in her hands, they felt fantastic. For the first time, Bubblegum reacted. Azure heard her moan and groan and she shifted under her, writhing herself, which only increased the stimulation to Azure’s crotch. Azure couldn’t deny it, she was turned on.

No, no, no! This could not happen; it must not happen!

The next stroke cracked against her flesh, slightly higher. Azure just kept squirming, unable to prevent her vulva and breasts from rasping and grinding into the body beneath her, her sexual excitement rising all the time. She gasped for breath, tears pouring down her cheeks.

Miss Aston’s fingers were back, exploring the latest work of Sir Stephen. Her touch alone felt like another stroke of the cane, her skin was so sensitive.

“Focus on being a superb topless waitress. Focus on being the perfect slut for everyone. This is what is important. This is what matters. It is simple, are you understanding this, sugar?”

“Yes, it is becoming clear to me now, Miss Aston.”

“Sir Stephen is so instructive, what would I do without him!”

The next stroke sliced into Azure’s buttocks, higher, but still low. She was passed the point of trying to resist her arousal, she was rutting on Bubblegum’s back like a desperate horny rabbit. Her pain and pleasure fast becoming one all-consuming entity.

“Let Crimzon and me worry about the bigger things, we will take care of you. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss Aston! …Thank you so much, Miss Aston!”

The next stroke bit. It was high. Azure was moving so much she was presenting a difficult target. Miss Aston cursed. Azure could feel an orgasm starting to build.

“Hold still for the last one!” Miss Aston snapped.

Azure was only dimly aware of the words and it took her some moments to react, she was in a haze of pain and excitement, little existed except her hurting and an overpowering need to cum.

The final one was the worst, right into the crease of buttocks and thighs, cutting into previous abrasions. Azure literally took off, clear air between her and Bubblegum before she thumped back against the poor woman underneath her. Azure squirmed and writhed.

“Permission to cum, Miss Aston!” She yelled.

“Only if you swear to be obedient and loyal from now on? No more challenges to our authority!”

“I swear, Miss Aston, I swear!”

“Enjoy!”

Azure pressed her lips to the pink rubber head in front of her face, closing her eyes and rubbing her crotch against Bubblegum in a frenzy, grinding her breasts into Bubblegum’s back and squeezing the unfortunate woman’s breasts like they were dough, not human flesh. Then the orgasm arrived and she went rigid, lost in overwhelming sensation, aware only of her own body and the warm, latex-enveloped woman underneath her.

A tapping on her head drew Azure back to reality. She opened her eyes and looked up. Miss Aston was in front of her holding Sir Stephen right against her face. Azure pressed her fake, pouty lips to the wood that had just inflicted such agony upon her.

“Good girl, you did well. That you are a fucking slut, there is no doubt!”


15: Puce

Sometime later, Azure couldn’t have said if it was twenty minutes or an hour, she was still in the same position on Bubblegum’s back. Miss Aston had not said she could get up so she didn’t dare to move. Once she had orgasmed the sexual drive and thrill had quickly evaporated, leaving only raw pain. From finding relief through squirming and grinding, the situation had flipped on its head. Every tiny twitch and shuffle hurt, the only mild respite she could achieve was now by not moving at all. So she lay as still as she could. Her head resting on the back of Bubblegum’s helmeted head.

Her bottom felt like it had been skinned. Somehow, she had kept her hands around Bubblegum’s breasts the whole time and not reached back to feel the damage. She had eventually stopped sobbing. She was devastated that she had cum in those circumstances. She was so base in nature that she couldn’t control herself in any situation. What greater proof did she need that she was a true slut. At least she had found the right place to be, the place she deserved to be.

Miss Aston had returned to her desk and made several phone calls, one of which was to downstairs to inform them Azure would be late for her shift, which must have started by now. Anyway, she had been booked to give blow jobs to the bouncers at half past, now they would be pissed off with her as well.

Bubblegum shifted slightly under her and groaned. The movement of the body, the feel of the latex rubbing Azure’s breasts and pussy, together with the scent of the rubber, sent a sexual zing right through her. She squirmed back to increase the sensation but it sparked off the burning on her bum cheeks and she settled still once more. Who was this woman? Azure hadn’t seen her on the floor before, Magenta was the only one identified by pink and that was a bold, brilliant shade, very different from Bubblegum’s shade.

Azure didn’t know if she had dozed off or just wasn’t paying attention, but she hadn’t been aware of Miss Aston’s return until she grabbed her hair and lifted her head away from Bubblegum’s. Then she untied the knot between Bubblegum’s plait and Azure’s tie.

“Look at the state of you! Cry baby! Careful I don’t really give you something to cry about so you learn the difference!”

Miss Aston pulled Azure to her feet by her hair. Azure struggled to get her five-inch heels under her, her legs were weak and wobbly and her backside flared with additional pain. It felt like her scalp was being ripped off.

“Very ungainly! I’ll let it go this time, given the circumstances, but everything you do must be sexy, all the time. You’re a sex object now, 100%. It should drive your every thought.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Aston. I understand and it won’t happen again.”

“Get your skirt in order! I shouldn’t have to tell you that either!”

Miss Aston swatted Azure’s backside hard. It felt like glass paper on her abrasions. She gritted her teeth and quickly rolled down her skirt, which was so tight on her buttocks it pressed against the wheals. It felt horrible.

“Now, can you do the splits?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Weeks of yoga and a tough exercise regimen had made Azure so supple she couldn’t believe it herself.

“Excellent, let’s test that!”

Again, Miss Aston grabbed Azure’s tie and dragged her around to the back of the sofa. She pushed Azure back against it, then shoved her harder at the shoulders, sending her backward over the top of the seat back. She finished up with her back on the seat cushion, her bum against the back cushion and her legs sticking up in the air.

“I need you to shuffle up closer to the seat back… Good girl.”

Azure’s shoulders were in the corner of the seat cushion and back cushion, her legs now hanging over the top of the sofa. Miss Aston took hold of Azure’s right leg and pulled it down until it lay flat along the back of the sofa, at a right angle to her torso. She had in her hand what looked like a scarf, which she tied around Azure’s leg just above the ankle. She then tied the other end to the frame of the sofa, fastening her leg in that position.

Miss Aston then took Azure’s left leg and pulled it down in the opposite direction, again along the top of the back of the sofa, fastening it in place with another scarf. This left Azure fixed in a full split position, her legs forming one straight line along the top of the sofa, with her pussy completely open between them. She gritted her teeth, feeling the strain on her groin and thighs. It was one thing to adopt the splits for a few moments as part of a routine, quite another to hold it indefinitely, even if tied in place.

Azure wondered how it was possible to feel more exposed and vulnerable than she was right now, tied like this by – and at the mercy of – a cruel sadist like Miss Aston?

“Remarkable! Crimzon really does know how to train a slut!”

Miss Aston ran her hands across Azure’s bare thighs above her fishnet stockings.

“They’re not that busy downstairs yet, so you’ll not be missed for a couple of hours. I’m afraid you are too tasty a morsel to resist. A perk of being the boss!”

She spanked Azure three times on the inside of each thigh, hard.

“I just love the feel of the skin on the inner thighs, it’s so soft and sensitive. Especially on fresh meat like you!”

She rubbed the marks she had just made.

“Look how they mark up too! They just glow!”

Miss Aston moved out of Azure’s eyeline. Azure heard a drawer open and close across the room. She shuddered. When the sadist returned, she was holding a little leather strap about twice the size of a bookmark. It was stiffened, hanging from her hand like a half erect penis.

“I don’t know how Crimzon found you, I just wish I had got there first!”

Azure shuddered again at that thought.

“I’m so glad you swore to be obedient earlier! So, you can have no objection to a little more flagellation?”

“I welcome your attention, Miss Aston.”

“Good Girl! I’m so glad you understand your place now!”

Miss Aston dragged the strap across the inside of Azure’s left thigh, across her labia and finished on the inside of her right thigh. It caused Azure to shiver, the hair to stand up on her neck.

“Present breasts!” Miss Aston snapped.

Azure obeyed, locking her fingers together behind her head, elbows pushed back as far as she could in her current predicament, thrusting her chest forward.

“You don’t want to find out what I will do to you if you break that position, sugar. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Now, I am going to turn the insides of your thighs the same colour as this strap. I call it puce!”

Splat! Splat!

Miss Aston brought her strap down hard on the inside of each of Azure’s thighs, high up, right next to her pussy. Azure instinctively tried to close her legs, pulling on the scarves that held them open. She couldn’t move them at all. Miss Aston’s eyes bored into Azure’s. They were shiny with excitement and passion.

Again and again, Miss Aston brought down the strap, in the same places either side of her vulva. Azure gasped and whimpered, absolutely helpless, as the burning fire increased. Eventually, Miss Aston stopped. She put her fingers on the scorched skin. Her thumbs pushed inside Azure’s labia and rubbed, one pressing on Azure’s clit, causing her hips to spasm.

“Warming you up nicely, I see!” Miss Aston’s smile was chilling.

She resumed the strapping, bringing the leather down with full force, one side then the other, fast and relentless. It was at least two minutes before she stopped, and when she did, she was breathing hard.

So was Azure. Panting, squirming desperately, sobbing tearfully, her caned bottom rubbing against the back cushion of the sofa, making things even worse.

Again, Miss Aston’s fingers explored the tender skin she had just been beating. Again, her thumbs invaded Azure’s pussy, manipulating her skilfully, and Azure responded helplessly, once more feeling the powerful surge of arousal radiating out from her sex.

“Now, let’s see if we can make these lips nice and swollen, all pouty, like the ones on your face!”

Azure’s eyes grew wide as saucers as she realized what Miss Aston intended to do. The sadist brought the strap down hard onto her labia. Azure bucked, squealing shrilly. The strikes continued without pause, ten straight before Miss Aston stopped. Then she massaged the throbbing, bruised lips with her fingers, occasionally slipping a digit inside to further stimulate Azure.

“That’s much better! Slutty pussy lips to match your slutty face!”

More fingers found their way inside of Azure. The burning from the strap just added to the sensations, leaving Azure even more aroused. Miss Aston rolled Azure’s clit between her fingers and Azure was consumed with pain and pleasure as one, she closed her eyes, which proved to be a mistake, as she didn’t see the next slap from the strap coming and it caught her unawares. Four more quickly followed, making a wet sound now. Then, through bleary, tear filled eyes, she saw Miss Aston drop the strap onto the sofa.

“Now, let’s see if you taste as good as you look!”

Miss Aston leaned forward and put her mouth to Azure’s labia, dragging her tongue up their entire length. She made an approving sound. Her fingers pulled the labia apart and Azure felt cool air against the heat inside. Miss Aston’s tongue curled into a tube and pushed into Azure’s tunnel, while her fingers expertly and urgently manipulated Azure’s clit.

“Permission to cum, Miss Aston!” Azure cried.

Miss Aston lifted her head and smiled at Azure, meanwhile her fingers continued their vigorous activity.

“Insatiable! I love that in a slut! Cum with pride, sweetheart!”

Azure wailed, shuddered, squirmed. Somehow each orgasm seemed to take longer to pass and hit deeper into her soul.

When she eventually became cognizant again, she saw Miss Aston standing over her with a bottle of Irish cream. The woman smiled at her, but said nothing. Holding Azure’s labia open again, she poured a small amount into her pussy. It burned and stung, causing Azure to gasp. Then Miss Aston’s mouth lowered and she started to lick up the mixture of Irish cream and Azure’s pussy juice. When she finished, she obviously decided once wasn’t enough, and poured a second helping.

Miss Aston moved out of sight again. Azure’s groin muscles and thighs were screaming in pain, it was relentless and had got more acute post orgasm. She prayed to a god she didn’t believe in that she would be released now.

It was a forlorn prayer. When Miss Aston reappeared, she was in front of the sofa, above Azure’s head. She was naked from the waist down.

“You can break position now, get your arms out of the way. You’ve had your fun, now it’s time for you to do some work.”

Azure knew what was coming and tried her best to hide her revulsion at renewing her acquaintance with Miss Aston’s fishy cunt. She groaned at the pain and stiffness in her arms as she moved them.

“I want your mouth on my pussy, your nose in my arse, and if you aren’t satisfactory, you can spend the night tied like this! Understand, sugar?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

The light disappeared and Miss Aston’s bottom descended onto Azure’s face. Azure took the deepest breath she could as the taut flesh enveloped her senses and slick labia pressed against her mouth. Miss Aston had obviously been enjoying herself. The older woman shifted and wriggled to get comfortable, causing Azure’s nose to sink into the bum crack, its tip pressed against an earthy sphincter.

Azure pushed her metal tipped tongue inside her boss’ labia. The new barbell fitted by Syd had a ball on both the top and bottom of the muscle, which gave Azure a lot more versatility and power to stimulate. She felt Miss Aston squirm and moan and her taste filled Azure’s mouth.

She squeaked as her nipples were suddenly pinched, having to control an instinct to immediately put her hands to her breasts to protect herself. Her fingers flexed uselessly as she didn’t know where to put her arms to avoid touching Miss Aston, imagining what terrible punishment she would receive for laying a hand on her boss.

Miss Aston began to rock back and forth on Azure’s face, giving brief, but consistent moments for Azure to catch a breath. Azure worked her tongue as deep into Miss Aston’s tunnel as she could get, dragging her tongue metal against the walls, using the movements of the woman sat on top of her to increase the stimulation. But the movements also had the effect of sinking Azure’s nose further and deeper into Miss Aston’s anus. The unpleasant scent filled her nostrils.

Now, Miss Aston’s fingers moved from Azure’s nipples to tweak the barbells mounted through them. She twisted and pulled, eventually stretching both breasts into long cones, like teepees. Azure squealed into the sadist’s pussy as the pain overwhelmed her, writhing as much as her position allowed. They were released suddenly, snapping back against Azure’s chest. But the relief was short lived, Miss Aston started slapping randomly at the sore inner thighs she had previously strapped.

Azure concentrated on getting her boss off as quickly as possible, pummelling her clit with her tongue metal. She was really bouncing up and down on Azure’s face now and the waitress was struggling. Her tongue ached but she had to keep going. The trouble with all the people at the club was they were so experienced – they had seen and done it all – and it was impossible to get them to cum quickly.

She held the top ball on her tongue against Miss Aston’s clit, so that her bouncing did all the work. The woman was getting more frenetic, spreading her juices all over Azure’s lower face. It would be days before she would lose the tastes and smells that enveloped her. Azure was a used, objectified pawn to Miss Aston’s lust.

At last, Miss Aston froze and cried out, her thighs closed tightly around Azure’s head, she ground down onto Azure’s face, twitching, squeezing. Then she just sat there until Azure was forced to squirm desperately to get a breath, whereupon the middle-aged woman shifted so Azure’s mouth was free.

“That was wonderful, sugar! Good little sex toy!”

Then Miss Aston farted and the fart went straight up Azure’s nose. She fought hard not to retch.

“Excellent performance!”

Miss Aston started to climb off Azure’s face. She shifted position and began rubbing her pussy against the top of Azure’s head, cleaning herself off on Azure’s hair, then she got to her feet and disappeared out of Azure’s view. Azure took in great lungfuls of air, blinking against the light, resisting the urge to wipe her face with her hands. The pain in her thighs and groin was unbearable. She swallowed hard, staring into space. Dazed.

When next Miss Aston appeared over her, she was fully dressed. She smiled down at her.

“Do you understand your place a little better now, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Try not to forget it, this time.”

“No, Miss Aston.”

“Right, Bubblegum has been so docile and obedient this evening, I think she deserves a reward as well, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Azure heard the snap and squelch of latex on a moving body, deep moans as Bubblegum was allowed to shift for the first time since Azure had been in the office. There were several loud spanks, Miss Aston’s hand making contact with pink latex buttocks when Bubblegum didn’t budge fast enough.

When they both moved into Azure’s view, she could see Miss Aston had hold of Bubblegum at the base of her plait, where it sprouted from the top of her helmeted head. The helmet covered Bubblegum’s face completely. There were two holes for her nostrils and a cut-out around her mouth, but no eye holes at all. She was effectively blind.  She had the biggest pair of lips Azure had ever seen. They were freakish, made more so by the tight fit of the rubber around them, which pinched them so they were forced outwards. They puffed out in an exaggerated cupid’s bow, so swollen that she couldn’t close her mouth fully, painted in a shade that matched her outfit and glossed.

As Miss Aston pulled Bubblegum fully upright, the whole of her chest was visible to Azure for the first time. Bubblegum had a pretty small frame and her breasts were bigger than Ash’s, so looked truly massive and out of proportion. They were completely covered by the catsuit she wore except for two small holes that allowed her nipples to poke through. Completely covered in rubber, she looked like a sex doll, an unreal cartoon caricature.

“Just so you know, her ears are plugged and padded under the helmet, so she can’t hear and there is no point in talking to her. The question is, will she work out that you were the slut wringing her breasts earlier and take the chance for revenge?”

Miss Aston’s spare hand roamed possessively over Bubblegum’s torso, manipulating her breasts, pinching her nipples. The hand moved down across the corset to cup her crotch. Bubblegum groaned at the touch. Miss Aston pushed her forward so her legs were against the sofa and she was standing directly over Azure’s head.

Slowly, Miss Aston lowered the crotch zip of the catsuit. Azure saw the rubber peel back and Bubblegum’s engorged labia burst out, like a flower opening. Azure was shocked. Bubblegum had enhanced her lower lips as well. They were puffy and swollen, very pink and very wet, a sideways trout pout.

“Feel the heat coming out of there after being wrapped up and cooking for hours! Though you might find it hard to believe, Bubblegum is an even bigger slut than you, always gagging for it – not that she actually gets it very often, mind. Only when she deserves it!”

Miss Aston dragged a finger up between the bloated sex lips, causing Bubblegum to shudder and moan.

“OK, you have ten minutes to bring Bubblegum off, otherwise you spend the night fixed like that. Understand, sugar?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Miss Aston pushed Bubblegum forwards and her knees slid on to the sofa. The rubber wrapped woman caught on quickly, reaching her arms forward to support herself on the seat back as her sex bumped into the top of Azure’s head. She lifted herself up and then dropped down again to sit on Azure’s face. Azure took a hurried gulp of air as the shiny pink bottom engulfed her. Bubblegum shifted until her pussy was settled nicely over Azure’s mouth.

Completely buried under noisy rubber, Azure couldn’t hear anything else but the crackle, squeak and squelch as it moved against her and Bubblegum’s skin. The inflated labia felt strange against her mouth, like it was plastic, not human flesh. She pushed her tongue urgently between the lips to get started. At the same time, she brought her hands to Bubblegum’s buttocks where they overhung her face and pushed as hard as she could, trying to communicate that she needed air. It seemed to Azure that Bubblegum was reluctant to move, but eventually she pivoted back enough for Azure to fill her lungs.

Meanwhile, Bubblegum’s latex gloved hands had found their way to Azure’s taut thighs and exposed vulva. She started rubbing Azure’s labia, sawing the edge of her hand between them and Azure felt another surge of arousal. As Azure’s tongue found its way to Bubblegum’s clit there was a clash of metal. Azure worked out that the woman had a piercing through her clit hood. That would surely be a bonus, she could use it to bring Bubblegum off quicker!

But Bubblegum was working urgently on Azure’s own pussy. She now had two fingers fucking Azure hard, while her thumb was gently rolling over Azure’s clit. It felt wonderful. Azure squirmed as her excitement rose. She had to stay focused, she didn’t want to test Miss Aston’s threat that she would be left here all night, bound as she was. She felt that the sadist was capable of anything.

Bubblegum would have tasted good at any time, but as an antidote to the taste and odour of Miss Aston that still filled Azure’s head, the flavour was ambrosia. Azure worked her aching, tired tongue as hard and fast as she could. She could feel Bubblegum responding, grinding down on her face, hips spasming, juices flowing, moving with increasing urgency. Who would cum first?

Azure started gasping as she felt yet another orgasm starting to build. She could be played so effectively and easily, Miss Aston was right, she was just a toy; a sex toy. She moaned into Bubblegum’s pussy, her hips starting to shudder.

Suddenly Bubblegum’s hand was gone. No! She couldn’t stop now; Azure was so close! Then she felt the rubber fingers on her torso, dragging across her belly, leaving a trail of her own juice. They kept moving until they found her breasts and nipples. For the first time, it occurred to Azure that Bubblegum would be able to identify her from the barbells in her nipples that she had ground into the woman’s back earlier, while she had been torturing Bubblegum’s rubberized breasts.

There was an immediate reaction from Bubblegum. Her fingers pinched Azure’s nipples hard and long, then twisted the barbells cruelly, causing Azure to cry out into the pussy enveloping her mouth. The torture continued relentlessly, Azure bucking to try and displace the woman sat on her face, which was a pointless waste of energy. Then Bubblegum grabbed Azure’s breasts as Azure had grabbed hers earlier, sinking her fingers deeply into the flesh, twisting them and wringing them.

The one consolation of the torture was it turned Bubblegum on even more and she quickly came, closing her thighs around Azure’s head, bobbing up and down on Azure’s face, gripping Azure’s breasts so tightly she thought they would be ripped off. Eventually, Bubblegum slumped forward, resting her head on Azure’s pussy and finally letting go of the ravaged breasts. The movement also gave a clear airway for the sobbing Azure to take deep breaths uninterrupted.

Finally, Miss Aston pulled Bubblegum off Azure.  Azure heard the catsuit being zipped closed again. A few moments later, Bubblegum’s pink gloved hand appeared above Azure’s face, being directed by Miss Aston’s own hand. Miss Aston had used the hand to clean up her toy’s crotch before closing the zip and it was thick with Bubblegum’s pussy juice.

“Lick it clean, sugar, completely spotless. And stop crying, unless you want me to give you something to really cry about!”

Azure obeyed, ignoring the aches from her sore jaw and tongue – and everywhere else. While she was doing it, Miss Aston moved around to the other side of the sofa and untied her legs.

“Unfortunately, I’m a lady of my word. Under ten minutes, so I have no excuse to leave you here any longer.”

Azure slowly drew her legs back together. The pain was shocking, overwhelming. She stifled her sobs, anxious not to give Miss Aston any more ammunition.

“Time to get to work, the customers are waiting to get their hands on you. Don’t dawdle!”

Miss Aston grabbed Bubblegum once more at the base of her plait, and then walked back to her desk, dragging the pink clad woman bent over behind her.




Once outside Miss Aston’s office, Azure paused. Her posture slumped for a few moments and she put a hand to her latex covered bottom that still burned from the caning. Then she pulled her shoulders back once more, thrusting her chest forward, lifting her head.

Miss Aston could not and would not thwart her objective. She would cope with whatever they threw at her. She hadn’t come this far, suffered what she had, to fail now. Her hand moved up to her tattoo, her fingers pressing on the crimson rose. This was the proof she was nearly there and the reminder of her ultimate goal.

The thought of Crimzon stirred her loins once again; she was still aroused from being left hanging by Bubblegum. She slid her hand around her hip, over the rubber of her skirt, captivated by the feel of it on her fingers and palm, and rubbed her vulva through the latex. Her need for sexual stimulation was becoming obsessive, a burgeoning desire that was no longer quenched by an orgasm for more than a few minutes before the lust was back stronger than ever.

She had no doubt she was a slut. Crimzon had peeled back the wrappers her submissiveness was hidden behind, uncorked the hunger of her libido, found her true nature and was shaping her to be what she needed to be. This was her place in the world and despite all the trials, it felt right.

But there was more still to do to convince Crimzon, to break through the hard shell she hid inside, to capture her trust.

Azure started down the stairs, catching sight of her bare breasts as she did so. She hated them now. She was a slut and she was proud of it, but she needed the tits, the final piece in the jigsaw to make her authentic, and now she was going to get them!

End of Part One

See Part Two for the conclusion of Inversion: Swot Turned into Slut!
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“She’s sopping wet!” Ash said in surprise, as two fingers slipped inside Azure’s slick vagina.

Azure instinctively responded to the penetration, her hips twitching and trying to sink harder onto the digits.

“Of course she is! She’s a literal slut! Anything and everything we do to her turns her on. We haven’t been able to find her limits yet!”

Turq sat on a chair near the head of the bed. Turquoise was another waitress at Le Moulin Noir, Raven’s closest friend. She was a spectacular black woman with a long mane of white-blonde hair. She was one of the most beautiful women Azure had ever seen – just looking at Turq aroused Azure, though she found her personality somewhat abrasive.

In her hand she held a box with several switches and dials and a little LED display. Two wires trailed from the box. One went to the electrical socket in the wall, the other draped across the space between Turq and the bed, where it split into two, each separate wire snaked its way to Azure’s nipple bars, to which they were attached.

Azure lay on the bed. Ash had laced her into the ballet boots again, which she hated – they were agony to stand or walk in. Her ankles were fastened to the corners of the bed, her legs spread wide. Her crotch was bare. Above it, she was laced into a steel boned waspie corset that was nearly cutting her in half. It gave her a dramatically narrow waist, especially in contrast to her new large breasts above it.

Her arms were laced into a mono-glove, with straps across her shoulders and torso to ensure it could not be slipped off. The limbs were pulled painfully close together inside the glove, putting strain on her shoulders and they lay underneath her, which served to thrust her bare breasts up as the centre of attention. It was an uncomfortable position, and more so with every passing minute.

A high, thick posture collar was buckled around her neck, holding her head rigid and slightly tilted back. Two chains from the central ring under her chin were fixed to the headboard either side of her, holding her in place.

Her head was covered in a bright blue rubber helmet. Three weeks ago, Raven had taken Azure to a specialized latex shop where they had taken a mould of her head, by covering it in plaster, which had been an unpleasant experience. From the mould three helmets had been made, all anatomically exact to her features and a perfect fit for her. One was black, one blue and the third was essentially black as well, but the face panel was blue. Azure had to wear one of them at all times she was in Raven’s studio – except when she was in the bathroom or preparing to go out.

They were all identical in form, covering her head completely, right down to the base of the neck. There was a cut out for her mouth, which it fit tightly around, forcing her lips out into an exaggerated pout, and holes for her nostrils which contained plastic gromets that pushed up inside her nose to hold them in place. 

The eye holes were quite small and had a stiff double-edged lining that allowed Raven to fit lenses over her eyes. Azure wasn’t sure if she had experienced all the lenses that Raven possessed yet. One pair blinded her but allowed others to see through. Another did the reverse, allowing her to see out but no one to see in. The worst were the fish-eye lenses, which allowed her to see out, but distorted everything. At the moment, there were no lenses in at all.

Currently, Azure was wearing a bit gag of soft rubber with an internal tongue plate, necessary with the electrical torture to stop her screaming the place down.

It was the regular Sunday afternoon sex game session at Raven’s studio, otherwise known as tease and torment Azure time. Only this week it was special, with the medical embargo finishing on Azure’s new breasts, the women could get their hands on them for the first time.

Azure was breathing heavily, having had her nipples shocked repeatedly by Turq. Her breasts throbbing and tingling with the uncomfortable ache left behind after an electric shock.

“Well, electric shocks have never made me wet!” Ash said definitively.

Rather naively, she was slow in withdrawing her fingers from Azure’s pussy and Turq laughed loudly as she turned up the dial and passed the shock right through Azure and into Ash.

“Ouch! Fucking hell, Turq! Fucking hell!”

Ash was a stage performer at the club and Turq’s submissive. She had long grey hair, but it was a rich vibrant grey, not a natural looking colour, and simply massive breasts that looked too big for her frame.

“The more you abuse her, the hotter she gets! She’s worth her weight in gold!”

Turq turned up the dial again. Azure’s body went rigid as she screamed into her gag.

Raven pushed through the gauze curtain that separated the bed area from the rest of her studio. She was carrying a tray with four big, fat red candles on it.

“Where did you get that thing, anyway?”

“Silvy lent it me. She’s really into this electro stuff. She’s got a magic wand as well, but that’s harder to get hold of, she uses it all the time.”

Turq turned the dial yet again. Azure wailed pitifully, lifting her torso off the bed.

“Don’t wear her out before we’ve got started, she’ll be unresponsive when we get to the real fun!”
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Out in the countryside on a sunny summer’s day, struggling artist Kara Lee carelessly trespasses…and makes a shocking discovery…finding a place where dark sexual fantasies are brought to life. Ponygirls are trained to pull people around in carts, maids serve in elaborate rubber uniforms under strict discipline and erotic excess is celebrated, all under the iron authority of the charismatic Angelina Aella.

Kara finds herself ensnared in this world of leather and latex fetishism, BDSM rituals and power exchange and is stunned to find her own repressed sexuality unlocked. Her life will never be the same again!

Share Kara’s tumultuous experiences as she learns the truth about what occurs behind the walls and gates of Cacklebrook Farm in this 49,000 word novella…if you dare!

Main theme is lesbian domination, some male domination, with bondage, use of whips and canes, body modifications.





[Excerpt]

“Tuck in, you must be hungry!”

Kara needed no second bidding, reaching for a croissant. Her eyes were constantly and covertly glancing back at Sapphire. Lily had removed the bit from her mouth. A fearsome looking device made of rubber, about ½ inch wide, with a spoon shaped attachment in the middle that had been pressing her tongue down inside of her mouth all the time she had been wearing it. Now the maid was holding a bottle of water to her mouth.

“Do you like my pony?”

Kara dropped her eyes guiltily to the food as she ate.

“I don’t understand it, everything here.” She said eventually.

“No, I’m sure you don’t.”

Kara glanced shyly at Angelina.

“You’re fascinated though, aren’t you?”

The question hung in the air. An answer wasn’t coming, but it wasn’t needed either.

“Sapphire is my show pony. She’s not suitable for racing or endurance, she is trained for display and dressage. You would love to see her in her show tack, she looks amazing!”

Kara thought Sapphire was a pretty amazing sight as she was, perched high on the steeply raked, heel-less hoof boots which wrapped her legs tightly to the knee. A band cinched her waist (was it a big belt or a small corset?)  A strap connected to the front of this passed between her legs. Also connected to the band was a whole network of straps that covered her upper torso and breasts. Her arms were pulled behind her – Kara couldn’t see how from where she was sat – but this served to draw the pony’s shoulders right back and thrust her chest out. Her head was also encased in a web of straps that held the bit – when it was fitted – and a pair of blinkers to restrict her vision to forwards only. Kara shuddered at the thought of how claustrophobic it must feel to wear such a thing.

The feathered plume that matched her blue hair sprouted from a thick strap across her forehead. That hair was braided into a single ponytail, her bare scalp either side gleamed with perspiration from her run. The collar she wore was probably the most remarkable part of the costume. High at the sides, with a cut-out at the front, it curved to completely shape itself to her neck, a tongue under her chin held her head immobile with a slight backwards tilt so she could not turn it in the slightest.

Lily had finished the watering and was unhitching Sapphire from the traces of the cart.

“Bring her here, Lily!” Angelina called.

As with the other ponygirls, Sapphire’s reins were attached to her nipples, then passed up through the bridle to provide control of the bit – when inserted. Lily pulled gently on them. Sapphire offered no resistance.

“Down!”

Sapphire dropped to her knees at Angelina’s command, at the edge of the rug. Her movements were so graceful it was hard to believe, given the strict bondage in which she was held.

Lily passed the reins to Angelina, curtsying again. 

“My lady.”

Kara wondered how many times she must curtsy each day.

“Pour the juice.”

“Yes, my lady.”

This close, Kara could now see Sapphire’s eyes between the blinkers. Blue and placid. The ponygirl returned the stare, not a trace of shame or embarrassment evident, displaying herself proudly.

“She likes you!” Angelina remarked.

“Orange or grapefruit juice, Miss?” Lily asked.

Kara swallowed her mouthful of croissant.

“Orange, please.” 

Kara glanced shyly to Angelina again. 

“How do you know?”

“Because her eyes should be on her beloved Mistress!” 

Angelina laughed.

“Can she not speak?”

“Don’t be silly, Kara. Ponies don’t talk! Give her some titbits from your plate and she’ll like you even more!”

Kara glanced once more at Angelina to see if she was joking. One artfully shaped eyebrow rose in response.

Kara stabbed her fork into a slice of banana in the fruit salad bowl and then leant forward to be able to reach the fork to Sapphire’s mouth. Her lips were full and pouty, looking suspiciously as if they had been artificially enhanced, and as they peeled back to accept the offering, they revealed perfect small white teeth.

As her tongue curled out to slip the banana off the fork, Kara just stared, mesmerized. There were several bits of metal embedded in the organ. A large ball sat close to the tip, similar to Lily’s, but twice the size. It even had a ring at the top that lay to one side. Further back, two smaller balls sat next to each other, the three piercing points forming a decorative equilateral triangle.

She held eye contact with Kara as she chewed and swallowed the fruit.

“Strawberries are her favourite.”

Kara fed her a strawberry, then another.

“You can touch her. She likes to be petted as well. She’ll take all the attention she can get.”

Kara didn’t know what to do – where do you pet a ponygirl? Bound the way she was, her breasts were the most prominent and exposed part of her, the flesh bulging from between the gaps in the harness straps, the nipples thrusting straight at Kara.

Angelina laughed.

 “Give them a squeeze, you know you want to!”

Kara hesitated. Sapphire was showing no reluctance to the idea, quite the contrary, her eyes glistened with excitement. She seemed to be leaning even further forward to present the bulbous mammaries.

Kara couldn’t help herself. She reached out and gently rubbed the back of her left hand on the side of the ponygirl’s right breast. Sapphire made a sound, like a small whine, and pushed her breast harder against Kara’s hand. Her brow was creased in a frown, her lips closed in a pout, her eyes pleading.

Emboldened, Kara cupped the breast in her palm, applying pressure with her index finger and thumb.

A low moan escaped Sapphire’s lips, which curled back in a smile.

Kara released her grip, then applied it again, firmer this time. The breast felt wonderful in her hand. A sexual thrill shot right through her. The warm, soft skin oozed out from the cooler, tougher straps of the harness, her slim fingertips disappearing into the mound.

Further emboldened, she pressed her palm against the nipple, flattening Sapphire’s breast against her chest, still squeezing with her fingers. Kara felt the hard nub, with the even harder cold metal ring and the attached rein. This was so barbaric! She had never been so turned on in her life.

Kara put down her fork and cupped her right hand under Sapphire’s other breast, feeling the delicious warm weight. Her thumb rubbed across the nipple, inducing another noise of pleasure from the ponygirl. Kara increased the pressure.

Sapphire’s lips parted and her eyes briefly closed, only to open again, still looking directly at Kara. The nose ring was huge when viewed this close, heavy and industrial looking, the dull metal glinting only occasionally in the sunlight and sitting right on her top lip so that Sapphire must be permanently reminded of its presence. With a sigh of pleasure, sapphire closed her mouth and Kara had an overwhelming, irresistible desire to put her own lips onto that mouth.

It was the first time she had kissed a woman. The lips were soft, smooth…feminine and delicious, with the cold, unyielding ring a brutal juxtaposition that couldn’t be avoided. Their tongues briefly met.

Suddenly self-conscious, Kara pulled back. Had she really just done that? Her loins were on fire and she really wanted to do it again, but the thought that Angelina was sat alongside her watching had become too much. She felt her face flush.

“Doesn’t she taste wonderful!” Angelina smiled. “Lay back and relax, Kara.” 

Her hand pushed gently on Kara’s chest until her head rested on the cushions behind her. Angelina leant over so their faces were close.

“I bet you taste delicious too, Kara! May I kiss you?”

Kara drank in Angelina’s perfume. Her presence this close was electrifying. Below impeccably styled, arching eyebrows, those violet eyes flecked with green mesmerized with their hypnotic depths, doing nothing to quell Kara’s rampant lust. She could only nod in response.

Angelina’s mouth was bigger, stronger, and more assertive. Her tongue forced itself passed Kara’s lips and took her breath away and Kara had to restrain a whine when she briefly withdrew.

“Hmmm…Wonderful!” Angelina smiled, before her mouth renewed its plundering. 

Kara squeaked as Angelina’s hand found her left breast and tweaked the nipple.

So lost in the moment was Kara that she was slow to realize that her skirt was being lifted. There was a rush of panic but her raging desire was so great that she couldn’t move. Her lack of control over how events were unfolding turned her on even more, as if all responsibility had been removed from her as she reached a level of sexual excitement she didn’t know was possible.

Gently, her legs were drawn apart, the knee of her undamaged leg raised. She felt fresh air on her exposed vulva.

Angelina withdrew from the kiss, tugging at Kara’s lower lip. She laughed.

“Thank you, that was wonderful!”

Kara was too overwhelmed to respond.

Angelina glanced languidly down Kara’s body.

“Sapphire would like to thank you for being so nice to her, is that OK?”

Kara just nodded again, still feeling Angelina’s lips on her own, her fingers on her nipple, even though both had been withdrawn.

“She is very skilled with her mouth, just enjoy her!”

As Angelina lay back, Kara’s view cleared once again. Lily knelt next to the ponygirl and she was unclipping the feathered plume from her headdress. Next, she lifted Kara’s skirt where it was bunched around her thighs. Without thought, Kara raised her hips to allow Lily to push the dress up to her waist. Sapphire’s head immediately bobbed down under the dress, disappearing from sight.

Kara cried out as Sapphire’s mouth made contact with her vulva, a fusion of sensations radiating from that part of her body. Her hips leapt up instinctively, pushing harder against the lips and tongue. Kara moaned and closed her eyes, savouring the most exquisite feeling she had ever experienced. 

She opened her eyes again to see Sapphire’s bound arms and bottom nestled between her legs, the ponygirl’s tail gently swaying with her movements as her tongue moved through Kara’s labia, first probing her vaginal opening, then attacking her clitoris. Occasionally, the metal of the pony’s tongue piercings would press against a sensitive spot, the extra hard pressure causing Kara’s hips to jump in reflex. 

Kara was so turned on her first orgasm came quickly. She gave a cry and covered her face with her hands as the euphoria crashed through her. She squeezed her thighs together, trapping Sapphire’s head, rocking her hips.

Kara lay still. She wasn’t sure if she had blacked out or not – for long moments nothing had existed but her genitals – but Sapphire’s mouth was still at work and now her teeth were nipping at Kara’s clit, then her tongue was pushing into Kara’s vagina and renewed waves of ecstasy flared.

Kara opened her eyes again, glancing to her left she saw that Angelina lay beside her, her jodhpurs pulled down until they snagged around her boots, her legs held up in the air by Lily’s hands and Lily’s head was buried deep in her crotch. In fact, Lily was nothing more than a ball of shining black, glistening like oil in the sunshine. Angelina’s hands had hold of Lily’s head, directing and controlling it.

She looked again at the woman between her own legs. Her hands moved down, pulling her skirt further up so she could see Sapphire’s head. Now she could properly see how Sapphire’s arms were held behind her back. The elbows pulled together and strapped so tight they were touching. Her forearms were folded, pointing upwards towards her head, the palms of her mitten clad hands facing each other, another strap at her wrists holding them there and a short chain from her collar linked to rings at the top of the mittens so she had no possibility of moving the limbs at all. It was like an extreme prayer position, only behind her body instead of in front of it. The sight both horrified and excited Kara. It must have been agonizingly painful for the ponygirl.

Her fingers touched the bald scalp either side of Sapphire’s mane, her hands briefly holding the braided hair, then she grabbed the straps of the head harness and pulled Sapphire tighter into her crotch. Kara gasped as the ponygirl responded by attacking her clitoris with even greater zeal. Her eyes closed again as she savoured the new sensations she was discovering.

The rise to her second orgasm was calmer and more luxurious. It felt like slow motion after the desperate first one. Each separate climb and plateau could be appreciated and as Sapphire sucked, licked and bit - sometimes all three seemingly at once – Kara felt the eruption begin deep in her core. Higher, higher, ever higher to a crescendo.

She screamed, clamping her thighs to Sapphire’s head without any thought to the woman’s comfort and lifting her legs, thrashing them, dragging the pony’s head roughly from side to side while her hands still held the head harness, ensuring the mouth remained locked to her crotch.

Kara lay back, finally releasing her holds on Sapphire.
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