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The story so far…

Student Charlotte Cain, in the midst of a personal crisis and deeply unhappy, becomes obsessed with Crimzon, a leather clad Exotic Performance Artiste at Le Moulin Noir strip club, in whom she sees an outlet for her latent submissive needs. Crimzon is at first scornful that the studious, dowdy and shy Charlotte understands the true implications of giving herself to the cruel and dominant redhead, and challenges her to get a job as a topless waitress at the club.

Pledging total obedience to Crimzon, Charlotte finds every aspect of her life controlled. She is sent to live with Magenta, a waitress at Le Moulin Noir, whose job is to train her to pass the interview to work at the club. Under Magenta’s guidance and Crimzon’s orders, Charlotte is transformed from a wallflower into a blatantly sexual woman. Her tongue is pierced in two places, her nipples are pierced with heavy barbells. Her hair is cut excessively sort and died platinum blonde and blue. Soon her lips have been enhanced to give her a permanent sexy pout and her teeth bleached bright white.

The initially cynical Crimzon is determined to break Charlotte and get her to flee back to her old, safe middle-class life. She sets a succession of harsh emotional and physical challenges in an attempt to shatter Charlotte’s perception of what true submission to Crimzon involves. But Charlotte does not break, instead she gets the job to waitress at the club.

Changed inside and out, Charlotte Cain is no more, she is given the new identity of Azure, but finds the job at the club involves a lot more than waitressing. She is allowed to be groped by the customers; she is available for use sexually by the staff. Still she does not break. Increasingly, Crimzon is forced to respect the strength of Azure’s submission, her ability to accept excessive cruelty, humiliation and sexual use. Crimzon puts her mark on Azure, a tramp stamp tattoo in the small of her back. It is a crimson rose above a smaller azure rose.

The owner of Le Moulin Noir, Miss Aston, is a true sadist, and all fear being summoned to her office. She has insisted that Azure needs to get a breast augmentation to be a successful waitress at the club. She and her staff are very persuasive and Azure moves from an initial refusal to eagerly wanting the procedure, but to be able to afford it, she has to sign an iron-clad contract to work at the club for a year to pay back all she owes.

As Part One finishes, Azure is still fighting to be accepted fully by Crimzon, her one and only goal. Crimzon, meanwhile, has sent Azure to live with Raven, the second most popular Exotic Performance Artiste at Le Moulin Noir after Crimzon. Goth Raven is a sexual dominant too, with more than a cruel streak. She covets possessing Azure as well.


1: Transparent

“Fucking whore!”

A grossly overweight, middle-aged woman wearing track suit bottoms and a dirty anorak had spat the words at her as they passed on the pavement. It was the first insult of the day; it wouldn’t be the last. she usually reckoned on four to six during her journey to the club. It was equally split between men and women, though they were usually older people. The insults were rarely original. How many times could you be called a slut before it drifted by you like visible breath on a cold day. One man had called her a jammy tart. That had made her laugh out loud.

The bus rule was still in force, even though Azure could now afford to take a taxi to Le Moulin Noir for the start of her shifts, she was still not permitted to. She had to use public transport and walk to and from the bus stop, whatever the weather. In one way it was worse, because a new rule had been added; she had to choose the most prominent seat on the bus to maximize her exposure to as many people as possible.

The consolation was that Raven lived much closer to the club than Magenta. Instead of two interminably protracted bus journeys, Azure now had only one relatively short hop, and a shorter walk to the bus stop, as well. She was pretty certain that Crimzon and Raven could never know if she actually hid herself at the back of the bus, but not obeying the rule was never a consideration for Azure. She prided herself on her obedience.

On this day, four weeks ago, Azure had been under the knife for her boob job. It had gone well and now she had a DD cleavage thrusting out from her chest in a half-cup push-up bra. As she boarded the bus, she was already familiar with the driver looking at her tits first and her face as an after-thought. How she was viewed with big breasts was completely different to how she had been viewed with small breasts. Men did not look her in the eye any more, they looked and talked to her breasts. She hadn’t expected it to be quite so blatant or universal. It had almost reached the stage that if a man focused on her eyes, she assumed he must be gay.

She had spent two weeks off work recovering, then two weeks working behind the bar. Tonight would be her first night back on the floor of the club, waitressing. But the security guys wanted a go at her first, so for that reason, she had to be in her uniform and floor ready (as they called being ready to start your shift) at 6pm tonight instead of 7pm when her shift actually started. Getting the bus an hour earlier meant hitting the peak of the rush hour and the bus was standing room only.

Azure was not allowed to choose her own clothes or what to wear. Raven had replaced Magenta in picking out her daily outfits. She had sent Azure shopping with Ash (another of the club performers that Azure had been told she had to obey) to get new clothes to accommodate her new chest. At least with Ash she was able to contribute a tiny influence on what was selected for her – something that would not have occurred if Magenta or Raven had been present.

So, Azure now had a collection of push-up bras in leather and latex that made her breasts look enormous on her narrow frame, and an assortment of crop tops that could contain her bust but which displayed her Tramp Stamp tattoo. In response to her request for some warm and waterproof outerwear to get her through the winter, she now had a coat in transparent plastic that was knee length and closed with a broad belt around the waist. The top half could be worn with a plunging V-neck and wide lapels, or the lapels could unfold across her chest and be fastened at her left shoulder, wrapping the collar tight around her neck.

She wanted waterproof and she got waterproof, but the coat was as clear as glass, showing everything underneath, and it had a hat to match, and an umbrella – one of those bowl-shaped ones that was transparent too. What use they would have when it got really cold, she was yet to find out, but she suspected not a lot.

The first time she had worn the coat had been a strange experience and she was still struggling to come to terms with it. It made her feel even more vulnerable and objectified. She could hide nothing and it drew even more attention to her – something she couldn’t have imagined was possible.

Today was a dry, chilly December day, but not bitterly cold. She was wearing the coat, belted tightly, with the lapels back, revealing her cleavage. Raven had chosen a black latex half-cup bra that both lifted and pushed together her breasts. This created a prodigious bosom that looked even larger than it was.

On top of the bra was a black latex top that terminated just under her breasts. It had two panels, shaped like right-angle triangles, that covered about half her breasts diagonally, creating a deep V shape in the centre. The rest of the confection was just straps, crossing over on her upper chest and across her back. Her nipples with their large barbell piercings were clearly defined through the rubber. She was wearing her black leather mini-skirt with the front panel of laces and her five-inch needle heeled thigh boots that form fitted her legs.

Her face was heavily and dramatically made-up, eyes dark to match her outfit and enhanced by false lashes. Lips painted in Lust red with a double coating of gloss to ensure they glistened perpetually. Underneath her lower lip, centrally located, was a large chrome ball, evidence of her labret piercing.

Earlier this morning she had been at the hairdressers, which she visited once a fortnight, to keep the hair at her back and sides clippered down to stubble. This time she had also had the top trimmed and her roots dyed. Most of her hair was platinum blonde, but at the very front it was coloured bright blue, with blue highlights in the longer (but still short) hair across the top of her head. It was no different from the first time Crimzon had sent her to get it cut; it was just a reset.

The wide belt, pulled tight around the coat, pressed closely against the tattoo in the small of her back, almost framing it and stopping the plastic from flexing, so the image was perfectly displayed to anyone behind her.

Azure knew she looked like a walking wet dream. More than that, she knew she was a walking wet dream. You got exactly what the packaging said.

As was normal, most of the male eyes on the bus popped out on stalks. Most of the women scowled at her or went wide-eyed with shock. Girls were different, much less judgemental, interested in her. One day, she knew, some old guy with a dodgy ticker was going to pop his clogs at sight of her!

There were no free seats, as others piled on behind her she had to step further into the bus. With each stop the bus got more crowded. The plus of this was she got lost among the bodies and didn’t stick out quite so much. The minus was now men (she assumed it was men, though often she never got to see) had plenty of opportunities to accidentally-on-purpose bump against her bum or her breasts, and when her stop came and she had to push her way out, she was fair game for surreptitious gropes.

Walking the streets was more of the same. The sound of her heels on the pavement drew eyes as much as if she had a flashing beacon on her head. Phones would be raised in her direction for a quick picture. Azure guessed she was photographed, on average, four times on each journey to the club (those that she noticed, anyway.)

She also got propositioned for sex in exchange for money at least once on every journey now that the nights had closed in and she was travelling in the dark – mistaken for a streetwalker. She had mentioned this to Raven, who had laughed. But, just to prove to Azure that everything she said and did was passed on to Crimzon, the red one had sent her a text message the next day instructing her to thank anyone who propositioned her and to tell them she was flattered, then to give them one of her Le Moulin Noir cards, inviting them along to the club.

Azure had learnt to keep her distance from groups of young men. They were genuinely scary and she did fear for her safety at times if she got caught up with them. They would try to out-macho each other and things could escalate very quickly from verbal assaults to physical contact. The club gave all the women a panic alarm and a can of pepper spray (which Azure was pretty sure wasn’t legal) and she had been forced to draw the can twice from her handbag and threaten to use it to get out of difficult situations. Now she kept observant and quickly crossed the road well in advance. She even took wrong turns deliberately if it was necessary.

With the early winter nights, she had thought the public transport rule would be dropped, especially after she signed the twelve-month contract and had the boob job. She was now an asset to them that they had a significant investment in. Why would they want to jeopardize their return on the investment by putting it unnecessarily at risk? Was she over-dramatizing the danger? It was still the rush hour and there were plenty of people around. She guessed that given all the other humiliations and degradations they had inflicted upon her during this hazing period, she should expect nothing less.

Then there was the god squad. They fell into two camps. Those who would harangue and berate her, invoking their deity and warning of the hellfire that would engulf her for eternity – that had only happened to her three times. Or those who were softly spoken, earnest and slightly creepy and wanted to give her pamphlets and phone numbers, trying with different levels of success to hide their pity, desperate to save her soul. The second type was much more common, especially on Saturdays, when they seemed to congregate in the city centre.

The club was down a dead-end street, but the huge, brightly coloured sign could be seen from the main road. The outline of the black windmill was surrounded by yellow, red and blue lights that flashed. It was difficult to miss.

As she arrived at Le Moulin Noir there were a couple of punters hanging around just up the street, having a last smoke before they entered the club. One of them dropped his fag and ground it out under foot as she strutted past him, following her down to the entrance. He asked if he could have a photo with her.

Photos and filming were strictly prohibited inside the club, though plenty tried their luck with their phones, only to find them pulled from their hands by the security team. If they got something before they were caught, they had to delete it before they got the phone back. That would be their one and only chance. Second time offenders were banned from the club, and often, in the melee of their expulsion, the phone got dropped and accidentally-on-purpose trodden on by a heavy boot. Experienced punters knew it wasn’t worth the trouble.

Outside the club and in the foyer, photos were actively encouraged – if you could catch the women arriving or leaving - partly to reduce the temptation to try inside. But mostly, though, it was about cultivating a fan base for the performers and the waitresses, thereby extracting more money from the punters – drawing them back to the club and increasing the size of their tips. Photos of the women were even available inside, printed off to order in the size required (A5 to A2) personalized and signed by the lady in question.

Azure had her photos taken last week under the lights on the main stage. She had spent a quarter of an hour posing in different ways (in her uniform, of course.) From tonight, four of the poses would be available to buy – she didn’t know which ones, she had no say in choosing the images that would be used.

It was the first time Azure had been asked for a photo and she was surprised – she hadn’t done a night on the floor with her new breasts yet. She flashed her best smile.

“Of course you can, sir!”

Dougie was the bouncer on the door who took the photo in the brightly lit foyer. The guy was quite shy. Azure put her arms around his neck and leant against him, pouting at the phone. They were standing in front of a massive image of Crimzon that dominated the foyer. Her fire engine red hair cascading about her, breasts thrusting out invitingly in a red leather bra. She was the star performer.

“Catch me inside later, sir! I look forward to it!”

Azure descended the steps into the club, past a poster of Raven in black and purple PVC and the new poster of Magenta. Azure had replaced Magenta as waitress, allowing Magenta to be promoted to performer.

While Azure had been getting her new breasts, Magenta had been upgrading her own. She had completely transformed herself. She had big tits before, but proportional, now they were colossal and she was a small woman, so they looked bizarre. She had also had her lips enhanced and they were equally large. Her hair had got extensions, giving her a thick platinum mane that reached to her waist. She was unrecognizable as the woman that had taught Azure most of what she knew. Azure was perplexed at the changes; Magenta had been one of the more natural looking women at the club and now everything about her looked fake.

The poster really played up her image as a bimbo, wearing a shocking pink rubber dress, her hands pushing her breasts up towards the viewer, her gross lips puckered in a kiss. She had a big pink bow in her hair. Even the concept of Magenta as a bimbo was a fake; she was far from an airhead.




Azure’s new breasts were taking some getting used to. They reduced her downward vision quite a lot, they added a significant extra weight to her chest and reduced her mobility. The push-up bras that Ash had chosen for her wouldn’t hold her in if she ran or jumped in them, so she always had to think about her movements. For the gym, she needed a new, strong support bra to work out in. Trying to run without the bra was not a good idea.

She was still perpetually aware of them. Moving around the club topless, always provocatively bouncing them with her strutting, made her conscious of them most of all. After a while, their motion became physically uncomfortable. She was hoping this would improve over time as her body accommodated to them. Despite all this, she still loved them. She knew she looked sensational and they made her feel very feminine. They increased her confidence

Tonight, her new breasts would be available to the staff for the first time. There had been a lottery among the bouncers to decide who got to break them in with her first tittyfuck – that was the kind of culture among the bouncers.

Azure knocked on the security locker room door at exactly 6pm as she had been directed, floor ready. Her uniform, that had once been such a source of humiliation for her, was now inextricably part of her identity, she spent so much of her life in it. It disturbed her that she now regarded it as a fundamental part of her. How quickly she had been conditioned to accept it.

She straightened her tie, which was coloured a vivid blue to match the headband and the five-inch stiletto heeled ankle boots. The tie lead to a shirt collar – but without the shirt! That was all she wore above the waist. She wore similar shirt cuffs around her wrists. The skirt was made of black rubber and fitted skin-tight, defining her buttocks separately, and was micro-short, barely covering her bum. Written in fluorescent blue to match her tie, one word on each buttock, was Spank Me! Over this was her white latex apron that gave her slightly more coverage of her thighs in front and tied in a bow at the back. Black fishnet stockings completed the outfit.

Dale Jones, the club’s head of security, opened the door, leering at her chest as he ushered her in. As top dog, he always got first dibs, even the winner of the lottery had to wait his turn. She struggled to understand his excitement. He had worked here for years; he must have plied his way through dozens of women in that time. So many breasts! There was nothing special about hers – they were fake, the same as all the other women here – and she was probably still the smallest breasted, albeit no longer on her own. She was now a match for three or four of the others, but most were still bigger than her.

“Kneel on the sofa, facing me.”

“Yes, sir.”

This locker room was now very familiar territory for Azure, she was sent here for use by the bouncers most days. It didn’t stop her shuddering at the dubious hygiene, however. The sofa and the rug in front of it were covered in stains, mostly spilt coffee, but given what they were used for every day, plenty of other unpleasant stuff.

Dale buckled leather cuffs around her wrists; over the top of her uniform cuffs. Then he tied ropes from the cuffs to the back legs of the sofa, pulling her arms away from her body and behind her, thrusting her chest out.

“Lean further forward.”

Azure obeyed, curving her spine. Her breasts were now just a few inches from Dale’s crotch.

“It’s been a long wait!”

He cupped her breasts in his large hands, squeezing them, before pushing them together and watching them bounce off one another. Then he started working on her nipples until they were achingly hard and sticking out like corks in wine bottles. He couldn’t resist twisting and pulling on the barbells mounted in the them.

“At last you’re a real woman and look like the hussy you really are!”

He yanked her tie a couple of times, before lifting it over her shoulder and tucking it into the back of her collar. He moved across to the coffee table and squirted a large blob of lube into his hand, before standing back in front of her.

Dale was a huge man, six five and powerfully built, of Afro-Caribbean ethnicity and he towered over Azure’s narrow frame. She knew from experience that his cock was in proportion to the rest of him.

“It’s taken some time and work, but I finally get to use the last of your useful parts!” He laughed at his own joke.

He pressed the lube into her cleavage, spreading it up and down the inside of her breasts.

“And I get to give you your first tit-fuck, just like I gave you your first arse fuck and first throat fuck!”

He dropped his trousers and his boxers, revealing a quarter erect penis still hanging down.

“Your rack looks great; you must be pleased with them?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Still on the small side, though. Shame you can’t go bigger on the first upgrade. Something else to look forward to when you’re turned into a proper top-heavy bitch!” He laughed again.

Azure shuddered at the thought.

Dale started hitting her breasts with his cock, pressing it onto her nipples. He soon had it standing upright. He slipped a condom on it, which surprised Azure. She was expecting tit-fucks to be bareback. That would at least make things a lot less messy.

He slipped his bobbing member into her cleavage, grabbed a breast in each hand and pressed them together, burying his glans inside her flesh. He partly moved his cock up and down, and partly moved her breasts up and down. His shaft slid easily through the lubricated tunnel that had been created.

“Hummm! That feels good!”

He pressed her mammaries harder against his penis, uncomfortably so, and increased his thrusts. At the same time, his thumbs pressed down sharply on her nipples and manipulated them, sending sparks of pleasure through her breasts.

“Push forward! Arch your back more! I shouldn’t need to keep telling you!”

“I’m sorry, sir.”

“Show me how much you want to please me with these tits!”

Azure renewed her efforts.

“And keep your eyes on mine. Show me how much you appreciate having your tits wrapped around my dick!”

Azure gave her best smouldering look, her open-mouthed pout.

“Much better! Every little movement, everything you do 100% of the time, is to make yourself the hottest piece of arse on the planet, understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

Dale kept his eyes on hers as he crushed her breasts around his cock, thrusting up and down with increasing intensity. Still his thumbs played with her nipples, arousing her. Every time she thought she had reached the limit to her sexual objectification, they would do something new to show she had way further to go yet, and always they would give her pleasure, make her like it, as well.

Dale was breathing harder, eyes becoming more intense.

“What do you want to be?”

“The hottest piece of arse on the planet at all times, sir.”

“I want to see you deliver on that!”

“Yes, sir.”

His hips were really pumping now and his fingers were hurting her. She pushed forward as much as her bound wrists allowed, keeping eye contact with him, forming her mouth into a round hole, showing him her tongue piercings. His movements became frenetic and he started to pant.

“Arrhh!”

Dale went stiff, nails biting into her breast flesh, as he came.

It was the quickest Dale had ever cum while using Azure. It looked like she had found his weak link, he usually fucked like a machine. He really was excited by her breasts.

He stepped back, mercifully releasing his grip on her boobs. She dropped her eyes, worried they would be damaged by such maltreatment. She was relieved to see they looked OK, except for some red marks. Though she thought the staff weren’t allowed to leave marks on areas of the body that would be visible to the punters.

“I’ll be checking with the other guys to make sure they got a tit-fuck from the hottest piece of arse on the planet, otherwise you’ll be in trouble!”

Dale winked at her as he left.

Azure was left on her knees on the couch, helpless, arms still tied to the back legs of the sofa.

Graham entered the locker room a couple of minutes later. He was the deputy head of security, so also got to access her before the lottery winner. She had never managed to get a handle on him. He barely ever spoke a word to her – or to any of the other women, from what she could gather. He looked like her image of a typical psychopath with his brutish face and hard, cold eyes, but he had been less rough with her than the other security guys.

He nodded to her.

“Hello, sir. Would you like to fuck my tits?”

He grunted. Took her breasts into his hands and squeezed them, much more moderately than Dale had. Azure groaned, leaning forward as far as she could, straining her arms. She didn’t want to give Dale any excuse to give her a belting, she had to be hot stuff. Graham thrummed her nipples, which sent a wave of pleasure through her.

Then he was undoing his fly and pulling out his half-erect cock. He soon had it erect enough to get the condom on. He slid into her cleavage, which was still slick with lube, and pressed her breasts around his moderately sized member (that was being kind.) He immediately started taking deep strokes that took his glans from the bottom of her breasts to poking out the top.

Azure kept working at keeping her eyes on his, but he only occasionally glanced up to meet hers while he played her breasts quite skilfully. It was actually pleasurable for Azure, so it was easy for her to murmur ohs and ahs. Only as he worked up to his orgasm did he press harder and cause her some discomfort. As he came, she felt his cock spasming and glanced down to see the bulb at the top of the condom expanding with his cum.

“Oh! Thank you, sir!” She breathed.

“Thanks.”

Within seconds he was gone. If only the other bouncers were as easy as him.

Next in was Dougie, the actual winner of the lottery – though Azure couldn’t understand how sloppy thirds was in any way a win. She had already spoken with him in the foyer.

“Why didn’t you tell me, sir!”

Dougie was Scottish. She guessed he was still in his twenties and he had only been on the security team slightly longer than Azure had been working at the club. At six foot he was one of the smaller bouncers, but he was still powerfully built. He had cold grey eyes but was probably the friendliest of the security guys; not yet jaded enough to have forgotten that the women were human beings. Not that he ever let that stop him getting what he wanted out of Azure.

“No, no, no! This is not how I want you, lass!”

He immediately removed the cuffs from her wrists and helped to massage some movement back into her arms.

“I want you to do the tittyfuck, I thought that was the whole point!”

Azure continued to flex her elbows and shoulders. Dougie dropped a condom between her thighs.

“I want you to give me the best tittyfuck I’ve ever had! Can you do that, Lass?”

“Yes, sir.”

No pressure then!

“Great set of knockers you’ve got there, now. Proud of ‘em?”

“I am, sir.”

“You know, seeing you arrive at the club earlier in that outfit, showing those new tits off, gave me a stiffy there and then! You’re as hot as any of the girls here now, lass!”

“Thank you, sir.”

Azure unzipped Dougie’s fly and reached in. He was already pretty hard and she struggled to get his cock out of his briefs and through the small hole. His penis was longer than average and pretty thick, too. She squeezed it in her palm, her fingers pinching his glans through his foreskin.

He grabbed a handful of her hair.

“Take it easy, lass! I don’t want it to be over before we start!”

“Sorry, sir.”

She released it to unwrap the condom. Standing free, the cock bobbed excitedly of its own volition. It had a real exaggerated banana curve to it, which together with its girth, she knew from experience, made it bloody hard to deep throat.

She rolled the condom on. She could smell it was strawberry flavoured.

“Did you want me to wet it in my mouth first, sir?”

“That’s right, lass. Get it all sloppy.”

Performing fellatio on a condom covered dick was disgusting. It was something Azure had struggled to come to terms with, as the club rules required use of a condom, no exceptions. But she would have rather given head on a bare cock. The mixture of lube and rubber was a foul taste. Flavoured condoms were marginally better.

She took the head into her mouth, slowly working down the shaft until it hit her throat. She pasted as much saliva onto the tool as she could, then lifted her head, shifted her knees over the edge of the sofa and pushed the glistening cock between her breasts. She remembered the lessons Dale had given her, arching her back, thrusting her chest forward, wrapping her boobs around the cock. The banana shape actually made the tit-fuck easier.

She began to move her breasts up and down and also to bounce up and down from her knees. When she was confident she had the cock under control, she met Dougie’s eyes with her practiced look. She pressed her boobs tighter against his dick.

He gasped.

“You’re a fantasy come to life, lassie, so you are!”

Although Dougie had told her to do all the work, his excitement got the better of him and he started thrusting into her cleavage, which made her job much easier.

“I hope my new tits feel as good as they look, sir?”

“Aye, lass, don’t worry about that!”

“Your beautiful cock feels wonderful against them! Thank you, sir!”

“I still can’t believe I got to go first!”

Both his hands grabbed her hair now and he started yanking, pulling her up and down.

Azure pressed her breasts harder still against his cock and a minute later he cried out. He came so hard she could feel him ejaculating through her breasts. His orgasm lasted an age, he was really turned on.

Breathing heavily, he eventually straightened up and Azure let go of her breasts. His cock was still twitching in her cleavage. Dougie finally let go of her hair. He cupped her face, his eyes sparkling.

“One of these days, you’ll have to come home with me for the night, lassie. These snatched moments are too brief!”

Azure did not like that idea.

“You’ll need to speak to the boss about that, sir!”

“Aye.” His face took on a gloomy expression. “Maybe we can have another lottery to have you for the whole night?”

“That would be great, sir!” She lied.

Azure eased the condom off his shrinking manhood and tied a knot in it.

Twenty minutes later, Azure was on the floor of the club, very conscious of the extra weight on her chest as she slipped between the seats, and trying to adjust to the new way she had to hold the drinks trays further away from her body. She had needed to use some make-up on her breasts to cover up the marks left by Dale. But, overall, she had a new found confidence, no longer the target of barbed comments and insults, her nights had been made significantly easier.

Very quickly she was called to the table of the guy who had asked for a photo outside. He produced an A4 picture for her to sign. It was the first time she had seen one of her promotional images. The shot was of her breasts and above, face on. Her hands were behind her head, pushing her tits to the fore and she wore that sexy, pouty smile created by her enhanced lips that glistened lust red. She liked it. She looked stunning, super-hot, desirable.

It was hard to believe it was her, though.  It was less than three months since she had met Crimzon as a shy, bookish nerd. If someone put a picture of her old self alongside this one, most people would not think they could be the same person. And in a sense, they weren’t. How much of the old Charlotte Cain was left, both physically and figuratively?

She wrote on the photograph:

To Ant, with all my love, Azure XXX

She had her first fan as a sex object!


2: Flame Red

“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.”

“Come on! How often have we had someone who lets us do whatever we want to her?”

Turq gave Azure another zap.

“Just because you can, doesn’t mean you do! Have another go later when we’ve finished our fun.”

Raven took the box out of Turq’s hand and pulled the plug out of the wall.

“Shit, Raven!”

“Turq! Crimzon’s coming by later. If she thinks we’re not treating her right she’ll place her somewhere else and you won’t have access to her at all. Is that what you want?”

Azure, panting for breath around her gag, in a haze of pain, her head burning under the rubber helmet, took several seconds to process the words. Crimzon would be here! Her heart pounded even harder.

“Why don’t you queen her while I get the candles ready?”

Queening really was the favourite pastime on these Sunday afternoon sessions as a means for oral sex. Azure was used to it. Turq was wearing a pair of leather chaps that left her buttocks and groin uncovered and a leather halter that held her breasts high on her chest. She leaned over Azure and reached under her helmeted head to unfasten the gag. Azure flexed her jaw as the device was removed. She always responded powerfully when Turq used her, no matter how cruel she was. Azure had quickly become a prisoner of her own sexuality.

Turq climbed over Azure’s Y-shaped form, face towards her splayed feet. Azure filled her lungs as the brown buttocks blocked out the light and the dark labia spread open over her mouth. Her metal laden tongue probed out, tasting the familiar flavour of the black waitress. Azure had eaten out Turq so many times now, she knew exactly what she responded to.

Turq rocked back periodically, putting her full weight on Azure’s skull, as she gave the woman underneath her chances to grab a breath, pushing her nose deep into Turq’s buttock cleft, filling her nostrils with Turq’s musky anal scent. Then Turq pivoted forward again, allowing Azure to push fully into the hot, wet vulva and work her magic with her tongue studs.

The position had the psychological effect intended on Azure, who was totally helpless with her arms under her, chained legs leaving her own sex completely exposed, at the mercy of Turq’s whims. Controlled in every way, reduced to an object of sexual function, sat upon. She was very conscious of being in her place, humbled to her fundamental core. It only turned her on even more.

Azure felt the electrical clips being removed from her nipple bars. The touches were too gentle to be Turq’s, it must be Ash. Then she cried out into Turq’s pussy as the bars were twisted viciously, wrenching her nipples. That was Turq’s fingers at work. Now there were other fingers busy, tender, inside her pussy, making her squirm in pleasure – very definitely Ash. Her breasts were slapped, something she would have to get used to, they were a substantial target now. Azure concentrated on getting Turq to cum.

When Turq eventually climbed off her, Azure was writhing in arousal as Ash continued to work on her pussy and clit. Her mouth, lips and chin were thick with Turq’s juices, her eyes struggling to accommodate to the renewed brightness. She saw Turq pull Ash away from between her legs, making her kneel to clean Turq up with her mouth, leaving Azure high and dry, unable to satisfy the powerful need that had been created. She whined in frustration.

Almost immediately, Raven climbed onto the bed and sat astride Azure, resting her bare bum on Azure’s hips. She was wearing knee-high black boots and a black quarter-cup leather bra that thrust her huge breasts forward. Her long black hair hung around her like a curtain. As always, she sported the goth look in overdrive, pale foundation, heavy black make-up around the eyes. Today her lips were purple. With her oval shaped face and long nose, she so looked like a witch to Azure, which added to her fear of the Geordie. Despite her dread of Raven’s latent sadism, she still found her hot and exciting.

Raven leaned forward, her hair brushing across Azure’s breasts, until her face was above Azure’s.

“What kind of girl just lays there with another girl’s pussy juice all over her face?”

The goth dragged her finger across Azure’s lips, collecting Turq’s secretions on to it. She raised the finger to her nose and sniffed. Her other hand slapped Azure’s rubber covered cheek. It wasn’t a hard slap, but against the latex is sounded loud.

“I asked you a question, pet?”

“A lesbo slut, Miss Raven.”

“Not an exclusive lesbian, I hear. Takes a real dick in all her holes with a rare eagerness. Doesn’t sound like a dyke to me! Just sounds like a slut desperate to fuck anything that moves! That sounds about right, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

Raven held the juice laden finger up to Azure’s artificially enhanced lips, looking particularly pouty and swollen after having Turq’s pussy grinding on them a short while ago. Azure opened to take the finger into the pink warmth of her mouth.

“Lick it all up, waste not, want not!”

Raven continued to use her finger to mop clean Turq’s mess and feed it to Azure, who obediently sucked and licked and swallowed.

“Who tastes better, me or Turquoise?”

“You do, Miss Raven.”

“You’re just saying that cuz I’m on top of you! If Turq was in my place you would say her!”

“I speak the truth, Miss Raven.”

Raven put her head right down and kissed Azure. Azure loved the way the helmet’s tight grip around her mouth squeezed her lips out like a blooming flower, it seemed to make them more sensitive. The kiss lasted minutes, the tang of Turq’s pussy adding extra spice. The two women’s breasts ground against each other. Azure was desperate to be finished off after being left hanging earlier, but sensed that wouldn’t be happening any time soon.

When Raven eventually withdrew, she was smiling.

“If you think that kiss is gonna save your tits from their baptism of fire, you’re out of luck! I’m gonna bury your nipples in dripping hot wax. Just remember, tomorrow, when the punters tug your sore nips, it was a present from me!”

Raven laughed as she sat back, fingers from both hands working over Azure’s nipples. They were rock hard, painfully erect.

“It’s gonna be a long afternoon for you. We’re all gonna have a turn. It’s gotta be memorable, your rebirth as the real deal – A big titted nympho slut!

She pinched Azure’s nipples hard, causing the helmeted woman to whimper.

“Let’s make sure your nips are nice and big and ready, so that hot wax gets into every pore and you really feel it!”

Raven lifted herself off Azure’s hips and shimmied backwards.

“Ash, get your head between her legs and start eating me out. And take it slow! I’m gonna take my time and enjoy this!”

Azure could see Ash, on her back, sliding head first between her wide-spread legs. Ash didn’t stop until the top of her head was pressed into Azure’s groin, her silky hair tickling Azure’s exposed pussy. Raven lowered her hips again and Ash disappeared from sight.

Turq carefully passed over the first of the fat candles, the flame flickering as it moved through the air.

“This has been burning for quite a while, should be plenty of melt in there!” Raven exclaimed as she took hold of it.

Azure eyed it with terror, but she couldn’t move a muscle. She looked down the length of her posture collar to her breasts, they seemed so big at that moment, standing proud, even though she was on her back.

“Now listen, Az! We’re gonna do this without a gag, but you have to keep it down. If you make too much noise, we will clamp your tongue, and that will hurt, capiche?”

Azure’s eyes were wide, still glued to the candle.

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

“And don’t look at the candle, look at me!”

Turq reached across the bed, pinching the tip of Azure’s left nipple and then lifting it, stretching it towards her head, exposing the underside of her areola. Raven immediately tipped over the candle, dripping hot wax directly on to the stretched goose-bumps.

Azure kept her mouth clamped shut, hissing and moaning. Her torso leapt up off the bed instinctively at the agonizing burning.

“Perfect!”

Raven evidently pleased she had hit her intended target.

Turq pulled the nipple in the other direction, elongating it, expanding the top part of Azure’s areola. Raven tilted the candle. The hot wax hit its target again.

Azure’s scream was high pitched, but she kept her mouth shut and muffled the noise. She wriggled like a hooked fish until the wax cooled. So the method was repeated left and right. Azure was forced to open her mouth to pant. Her only movement was to lift her breasts higher, thrusting them towards the candle. She had no option; it was all she could do. She gasped for air, tears pooling in her eyes.

“Cry baby, already! We’ve hardly started!”

Turq let go of the nipple and Raven tipped out a steady stream that hit the top of the nipple, the wax forming a star shape as it formed channels across the top of her breast, sliding across her skin like lava from a volcano, then drying to a crust.

Azure shrieked, the tears now spilling out of her eyes. The more she stiffened and writhed, the more she exposed her nipples and breasts.

“Final warning! Quiet!”

Raven started dripping onto the parts of the areola that were still clear of wax, until her nipples and their bars and the whole top of her breast was covered in a carapace of hard, red wax.

“The way you keep lifting your tits towards the wax, anyone would think you want some more! Do you want some more, Az?”

“Only if it pleases you, Miss Raven.” Azure wept.

“Yes, it does, very much!”

Raven turned the candle sharply, draining the remaining liquid wax across the left breast, drawing shapes. Then she handed the used candle back to Turq and waited to receive the fresh one. She ground her vulva onto Ash’s face.

“Full throttle now, Ash! Make me cum!”

Impetuously, Raven dropped her head down again to kiss Azure.

“You look really sexy when you cry! But I guess you look really sexy doing just about anything!”

She sat back up again, her hips squirming to the ministrations of Ash’s tongue. She gasped.

“OK! Let’s do the other breast!”

As Raven became more excited and her hips less steady, she became less accurate on Azure’s right breast, but Turq seemed to be pulling harder on this nipple, stretching it further and it hurt Azure more as the nipple and areola became buried, only now the wax was splashing across a wider area, between her breasts, above them. Azure was screaming and panting, writhing.

Raven’s own screams began to rival Azure’s as she came, both figures squirming and bouncing on the mattress but for entirely different reasons. What liquid wax remained in the candle splattered uncontrollably across Azure’s torso.




Azure lay still, her arms crushed underneath her had long ago gone numb, though her shoulders still ached. After Raven had cum, they had fixed the clamp to her tongue as threatened, she was making too much noise. It fitted like a vice, one clamp above, one below, they placed it in the space between the barbell in the tip of her tongue and the stud midway back. The clamps had blunt spikes on them that bit painfully into the muscle as the clamps were tightened. It hurt, and it held her tongue stretched out of her mouth, which also hurt, as the clamp was several inches wide, lying across her face.

The helmet was so hot and uncomfortable, she just wanted to rip it off.

She looked down again at her breasts. As far as she could see, the top half of both breasts were completely covered in hardened red wax, but she couldn’t see around the bottom. After Raven, Turq had a go. They picked off the wax on her nipple and around her areola, forming a basin or crater in the crust of red, which Turq proceeded to fill with molten wax from a new candle, dropping it directly onto her nipple until the hole was filled.

Her nipples were more tender and sensitive the second time around, and the consolation of the tongue clamp meant Azure didn’t have to worry about keeping quiet any more, but could scream at the pain as hard as she liked.

After Turq, even Ash had a go, again scraping out the wax around her nipples. They were so tender now, Azure just wanted to curl into a ball to protect them, but she was still helplessly bound and unable to move at all.

Despite it all, she was still so turned on. They had teased her pussy intermittently, keeping her in a high state of arousal. They had all got off themselves, one way or another, but none had given her a sexual release. Now they were drinking and eating over the other side of the studio. She felt tears welling in her eyes again. Surely she couldn’t cry anymore?

Movement of the curtain separating the bed area caught Azure’s gaze and then there stood Crimzon. Azure closed her eyes for a few moments before opening them again, to be sure she wasn’t hallucinating.

“Hi!”

It was so long since Crimzon had spoken to her. She looked as stunning as ever. Skin tight red leather as always. Leggings ran beneath boots that almost reached her crotch, a top that had an oval cut-out to display her heavy cleavage, a wide belt cinched around her waist and gloves on her hands. Her hair was loose, tumbling over her shoulders and down her back, the colour matching her clothes. Azure’s stomach did flips, as it always did in her presence.

Crimzon sauntered over to the bed, her hips rolling languidly, the sound of her boots rubbing together at her thighs was a soft sensual accompaniment. Her eyes ran over Azure top to toe and back again.

“You look a right mess! They’ve really worked you over!”

She looked at what was left of the candles on the bedside table. She struck a match and lit them again.

“Which will do you good. You have to understand how low you must go, exactly what your place is, before I fully accept you as mine. And you have made outstanding progress, you are close to being ready for me!”

She put her fingers on to Azure’s rubber covered cheek and stroked it.

“I love the helmet! It removes your identity and your individuality, reinforcing your objectification as an instrument for sexual gratification. And it turns your mouth into just another sexual organ!”

She ran her palm up the side of Azure’s face, across the top of her skull.

“Good! Raven’s treating you right! The move from Magenta’s came at just the right time. You obviously need a very firm hand.”

Crimzon turned her attention to Azure’s corset, running a gloved hand around the narrowest part. The metal stays meant that Azure could barely feel the touch at all.

“Raven has good instincts; the corset looks spectacular! You will have to get used to wearing one a lot more, especially now you have the tits for a dramatic hourglass!”

Her hand slid down further, cupping Azure’s vulva. She pressed hard on it, rubbing it.

Azure groaned.

“Are you pleased to see me?”

Azure couldn’t nod her head because of the posture collar, she couldn’t speak because of the tongue clamp. She made noises that she hoped conveyed positivity.

“I’ve some important things to discuss with you, so I’m going to go and have a drink while they clean you up a bit. See you in a while, don’t go away!”

As Crimzon disappeared, all Azure could think about was that one line:

you are close to being ready for me!

It was the first time Crimzon had verbally acknowledged that Azure was succeeding, that she would get to be with her. Her heart soared! She had given so much, suffered so much, to finally hear that was overwhelming! First the tattoo and now this. She was reaching her goal! Tears came to her eyes once more. Dare she believe?

Of course, it was Ash that was sent to clean Azure up. The others were alphas; at least away from the club. First, she removed the tongue clamp. Azure groaned in pain as she drew her tongue back into her mouth. Ash had a can of Diet 7up. She lifted Azure’s head as high as she could – which was not very far at all – and then carefully let the restricted woman sip out of the can. Azure’s mouth was dry and full of the taste of the pussy she had been eating. She was thirsty and the cold fizz was like nectar. She wanted bigger mouthfuls, but sensibly, Ash only let a trickle in at a time, given the position of her head, and took the drink away completely before she had quenched her thirst.

Next, Ash produced a Tesco Clubcard, which she used to chip away all the wax from Azure’s breasts and torso. She couldn’t resist playing with the nipples sat so prominently – and invitingly – displayed by the bound woman’s position. Azure couldn’t remember them ever being more tender, despite the abuse they had taken in the last few months. Ash’s fingers felt like sandpaper. Then Ash had produced a dustpan and brush to clean up the mess all over Azure’s torso and the bed.

It all happened in silence, not a word spoken between them. Ash again let Azure drink from the can, before giving her a deep kiss. Ash was a wonderful, sensual kisser, and Azure felt a new stirring in her loins. She wanted it to last longer, But Ash withdrew, smiling, her eyes sparkling.

Finally, Ash repaired Azure’s make-up, which after copious tears and rough queenings was an unsightly mess. Soon her lips were a glossy Lust red perfection again. It was oddly sensual and erotic to be made-up by another beautiful woman while being bound completely helpless. Azure could feel that Ash was applying the eye make-up even thicker than she usually did herself, her eyes felt caked and heavy when she was finished.

At last Ash spoke.

“I’ve always thought you didn’t go far enough with your eye make-up. You’re the most natural, complete slut I’ve ever met, you should be proud to show it. You do in other ways, but your eyes always need more. See what you think?”

Ash held a mirror up, showing Azure her blue latex face with just eyes and lips visible. Black shadow and mascara had been trowelled on. It did look sultry but there was something generic and crude about it, overpowering the eyes, reducing the personality that came from them. Azure supposed that was the intention.

“You don’t like it.” Ash said, disappointed.

“What’s going on here?” Crimzon had reappeared through the curtain.

“Hi Crimzon! I’ve just tweaked Azure’s eye make-up a bit. I’ve always thought she didn’t go heavy enough and I thought I would use the opportunity to show her, but she doesn’t like it!”

Crimzon’s lithe, gymnastic frame vaulted onto the bed in an effortless, elegant movement. She sat herself on Azure’s hips, legs either side of her. She leaned forward until her head was a foot above Azure’s.

“Why would you ask her? It doesn’t matter whether she likes it or not. If you think it’s right for her, that’s how she must apply it!”

Crimzon’s leather covered hands cupped Azure’s face. She moved left and right, studying Azure’s eyes thoughtfully.

“You’re right! That look does suit her better. Good spot, Ash! That’s how you will do your eyes in future. Clear?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“Good job, Ash. Thanks!”

“Oh, it was fun! She’s such a doll!” Ash giggled. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Az!”

Ash collected her stuff and left.

“That’s a perfect example of why you are not quite ready for me, yet. There is still a small part of you that hasn’t accepted fully what a base slut you are. That final step of self-awareness is still missing. If you learn a new way to make yourself even sluttier, you embrace it, you celebrate it, you project it. You don’t even have to think about it… But you’re not quite there yet, are you?”

“No, Miss Crimzon. Sorry, Miss Crimzon.”

“But it’s only been two and a half months, and the transformation in you has been astounding! You look fantastic! The exciting, gorgeous, vivacious, crudely sexual slut that I want you to be. I’m told you have an insatiable cunt, always wet, always ready!”

Leaning backwards, Crimzon’s gloved hand cupped Azure’s vulva, pressing and rubbing. Azure moaned a long hum of pleasure, her hips twitching, trying ineffectually to increase the pressure.

Crimzon spanked the pussy. It was only once but it hurt and Azure gasped.

“Bad girl! That’s another issue we have to sort out. You should be 100% focused on my pleasure, not on getting your own – that’s incidental. I think we’ve let you cum too much. That will have to stop. You should only be allowed a cum when you really deserve one, not when you want one!”

She put her hand back to Azure’s labia, this time fingers pushed through, brushing Azure’s clitoris, causing her to shiver and squirm, before delving deep into her tunnel. Crimson retracted the two fingers and held them in front of Azure’s face. They were thickly coated in several hours of unsated arousal.

“Certainly gagging for it! Don’t be ashamed of that, it’s what I want.”

Crimzon put the fingers to Azure’s mouth and she obediently opened and took them in, dragging her own pussy juice off the leather with her tongue. She welcomed the opportunity to be able to worship Crimzon, even if it was only her fingers, and she was disappointed when the redhead took them back.

Crimzon’s hands grabbed Azure’s breasts. She felt them up, squeezed them, pummelled the nipples with her thumbs.

“Your tits look great! I’m glad you had them done. But it was important that it was your decision and not mine, that you recognized you needed them. You are now a big titted, fat lipped, pierced and tattooed slut, quite different from the shy wallflower following me with her doe eyes just a few weeks ago. Tell me yourself, acknowledge what you are!”

“I’m a big titted, fat lipped, pierced and tattooed slut, Miss Crimzon.”

“Yes, you are!”

Crimzon lowered her head and kissed Azure. It was a long, dominating kiss that caused Azure to squirm with arousal. The taste of Crimzon, the scent of her, the feel of her warm body against Azure’s own, the creak of her leathers, the sensation of her hair pooling and dragging across Azure’s helmeted head…Azure was burning with desire for the woman…And completely helpless to do anything about it.

Eventually, Crimzon pulled her lips back.

“Thank you! Thank you for trusting in me! Thank you for being transformed into what I want you to be. Thank you for not running away.”

“You are welcome, Miss Crimzon.” Azure whispered.

She kissed Azure again. A much shorter kiss this time.

“You have shown so much courage and determination, I am awed!”

Crimzon sat back on Azure’s hips.

“But you are just a cheap slut, and you will remain a cheap slut! Just a very precious one to me! Understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon. Perfectly.”

Then Crimzon lay down beside Azure, resting her head on one hand, one leg over Azure’s leg, her body pressed against Azure’s. For a few minutes, she didn’t speak. Her free hand roamed over Azure’s helmeted head, stroking her like a dog. Then it moved down to her corseted waist, feeling the unyielding stays that pulled Azure’s body into its shape. Eventually, it settled on her breasts, playing with her nipples and nipple bars.

“I am going to ask you to do something for me. The biggest thing I have ever asked of you. It will affect and define your life going forward more than anything that has happened so far. It would change your future irrevocably.”

Azure felt a chill wriggling its way up her spine. She couldn’t move her head to look at Crimzon’s face, all she could do was watch the red gloved hand feeling her breast, the leather index finger flicking her nipple.

“This is not an order you must obey. It is just a request, and there will be absolutely no consequences if you choose not to do it. Things between us will proceed as they will whether you do it or not. But I would like you to do it.”

Crimzon took Azure’s tender nipple between forefinger and thumb and lifted her hand, stretching it up, shaping the tip of her breast into a cone. Azure groaned. Crimzon let go and the nipple recoiled.

“I have left a bag of clothes with Raven. If you choose to do this for me, you will be waiting outside for me at 8:30 tomorrow night wearing those clothes. I’ve rearranged your shift at the club – you are not working tomorrow. So, you have the choice to be wherever you want to be, or standing outside at 8:30.

“If you are there at half-eight, that is your last chance to back out. Be certain you will go through with it if I pick you up. I will be taking you to the old docks and turning you out. Do you know what that means?”

Azure swallowed hard. She could feel the blood thumping in her temples, her heart pounding in her chest. A wave of panic washed through her.

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“Tell me!”

“You want to put me out on the streets to sell my body for money.”

“A streetwalker, yes. The lowest of the low. With the junkies and illegal migrants. I want you to spend the night whoring. To be a literal whore, and unable to forget it or deny it, even to yourself.”

Azure was in shock and unable to think straight. A dozen things running through her mind at the same time.

“And I can also tell you, where you will be working is going to be the location of a police operation tomorrow night. At some point you are going to be arrested for soliciting. You will plead guilty and gain a criminal record as a prostitute.”

Crimzon’s hand moved down Azure’s body, over the corset, and cupped her vulva again, squeezing it possessively.

“If you don’t do it, I won’t hold it against you. But I would love you to be an official, genuine whore. No longer any possible pretence that you can be superior to me or anyone. Just a common prostitute, a sex object, a real slut; certified!”

There was a long silence before Crimzon spoke again.

“To be clear, this would be a one off. I have no desire to put you on the streets on a regular basis.”

Gee, thanks! Azure thought, but didn’t dare say.

“May I ask a question, Miss Crimzon?”

“Go ahead.”

“If I am arrested, won’t I go to prison?”

“Not for a first offence. I can tell you what will happen. You will be held in a cell overnight, taken to court in the morning, plead guilty and be fined a few hundred pounds. You’ll do your Tuesday night shift as normal.”

Crimzon leaned over Azure and kissed her again.

“Think about it, don’t answer me. Just be there or not. It’s up to you!”

Releasing Azure’s vulva, Crimzon climbed back on top of her, legs either side of her again. Both hands grabbed Azure’s breasts, squeezing them, pushing them together, treating them like she was kneading dough.

“Meanwhile, you look so unbelievably hot and vulnerable that I just have to hurt you. You are practically asking for it! In fact, you will ask for it. Tell me to hurt you!”

Azure’s eyes met Crimzon’s. they were full of humour, and excitement, and passion, but most of all cruelty. Azure shuddered.

“Miss Crimzon, would you please hurt me?”

“With pleasure, you beautiful creature!”

Crimzon reached across to pick up one of the candles she had lit when she had first arrived. Azure braced herself for another attack on her nipples. She was wrong.

“Put your tongue out as far as you can. Try to touch your chin with it.”

Azure stared at Crimzon in shock.

“Now!”

Azure pushed her tongue tentatively between her enhanced, permanently pouty lips.

“Double dose for disobedience! Everyone says how compliant you are, yet you always have attitude with me. This defiance!”

Crimzon grabbed Azure’s cheeks and squeezed them hard, forcing her mouth into an O shape.

“Tongue right out now!... Further!... Further! Turn it up. Try to touch your nose.”

Azure’s eyes went wide as Crimzon tipped the candle and dribbled molten wax onto the underside of her tongue. Azure squealed like a pig; it was agonizingly painful. Somehow, she managed to resist the compulsion to pull the muscle back into her mouth.

“That was punishment for trying to defy me! Now curl downwards, touch your chin.”

This time Crimzon poured the wax onto the top of her tongue. It burned like crazy, but wasn’t as painful as on the underside. Crimzon trailed the dribble up and down the tongue until it was almost entirely covered in wax.

“Good girl!” Crimzon let go of her cheeks. “Suck on that for a while.”

Azure drew her tongue back into her mouth, the thick, hardening wax stiffening it. It tasted foul. Crimzon replace the candle on the table and climbed off the bed.

“So, you must learn that it is not about your pleasure, your needs. It is about serving the needs and desires of those that are using you. Your gratification is totally incidental and must not be the motivation for your behaviour. That is why your permission to orgasm will be severely curtailed. Only as a reward for dedication to pleasing others.”

Crimzon again cupped Azure’s vulva, squeezing, forcing her labia together.

“Now let’s do something to quell that juicing cunt of yours, because it is certainly not getting a reward tonight!”

Crimzon took another candle in her hand. She put a knee onto the bed and leaned over Azure’s leg, while the hand on Azure’s pussy pinched her labia tighter together. Azure squirmed in both terror and lust.

“Whether it is a punter in the club, an old man on the bus getting an eyeful of you, anyone using your body for its rightful purpose, right up to my ownership of you, your only goal is to be the most enjoyable, pleasing object to fulfil our desires, bring satisfaction, in any and every way you know how. It is so simple really, I’m not quite sure why you are having such a difficult time understanding the concept! Hold still, this will hurt more if you move about!”

Azure watched the candle hover over her crotch, gently tip, saw the trail of hot wax spill over. She shrieked as it hit her labia and burned trails into her camel toe, the crevice slowly filling as Crimzon poured more and more wax.

She couldn’t move her arms or hands trapped under her in the mono-glove, couldn’t move her legs to close them. Couldn’t move her head, held rigid in the posture collar and chained in place. Her head burned under the helmet, her waist hurt inside the vicious corset, her feet ached, held en pointe in the ballet boots for hours. She couldn’t even cry out properly, her tongue coated in hard wax. She had no power, no control whatsoever, no ability to stop what was being done to her. She could do nothing but suffer at the hands of the sadistic redhead she had voluntarily given herself to.

Crimzon smiled at Azure.

“What a shame I can’t reach your arsehole! That would have been interesting, wouldn’t it?”


3: Wanton Transparency

There was never a question that Azure would do it. Despite the emotional swings, the talking herself out of it, the talking herself back into it again. That she had lost all rational control, lost her sanity even. She hadn’t come all this way to backout now. In for a penny, in for a pound and all that…

So, she was waiting outside Raven’s building at 8:30 the next night, dressed in the outfit that Crimzon had left for her. Azure thought she could get arrested for the outfit alone, never mind soliciting. It was all clear plastic, except the skimpiest of G-strings, the suspender belt and the fishnet stockings. The boots came up her thighs, showing the fishnets underneath and even her painted toenails. The miniskirt showed her bum completely, the tiny G-string so tight fitting the shape of her labia was clearly defined through it – now that was what you called a camel toe, girls!

There was even a clear plastic bra thrusting her tits out and up, her hard nipples with their jumbo barbells pressed tightly against it, visible for the whole world to see. It was all topped off with a totally transparent biker jacket and short, fingerless latex gloves.

She had tried to mimic Ash’s make-up job from last night, her eyes feeling heavy from the false lashes and pasted on eyeshadow. There was also a little plastic pouch on a strap, coloured blue to match her hair, that she supposed was to act as a handbag. She had no idea how many condoms to bring.

At least it was dry, but there was a cold wind and her skin had risen in goose bumps, the plastic outfit providing very little insulation. It was a quiet street. There were no people around this time of night and no vehicles either, so when a sleek little Mercedes sportster turned into the road, it claimed all of Azure’s attention. It pulled up to the kerb a few feet short of her.

The driver’s door opened and Crimzon climbed half-out, resting her arms on the roof and holding up her phone.

“Stand right under the streetlight and pose for me!”

Azure leaned against the lamp post, lifting one stiletto heeled boot and pressing the sole against the post behind her. She put her head back against the post as well and thrust her chest out, giving Crimzon her sultriest look.

“Perfect! I love it!”

The camera flash went off three times.

“Now hang out into the road, one hand holding the lamp post… Beautiful!”

Crimzon got back into the car and rolled it the final few feet to stop beside Azure. The passenger window slid down and the redhead whistled, summoning Azure. Azure bent her head and put it into the car, her breasts resting on the door. The camera flashed three more times.

“OK. Get in.”

The seat was close fitting, the space inside the car tight. As Azure shut the door, Crimzon’s hand curled around Azure’s neck and she pulled her into a kiss. Their lips crushed together. Azure let Crimzon’s tongue into her mouth. It was the most passionate moment the two had ever shared, Azure filled with joy as Crimzon dominated her with her mouth, filling her with her taste and scent and strength. Eventually, Crimzon drew back.

“Thank you. I knew you would do it!”

She drove off at a fast pace, her leathers creaking as she manipulated the steering wheel. The journey was very short. Raven lived in the gentrified part of the old docks, the run-down part held the red-light district and was only three or four streets away. They sat in silence as the buildings became increasingly dilapidated and derelict. Azure knew it as an area to avoid and had never been here until now.

It was as seedy as she expected. They passed several scantily dressed women before Crimzon pulled off the street into a disused courtyard and turned off the engine.

“Obviously, everything is with a condom and no kissing. You must be pro-active, don’t just stand there like a lemon or try to hide in the shadows. Strut your stuff. Show everyone you are the hottest piece of arse they will ever see on these streets. Give me your bag.”

Crimzon immediately pulled out the can of pepper spray.

“Can’t take that, it’s illegal. Be smart!”

She also withdrew the panic alarm.

“See this?”

Crimzon showed Azure a box about two inches long by an inch wide, made of black plastic and with a sunken red button on it.

“It has a GPS tracker, so we know where you are all the time. If you get into any trouble, press the red button. Use this instead of your panic alarm.”

She dropped the tracker into Azure’s bag and handed it back to her.

“You don’t have many condoms in there. Denny and her guys will have some more if you run out. She controls this street and you report to her. She’ll take half of what you make. She’s doing this as a favour to me, but she’s not a charity – you’ll be expected to pull your weight. I don’t want to hear any complaints about you avoiding tricks or messing people about! And time is money. Get the trick off as quickly as you can and get back on the street. You have plenty of time before the flatfoots will be around, so there is no excuse for you not to make your money first.”

“Do I tell Denny about the police?”

“Taken care of. Denny has an arrangement with them and they leave her alone. Just do as you are told.”

Crimzon reached over and kissed Azure once more, before throwing open the passenger door and letting the cold night air rush in.

“Don’t let me down! Make me proud!”

As Azure walked away from the car, she had to resist the urge to look back. She was shaking, and not just from the cold. As soon as she hit the street, she was confronted by two figures. A huge guy in a thick overcoat and woolly hat, and what she thought was a younger, much smaller guy.

“Az, I’m Denny, you’ll be working for me tonight.”

The smaller figure had a woman’s voice. She offered her hand, which Azure took. Azure was taller than her, but that was the heels, flat of foot they would be about the same size and that was about all they had in common. Denny was stocky, with a crew cut, and wearing a man’s suit with a shirt and bow tie underneath.

“Nice to meet you, Miss Denny.”

“Denny’s fine, no one calls me Miss!” She had an extrovert, bellowing laugh. A man’s laugh. “This is Ty, my number two!”

Crimzon tooted her horn as she drove past them. Denny waved to her. Azure watched the Mercedes disappear from sight, fighting down a wave of panic.

“Crimzon said you were top quality merchandise and she don’t lie! I’m expecting big money from you tonight. Just remember, the quicker you get them firing into the rubber, the quicker you pick up your next trick. Shouldn’t be problem for you! They’ll be half way to squirting just from looking at you!” That laugh again.

“You got enough rubbers?” Ty spoke for the first time.

“I’ll take a few more, just in case.”

He produced a handful from a deep overcoat pocket.

“The idea is for you to have the minimum amount of cash on you at all times so you aren’t a target for theft. We’ll be along regularly to take your money. You’ll get your cut back at the end of the night or tomorrow. I’ll leave you with Ty for now. He’ll fill you in on what to charge. The price is the price. No haggling, no discounts! Walk away if they start that shit. Always get the payment upfront.”




It quickly became clear that the cold was going to be the demon of the night. At least blowing a smelly, middle-aged fat guy whose beer gut kept battering her forehead meant she was in a warm car and against a warm body. Strolling alongside the kerb in that outfit when the wind gusted down the street hurt. She had never felt such a chill; it cut right through her. It left her frigid in more ways than one.

She checked the time on her phone. Ten twenty. She had only been kerbside for an hour and a half and she had already done one hand job, two blow jobs and three fucks – if you included the freebie claimed by Ty as soon as Denny was out of the picture.

“Ain’t no whore given me a woody out here on a winter’s night since I can remember! You’re somethin’ special in that outfit!”

He had taken her back into the courtyard Crimzon had parked in, pushed her against the wall, hiked up her skirt and ripped off her G-string. It didn’t occur to Azure to object – Crimzon had said she should do as she was told. Ty got his cock out and thrust into her without any preamble.

It wasn’t fun for Azure. She was cold, frightened, not in the mood, and at least the guys at the club lubed up properly when they used her. It was a lubricated condom, but it wasn’t enough to make his thick cock comfortable.

So now the tiny square of cloth that had been her only modesty was gone and she was on the street effectively naked, everything on display. What would the police say when they came for her? She tried once again to pull the zip on the transparent biker jacket higher, but there was no travel left in it. She pressed the collar – which she had already turned up – closer around her neck.

She could see her erect nipples, squashed and fat against the clear plastic, thrusting forward in front of her. She turned and started back down the area of pavement that had been allotted to her, automatically employing her best hip-swaying walk. It came naturally to her now. There was about thirty yards between each woman and she had no desire to get any closer to the others based on the hostile glares she had received thus far.

She found their resentment perfectly understandable. Any trick she picked up was a loss of business to one of the regular streetwalkers. If she were in their shoes she would have been upset too. Not to mention that she was better looking than them and turned out by Crimzon in an outfit that must have cost at least five times what they were wearing, really making her stand out.

Where had that thought come from? Her old self would never dare think that way. She had become vain and obsessed with her appearance. But she wasn’t wrong or deluded. She was the hottest whore she had seen on the street, fact!

A big SUV drew to a stop right beside her. She had seen it go past a couple of minutes ago. She had noticed that most of the vehicles went around in a circuit at least a couple of times, checking out the available merchandise before deciding who to approach. She heard the hum of the window dropping down. She unfastened the zip on her jacket and pulled it open as she turned, leaning forward, thrusting her breasts out as she put her hands on the driver’s door.

“Hi! Looking for some company?”

The driver was a young guy, looked like he was in his twenties, which was way younger than any trick had been so far. He was actually pretty good looking, clean and tidy and not overweight. She could see there was another guy in the passenger seat of similar age and build.

“Looking for something special. Interested?” “He spoke after a long look at her chest, eventually pulling his gaze up to her eyes, via a glance at her pouting lips.

“What did you have in mind?”

“We want to spit roast you. Know what that means?”

“Of course.”

“And we want to swap places halfway through and not change condoms?”

Azure considered that. She had done worse. Having her nose up Miss Aston’s bumhole came to mind. What should she charge for it? It wasn’t on the list Ty had trotted out earlier.

“That’s not a problem, but it will cost 250.”

The guy turned to look at his companion.

“I’ve seen you drive around; did you see a hotter girl than me? And I give as good as I look!”

The other guy nodded.

“Deal!”

“But no mobiles, photos or filming.”

Azure opened the rear door, only to find the back seats were folded down. She shut it again.

“Just drive into there.” She pointed to the courtyard where Crimzon dropped her off. “I’ll follow you in.”

As she strutted after them, she was reassured to see Ty watching her.

The driver had opened the rear hatch and she saw there was a mattress and some pillows laid out – that was why the rear seats were folded down.

“Wow, you guys certainly came prepared!”

The driver held out the money, but when she tried to take it, he held on to it.

“For this much, we want you naked!”

“Not a problem.”

They had her lie down with her neck bolstered on the pillows, so her head was tilted back and her face hung upside down between the front seats. The driver climbed into the back with her and placed himself between her legs. He pressed his half-erect cock against her inner thigh and rubbed it. Meanwhile, the other guy was straddling the front seats, sticking his groin in between them and rubbing his prick against her lips to get it hard enough for the condom.

“We’re gonna get our money’s worth and really work you over!” The driver exclaimed.

“Bring it on!”

Neither of them was particularly well endowed, which was a bonus for Azure’s throat, but neither of them was particularly skilled either. All mouth and no trousers; as her dad used to say. At least the cock in her mouth prevented her from laughing as the driver started thrusting in and out of her in quick, short stabs. It was like being fucked by a rabbit and the guy was soon breathless.

She had more control over the dick in her mouth. She was a skilled fellatrix now and while the guy had started crudely stabbing his penis painfully into the back of her throat, he soon realized there was greater pleasure to be had in letting her tongue, lips and piercings do the work, and with her head hanging back the way it was, it was easy for her to take him deep into her throat. The guy was sighing loudly in pleasure.

She wrapped her legs around the driver’s buttocks, trying to pull him deeper into her in an attempt to make the experience more pleasant for both him and her. She pushed her hips back against his thrusts and tried to grind on his cock. She managed to get a panting groan from him.

Meanwhile, the other guy pulled out of her mouth.

“Shit! She’s an amazing cocksucker! I’m struggling not to cum, already!”

His cock was bolt upright in front of her face, twitching rhythmically, thick with her drool. She could still taste the foul flavour of the condom. She had thoughtlessly given him one she got from Ty when she knew she could tolerate the ones she had brought much better. Stupid!

“She’s not a bad screw, either!”

The guy at her head fed his cock back into her mouth.

“Can you take it a bit slower…please?” he added as an afterthought.

Azure duly obliged. The driver was running out of steam. He really was a worse fuck than her first two boyfriends – and that was saying something!

“I think we should swap now?”

“Sure.”

The SUV rocked. Doors opened and closed. The driver’s penis appeared in front of her face. It had a real banana bend to it – perhaps that was why he preferred not to thrust deep? She took it into her mouth. She was used to tasting herself, both Magenta and Raven had often made her suck clean the dildo they had just fucked her with. She was pleased she tasted a lot better than the condom’s lubrication.

She felt the other guy slide into her pussy. She felt his pubic hairs on her labia as he pushed in to the root. She wrapped her legs around his back and gyrated her hips. He groaned and reached forward to play with her breasts.

“Look how her tits stick up even when she’s lying down! Fake or what?”

The driver could only groan as she took his cock into her throat. It was a struggle because of its heavy curve.

“Shit, she’s a good screw as well as a good cocksucker!”

“Uh huh!”

Azure was trying to judge how long she should give them before bringing them off. She didn’t want them complaining, but they were both boring her. She toyed with them for a couple of minutes and then decided enough was enough, if they couldn’t control their cums, that was their problem. She started dragging her tongue metal around the base of the glans in her mouth, at the same time she pulled tight with her legs to thrust the cock in her pussy deep and started rutting back with her hips.

“Oh, oh, oh!”

“Bloody hell!”

The guy between her legs started thrusting hard in response. The guy in her mouth pushed forward into her throat, when he pulled back again, she attacked his glans once more. The guy between her legs came first, crying out loudly. The guy in her mouth took another couple of deep throats before she felt him pulsing.

It seemed an age before either of them moved, but it wasn’t really that long, just her impatience. They were both quiet. She wasn’t sure if that was a good or a bad sign. She sat up and put her bra back on. The back hatch was pushed up and a rush of cold air made her shiver. The guy jumped out, allowing her to climb out and step into her skirt.

“Thanks, guys. It was fun!” She lied.

“You here every Monday?” The driver called out from the front seat.

“I’m not really a schedule kind of girl, I can’t say that. If I’m around, I’m around!”

She shrugged into her jacket and zipped it up tight.

“See ya around!”

She took the question as a positive. Happy customers, surely?

Ty was waiting in the street right outside. She handed him the £250. He raised his eyebrows but said nothing. She took out tissues and wet wipes and cleaned herself up.

“Got some more of that water, sir?”

From his deep pockets he produced the bottle of water she’d used to clean out her mouth after the first two blow jobs. As she swigged and spat, the SUV pulled out past them and drove off.




The next guy to stop wanted a tit fuck. As Azure leaned into the window a cloud of cigarette smoke poured out and the smell inside the car was awful. She wanted to send him on his way, but she glanced up the street and saw Ty with another of the working girls but easily able to see if she didn’t get in. She could always tell him the trick wouldn’t pay the price, but what if the guy just went on to the next hooker. She couldn’t take the chance. If she pissed off Crimzon, then she had put herself through all this for nothing.

She walked around the battered old Citroën and got into the passenger seat. Old fast food cartons lay around her feet. The trick continued smoking as he drove off. If there was a less appealing man to engage in a sexual transaction with, she was yet to see him. He was very thin on top and what hair he still had was long, greasy and unkempt. He had thick rimmed glasses with even thicker lenses, thin lips holding the cigarette. He had a racking cough and a double chin, or was that a triple?

He turned off the road and parked quickly, obviously familiar with the area. He handed her the money and asked her to recline her seat. She slipped off her jacket and removed her bra. He clambered on top of her, telling her to pull his trousers and pants down.

He coughed in her face without attempting to cover his mouth or turn his head away. His breath was rancid, a cross between an ashtray and a sewer. Azure fought not to retch. He had a large, hairy belly with a pretty small cock underneath that was already erect. She tore open the condom and rolled it on as fast as she could. The penis stank of urine.

He was obviously experienced at doing this, he knew exactly what angle to recline the seat to, how to get his bulk into position so his cock could slip between her breasts. His bum was heavy and painful on her hips. She pushed her breasts together, enveloping his cock, and started moving them up and down.

“Yer new, ain’t seen yer around before.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Yer better lookin’ than the others. Better tits too!”

“Thank you, sir!” Somehow, she managed to produce one of her winning smiles.

“Yer won’t be popular with the other tarts, you’ll be taking a lot of their business!”

“We’ll see.”

He coughed again, but was silent after that except for grunts and groans – and more coughing, of course.

Eventually, he started assisting her by thrusting up and down. She put on the best performance she could, moaning and humming, giving him her most passionate gaze, until she felt his cock spasming and he sighed.

“That was the best tit fuck I’ve ever ‘ad!” He told her, before dropping her back on the street. “I’ll be back for you again!”

Not if I see you first, she thought as she opened the door, welcoming the cold, fresh air for the first time that evening. She felt ill, and so, so filthy. She just wanted to stand under a hot shower for an hour.




It was eleven minutes passed one. Azure was back in the courtyard, crouched down and peeing onto the broken concrete. She was tired out. She had been picking up tricks as soon as she put her heels back down on the pavement. She hadn’t had to wait more than five minutes between jobs for the last three hours.

She had fucked eight men tonight, and she hadn’t got turned on with any of them. The most men she had ever fucked in one night before was four – bouncers at the club – and they had made her cum repeatedly. Her vagina was sore. Nine blowjobs had left her jaw and throat sore too. She thought she would never be able to get the foul taste of the condoms out of her mouth again.

She wiped herself with a tissue and stood back up, pulling her skirt down. she felt a twinge from her arsehole. One guy had wanted anal and he’d been pretty rough on her. If Crimzon had wanted to bring her down to a new low, she had succeeded. She felt so dirty and used she wanted to vomit. More than half of the tricks didn’t even have the courtesy to practice reasonable hygiene. The only thing that had been easy was the three hand jobs. Somehow, she had to find the strength to go on. She made her way back out onto the street.

“I wondered where you had got to?” Denny was waiting for her, Ty a few feet away.

“A girl’s got to piss!” the tone came out harsher than she intended. If she had spoken like that to Crimzon or Raven, she would have been in trouble.

“Sure, it’s not a problem.” Denny brushed it aside, much to Azure’s relief.

Denny put her arm around Azure and pulled her close.

“You’ve already turned over 1100 quid tonight! £650 you’ve made me. At that rate, you can have as many piss breaks as you like! Ty says they’ve been queuing up!”

“Fresh meat.” Azure didn’t succeed in keeping the cynicism out of her voice.

“If only it was that easy. You’re a star, a natural! I could use a top-class girl like you full time. We could make a mint together. You’d easily earn three times what you get at Crimzon’s club.”

Denny pressed a card into Azure’s hand.

“I know it’s your first night on the street, and that’s always the hardest and the worst. You must be shagged out and sore. But it gets easier, much easier, with experience. Think about it and give me a call!”

“I’m under contract at the club. I belong to Crimzon.”

“Sure! Nothing we can’t sort out. Just have a think,”

Denny let her arm drop and stepped away. Then stepped close again and put a hand on Azure’s shoulder.

“I’m well connected, see! You’d be safe with me. Like tonight, in a while, there’s gonna be a police operation. But I get to hear about stuff like that, see! So, we’re all gonna disappear in a while and you need to too. Don’t worry about your money, it’s safer if I pass it to Crimzon personally. You understand what I’m saying?”

“Sure, Denny. Thanks!” Azure leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek.

Denny seemed quite touched by the gesture. She obviously wasn’t in on Crimzon’s scheme to get Azure arrested.

“Be gone by half-past, OK?”

She winked at Azure as she walked up the street, Ty in tow, to the next woman.

For a moment, Azure considered taking Denny’s advice. She’d walked the streets for a night for Crimzon, what she had put herself through would surely be enough to satisfy her. But she knew it wouldn’t be. The thought of disappointing Crimzon just wasn’t an option.

She strutted the kerb once more and immediately a BMW saloon pulled up beside her. She unzipped her jacket and presented her breasts to the driver.

Twenty minutes later, she climbed out of the car, having fucked her ninth guy that night. At least he had been clean and smelt nice. If she had screwed him as her first trick, earlier in the evening, she might have enjoyed it – he was competent – but she was too sore and tired.

She looked up and down the street. It was deserted. The chill cut through her, both the cold wind and the fear. Did she really want to do more business with no back-up? She felt terrifyingly vulnerable. Dressed in transparent plastic, hobbled in her stiletto boots, in the roughest neighbourhood in the city, in the middle of the night… What could possibly go wrong? What was a police operation anyway? Did they come along in a van and round up every woman they found in the red-light area? Would an officer be posing as the trick?

She pulled her phone out of her pouch and was selecting Crimzon’s number when another car turned into the street.

Please don’t stop, please don’t stop, please don’t stop.

Azure pretended she was busy on her phone – well, she was busy, just hadn’t pressed the call button.

The car slowed, pulled close to the kerb, drew to a halt in front of her. She was vaguely aware other cars were now in the street, coming both ways.

“Are you looking for business or what?” The driver called out.

“Just give me a second!” She called back.

She didn’t know what to do. She was sure the guy wasn’t a cop. They couldn’t ask you for sex, that was entrapment, wasn’t it? On a hunch, she put her phone back in her bag and turned to the guy, unzipping her jacket once more.

“Sorry about that, what can I do for you?”

She leaned into his window, thrusting her chest at him. He was a scruffy looking guy, maybe late forties. His eyes nearly popped out of his head as he stared at her breasts right in front of his face. He definitely wasn’t a cop.

“Yes…err…” He stammered.

“What did you have in mind, sir?” She prompted.

“Just normal… Straight sex?” He said it like he was expecting it not to be an available option.

Quite what services he believed a prostitute offered, she wasn’t sure. He nodded when she stated the price. She walked around the Ford Fiesta and climbed into the passenger seat. She saw his eyes were glued to her crotch, completely visible through her skirt. She guessed the guy couldn’t believe his luck, snagging a hottie like her, and effectively naked to the eye. He was going to be in for a shock and a big disappointment.

He pulled away a lot faster than he had arrived. He only travelled a hundred yards and turned into the forecourt of an abandoned building. He fumbled some notes out of his wallet and handed them to her. As she started to count them, they were suddenly blinded by lights both sides of them as two cars stopped beside them.

“Oh fuck, no!” Was all the guy had time to say before his door was pulled open.

Azure’s was opened seconds later. A torch shone straight at her, forcing her to close her eyes and shy away.

“Police! Please step out of the vehicle!” It was a female voice for Azure.

She swung her legs around and found her feet, dumbly still holding the cash in her hand.

“I’ll take that, it’s exhibit A!” The female officer quipped as she took the money. “What on earth are you wearing?”

Azure’s hands were pulled behind her back and the cold steel of police issue handcuffs closed around her wrists. They weren’t as comfortable as the equipment Raven used to bind her hands.

“You are under arrest for Soliciting for Prostitution. We can probably add Exposure to that, and maybe Outraging Public Decency. You do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defence if you do not mention when questioned something which you later rely on in court. Anything you do say may be given in evidence.”

Azure was pulled across to an unmarked car. A hand pushed her head down as she stepped into the back seat. She was almost pissing herself and concentrating on holding her bladder closed. She stared down at her legs, which were shaking violently in their clear plastic boots.


4: Blood Red

The steps out of the court building were old, steep and narrow. Azure negotiated them in her five-inch stilettos with care and difficulty, despite her desperation to get away from there as quickly as possible. The magistrate’s words still ringing around her head.

“Common prostitute… Complete lack of moral rectitude… Uncooperative with the police investigation… Unrepentant…Immoral disgrace!”

She had just followed her lawyer’s directions. The lawyer supplied by Crimzon and Miss Aston. She had made Azure feel like a piece of dirt on the bottom of her shoe.

She had pleaded guilty to Soliciting for Prostitution, and received a formal warning as a first-time offender. But then she was fined £500 for failing to name her pimp and refusing to take a prostitution rehabilitation course. She had pleaded guilty to Exposure and been fined £1000. She now had a banning order preventing her from entering the defined red-light zone of the city. The lawyer had succeeded in getting the Outraging Public Decency charge dropped.

The wraparound dress they had made her put on for court came to just below her knee and she found it awkward and irritating to wear. She was so used to short skirts and nothing but, that it felt alien to her. Cautiously, she made it to the bottom of the steps without falling. She looked up and down the street and started walking to the nearest bus stop.

It was the Thursday after her arrest on Monday night. She had been released from the police custody suite at 6am Tuesday morning, bailed to appear in court today. She was no longer on bail, but now a convicted Common Prostitute. She had a criminal record for prostitution and indecent exposure. What more could Crimzon do to her?

Think of the devil and she will appear! Before she had finished the thought, a car pulled up sharply alongside her. She glanced nervously towards it. It was the red Mercedes convertible that Crimzon had used to drive her to the red-light area on Monday. The window dropped down.

“Get in!”

Raven had laced Azure into one of her new corsets that morning, cruelly tight, and she struggled to get into the low slung, figure hugging seat with any dignity. She barely had any movement in her waist at all. She pulled the door shut and the car moved off, chiming an alarm because she hadn’t had time to fasten the seat belt.

“Get that thing off! Your jacket’s behind the seat.” Crimzon vaguely gestured.

Azure untied the wraparound dress and extricated herself from it as best she could in such a confined space, pleased to be free of it – it wasn’t her any more, she only felt right when she was on display. Underneath, she had on her blue leather miniskirt, black stockings and blue ankle boots. The corset was in a matching blue leather, pulling her waist in dramatically and lifting her breasts up and out, making them look significantly bigger than they really were – and that was pretty big to start with. The cups just about covered her nipples and areola, presenting her chest as if it was the most important part of her. They really looked huge now they were free of the baggy dress. She managed to shrug on her blue biker jacket.

“Don’t fasten it. I want those babies on display!”

Azure choked back a sob and tears spilled down her cheek.

“Get your crying done and then put on your face. I hate to see you trying to look respectable!”

Crimzon indicated Azure’s make-up bag that was sat in the passenger footwell. Azure attempted to dry her eyes with a tissue.

“I spoke with the solicitor. She’s very pleased with how it went after the problems you created, walking the streets showing everyone your cunt!”

Azure knew Crimzon was just baiting her. She had already explained that Denny’s henchman had ripped off her G-string. Crimzon constantly pushed her these days, trying to get her to snap and answer back, testing her subordination.

“So, all’s well that ends well! You are now officially a whore. Your mugshot, fingerprints and DNA are on the police system proving it. With the added benefit of the exposure charge to prove to everyone you’re a slut as well!”

Azure’s sobbing increased.

“It’s as real as it can get. You’ve proved yourself. You have grounded yourself on the bottom. You can only look up to people now, because there is no one left below you.”

Crimzon reached over and grabbed Azure’s right hand.

“It had to be done.” She said in a quieter tone. “You had to be truly broken.”

Azure held on to the feeling of Crimzon’s gloved hand wrapping her own, even after it had returned to the steering wheel.

“Wherever you go from here, whatever you try to do, you will be defined as a whore and a slut, just like me. I wanted that commitment from you, and you gave it to me. Thank you!”

Crimzon turned off the main road and stopped the car, turning off the engine.

“We are almost finished with your transformation. There are just a few little things to do.”

Her hand went around Azure’s head and she pulled her into a kiss. It was quite short.

“You will be a total sexual being, permanently filled with need and desire and displaying that to everybody. That will be your identity, the ultimate sex object. Every thought and every action will be motivated by fulfilling that destiny, for me, because that is what I want you to be. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

Crimzon took the tissue from Azure’s hand and carefully wiped her eyes dry.

“You have been amazingly courageous. Total submission takes more strength than anything else in the world, and I appreciate that.”

She picked up Azure’s make-up bag from the floor and put it on her lap.

“Now, put your face on. We have somewhere to be.”

Azure started trowelling on her cosmetics.

“You know, Denny is infatuated with you. She wants to buy you from me. She offered a great deal. How would you feel about that?”

Azure stopped what she was doing and looked at Crimzon, her face drained of colour and her eyes wide.

Crimzon laughed at her expression.

“OK, just checking. You took to street walking like a duck to water, a natural. You would earn more money doing that!”

“No, thank you, Miss Crimzon.”

“Which reminds me, I have to give you your money from Monday night.”

She pulled a wad of banknotes from her jacket pocket.

“Less my commission, of course, which is 50%.”

Crimzon counted out £275 and gave it to Azure. Azure looked at it like it was poison and stuffed it in her handbag. Crimzon laughed again.

“Every girl should spend a night strutting the kerb. Helps to put life in perspective, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“I got great satisfaction from pimping you out, maybe we should do it again some time… Just to make sure you don’t forget your place in the world!”

“You said you would only ask me to do it once, Miss Crimzon.”

“I did, didn’t I! That was rash of me. But you are assuming I’m a woman of my word…”

Crimzon’s phone chimed and she was distracted for a few moments looking at her screen and then replying.

“Anyway, Denny’s offer still stands, so I can make a quick buck out of you if you become surplus to requirements. That should motivate you to perform at your best! And from what I hear, Denny’s a lot harder on her girls when they step out of line than I am.”

Azure knew Crimzon was only teasing her, but a chill shot through her. What if she wasn’t?

Crimzon busied herself on her phone. Azure worked on her make-up. She detested putting on false lashes, they were so fiddly, but they looked good when they were on.

“There she is! My slut is back and not before time!”

Crimzon slipped a hand under Azure’s skirt and pressed gloved fingers against her labia, through the rubber of her thong. The fingers pushed the labia apart and nudged inside.

“I wish you had gone into court like this. I wanted you to, but the lawyers got all arsy and insisted you dress down. They thought you might get sent down for contempt of court. That was rubbish. Probably would have got you a bigger fine though, or a suspended sentence. That would have been great to have – to know that one more false move would get you banged up for a few weeks. Though a lesbo slut like you would probably get off on being locked up with loads of women. Just imagine what they would do to you!”

The fingers had Azure squirming in her seat, increasing the friction.

“When did you last cum?”

“Five days ago, Miss Crimzon.”

“Tell me the truth!”

“Five days ago, Miss Crimzon.”

“Hmm. If I find out you’ve been diddling yourself off when no one is around, I’m going to be so furious; I don’t know what I’ll do to you!”

Tuesday and Wednesday at the club, everyone had obeyed Crimzon’s edict and stopped her from cumming. Raven hadn’t let her cum since Saturday.

“This is your last big test of obedience to my authority. It is important to me that you show some self-discipline and dedication to control your own pleasure.”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

Crimzon withdrew her hand from Azure’s crotch, leaving the skirt pushed up, revealing the bare skin of her thighs above the stockings. Azure didn’t even consider pulling it back down. Crimzon took Azure’s chin and turned it to face her, moving it from side to side, examining Azure’s made-up face.

“Lower your eyes for me… Yes, good. Keep it like that around the eyes, it helps to lessen your individuality…Makes you look like a generic slut; which is exactly what I want. Add another coat of lip gloss, that pout can’t have too much shine. I need you to keep your lips parted even more, so it always looks like you are begging for a cock, or a muff, or a tongue – something to lock on to!”

Azure added a third coat of gloss to her red mouth. She couldn’t see how that would make any difference. Her enlarged lips were already so puffy that she couldn’t fully close them, but separating them even more just exaggerated the pout even further. She practiced in the mirror before turning back to show Crimzon.

“Perfect! Fuck, you look hot! I want to ravish you myself!”

Crimzon started the car and moved off.

“We have a meeting with Miss Aston this evening. We need a new arrangement for you to pay back the cost of your fines and lawyer’s fees.”

It no longer mattered to Azure. This was her life. Of course they would use this opportunity to exert even more control over her.

“I suggest you don’t disrespect her generosity this time, unless you want another meeting with Sir Stephen!”

“I’ve learnt my lesson, Miss Crimzon.”

“I hope so, for your sake!”

Azure wasn’t really paying attention to where they were going, but when Crimzon drew up outside Skinz Tattoo and Piercing Studio, she was engulfed in a wave of panic and fear, her chest becoming as tight as the already cruel restriction imposed on her waist by her corset. She closed her eyes and swallowed hard, grimacing.

Crimzon slapped Azure’s bare thigh.

“Ow!”

“Lips apart! That’s your final warning. Next time you will be punished! We are going to make some more improvements to your slut body, time to get out.”

Azure stepped tremulously into the studio, following Crimzon’s incredible arse, which today was clad in red and black snakeskin leggings.

“Crimzon, great to see you again!”

“Syd!”

The two women embraced and kissed.

“Well, would you look at her!” Syd exclaimed, seeing Azure over Crimzon’s shoulder.

Syd had performed all of Azure’s piercings, as well as putting the tramp stamp tattoo in the small of her back. In all honesty, Azure had to admit that all the work had been technically exemplary, the woman knew what she was doing, despite her intimidating and rough appearance.

She was very small, and what would politely be called stout. Her shaven head bore a mohawk and her entire neck was tattooed, she also had a thick bar that passed right through both nostrils quite high up her nose, which combined, gave her a fearsome look.

“What a job you have done on her! I can’t believe it’s the same mousy little nerd you sent me a few months ago. She’s sex on legs, Crim! Great tits, they really finish her off. She looks the real deal now!”

“She is the real deal! Maybe I’ve gone too far, though. She’ll fuck anything that moves!”

Both women burst out laughing.

“Come through to the back, everything’s ready!”

Azure followed the two women into the familiar back room. She felt like she was walking to her own execution – what would they do to her this time? Crimzon turned to her.

“Everything off except the corset, stockings and boots.”

“I thought we’d get the easy stuff out of the way first?” Syd ruffled the strip of hair on top of her head, then went to the basin to wash her hands.

“Sure, however you want.”

Jacket and skirt placed neatly on the table, Azure stepped out of her thong and dropped it on top of the skirt. She caught an image of herself in the mirror on the wall. She looked stunning, like a fetish model. A thrill of excitement shot through her that went straight to her groin.

“Already in love with herself!” Crimzon laughed.

“Always better to love than hate!” Syd’s surgical gloves snapped as she pulled them over her hands. “Get yer bum on the seat, girly, and let’s get started.”

The leather on the chair was cold on Azure’s bare skin. That, and her dread, was enough to bring her out in goose bumps. Syd tipped the chair back so that Azure’s head and torso were at a 45o angle to the floor, then wheeled her stool tight against the chair, looming over the nervous young woman. Every visit to this chair had resulted in extreme pain and even greater discomfort, and Azure didn’t see that changing this time.

“Let’s get these babies out!” Syd grinned mischievously at Azure

She scooped Azure’s breasts out of the corset – which wasn’t difficult to do, they were almost falling out by themselves. The mammaries were left lying uncomfortably on top of the cups.

“She’s so fucking hot with these boobs, I’m almost turning gay myself!”

Syd began unlocking the barbels through Azure’s nipples.

“She really looks after these, they’re spotless!”

“She’s a good girl most of the time. If you ever want to experiment, she’ll always be available for you, just ask!”

“I think Brad might have something to say about that idea!”

“Brad’s welcome to join you. She can handle two at a time, she does it regularly. Besides, I thought two girls was every guy’s ultimate fantasy?”

“And I might have something to say about Brad dipping his wick into this floozie – no offence, girly. Not specifically you, any other hussy as well!”

“No offence taken; she’s well beyond the point where she can be offended. She’s a convicted common prostitute now!” Crimzon answered for Azure, delight in her tone.

Azure felt her face getting hot with embarrassment.

“Old fashioned monogamy, Syd? I didn’t have you pegged for that! Anyway, the offer still stands if you change your mind.”

“Do you still want to go ahead with the nipple bands?”

“Of course.”

Syd reached behind her to her trolly and picked up a little plastic tub that rattled. She sorted through and picked out a shiny chrome ring about a half-inch in diameter. She gripped Azure’s left breast and pushed the ring onto her nipple.

“Too big.”

She tugged the ring off and threw it back into the tub, then tried another.

“Too small.”

The third she pushed right back to the base of Azure’s nipple, tugging the tip of the nipple through it. She studied it for a few moments.

“If she’s gonna wear them permanently, they’ve got to fit just right. Just enough squeeze to keep the nipple erect, but not enough to stifle the blood supply. That looks just about perfect to me!”

Azure examined her nipple. The band was pushed flat against her areola, the chrome was thin, the edges smooth and rounded. She could feel the pinch and her nub was now fully erect, thrusting forward like a miniature, elongated ice hockey puck.

Syd fitted another to Azure’s right nipple, then tugged and twisted both of the nubs.

“Perfect! These little bands will keep her permanently erect. Now, girly, I’m gonna fit thicker barbels into your piercings, so what I said last time is going to be true again. It’s gonna take you a few days to accommodate to the new size and they’ll be uncomfortable, especially so as you’ll be erect all the time.”

Azure remembered the procedure from last time. Little funnels inserted into the piercing that then expanded as the thicker bar was pushed through, then the funnels were pulled out and Hey Presto! She now had thick bars through both her nipples. They must have been twice as thick as the old ones and they hurt. Syd screwed on the second balls and locked the barbells into her flesh, also ensuring that the collars couldn’t be removed either.

“These are four gauge, half a centimetre thick. That’s nearly the thickness of a pencil. I wouldn’t recommend going any thicker, they would really start to look freakish, that’s for hard core body-moders.”

The weight of each barbell was significant. Azure could feel them pulling on her nubs. The balls pressed into her areola. She hated them.

“Don’t worry, I wasn’t planning on going any bigger after this. But they look good and she really won’t be able to forget she has them, which is the psychological effect I wanted.”

Azure already felt like she was a body attached to a pair of breasts. Now they would be even more prominent and the weight and discomfort kept her acutely conscious of her nipples, like they really were her central feature.

“You can use the same key as before to unlock them, you don’t need a new one.”

Crimzon grabbed each nipple in her gloved fingers. Azure gasped and squirmed. When Crimzon actually tugged the barbels, Azure cried out at the pain.

“Awesome! They won’t let you forget that you are owned, will they?”

“No, Miss Crimzon.”

Crimzon turned back to Syd.

“Are you going to do the tattoo next?”

“Makes sense.”

Azure’s heart thumped in her chest at the words. How she wished she could teleport herself away at that moment. Syd pushed her head to the left until her cheek was flat on the chair’s headrest.

“Don’t move from that position.”

Syd lowered the back of the chair until Azure was almost lying flat. Azure felt the cold burn of alcohol as Syd swabbed clean the skin behind her ear and down onto her neck. Next Syd lowered the lamp until the exposed side of Azure’s head was in the full glare. She could feel the heat from it. Something else on an arm was lowered close to her ear, but she couldn’t see what it was. Later, she would discover it was a big magnifying glass to give Syd enhanced vision for the intricate tattoo design. Azure was shaking.

“Hey, settle down!” Syd pressed a hand onto Azure’s neck. “There’s nothing to worry about. This will look fantastic, trust me!”

“And trust me, too!” Crimzon added.

The tattoo needle hummed. Pain became the central focus for Azure. She gritted her teeth, not forgetting to keep her partially open-mouthed pout. At some point, Crimzon made coffees for herself and Syd.

“All done!”

Syd pushed her wheeled stool away from Azure and Crimzon replaced her. Azure felt her breath on her ear as she leaned in close.

“Beautiful! You’re a true artist! It is absolutely perfect! It’s unobtrusive, but clearly identifies her as belonging to me. I don’t want to take my eyes from it!”

Crimzon took a hold of Azure’s hand and squeezed it.

“I wanted a more prominent mark of my ownership on you.” She whispered into Azure’s ear. “I’m proud for you to wear it, and I want you to wear it with equal pride.” She kissed Azure on the cheek.

Syd covered the tattoo in clingfilm and lectured Azure again on how to look after it and stop it from scabbing. Neither woman let Azure get up or brought a mirror to show her what had just been permanently placed on her skin.

“We need to tie you down for the next procedures. Can’t have you moving.” Syd told her.

Azure had foolishly allowed herself to hope that they had finished the work on her. From under the chair, Syd pulled up both sides of a thick belt, which she fastened across Azure’s corseted waist, tugging it so tight Azure could feel the pressure through the steel boning.

The bottom part of the chair split into two, vertically. Straps at the top of her thighs, over her knees and finally across her ankles, fastened her legs individually to each section of the chair.

“How far can we separate her legs?” Syd asked Crimzon.

“As far as you need to, I keep her limber.”

“That makes access much easier.”

In no time at all, both the bottom portions of the chair had been pulled out at an acute angle, separating Azure’s legs apart almost to a full split, forming a shallow V shape. She immediately felt the strain in her groin and thigh muscles. Syd wheeled her stool right into Azure’s crotch, pulling her trolly with her.

“Let’s see what we have to work with here.”

She wiped Azure’s labia with an alcoholic swab, causing a mild stinging, then pulled the lips apart.

“What a beautiful cunt! Some girl’s get all the luck, not just drop-dead gorgeous, but a perfect snatch as well!” Syd didn’t disguise her bitterness.

Azure gasped as Syd touched her clitoris, pulling back the hood, moving both about quite forcefully. She would have been squirming if she wasn’t so rigidly restrained.

“Fuck, she’s creaming just from this exam!”

Azure felt her face burn with embarrassment and humiliation. She hoped her make-up would hide the worst of her blush.

“I told you she was a nympho!”

“Are you sure you want to go through with this? If she’s this sensitive now, by the time I’ve finished she might be able to make herself cum just from walking!”

“She might be like that at the start, but she’ll settle down in the long run. I want her thoughts to be centred on sex constantly, to be her reason for existing!”

“I think you’re gonna succeed with that.” Syd muttered under her breath.

“Arh!” Azure cried out as Syd pinched her in the most sensitive place possible.

“Well, the good news is she can take both a triangle and a vertical hood piercing.”

“Excellent! Go ahead.”

Syd started swabbing the whole of Azure’s vulva, which made it burn.

“You knows I tell the truth, girly. So when I tell you this is gonna hurt, I mean it!”

Azure closed her eyes. After a few moments she opened them again as she felt a leather clad hand slip into her own. Crimzon was standing next to her again. They both squeezed.

“Look at me! Keep your eyes on mine. I want to see your hurt as you suffer for me. Be brave!”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“I can’t do this quickly; the placement is so crucial. You might wanna give her something to bite on?”

“She can take it. She’s tough as old boots underneath. Don’t damage our eardrums, Az!”

“I won’t, Miss Crimzon.”

Azure stared into Crimzon’s cold blue eyes, which had crow’s feet at the sides from the big smile she was wearing. It made the pain so much more bearable to have her owner beside her, holding her. Azure’s own eyes went wide and she became rigid. The compulsion to close her legs was irresistible, but no matter how she tried, she couldn’t move them an inch. A long, low rumble came from between her clenched teeth, a pitiful moan. The agony went on relentlessly and as her eyes overflowed with tears, her image of Crimzon’s passionate stare blurred and finally disappeared.

“That’s the worst bit over. She’s bleeding like a pig, but that’s quite common.”

The light dimmed for Azure as Crimzon bent over her. She felt the soft, but strong mouth of the redhead lock onto her own for a fierce, impassioned kiss.


5: Crimson and Azure

When they arrived at Le Moulin Noir, Azure felt OK. The painkillers Syd had given her had kicked in and nothing hurt. It felt very swollen around her clit and her nipples were rock hard, rubbing against the inside of the corset. They felt kind of swollen too.

Crimzon brought the car around the back of the building. Azure had never been here before. There was a ramp down to underground parking with an automatic security shutter. It was a small space, only room for two cars and a motorcycle. The little convertible was the only car, but there was a flashy red motorbike.

Crimzon kissed Azure again.

“You’ve been a good girl today. Don’t mess it up by upsetting Miss Aston, this evening!”

“No, Miss Crimzon.”

“Be at her office for seven, in uniform.”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

Azure found her way to the dressing room. The mirror to her dressing table was surrounded by tinsel and balloons. Someone had written on the glass in big letters:

Azure Convicted Common Prozzie

There was a smiley face under the words, together with a huge blow-up poster of her mugshot from the police station, looking terrified and gormless into the camera. How the hell had they got hold of that photo? She hadn’t even seen it herself! She didn’t see the funny side of it, especially after the day she had just had.

She hadn’t told anyone about it – it wasn’t something to be proud of. Raven knew, would she have betrayed her? Would Crimzon have organized it? She didn’t consider that possibility for more than a couple of seconds. Now everyone knew she went streetwalking in her spare time!

“Fucking hell!”

She wanted to break something. She finished up kicking a stool across the floor. She sat down and sulked for a few minutes.

Then she tried to get a look at her new tattoo, which proved difficult. Each table had a little mirror on an extending arm that was fixed to the wall below the big mirror. They were useful for putting on false lashes and intricate eye make-up. She finished up extending the mirror to the full length of its arm and flipping it over so it faced the big mirror. She managed to lean over and get her head between the two, which showed the back of her head reflected in the little mirror. Even then, getting her head and the mirror at the correct angle was a problem.

When she eventually saw it, she gasped. The tattoo was of roses again. She used her phone to take several photos of it, then sat back on her stool, flipping through the images and deleting them until she found the picture that showed the tattoo in the best detail. She zoomed in to get a proper look.

Behind her right ear was a little crimson rose, no more than an inch and a half across, beautifully delineated. Underneath, slightly off centre, was an azure rose, significantly smaller. Both flowers branched from the same stalk, which curled down, following the curve of her hair line and peppered with thorns. It was stunning, photo-realistic. She loved it, except everyone would be able to see it but her!

Next, she stripped off down to her thong and locked herself in a toilet cubicle with her handbag. Gingerly, she pulled the thong down and tugged out the wodge of cotton wool wedged between her labia. It was as much red as it was white, but quite dark, meaning the blood wasn’t fresh. She used her make-up mirror, sitting back on the toilet seat with her legs splayed and up in the air, to view her pussy.

The Triangle wasn’t a triangle at all. It was a horseshoe shape and high up her pussy, the curved metal ending in two balls. The middle of the curved bar seemed to pass under her clitoris. She didn’t quite understand its purpose yet. The vertical clit hood piercing was a straight barbell, one ball at the top of her pussy and the other at the end of her hood, pressing right on her clit. She could already see this would be a permanent titillation and torment, moving against her nub with every movement of her lower body.

She used one of the antiseptic swabs that Syd had given her to clean the dried blood away. It stung like hell and brought tears to her eyes. She couldn’t see any fresh blood oozing out and felt calmer now she had seen everything. It wasn’t as bad as she had feared. She could see why Syd had said she could still have penetrative sex; all the metal was clear of her vaginal hole.

When Azure got back to the dressing room, there were a couple of waitresses getting ready to go on at seven.

“Duncan’s looking for you. Wants you to blow him.”

“Thanks for letting me know.”

Turquoise was sat at her dressing table a couple of places along from Azure, leering at her.

“Fucking officially a whore now!”

Azure hurried to get into her uniform. Turq kept up the teasing.

“So, do I tell all the punters that if they want to fuck you, they can find you cruising the wharf on your nights off?”

“No, Miss Turquoise.”

Silvy, the floor manager for the night, had come into the dressing room and heard the last remark.

“Shut it, Turq! We pay you for your tits and arse, not to spout shit.”

It was Turq’s turn to sulk.

Silvy put her hand on Azure’s shoulder.

“Wow, great tat, Azure! Duncan’s waiting for you, you’re late!”

“I know, I have been with Miss Crimzon and I have to see Miss Aston at seven!”

Silvy glanced at the clock.

“You have the time, but you should have been floor ready ages ago. I’m going to have to note that you weren’t ready when requested.”

“Of course.” It wasn’t her fault!

The security locker room was being used by others; Duncan was hanging around in the corridor waiting for Azure. He wasn’t happy.

“Six-thirty you were supposed to blow me! What the fuck?”

“I’m sorry, sir! I’ve run late today.”

Duncan was over six feet tall and powerfully built, but he wasn’t the man-rock that some of the other bouncers were. He had one of those trendy bushy beards that made him look 15 years older than he really was.

“I hope someone hasn’t jumped the queue? I had first pick of you, tonight!”

“I can assure you not, sir. I’ve been in court.”

“Oh, yea. I heard about that.”

He grabbed Azure’s hand and dragged her into the men’s toilet, then into the nearest cubicle. He shut the door and locked it. It was a tight squeeze fitting them both in the small space.

“We’ve missed our slot in the locker room. You’ll have to do it here. I like to be sitting down when I’m blown, I can get deeper in your throat that way.”

“Of course, sir.”

Azure undid his belt and unfastened his trousers, pulling them down with his boxers. They shuffled around so Duncan could sit down on the toilet seat. She dropped to her knees on the hard, dirty tiled floor. Another spiffy experience to add to her spiffy day! The stench of piss and bleach made her want to gag.

“And don’t short change me cuz you’re late. Don’t rush through it, OK?”

“Of course, sir. I’m sure if you ask around, you’ll find I’m highly rated as a cock sucker. I always give my best.”

“I know. That’s why I booked you. I didn’t expect to be doing it, quite literally, on the shithole! Anyway, I thought you weren’t allowed to be late? Don’t they fine you?”

Azure was working his prick in her hand, getting it big enough to put the condom on.

“I don’t know, sir, I’ve never been late before.”

He slowly came to life. She tore open the condom wrapper with her teeth.

“You don’t have to worry; the floor manager has already reported me.”

The chemical banana odour of the condom was an improvement on the smell of the toilet. She rolled the rubber down and leaned forward, taking the cock into her mouth. It was quite long, but not very thick. She worked the metal in her tongue over his glans and he groaned. She sucked hard and her mouth popped as she let him slip out from between her lips. She moved down to his balls, nibbling at his scrotum before taking one of his testicles into her mouth and sucking again.

She knelt back briefly and took a deep breath. The cock was throbbing, jerking towards her and mercifully Duncan had shut up. She took the head back into her mouth and just kept going, taking it into her throat and pushing forward until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. She held for a few seconds, then pulled up, took a gasp of air, then repeated the action.

Duncan groaned again. His hands grabbed at her breasts, palms pressing underneath them. His thumbs strumming her rock-hard nipples, the crude action hurting the stretched piercings. Azure groaned too, but her pleasure was unavoidably entwined with pain. The vibration of her voice on his cock excited him more.

“Oh, shit, that feels good!”

Duncan’s hands left her breasts, one to grab a handful of her hair. As her tongue started working on his glans once more, he gasped.

“Swallow me again!”

He pulled her down his cock by her hair and mashed her nose into his groin. He held her there for an uncomfortable time before letting her up to breath.

“Again!”

This time, as well as her hair, he pulled on the tie of her uniform, high up near her neck. He held her bent over, his pubic hair pushed up her nose. When he didn’t let her up, she started to pull back against him. Reluctantly, it seemed to Azure, he eventually let her back off, allowing her to get some air. She went back to working his head, more urgently this time.

“Fuck! Your tongue is magic!”

She could feel him starting to grow in her mouth.

“Swallow me one more time!”

He pulled her down again, thrusting his hips forward, getting as much of his cock into her throat as he could. He started jerking and cried out, holding her buried on his member as his orgasm passed. Once again, she had to prompt him to let her up and she dragged as much air into her lungs as she could.

“That’s the best fucking blowjob I’ve ever had! You’re incredible!”

Azure allowed herself a small smile of satisfaction.




She just about made it to Miss Aston’s office for seven o’clock. She had to clean herself up, wash her mouth out, suck on a mint and remove her thong (it was not permitted to visit Miss Aston with it on.)

“Come in.”

The office was upstairs, large and plushly appointed. It had a glass wall that looked directly down on to the floor of the club with great views of both stages.

Miss Aston and Crimzon were sat on the sofa. Azure moved in front of them and took up her Waiting pose. Hands together behind her back, thrusting her chest forward, head up, one foot in front of the other at angles that thrust her backside out as well.

“I’ll have scotch on the rocks.” Miss Aston looked at Crimzon.

“Bacardi and coke.”

Lexi Aston was the owner of Le Moulin Noir. She was in her mid-fifties, very tall and stick thin, except for a pair of large, fake tits. Her hair was extremely short, similar to Azure’s but a more tasteful shade of blonde. She had obviously been an Exotic Performance Artiste herself in her younger years and would have been stunningly attractive then, but Azure thought she had overegged the plastic surgery and she now looked a little odd as a result. The woman was to be feared, a real, true sadist.

As with Crimzon, Azure had never seen Miss Aston dressed in anything but leather. Today she was wearing her indigo trouser suit which had a striking, shimmering colour. Crimzon was dressed as she had been earlier, red and black snakeskin leggings flowing into knee-high boots that had a chunky, rubbery sole and a tight-fitting jacket that was zipped up to right under her chin. As always, Azure’s pussy pulsed at sight of the stunning redhead.

Azure went to the bar to fix the drinks, aware that she was being scrutinized by both women. As she brought the glasses back, bouncing her breasts and swinging her hips, Miss Aston spoke to Crimzon.

“Fantastic job on her tits, that Juliette knows her stuff! They will do fine until you can make them bigger in a couple of years.”

“I liked her natural breasts. It was refreshing to see a pair of small but beautifully shaped real tits for a change, they just don’t exist in our industry any more. But I recognize she needed them upgraded to be taken seriously as a sex worker. And now, when I see her with these… She looks dramatically sexier; they really suit her!”

“Amen to that! Come closer, sugar, and lift your skirt. Let’s see your new metal!”

Azure stepped between their legs, her shins against the sofa, and peeled up her latex skirt. Both women leaned forward to examine her pussy closely. Azure knew glimpses of the piercings could be seen without the need to spread her labia apart, but Miss Aston’s hand reached out and pushed them wide open to get a better view. Azure was relieved when neither woman actually touched the metal.

“That looks a quality job to me, though her cunt makes it relatively easy. She’s beautifully proportioned down there. She could take a lot more metal than that!”

“Maybe. We’ll see how it goes. I’m not a fan of mass piercing down there, it gets in the way. It needs to do something other than being just decorative.”

“Which these certainly are. She can’t keep her legs together as it is, when these have healed, she’ll be a nympho on steroids!”

Miss Aston slipped her index finger into Azure’s tunnel.

“See! She’s wet just standing here showing herself to us!”

“She prefers women and she’s very submissive. Being ordered about by two dominant women and forced to display herself will always make her cream. But I want to take her further than that. A total sex object. Ready and eager for use at any time. Her nipples permanently switched on; her clit permanently switched on. A sex machine!”

Miss Aston laughed loudly.

“That’s what I want all my girls to be, too! The difference between us is you put too much effort into her pleasure. She doesn’t have to get off on it to be a sex machine, just obedient.”

“If she gets off on it, she’ll be a better sex machine.”

Miss Aston made a scoffing sound.

“Bend over, sweetheart.”

Azure bent over from the waist to 90o, her breasts and tie swaying under her.

“Clean your scum off my finger!”

Miss Aston put her wet finger in front of Azure’s mouth. Azure wrapped her lips around it and sucked it down to the webbing, enjoying the familiar taste of her own excitement.

“She’s giving my finger a blowjob!”

Miss Aston laughed again, pulling her digit out.

“She’s a top-quality piece of arse, I keep telling you!”

“Let’s get a feel of these knockers!”

Miss Aston grabbed a handful of each of Azure’s depending breasts, weighing them up.

“Oh, they feel good! I’d love to whip them. I bet they would mark up beautifully!”

“I’m sure they would, but then you wouldn’t be able to put her out on the floor!”

“I could keep her up here, serving me instead, until the marks faded.” She laughed once more.

Azure had never seen Miss Aston in such a good mood.

“Expensive. Think of the lost revenue?”

“I love what you’ve done with her nipples. The punters will love playing with these,”

Miss Aston twisted the barbells viciously. Azure squealed in pain.

“Have you heard about the serum you can buy to inject into nipples. Some kind of mixture of wasp and hornet venom mixed with nettle extract. Hurts like the blazes and makes them super sensitive. Swells the nipples up semi-permanently as well. You can inject it into the labia as well for similar results there. It’s fucking expensive though.”

Miss Aston pinched Azure’s nipples hard with the sharp talons at the end of her fingers.

“Her nipples are so beautiful; I wouldn’t want to risk misshaping them using something like that.”

“You are so soft on her. She’s mollycoddled. No wonder she thinks she’s something special!”

Hands slapped Azure’s dangling breasts lightly.

“And she could use a bit more filler in her lips, make it clear to everyone that it’s a cockhole!”

“That makes them look dumb. I don’t want a bimbo; I want a sex object.”

“You and I, my dear, are always going to disagree on how to treat our sluts. But I have the experience. You can’t be too hard on them, but you sure can be too soft!”

Miss Aston gave one last hard smack to Azure’s left breast.

“You can get your tits out of my face now, sugar!”

Azure rose upright.

“And your cunt, too, while you are at it!”

Azure stepped back to her original position, sliding her skirt back into place, putting her hands back behind her and thrusting out her chest.

“I was disappointed to discover, sweetheart, that you have been hiding your arrest for Soliciting for Prostitution, Exposure and Outraging Public Decency. The other girls didn’t know anything about it. Now that you are a convicted common prostitute, I’ve made sure everyone is aware, you may have noticed?”

“Yes, Miss Aston. Thank you, Miss Aston.”

“You’ve been caught blowing fat, smelly old men in the gutter for peanuts, while exposing yourself in public. What does that make you, sugar?”

“The lowest of the low, Miss Aston.”

“Good choice of words! I like that! I want you to get a low-cut, cropped T-shirt with those words printed in large letters, both front and back. You can come to work in it next Tuesday and show it to me! And you will wear it to work at least once a week from now on. It’s a shame it is the wrong time of year, but we will soon be into the spring and the whole world will be able to see it!”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Now tell me, which of the girls that work here has committed a more sordid sex act than you?”

“No one that I know of, Miss Aston.”

“Nor I, sweetheart! And which of the girls that work here opens her legs or swallows more cock than you?”

“No one that I know of, Miss Aston.” Repeated Azure.

“Nor I! And which of the girls here earns less money in tips than you have, since you started?”

“None, Miss Aston.”

“Correct! So, what do we conclude from these facts?”

“I am the lowest, cheapest, most disreputable slut at Le Moulin Noir, Miss Aston.”

“Exactly! Now convince me that you understand this!”

Azure raised her glistening, tear filled eyes and looked first at Crimzon, then met Miss Aston’s gaze. Two pairs of colder, pitiless stares she couldn’t imagine.

“Don’t look at Crimzon! This conversation is between you and me.”

“I am the lowest, cheapest, most disreputable slut at Le Moulin Noir, Miss Aston.” Azure sobbed out.

“Yes, you are!”

Miss Aston was silent for a few moments, her eyes still burning into Azure’s. Then she turned to Crimzon.

“Do you believe her?”

“I’m inclined to.”

“So am I. Dare we assume she has finally learned her place?”

“I think so.”

Miss Aston took a sip of her scotch.

“Obviously, sweetheart, we are here to discuss your future. After today’s convictions, your life options have radically reduced. I think we can forget all this nonsense about returning to university next year – you would probably be thrown out anyway, and even if you aren’t, what would be the point? Who is going to give you a graduate job with your criminal convictions and a pair of huge false knockers, hum?”

“No one, Miss Aston.”

“I think that is a pretty safe bet. So, you can go back to your vanilla life, someone might give you a chance, washing dishes or similar. Would you like that?”

“No, Miss Aston.”

“Or you can develop your career as a sex worker, something we think you have a great aptitude and skill for. You have proven your commitment to us over the last few weeks. You have our trust now. So, we would like to expand your role at the club.”

Miss Aston paused to take another sip of her drink, glancing briefly to Crimzon, who was sitting deep in the sofa, arms spread out, one booted foot resting on her other thigh. She looked very relaxed. Which Azure took to be a positive sign.

“First, we have to address the issue of your debts. Your night walking the kerb and subsequent arrest has brought big fines and even bigger legal bills. These, added to what you already owe for previous loans we have given, combines to quite a significant sum of money. I assume you are still not in a position to settle that debt promptly?”

“No, Miss Aston.”

“As you know, I always look after my girls here. We are a family. So, I’ve drawn up a new contract to replace your current one, with a monthly repayment structure to enable you to pay back the debt over time, with a very reasonable interest rate. How do you feel about that?”

“I am very grateful for your generosity, Miss Aston. I would like to thank you very much for thinking of me and helping me out.”

“Loyalty deserves loyalty. You have earned it. Now, I know you have only been with us for a few months, but already you have a reputation for being the best fuck and best cocksucker among the waitresses. The security guys give a rating to each waitress after they have been serviced by them and you are already top, and by a clear margin. So well done for your commitment and dedication.”

“Thank you, Miss Aston.”

“These are skills we can use. I spoke to you before about the possibility of you waitressing here in the office, when I am entertaining VIPs or conducting business meetings. Do you remember?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Good. Were you to undertake that duty, you would be expected to be fully available to me and my visitors – you understand what I mean by that? Do whatever you are told?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Providing a high standard of service and satisfaction would be vitally important. The success and future of Le Moulin Noir could depend on it. This would be a very significant role and I need to be able to have complete trust in the waitress assigned to it.”

At that moment, Miss Aston’s phone came alive. She quickly declined the call.

“Variety is the spice of life, so I have never used one specific waitress for all of these occasions, and I don’t intend to start now. But I see you as being the primary waitress for these situations, who would be on duty for the majority of them. How would you feel about that?”

“I would be grateful for the opportunity to serve you in this way, Miss Aston.”

“Good. There is another part to this role. On occasions, you would be sent out to entertain VIPs, who for various reasons, cannot come to the club. You would make yourself available to them in any way they should require, for as long as they require, and you would remain discreet about whatever occurred. Are you understanding me, sugar?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“You would be representing Le Moulin Noir and its values and standards outside of the club, requiring an exceptional performance and presentation from you at all times. Nothing less will be acceptable. How would you feel about taking on that role?”

“I would be proud to have the chance to represent Le Moulin Noir, Miss Aston, and would give my very best.”

“Excellent! I’m very pleased to hear that!”

Miss Aston got to her feet.

“I have prepared the new contract in anticipation of you accepting. Follow me.”

Miss Aston moved across the office to her large, glass topped desk and sat in her chair. She took some papers out of one of her drawers. Azure stood in front of the desk, back in her pose.

“This new contract offers a significant increase in your basic salary because of the escalation in responsibility that the role demands, and to compensate for the loss of tips from working less on the floor. The contract comes into effect the moment you sign it. It is for two years. It details the amount that will be deducted each month toward paying off your debt, so that at the end of the two years it will be completely paid off – assuming you don’t run up additional arrears in the meantime! Is there anything that I haven’t made clear or you are unsure of?”

“No, Miss Aston.”

“Good!”

Miss Aston pushed the papers across the desk, a pen on top.

“I’ve marked with a cross the places you need to sign, when you have satisfied yourself that you are happy with it.”

After Azure’s experience with Miss Aston the last time she signed her contract, she went straight to the marked places and immediately signed her name four times. She handed the pen and Miss Aston’s copies of the contract back to her.

“May I speak, Miss Aston?”

Miss Aston stared at Azure for a few moments, her gaze cold as ice.

“Go on.”

“I want you to know how grateful I am for you helping me like this and giving me such an opportunity, when I now have so few available to me. I will try my best not to disappoint you or give you cause to regret the decision.”

Miss Aston’s face broke out into a broad smile.

“Well said!”

She put the contracts back into her desk drawer.

“I think, Crimzon, it is time for you to get ready for your first set, Yes? I have the biggest strap-on that I intend to ram up the holes of this whore!”

Crimzon drained her glass and stood up. She sauntered across to Azure and grabbed her rubber covered buttocks, one in each hand. She leaned close to her ear and whispered to her.

“You’ve talked the talk. Now you have to walk the walk!”

She kissed Azure on her new tattoo, at the same time, a hand slid up from Azure’s bum to caress her tramp-stamp. Azure felt a surge of excitement and pride at Crimzon’s acknowledgement of her marks of ownership, relishing the touches.

“Enjoy her with my blessings, Lexi!” Crimzon exclaimed as she left the room.


6: Burgundy

Syd had told Azure she could still have vaginal sex, but only when taken from behind, to protect the new piercings for the first month. Most of the time she was taken from behind anyway, so that wouldn’t make a huge difference. Worse for her was no cunnilingus for six weeks. Raven was quite generous with her mouth, normally, and would often eat Azure out. Though she guessed that would probably have reduced a lot anyway with Crimzon’s new rule to restrict her orgasms.

Stopping herself from cumming was an impossible demand that was doomed to fail. She had been orgasming several times a day since moving in with Raven and being available to the security team at the club. She was used sexually all the time; she came all the time. She had no control over what was being done to her body, how would she control her orgasms?

She suspected that Crimzon was setting an impossible rule to create a reason to punish her. Azure was using her anger at this right now to supress the surge of pleasure growing in her as Dougie thrust into her repeatedly, holding on to her hips so he could pull her fully on to his dick.

She was kneeling on the sofa in the security team locker room, her hands in front of her, holding on to the top of the seat back, bracing herself against the forceful fucking she was receiving. Dougie was stood behind her and was quite far along, his thrusts increasing in urgency.

Dougie was a pretty good fucker and Azure enjoyed it most when she was used hard. She desperately wanted to let herself go and enjoy a powerful cum, but she used every trick she knew to hold back. It had been nine days now since she had last been allowed to cum and she was a pressure kettle about to blow. It was only a matter of time before she lost the battle. Dougie had never denied her a cum in the past, but she didn’t bother to ask this time, she knew all the bouncers had been told to not allow her to climax.

To make matters worse, though she was still sore from the piercings four days ago, and on painkillers, she was already getting some idea of how sensitive the metal was going to make her clitoris. Just doing her strut – swinging her hips, putting one stiletto in front of another – was already enough for the metal to stimulate her clit to distraction, keeping her permanently hot, ready and eager. What would it be like when the piercings were properly healed? She was starting to appreciate the full implications of Crimzon’s plans to keep her permanently aroused.

Dougie groaned and she felt his cock pulsing inside her as he held her tightly against his crotch, his pubic hair tickling her labia. She ground her pussy against him, rotating her hips, trying to increase his pleasure as best she could. He slumped forward, his hands moving to her breasts, savouring their weight. She felt his heavy breath on the back of her neck.

“Thanks, lassie. You did your best, but it’s not the same when they make you hold back!”

“I’m sorry, sir. If you let them know that, maybe they will change the rule?”

Dougie laughed.

“They won’t listen to the likes of me! Don’t worry, you still deserve a high score and you’ll get one.”

“Thank you, sir. You’re very kind.”

Dougie let go of her breasts and pulled out of her. He smacked her bum.

“No, I’m not. I’m just a randy old sod!”

“That too, sir!”

Dougie smacked her again.

“Yer cheeky strumpet!”

They both laughed. Dougie was the only security guy that Azure would have dared to backchat.

Azure cleaned herself up. She had to report to Miss Aston at seven o’clock again. After she had signed the contracts last Thursday, Miss Aston had made Azure tongue her arsehole. It had been the most revolting thing she had ever done. She had thought she was going to throw-up on Miss Aston’s carpet. Luckily, it had been such a busy day that she had hardly eaten a thing since breakfast; she was sure that had saved her.

She hoped there would not be a repeat this evening, especially as her stomach was a lot fuller. Anyway, something bad always happened when she visited Miss Aston, and she didn’t see that changing tonight. As far as Azure was aware, Miss Aston didn’t normally work Mondays, so she had been surprised to receive the summons. She mounted the stairs feeling like she was climbing to her own gallows.

Miss Aston let Azure wait outside for a couple of minutes before she called her in. Always playing power games! Azure wondered if the woman was a psychopath. She tried to remember if she had ever witnessed a genuine act of kindness or empathy from her. None came immediately to mind.

Azure positioned herself in front of Miss Aston’s desk.

“So, tonight you will serve your first VIP. He will be up shortly and you will take him to the VIP box. Do you know where that is?”

“No, Miss Aston.”

“It’s next door. Turn right out of here, go around the corner and the door is straight ahead. There is a fridge and there are a few drinks. If you need anything else, you get it from the main bar downstairs – go behind the bar, not out onto the floor, we don’t want you getting held up by the regular customers.”

“I understand, Miss Aston.”

“Let him stay as long as he likes. Don’t ever rush or push a VIP, they are in charge, let them direct you at their own pace. There is an emergency button on the wall behind the bar. It has been used from time to time over the years. We have had suspected heart attacks and strokes and such. The excitement has been known to get too much for them.”

Miss Aston laughed.

“If the VIP leaves before the end of your shift, then you see out the rest of your time on the floor with the other waitresses. If they leave after the end of your shift; that’s too bad for you. You stay with them until they go, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Any problems, you come to me. If I’m not available, then the floor manager or Dale, depending on the nature of the issue.”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“Now, there is one other thing I need to speak to you about. You have been marked as late to service a member of the security staff last Thursday?”

“I was required by Miss Crimzon that afternoon, Miss Aston. I made myself available as soon as I was free.”

“How unfortunate for you! It is very rare that I waive a late mark, and I won’t be doing it on this occasion either. It is normally a £100 fine. But taking into account your financial situation recently, I have decided to be generous and offer you an alternative. Accept three strokes from Sir Stephen and it will be forgotten and with no further damage to your financial situation.”

Miss Aston had trapped Azure again with another choice that wasn’t a choice.

“Thank you, Miss Aston. It is very kind of you to consider my situation.” Azure didn’t hesitate in her answer.

“Yes, it is, isn’t it! As I keep saying, I look after my girls.”

Rising from behind her desk, Miss Aston headed to the drawer that housed Sir Stephen, her favourite cane. She was wearing burgundy coloured leather tonight, with knee high boots to match.

“You’ll take them over the desk. Get your skirt up and into position.”

Azure slid the latex up over her bottom and bent over the desk. The glass surface was cold against her breasts, causing her already erect nipples to ache. She could just about reach the other side of the desk with her arms outstretched. She grasped the edge.

“Curve that back and thrust that arse out, you know better than that! You get an extra stroke for sloppy posture!

Miss Aston was now behind her. Azure pushed her buttocks towards her boss.

“I’m sorry, Miss Aston.”

The sadistic club owner put Sir Stephen on the desk beside Azure, ensuring it was within her eyeline, while she unhooked the two rear garter straps from Azure’s fishnets, draping them up the waitress’s back, giving her a clear target to aim at. She grasped Azure’s pale buttocks in her hands and kneaded them.

“Your arse has always been your best feature. No cosmetic changes needed here, though you might need some aloe vera after I’ve skinned it for you!”

There was a knock on the door.

“Enter!”

“Mr Smith is here, Miss Aston?” Azure recognized Amethyst’s voice.

“Show him in, sweetheart.”

With one last squeeze, Miss Aston’s hands left Azure.

“Benjamin, so glad you could make it! I trust you are well?”

The small talk continued for some moments, as if there wasn’t a virtually naked woman lying across Le Moulin Noir owner’s desk.

“You’ve caught me just in the middle of disciplining your waitress for the night. Please, be my guest and watch, if you would like?”

“That would be interesting to see! What has she done?”

“She was late last Thursday. First offence, too, so only a few strokes, enough to bring her back into line!”

“That sounds a bit harsh! How late was she, half a day?”

“Only a few minutes, but she missed an appointment. Unacceptable. I run a tight ship here, there’s no room for wastrels. Got to keep them on their toes. You know how these sluts take a yard if you give them an inch!”

“Wow!”

“If you stand over there, you’ll get a great view.”

Miss Aston picked up the cane. She ran a hand across Azure’s buttocks, jiggled them.

“I think these can take a few without any problems!”

Azure heard the cane hum through the air as Miss Aston practiced her action. It brought back memories of the previous time she had been subject to Sir Stephen’s wrath and the unconscionable pain it had caused. She watched her fingers shaking with fear as they gripped the edge of the desk.

“Right, sweetheart, keep your legs together and straight, your backside presented and stay down until you are told you may rise. You will count each stroke and thank me for each.”

Azure heard the hum again, only this time it ended in a snap, followed instantly by atrocious, all-consuming agony. It sucked her breath away. For a few seconds Azure was incapable of conscious thought.

“I’m waiting!”

Miss Aston pressed the tip of Sir Stephen against Azure’s buttock, right on the mark she had made.

“One!” Azure gasped. “Thank you, Miss Aston!”

“You’re welcome, sugar. Now, you can spend as much of your own time admiring yourself in the mirror as you want!”

Hum. Snap!

Azure couldn’t hold back a moan, her hips twitched spastically. She stamped her feet. Nothing relieved the searing pain.

“Two! Thank you, Miss Aston!”

“You are welcome. But when you are on my dollar, you will be on time!”

Hum. Snap!

Azure let out a pitiful cry, her hips gyrating uncontrollably. She lifted one leg, then the other and slammed them back onto the floor.

“Three! Thank you, Miss Aston!”

“You are welcome. Are you understanding my point of view, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

“And one last stroke for poor posture!”

Hum. Snap!

Azure sobbed and writhed, her fingers white as they gripped the edge of the desk, desperately holding on, trying not to raise herself up.

“Four! Thank you, Miss Aston!”

“You are most welcome, sugar. Now tell me what we have learned from this?”

“That I must not be late …and waste your time …and money… Miss Aston.” Azure was still puffing and gasping between words, unable to keep still.

“Anything else?”

“I must not be late …and inconvenience my colleagues… Miss Aston.”

“Good point! Anything else?”

“I must present myself properly …when under your instruction… Miss Aston.”

“Indeed! It seems you have benefited greatly from the instruction of Sir Stephen?”

“Yes, Miss Aston. Thank you!”

“You will hold that position until given permission to move. Make sure you keep that arse thrust out so we can see those beautiful lines that Sir Stephen has drawn!”

“Yes, Miss Aston.”

Azure heard Miss Aston crossing the room to put Sir Stephen back in the drawer.

“Remind me to never take a job working for you, Lexi!” Benjamin Smith piped up.

“How I treat my male employees is very different to self-obsessed sluts like her who can’t keep their legs closed. Men respond to different motivations.”

“You are obviously very well practiced with that instrument. It must take some skill to place four lines so precisely. So close together, but not touching. They look like they’ve been printed on!”

“The idea is to cover as much as you can of the area where she will feel it most, not just at the time, but in the days to come!”

Miss Aston put her fingers on the marks she had just burnt into Azure’s buttocks, pressing hard. Azure gasped and sobbed.

“So, low here, where she will feel it when walking, climbing stairs and so on. And up to here, which will smart for days whenever she sits down. So, the lesson isn’t over, but just beginning. Over the next few days, she will regret countless times being late, and hopefully think twice about doing it again!”

“Can I feel them?”

“Why, of course, Benjamin! She’s yours for the evening, do whatever you want with her!”

Azure felt new fingers on her burning bum, but these were much more tentative.

“Wow, they are so hot! It feels like her skin is cooking!”

“Well, it literally is!” Miss Aston laughed.

“I really can feel the marks throbbing!”

“Great, isn’t it! I just love the cane as an instrument of correction. It’s pretty near perfect!”

Miss Aston slapped Azure’s bottom.

“Anyway, you’ll have plenty of time to play with her later, come over here and let’s have a chat.”

Miss Aston’s palm ground into Azure’s buttock, right in the area where it hurt most, where the tip of the cane had bitten into her right buttock.

“Our conversation is none of your business, sugar, so put your fingers in your ears.”

Azure obeyed, feeling even more foolish and humiliated. But despite that, and her pain, her writhing had manipulated her nipples against the desktop and her genital piercings against her clit and she was incredibly aroused and desperate for sexual contact.

Miss Aston took Mr Smith over to the sofa. They were speaking quietly and Azure couldn’t hear a word, only an occasional noise. Her hips continued to squirm in discomfort and sexual need. It was hard to judge how long she was there before suddenly a hand grabbed her hair and pulled her upright, her fingers were pulled out of her ears.

“Get yourself presentable, then get Mr Smith a pint of Guinness and take it to the VIP box.”

“Right away, Miss Aston.”

Azure hadn’t known that there was a VIP box until tonight. It was about a third the size of Miss Aston’s office, a long narrow room with two armchairs and a three-seater sofa, all placed in front of the full-length glass wall that looked out onto the floor of the club. It was situated right over the main stage, giving a fantastic view. Azure knew the glass gave a one-way view, no one could see in from the club floor.

Behind the last armchair was a tiny bar with a mini-fridge. The light had a dimmer switch, allowing the brightness to be controlled. Azure set it quite low, thinking it would create the right mood and enhance the clarity of the stage. Ash was performing at the moment, wearing a confection of leather straps that hid nothing, yet somehow covered her.

Mr Smith entered shortly after her (Azure would learn later that most VIPs didn’t use their real names – she would be attending to a lot of Mr Smiths.) He was a small man, chubby, with receding dark hair, probably about fifty years old. His eyes were wide with excitement and anticipation, drinking in her body without a trace of shame.

Azure took his coat and jacket. He chose to sit in the armchair closest to the stage, giving the impression that he had been here before. She put his pint of Guinness on a little table beside the chair, leaning across him, presenting her breasts for him to grope. He took up the invitation, playing with her nipples, then squeezing her left tit.

“She’s a scary lady, your boss. Why do you work for her?”

Azure would work on the assumption that Miss Aston would record everything that happened in the VIP box.

“Miss Aston can be quite persuasive, sir.”

“You can say that again!”

“How would you like me, sir?”

“Here, sit on my lap.” He patted his thigh.

“Yes, sir.”

Azure draped herself across the man, her legs hanging over one of the chair arms. She couldn’t hide a wince as her tender bottom pressed into his thighs. She wrapped an arm around his neck. He took a long drink of his Guinness, then watched the end of Ash’s act, a hand roaming idly over her body, caressing her thigh and then finishing on one of her breasts, gently tugging on the barbell through her nipple.

“You’ve got a real handful up here now. The last time I was here you were working down there and these were smaller!”

“Yes, sir. I felt I needed an upgrade.”

“They really suit you. They look terrific!”

“Thank you, sir.”

“I remember you because you are the only girl here with short hair.”

He ran his fingers over the fuzz at the back of her head.

“I’m not usually a fan of short hair on girls, but on you it’s really sexy. You have the right shaped face to carry it off.”

“I’m glad to hear it, sir!”

Azure pressed the heel of her hand into Mr Smith’s crotch. He was already pretty stiff.

“Would you like me to take care of that for you, sir?”

“Not just yet, babe.”

Ash had left the stage a couple of minutes ago. There was the usual scramble between acts. Punters rushing for the toilet. Those punters alongside the stage all trying to order drinks at the same time. Mr Smith continued to play with her breasts while he drank. Occasionally, his hand would drop down to rub her thigh.

The stage went dark and thumping music started. Then the light show began and Magenta strode into the flashing spotlights wearing a shocking pink latex catsuit.

“It was Magenta who served me the last time I was here. Boy, has she changed! I wouldn’t recognize her as the same girl down there!”

The difference in Magenta was genuinely shocking. When Azure had lived with her, she had been one of the least exhibitionist and overtly sexual women at Le Moulin Noir, once she was away from the club. She didn’t dress provocatively, wore minimal make-up and had one of the smallest pair of breasts (still large in any other context other than the club.)

Everything had changed. Her breasts were enormous, at least as big as Ash’s, who in Azure’s opinion had the largest chest at the club. Her hair had been thickened and extended so it fell to her waist and really made her stand out, platinum blonde shot through with shocking pink streaks that matched the catsuit she was wearing. Her lips had been enlarged as well, into a thick cupid’s bow that stuck out from her face like a duck’s bill. They dominated her features, and to Azure’s mind, detracted from her natural beauty.

She had never been able to get to the bottom of what was behind this bizarre transformation. Magenta had hardly spoken a word to her since Azure had moved out. A woman she had been so intimate with and who had taught her so much, but Magenta treated her like a stranger now. And Azure hadn’t known that Magenta had done this job before her, she was realizing how little she actually knew about what happened in this place.

“I really admire how you girls aren’t afraid of your sexuality. I wish I could get just 10% of your attitude into my wife!”

“But I bet she’s a better cook than any of us, sir!” Azure joked.

“That’s probably true.” Mr Smith was rueful.

Magenta now had the catsuit down to her waist, her massive breasts looked like beach balls stuck on her chest. The punters were cheering and screaming but Azure couldn’t reconcile the woman she was watching with the person she knew.

“Do you wish you had the new Magenta up here with you, sir?”

“You know, I actually don’t. No offence to you or her, but I find her a bit freaky now. I really shouldn’t have said that!”

“You’re entitled to your opinion, sir, and don’t worry, we don’t offend easily.”

She squeezed his cock through his trousers.

“You know, I’m about ready to fuck.”

“Certainly, sir. How do you want me?”

“You know, I have this fantasy of screwing a woman against a big window high up in a skyscraper, so that if someone actually looked up, they would see us doing it. I know they won’t be able to see us here, but screwing against the glass with all those people visible and so close is very entertaining!”

Azure got to her feet, but as she did so, Mr Smith grabbed her at the waist.

“Don’t move!”

His hands rubbed across her latex covered buttocks and hips.

“You have a fucking amazing arse. You look like a movie star or somethin’!”

“Thank you, sir.”

Slowly, he peeled the skirt up until it was bunched around her waist.

“Holy cow! Your bum looks sore. Does it hurt as much as it looks?”

“Worse, sir. I don’t recommend trying it.”

“I’m sorry, but it was fucking hot watching you get them, I think I might have cum in my pants if the caning had continued much longer!”

His fingers dragged across the tender lines again, only this time his touch was firmer than when he had first done it next door.

“The marks look fucking sexy!”

He spanked her right buttock, which was the most tender, as the tip of the cane had a truly evil bite.

“OK, let’s do this!”

On the bar was a jar of condoms, a tube of lube and some clean-up wipes. She grabbed the lube and a chocolate flavoured condom, which was the least worst tasting in her experience. Mr Smith was already removing his sweater and shirt. Azure dropped to her knees before him and unfastened his trousers, pulling them and his Y-fronts down together and helping him step out of them.

His cock was nearly fully erect already. It was fat and short and circumcised. She squeezed his shaft a couple of times, rubbing her thumb across the glans and rolled the condom on. She took his glans into her mouth and dragged her tongue piercings across it.

Mama mia!” Mr Smith gasped.

Azure withdrew her mouth and smiled up at him.

“Just a little taster of the second course!”

She spread some more lube over the condom and stood up. She turned and stepped up against the glass wall, spreading her legs, leaning against the window. For the second time that evening her nipples were pressed against cold glass and ached. She pressed her hands against the glass either side of her head.

“I assumed you want me facing the window, sir?”

“Perfect!”

His hands grabbed her buttocks, before one moved up to her hip, while the other spread her labia apart. She felt him clumsily attempt to push his cock into her, eventually succeeding, and then he grabbed her other hip and pressed her harder against the glass. She felt her breasts spreading out on the window like baps.

There were dozens of people just the other side of the glass and a few feet below them. It was hard to believe that they couldn’t all see her, but no one looked up. It didn’t stop Azure feeling vulnerable, but also excited by the thought.

Mr Smith proved to be not a good fuck. His short, urgent stabs into her left her unmoved and he wasn’t very fit, so he was soon panting hot breath onto her neck, which wasn’t at all pleasant. Azure was reminded of her night walking the street, this was another revolting experience to add to that. She bent her knees, pushing back against his thrusts, grinding her hips, trying to make it as good for him as she could.

After a few minutes, he pulled out.

“Do you… Do you mind…” He struggled to catch his breath, gasping for air.

Azure remembered Miss Aston’s comment about the emergency button. Would Mr Smith be the first to keel over while fucking her?

“… If I try your bumhole?” He managed to get out at last.

“No problem at all, sir!”

She pushed her bum further away from the window to give him better access, she also lowered herself, wondering if part of the problem was his height, or lack of it, while she was in steeple heels. Maybe fucking her standing up wasn’t the best idea!

His hands pulled her buttocks apart and he pushed against her sphincter repeatedly, slowly edging into her rectum.

“Oh, that feels so good!” He exclaimed when finally buried fully in her.

She squeezed him as if trying to expel a turd.

“Oh, man!”

He slowly started to fuck her arsehole.

Below, Raven came out onto the main stage in her Batgirl costume.

What Mr Smith lacked in technique, he more than made up for with longevity. He puffed like a steam train, but continued to plough into her bowels relentlessly. He sounded like he was going to drop dead before he would cum!

At last, he cried out, holding Azure tight on his cock as his hips spasmed. He fell against her, his head on her back as he gasped for air.

“Fucking amazing, thank you! It’s such a treat for me. My wife won’t let me screw her there!”

As Azure cleaned up, Mr Smith finished his beer. She slid her skirt back into place and stepped out of the VIP box to get him another. Her bum hurt inside and out, now, when she walked. She turned the corner to find Miss Aston standing in her office doorway, leaning against the frame. Azure was carrying a tray holding the empty pint glass, she had to be careful it didn’t topple over as she stopped suddenly.

“How’s it going, sugar?”

“Well, I believe, Miss Aston.”

Azure was more certain than ever that Miss Aston had been watching and listening to everything that had occurred in the VIP suite. How else would she have known the exact time Azure was leaving the box?

“Mr Smith’s a pussycat. I thought I would start you easy. There will be bigger challenges to come.”

“I understand, Miss Aston.”

“No, you don’t, but you will!” Miss Aston laughed harshly. “Don’t let me hold you up.”

“Thank you, Miss Aston.” As Azure strutted past her, Miss Aston swiped the waitress’ backside with her open palm. The hand on the rubber made a loud snap that echoed down the stairwell.

When Azure returned to the box, Mr Smith was already half erect again. She couldn’t blame him, as he had just seen the final part of Raven’s Batgirl routine, which always made Azure hot-to-trot as well. She fantasized that Raven would bring that costume home one day and wear it when she used her. A fantasy that was unlikely to be fulfilled.

Mr Smith wanted her in his lap again, only this time upside down, with her head hanging over the end of his knees, her bum pressed against his paunch and her legs up either side of his head, hanging over the back of the armchair. He got her to roll up her skirt to her waist once more, first. It was an uncomfortable and degrading position. Every time she thought they had done everything that was possible to objectify her, there was always something knew to reinforce her sole purpose in life.

He was content to sit there for a long time, watching the performances below and sipping his Guinness, his free hand constantly playing with her – mostly her breasts and nipples, but occasionally he fingered her pussy, which was split open about a foot under his chin. Azure had to concede that this position did place her breasts very conveniently in his lap so he could enjoy them with his elbow resting on the chair arm.

His manipulations were very gentle and effective (unlike his screwing technique) and several times Azure was forced to squirm as her arousal grew. She really was a slut; it was so easy to get her turned-on!

She could feel his cock pressing into her back as it tried unceasingly to spring erect, and eventually it got too much for Mr Smith and he had her get on her knees between his legs and take him into her mouth.

“Gently, gently!” He pressed his hand onto the top of her head. “Take it easy, babe. I want this to be a slow burn. I’ll tell you when to go full pelt!”

Azure soon found out he was saving himself for Crimzon’s performance. Who could blame him!

“Now this is one lady that you can bring up here for me, if you can! Crimzon’s gotta be the hottest girl on the planet! No offence, babe.”

Azure’s lips popped as she released his cock. She was glad of the opportunity to flex her jaw. The penis was fat and having it in her mouth for a long period had really made it ache.

“No offence taken, sir. I agree with you completely. She is the hottest woman on the planet. I’m pretty sure she won’t be available, but I can ask if you want me to?”

Mr Smith put both his hands onto Azure’s head, his thumbs rubbing the stubble above her ears.

“I wasn’t serious, darling, just fantasizing. I already asked ages ago. Lexi said Crimzon wasn’t available for anyone.”

You can say that again! Thought Azure, bitterly. Would you do what I have done to get her? I’m only blowing you so I can get to her! And even that still hasn’t worked yet! She wanted to scream it out loud, but dared not to.

Mr Smith pushed her head back onto his prick.

“You can give me the works with that magic mouth of yours, babe. I want to blow my load watching that amazon!”

Azure duly obliged, taking him straight down her throat, until her lips were buried in his short and curlies.

“Mama mia, that feels good! OK, I take that back, maybe not the works yet, I want to last another few minutes longer!” He laughed, pulling her head back up.

Azure was so familiar with Crimzon’s routines that she knew how much time she had from the music, though she wished she could see her owner’s dynamic, gymnastic performance on the pole. She had to make do from memory. Conscious of how long Mr Smith had lasted the first time, and that he would surely last longer this time, she still worked her mouth intensively, deep throating him multiple times as his grip on her head increased.

He still managed to last nearly all the way through the set and she was relieved when she swallowed him one final time and he forced her face into his pubic hair, squashing her nose, as his cock pulsed and he cried out in delight. He was still down her throat when she heard the roar of the crowd as Crimzon finished her routine. Reluctantly, he let her up and she pulled her mouth clear, gulping desperately needed air.

“That was fantastic!” He bellowed, but Azure never knew if he was talking about Crimzon’s performance or her blow job. Maybe it had been both.


7: The Thin Blue Line

There was a high wall in front of the house, the driveway was deep and secluded, so when the ten-year-old SEAT hatchback crunched to a stop on the gravel, it was out-of-sight of the road.

Azure was still sucking a mint to try to take away the taste of the condom and lube from blowing Ben a couple of minutes ago. He had stopped at the side of the road in the leafy suburb of large, expensive houses. He had told her to get his cock out and make it hard. The condom wasn’t flavoured. Then he had pushed her head down to take the dick into her mouth. At least it was dark and the pavements were empty, but Azure found the act just as sordid as when she had done the same in the red-light zone.

Getting chauffeured to the house was not for her benefit, Miss Aston had explained. She would rather have seen Azure make her own way there, but the VIP she was servicing tonight insisted on the utmost discretion and no one could see a disreputable whore like her arriving or leaving the premises. So one of the bouncers would take her and pick her up – for which he would expect payment in kind.

Now here she was, two days before Christmas, on her first VIP visit outside the club.

“Thank you, sir. I’ll text you when I’m done.”

“Sure.”

Azure opened the door and a blast of freezing air rushed in. She had a slight difficulty getting out of the car. Miss Aston had told her she needed to expand her wardrobe for occasions such as this, and Ash had taken her shopping again. As a result, she was wearing a pair of latex boots that matched the blue of her latex dress and the colour in her hair. The boots were crotch high – there was less than two inches between the buckle at the top of the rubber and her pussy. They also had five-and-a-half-inch needle heels which didn’t feel very stable on the gravel beneath her feet.

The boots had been eye-wateringly expensive, though she had to admit they looked sensational. The matching dress struggled to cope with her new breasts, the rubber was stretched taught across them, barely covering her nipples, which poked out obscenely through the thin membrane of latex, permanently erect now and with the large barbells through them. She had to move carefully as there was a real danger of them popping out from a sudden movement.

Over the top, she wore her transparent plastic raincoat. She had never felt more of a slut as she mounted the steps to the front door of the house, brightly visible in the car’s headlights. It was one thing to be dressed like this at a club with other women dressed similarly, or in a red-light area, but to be entering a million pound plus house in the richest part of the city – she shuddered at the thought of how she would be treated.

Her stomach hit the floor when the door opened. There stood a policeman in uniform. Azure was struck by a wave of panic that felt like a punch in the face. Had she been set up? What was this?

“Ah, Lexi’s new girl! In you come, don’t really need you on the doorstep dressed like that!”

Azure was slow to react. Dimly, it reached her brain that the uniform had ostentatious epaulets on the shoulders, this was a very senior police officer.

“Good evening, sir!”

She finally got her brain into gear and stepped into the hallway, her metal stilettos rapping loudly on the marble flooring.

“You can hang your coat in there.”

The policeman indicated a cloakroom. Azure shrugged off her raincoat and hung it up. She smoothed the wrinkles out of her rubber dress as she followed him into an old-fashioned lounge with two huge, buttoned leather sofa’s opposite each other, in front of an enormous fire-place.

There was another uniformed cop sat on one of the sofas, a massive wine glass in her hand.

“This is my wife, she’s a superintendent on the force, you will be serving us both tonight.”

“Yes, sir.”

What the hell had she got involved in! She was being used as a gift to bribe high ranking police officers! The hairs stood up on her neck.

“Come here, let’s have a look at you!” The woman ordered Azure across the room.

She was tall and thin, with short-cropped dirty blonde hair. She was attractive, but there was a harshness to her features, sharp angles and cold hard eyes that gave her a very intimidating vibe. She looked to be in her mid-forties, at least ten years younger than her husband.

Azure strutted over, swinging her hips, her braless breasts bouncing and threatening to slip out of the latex that wrapped them.

“Stop there!”

The woman put down her wine glass and stood up. She and Azure were about the same height. The difference was, she was wearing flats and Azure wore towering heels.

“Turn around, slowly.”

Azure was well-practiced now at showing herself off, she turned seductively. The man was behind her, both were drinking in the sight she presented.

“Stop!”

Azure now had her back to the woman. She felt her move up close behind her.

“Love the dress!”

Azure felt the woman’s hands run down her back, over her buttocks, cupping them.

“Love the boots too! You look spectacular!”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Quality merchandise!”

“The clothes or the whore?” The man asked.

“Both!”

The woman’s hands hugged Azure’s hips, then moved up to grab her breasts.

“Yes, she will do nicely!”

Azure was disappointed when the hands released their hold.

“Keep turning.”

She continued her spin, until she was back facing the woman.

“Love the hair, too!”

Fingers caressed both sides of Azure’s head.

“Unusual! We’ve never had a slut from Lexi with short hair before, have we?”

“Assuredly not. That’s the kind of thing I would remember.”

“Yes, you would!” The woman laughed.

Her fingers now traced across Azure’s lips.

“Perfect mouth, can’t wait to try it!”

And then her fingers gripped Azure’s chin and tilted her head back.

“Look at me, slut!”

Azure raised her eyes to the woman’s cold grey gaze.

“You’re not here for small talk. You keep your mouth shut and do as you’re told. We’ll treat you just as we please and you’ll accept it willingly and everything will go fine, understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good, I’m glad we understand each other. Your first job is to stand there looking eminently fuckable until we are ready for you.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Both the police officers sat down, drank their wine, discussed how their respective days had gone for the best part of half an hour. Azure was completely ignored, except for occasional sidelong glances. She adopted her waiting pose from the club.

“Take the dress off, leave the boots on.” Suddenly the woman was looking directly at Azure.

Azure slowly lowered the rear zip, slipped the straps of the dress off her shoulders and pushed it down to her hips, revealing completely her bare breasts with their thrusting, erect nipples. She looked directly at the woman as she slid the dress over her hips and let it drop to the floor.

“Insolent bitch! You’ll pay for that, later!” The woman laughed.

Azure stepped out of the dress puddled at her feet, did a pirouette and finished standing in front of the woman, legs wide apart, back curved to push her chest forward.

“I think she prefers girls.” The man commented. “She seems more interested in you than me. I love fucking a lesbo slut who has no choice but to take real cock, and then get her to squirm in pleasure anyway. They can’t live without the real thing!”

He stood up, pressed against Azure from behind and started playing with her breasts and nipples. She could feel his cock hardening as it pressed against her bum.

The woman sat forward on the sofa and grabbed Azure’s blue latex panties at the hips, quickly pulling them down. her fingers examined the pussy right in front of her face. She pushed the labia apart so she could see the piercings around Azure’s clitoris.

“Shit! No wonder she looks desperate for a fuck! These piercings must keep her permanently on heat. Poor bitch! What a great way to keep a slut focused on what is important! Chief Constable, may I respectfully suggest we retire to the bedroom and give this whore the workover she so urgently needs?”

“Splendid suggestion, Superintendent. Please lead the way. I think I’ll follow behind so I can examine this backside further. It appears to be in need of a reaming and I’m feeling inclined to oblige!”

The bedroom had a king-sized four-poster bed. At the base was an ottoman, which they draped Azure over, bottom up, while they undressed. The woman placed a large bolster cushion under Azure’s hips, lifting them high up.

“She has some old cane marks here!” She remarked, running her fingers over the lines.

“Yes, I noticed them, too. I didn’t realize that was an option. I quite fancy giving her six of the best.”

The man, now naked, sat on the end of the bed, sliding his legs between the ottoman and the mattress, his three-quarters stiff penis just inches from Azure’s mouth. He had a moderate beer belly hanging above the cock, but wasn’t in bad shape for someone she judged must be getting close to sixty, though his closely cropped hair tried to disguise how thin he had become on top. He had one of those faces that seemed to have a permanent sneer.

The strange thing was, as she watched, he put on his police uniform hat. She tried desperately not to laugh, to try to hide a smile. She dropped her head down, wishing her hair was still long enough to hide her face, but those days were long gone.

“They’ve been expertly applied. What accuracy! Bet they stung!” The woman was still enthused by Azure’s cane marks. “Did Lexi give you these, slut?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“What for?”

“Three for being late and one extra for poor posture, ma’am.”

“Excellent! Lexi really knows how to keep her sluts in line! Just imagine how many you will get if we give you a poor rating tonight! If that doesn’t motivate you to perform, I don’t know what will!”

Azure shuddered at the thought. The woman smacked each of Azure’s buttocks very hard, causing her to gasp.

“And if you don’t fulfil your potential, a poor rating is what you will get! The package says top quality slut, and that’s what the contents better be!”

“Yes, ma’am. I’ll do my best.”

“Would you put your wonderful cock into her slut mouth, Chief Constable? Put a stop to that obsequious humbug she keeps spouting. If she thinks that routine is going to stop us giving her a full work-over, she’s in for a disappointment!”

“Quite agree, Superintendent! While I’m doing that, kindly warm up that cute backside for me!”

The Chief Constable of a large metropolitan county, sitting naked on his bed with only his uniform hat on, began to slap his cock erect on Azure’s mouth, while she tried to understand how her life had come to this point.

“Curve your back and stick that bum out, slut!”

Azure obeyed and immediately there was a loud splat as a wide strap contacted her buttocks. There was a fraction of a delay before the fiery pain of the impact registered and she lurched forward, pressing her mouth harder against the cock in front of it. The pain just grew and grew and Azure moaned.

“An arse is not worth buggering if it’s not been made nice and tender first.” The man muttered, rubbing his glans against Azure’s mouth.

“We are police officers!” the woman declared. “We deal with the dregs of humanity every day. You think we don’t know how to deal with white trash like you!”

The strap landed across Azure’s buttocks again. She cried out, squirming.

The guy had his condom on now. About bloody time, thought Azure, not appreciating the bare cock on her mouth, previously. His prick was a bit bigger than average, now it was fully erect, a slight banana bend to it. She opened her mouth as he pushed the head towards her and he suddenly stopped.

“Stick your tongue out!”

Azure obeyed.

“Hey, she’s pierced twice on her tongue! The ball at the front is huge, it’s a wonder she can talk properly!”

“I saw some metal earlier, when she spoke. I look forward to experiencing it myself!”

The woman struck Azure again with the strap. It seemed a harder stroke this time. Azure moaned, the burning getting worse with every hit.

“Plug that mouth of hers and shut her up, will you. If she’s making a noise now, I don’t know what state she’ll be in by the time we’ve finished with her!”

The man grabbed Azure’s hair and steered his cock into her mouth. Azure closed her lips around it, teasing his glans briefly with her tongue, before he forced the penis to the back of her mouth and she quickly swallowed him down into her throat. He kept forcing until her nose was mashed in his pubic hair.

The strap landed once more and Azure’s moan was suitably muffled, though the vibration of her voice passed straight through to the cock.

“Lovaduck! That feels great!”

Eventually, he let her up for air, but was soon deep throating her again. He was keeping complete control, using her mouth, not allowing her to initiate anything, though she tried.

Meanwhile, the woman was increasing the frequency of her strokes and Azure couldn’t keep her hips still as they writhed and squirmed under the onslaught. Tears started to flow; the pain was atrocious.

“Fuck! She’s some cocksucker!”

“Lexi’s sluts usually are. Always needing a cock inside them!”

“True! They can always take my cock down to the root.”

The woman finally stopped strapping Azure’s backside, which by now felt as if it had been set alight. Her hands grabbed the burning buttocks, one cheek in each palm.

“This should be warm enough for you, I can feel it throbbing!”

“You can lube up her arsehole while you’re at it, if you want?”

The woman pushed her fingers between Azure’s labia, slipping them deep inside her. Azure couldn’t stop herself from pushing back, trying to force them even further in.

“I knew she’d be dripping wet, and she is! Just a light flogging and a cock in her mouth is enough for a whore like her! I can lube her arsehole with her own juices!”

Gradually the man was allowing Azure more time to use her tongue on his prick, though he was still continuing to deep throat her regularly, and when he did, he held it there for a long time. It seemed to be his thing.

The woman was scooping fluid out of Azure’s pussy and dumping it on her rosebud. She started pushing fingers through her sphincter.

“She’s pretty loose back here, obviously seen plenty of traffic.”

“It doesn’t take long for them to lose their freshness, unfortunately.”

The man pulled out of Azure’s mouth with a pop.

“Time to swap places, my dear. Much more of this and she’ll have me firing off. I want to do that in her bowels, first.”

The man climbed off the bed; the woman climbed on to take his place. Azure was wide-eyed as she saw that the woman was wearing nothing but her police hat as well! Her jaw was too tired to smile, this time, not to mention the fire still present on her bum cheeks.

The woman shimmied down the bed and wrapped her thighs around Azure’s head, crossing her legs and resting her feet on Azure’s back. She tightened her grip, forcing Azure’s mouth onto her pussy. She had a hairy mons but at least it was trimmed and tidy, so Azure didn’t get a mouthful of pubic hair. Her vulva had inner labia that were bigger than the outer lips, giving it an open flower appearance.

She was glistening wet. Azure locked her mouth against the pussy and dragged the ball on the tip of her tongue up the entire length, bottom to top. The woman groaned and pulled Azure even tighter into her crotch, forcing Azure’s nose between the labia.

“Told you!” The man laughed, he seemed to be some distance away.

When next he spoke; he was right behind Azure.

“Good job, Superintendent! She’s marked up beautifully, nice and tender for the cane. Careful she doesn’t bite your clit off when I start laying into her!”

Azure’s stomach leapt into her mouth: panic overwhelmed her. She was going to be caned on top of the strapping! She had thought that was an idle boast from the man. She momentarily froze. The pause was enough for the woman to yank painfully on her hair.

“Keep eating, you tart! We told you we were going to work you over. You’ll be walking out of here bow-legged! We know exactly what to do with filth like you!”

Azure felt the cane pressed against her still throbbing bottom.

“You can do better than that, slut! Curve that spine, thrust those cheeks at me! That’s good, now we add some purple to the red!”

She barely heard the hum, the superintendent’s thighs impaired her hearing, but she felt the atrocious pain alright. She screamed into the woman’s pussy and tried to raise her head, but the thighs wrapping her held her rigidly in place. She had never felt worse pain. She flayed her arms around uselessly, balling her hands into fists, then spreading her fingers wide, showing her palms. Her legs kicked out aimlessly.

“One.”

Tears streamed from Azure’s eyes. She hadn’t imagined anything could hurt more than Miss Aston’s cane, but on her already tenderized flesh and with the stroke administered with a man’s strength, it reached unparalleled agony.

To make matters worse, the woman was creaming like a stream. Azure had never encountered a pussy that emitted so much juice. Her nose and lower face were covered in it, filling her mouth and nostrils and making it difficult to breath.

The next stroke bit into her backside. The pain was all-encompassing, she was nothing but a pair of buttocks, she knew nothing but agony.

“Two”

The man only paused between strokes in order to get Azure back into the position he required, presenting her bottom for the next stroke. Azure had lost all awareness except for the pain. Dimly, she heard him call the sixth stroke and it slowly registered that the beating was over. She was writhing like a snake held up by the tail, but held in place by the woman’s legs. His hands grabbed her buttocks to hold them still.

The woman yanked savagely at Azure’s hair again.

“Eat me out, or so help me, you get that lot again!”

Azure felt her buttocks being pulled apart and a cock pushing at her bumhole. The man eased into her until she felt his hips pressing against her backside. The touch felt like razorblades.

“Feels tight enough to me, Superintendent!”

“I’ll try it with the strap-on later.”

The man started pumping in and out of Azure’s rectum, slowly and gently at first, but he soon picked up the pace and the force. She was still squirming desperately and the movement only increased his enthusiasm to fuck her bum even harder.

“Oh! She’s a great anal fuck! Tanning their backsides first always does the trick!”

Azure was still sobbing, nearly drowning in a mixture of pussy juice, tears and snot. Her tongue was working in a frenzy on the woman’s sex with not much skill but plenty of energy. She could feel the woman was about to cum as her hips started to twitch and so pressed the ball on the tip of her tongue hard onto the clitoris.

The woman cried out, her hips going berserk and her thighs crushing Azure’s head in a vice-like grip. The woman’s wetness increased even more, and as Azure’s head was thrown about, she struggled for air.

Meanwhile, the man was pounding into her bowels, and the overwhelming sensations became too much for Azure. She hadn’t cum for so long that her orgasm just crashed through her without any warning. She had no control over it at all. She thrashed about and the man had to grip her hips tightly to keep himself inside her.

Azure wasn’t sure if she lost consciousness or not. At some point the man had cum in her rectum, and the woman had loosened her grip on her head. Her mouth was wide open and desperately pulling in air. The world gradually came back into focus.

“End of round one, I’d say. Shall we adjourn for refreshments”

“Indeed. On your feet, slut!”

Azure was in no condition to be able to stand. Her booted feet made a couple of pathetic attempts to support her body.

“I think she genuinely is shagged out!” The man laughed

“What should we do with her?” The woman seemed annoyed.

“Make her uncomfortable while we rest up? How about a bit of bondage?”

The man headed away from the ottoman again.

“I think we have enough bits and pieces to keep her out of mischief!”

The bits and pieces turned out to be an elaborate head harness with a ring gag that wrapped around Azure’s skull in a web of straps and left her mouth wide open in a circle shape. Then a wide collar was locked around her neck, forcing her head up. They then turned her onto her back and bent her double, pushing a leg either side of her head. They fitted cuffs around her ankles with about a foot of chain linking them, and passed that chain through a ring at the back of the collar, fixing her in that position with her abused bottom being the highest and most prominent part of her.

“Shame we’re not allowed to mark up her breasts as well as her arse. They’re simply begging for it, aren’t they?” the man said as he felt them up once more.

The chain between cuffs on her wrists was passed through a ring on the top of the head harness, holding the heels of her hands pressed against her skull. Azure could hardly move a muscle. They finished up by clamping each of her nipples and fixing the clamps at the other end of the chains to her labia. It hurt like hell as they adjusted the links until the chains were taught. It was devious. The more she moved the more she pulled on the clamps.

“Just a little something to encourage you to stay still!” The woman whispered in her ear.

Then they both took their police hats off and hung them, one on each foot, on the shiny steel stiletto heel of each of her boots.

“If they are not still there when we get back, prepare for another six of the best!” The chief constable smiled at her as he turned away. “Come on, Superintendent, we just about have time to watch the next episode of Line of Duty!”




“Let’s see if the same trick works for me?”

The woman whacked the strap down on Azure’s buttocks in an action that started over her head. The leather landed ruthlessly on top of the cane wheals, forcing a pitiful scream from Azure’s ring-gagged mouth. Bound as she was, Azure could move hardly at all, and instinctively curving her back only served to stretch the chains between her nipples and labia, creating a new agony.

It was Round Two. The couple were back, naked and with their uniform hats back on. Azure was still lying lengthways on the ottoman, bent double, as they had left her more than an hour ago. The woman was now wearing a strap-on dildo that was longer and wider than her husband’s erect cock, but at the moment she was more interested in inflicting further misery on Azure with the heavy strap.

“You come swanning into our house, flaunting your body like you are the Queen of Sheba, when in fact you are just a cheap tart who opens her legs for anyone, a base whore!”

The strap fell again.

“Well, I can tell you, you won’t be swanning back out of here, you’ll be waddling like a duck!”

The strap landed once more, bringing with it even more fiery hell. Azure shrieked.

“It might be a good time, Chief Constable, to shove your glorious manhood back into the slut’s mouth and shut her up again!”

“I hear you, Superintendent. I just want to feel my dick between her tits for a short while first!”

He reached in between Azure’s legs and unclipped the clamps on her nipples. The pain was excruciating, exacerbated at that exact moment by the next crack of the strap on her raw bum.

“You and your fascination with big boobs!” Was there a trace of bitterness in the woman’s tone? She was pretty small breasted. It seemed a point of tension between them.

She ran her hands over Azure’s inflamed posterior. Her touch felt like broken glass. Azure sobbed. Then the woman unclamped her labia and threw the chains and clamps onto the bed. Meanwhile, the man was unbuckling the collar around Azure’s neck.

“I’m not going to look a gift whore in the mouth, my dear!” The man laughed at his own joke.

The strap hit Azure again, it seemed with more force, or was it just her imagination? The man now removed the cuffs from her ankles, but used his armpits to hold Azure’s legs above her head. His hands took hold of the straps in her head harness and he pulled her along the ottoman until her head hung over the edge.

“You’ve got to admit, she has all the tools for the perfect sex toy? I think she’s the best yet that we’ve had from Lexi, a real sex machine!”

The man stepped forward so his knees were against the ottoman, either side of Azure’s head, and his half-erect penis poked the top of her cleavage. Azure gave another strangled cry as the next stroke of the strap cracked onto her bum. She tried to writhe, but she couldn’t move.

The man leaned forward, grabbed her breasts, slid his cock into her cleavage and then wrapped her tits around it. His thumbs pressed down hard on her stiff nipples. He started to fuck her tits; Azure felt the cock quickly swelling to full size. The man groaned in pleasure as she jumped as the next lick of the strap landed.

“Shall we spit roast her? See if we can meet in the middle?”

“Splendid idea, Superintendent! Just give her a couple more with the strap so she’ll be nicely warmed up!”

“With pleasure!”

The last two landed with real venom. Azure’s hips squirmed, it felt like her buttocks had been skinned. The man was still fucking her tits.

“Look how wet she is, again. I can lube the strap-on from her cunt. I wonder if she’s a pain slut? Be good to find out!”

“We can save that for next time. Make sure you’ve stuffed her cunt before you bugger her. You know this type of slut; she won’t be happy unless all her holes are full at the same time. Can you get me a johnny while you’re at it?”

The woman seemed to bristle at being told what to do and stepped away. While the man continued to fuck Azure’s breasts in long, leisurely strokes.

“Let’s see how she responds to goliath on full power.”

The woman came back and dropped the condom onto Azure’s chest. The guy released her breasts and stepped back to unwrap the rubber and slide it over his throbbing penis.

“I’ll just oil the strap-on first.”

Azure felt the tip of the dildo pressing her labia and then discomfort as the huge head stretched her apart as it slipped into her slick pussy. At the same time, the man dropped one of his balls into her mouth through the ring gag. She felt the hair and wrinkled sack on her tongue.

“Suck on that, but gently does it, slut. If you hurt me you don’t want to know what I’ll do to you!”

As the strap-on sunk deeper into her, the discomfort turned to glorious pleasure, until the head pushed against her cervix with a sharp pain. It was a horrible feeling, like she had been violated to the core and made her vulnerability all the more acute. She tongued the gonad in her mouth as best she could.

The woman started to fuck her and she responded immediately, despite everything, she was helplessly aroused. The man pulled out his testicle and inserted the other. Then the woman withdrew the strap-on and Azure felt something harder and bigger sliding into her vagina to replace it. It kept going, stretching her wider and wider. She grunted around the hairy gonad at the overwhelming sensation of taking the biggest thing she had ever had up her pussy.

“Like that inside you, do you? Let’s see what this does!” the woman exclaimed.

Suddenly the dildo came to life, vibrating like a jackhammer.

“Watch she doesn’t bite your ball off!” The woman joked, but the man seemed to take it seriously and pulled it out of Azure’s mouth. Her jaw was held wide open by the ring gag, there was no way she could bite him, accidentally or otherwise!

The sensation was amazing. Azure squealed, trying to move her hips as best she could.

“Kindly shut her trap!” The woman said.

“Indeed!” Man replied.

The way Azure was positioned now, with her head hanging over the edge of the ottoman, gave a perfect entry angle for the man’s cock. He steered it through the ring and kept going, straight down her throat.

At the same time, the woman pushed her strap-on hard against Azure’s sphincter, which was still sloppy from her previous buggering, and the head slipped in quite easily. She kept going too, until the leather of the harness was pressed against Azure’s abused buttock flesh. Azure’s eyes nearly popped out of her head as the two large artificial cocks filled her to bursting point.

She felt totally penetrated, psychologically as well as physically. Entirely dominated. Her bowel wall and vagina wall squeezed against each other, an indescribable physical and emotional sensation, and the dildo in her pussy continued to reverberate and shake. Her second orgasm of the evening crashed through her. She was completely unable to control it. She howled around the cock in her throat as the ecstasy went on and on.

As she slowly came down from the euphoric high, she had to come to terms with the fact that it wasn’t over for the police officers, they were just getting started, and they weren’t in the least concerned that now her endorphins were dissipating, all she could feel was awful pain and terrible discomfort.

They were both fucking her hard, one her throat, the other her arse. Her hands, uselessly chained to the top of her head, flexed open and closed, about the only physical way she could express herself as they used her as the object she was.

“Let’s synchronize!” The man declared.

They both paused for a moment, the man’s glans resting on Azure’s tongue, the head of the strap-on sitting just inside Azure’s rectum.

“One, two, three, go!”

They both thrust forward simultaneously, deep into her throat and deep into her bowels. It felt extraordinary, like she really was spitted clean through. Her shrill cry muffled and lost to the penis down her gullet, though the strong vibration transferred to his cock caused the man to exclaim.

“I think she felt that!” The woman sneered.

“And again, one, two, three, go!”

They were soon both hammering into her forcefully, still synchronized. They were both breathing hard, but also laughing almost manically. Each thrust hurt both her throat and her intestines, and she had to gasp quickly for air in the brief moments she could. But despite it all, she could feel her arousal growing again.

While Azure had been spit-roasted and double penetrated before, the size of the dildos inside her were the biggest things she had ever taken in her holes, individually, let alone together. With the vibrator on full power and the woman’s vulva bumping into Azure’s own with every penetration, the impact was transferring through to her clit and the metal surrounding it.

Increasingly, the passage of the strap-on through her bowels was becoming pleasurable again. She writhed to increase all the sensations, feeling helpless to be so driven and easily manipulated by her unquenchable desires, at another opportunity for sexual ecstasy, no matter how badly she was treated.

Within five minutes she was having her third shattering orgasm of the night.


8: Darkness Falls

Azure flexed her fingers, tried to shift her arms to reduce the ache in them, but yet again was unsuccessful. She had a thick, heavy posture collar fastened around her neck. It had a cut-out for her chin, so it held her head rigid; she couldn’t move it as much as an inch in any direction. A chain was fixed to the ring on the back which terminated in a pair of manacles that held her wrists uncomfortably high. After some time, however, that discomfort had become pain, then a dull, nagging ache. She could only move her hands upwards, which hurt even more, or flutter her fingers uselessly.

Raven had put her in a new catsuit. It was azure blue to match her hair. It contained gloves built-in to the end of the sleeves and the attached socks were shaped with individual pockets for her toes. It had cut-outs for her breasts, buttocks and mound.

The helmet was familiar as it was the same design that she normally wore when in Raven’s studio, covering her entire head and neck except for her eyes, nostrils and fitting tightly around her mouth, forcing her lips out in an exaggerated pout.

She was also wearing a new pair of ballet boots made of the same blue latex that laced up to just under her knees. She had more experience in ballet boots now and could stand up in them unassisted and even walk short distances, but it was agony on her toes to do so, supporting her entire body weight with her feet held at such an acute angle.

Raven had her laying on the bed, her arms squashed into the pillows underneath her, while her legs were pulled up into a V shape and fastened to the headboard behind her, leaving her pussy as the most prominent part of her.

Raven had just fucked her with a double-ended strap-on, so her pussy was puffy and engorged and glistening with her juices. Raven had orgasmed exuberantly, but not let Azure cum, leaving the bound young woman in desperate need of being finished off.

It was Christmas Eve and the club was closed both today and tomorrow. This did not mean time off for Azure, apparently, as she was to be someone’s Christmas present, shortly to be delivered. She didn’t dare hope it would be to Crimzon. The disappointment of having that expectation crushed yet again was too much for Azure to contemplate.

A trolly was pushed through the curtain to stand beside the bed, Raven following behind. Azure eyed it suspiciously. It looked like the kind of thing seen in big hotels that was used to take luggage up to the rooms. It was tall, with a big brass hoop that supported a rail near the top.

“You, my sloppy slut, are going to be delivered trussed up like a Christmas turkey. I just hope your fate will turn out better!”

Raven was wearing an oversized black T-shirt that only partially disguised her huge breasts. Azure wanted to kiss her, wanted to taste her sweet pussy again, she was so horny.

“And a message from Miss Aston. She said if you are not found satisfactory, she will sell you to a triad brothel. I think she was joking, but you can never be sure with her! Anyway, I’ve got a train to catch, so I need you out of her ASAP.”

Azure wondered where that urgency was ten minutes ago when she was being fucked by the gorgeous goth.

Her legs were released and eased gently back down onto the bed.

“You better have a pee; I don’t know when the next chance for you to go will be.”

How far were they going to take her? Azure struggled to her feet with her hands still chained high up behind her back and unable to move her neck at all. She would have keeled straight over if Raven hadn’t caught her. In the ballet heels, and with Raven barefoot, Azure towered over the goth, who carefully guided her with hands around her rubber clad waist.

Under the bright artificial light of the bathroom, Azure saw herself in the big mirror. She didn’t look real, more like some alien fetish creature. The ballet boots gave a bizarre, unnatural length to her legs. The reflections from the shiny blue latex looked like some kind of liquid, rippling skin. She was a sex doll, devoid of individuality, all lips, tits and pussy. Large breasts thrust out, inviting anyone to fondle them, her mouth appeared begging for a cock.

“You never get tired of admiring yourself, do you! Sit down and pee!”

Raven plonked Azure onto the toilet seat. Afterwards, with a hand stuffed with wet wipes, Raven cleaned up Azure’s pussy.

“Don’t want anyone to be reminded they’re getting sloppy seconds, do we!”

From the cabinet, Raven brought out a jar and popped the lid. With a dollop of cream on her fingertips, she massaged each of Azure’s permanently erect nipples. They immediately began to burn and swell even more. Azure gasped at the sensation.

“Powerful stuff, eh?”

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

Another dollop on her fingers and this time Raven smeared the cream all over Azure’s pussy, thoroughly coating both inner and outer labia, her clit and clit hood, even thrusting her fingers up her vaginal channel. Azure gasped again, her hips instantly starting to squirm.

“This is supposed to turn the most frigid girl into a panting, sex hungry slut, so fuck knows what it is going to do to you! You were a panting, sex hungry slut before you even got it!”

Azure was certainly panting now. Her pussy was burning, itching unbearably. She had to rub it, but her hands fluttered uselessly behind her back. Raven pulled her up onto her feet and with a hand behind her rigid head, bent her right over at the waist.

“Stay!” She barked.

Azure felt her buttocks pulled apart and more of the cream applied to the rosebud of her sphincter, which was still tender and sensitive from the treatment it had received from the police officers a couple of nights ago. Raven’s fingers pushed inside. Azure squealed.

“It gets worse before it gets better! Put out your tongue.”

Azure nervously obeyed. Raven put two little white tablets on to it.

“Swallow! Do you need some water?”

“Yes, Miss Raven.”

“These are only travel sickness tablets, you have an unpleasant journey ahead of you!”

Raven led Azure back to the bed, but left her standing as she retrieved Azure’s blue rubber corset that had been tailor made for her. She spanked Azure’s buttock hard as she tried to clip it around her waist.

“Stop fidgeting! This is going on extra tight today. Like I said, you’re gonna be trussed tight!”

Azure couldn’t keep still, squirming and bending her knees, desperate to get some relief from the burning. Raven repeatedly spanking her hard on a bottom still sore from the beatings it had got from the police couple earlier in the week.

In the end, Raven pushed her down onto the bed, got her to stretch as much as she could and hold her breath while a knee in her back allowed the Geordie to draw tight the laces of the corset. She continued relentlessly, pulling and pushing to get the maximum traction, shrinking Azure’s waist as never before. When Raven was finished, Azure could only manage short, shallow breaths.

Azure continued to writhe as her erogenous zones burnt with heightened arousal. At least she could get a tiny bit of relief rubbing her nipples and labia on the duvet cover.

“Look at that wasp waist! You are going to be one fabulous Christmas present for someone!”

Raven wrapped her hands around the corset at its narrowest point. She leaned over Azure and whispered in her ear.

“If only your breasts were the size of Ash’s, you would have the most spectacular hourglass I’ve ever seen. You must go bigger as soon as you can!”

Raven fastened leather cuffs around Azure’s ankles. They were linked by such a short chain that Azure’s feet were held together. She then proceeded to strap the bound woman into a harness that consisted of a thick belt around her waist, another belt above her breasts, straps over her shoulders and around her thighs, all linked together.

Azure felt her legs bent at the knee until her ballet boots were pressing into her buttocks. Raven then connected a chain between her ankle cuffs and her wrist cuffs and pulled it tight, locking it in place. This held her feet tight against her bum and pulled uncomfortably on her wrists, which she couldn’t move at all now. In fact, she could move nothing but her fingers. Azure groaned, trying to rock from side to side to get any stimulation she could to her nipples and labia.

Raven walked around to the other side of the bed, into Azure’s eyeline. She was holding a penis gag. Gazing at Azure the whole time, she spread her legs and lifted her T-shirt. She pushed the penis part of the gag into her vagina and smiled.

“Just a little something to make sure you don’t forget about me too quickly!”

She began to fuck the gag. She must have pushed it in fully, so the leather mouth cover was pressed against her labia, at least a dozen times, before she withdrew it. When she lifted it up to Azure’s face, the imitation cock was slick with Raven’s pussy juice, the replica glans shiny.

“Open up!”

Azure obeyed and Raven gently inserted the wet gag. It was short enough that it didn’t bother her gag reflex, but wide enough to be immediately uncomfortable. She welcomed the taste of Raven and it just made her even more turned on. Her teeth closed on the soft rubber. In the centre of the gag was a hard tube that allowed Azure to keep breathing through her mouth, each of her short pants giving a slight whistling sound.

Raven fastened the gag in place at the back of Azure’s head. Two other straps passed either side of Azure’s nose and joined to become one on her forehead. This strap passed over the top of her head to join the horizontal strap at the back. There was absolutely no way she would be able to dislodge it.

The discomfort and confinement of the gag soon slipped to the back of her mind as the arousal created by the ointment applied by Raven became even more intense. The area inside her sphincter was especially bad now, it was driving her insane. She desperately needed to be fucked in her back passage. As she squirmed, tears formed in her eyes.

Raven moved back behind Azure, grabbed hold of her booted calves and dragged her to the edge of the bed. Azure heard the clunk of heavy chains, felt tugs on the harness at her waist and upper back.

“Here we go, enjoy the ride!”

A loud mechanized hum coincided with more rattling chains and almost immediately Azure was pulled off the bed and swinging violently inside the brass hoop of the trolly. She experienced a moment of helpless panic as she swung back and forth through the hoop, until she realized she was securely held and not about to drop. The winch continued to lift her higher, each time she swayed over the bed it was further beneath her.

She was suspended by the harness at the back of her waist and just below her shoulders, which was relatively comfortable and the least of her problems. The corset, posture collar and chained limbs were all acutely uncomfortable, without considering the torment that the cream was inflicting.

The humming stopped and Azure’s ascent with it. Gradually her motion was reducing. She was hanging high up, just under the rail, she guessed at least four feet above the floor, gently swaying. She was totally helpless, but forced to constantly squirm against the burning cream, which achieved absolutely nothing.

Raven appeared in her eyeline once more on the other side of the bed, that familiar evil grin plastered on her face. She really did look like a Satanist, Azure shuddered. Pulling the T-shirt over her head, Raven taunted Azure with her magnificent body, before getting dressed. She squeezed herself into the tightest leather jeans that moulded themselves around her firm buttocks, then slipped into her knee-high, steeple heeled patent leather boots. She put on a half-cup shelf bra that made her breasts look truly massive, before pulling on a shiny V-neck top that showed the cleavage to the full.

Azure wanted her so much, even though the woman had thoroughly fucked her less than an hour ago. She was left to hang while Raven put on her make-up and then she moved out of Azure’s sight. The bound woman could hear the goth moving about, drawers and cupboards opening and closing. It was some minutes before she felt hands on her corseted waist and she was spun around to face the Exotic Performance Artiste once more.

“Time for your lenses.”

Like all her other helmets, the one Azure was wearing had reinforced lips around the eye holes that allowed a selection of lenses to be clipped to them. Raven fitted them quickly, slotting them into place, condemning Azure to darkness. They were totally opaque from inside.

“Just so you know, these are one-way lenses. We can see you, but you can’t see us.”

They were horribly intrusive, but there was nothing Azure could do about it. She heard an aerosol spraying and then felt Raven rubbing her catsuit, helmet and boots quite forcefully.

“A final polish to make sure you look your best. Merry Christmas, pet!”

Azure felt Raven’s lips press against her forehead.

“You are going to be left outside in the corridor to be picked up by some guys in a truck. There will be a cover over the trolly, but it’s only plastic sheeting, so you might want to keep quiet and still. If they find out that you’re inside, they’re gonna think all their Christmases have come at once! Just saying…”




Time was very difficult to judge for Azure. Blind, in great discomfort and artificially stimulated to be in desperate sexual need, telling the difference between five minutes and fifteen, let alone two hours and four hours, was impossible. Not only was she disoriented, but her suffering and need kept her focus internalized. Her helplessness was absolute.

How long had she been hanging in the corridor outside Raven’s studio since she had been wheeled out there, patted goodbye, and the goth had dashed off to get her train? Twice a single person had walked past her, then a bickering couple passed by and one of them accidentally bumped the trolly, rocking it alarmingly and sending her swinging in her dark hell.

Then two men were there, wheeling her down to the lift. She swung gently, sometimes brushing the plastic cover zipped over the trolly. She was scared to breathe as the noise through the gag’s air tube seemed so loud to her. But the corset was laced so tight, she was incapable of taking a deep breath, leaving her with no option but to grab short, sharp gasps. Luckily, the wheels were noisy and the men were talking constantly, showing no interest in their consignment.

Once they left the building, the trolly wheels bumped and thumped over uneven surfaces and Azure was swinging around dramatically on her chains, pitching into both sides of the cover regularly. She was so scared of discovery, so conscious that the only parts of her that were visible were her breasts, buttocks and crotch – the complete inverse of the social norm.

When they pushed her onto the tailgate lift of the truck, she swung forward and grunted as her head banged into the brass hoop in front of her. Then they tilted the trolly onto the bed of the truck and she swung backwards, cracking her knees on the hoop. She bit hard into the artificial penis in her mouth. She heard them strap the trolly into place. She heard the shutter come down, then the tailgate lift fold upright. She breathed hard through the air tube, her heart racing.

How long was she in the back of the truck? Twenty minutes could have seemed an hour in her current state. Everything vibrated all of the time. She shook, swung in all directions, clouted the brass hoop regularly. If the truck hit a pothole, she bounced. On top of everything else, it was freezing cold and she didn’t stop shivering. Is this what hell would be like when she got there? She imagined so. She was certain the drive must have been some hours, she thought many, but guessed in reality it was at least a couple.

Then she was unloaded and found herself in the warm. The men were gone. A female voice she didn’t recognize had signed for her. She heard the cover over the trolly being unzipped and pulled away. Hands explored her, weighing her breasts, pinching and tugging her nipples, circling her corseted waist, cupping her face – she was sure someone was looking at her eyes through the lenses. Fingers caressed her rubberized head. As she was spun around, the hands moved to her buttocks, still black and blue from her night with the police officers and sensitive to the slightest touch.

“Yuck! Filthy slut!”

Azure’s thigh was slapped. She knew she had been leaking pussy juice. The ointment Raven had put on her had made her cream like crazy, she could imagine what her inner thighs would look like by now, although the arousal had largely dissipated during the terrible journey.

The slap was the last touch she felt. She heard a door close and then there was silence. She groaned into the gag. She wasn’t going to be released yet.

And how long was she left there this time? She was probably wildly inaccurate, but her conservative guess was at least another two hours.




It was much later, and she was still hanging. But things had changed. First, her gag had been removed and she had been fed liquidized fruit through a straw. Then her wrists had been uncuffed and her arms gently massaged back to life, before she was left alone for more time.

She had moved her arms about in relief, reflecting on how such small things that she had always taken for granted could now become major sources of pleasure for her. She enjoyed the feel of the latex as it slid across her skin, the snap and squelch as it flexed.

But then someone had returned and her arms were refastened behind her back. This time her forearms were pushed against one another horizontally across her back and strapped together in a broad sleeve. In effect, it was like having her arms folded as she would normally do in front of her body, only behind her back instead. It was much more comfortable than the previous arrangement.

There were two people attending to her now. Soon she had been released from the trolly and was standing upright. Pain lanced from her toes as they took her full weight in the ballet boots. For several minutes she required assistance to prevent her from falling, but eventually her legs were strong enough to support her.

She was taken to a bathroom and allowed to pee again. She was cleaned up around her crotch and thighs, blushing with embarrassment under her rubber skin at this crude reminder of her earlier arousal, proof positive of her slut shame.

Still totally blind, she was walked some distance before she felt the hard floor give way to something softer; a carpet or rug. She was pulled to an abrupt stop. She was still wearing the harness that had been used to suspend her from the trolly, and hands held it firmly as her knees were knocked from under her and she was lowered onto her belly, her hard nipples pressed against a soft pile that tickled them and made them swell even more.

Her legs were once again bent at the knee, and straps drawn tight around them, fastening her calves to her thighs. Then her thighs were pulled apart until she was in the full splits position, legs at ninety degrees to her body. Azure gasped and whimpered; it was a strenuous pose.

Something hard, rigid and cold was strapped to the entire length of her thighs, passing just above her vulva. She was sure it was a metal bar, fixing her in that splits position and leaving her crotch completely exposed. She felt chains being fitted to her harness once more, as well as to the bar keeping her thighs spread.

This time, she was ready for the hum of an electric winch, the shock of her body lifting from the ground and starting to swing. If she had felt vulnerable before, this was now being taken to another level, her pussy and arsehole couldn’t be more prominently displayed and accessible, matching her bare breasts hanging beneath her. She was a literal sex object.

She seemed to keep rising for a long time before the winch stopped. Hands prevented her from swaying too dramatically, then moved her laterally, like she was being slid along a rail. Then she was let go to swing gently.

After a few moments, a hand on her head held it still. Her lips were then cleaned up. More lipstick and lip gloss were applied. Then her rubber outfit was polished once more, quite fastidiously, this time. After that, she was pretty sure she was alone again. She could hear the occasional noise, but not near her, like in another room. She was sure that at one point she heard a doorbell ring and loud, excited voices. Nothing happened for another extended time.

So, she was still hanging, but things had changed.


9: Darkness Prevails

“A pity we can’t see if her face matches the standard set by her body and cunt!” The man who spoke was holding Azure’s latex covered cheeks in his hands.

His thumbs dragged across the rubber, caressing her cheekbones.

“For all we know, she could look like the backside of a cow!”

“Let me assure you that she doesn’t.” Azure recognized the annoyance in Crimzon’s tone. “Anyway, the whole point is that the face doesn’t matter. She’s a sexual object. All that is necessary is on display.”

“Congratulations, Olivia, on finding the only man in the world who is more interested in a girl’s face than her tits and muff!” This voice was the woman who had taken delivery of Azure earlier in the day.

“I hadn’t noticed that in the bed!” Olivia laughed. “Regardless, I don’t date him for his mind, but what he has between his legs!” More laughter.

“I can’t even look at her eyes, they’re closed!” The man complained.

“That’s not right!” Crimzon again.

The next moment, searing agony erupted in Azure’s left nipple, causing her to squeal.

“Lazy slut! Sleeping on the job?”

Azure’s eyes were very much open now, staring into the black nothingness that lay behind the lenses in her helmet. She fought back tears, recognizing the horrible ache left behind in nipple and breast from receiving an electric shock.

“No, Miss Crimzon.”

“Keep your eyes open and don’t make so much noise!”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“I was expecting her eyes to match the colour of her latex outfit.” The man said.

“What a great idea! I wish I had thought of that!” Crimzon, once more. “I’ll get her some contact lenses. They will go so well with her Moulin Noir uniform.”

The man lost interest in Azure’s face. His hands moved down to her breasts, fingers squeezing her nipples.

“Little collars to keep her nipples erect! I like!”

“Is she a dancer at the club?” Olivia asked.

“No, she’s Le Moulin Noir’s resident whore. Services Lexi’s VIPs. When she’s not doing that, she just waitresses. She’s a convicted common prostitute.”

Azure felt her face heat up even more under the rubber helmet.

“Ah! Here comes the food!”

Thus, Azure discovered that she was hanging above a dining table. Soon, plates and bowls of steaming food were directly under her and the rising heat made her even more uncomfortable. She was briefly forgotten as people began filling their plates. It appeared the unnamed woman was carving the turkey,

As far as Azure could ascertain, there were five people seated around the table. Olivia and her male partner, the unnamed woman and her female partner, Lia - who had apparently done all the cooking.

And Crimzon.

When they had entered the room and Azure had heard Crimzon’s voice, she didn’t believe her own ears. She must be mistaken, or even worse, hallucinating. She daren’t hope. But soon she was sure. Crimzon was here! She was overcome with euphoria and excitement, her despondency evaporating. Nothing else mattered.

Wine corks popped.

“Merry Christmas everybody!” The unnamed woman again.

She seemed to be the host. Wine glasses clinked.

Azure’s stomach rumbled. Since breakfast, the only thing she had eaten or drunk was the fruit slushy and now the smells of the food directly underneath her were causing her to salivate.

There was a period of quiet when no one spoke, only the sounds of knives and forks on plates. When the conversation picked up again, it was about the food and complimenting the cook.

At one point, a hand pushed against Azure’s thigh, causing her to spin on her chains. Then another hand on her posture collar stopped her.

“Open, Azure!” Crimzon’s voice was soft and right in front of Azure’s face.

A slice of turkey soaked in gravy was put in her mouth on a fork. Her lips closed gratefully around it. It was as delicious as the smells suggested.

“She has a beautiful cunt! It’s so clean and symmetrical!” Olivia remarked.

“Well, I can safely say I never expected to be eating my Christmas dinner staring at a girl’s slit right in front of my face!” The man laughed.

“That’s quite some metal you’ve embedded around her clit. I can’t imagine what that must feel like?” Olivia added.

“I only had it done a few weeks ago. It’s not fully healed yet, so we don’t know how successful it will be. The idea is to make her constantly aware of her sex, permanently on heat. Feel free to touch it, it’s only oral that she can’t receive right now. Open, Azure!”

This time a chunk of potato was fed to Azure. As she chewed, she felt fingers pushing inside her labia, wiggling her piercings, pressing on her clit and clit hood. Her legs had been split at 180o for some time now and her thigh and groin muscles were singing their disapproval.

“She’s very wet!” Olivia exclaimed.

“That’s a true slut for you!” As she spoke, Crimzon fed Azure once more. A bit of carrot and half a Brussels sprout.

Azure hated sprouts. She had no choice but to chew and swallow.

“You are cruel! She must be in agony with her legs split wide like that!”

“It’s the cost of having my attention.” Azure could imagine the smirk on Crimzon’s face as she said the words.

Crimzon fed her another piece of turkey.

“A cost she is quite willing to pay. Isn’t that right, Azure?”

“It’s my great pleasure, Miss Crimzon.”

Azure felt Crimzon’s hand touch her cheek, fingers stroking. She wanted to lean her head into the palm, but the posture collar prevented all movement in her neck.

“Does she get off on the pain?” The man asked.

“Interesting question! It’s something I will need to explore, but I’m inclined to think not. It is probably something she just accepts to please me. She tries so hard to be pleasing.”

“And her buttocks have been beaten black and blue!”

Olivia’s fingers had slipped out of Azure’s labia and were pressing on the most tender spots on her bottom. Crimzon fed her a large piece of carrot.

“That is the result of a couple of Lexi’s VIPs getting carried away on Monday. I’m pissed off about that! I wanted a clean canvas to work on for the holiday!”

“Does Lexi Aston normally let her customers treat her girl’s like that?” Olivia seemed shocked.

“These are very, very important people, but they really push their luck sometimes!” Azure recognized the anger in Crimzon’s tone.

For a couple of minutes, they all went back to eating. Azure got another chunk of turkey.

“Pout those lips, Azure. I have a drink for you.”

Azure felt a glass press against her lower lip and then icy cold water seeped into her mouth. She was so thirsty she gulped the liquid down and was disappointed when Crimzon withdrew the glass, though she could sense that the water was nearly all gone, anyway.

“Are her tits real?” The man asked, after a while.

“Feel them!”

Azure was spun around again. She felt warm, slightly sweaty palms cup her breasts, first weighing them, then fingers sank into them and pressed them hard against her chest.

“Nah.”

“They looked too good to be true.” Said Olivia.

“Yea, they do look good.” The man agreed.

“She wanted them.” Said Crimzon. “She is an incredibly vain creature. I thought she had a perfectly lovely pair, but they were on the small side. Although now, I’m really pleased she did upgrade them. They really suit her and have definitely enhanced her sex appeal. The punters at the club can’t keep their hands off them!”

“They’re allowed to touch them!” Olivia was shocked again.

“Tits and bums of the waitresses are free to grope. No mouths allowed, though, or up-skirting.”

“Is that legal?”

“It’s a private members’ club, and the girls all sign a contract agreeing to it, so essentially, yes. You would be surprised how much money a good waitress can earn.”

“Ugh! It makes me shudder, the thought of dirty old men pawing at my breasts! I don’t know how she can do it?”

“She’s a slut. She wants as much attention as she can get. It’s the perfect job for her. She’s just signed a new two-year contract!”

“Well, I’d rather choose who I fuck and who I allow to fondle my breasts!”

“You should see the club for yourselves. Give me a call sometime and I’ll slip you into the VIP box. You can come through the back way, no one would ever know you were there, it’s a one-way window. Azure would see to your needs. You could be surprised how much you would enjoy it!”

After a pause, the conversation moved onto something else. Azure was spun back around again so Crimzon could continue to feed her the occasional titbit and sprout. Periodically, fingers played around in her pussy, but she had no way of knowing who it was. During dessert she was fed a mouthful of Christmas pudding, and Crimzon put a finger in her mouth coated in brandy butter for her to lick clean. Crackers were pulled. Azure continued to hang in her dark world, the incessant, horrible ache from her stretched thighs getting steadily worse.

“Can we tempt you two to partake of the carnal delights offered by the rubber slut? She’s fully interactive and we have lots of toys you can use on her. She’s here for your pleasure!”

During the last conversations Azure had learnt the last remaining names she didn’t know. The woman was called Amelia and the man was Joshua. Amelia had just spoken like she was the one who owned her.

“How about a blowjob, Joshua?” This time it was Crimzon. “I have it on the best authority that she is a phenomenal cocksucker. It’s your chance to experience a real professional?”

Azure was spun around again.

“Tongue out fully!” Crimzon snapped.

Azure squealed again as she received a second electric shock, this time on her labia. It caught her by surprise. It was agonizing.

“I told you to keep the noise down! Let’s try that again!” Crimzon’s tone was impatient.

Fire erupted on her pussy lips once again, this time it lasted longer. Azure managed to keep her vocalization down to a grunt.

“Better.”

Azure stuck her tongue out as far as it would go.

“Wow! I’m amazed she can speak properly with those there!” Olivia exclaimed.

“Who cares about her speaking, it’s what she can do for you down below with those balls on her tongue. She’s designed for maximum pleasure, girl or boy. The best oral sex toy money can buy!”

“It’s very tempting.” Said Joshua. “But I remain faithful to Olivia, she’s all the woman I need.”

“How quaint.” Replied Crimzon. “I didn’t have you pegged as a monogamous square! Life is so short and there is a whole world to explore. Why limit your experiences so?”

Crimzon spun Azure around once again. The moment she stopped moving she felt something hard contact the ball on the tip of her tongue. The shock went straight through to the muscle, then down her throat. The pain was so awful it left Azure breathless and she could do nothing but gasp. Instinctively, she started to draw her tongue back into her mouth, but somehow managed to stop herself and thrust it fully out again.

“I’ll let you get away with that one, it being Christmas and all!” Crimzon’s voice was quiet once again, very close to Azure’s face. “OK, you can take your Clit Tickler back into your mouth.”

No sooner had Azure closed her lips, then Crimzon shocked her nipple. Azure choked back a sob; a desperate gurgle noise seemed to amuse Crimzon.

“You are wicked!” Olivia sounded permanently aghast.

“Yes, I am, aren’t I!” Crimzon laughed.

“I think it’s a mistake to regard using the slut as an act of infidelity.” Amelia said. “She’s just a sex object. Using her is no different than using a vibrator for your mutual pleasure. Anyway, if you get her to eat you out, Olivia, then you’ve both used her and neither will feel that you’ve cheated on one another?”

“Oh, I’m not gay… No offence! I’m just not attracted to women, that’s all.”

“Getting eaten out by this tart doesn’t make you gay. Variety is the spice of life, to use that old cliché! I would try getting your pearl licked by a woman at least once. You would be surprised how different it could be. They know just what is needed in a way a man never could, and tonight you have a pro muff-muncher at your disposal!”

There was an awkward silence after Amelia’s statement.

“Anyway, we’re all here for some fun, so we don’t want to pressure you into something you’re not comfortable with. Feel free to do whatever you wish, she’s available if you want to use her.” Amelia clarified.

Azure whimpered as Crimzon shocked her other nipple.

“Lovely response!” A hand stroked the top of Azure’s rubberized head, Crimzon’s voice was right by her ear.

“You may clear the table, Lia.”

“Yes, Miss Amelia.”

“Here, I’ll show you a devilish second use for this candle snuffer!” Crimzon’s words filled Azure with dread. “Instead of using it to put out the candle, turn it the other way up… Use it as a cup and tip some liquid wax into it… and then straight up and dip her nipple into it before it has time to harden!”

Azure hissed as her left nipple sank into the molten wax. It felt like it had been set on fire. She was totally helpless, unable to move at all, her efforts to do so producing nothing more than a slight rocking of her body on the chains that held her suspended. Tears spilled from her eyes.

“Shit! That must hurt like hell!” Cried Olivia.

“That is the general intention!” Quipped Crimzon.

Seconds later, Azure’s right nipple received the same treatment. She couldn’t keep quiet this time.

“Argh!”

She tried to buck and twist, but the corset and posture collar held her rigid, her arms were fixed and useless, her legs and hips fixed to the steel bar. No matter how she tried to writhe, she could generate nothing more than a negligible sway.

“As I said, It’s the cost of having my attention. And there is nothing this slut wants more than my attention! Isn’t that right, Azure?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“You don’t object to me torturing you, do you?”

“No, Miss Crimzon, it’s my pleasure, thank you.”

“Isn’t she a darling? And she came to me, willing to do anything for me!”

Azure felt hands on her head, pulling her forward. Then she felt lips press against her own and that powerful, dominating kiss of Crimzon’s. She tasted of wine and brandy and she playfully nipped Azure’s lip as she withdrew. Azure wanted more. She could feel her pussy pulsing.

Then fingers were on her nipples, breaking off the hardened wax that had stuck to them. They were not gentle.

“I didn’t realize you two were so prissy! If you would rather give her pleasure, you can use the magic wand on her clit – that will send her to heaven! Lia, fetch it will you?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

Azure could feel herself creaming, conscious that if her face was directly in front of Crimzon, her completely exposed and slick pussy would be directly in front of Olivia and Joshua. She felt every bit the sexual toy that she now was.

“Have you ever experienced one for yourself, Olivia?” Amelia asked

“Oh, no. My vibrator is a lot tamer than this thing. It looks industrial!”

“You’ve been missing out on so much!”

“Start on a low setting. It’s a powerful toy and the slut’s so worked up she won’t be able to control herself. We’ll use the higher settings to pick her up again later.” The advice came from Crimzon.

Azure heard the hum as the wand came to life. She gasped as it pressed against her labia, the sensation was glorious. She felt fingers drawing her labia further apart, allowing the bulb of the wand to press on to her clit. She squealed at the ecstasy of the sensation, but could do no more than twitch in physical response.

She felt a finger pressed against her mouth.

“Quiet, you little slut!” Crimzon whispered.

The wand started to move gently against Azure’s clit, increasing her pleasure even further. All the raging arousal that had consumed her all day rose up again. She could feel everything so acutely. The rubber encasing her, the pressure of the corset, her feet held so extremely in the ballet boots. There was her exposed groin and buttocks in front of all these strangers, her abused, throbbing nipples, her head burning inside its latex prison. And Crimzon was right in front of her!

“Try a slightly different angle.” It was Amelia speaking. “If you push up from below you will peel back the clit hood and get contact directly on the clit itself and both of her piercings.”

Azure felt the movement of the bulb and instantly the intensity of the vibrations doubled. Her hips spasmed.

“Perfect! Watch her go now!”

“Please may I cum, Miss Crimzon!” She gasped.

“As it’s Christmas, you may!”

Azure didn’t last ten seconds. But as the orgasm crashed through her, she couldn’t move at all and that increased the intensity of the cum even more. Her mouth opened as wide as the posture collar would allow, but no sound came out. The exhilaration of the moment held on for long seconds. She was dimly aware that Crimzon was stroking her cheek. She wanted to sing her pleasure but knew that Crimzon would not approve.

Finally, she slumped in her bonds, shattered.

“Good girl. You were well behaved.” Crimzon was still stroking her cheek.

Azure felt her chest puff out even further with pride and excitement. She had pleased Crimzon! Nothing mattered more to her.

There were a few minutes of idle chatter during which Azure was forgotten again. It was broken suddenly when Crimzon shocked her nipple once more. She managed to keep her cry of pain down to a squeak.

“Just checking you are still awake?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“I have just the things to perk her up!” Exclaimed Amelia. “Lia, darling. Would you fetch the Wonky Donkey and the Mighty Kong?”

“Yes, Miss Amelia.”

“Both?” Crimzon’s tone was quizzical.

“An interesting experience for both her and us!” Amelia replied.

After less than a minute, Lia was back.

“Wow! Seriously?” Olivia sounded astonished

“I think we will try the Wonky Donkey up her arse, Lia.”

“Yes, Miss Amelia.”

Azure felt fingers on her bumhole, slick and cold with lube, greasing her up. They pushed inside her sphincter. She felt a surge of arousal at the intrusion. Somehow, she had been given a hair trigger, always ready to be made desperately horny at the slightest touch.

The fingers started to stretch her wide and she felt the head of a dildo pressing into the hole, sliding easily into her rectum. Initially it felt like a regular dildo, if slightly on the small side, but as it progressed into her bowel, Azure could feel it was weirdly shaped. Lia was turning it like a corkscrew and it was pressing unevenly against her bowel walls. It felt like an enhanced, crooked Twizzler on steroids.

“Is it safe to put that up her bum?” Olivia asked, doing nothing to quell Azure’s apprehension.

“Of course!” Amelia dismissed Olivia’s concern. “She won’t like it, but it won’t do her any long-term harm.”

The dildo might have been relatively small in diameter, but Azure felt it penetrate pretty deep into her bowels before she felt the base press against her sphincter.

“And Kong up her cunt.” Amelia instructed Lia. “I’m sure the slut’s wet enough already, but lube it up to be sure.”

Azure felt the head of another dildo push through her labia and straight into her pussy. The girth never seemed to end, stretching her wider and wider before it levelled out. She grunted. It was the widest thing she had ever had in her vagina. She felt it narrow ever so slightly as the imitation glans slid fully into her, but it was an uncomfortable fit.

Lia was taking it very slowly, tentatively.

“Don’t worry, she can take it!” Crimzon encouraged.

The phallus was pushed into her more firmly, hurting initially, but that soon passed. Azure felt completely stuffed, especially with her bumhole already full. It moved relentlessly forward, distending her vagina as it went.

Azure began to pant. A finger pressed firmly on her lips.

“Silence is golden!” Crimzon whispered to her.

The words couldn’t prevent Azure crying out as the tip contacted her cervix. That was excruciatingly painful, and psychologically it felt like she had been penetrated to the core of her being, totally dominated.

“Can’t manage the entire length! Aesthetically, it’s a shame, sticking out like that.”

“Have you ever seen a slut take it all?” Crimzon asked.

“Unfortunately, no. Lia can only manage about the same. Fuck her with it, Lia, let her get used to it.”

The phallus slowly withdrew, then ploughed forward once more. Lia was careful not to let it hit Azure’s cervix again, she probably knew from experience how nasty that was. Even so, Azure felt helpless and violated, stripped of all autonomy.

By the third penetration, she was accommodating the monster, it no longer hurt but would remain uncomfortable and an overwhelming sensation.

“That will do. You can switch them both on now, darling.”

Azure’s eyes grew wide in their dark prison at these words. She felt the click of a switch and the monster dildo in her pussy instantly came to life, vibrating powerfully. Immediately after, the Twizzler in her guts started to move. It was turning like a crankshaft, causing her intestines to flex in all kinds of directions. It felt like there was a nest of snakes fighting each other inside her. It was the most bizarre, discomforting feeling. It was horrendous, unbearable. She made a strangled cry.

“Shame we can’t see her face! Must be quite a picture at the moment!” Amelia quipped.

Azure wanted to beg for it to stop, she very nearly did, but the thought of disappointing Crimzon made her bite her tongue. Tears poured from her eyes. She had never experienced anything like this. Every rotation of the Wonky Donkey pinched her bowel wall against the vibrating Kong in her pussy. She tried to squirm and writhe but neither action was possible bound as she was. At the same time her hips were shaking from the oscillations of the dildo and this passed straight through to her insides, they were being doubly attacked.

There was no part of Azure that they couldn’t physically and mentally invade. She was sobbing and felt a hand on her head, stroking her.

“Be brave for me.” Crimzon spoke quietly.

There were a couple of minutes of silence, as if everyone was left speechless at the sight of the poor, stringently bound, penetrated woman. Then Amelia spoke.

“Lia, darling, you deserve a reward for preparing, cooking and serving such a beautiful meal tonight. A round of applause for Lia!”

Cheers and clapping.

“Take your dress off, darling and lie flat on the table.”

Suddenly, the chains holding Azure suspended started to rise, lifting her higher. She started to spin. She could just hear the hum of the winch above the buzzing coming from her groin. Briefly, she stopped, only for seconds later the chain connected to her shoulders to drop again. Azure’s head fell, and kept lowering until she was hanging upside down, her split legs high above her and the top of her head the lowest part of her. She was terrified, disoriented in her blindness.

Then she was being lowered again. When the winch stopped the top of her head was brushing the top of the table. She was swinging gently.

“The slut’s all yours, Lia. Enjoy!” Amelia said.

Azure felt thighs wrap around her collared neck, drawing her forward, until her mouth was pressed against soft flesh. She immediately detected the strong odour of female arousal. Hands cupped both her breasts, squeezing them. Thumbs pressed down hard on her stiff nipples. Her arousal surged.

It was difficult for Azure to concentrate due to the totality of what she was experiencing. She couldn’t believe she was getting so horny again being treated like this, her powerlessness was absolute.

Fingers pinched her nipples.

“Eat me!” Lia’s voice was urgent, the cross between a command and a plea.

Azure pushed her tongue out, feeling the labia right in front of her. She dragged the ball on the tip of the muscle up the crack between the lips, before probing inside. It was hot and wet and Lia had a very strong, salty taste.

The thighs around her tightened, drawing her closer into the eager, waiting vulva. Azure’s nose was forced between the labia, overpowered by Lia’s potent scent. She nuzzled the unseen woman’s inner lips and then pushed her tongue as deep as she could into Lia’s tunnel.

It was disconcerting to be hanging upside down, completely stuffed full herself, her insides being turned to pulp, the mother of all vibrators shaking her pussy and her own arousal reaching desperation. She tried valiantly to focus on pleasing Lia.

Cunnilingus was usually where Azure was granted the most autonomy, given free rein to maximize the pleasure of the woman on the end of her tongue. But hanging as she was, with both neck and waist held in vice like grips, she couldn’t move her head enough. She was dependent on the position she was held in and the movement of the pussy.

And Lia really played her, directing where her tongue could go. Eventually, her head was raised enough for her to get the tip of the muscle onto Lia’s clitoris for the first time. It was huge and swollen, the biggest clit she had encountered and so sensitive. She thought her head would be crushed when her tongue dragged across the nub. Lia squealed.

There was something strange. She probed, struggling to work it out. It wasn’t a piercing. It seemed to be a ring around the base of the clit, causing it to mushroom. Azure stabbed her tongue ball onto the clit and Lia squirmed, pushing pussy juice up Azure’s nose. She felt metal on metal as her ball hit the ring. Lia writhed violently, crying out and pulling Azure back.

Azure had never been so controlled eating out a woman. She really felt like a masturbatory device. Lia was using Azure’s nose now, rubbing it up and down her slit. Briefly, she was directed back to the clit, but only for a few seconds. Lia savoured the power she had over Azure to draw out the act for as long as possible, never giving her long enough on the ultra-sensitive clit to bring about an orgasm.

Azure was in some distress, starting to feel dizzy from being upside down, while her body could not move and what was going on inside her lower body was unbearable, unnatural. Her jaw and tongue were really starting to ache.

But things were to get worse. Something pressed against her pussy, something vibrating violently, harder than the Mighty Kong in her vagina. It briefly made contact with that dildo, sending shockwaves throughout her torso – it felt like her insides were falling out. It had to be the magic wand again, and on full power this time. It searched out her clit and found it, attacking it ferociously.

As Azure tried to cope with that, she could once again reach Lia’s clit. She gave it everything she had with her tongue, grinding her ball into it.

Finally, Lia was cumming. Rocking, screaming, writhing, pulling Azure about every which way.

But the power of the wand on Azure’s clit quickly had her exploding again, too. She screamed into Lia’s pussy, unable to do anything but shiver and shudder as she lost awareness of everything except her pussy, her arse and her clit. It was total, sensational overload.

Then the wand was gone, the Mighty Kong was switched off, the Wonky Donkey was switched off, and she was left swinging gently upside down, gasping for air, in agony all over and thoroughly used. She prayed that they were finished with her for the night.


10: Darkness Evanescent

The noise of a door opening, its hinges groaning, awoke Azure. She had a brief moment of claustrophobic panic and disorientation, confined in rubber and hardly able to move at all, still unable to see. Her mouth was full. It took her some moments to remember her situation and calm down, she had been in a heavy sleep.

She had to breathe through a tube in her gag that caused each breath to whistle. After a couple of sharp gasps for air, the whistling returned to a steady and regular rate. She instinctively tried to move, but her latex prison still only allowed her to shift her limbs slightly.

She had spent the night, quite literally, vacuum-packed.

They had put her in a vac-bed. It was only by chance that Azure even knew what a vac-bed was. Magenta had shown her a lot of porno when teaching her the art of fellatio and one of the scenes had involved a woman blowing a man who had been ensconced in a vac-bed which had a hole for his cock to stick out of. As far as she was aware, the only hole in her bed was the one for her breathing tube protruding from her dildo gag. Otherwise, the air had been completely sucked out of the bed leaving the rubber skin-tight to her form.

Azure was lying on a padded mat on the floor. She felt the mat give as someone’s feet stood next to her, then she felt someone sit on her hips, legs either side of her. The person wasn’t heavy and was too small to be Crimzon, which was desperately disappointing for Azure. She had foolishly dared to hope that she would spend the night with her owner, only to be frustrated once again. She had been crestfallen.

A sudden, hard smack to her right breast was quickly followed by one to her left, catching her by surprise and causing them to smart.

“Time to wake up!” Lia’s voice.

Azure felt hands stroking her head, before they moved back to her breasts, fingers manipulating her rock-hard nipples that thrust up vertically against their latex prison.

“Miss Amelia has put collars on my nipples too. They are relentless, aren’t they? You can never get a break!”

Azure groaned with the pleasure of the touches, squirming.

“Miss Crimzon has told me to edge you, sorry!”

Azure moaned into the gag. Lia had put the gag in last night. It was a replica cock, with a realistic glans and even veins down the shaft, Azure could feel them with her tongue. The tip was right at the back of her throat and until she had got used to it, it had kept triggering her gag reflex. Last night, it had been coated in Lia’s pussy juice, but that had long since gone, now it just tasted of the revolting silicon it was made from.

The hum of the magic wand started just seconds before it pressed against Azure’s right nipple, causing her to squeal. It wasn’t on full power but it still had an intense presence. She writhed, gasping, the breathing tube whistling higher and urgently.

Then it moved to her left nipple, and fingers replaced it on her right nipple. Azure had never felt her nipples so hard, she thought they would burst! It was too much! Again, she was simply helpless, unable to exert the smallest amount of control over what they did to her body.

For several minutes, Lia rotated the wand between each nipple. At one point, she grabbed a handful of Azure’s breast and squeezed hard so the areola and nipple were pushed out like a partially inflated balloon, then she pressed the wand hard on to them. Azure bucked and gurgled.

Mercifully, Lia switched the wand off.

“I wondered whether you would be able to cum from breast stimulation alone? But I don’t think so. Maybe you aren’t so perfect after all!”

What was that supposed to mean?

Lia shifted herself. Azure could feel the woman’s buttocks on her belly, which meant she had turned around and was now facing Azure’s crotch. Azure heard the wand start up again and then it was pressed against her vulva, sending waves of euphoria through her. Her arousal instantly exposed.

When they had put Azure in the vac-bed last night, they had positioned her with her legs as wide as the bed would allow, then the air was sucked out, fixing her in that position. There was plenty of room for the über-vibrator to reach her sensitive parts.

On top of that, Crimzon had inserted something up Azure’s vagina before they had closed the bed and sealed her inside the rubber. At first, she had thought it was just a vibrator, though a very small one, especially after they had only just removed the Mighty Kong and the Wonky Donkey from her insides a short while earlier.

“Sleep tight, babe!” Crimzon had teased just before the vacuum pump had started.

For a while, the vibrator had been asleep, before gently buzzing into life and making Azure squirm despite the two powerful orgasms she had already experienced that evening. Then without warning, the device had gone mad, jumping and moving about inside her, shaking violently, pushing against the vaginal walls confining it. It was the most bizarre, disconcerting feeling.

Azure had instinctively tried to pull her legs up, bend forward, reach for her belly with her hands. Of course, she could do none of these things. She could move her legs and arms only the smallest amount, her tightly corseted waist even less. She could feel the frame of the vac-bed, lift the corners maybe two inches off the ground, but only for a couple of seconds.

Just as suddenly, the device went dead, leaving her panting, whistling through the air tube. She was to discover the device was on some kind of random timer. Periods of inactivity, periods of vibration and periods of frenetic activity like a Mexican dancing bean. It would drive her crazy, winding her up towards an orgasm, but never taking her all the way.

She had licked Lia’s pussy juice from the dildo gag, the taste reminding her of earlier, when she had experienced one the most physically intense orgasms of her life while being comprehensively controlled by Lia, her face buried in the unseen woman’s pussy. The memory intensified her arousal while it felt like she had a buckaroo in her own pussy. She writhed and cried into her gag, but never came.

Eventually, the batteries had run down and her utter physical and emotional exhaustion had pushed her into a deep sleep until she had awoken to the door opening.

So, when Lia touched the magic wand to her vulva, all those hours of unrequited lust from her night in the bed were instantly rekindled, and those two orgasms she had been given last evening seemed to have happened years ago. She had an unbridled, desperate need to cum.

Lia’s fingers expertly massaged Azure’s labia, then pushed them apart, allowing the wand to burrow between the lips enough to make contact with her clit hood and the metal embedded in it. It was an electrifying sensation, causing Azure’s hips to spasm as she rode a wave of pleasure. Lia ground the bulb harder into Azure’s flesh. Lia was a skilled operator with the wand, artfully bringing Azure quickly to the brink of an orgasm. She was so close, just seconds away…

Lia pulled the wand away, switching it off. Azure screeched into her gag. Lia was caressing her thighs, fingers running so close to her vulva but not touching it. She waited patiently for Azure to calm down, before working her fingers back onto Azure’s labia, fingertips brushing her clit.

Azure lifted her hips, pressing her pussy into Lia’s hand. Lia easily pushed Azure back flat to the mat, then the wand hummed to life again and pressed against Azure’s labia once more. Again, Lia took Azure to the precipice, only to deny her.

Azure was panting through the air tube, her breath whistling loudly in short, sharp bursts, while she squirmed underneath Lia. Under two layers of rubber, she was burning hot, sweating profusely. She could feel it trapped under the latex, unable to escape, running into the wrinkles in the rubber. The compression of her waist in the corset made every breath difficult and left her feeling so controlled.

She found herself floating in an unreal headspace, a zone of pure sensation, where rational thought no longer existed and she had no power over it at all. And she was being played with by a woman she had never seen, even though she had nearly drowned in her pussy juice, and who was showing her no mercy at all.

“One more time, shall we?”

Azure heard the hum of the magic wand starting once more.




An hour later, Azure found herself bound again. This time to some kind of frame. Her bare backside was her highest point, her hips laying over some kind of padded, curved shape. Her legs were either side of it, strapped down in a kneeling position. A belt around her waist held her in place. Her hands were fastened behind her shoulders again, connected to a chain to the back of the posture collar.

When Azure had eventually been taken down last night from above the dining table, they had removed the dildos from inside her, taken the suspension harness off, massaged her legs back to life and given her painkillers for the muscle aches. She had been fed another liquidized fruit cocktail, but that was all. They had kept her in the ballet boots, the corset, the posture collar, the helmet and even the lenses that had kept her in perpetual darkness for so long.

She hadn’t been able to walk unassisted, but they had taken her down some stairs – she had thought she was on the ground floor, so did that mean she was now in the basement? There had been another chance for her to pee, and only then had her arms been released. Immediately, she had been placed into the vac-bed.

When Lia had tired of edging Azure this morning, she had removed her from the vac-bed. The first thing she had done was refasten Azure’s hands behind her back. Azure had been hand fed a breakfast of muesli, fruit and orange juice like she was a helpless baby. She had been taken back into a bathroom and allowed to pee, then given an enema – an utterly humiliating experience – before having her crotch washed and her teeth cleaned. Lia had been very gentle and kind, despite all this.

Consequently, Azure had now been in her onerous outfit for more than twenty-four hours straight. Everywhere hurt or was in discomfort. But she was about to find out that things would get worse.

The curved frame she was mounted on was truncated, ending at her waist, so her breasts hung free underneath her. There was a padded rest for her forehead, and in the posture collar and corset she couldn’t lift her head from it, even though it wasn’t strapped down.

Lia’s fingers were back inside Azure’s pussy, skilfully frigging her, tweaking her piercings, which drove her crazy. Azure squirmed in her bonds, whining, as her arousal was raised to a desperate level once more.

“Please, Miss Lia, please let me cum!” She pleaded.

“Sorry, babe, I’m not allowed.”

The fingers withdrew. Azure felt Lia wiping them clean on her buttocks. Next, Lia must have moved around to the other side of the frame, because her fingers were now on Azure’s nipples, squeezing them and rolling them between thumbs and forefingers. It was completely unnecessary from Azure’s point of view, they were already hard, they were always hard and aching.

Azure heard a rattle of light chain and seconds later agonizing pain in her left nipple. She recognized the bite of a nipple clamp. In no time at all, her other nipple was clamped too. She cried out in pain and despair – would the torture never end! Worse was to come. Azure felt the tension on the chains fluctuating, then pulling taut, stretching her teats in the clamps. Lia adjusted the lengths of the chain until they tugged hard on her nipples and Azure couldn’t move, because each squirm or twist just increased the pain even more.

Azure felt all breasts and buttocks, fastened as she was, and so incredibly vulnerable.

She felt Lia’s hands on her bum, gently stroking her, then the fingers dropped lower once more to rub her labia, then they slipped inside to press on her clit again, to stoke her arousal yet again. Gentle, but persistent and so accomplished, Lia soon had Azure panting with need, but every movement of her hips transferred to a painful extra tug on her nipples. Azure wept.

She felt lips on her buttock. A kiss from Lia, then all the touches were gone. She heard the creak of the door opening and the click of it closing. She was alone again.

Incredibly, given her discomfort, Azure eventually dozed off, her exhaustion getting the better of her. So she had no idea how long she had been in her current predicament when the sound of the door awoke her for a second time.

There was an intermittent rap of stilettos on the floor as they crossed different surfaces. Azure knew it was Crimzon before she spoke, her distinctive scent reached Azure’s nostrils first.

“Good morning, my cherub!”

“Good morning, Miss Crimzon.”

Azure felt soft leather pressed against her lips. She recognized the back of a gloved hand and squished her pouty mouth against it in a fervent kiss.

“And so, we reach the endgame!”

Crimzon’s fingers caressed the top of Azure’s rubber helmeted head. It was as if she was stroking her pet cat.

“I have one final test for you to pass. One last trial to prove your absolute submission to my desires, at the end of which I want you to swear your unconditional and unlimited fealty to me, after which there will be no going back. You will belong to me heart, body and soul. You will give up the right to ever walk away from me. Only I would have the right to sever our bond, and I promise not to do so lightly. Think carefully on these words.”

Still Crimzon’s fingers stroked Azure’s scalp.

“Up until now, you have had a choice. The option to walk away. Once you have sworn your oath, you will be mine, utterly. You would surrender your free will. If you ran away, I would find you and bring you back, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

There was a long moment of silence. The whole of Crimzon’s hand wrapped itself around the back of Azure’s head.

“Do you wish to continue?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

Azure felt something soft press against the top of her head. It took her a couple of seconds to realize that Crimzon had kissed her.

“You have been so brave. I am in awe of your courage. I am so proud of you!”

Azure felt a hand on her cheek, caressing the skin tight rubber.

“But I am really going to hurt you now, even though you don’t deserve it.”

It was some moments before Azure found the courage to speak. Part of her brain was still saying Stop! She ignored it.

“I have to tell you something, Miss Crimzon.”

There was another pause before Crimzon answered.

“Go on…”

“I have cum three times without permission, Miss Crimzon.”

“Really? When did that happen?”

“On Monday night, visiting Miss Aston’s VIPs.”

This time there was a long, long pause.

“Thank you for your honesty. And well done. You lasted much longer than I thought you could. You so nearly made it to Christmas, which I thought would be impossible for you. I set you up to fail; did you realize that?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.” Azure whispered.

“You showed a remarkable effort at obedience and I appreciate that. But I thought you had actually made it to Christmas, so now I’m really disappointed, which is unfortunate.

“I’m deeply sorry, Miss Crimzon. I beg your forgiveness.”

“I don’t blame you; I blame those fucking pigs! They beat you harder than they were allowed to, and then they took away from you something that would have been an astounding act of self-discipline and devotion to my wishes. The worst thing is, I am helpless to do anything about it! I’m not used to being powerless and I don’t like it one bit!”

Crimzon’s hand stroked the top of Azure’s head.

“The test was due to finish last night, anyway. I’ve had so many complaints about it. It made you an inferior fuck, reduced your success as a sex object. Everyone can let you cum as they please, again.”

“Thank you, Miss Crimzon.”

“But absolutely no masturbation! That you will never be allowed, unless specifically ordered to do it!”

“I understand, Miss Crimzon.”

As she spoke, Crimzon was moving around Azure until she was behind her. Her gloved hands grasped Azure’s buttocks, kneading them.

“Are they still sore?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“That’s too bad, you won’t be getting any mercy from me. In fact, you will be getting more strokes of the whip than I had planned five minutes ago, your disobedience must be punished.”

Crimzon spent a couple of minutes examining Azure’s bottom cheeks with her fingers, pinching, pressing, rubbing. It felt like she was assessing how many strokes Azure would be able to take.

“I can’t let something like that pass. Disobedience will not be tolerated, whatever the circumstances.”

Crimzon moved away from Azure’s bound form. Azure could hear her heels on the floor at times.

She felt herself starting to shake. It got progressively worse. She was almost there, after all the sacrifice, all the suffering, if she could just survive this. But she was terrified, this would be the worst yet. She felt sick to her stomach.

Azure jumped when she suddenly felt fingers between her legs. She hadn’t realized that Crimzon was back behind her.

“Settle down! You are the most courageous woman I have ever known. You can take this!”

Gloved fingers pushed inside Azure’s labia, curling around each labium in turn, massaging them. It caused Azure to shudder in pleasure. Then the fingers pushed deeper into her channel, fucking her. Azure’s hips squirmed. After all the edging she had received from Lia this morning, she was quickly back to a high state of arousal, despite her fear of what was to come. She was like a toy that could be switched on.

Then the fingers circled her clit, tugged at her piercings. She groaned. Eventually a finger pressed directly on to her clit, working it over skilfully. Azure moved her hips as much as she could (which was very little) to increase the sensations, unable to help herself, even though she knew that Crimzon wouldn’t let her cum. She began to pant and felt the sparks of an orgasm about to start.

And then the fingers were gone, leaving her in torment, exactly as she knew was going to happen.

After a few seconds, her labia were forced apart and she felt the head of a dildo push through and right into her. It wasn’t particularly wide or long. Crimzon fucked her with it four times and then pulled it out again, leaving Azure steaming and confused.

“Open your mouth!” Crimzon was right in front of her.

Azure felt the dildo pushed into her oral cavity. It was saturated in her own pussy juice. She quickly recognized this was the same dildo gag that had been locked in her mouth all night. It tickled her gag reflex as Crimzon buckled it in place and she retched. The familiar whistling of each outward breath returned. Her mouth was quickly overpowered by the taste of her vaginal excitement. She had tasted it before, but never this amount.

“One of your faults is an inability to keep quiet when you are distressed, both Magenta and Raven have commented upon it. We don’t want to hear it. You have to suck it up. I don’t want your screeching spoiling this occasion for me!”

Azure thought that unfair. Given the terrible things that had been done to her, she had shown amazing restraint.

Next, Azure felt Crimzon’s hands back on her buttocks, she had moved behind Azure again. She had something cold and greasy on her bare hands. She rubbed it into Azure’s cheeks, spreading it fully across them, even into the crack to her bumhole.

“I’ve oiled you up to stop the whip breaking your skin and making you bleed, so I can hit you harder and for longer. I’m really going to hurt you and I want you to really feel it, to understand that this is what I can and will do to you if I so desire.”

Azure swallowed hard, drinking down her own secretions, hit by a wave of panic and fear. The trembling started again, she felt herself sinking into an abyss.

“Remember, you are giving your pain for my pleasure. It is your gift to me!”

There was an interminable silence that seemed like minutes to Azure as she awaited her fate.

Then she heard the hum of the whip passing through the air, a terrifying, alien sound, full of power and foreboding.

Crack!

The sonic boom made her leap in her bonds, eyes shut tight, teeth biting hard into the penis gag. She waited for the agony…and waited…but there was none.

Crimzon chuckled. A moment later:

Hum… Crack!

Nothing.

For the briefest second, Azure allowed herself to hope that Crimzon was playing a trick on her, there was to be no actual whipping, it was a Christmas jape. That seemed to be the moment that Crimzon was waiting for:

Fizz… Snap!

The eruption of fierce, mind-shattering agony was instant as the whip bit into her left buttock. Azure’s hips pushed up against the belt holding her waist rigidly to the frame, instinctively trying to escape. She screamed into the gag, biting down on the silicon until she could feel the rigid plastic of the air tube inside it. The pain took her breath away.

It was different from the belt, strap or cane. A specific, localized viper sting; an inconceivably intense sting. She writhed in her bonds, every little movement pulling on her clamped nipples, creating a new pain.

She gasped, at last getting her breath back, the haze of the initial shock diminishing.

A hand pushed down hard on her corseted waist, holding her still, while a finger pressed against the whip mark. Azure cried into the gag once more; it felt like a scalpel slicing her open.

“Quite nice. I think you can take it a little harder than that!”

No! No, I can’t! Azure was certain about that.

Fizz… Snap!

The second stroke was on the same buttock, slightly lower, harder.

Azure tried to rear up, but the posture collar, corset and waist strap prevented her getting very far, but far enough to pull agonizingly on her chained and clamped nipples. Her hands, fastened high up behind her back, flexed manically, opening and closing, the only part of her that could physically express her distress. Again, she fought for breath, struggled to get her mind back together, to think beyond the pain.

“Much better!”

Fizz… Snap!

The sound of the whip moving through the air and contacting her skin was so much quieter than those first couple of whip cracks, seemingly much more innocuous, but the end result was atrocious. Her lungs moved, sucked at nothing, tears poured out of her eyes. She howled into the gag, pushed frantically against the bonds that held her hips and legs, but it was useless, she couldn’t escape.

Crimzon continued, stroke after stroke, always waiting for the full impact of each hit to be felt by Azure before she delivered the next. Always on the right buttock, lower and lower, until she was cutting into the fold where the cheek met the thigh. Every stroke was more painful than the last.

Fizz… Snap!

This was right on top of the last, in that fold. Azure shrieked, totally consumed by the pain, writhing helplessly. It felt like she had been cut to the bone.

After a pause, Crimzon’s gloved hand grabbed the buttock, kneading it crudely. Azure squirmed like a hooked fish. The buttock felt like it had been skinned, that the hand was touching raw, exposed flesh. She was snorting snot out of her nose, gasping for air, the corset restricting her ability to draw a deep breath.

“Excellent! You are marking up beautifully! Remember, your suffering is your gift to me. I want this to be an experience that you never forget.”

Fizz… Snap!

Crimzon had switched sides, this stroke was high on her right buttock. But Azure was barely aware of it. Everything but the pain was at her periphery.

Relentlessly, the whipping continued. Azure jumped at every stroke, but only her torso could move, and every time it tugged hellishly on her nipples. Crimzon again attacked the fold between the bottom of Azure’s bum and the top of her thigh. Azure didn’t know it was possible to endure such pain.

There was another pause. It took Azure some time to recognize it, for the pain to subside from its zenith. Then Crimzon’s hand callously manipulated the striated right buttock as she had earlier done to the left.

Azure prayed for it to be over. Prayed for mercy. It was so claustrophobic in the helmet, in the darkness, her mouth full of the penis gag that kept triggering her gag reflex. She was so hot, struggling for breath. She wanted to faint. Why couldn’t she faint?

“Good!”

Fizz… Snap!

Azure had screamed herself hoarse. Her cry into the gag had no sound.

Crimzon had changed the angle of attack once more. The stroke had been vertical, onto the inside slope of her left cheek. The pain seemed to rise to an even higher level, the hit had felt the hardest of all.

Fizz… Snap!

Deeper into the slope of her buttock. Azure raised her torso up the highest so far, she feared her nipples would be torn off by the clamps. She could take no more. But it didn’t matter. She would get more, until Crimzon was satisfied.

Fizz… Snap!

This was right into the split between her buttocks. Then Crimzon started to work on the inner slope of her right cheek.

Again, there was a long pause. Azure was permanently struggling against her bonds. Her latex clad hands writhing on her back. She squirmed without pause, sobbed unceasingly, the gag whistling loudly with her desperate breathing.

A palm rested on her head. Vaguely, Azure acknowledged that must mean Crimzon was in front of her now.

“Just one last stroke. But it will be the worst.”

Azure waited…and waited.

Fizz… Snap!

Straight down between her bum cheeks from above her head, the whip bit into her perineum, catching the very edge of the bottom of her pussy.

At every step of the whipping, Azure had thought the pain couldn’t possibly get any worse, but it had, and the last stroke, onto the softest, tenderest skin, achieved yet another level of sheer agony. She thrashed uselessly, helplessly around, trying to get some relief, but only hurting herself even more.

Eventually, through the haze of pain, she became aware of her surroundings once more. She lay still, except for her buttocks, which continued to twitch beyond her control. The pain slowly descended from its crescendo. Azure felt Crimzon’s hands on her, first stroking her head, then on her corseted waist, on the back of her collared neck. Then they were underneath her, cupping her breasts, stretching her clamped nipples. Finally, back on her head, caressing, cupping her cheeks.

“Thank you.”

Azure felt Crimzon’s lips press against her rubberized scalp once more. Then she was gone. Azure heard the door opening and closing.

She was alone a long time. Her sobbing abated; her breathing returned to normal. Periodically, she still pulled pointlessly at her bonds. She couldn’t think straight – she couldn’t think at all! She was in shock.

The door opened again; the sound of heels was different; quicker, shorter steps. She recognized them from earlier this morning. Lia. In the day she had spent blinded, Azure was aware how much sharper her other senses had become. It was all she had to rely on to understand her situation. She detected Lia’s scent before she spoke.

“Fuck, you’ve made a mess! There’s snot all over your face!”




A few minutes later, Azure was hanging upside down by her ankles, swinging gently. Her feet were more than a yard apart, stretching her uncomfortably. Her hands were still chained high up her back to her collar.

Lia finally unbuckled the dildo gag and removed it from Azure’s mouth.

“Ugh! Your breath stinks of stale pussy juice! Suck on this!”

Lia pushed a mint into Azure’s mouth. It was really strong and soon started to burn as she moved it across her tongue. Lia started polishing up Azure’s latex once more.

Before releasing her from the whipping frame, Lia had applied some cream to Azure’s buttocks, and even her nipples – once the clamps had been removed. They were all stinging like crazy again and Azure was crying once more.

After the polishing, Lia touched up Azure’s lipstick and gloss, then Azure felt Lia’s fingers gently massage her labia. She pinched them together, pressed hard. Even with her pussy closed the metal of her piercings moved and stimulated her clit and she was instantly aroused. They could keep her constantly sexed-up with no effort at all.

Then, Lia pushed Azure from behind, sending her swinging back and forth helplessly. Azure groaned, hanging from your ankles was painful, another addition to her torments.

She heard Lia laughing, then there was silence.

Eventually, the door opened again. Azure heard two more sets of heels.

“She looks beautiful, Lia! Thank you for presenting her so well.”

“You’re welcome, Miss Crimzon.”

Hands ran across the latex covering Azure’s legs. Crimzon was in front of her, Azure breathed in her perfume. Other fingers pressed on the wheals on her bum, causing her to flinch and whimper.

“Not a bad whipping, but not enough strokes. You’ve always been a soft touch!”

Amelia was behind Azure.

The hands on her legs moved on to her waist, then on to her nipples, which were so tender from the clamps earlier that Azure cried out.

“Any more and the whipping would have lost its effect. You might like to beat Lia senseless, but I like more control!”

For the first time, Azure became aware of an edge between Crimzon and Amelia that went beyond the playful.

“Too soft on sluts!” Amelia sniped back.

Crimzon let this ride, her fingers were still playing idly with Azure’s nipples. Azure gritted her teeth.

“What have you to say about the whipping, Azure?”

Azure had a moment of panic. She was floating in a strange headspace, almost delirious, not in a frame of mind to put together a thoughtful sentence. She grasped quickly for words.

“I thank you, Miss Crimzon, for the honour of allowing my body to serve your pleasure.”

Did that even make sense? Her voice was broken and rough, like she had been gargling with razor blades. She had screamed her throat raw under the punishment.

“You’re welcome, baby.” Crimzon seemed satisfied.

Her hands left Azure’s nipples. A short while later, Azure felt something hard pressed against her mouth.

“Kiss the whip that has shown you your place in the world!”

Azure puckered her lips against the instrument of torture as fervently as she could.

“Good girl.”

The whip was gone.

“Amelia and Lia are here as witnesses to your oath of fealty to me. This is your very final, one remaining chance to walk away before you become my chattel. To do with as I please. You are about to give up all and any autonomy over your existence. To relinquish all free will.”

Technically, maybe, thought Azure, but the reality was she had done so weeks ago.

“Do you want to leave or pledge?”

“I would like to pledge, Miss Crimzon.”

“Good girl. I will not betray your trust, that is my pledge.”

Azure heard the familiar creak of Crimzon’s leathers, her nose filled with the scent of the woman – the fragrance that filled her dreams whenever she thought of the statuesque redhead. She must be intimately close to Azure.

Fingers brushed her cheek, across her forehead, pressing the latex against Azure’s skin.

Then, very quickly, the lenses that had held Azure in darkness for so many hours were gone. Blinding light hurt her eyes. She screwed them tight shut. She heard leather groaning once more and the scent faded away. Crimzon had gone.

It took quite a while for Azure to be able to get her eyes fully open and focused after so long staring into blackness. But even then, she was upside down and disoriented, her head hanging only a few inches above the floor. A few feet away, she could see Crimzon’s red stiletto boots with the chrome heel.

Then a figure knelt right in front of her, blocking out everything. She glimpsed a white apron before a piece of paper was held right in front of her face. There was writing on the paper. She frantically tried to read it, but it was so difficult; upside down, in great discomfort and swaying gently on the chains holding her legs above her.

“You must say the oath!” Lia whispered. “Read it until you understand it, so you can speak it properly!”

Azure read the words over and over, until each sentence made sense. Lia gently stroked the top of her head, patiently holding the paper in place.

“OK?” Lia prompted.

Azure’s head was fixed rigid in the collar, she couldn’t nod. She cleared her throat.

“On my heart and soul, I swear my oath of fealty to you, Miss Crimzon. To love, honour and obey you and your every wish and command.” She spoke as loudly as she could, her hoarse voice struggled to maintain its tone.

She paused, trying to get her breathing under control.

“I give you my mind, body and soul for your pleasure and your use. I relinquish all rights to them, without exception.”

New tears spilled from Azure’s eyes. She choked back a sob. All the emotion that had built up over the last fourteen weeks, all the humiliation, pain and suffering to reach this moment filled her consciousness.

“I offer myself as a gift to you, Miss Crimzon!” She almost shouted the last line.

Lia was gone in a flash. Through bleary eyes, Azure saw Crimzon’s booted feet right in front of her. She felt hands spreading her labia wide.

“I gladly accept ownership of you. You already bear my marks, which I am proud for you to wear. I seal your pledge by putting my collar on you.”

Azure felt Crimzon’s fingers pushing her clit hood back. She squirmed. She felt metal on her clit, pressure. Exposed and totally vulnerable, Azure could only twitch as she was handled in her most sensitive, most fundamental core. She gasped as her clitoris was tugged firmly, her clit was gripped, pinched, right at its root. She had been given a clit collar like Lia had! A tight metal ring at the base of her clit.

It felt horrible yet amazing at the same time. She could feel her clit swelling up above it, a surge of arousal and pleasure. The idea that Crimzon was going to control the very centre of her sexuality in such a powerful, absolute way was thrilling. Its presence would be unforgettable, physically and psychologically. It was both erotic and symbolic.

Crimzon ground her thumb on the clit, making it swell even more.

“Thank you, my darling.” Crimzon’s words were so quiet, Azure barely heard them.

Amelia and Lia burst into applause.

“Enjoy your new slut!” Amelia called.

Crimzon continued to finger Azure skilfully, using all the metal around her clit to drive Azure mad with desire and passion. Azure squirmed as best she could to try to enhance the sensations, but she had so little control, she was completely at Crimzon’s mercy.

Crimzon teased her, pulled away, worked on her labia before brushing her engorged clit once more, then pressing hard and frigging the nub fiercely. She kept at it vigorously this time, all finesse gone. Azure’s eyes grew wide, she started to squeal.

“You may cum! Your first cum as a fully owned chattel!”

Azure thrashed about as the powerful orgasm hit, overwhelming her with all the sensations she was experiencing. She was crying, sobbing, blasted with pain and pleasure together that was indivisible, and feeling so thoroughly powerless, controlled by a woman that would decide what she would feel and when. Nothing more than a vessel for someone else’s desires.

When Azure became cognizant again, Crimzon was sat on a stool right in front of her. The toe of one of her boots pushed against Azure’s lips.

“You may worship my feet, and make sure you do a good job!”

Despite her emotional exhaustion, her pain and discomfort now the pleasure had drained away, Azure’s tongue went earnestly to work.


11: Chamois

Azure had suffered a massive amount of indignity and humiliation over the past few months to win the approval of Crimzon, and that didn’t look like it was going to change now her trials were over.

Except the reindeer outfit she was wearing was no longer being worn for Crimzon’s approval. She had sworn to obey and obey she must. It was as simple as that. If she was told to dress as a reindeer, a reindeer she would be. Azure found a peace in that. It made her life simpler. She no longer had to agonize over her own degradation, it was out of her control. That didn’t mean that her desperate desire for the redhead’s approval wasn’t still her prime motivation. There was an important distinction.

She pushed through the swing door from the kitchen to the dining room, carrying a tray with three bowls of soup. She strutted to the dining table, swinging her hips, bouncing her bare breasts, aware of the eyes on her.

Amelia, sat at the far end of the table, was watching her like a hawk about to grasp a mouse in its claws, while Olivia and Joshua were just goggle-eyed. Crimzon was seated with her back to Azure as she approached, so couldn’t see her.

The mask of her costume was made of chamois leather and was tight fitting, covering most of her head – only her mouth and chin were left uncovered, other than the eye and nostril holes. There were two cute little deer ears either side of the crown of her head and in between them a pair of realistic looking plastic antlers that were at least a foot high. The worst feature of it was the big red nose that pinched uncomfortably on her real nose underneath.

Around her neck was a stiff red collar. It was wide, cutting into her jaw when she allowed her head to drop too low. The worst feature of this was the large bell fixed to the front that chimed with every movement she made.

Fingerless gloves made from the same chamois as the mask stretched right up over her biceps. She was wearing her thigh-high black boots over which chamois flares had been fastened just above her calves, dropping down to cover the feet of her boots, giving the impression of reindeer feet. She was also wearing a reindeer bobtail – part chamois and part fluffy white fur – which was inserted up her bumhole via a butt plug.

That was the extent of the outfit, really. She had been laced breathtakingly tightly into her custom-made black satin corset by Lia, but her breasts, backside and crotch were completely bare.

She was glad her bum was uncovered; it was so tender that anything tight against it would have hurt. As it was, it ached with every flex and jiggle as she moved, especially in the folds where her thighs met her buttocks and the crack between the cheeks, Crimzon had attacked those areas particularly spitefully. The worst was the result of that final strike that had caught the edge of her labia. It felt like an open cut being stretched with every twist, turn or bend.

On top of that, her now permanently engorged clit rubbed against the bar through her clit hood with every step she took, sending waves of pleasure through her, keeping her permanently in a high state of arousal, and she knew her bare pussy was visibly wet. She felt every inch the slut she was.

“This is Rudi, our Christmas waitress!” Declared Amelia. “She is available in any way you wish to be served. Don’t be shy!”

“The same girl from last night, I take it?” Olivia asked

Crimzon murmured her assent.

Azure guessed she would be expected to serve the guests first. As she placed the first bowl in front of Olivia, she leaned forward, presenting her breasts as she would have done serving a drink at Le Moulin Noir. She could see Olivia’s eyes staring at them, but the brunette didn’t touch them.

Azure moved on to Joshua. He had been watching her with the repressed lust that she was familiar with from the punters at the club. She presented her breasts again as she served the soup.

“Oh, do grab a handful of her tits, Josh, your tongue’s practically hanging out! Olivia won’t mind, will you Liv?” Amelia urged.

“Why, of course not!” Olivia replied in a tone that seemed to indicate that she did mind very much.

Whether Joshua was genuinely tone deaf or deliberately misunderstanding Olivia, Azure didn’t know, but both his hands grabbed her breasts and squeezed them gently.

“Thank you, sir, that feel’s lovely!” Azure purred.

This only encouraged him to squeeze harder, his thumbs flicking across her nipples.

“These nipple collars are simply incredible, keeping her nips rock hard all the time! You should think about getting some, Liv? Not to wear all the time, just for an added spark when we are playing!”

“In your dreams, and only in your dreams!” Olivia quickly shut that idea down. “They must be difficult to hide, even under clothes?” She mused.

“She’s not allowed to hide them.” Crimzon answered. “All her bras leave her nipples uncovered, so they show through her clothes. She even has a transparent raincoat for the winter!”

Olivia gasped in shock.

“Why would she let you do that to her? Has she no self-respect?”

“She wouldn’t understand the concept as you or I would recognize it.” Crimzon said. “Her self-worth is so linked to her sexual worth. The more sexually attractive she is, the more it validates her identity. At her heart, she is a pure narcissist!”

Crimzon’s and Azure’s eyes met for the briefest of moments. Crimzon was teasing Azure and patronizing Olivia and they both knew it.

“Or in other words, she’s just a nympho slut!” Amelia quipped and everyone burst out laughing.

Reluctantly, Joshua had let his hands release Azure’s breasts and she took the opportunity to slip out of his reach. As Amelia was the host, she served the remaining bowl of soup to Crimzon, glancing shyly at her and receiving the warmest smile she had ever got from the red goddess. Azure’s belly did flips, not to mention her vulva.

Crimzon was wearing an expensive catsuit that zipped up the back, Azure hadn’t seen it before. The quality of the leather shimmered almost like latex. Her hair was tied back in a single ponytail. Azure had a brief fantasy of being able to brush Crimzon’s hair out for her every morning. It was soon replaced by the memory of hanging upside down earlier, licking and kissing Crimzon’s booted feet. Her pussy pulsed with arousal.

Azure offered her breasts to her owner and Crimzon explored both of them gently, but possessively, with her fingers. She brushed the palms of her hands over the bullet hard nipples and Azure could feel her pussy juicing. All too quickly the hands were gone. One moved up to grab Azure’s reindeer nose and squeeze it. The nose made a noise like a child’s squeaky toy. The table burst out into surprised raucous laughter and Azure couldn’t help blushing under her mask.

She had to return to the kitchen to get the remaining bowls of soup – there was actually a serving trolly that was capable of taking all the soups safely from the kitchen to the dining table in one go, but Azure had been forbidden from using it. They wanted to see her parading around in her costume serving them.

Conscious that she was being closely watched by Amelia, she placed one foot in front of the other, rolling her backside and swinging her hips as best she could. The butt plug shifted with each step, flexing her bobtail against the inside of one buttock, then the other. The fur tickled mostly, with an occasional flare of discomfort from the vertical weals burnt into the groove.

She reappeared moments later with the two remaining bowls – only she would not be eating at the table with the others. Lia had given her a light salad earlier after bringing her up from the basement dungeon. Yes, Amelia had an actual dungeon in her house, complete with barred cell, cages, whipping frames and chains hanging down from the ceiling. That was where Azure had spent last night and desperately hoped she wouldn’t be spending tonight there as well.

Azure placed Amelia’s soup before her, leaning forward, presenting her breasts to the woman. Amelia took up the invitation, weighing up each breast in her hand, giving each a squeeze, pinching hard each nipple.

“Fake titted whore!” She muttered under her breath.

Then a hand moved up to grab Azure’s reindeer nose and squeeze it. There was more laughter as Azure squeaked.

Lia had followed Azure out of the kitchen, her preparations were now complete. She wore a maid’s uniform in form-fitting black satin which had a skirt slightly below knee length, but it was so tight fitting that she could only take tiny steps, the material pulling taught with each movement of her legs, acting as a hobble. In addition, she wore the highest of heels, cute little lace-up oxfords with only a small triangle at the tip of her toes actually contacting the floor. How she could move about so gracefully in that outfit amazed Azure.

When she had brought Azure up the stairs from the dungeon earlier, she had rolled the skirt right up her thighs to be able to mount the stairs. As soon as they reached the top, she had rolled it neatly back into place again.

She was a small woman, but very pretty. Her long, chestnut brown hair was fixed up in a formal bun, revealing an elfin face with large, placid green eyes and a dusting of freckles across her nose and cheeks. Unlike Azure, whose make-up was trowelled on as usual, Lia’s was very discreet, her lipstick pale pink. She had a cute little maid’s cap fixed on the top of her head. Azure guessed she was in her late twenties.

Azure thought she was gorgeous, though completely different from how she had imagined her to be when she was eating out her pussy last night. Just looking at the maid in her severe uniform got Azure aroused, remembering last night’s intense session. She would love the opportunity to do it again.

While all the others were seated in expensive looking dining chairs, Lia was forced to sit on a little stool. It meant the table was level with the top of her chest. Azure served her the final bowl of soup, making her breasts available as she had with the others, but Lia didn’t take the opportunity.

She had to be wearing a corset under the uniform, Azure had never seen such a tiny waist on an adult before. This close, Azure also noticed how high and stiff the white collar of the maid’s dress was. It didn’t look at all comfortable. There was a triangular cut out, trimmed in white, at the front of the dress that revealed a modest cleavage.

Azure couldn’t help but notice the stark contrast between them. Lia appeared so elegant and sophisticated, classy (sitting on the stool not withstanding) and Azure was pure, slutty white trash.

“Serve the wine, Rudi!” Amelia ordered.

Two wine bottles were already open. Azure had laid the table and prepared everything before everyone had entered the dining room, under Lia’s supervision, of course. This time, all four seated on the chairs took the opportunity to pinch Azure’s red nose to produce the squeaky toy noise. Somehow, instead of tiring of this pastime, everyone seemed to find it funnier with every squeeze, and that was before they had imbibed the wine!

Azure was kept busy. After the wine, she was sent back to the kitchen for more bread. Then she had to clear the soup bowls and bring out the main course. Only the sautéed potatoes were hot, otherwise it was cold turkey from yesterday and some salad. The water jug needed refilling.

When she wasn’t serving, Azure stood in her waiting pose as she had been trained to do at the club, hands behind her back, thrusting her breasts out. She stood behind and slightly to the side of Lia, assuming Crimzon would want her to be positioned where all the others could ogle her.

Although Azure’s situation was very different from last night, when she had been hanging over the table, the conversation was very similar. Both Crimzon and Amelia spent time trying to coax Olivia and Joshua into using Azure sexually, and meeting resistance from Olivia, while it was obvious Joshua would jump at the chance if Olivia could be swayed.

It occurred to Azure that her confusion over her sexuality had resolved itself in the last few months. She was a lesbian. As her libido had been raised, it was women who she was always attracted to and fantasized about, never men. Her contempt for men had grown dramatically. No matter that the bouncers at the club were able to make her cum like a steam train – they were all surrogates imposing Crimzon’s will upon her.

Having said that, Azure didn’t fancy Olivia at all, she was too prissy and uptight. She had a very thin nose and she seemed to hold it at a strange angle, like there was a permanent bad smell right below it and big bird-like eyes that made Azure feel creepy whenever she looked at her. But if she was told to service her sexually, she would do so without a second thought, as she would Joshua and anyone else.

Amelia was something else altogether. Ever since she had first seen her, it was clear to Azure that she was Crimzon’s sister. But more than that, Azure was sure they were identical twins – or had been. She tried to imagine what Crimzon would have looked like before she had her breast augmentation and her lips substantially enhanced, and without her fire-engine red hair. She was pretty sure that would have been Amelia.

As with her maid, Amelia’s make-up was understated and subtle, while Crimzon’s was the opposite, brash and flamboyant, which made a direct comparison difficult. But for Azure it was the eyes. Identical, cold, blue. When she looked into Amelia’s eyes it was Crimzon she was seeing. That made her shudder, because Amelia appeared to be even more sadistic and cruel than Crimzon.

In so many ways they were completely different. Crimzon moved like the dancer she was, languid, full of confidence, feline – it was one of the things that had immediately attracted Azure to her. So extravert in her dress as well. While Amelia carried herself quite stiffly, almost regally, an altogether different kind of arrogance. Tonight, her brunette hair was tied up formally and she was wearing a low-key black party dress with a sequined bodice. While her beauty would stand her out in a crowd, her clothing wouldn’t.

Anyway, one had to wonder what had occurred in their upbringing to engender such forceful, cruel personalities.

Crimzon snapped her fingers and pointed to her empty water glass. Azure was relieved to see Crimzon was drinking more water than wine – the prospect of being placed in a potentially dangerous situation by drunks had crossed her mind already. Amelia was getting her to top up Olivia and Joshua’s wine glasses at every opportunity, as well as her own, although Azure noticed that there wasn’t so much to top up in Amelia’s glass as the other two. Was she deliberately trying to get the couple sloshed?

Azure leaned in front of Crimzon as she filled her glass, hoping that her owner would caress her breasts as she had done twice this evening already. Instead, she got another squeeze of her red nose and a hand pressing firmly and possessively on her welted bottom. Azure disguised her flinch as best she could.

She noticed that Lia’s glass was nearly empty as well, but that was all the maid had to drink; it seemed she wasn’t allowed the wine.

“More water, Miss Lia?”

“Please!”

She felt the maid’s hand briefly stroke the inside of her thigh. The action was so discrete Azure was sure no one else would have noticed. The touch just increased Azure’s arousal even more.

The amount of walking she had been doing, rubbing her swollen clit against the piercing in her clit hood, not to mention the triangle piercing that seemed to be stimulating her clit from underneath, combined with the pressure from the little collar around its base, was driving her nuts. Was this her life from now onwards, permanently desperate for sex, any sex, always wet and lustful?

Aside from her raging sexual need, Azure was also exhausted. It had been an emotionally and physically demanding couple of days for her without any settled sleep. But she continued to be kept busy – clearing away all the main course, bringing in the dessert, getting more wine. She could feel her pussy juice seeping onto her thigh. She so wanted to frig herself, relieve the frustration.

She cleared the table once more and brought out Irish coffees for Olivia, Joshua and Amelia. Azure was certain now that Amelia was deliberately getting the couple drunk. Lia returned to the kitchen to clear up.

For a few minutes, Azure was allowed to stand still. Joshua was looking increasingly bright eyed as he sipped his liqueur, spending more and more time staring at her in undisguised longing, while Olivia appeared more bird-like than ever as she became more animated and excited.

A movement from Amelia drew Azure’s eyes back to her. She pointed at Azure and then crooked a finger, summoning her. She pointed to a position the other side of the table, between her and Olivia. As soon as Azure got there, she snapped out a command.

“Present!”

Azure immediately adopted the position she had been trained to do at that order; widening her stance, locking her fingers together behind her head, pushing out her chest and groin.

Amelia took the little spoon out of her Irish coffee – which Azure noticed had hardly been touched – and then leaned forward and used it to probe Azure’s pussy. Azure gasped, she was so turned on and sensitive down there, and Amelia knew what she was doing with it.

“Skanky whore! How many dirty pricks have been in here?”

“I don’t know, Miss Amelia.”

“Too many to count, you mean?”

“Yes, Miss Amelia.”

Amelia pressed the tip of the spoon against Azure’s distended clit, causing her to quietly cry out and her hips to squirm.

“Absolutely gagging for it!” Amelia laughed.

“Her thigh’s all shiny! She’s leaking she is so wet!” Olivia shrieked much too loudly; she certainly was tipsy.

“You have to admit, Liv, she is an amazing sight! A male fantasy come to life! I didn’t think girls like her existed in reality!” Joshua couldn’t contain his excitement.

“A female dream come true, too!” Added Crimzon.

She caught Azure’s eye and gave her another fantastic smile. She seemed very pleased with Joshua’s remarks.

“You must have an uncomfortable lump in your trousers by now, Josh! Do you want Rudi to take care of it for you?” Amelia smiled mischievously at her own words.

She reached up and squeezed Azure’s red nose again. Everyone laughed again.

“This slut really knows how to deep throat your cock; can Liv do that for you?”

“Hey!” Olivia shouted.

“Relax, Liv. It swings both ways. She’ll eat you out like Josh never could.”

“Steady on!” It was Joshua’s turn to be indignant.

“I keep telling you! I’m not into girls!” Olivia exclaimed.

“I want you two to let your hair down and remove those big sticks you have shoved up your arses! Live a little! I want you to experiment and use this toy – A Christmas present from me!”

“Just try it, Liv! If you don’t like it; stop!” Crimzon encouraged.

“Humour me this once!” There was a nervous silence after Amelia spoke. “Stand up, Liv!”

After a few seconds, Olivia obeyed, glancing nervously at Amelia and Azure in turn.

“Kiss her, Rudi!”

Azure broke her pose, stepped close to Olivia. She put her hands behind the woman’s head, pulled it towards her and gently touched her lips to the tense, pursed mouth. Azure pushed harder, her soft, swollen pout mashing against the grimace enough to enable her to get her tongue between the thin lips.

At last the mouth opened and she pushed her tongue in, the metal ball at its tip clicked against Olivia’s teeth as it passed them. She tasted of coffee, whiskey and wine. Azure explored the mouth zealously and at last Olivia responded and starting kissing back.

Azure pressed her breasts against Olivia’s chest, grinding them against the smaller pair and Olivia lifted her arms and wrapped them around Azure’s back, pulling their two bodies even closer together.

As soon as Olivia reciprocated the intensity of Azure’s kiss, Azure pulled away, finding her most sultry smile as their eyes locked on one another.

“Lift your skirt above your waist, Liv!” Amelia ordered.

Olivia obeyed, not breaking contact with Azure’s eyes.

“On your knees, Rudi, and worship Miss Olivia!”

Azure gracefully found her knees in one fluid movement. Olivia was wearing dark tights over black panties. Azure grabbed them both and pulled them down to Olivia’s knees in one go.

Olivia had a hairy mound, something Azure had not encountered before. She leaned forward and showered kisses over the soft skin of Olivia’s inner thighs. As she got closer to the vulva, Olivia pushed her legs further apart and Azure took the opportunity to settle right between the woman’s legs. She drew her tongue right up the entire length of Olivia’s slit, dragging her piercing through the crack.

Olivia gasped.

The hair got in the way, Azure didn’t like it, but what she liked and didn’t like didn’t matter, only obedience. After teasing Olivia for a couple of minutes, Azure pushed her tongue inside the labia. The woman was surprisingly wet, more turned on than she had been pretending. Had Amelia known?

She skilfully manipulated her tongue, for the moment avoiding the woman’s clit. Olivia made a little yelp of surprise. She had a strong flavour, not particularly pleasant to Azure after Lia’s delicious taste last night. Azure briefly wondered how much the taste of vaginal juices was psychological. The more she fancied the woman she was eating, the more she seemed to like their taste.

She brought her hands up to cup Olivia’s buttocks, pulling the woman closer so she could get deeper inside her. She tubed her tongue and fucked Olivia with it. Every time she pushed in as deep as she could go, her reindeer nose was squished on the woman’s mound and squeaked. She could hear Crimzon and Amelia laughing.

“Your reindeer’s a noisy slut!” Amelia commented.

“She gets excited very easily.” Crimzon quipped back.

Azure sunk her fingers into Olivia’s bottom cheeks, squeezing them, moving them around. At the same time, she brushed the woman’s clit with her tongue. She felt Olivia shudder.

The mask Azure was wearing significantly reduced her peripheral vision, but she became aware of movement to her side.

“Fucking hell!” It was Joshua getting a better look.

She tickled Olivia’s clit once more.

“Oh!” Olivia squirmed under the touch.

“Watch and learn, Josh. See how it’s done!” Amelia said.

Azure’s squeaky toy nose bleated once again as she pushed her mouth hard into the pussy. She started to circle the clit, tease the hood with her tongue. Olivia pushed her mound harder against Azure’s lips.

“Oh!... Oh!”

Olivia’s hands grabbed Azure’s head and pushed it harder into her groin, taking the initiative away from Azure for the first time. She ground the kneeling girl’s jaw against her labia, spreading her pussy juice all around Azure’s mouth.

Azure continued to tease with her tongue, building up the woman’s desire and excitement. Olivia’s hips were constantly moving now. When she sensed the moment was right, she zeroed in on the clit, first with her tongue, then with the metal ball sat on its tip. She nipped Olivia’s clit hood with her teeth before pushing it aside and grinding her piercing directly onto the nub. She kept at it relentlessly until the woman orgasmed, screaming out, her hips thrashing about while her hands held Azure’s head in place.

Eventually, Olivia became still, panting hard. Finally, she let go of Azure’s head. Azure licked Olivia clean and then pulled the woman’s panties and tights back up, making sure they were properly in place.

Olivia let her skirt drop down.

“Fucking hell, Liv! That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen!” Exclaimed Joshua.

Olivia became self-conscious, glancing nervously at Amelia and Joshua, before looking down at the woman between her legs with pussy juice all around her mouth.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy that!” Amelia was triumphant.

“It was amazing…” Olivia sat back down, still looking at Azure, but Azure couldn’t read what she was thinking.

“Now it’s Joshua’s turn! See to the gentleman’s needs, Rudi!” Amelia continued to orchestrate the proceedings.

Azure turned around so she was facing Joshua. She could see his erection like a sausage in his trousers. His eyes were bright with excitement as he looked at her. She undid his fly and reached in, extracting his cock with difficulty, not because it was big – it wasn’t – but because it was so hard and rigid. She could feel it pulsing in her hand. He was really close to shooting his load.

Azure looked at Amelia.

“He’s ready to cum, Miss Amelia?”

“That’s fine. Let his seed decorate you and start again fresh.”

Shocked, Azure glanced at Crimzon. She gave an almost imperceptible nod. Without hesitation, Azure tightened her grip on the uncircumcised penis, sliding her hand up so that it touched the underside of his glans. She began to pump it, looking directly into the man’s eyes.

“Would you like to paint me with your cum, sir?”

“Fuck!”

She felt the cock grow and pulse dramatically, then it spat out its ejaculation. The first, heavy shot hit her right on the lips and chin. The second hit her red collar and bell. The third landed on her chest. The rest seeped out all over her hand. This was a new experience for Azure, she didn’t know what to do.

“Thank you, sir!”

She lifted her semen covered hand to her mouth to lick clean.

“No! Spread the cum all over your breasts. Show us all what a dirty whore you are!” Amelia ordered.

Azure obeyed, wiping her gloved hand on to her breasts.

“And clean the gentleman up with your tongue!”

There was a long strand of spunk dangling from the top of Joshua’s cock, and it was getting longer. Azure got her tongue under it before it dropped to the floor. She licked the underside of the prick, then his pee hole which was still leaking. She held her tongue there to catch the residual ejaculation. The taste was horrible, salty and sour.

At the same time, she spread the cum over her breasts with one hand. She could feel the gob that had landed on her chest running down onto her breast to add to the sticky mess, while the blob on her collar had slipped down onto her chest. She scooped up both of them and added them to her breasts.

When she eventually pulled her tongue away from the fast-shrinking cock, she could see her breasts covered in a shiny glaze. She could feel the spunk that had landed on her chin hanging off in strings, she brought her hand up to catch the dribbles before they fell.

“Now, all that man juice on you lips and chin, I want you to feed it into your mouth and paint your gums and teeth with it, and the insides of your cheek, and the underneath of your tongue. I want you to know what it tastes like to be a real cock whore!”

This was gross. Azure wanted to puke. But she obeyed Amelia, making her best effort to appear eager. She even held Joshua’s gaze as she did it.

“Good slut. Now give the gentleman the best blow job of his life, get his cock right down your throat!”

Azure didn’t think that Joshua was even aware of Amelia’s sarcastic tone every time she called him gentleman.

Joshua’s cock had not fully shrunk from his first orgasm, but it was hanging down. The fact that he was looking at a super-hot slut dressed as a reindeer, on her knees between his legs, her large tits shiny from his drying cum, her pouty lips still glistening with both his and his girlfriend’s cum, was already causing it to twitch back to life.

Azure took his tool gently into the palm of her still-clean hand and squeezed it repeatedly, pulling the foreskin up and down over his glans. He was soon pointing upwards again. She pulled the foreskin right back and leaned forward to lick the head from underneath several times before slipping it fully into her mouth and wiggling the ball on the end of her tongue into the groove below his glans. The cock gradually became fully erect again and slid further into her mouth. She pursed her lips tightly around the shaft and moved them back and forth. Joshua groaned.

All she could taste and smell was his cock and his cum. She became more forceful, slipping her mouth right down his shaft until her nose pressed into his crotch and squeaked one more time, the glans pushed into the top of her throat and she swallowed it down, feeling it swell to its full size down her gullet.

“Bloody hell!” Joshua gasped.

Azure pulled back, letting it slip completely out of her mouth and pop upright, pulsing and swinging eagerly. She worked down the side of the shaft, nipping it with her teeth, then opened her mouth wide and took one hairy testicle completely inside her mouth, tonguing it. After a few moments she let it out and took the other one in, which was bigger and more uncomfortable. It tasted foul.

She lifted her head away for a few seconds, took a deep breath, then sunk her mouth fully on to the prick, swallowing it down, until her nose squeaked again. She hummed in mock pleasure, sending the vibrations from her voice into the cock. She held it there for at least thirty seconds before pulling up, grabbing another lungful of air, and then taking it straight down again.

“Oh fuck!... Oh fuck!”

Joshua grabbed Azure’s head and started to fuck her throat, pulling her head up and down as well as thrusting his hips back and forth. She gurgled as he stabbed her repeatedly, catching her breath when she could. He soon became breathless himself, starting to pant, but Azure knew this would be a long haul – he had cum so recently he would last an age this time.

After his enthusiastic spurt, he slowed down, giving her back control. She brought his head back into her mouth and worked her tongue over it with every trick she knew.

Joshua sighed, stroking her head. She ground both of the balls on the top of her tongue against him, then deep-throated once more, then three times more. He picked up control again, thrusting his hips hard, forcing her head down until her nose squeaked each time. He became more confident and more excited, fucking her throat harder and harder, causing her to gag frequently, it went on interminably for Azure. He was panting and gasping for air now.

“That’s it, Josh, treat her like the cum dump she is! She’s just a toy for you to play with! Enjoy her!” Amelia continued to egg him on.

Joshua bellowed. Azure felt his cock swell, then it was spasming, buried in her throat, shooting cum straight into her stomach. He held her in place, gasping and crying out. Then he fell silent, but he didn’t let her go. Azure became desperate to breath and started to wave her arms in distress.

Finally, his hands slipped off her head and she pulled herself off his cock, gulping for air. She could taste nothing but him and his spunk, and the thought of it lying in her belly would have been enough for her to vomit it back up – but she was a good, obedient slut. She kept it down.

She sat back on her heels, glancing at Crimzon and Amelia, who were both smiling at her. Joshua was still staring at her, oblivious to the look of horror on Olivia’s face.


12: Violet

Lia pulled the helmet over Azure’s head. Azure felt the familiar sensations, the cool, smooth rubber sliding across her face and scalp, momentarily blinding her and restricting her breathing. Then the feel of the latex as it stretched and slipped into place. The helmet was custom made and fit her like a glove. Lia straightened it, making sure the eye holes were correctly placed, the nostril holes lined up, and tugging her lips through the tight mouth hole that pinched them at their base, exaggerating her already pouty look.

Azure heard the zip closing and felt the rubber tightening on her scalp and face. Then the laces were pulled tight, working down from the top, and the latex wrapped her even closer, shaping completely to her features – nose and cheeks, chin and finally her neck.

It was claustrophobic to wear, but Azure had learnt to accept it. Initially the cool rubber felt good, but she knew from experience that it would gradually become warmer, sweaty and very uncomfortable.

Lia run her hands over the helmet, making sure every wrinkle was eased away. Then she sprayed it and polished it with a large microfibre cloth.

Azure had been put back into the same outfit she had arrived in – all blue latex. The catsuit that left her breasts, buttocks and crotch bare, the knee-high ballet boots, the crushing corset that had been fastened just as tight as last time.

She was back in the basement dungeon, brought back down by Lia after the others had retired to the lounge. She had been crestfallen, hoping to have been taken by Crimzon to her room. But then, she had been covered in semen, why would Crimzon want her in that state?

She had been allowed to shower. She had brushed her teeth, tongue, gums, cheeks all twice. She had used the mouthwash three times, trying to get rid of every trace of Joshua’s spunk, but its taste was branded into her memory and no amount of mouthwash was going to let her forget it.

Lia pushed Azure’s chin up and wrapped a collar around her neck. This was different to the posture collar she had been wearing that held her head rigid. She could see in the mirror on the wall, it was also made of blue latex, thick and high. It laced up at the back, pulling tighter and tighter. It forced her to hold her head high and was uncomfortable, but she could at least turn her head, and move it up and down to a lesser degree, but it would be impossible to forget she was wearing it.

“Fuck, you look hot! I wish you were allowed to eat me out again!”

Lia’s hand went back to Azure’s pussy, as it regularly had while she was dressing her, rubbing the labia, slipping a finger in to tease her clit, then leave her frustrated.

“I wish I could tell you it gets easier, wearing the clit collar, but it doesn’t. Every minute of every day you will want sex. You will be permanently aroused.”

There was a ring on the front of the collar around Azure’s neck. Lia clipped a leash to it. Lia tugged it firmly, letting Azure know she was under its control, then led her back up the stairs. This was unexpected. Azure had assumed she would be spending the night in the dungeon once again, fixed in some fiendish device.

Once on the ground floor, she was taken up another flight of stairs. Rising hope and excitement was building in Azure’s head. Was this for real? Was she going to have the chance to serve Crimzon, to spend the night with her?

She was taken into a bedroom, instantly identifying it as Crimzon’s. It was a mess, red leather discarded everywhere, two large suitcases lying open. She saw it had rails and chains hanging over the bed the same as over the dining table downstairs. There was an electric winch on the wall.

Lia removed the leash. She couldn’t resist playing with Azure’s nipples, rolling them between her thumbs and forefingers, then pinching them. Again, she teased Azure’s pussy. Then she pointed to a corner of the room.

“On your knees in the corner, face towards the wall. Fold your arms behind your back.”

Azure obeyed. The room was fitted with a luxurious deep pile carpet that felt good under her knees.

“Spread your knees much wider than that!”

She opened her thighs until they were at right-angles to each other. She felt Lia stroke her head.

“You will not move from that position, OK?”

“Yes, Miss Lia.”

Lia switched off the light and shut the door behind her. Azure was again staring into blackness.




She waited in the darkness for at least an hour before the door opened again and the light came back on. Azure was so excited, her clit was throbbing and she had desperately wanted to play with herself but she had kept her hands folded behind her back, though she had been squirming a lot. She felt very emotional.

Everything she had been through was for this moment. The appalling pain and suffering. The humiliation. The degradation. She had this idealized fantasy in her head that she had imagined a thousand times of how this scene would play out. It took about five seconds for it to be shattered.

“What a fucking mess! Tidy the room!”

The door to the en-suite bathroom closed firmly.

Azure got to her feet and looked at the closed bathroom door, then she picked up the nearest piece of discarded clothing. It was Crimzon’s front opening catsuit. It had been taken off carelessly and was half inside out. She pulled it back into shape. It felt great to be holding a part of Crimzon – a fundamental part of her identity. She caressed the soft leather, then pressed it to her latex covered face, drinking in the combined scent of Crimzon’s perfume and the hide. She pressed her lips against it, kissing it.

She zipped it closed, folded it neatly, then got back onto her knees and straightened the two suitcases, pushing them together against the wall. She lay the catsuit on top.

There were two motorcycle helmets, which surprised Azure. It reminded her of just how little she actually knew about Crimzon. She pushed them tidily against the suitcases. There were other motorcycle leathers discarded across the room, a jacket, and trousers with padding at the hips and knees. She lay them on top of the catsuit. There was also a pair of biker boots – chunky, calf high, in a red and black design. They had just been kicked off and left where they fell. She stood them together against the crash helmets.

The bathroom door opened and Crimzon strode out. The catsuit she was wearing - rear zipped – was hanging from her hips, leaving her ripped torso and breasts bare. The muscles in her shoulders and upper arms rippled as she moved. Azure’s pussy clenched as if something was already inside it.

Crimzon glanced around, pointing to another jacket that lay beside the bed. Azure tried her most seductive walk as she moved to pick it up. She was very conscious that she hadn’t perfected walking in ballet boots yet, she still felt like she was walking on stilts.

The jacket was so thin, soft and light. It shimmered the same as the catsuit Crimzon was wearing – matching items. As she strutted back to the suitcases, she pressed it to her cheek and rubbed it, then touched her lips to it, glancing at Crimzon, before placing it neatly on top of the other leather.

When she turned around, Crimzon was standing right behind her. Even in her ballet boots, Azure couldn’t reach Crimzon’s height. The redhead’s gaze was ferocious; it sent a shiver through Azure of both fear and excitement.

Crimzon pressed down on Azure’s shoulders, forcing her to her knees.

“Take my boots off!” Her voice was low, husky, threatening.

Azure put her head down and kissed the bridge of Crimzon’s left foot.

“Don’t bother with that shit, just get them off!”

The knee-high boots laced up at the back, but they used ski hooks instead of eyeholes, so Azure was able to undo them very quickly. She held first one boot, then the other, as Crimzon pulled her feet out of them.

Azure looked up at Crimzon, who raised her eyebrows. Taking this as permission to continue, she took hold of the catsuit and tugged it over Crimzon’s hips, all the way down until it puddled around her feet. Crimzon was also wearing a red leather thong. Azure reached up and pulled that down too, revealing her owner’s vulva. Azure had only ever seen it from a long distance away when Crimzon was performing and she was waitressing. This was her first close up view.

It was beautiful. It looked like a rose and Azure found another symbolic meaning in the rose tattoos that had been inked indelibly onto her skin. They were the ultimate badges of her ownership. The inner labia burst through the outer labia, forming petals like a blooming flower. It was so open, pouting and inviting, and glistening with Crimzon’s desire.

Above it, Crimzon had a three-inch square patch of pubic hair, trimmed very short and dyed fire-engine red to match the hair on her head.

Azure leaned towards it, glancing up for permission. There was a barely perceptible nod. She pressed her lips against the labia, breathing in the odour of Crimzon’s arousal. Her eyes closed as she savoured this momentous touch, elated. She was so excited. She dragged her tongue up the entire length of Crimzon’s labia, tasting her for the first time. Tasting ambrosia, and everything she had been through was worth it for this moment.

But it was short lived. Crimzon run her hand over Azure’s rubber encased head, down her cheek, under her chin and slipped fingers through the ring on the front of her collar. She pulled Azure up with it, the surprised girl struggling to get her ballet-booted feet under her to take the strain off her neck.

No sooner had she done that, then she was being dragged across the room by the naked redhead. She lost her footing, falling forward, but Crimzon caught her under the arms and effortlessly threw her onto the bed. Azure bounced on the mattress, landing on her back.

Her eyes went wide with fear as Crimzon climbed onto the bed after her and loomed over her. Crimzon’s face looked crazed, manic; her gaze so intense it was terrifying. Her arm flew up towards Azure’s head and she cowered, thinking she was going to be hit.

The redhead cackled with laughter as her hand grabbed a pillow and pulled it down from above Azure’s prostrate form. She lifted Azure’s legs up in the air and shoved the pillow under her hips. Then she took one of Azure’s legs in each hand and bent them back and wide, so they hung each side of her torso and exposed her mound, pushed up by the pillow.

“Put your hands behind your head!”

Then she lay on top of Azure, her arms holding Azure’s legs up and out of the way, while she pressed her own vulva onto Azure’s, grinding one against the other. Her breasts crushed Azure’s as she lowered herself and kissed the woman pinned underneath her.

Crimzon’s mouth was as passionate as her eyes. She kissed Azure for a long time, bruising the helmeted woman’s lips with the ferocity of her ardour, her tongue wrestling Azure’s into submission, dominating totally. She pulled away briefly.

“You can cum as much as you like, tonight, but hold it back for me for as long as you possibly can!”

Then her lips were back on Azure’s as her hips mashed their two pussies together. This started slow, but the speed and intensity soon increased. Sometimes Crimzon would curve her spine to change the angle of attack, which also ground their breasts into each other as well. Crimzon forced Azure’s legs wider apart, splitting open Azure’s labia, so she could increase the pressure she applied to the clit and piercings better.

Azure had never been so aroused. Crimzon was so commanding, dominating her just as Azure had dreamed she would, thoroughly using her, rearing over her like a magnificent Valkyrie. The sensations were fantastic as vulva’s and breasts merged together. She was already fighting to supress her orgasm, but she wouldn’t be able to last long, but she also desperately didn’t want to disappoint Crimzon.

Finally, Crimzon broke the kiss.

“Look at me! Hold my eyes!”

Azure stared into her fierce, luminous eyes. Crimzon ground her mound ever more forcefully onto Azure’s.

“You are just my toy to play with, my whore, my slut, my piece of arse!”

Azure was so close to cumming, but she fought to supress the all-consuming need, while their now sloppy vulvas humped violently against one another.

“You are mine! You belong to me!”

Crimzon was starting to breathe heavily, her movements becoming more frenetic.

You are my delicious sex object!”

Again, Crimzon changed her angle of attack, sliding her pussy against Azure’s, curving her spine, her own larger breasts crushing Azure’s breasts – so obscenely and wantonly displayed because her hands were behind her head. Nipples touched nipples.

“Cum for me!... Cum for me, now!”

Azure let the dam burst and her orgasm take over. She savoured every second of it, every sensation that her body felt, every detail of Crimzon that her eyes beheld, every odour, every sound, her complete submission to Crimzon’s authority. The most complete, perfect moment of her life.

Crimzon kept going, her movements now an absolute frenzy, the contact between their vulvas violent. Just as Azure’s cum ebbed away, Crimzon came herself, her body pressing into Azure. She squirmed like a rattlesnake after a rat. Her hands wrapped around Azure’s head and she stared into Azure’s eyes and right through into her soul – at that moment a profound, visceral bond was formed between them.

Still Crimzon continued to hump Azure’s body, but she slowed. Tears formed in Azure’s eyes, spilled over. Crimzon kissed her again, but she was so out-of-breath that she couldn’t sustain it. She collapsed, falling to the side of Azure.

She was laying on one of Azure’s legs, which was still pulled up awkwardly beside her rubber covered torso. They both shifted so Azure could slide it free, but when Azure tried to straighten it, Crimzon held on to her knee.

“No!”

Azure was left lying with both her legs bent at the knee, stilettos digging into the mattress, legs wide apart. The pillow under her hips presenting her slick pussy lewdly.

Crimzon was panting, laughing gently. She pulled Azure’s head down and pressed it against her chest. Azure felt a breast pressing against her latex covered cheek. Crimzon’s fingers stroked her scalp. Azure wished there wasn’t the clammy membrane stopping skin to skin touch.

“I’ve waited so long to do that, restrained myself so many times!”

Crimzon continued to breathe heavily, continued to stroke Azure’s head. Her breast pressed into Azure’s cheek with every breath.

Eventually, she spoke again.

“I’ve had my heart broken, more than once. I was determined it would never happen again. So, this is how I handle it. I had to push you; test you to the limit. We both had to be sure that this is what you wanted. Because now you are mine, and I will never let you go. I have made you into my perfect slut, my ideal. But you belong to me. You cannot leave me; I will not allow it. So you had to be sure that this is what you wanted. There is no going back.”

Crimzon pressed her lips to the top of Azure’s head. One hand slid across Azure’s body, stopping under her arm, almost touching her armpit.

“I am going to fit you with a sub-dermal GPS tracker right here, so at any time I can know your location anywhere on the planet to within two metres. There is no escape for you. I will do as I please with you. And if something were to happen to me, I have bequeathed you to Amelia. You will belong to her. You need to be owned – you will never be happy unless you are.”

Azure shuddered at the thought, both of losing Crimzon and being owned by Amelia.

“Miss Amelia hates me, Miss Crimzon.”

“No, she doesn’t. She hates what I have turned you into. That is different. Anyway, she was happy enough to use your box of tricks tonight on Liv and Josh. Hypocrite! She’s been trying to turn Olivia for some time – she proved to be a tough nut to crack. I knew you would be able to do the job! I was very pleased with your performance; a total, depraved slut. That is what I will always expect of you.”

Crimzon’s hand moved from under Azure’s arm and onto her breast, grabbing the flesh firmly in her grip and squeezing.

“Amelia and I shared a womb together – that creates an unbreakable bond. We have the same blood, the same genes. There is nothing that can come between us, certainly not you. If you are owned by me, you are owned by her. You will obey her in everything as you would me, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.” Azure whispered, shuddering again.

“But the fact is that we are very different, and lead different lives. You will not see much of her, though I will lend you to her from time to time when she has need of your skills; like tonight.”

Just the mention of the events earlier brought back the taste of Joshua’s spunk. Azure’s stomach turned again.

“Strictly women only is our Amelia. She won’t let Lia anywhere near a real cock. I advise you to ensure you meet her expectations, you will find her a harsher mistress than me!”

Azure had already worked that out for herself.

“Anyway, she is very pleased with your performance tonight! She has plans for Olivia. Joshua, she wants out of the way – I think you created enough friction between them that they won’t be an item much longer after this evening. But if you get the opportunity to blow Josh again in the morning, take it. That would help to speed up the break up, and it won’t be hard – his tongue hangs out of his mouth whenever he gets sight of you!”

Azure knew she wouldn’t be told what the plans were that Amelia had for Olivia, she was just a tool in the operation.

“And blowing Josh without a condom is very much a one off. We know he is inexperienced and clean. You will never, ever perform a sex act with a man without a condom unless specifically told to by Amelia or I – and that is unlikely to ever happen again. Tell me you understand this?”

“I understand, Miss Crimzon.”

Azure was glad to hear it. She wanted no repeat of tonight’s events. The unpleasant taste of a condom in her mouth was a vastly preferable alternative.

Crimzon began to manipulate Azure’s breast, grinding her palm against the tender, but still rock hard, nipple.

“So, how did you like Joshua’s spunk?”

“It was gross, Miss Crimzon. I had to fight not to puke it up!”

“Yet you are such a convincing performer, everyone thought you enjoyed it!” Crimzon laughed.

She started to roll Azure’s nipple between her thumb and forefinger, causing Azure to squirm.

“You are a perfect slut! I am so proud of you. Your transformation has been more successful than I could ever have hoped. You are the ultimate sex toy!”

Crimzon rolled over onto her back beside Azure.

“Clean me up.”

Azure climbed between Crimzon’s open legs and dipped her head down to the redhead’s pussy. It was bruised and swollen from the unrestrained grinding of a few minutes ago, and also a sticky mess. She reverentially drew her tongue over the petals of Crimzon’s labia, tasting her owner for the second time. She was so happy that fresh tears formed in her eyes as her tongue diligently licked their mingled juices from around the well-groomed mound, then up into the square of pubic hair.

“You have performed exceptionally well these last two days. I am very pleased with you!”

Crimzon’s hand returned to Azure’s head, stroking the warm rubber.

“Things will change from now on, as you are fully mine. You will move in with me and serve me in every way. You will keep my apartment immaculately clean and tidy. You will wait on me hand and foot. But you will still fulfil your contract at Le Moulin Noir – as both waitress and whore. Don’t expect to share my bed, that is a privilege granted at my discretion. Sometimes you will, sometimes you won’t.”

Azure probed inside Crimzon’s labia, cleaning the last of the visible wetness away.

Crimzon sighed.

“That’s enough!”

She pushed Azure’s head away, much to the latex-clad woman’s dismay.

“Look at me!”

Azure raised her eyes to the beautiful, cold gaze of her mistress.

“It is important that you understand that just because your tests are now over, that things will not get any easier for you. I will remain relentless. I will be unforgiving. I will be cruel and unreasonable. You will suffer just as much pain, degradation and humiliation as before, and you will accept it all gladly and with grace. This is not an opportunity for you to lower the standards that I expect from you. You are not setting up home with your lover. You are my toy and my chattel, and I will always expect you to be striving for perfection. I won’t tolerate anything less, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.” Azure whispered.

“Now stand up and present yourself to me!”

Azure pushed herself off the bottom of the bed. Her legs felt like jelly and she wobbled as she struggled to get her balance on the ballet heels. The thick pile of the carpet made it impossible for her to stand still in them, she was forced to constantly move her feet to stay upright even as she put her hands back behind her head and thrust her chest and hips forward.

“You will practice until you can move effortlessly in those boots. Work hard on that.”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

Crimzon watched her for at least two minutes as she endeavoured to hold as still as she could.

“You are exquisite! But whenever I look at you, I want to hurt you. Even when you have done nothing to warrant punishment. That is unfortunate for you!”

With her usual effortlessness, Crimzon slipped off the bed and onto her feet in one fluid, graceful movement. She padded across the room in her bare feet and took something from a drawer. Azure heard the clink of metal.

When Crimzon stood in front of her, for the first time ever, Azure was taller than the redhead.

“You will always keep your eyes lowered in my presence unless told otherwise. It is an appropriate act of deference, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

Azure thought that Crimzon didn’t like her being taller one little bit.

“Your fate will be to suffer frequently for my pleasure.”

Azure’s eyes focused on the nipple clamps Crimzon had in her hands. She pinched one open in her fingers and closed it on Azure’s right nipple. The serrated jaws biting into a nub still dreadfully tender from the savage clamping it had received on the whipping frame that morning. Azure gasped, her tear ducts opening once more, but she was able to keep her breasts thrust forward and stop the natural inclination to flinch.

The second clamp was soon added to her left nipple. The chain between the two clamps was too short to let her breasts lie naturally, it pulled them together and twisted the nipples towards each other. They throbbed and her tears spilled onto her cheeks.

“How do they feel?”

“Very painful, Miss Crimzon.”

“Good.”

Crimzon moved away again. Azure heard another drawer open and close.

“Fold your arms behind your back.”

Azure felt a sleeve wrap around her forearms. She heard the rattle of buckles and felt the leather pulled tight, fastening her lower arms parallel to the floor in the middle of her back. She tugged, reassuring herself that they were securely held.

“When your hands are not required, you must get used to them being bound out of the way. It gives clear access to all your useful parts without hindrance and reinforces your objectification.”

Crimzon turned Azure around and for the second time that night, threw her onto the bed.

Azure cried out in surprise. Her breasts bounced on her chest, pulling on the clamps agonizingly.

“Keep quiet! You will behave like the dumb slut you are!”

Reaching under the bottom of the bed, Crimzon came up with a pair of cuffs fixed against each other – no chain linking them at all, although there was a single chain that trailed from them back under the bed. When Crimzon buckled the cuffs around Azure’s ankles, they were held tightly against each other, the shoes of her boots pressed together.

Moving around to the side of the bed, Crimzon grabbed Azure at her tightly corseted waist and pulled her up the bed until the chain to her ankle cuffs snapped tight. For a moment Azure’s head lay on a pillow, but the redhead tugged that out from under her and threw it on the floor. From between the headboard and the mattress, Crimzon pulled out another chain. This she clipped to the ring on the front of Azure’s collar. She then adjusted the length of the chain until it was taught.

Azure had lost the capacity to move at all, her arms trapped uncomfortably beneath her, neck and ankles held down on the mattress. Her sore bottom hurt, her nipples hurt, but her arousal was flaming anew despite having cum so recently. She watched Crimzon’s magnificent naked form crossing the room with her excitement growing, as well as her fear.

Crimzon crouched down and rummaged in one of the suitcases. When she came back to the bed, she had a small dildo and what looked like a wand in one hand, while the other held a collection of narrow plastic tubes. Azure’s suspicion and fear began to overtake her excitement.

Crimzon leapt onto the bed and sat down on Azure’s hips, one leg folded each side of the prone woman’s body.

“You are not going to like this one bit; I’m told it’s very unpleasant!”

Azure’s eyes went wide as she looked at the tubing that was now right in front of her face. The smaller part was two transparent flexible tubes, which were joined to larger, tougher red tubing that was much longer. Crimzon fed the clear tubes into Azure’s nostrils and just kept pushing them up. As they reached the top of her nostrils, Azure instinctively began to fight the intrusion; trying to pull her head away. It was awful; a horrible sensation. Crimzon pressed down hard on Azure’s forehead to hold her still. Fresh tears welled in her eyes.

“Almost there!”

It felt incredibly invasive. Azure wanted it out. She tried to shake her head.

“Don’t make a fuss! It will only make it more uncomfortable for yourself. You are going to wear it!”

There was a click and something pinched her septum just inside her nostrils. That hurt and made her eyes stream.

“All done!”

Azure tried to blink away her tears so she could see. The red tubing was sprouting from her nostrils and passing across her cheeks, out of her eyeline behind her.

“Breathe deeply through your nose only.”

She could hear the air passing up the tube, then passing back down again when she breathed out. Two in-out breathing cycles, then when she tried to draw her next lungful; there was nothing. It caused a brief flare of panic; then she was able to get air again.

“Perfect! This is so I can queen you for as long as I like without having to worry whether you can breathe or not. You don’t know how much I have been looking forward to this! Make sure you do a good job of worshipping my muff – I would hate to find out that I have made a terrible mistake and then have to sell you to Denny to be a streetwalker!” Crimzon laughed loudly at her own joke.

She rose up onto her knees, once again looming over Azure.

“I know you don’t know what I like and don’t like yet, so I’m going to make it easy for you. When you do something I like, you get the vibrator on your pussy!”

Crimzon held up the dildo. It was slim and chrome with a pointed head. She switched it on and it buzzed into life. With a broad smile, she lowered the tip and pressed it against Azure’s right nipple. The nipple vibrated violently to the touch, which passed on to the clamp. Pain and pleasure given at the same time. Crimzon held it there for at least ten seconds, then pulled it away and switched it off.

“And if you do something I don’t like or that bores me, then you get the shock stick on your pussy!”

She held up the wand. It was about a foot in length, with a rubber grip and was also made of shiny metal, except for the tip, which was copper. Azure watched it descend to her left nipple in despair, helpless to do anything to stop it.

“Urgh!”

Crimzon held the tip against the nipple for several seconds. Azure couldn’t help but writhe – she hated electrical pain, not only was it unspeakably painful on the nipple, but it caused a horrible ache right through her breast.

“So simple that even a stupid slut like you can understand the rules! Let’s see how we get on!”

The redhead spun around and shuffled up Azure’s body until her taught, toned bottom was all Azure could see. A second later the hard muscles of Crimzon’s buttocks enveloped Azure’s face, her nose pushed against Crimzon’s bumhole, but because of the tubing there was no musky smell. Crimzon’s hips shifted slightly and Azure felt her owner’s pussy press against her mouth.

It was strange to be queened but still able to breathe easily. Azure was briefly disconcerted, but that short delay was enough for Crimzon to touch the shock stick to one of her labia. Her hips leapt up as she screamed into Crimzon’s pussy. White, blinding pain filled her consciousness.

She was aware that Crimzon had spoken, but wasn’t able to make out what was said. She could hear Crimzon laughing and the stick touched her other lip. This time, Azure had the self-awareness to push her tongue into Crimzon’s pussy. Her mouth filled with the flavour of her mistress.

Despite all the distractions and pain, she had to focus. She knew Crimzon wasn’t serious about selling her to Denny, but after all she had been through to get the opportunity to worship at this altar, she had to make this first time a special moment for both of them. She needed Crimzon to want her as much as she wanted Crimzon. This was the most important moment of her life.

She employed every bit of experience she had gained over the last few months, all the techniques that she had learned, using her tongue expertly. The shock stick was immediately replaced with the vibrator pushing up and down her labia. It felt glorious, she hummed her pleasure into Crimzon’s pussy, dragging the metal ball on the tip of her tongue over the petals of Crimzon’s inner labia, pulling as much of the redhead’s vaginal juice into her mouth as she could, drinking the sacred wine.

Being face-sat by Crimzon was a challenge. She was so ripped, even her buttocks were like rocks, hurting Azure’s cheeks. Azure found herself tugging at her bound arms underneath her, instinctively needing to relieve the pressure by pushing back with her hands, but Crimzon had denied her that ability. Her legs pulled uselessly against the chain that held them tight to the bed.

Azure could tell that Crimzon was really turned on; the touches of her tongue would cause Crimzon’s pelvis to spasm and her rock-hard thighs to close tight against Azure’s head, crushing it. Crimzon shifted slightly, pushing herself harder on to Azure’s mouth, allowing Azure to get deeper inside her pussy. Azure sunk her tongue as deep into Crimzon’s furrow as she could get, dragging her piercing along the vaginal wall, looking for her G-spot.

Crimzon yelled and squirmed, so Azure guessed she had found it. She ground the metal ball into the most sensitive spot. Meanwhile, the vibrator at Azure’s own pussy had pushed inside. She was briefly fucked with it, but then it shifted and the tip touched her clit hood and her clitoral piercings and the waves of pleasure were incredible, she found her own hips squirming.

Crimzon became more animated, starting to rock back and forth on Azure’s mouth. Azure’s tongue had still not touched Crimzon’s clit, it was now flitting around it, teasing. It seemed Crimzon took this as Azure asserting too much control, as suddenly the vibrator was gone and the tip of the shock stick pushed inside Azure’s labia and onto her clit hood. The stick fired its electric shock. Crimzon kept the current flowing for several seconds.

Azure howled into Crimzon’s pussy, her body lifting from the mattress as far as her bonds would allow. It was pure, unadulterated agony, blinding her to everything else and there was nothing she could do to alleviate the torture the tiniest bit.

As soon as the shock stopped, Azure pressed her tongue against Crimzon’s clit before she received another. She desperately worked against the clit and was relieved when the vibrator replaced the shock stick, but her own arousal had rapidly diminished under the punishment. Her lungs worked hard to draw enough air through the plastic tubes and against the constriction of her corset. Her head was getting increasingly hotter in the helmet and under Crimzon’s bottom, she was feeling dizzy.

The cruel moment produced the opposite effect on Crimzon, who became even more animated, grinding her hips, forcing herself harder onto Azure’s mouth to increase her stimulation. Azure continued to work her tongue on Crimzon’s clit while the redhead rubbed herself off on Azure’s bruised lips.

The vibrator again found itself against Azure’s clit hood and piercing, pressing harder this time and causing Azure to writhe, overwhelmed with the pleasure it induced. She attacked Crimzon’s clit with increasing forcefulness. She could feel Crimzon’s pussy quivering, building towards a climax.

Azure went in for the kill, jamming her tongue piercing under Crimzon’s clit hood, toggling it directly on the clit. She ground it in hard and Crimzon’s movements became frenzied. She heard Crimzon scream, her thighs closing like a vice around Azure’s head. Her bottom started jumping up and down on Azure’s face, a rush of wetness flooded into Azure’s mouth.

Crimzon’s orgasm went on and on. Azure thought her cheeks were going to fracture under the pounding of the bouncing buttocks, thought her skull would be crushed by the iron grip of Crimzon’s thighs. She felt very light headed. But Crimzon then jammed the tip of the vibrator directly against Azure’s swollen, hyper-sensitive clit and held it there. It only took seconds for Azure to cum as well. She thrashed underneath her mistress, pulling frantically at all her bonds, lifted into a euphoric place she had never reached before.

When she became aware again, everything hurt, even her lungs, which were struggling to get enough air. But Crimzon had not lifted off Azure’s mouth and it was still so full of the redhead’s fluid she had to swallow it down, but at least Crimzon was static now. She was forced to take heavy breaths through the tubing in her nose.

Azure lapped up the remaining cream from Crimzon’s labia, feeling especially humble. She had been played like the instrument she was, used as an object for her owner’s satisfaction. She was inanimate beneath her mistress, totally helpless and dependent on her mercy. But Azure felt a peace and fulfilment she had never achieved before. As her breathing normalized, she savoured the absolute control Crimzon had over her, happy to have surrendered everything she could give to the woman who was sitting on her face. Once again, fresh tears formed in her eyes, but this time, tears of joy.

She felt hands grab her breasts, kneading them gently, but enough to hurt her clamped nipples. Still Crimzon did not move. And then the shock stick touched her labium once more, and Azure’s hips rose off the mattress, her mind was filled with white, blinding agony. Crimzon wanted to go again and Azure put her tongue desperately back to work.


13: Reaching the Rainbow

The clock on the bedside table said 9:23am. Azure knelt at the bottom of the bed. Crimzon had stretched her thighs wide apart with her bottom and crotch hanging over the edge of the bed, her head looking towards the top of the bed.

Crimzon had found a sturdy belt in one of the suitcases and had lashed Azure’s buttocks, three strikes on each cheek, firing up the whip marks from yesterday anew. Azure’s backside stung like hell and her hips were squirming. Her vision was blurred by tears. She could hear leather and metal; the sound of buckles being fastened.

When she had tidied the room last night, she had seen a large double dildo strap-on in one of the suitcases. The external dildo was larger than the internal one. As Crimzon stepped up behind her, Azure felt the anatomically correct head of the phallus pushing into the gap between her buttocks, brushing her still sore whip marks from yesterday.

Crimzon’s fingers explored Azure’s blatantly exposed pussy gently, sending her arousal levels soaring – she really had become a permanent bitch-in-heat. The fingers tweaked her piercings, causing her to sigh with pleasure, before a fingernail pressed right into her bloated clit, causing her hips to jump and a squeak to escape her mouth. Azure so desperately wanted to be fucked.

“Nice and wet. Nice and ready for me. Just how you should be. Good girl!”

Crimzon wiped her fingers dry on the inside of Azure’s thigh, then fed the dildo easily into Azure’s sloppy vagina. It was big and stretched her, the course texture of the silicon stimulating as it brushed her insides. She shuddered with pleasure and groaned, squirming, rotating her hips to increase the sensations.

Taking hold of Azure’s still tightly corseted waist, Crimzon began to fuck the rubber slut, gradually increasing the depth and force of each stroke. She slowly increased the pace and Azure pushed back hard against each of Crimzon’s powerful thrusts; she was already desperate and excited.

Azure had spent the entire night chained on the bed beside Crimzon. Still in her helmet, catsuit, ballet boots and corset. Still with her arms bound underneath her. At least Crimzon had removed the infernal nipple clamps. She was so exhausted she had slept reasonably well, loving it when Crimzon had draped a leg or arm possessively over her. She had even awoken once to find Crimzon’s hand holding her breast, even though the redhead was asleep. Azure couldn’t remember ever feeling so happy in all her life.

Just as Azure could feel the beginnings of an orgasm germinating, Crimzon pulled out of her with a pop. Immediately, she pressed the head of the dildo against Azure’s rosebud.

“Oh, how I have waited to pound this arse!”

Azure made like she was trying to shit, facilitating the entry, and felt the familiar pain as the full girth eased its way past her sphincter. Crimzon pushed slowly in until her thighs were touching Azure’s buttocks. She gyrated her hips, causing a strange and uncomfortable sensation as the dildo flexed inside Azure’s bowel.

Crimzon started to fuck Azure’s arsehole with gentle strokes, but she quickly picked up the speed and power, pumping with increasing force and pushing as deep as she could go. The strength of her thrusts left Azure breathless, her whole body rocking back and forth.

“I own this hole, and don’t you forget it!” Crimzon whispered so vehemently it sent a shiver of fear through Azure.

Hands left Azure’s waist and grabbed the top of her thighs, pulling hard each time Crimzon drilled the dildo in. It penetrated even deeper into her bowels as Azure’s bottom smacked into Crimzon’s hips repeatedly. Azure felt like she was being shafted right to her very core, wholly dominated by the magnificent woman.

Crimzon started to pant, but maintained the intensity of the fucking, then one hand left Azure’s thigh and a thumb pushed between her labia, finding just the right places to touch. Azure squealed, her hips swivelling and twitching helplessly.

“You cum when I cum!”

Crimzon was pounding Azure’s arse in a frenzy now. Azure was in awe of the woman’s strength and stamina. She was caught between acute discomfort and a rising, glorious feeling of ecstasy. She wished she could see Crimzon, her large breasts rippling on her chest, her bright hair flailing around her as she pummelled her toy like the object she was.

“Now!”

Crimzon’s thumbnail jabbed end-on into Azure’s swollen clit as she came, inducing Azure’s climax at the same time. They both jerked and shook wildly. Crimzon bellowed, her movements throwing Azure’s body around on the end of the dildo. Azure was suffused with both euphoria and agony at the same time, but it didn’t matter, she was pleasing her mistress.

Azure was knocked flat on the bed as Crimzon collapsed on top of her. She felt Crimzon’s breasts moving against her back as the woman pulled in big lungfuls of air. Hands wrapped around Azure’s latex helmet. She felt Azure’s lips, kissing the back of her head.

“Good girl!”

It was several minutes before Crimzon shifted, the strap-on still up Azure’s bumhole to the hilt.

“You will go and find Joshua. Do whatever you need to do to get him to let you blow him. Ask him to cum in your mouth so you can taste him. Then swallow every drop.”

Crimzon turned Azure’s head to the side and put the back of her hand against Azure’s lips. Azure fervently kissed her owner’s pale skin.

“Then report to Lia, who will clean you up. You will offer her your mouth as thank-you for her looking after you these days, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”




Azure was standing against the window of Crimzon’s bedroom, looking out at a grey sky – another drab mid-winter’s day. The glass was cold on her nipples through the bright blue latex dress she wore. Her hands were held up high, grasping on to the curtain rail and Crimzon stood behind her, pulling on the laces of the rubber corset that matched the colour of her dress.

“Breath in as deeply as you can.”

Azure obeyed. It didn’t even occur to her to pretend to take a deepest breath in an attempt to ease the tightness that the corset could be pulled. The corset would be fastened as tight as Crimzon required. She felt the stays grip her even closer around her middle; that familiar ache.

“And again!”

This time Crimzon put her knee into the small of Azure’s back and really pulled hard. Azure felt the corset nip in significantly again.

“One last time!”

The knee again. Azure had never felt it tighter. She could hear Crimzon tying off the laces.

A car passed along the road in front of the house, maybe twenty-five yards away. She saw the astonished face of a teenage boy in the back seat as he caught sight of her – two large breasts against the glass above a wasp-waist.

With conceit, she felt pleasure in the idea that the kid would likely be jerking-off to the memory of her later that night, proud of the vision of raw sexuality that she presented. She loved the paradox and incongruity of the power she could wield over the male sex, despite her own utter subjugation and objectification. She remembered how easily, a little more than an hour ago, she had been able to get Joshua to drop his pants for her, despite his initial reticence. Job done for her mistress.

Crimzon put her hands around Azure’s waist, trying to get her thumbs and forefingers to meet, but they were well short.

“I need to measure your waist when you are tight-laced; remind me if I forget!”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.” Azure’s breath steamed the glass in front of her mouth.

“We’ve definitely got you under twenty inches, now. But I’m going to keep pulling you in until you reach eighteen. You will look so spectacular with your new tits!”

Crimzon kissed the back of Azure’s neck.

“Come away from there, now.”

Azure lowered her arms and stepped back, pressing her own hands around her waist. She couldn’t believe how small it was, or how rigid the corset made it. It hurt to breathe and she could only take shallow breaths; on top of that it made her breasts look enormous. Despite the fact it was an under-bust type that didn’t directly cup her tits, it appeared to shift up parts of her torso, forcing them upwards and outwards dramatically.

She was wearing the rubber dress that Magenta had chosen before she got her boob-job, so the latex was stretched extra tight around and across the breasts, causing it to become semi-translucent. It was so low-cut it barely covered her areola anyway, but even then, their darker hue could be seen through the rubber. As for her nipples, the collars and large barbells were clearly delineated, and the latex shaped around each teat like it had been sprayed on. It could be justifiably said that she might as well have been topless.

On her legs, Azure wore her new crotch high latex boots with five-inch steel stiletto heels – in a matching bright blue, of course. They disappeared under the skirt of the dress, which reached half way down her thighs.

“Let’s hope there is still plenty of Christmas spirit about, otherwise you might get arrested in that outfit!” Crimzon had the biggest grin on her face.

Crimzon was wearing her biker leather trousers and boots, with a long-sleeved top with an asymmetrical V cut very low to show her massive cleavage. Her hair was still loose, hanging over her shoulders and down her back.

“You’ll be coming back to town on my bike with me. We’ll be stopping off somewhere for lunch.”

It didn’t seem to Azure that she was dressed for riding on a motorbike, especially in the middle of the winter, but it didn’t matter what she thought. She didn’t have to worry about things like that anymore.

“You look stunning! It’s making me horny again just looking at you! Put the gloves on.”

Lying on the bed were shoulder length latex gloves, again in a matching blue. Azure slipped her fingers into the cool powdered rubber, rolled them up her arms right to her armpits. They were tight and uncomfortable.

“We are going to be stopping at a family restaurant and you will be the centre of attention. You need to be at your slutiest best; an outrage to their decency!”

Crimzon sprayed and polished Azure’s rubber to a perfect, glossy shine.

“One more thing to finish you off!”

Crimzon sorted through the contents of one of the suitcases and moved behind Azure. She wrapped something around Azure’s neck; more cool, soft latex. It tightened, enclosing her throat completely. She heard the zip sealing it closed. Looking in the wardrobe mirror, she saw more azure latex. It wasn’t a collar, though the rubber was quite thick, fitting tightly under her chin and brushing the top of her collarbone. It didn’t impede the movement of her neck at all, but it made its presence felt. She thought it looked fantastic.

“There! You might as well have skanky whore tattooed on your forehead! You will put on a performance today. Strut about, showing everyone you know you are the hottest woman on the planet. You will flirt with everyone who looks at you, like you want to eat out every woman and blow every man, understand?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“You are going to get your arse frozen off today, you don’t get the biker kit. Why is that?”

“Because looking hot is more important than my comfort, Miss Crimzon.”

“Damn right! And you will only ever wear short skirts – no exceptions!”

Crimzon pointed at her jacket. Azure picked it up and held it open for the redhead to slip her arms into. Like the matching trousers which were heavily padded at hip and knee, the jacket had padded elbows and shoulders, as well as a hump at the top of her back. Crimzon left her hair underneath.

She looked so cool, Azure just wanted to drop to her knees and worship her mistress with her mouth.

“Have you ever ridden pillion before?”

“No, Miss Crimzon.”

“You just hold on tightly to me. Put your handbag over your shoulder… Now put your jacket on.”

It was Azure’s familiar blue biker jacket – fashion accessory, not the real deal. Crimzon fastened the zip right up, pulling the flap across, turning the collar up. She handed Azure her short blue leather gloves.

“Wear these as well.”

Azure put them on over the latex ones.

“Zip me up!”

Azure engaged the zip of Crimzon’s jacket and slowly pulled it up. It was a tight fit over her bosom. Azure wanted to look at Crimzon, but she dared not, keeping her eyes low.

“Good girl, nice and submissive!”

Crimzon stroked Azure’s bum through the latex. She kissed her, but it was much too brief for Azure’s liking, then moved away. She threw her own bag over her shoulder and then picked up both the crash helmets, handing the blue one to Azure.

“This is all we are taking. Amelia will ship the rest of the stuff back for us.”

Crimzon took hold of Azure’s hand. Azure wanted to scream with pleasure to be holding her owner’s hand, it felt so intimate to her.

“Please may I ask you something, Miss Crimzon?”

“Go on.”

“When did you know that I would do anything that you told me to? I mean… You had my tramp stamp done weeks ago, marking me as yours. And I’ve only just sworn my fealty to you.”

“You’ve answered your own question. I marked you when I was sure.”

“But all the trials since then, Miss Crimzon?”

“All the trials before then, I was sure you would fail. All the trials since, I was sure you would pass. You gave me back my faith in true commitment!”

Crimzon pulled Azure to her and kissed her again, this time much more passionately, much more possessively – even ferociously.

“And now you are mine, so shut up!” She said when she finally broke the kiss. She led Azure from the bedroom.

They were soon on the road. Crimzon and Amelia said their goodbyes. Amelia ignored Azure completely.

The motorcycle looked expensive and powerful, it was a sleek and sexy red – of course it would be. It was exactly what Azure would expect Crimzon to have if she were to have a motorbike. Azure remembered seeing it in the underground parking space at the club that one time, but never thought to connect it to Crimzon – how dumb was that; maybe she was turning into a bimbo!

“Don’t put the helmet on until you are on the bike.” Crimzon instructed her.

Azure soon found out why.

Completely unfamiliar with how to mount a motorcycle, she would have struggled in jeans and trainers, so in five-inch stiletto crotch boots, a rigidly boned corset and short rubber skirt she floundered terribly.

“What did I tell you about every movement being sensual and sexy! You look like an alien stick-insect!”

“I’m sorry, Miss Crimzon. I will need to practice this!”

“You sure do! The next time you ride with me you will mount the bike like a slinky glamour model! Your feet go here, you stupid tart!”

With her feet raised high, the inappropriateness of wearing a miniskirt on a motorcycle was blatantly obvious. The skirt rucked up to the top of her thighs and her naked mound was exposed to the cold winter air.

Azure put the helmet on. It was a snug fit, the cushioning scrunching up her cheeks under her eyes. To her consternation, she couldn’t see through the visor. She felt Crimzon mounting the bike, pushing between her thighs. The engine sparked into life and Azure could immediately feel the growl cause her seat to vibrate. The bike lurched forward and sat more upright.

“Slide as close to me as you can. You are going to need as much of my body warmth as you can get. Hands around my waist!”

Those were the last words Azure heard from Crimzon until they stopped much later. Spreading her knees even wider, Azure pressed her bare crotch against Crimzon’s bottom. She reached her arms around Crimzon’s waist and splayed her fingers across her belly.

Crimzon leaned forward as the bike started to move, and Azure couldn’t bend her corseted waist to follow her. She had to push her hips back up the seat so she could pivot them to match the redhead’s angle. She was scared she was going to fall and locked her hands together in front of Crimzon, clinging to her desperately. Her crash helmet banged into the redhead’s back. She turned her head sideways so she could get as close to Crimzon as possible.

They were moving very slowly and Azure knew it would be some moments before they reached the end of Amelia’s driveway, passed through the gates and made it on to the road. Being blind was terrifying.

Suddenly the engine roared, they accelerated, the bike swung to the left, tilting alarmingly. Azure screamed into the crash helmet, her eyes screwed shut. Then they were upright again and she felt the sensation of speed, the acceleration pulled at her, trying to separate her from Crimzon. She hung on for dear life, tears squeezing out of her closed eyes. This was an awful experience, she hated it.

She was caught out again when Crimzon braked; very quickly the dynamics switched and all her body weight was pushing into Crimzon. Her breasts crushed against the redhead’s back and she thought she would unseat them both. The bike tilted sharply to the left again and Azure screamed once more, waiting for them to hit the ground; but then they were upright again and picking up speed and she felt incredibly foolish.

She was gasping for breath. The corset preventing her from getting the air she needed. She had to calm down. They slowed again, this time tilting to the right. Azure was completely disoriented by her lack of vision.

The next time they slowed to a complete stop. Crimzon sat upright, pushing Azure back. Azure relaxed her grip tentatively – her arm muscles were aching from gripping so tightly. She was able to steady her breathing. The engine purred. Then they were moving forward again, Crimzon immediately leaning forward like she was hugging the bike while Azure hugged her.

As the minutes went by, Azure became accustomed to the experience; the swaying, tilting movements and the kinetics of accelerating and braking. She realized they were not about to crash over and she was not going to fall off.

Other sensations became noticeable for the first time, like the cold that was seeping into her body slightly more with every passing minute. Her naked vulva felt like an icebox, her feet were turning numb. Even her hands were hurting with cold through two pairs of gloves – two pairs with little to no thermic capabilities.

And now she had more awareness of what was happening around them; of the spectacle that she presented. There had been a lot of car horns sounding. When they were stopped or in slow moving traffic, she heard the crude comments being directed at her. They were much worse than the mutterings and remarks she received when she was on the street or the bus. Something about being in their moving metal boxes made men – and so far, it had all been men – completely brazen and without inhibition.

After a while, she guessed they were on a motorway or similar. They seemed to be moving hellish fast and at a constant speed, the tilting was greatly reduced. Azure pulled herself as tight against Crimzon as she could. The corset was cutting into her and was agony.

The chill that had grabbed hold of her extremities spread slowly until she was feeling cold like she never had before in her life. It was paralysing, torturous and every second felt like a minute, every minute an hour, and she knew there were hours of travelling ahead of them. Azure was learning a new type of pain. She had to bear it, there was no option.

The boots reaching up to her crotch helped a bit, but rubber just adopted the temperature around it, it didn’t provide any extra warmth. Her bum and pussy were numb, her legs and arms ached abominably.

She was in some kind of trance by the time the bike eventually slowed, then really slowed. They twisted and turned, freewheeled. Finally, they turned sharply and stopped. The engine died. She felt the jolt as the stand came down. She didn’t move, still clinging vehemently to Crimzon.

It was left to her mistress to grab Azure’s hands and unpeel her arms from around the redhead’s leather clad body. Crimzon dismounted.


14: Over the Rainbow

The sign said:

Welcome to Rainbow Restaurants

The Family Place Where Everyone is Welcome!

Not everyone, thought Azure as they approached from the car park, where they had left the bike. Through the windows lining the front of the building could be seen a succession of tables, all of them occupied. The place was busy.

Crimzon had her arm around Azure’s waist and Azure gloried in the moment, she had never felt prouder in all her life to be possessively handled by her mistress in public. She leaned against Crimzon. She so desperately wanted to reciprocate and put her arm around Crimzon’s waist too, but she knew that wouldn’t be allowed.

Crimzon stopped in front of the windows and turned Azure to face her. She reached up and unzipped Azure’s jacket, folding back the lapels and parting the leather to show everyone Azure’s obscenely displayed tits. Then she kissed Azure. Her usual fierce, dominating, long kiss. Her hand moved down from Azure’s waist and grabbed a handful of blue latex-covered buttock. Azure felt her frozen pussy warming up at last.

Crimzon finished the kiss and steered Azure towards the entrance.

“You are my trophy and you will show everyone how proud you are of the fact! Remember what I said; smile, flirt, wink. Imagine you are on your knees before each and every person, offering your slut mouth to them!”

Crimzon had been cross that Azure’s tears had smudged her eye make-up. She had made Azure repair the damage with her little compact vanity mirror, standing beside the bike, while Crimzon had checked over the tyres. She also made Azure carry both the crash helmets.

As they entered, a wall of warm air hit them, as well as a cacophony of noise. It felt great on Azure’s frozen body. Eyes were quickly drawn to them, some wide in shock, others narrowed in disapproval. Azure was surprised that Crimzon had a reservation, cryptically in the name of Jane Smith.

They were led through the restaurant. Azure obeyed Crimzon’s orders, meeting the eyes of as many people as she could, liberally dispensing a come-fuck-me smile and a sultry pout. One adolescent boy, jaw hanging open, received her wink. Another kid who would be wanking off to a memory of her later tonight. The place was packed; it looked fully booked.

They were seated at a small table surrounded by larger ones. They were instantly the centre of attention. Crimzon was smirking as she picked up a menu. Azure met each pair of eyes that were on her as she glanced around. Virtually everyone looked away as soon as their eyes met (typical Brits, Azure pondered – she had been one of them until a few months ago.) There was another teenage boy, he met her gaze and held it. She puckered a kiss at him. He continued to stare at her.

“Take your jacket and short gloves off.”

Crimzon had unzipped her jacket and dropped it over the back of her chair.

Azure pulled off her leather gloves, exposing the glistening blue latex underneath. She flexed her fingers, trying to warm them up. Then she shrugged the jacket off her shoulders and let it fall over the back of her chair. There was a noticeable quietening in the noise from the tables around them.

Crimzon leaned forward, resting on her elbows.

“I want you to go to the ladies’ room and freshen up your make-up.” She spoke quietly. “If any woman speaks to you, I want you to offer to take her into a cubicle and eat her out.”

Now it was Azure’s turn to have saucer eyes.

“Have I been clear enough in my instructions?”

“Yes, Miss Crimzon.”

“So, what are you waiting for?”

Azure pushed her chair back and stood up. It seemed every head in sight turned towards her. She scanned the aisles for a clue as to which direction she would find the toilets. She spotted a sign with an arrow and strutted towards it. Braless under the thin, stretched taut rubber of her dress, her breasts bounced provocatively with every step, erect nipples fully visible with the sturdy bars pierced through them, barbels prominent either side of each nub.

One foot in front of the other, swinging her hips, rolling her buttocks to and fro, the skin tight latex flexed over her curves, snapping and squelching. The conversation died at every table she passed. She gave the men the look – the once-over she used at Le Moulin Noir to get the punters to tip her well.

She turned the corner and saw the toilets ahead. She saw one woman cover the eyes of the little boy sat next to her as she sashayed past them. She heard another woman chastise her male partner for staring.

As she entered the ladies’ room, Azure’s heart began to thump in her chest. She put her handbag down beside a basin. There was a middle-aged woman washing her hands in the basin next to her. Their eyes met in the mirror. The woman scowled contemptuously at her. She was plump, grey-haired and dressed like she was going to church. Azure smiled back, while behind the smile she was praying that the woman would not speak to her as she pulled cosmetics from her bag. The woman tutted Azure as she passed her on the way out.

Azure could see one of the stalls was occupied. How long did she need to stay in here before heading back to the table? It was simple – everything was simple now – all she had to do was obey. Crimzon had said refresh her make-up, that is what she would do, whether it needed it or not. She had hardly started when the flush sounded and the stall door opened.

It was a young woman - maybe twenty – in tight jeans and a terrible Christmas sweater with a red nosed Rudolph the reindeer knitted onto the front. In an irony of ironies, the nose was a plastic ball with a light inside that flashed on and off. The humiliations of last night flashed back into Azure’s head and her pussy pulsed at the memory.

“Wish I was going to your party; looks like fun!”

Again, the woman looked at Azure’s reflection as she washed her hands. She had long blonde hair loose down her back and a round, cheerful face. In other circumstances, Azure would have been quite happy to perform cunnilingus on her – what a nympho slut she had become! She had to think fast.

“I don’t know, I think I might have overdone the slut look! I look like I’m about to say ‘hey! Want to go back into the stall and let me eat you out!’”

There was a very awkward silence, then Azure burst out laughing. The woman looked at Azure strangely, her attempt at a reciprocal laugh was as awkward as the silence had been.

“Well, I’m sure you’ll go down a storm with the guys dressed like that; have a great time!”

The woman pulled some paper towels from the dispenser, quickly dried her hands and left. Azure’s heart was pounding. It was the best she could come up with off the top of her head. She had to get out of here as soon as she could.

But almost immediately after the door banged shut, it opened again. A woman dressed boldly in bright yellow entered. She didn’t go straight into a stall, but stood next to Azure, her eyes were flicking around the room to make sure it was empty before meeting Azure’s gaze in the mirror. Her eyes were as bold as her dress – lascivious eyes that stared Azure down. Azure knew immediately that she had been set up. She had been used by enough dominant women to recognize one when she saw one. The arrogance, the calm coldness, the elegant authority of every little movement.

She was of East Asian ethnicity; difficult to pin down her age, but Azure estimated she was in her fifties. Her thick, lush black hair hung down past her shoulders like a lustrous halo, framing her face. The expensively tailored dress really suited her complexion and fitted tightly over her slim body, wrapping her arms and neck.

Azure wasn’t at all surprised when the woman placed her hand on a latex clad bum, drawing her fingers down the rubber so they squeaked. She pressed her fingertips into Azure’s tender buttock, still sore from yesterday’s whipping and this morning’s refresher with the belt.

“Well, aren’t you a well turned out slut! Quite a statement to make, coming into a place like this dressed like that! Lexi Aston has never been one for subtlety!

The woman spanked Azure hard. The sound really reverberating around the tiled bathroom.

“I really love rubber on a beautiful girl, it’s so sexy! You so have the figure to pull it off!”

“Merry Christmas, ma’am. Would you like me to eat you out in one of the stalls?”

“Splendid idea! Let’s get locked away before someone else comes in, good girl!”

Azure assumed the woman would take the wheelchair accessible stall, it being more than twice the size of the other two stalls, but she picked the middle, standard sized cubicle. Azure packed away her make-up and followed the lady in. It was a tight squeeze to get the door shut with both of them standing in the small space.

“I know the disabled stall is bigger, but I want the genuine experience; being serviced by a slut on the floor of a public toilet – the real deal!”

Even though the woman was wearing high heels, she was several inches shorter than Azure. This allowed her to drop her face into Azure’s cleavage and start kissing her breasts. She grabbed a breast in each of her tiny hands and pushed them together and up, burying her face in them. Azure thrust her chest out as far as she could to accommodate the woman.

When the woman eventually removed her face from Azure’s breasts, she was smiling like a Cheshire Cat.

“I like you! I like you a lot! You are gorgeous and so obliging! Let’s get these out, shall we!”

She pulled the latex down that was barely covering Azure’s breasts in the first place, tucking the bust of the dress underneath them, pushing them up high on her chest. She pawed at them, squeezing and rubbing.

“Oh, how I would love to whip these!”

She leaned her head forward again and bit Azure’s nipple hard. Azure squealed. The woman laughed but was forced to cut it short when the ladies’ room door opened again. She pressed a finger hard against Azure’s lips, her eyes stern, warning Azure to keep quiet.

“I need to go wee wee; I need to go wee wee!” The voice of a young child.

“In here, darling!”

The stall next to them banged closed. Still holding her finger against Azure’s lips, the woman leaned forward and bit Azure’s other nipple equally as hard. Azure tried to keep quiet, but a grunt passed her clenched teeth.

“Who’s here, Mummy?”

The woman threw her head back and laughed silently.

“Shh! This is a toilet for everyone in the restaurant to use.”

“It smells horrible here!”

“That’s disinfectant, to make sure everything is clean. It kills the nasty germs.”

The woman was now running her hands over Azure’s body. She tried to wrap them around Azure’s wasp waist, but they were much too small for that.

Piss could be heard hitting the water in the next stall.

The hands moved on to Azure’s bottom, caressing them, then squeezing them, before moving back up to maul her breasts again. The latex dress crackled, but just at that moment the flush was pulled in the next stall and the sound was drowned out.

“What must we always do after going to the toilet?”

“Wash our hands!”

“Yes, good girl!”

The woman’s hands slid back down Azure’s body, right down to her thighs and grabbed the hem of her dress. As the door banged shut behind the mother and child, the woman peeled up the latex as far as she could, letting it snap tight around Azure’s corset, completely exposing her bottom and naked crotch.

“Thank you for indulging this little fantasy of mine. I’ve always wanted to have a tryst in a public toilet stall. It just seems so wicked and taboo!”

The woman’s fingers pressed against Azure’s labia, rubbing them. Azure thrust her mound hard against the hand.

“Going commando on a cold day like this! Proper minx, aren’t you!”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The fingers slipped inside, finding and pressing on Azure’s clit and the metal in her piercings. Her hips spasmed to the touch. She gasped. She was impossibly sensitive down there now.

“Lexi said you were an insatiable nympho and would be happy for the chance to serve me.”

The fingers dropped lower and began to fuck Azure.

“I don’t know where she finds girls like you; but I’m glad she does!”

The fingers withdrew and were held up to Azure’s mouth, glistening with her arousal.

“Clean me up!”

Azure took the fingers into her mouth, working them clean with her tongue, enjoying her own taste. The woman pulled them out and dried them on Azure’s hip. Then her hands rose to grab the wide shoulder straps of the rubber dress. She peeled the latex down until it wrapped around the top of the corset. After playing with Azure’s breasts for a while, tugging hard on her nipples, the woman’s hands explored her naked chest and shoulders.

“Look at the definition in these, you really are perfection! I’m very pleased with you – be sure to thank Lexi for me for such a wonderful Christmas gift.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I can’t wait to feel that tongue doing its work where it really matters!”

The woman lifted her own skirt up over her hips. Her stockings were hold-ups (something Azure wasn’t allowed to wear.) She was wearing a pair of delicate, lacy panties. Her fingers slid under the elastic and pushed them down. they dropped around her ankles to reveal a hairy bush; though it was trimmed and tidy. The woman lowered herself down, perching on the edge of the toilet seat, opening her legs wide.

“On your knees, baby, where you belong.”

Azure obeyed, realizing this was going to be uncomfortable. Not only was the tiled floor rock-hard, but the woman’s pussy was low and difficult to reach. At least the thick latex of her boots gave her knees some protection. She spread her legs as wide as she could, lowering herself as much as her corset would allow. She needed to put her hands around the base of the toilet bowl for support and curve her back.

She dragged her metal-tipped tongue up and down the tight, thin lipped labia. It was a strange pussy, almost like a clam. She had to push her tongue really hard to get inside.

The ladies’ room door opened again, two women entered, talking. A hand grabbed a hold of Azure’s hair to hold her head in place, the woman had sensed Azure’s hesitation at the new arrivals. Azure continued the probing of her tongue. Inside the tight entrance, the pussy was steaming hot and wet. It had a very strong taste.

“Did you see that bimbo come in wearing leather and rubber?” One of the voices said.

“She knew everyone was looking at her and liked it! What do they call that…an exhibitionist?”

“Typical of young girls today. Totally obsessed with her appearance, flaunting her body without understanding the first thing about the messages she sends to the men. I think they call it porn chic?”

“Just thank the lord our girls didn’t turn out like that; imagine the embarrassment!”

“I’m sure her parents must take some of the blame. She hasn’t been brought up correctly. I bet they are as shallow and superficial as her!”

“Probably from a broken family; that sends a lot of kids off the rails.”

“But still, to come to a family restaurant for Boxing Day lunch dressed like that! What planet is she on?”

“I really think they should refuse to serve her. She has to learn that there are consequences for her actions. I think I will have a word with the management!”

“That’ll wipe the slutty smile off her face!”

Azure was giving her best cunnilingus. She was aware of the voices talking about her, but she really didn’t care. It was background noise. They knew nothing about her and her life choices. She was happy to be on her knees in a public toilet stall, eating out a strange woman she had only just met, if that was what Crimzon wanted from her.

Meanwhile, the owner of the pussy she was eating was getting quite excited now. She had both of her hands in Azure’s hair, forcing the girl’s face deeper into her vulva. Her thighs had closed around Azure’s ears, crushing her head. She was rocking to and fro. As the door closed again and there was silence outside the stall, she became vocal once more.

“Oh!... Fucking hell!... That feels good… That’s a magic mouth you have, you sleazy slut!... Oh!”

Her hips were starting to squirm and she was breathing heavily.

“Get your nose up my cunt!... I want you snorting my cream… I want you to still be smelling and tasting me tomorrow morning!”

The door opened again. Once again, the stall beside them was occupied. While the woman had stopped speaking, she was panting and the toilet seat was rattling as she humped Azure’s face. Azure focused her attentions on the prominent, hard clitoris, drilling her tongue-tip metal ball into it.

The woman grunted and squeezed her thighs so tight against Azure’s temples that she feared her eyes would pop out. The woman froze as she came – somehow, she managed to keep her mouth silent – but her pussy convulsed. Copious amounts of fluid flooded onto Azure’s face and mouth, up her nose, just as the woman had demanded.

The orgasm went on for a long time before the woman slumped back and pulled her thighs away from Azure’s head. She kept a painful hold on Azure’s hair, rubbing Azure’s face into the mess seeping from her pussy.

The toilet in the next stall flushed. Azure thought they must surely be discovered; the woman was still breathing noisily; her heels had scraped along the tiles. She finally let go of Azure’s hair and the kneeling woman could pull away and gulp some much needed air for herself.

The door to the next stall was opened. A few moments after, there was a gentle knock on their door.

“Is everything alright in there?” It was a little old lady’s voice.

Azure looked up at the woman. She was laughing; holding her hand over her mouth to keep quiet.

“Yes, thank you. I’ve been having a lot of trouble with my shoe, but I’ve fixed it now!” The woman managed to keep her voice deadpan.

“Oh, good. Just thought I should check. To be safe.”

“That’s very thoughtful, thank you!”

Both Azure and the woman remained still and quiet until they heard the door open and close again. Then the woman started laughing hysterically.

“That was such fun! Every bit as enjoyable as I had hoped!”

She stroked Azure’s hair.

“You were wonderful! What a good girl! Now clean me up with that fantastic mouth of yours!”

Azure dutifully lapped up as much of the mess as she could. It had a pungent, distinctive odour. Suddenly, the woman slid back to seat herself properly over the toilet and immediately started peeing. Azure pulled her head back and sat on her heels. The stink of the piss was worse.

“Oh, I really needed that!”

The woman wiped herself with toilet paper and stood up. She pointed to her panties, which were around one of her ankles. Azure held them open so she could put her other foot into the leg-hole, then drew them up into place over the woman’s hips. The yellow skirt was dropped back into place. She ruffled Azure’s hair.

“So eager and dutiful! You’ve been a delight! You’ll be seeing me again in the new year. Lexi promised me a visit from you if I wanted you again – and I certainly do! She owes me a favour or two. We won’t have to rush next time; I’ll be able to hurt you properly!”

“I look forward to it, ma’am.”

“Oh, and I have a present I’m supposed to give you! Stand up!”

Azure obeyed. She could feel the woman’s sexual release, that was still covering her face, starting to dry and tighten.

The woman delved into her handbag and then opened her hand to reveal a pair of ben-wa balls.

“I was asked to put these inside you. Very good for keeping a well-used passage nice and tight, so I’m told!”

The woman’s fingers pushed inside Azure’s labia and played with her. She tweaked the metal embedded there, rolled her fingertip on Azure’s clit hood, before pushing it out of the way and pressing her thumb hard onto the engorged clit itself. Azure gasped, instinctively pushing against the digit to increase the sensation, waves of pleasure flashing through her.

“What a doxy! Gagging for it!” The woman laughed.

She pushed the ben-wa balls into Azure, and kept on pushing until they were deep seated.

“Apparently, riding a motorcycle with these stuffed up your cunny is an interesting experience!”

She withdrew her fingers and again offered them to Azure’s mouth to lick clean.

“It will be quite a challenge wearing them with no knickers to hold them in. Good luck stopping them from falling out!”

She pulled her fingers out of Azure’s mouth and wiped them on her forehead.

“My, I really did get good coverage over your face! That’s kind of my trademark. I’ve always messed a lot when I get excited. The more excited; the more mess. Take it as a complement. To get that much on your face; you know you’ve done a good job. I love turning a slut into a dirty slut!” She laughed once more. “Not much chance of you forgetting you place in the world with that glazing, hey?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Shit! I wish I could send you back out into the restaurant like that! It would really top off a lovely little adventure… Don’t worry, I’m just being fanciful. Let me clean you up!”

The woman stood aside, pressing herself against the wall of the stall and indicated the toilet bowl.

“Get your face down in there, nice and deep!”

Azure studied the woman’s expression, looking for any sign that she was joking.

“Hey, you’ve been so good, don’t spoil it now with disobedience!”

Azure squeezed past the woman and dropped back down to her knees. The balls moved inside her, causing her to shiver with pleasure. She looked down into the bowl. The woman hadn’t flushed from when she had peed and the water was yellow. The woman clipped her around the ear with the palm of her hand.

“Do as you’re told!” Her tone was harsh, annoyed.

Azure put her hands on the seat and lowered her head down into the bowl. The corset cut into her ribs, preventing her from bending. She had to push back, stretching her body out, using her hips to achieve the required angle.

“Deeper than that!”

The woman kicked Azure’s knees further apart, so far that they slipped under the gaps at the bottom of the stall’s walls and would be visible to anyone in the adjacent stalls. A foot pressed against the back of Azure’s head, pushing her further in. The white ceramic bowl was a whisper from her cheeks; her nose a couple of inches above the urine. The stench turned her stomach.

“That looks like the correct place for a dirty slut to be, don’t you think?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The woman pressed the flush and Azure’s head was engulfed in cold water. It went right up her nose, into her mouth; she thought she was going to drown. She started to choke; coughing and spluttering, panicking. Reflexively, she tried to lift her head out of the toilet bowl, but the woman was ready for that; her foot pressed down on Azure’s neck, holding her head in place. Still the water kept flowing.

The flush finished, but Azure continued to cough up water and blow it out of her nose; she couldn’t catch a breath. Still the woman held her in place. At last she was able to grab some air, before becoming convulsed in another coughing fit. She was held there until finally she could breathe again. She was gasping, shuddering and shaking from the shock.

“Aren’t you going to thank me for cleaning you up?”

“Thank you…for cleaning my face…ma’am.”

“Your welcome. I’ll see you again soon! Shut the door behind me. You are not to come out for another five minutes, understand?”

The woman kicked Azure’s booted ankle. Azure tucked her legs under her so the woman could open the stall door.

“Yes, ma’am.”




Azure had been gone a long while by the time she returned to the table in the restaurant. She looked as stunning as when she had left – who would have believed what she had looked like in between times! She had replaced her make-up completely and cleaned up her boots. Someone with a photographic memory might have noticed that her hair wasn’t quite as perfect as when she was seated before. Of course, none of this would stop anyone wondering what she had been doing in the ladies’ room for forty-five minutes.

As she sat down, she saw that Crimzon was just finishing a chicken salad. All that was by Azure’s place was a glass of water.

“I’m sure you have just had plenty to eat, so I didn’t bother ordering for you.” Crimzon quipped.

Azure took a long drink from the glass of water. As she did so, a middle-aged man wearing a shirt with the restaurant’s name on his left breast approached their table.

“Regrettably, I have to ask you to cover yourself more appropriately and to leave the premises as soon as possible. We have received a number of complaints about your appearance and behaviour. Unfortunately, you have caused offense to our customers.”

Crimzon burst out laughing, ensuring anyone who wasn’t already watching them was now looking in their direction. The man shot an angry look at her.

“She is a total slut, isn’t she? I can’t take her anywhere! You won’t be surprised to hear that she’s a convicted common prostitute!” Crimzon spoke loudly, her words carrying across the restaurant.

Azure wanted the ground to swallow her up; her brazen, blasé façade could only be sustained so far.

While she had been having a final check over of her make-up in the ladies’ room, a large middle-aged woman had come out of one of the stalls to use a basin. Azure had been ignoring anyone using the toilets, trying to discourage them from speaking to her, purposefully not looking towards them, even in the mirror.

“Hi!”

Azure’s heart had sunk. She had got so close to getting out of there! Disobeying Crimzon’s instruction didn’t cross her mind. She couldn’t think of another way to say it; so she just said it.

“Hi, would you like me to take you back into the stall and eat you out?”

Azure met the woman’s gaze in the mirror, smiling seductively. She winked.

The woman stared at her as if she didn’t understand what had been said. Maybe she genuinely didn’t. Azure could see the cogs and pulleys working behind her eyes as she realized the implication of what Azure had asked her. She turned away, pulled a handful of paper towels from the dispenser, made a cursory attempt to dry her hands and rushed out of the ladies’ room.

“I hope we can resolve this amicably, without the need for escalation?” The man said, looking from Azure to Crimzon, and then back to Azure.

Azure noticed he was unable to keep his eyes from glancing at her breasts.

“Put your jacket back on, Az. Your tits are offending all these decent people!”

Azure obeyed Crimzon, thrusting her breasts out dramatically as she slipped her arms into the sleeves.

“Don’t worry. We’ve finished, anyway. We’re leaving right now.”

The man seemed relieved at Crimzon’s words and disappeared very quickly.

Crimzon made a big show of zipping Azure’s jacket up as high as it would go, turning up the collar. There was a spark in her eyes and Azure knew she was pleased, which made her happy. Crimzon put a twenty-pound note into Azure’s hand.

“Pay the bill. I need to use the loo, now. Wait for me outside, and make sure you strut around like you’re looking for business!”

The walk to the pay desk was an ordeal for Azure. Crimzon had succeeded in bringing her down to yet another level of degradation – she had said she would, and she had been true to her word; as always. Azure did her best; strutting nonchalantly, head held high. She hoped it looked convincing.

The other issue was the ben-wa balls. She was squeezing her pelvic floor muscles as hard as she could to stop the balls from falling out, but already they were aching and she didn’t know how long she could keep it up. She had the awful vision of one of them dropping on to the floor while she was standing at the till. At the same time, the movement of the balls was creating a delightful sensation with every step. It was so thrilling and exciting. She was so aroused.

Crimzon had a huge smile on her face when she eventually came out of the restaurant. She hadn’t rushed, quite happy to let Azure saunter around outside, flaunting herself, making eye contact with everyone that passed and with the restaurant customers sat in the window seats. She grabbed Azure and pulled her in to a voracious kiss, throwing her arms over Azure’s shoulders, ensuring that Azure’s latex clad buttocks were facing the windows of the restaurant.

Azure pushed herself against Crimzon as hard as she could, letting Crimzon dominate her mouth. Her hips squirmed; she was so turned on. It was a long time before Crimzon pulled away from Azure’s lips, leaving her breathless once more.

“You know!” Crimzon said. “I think you might be a keeper!”

Back on the road, on the back of the bike, blinded by her crash helmet once more, disoriented and frozen cold, the corset cutting into her body, Azure clung to Crimzon, her head resting on Crimzon’s back. Her hips squirmed in desperate arousal. Yes, wearing ben-wa balls on a motorcycle was an interesting experience. The taste of Crimzon was still on her lips. Azure was certain of one thing. There was nowhere else she would rather be.


Epilogue

Imogen glanced up again from her iPad, looking across the coffee bar. She had managed to get the heavily stuffed armchair, right in the corner – the comfiest seat in the place, and one that gave a view right across all the other seats. She was looking at the big table placed right in the full-height window.

Currently, there were three women sat there. They looked like prostitutes; dressed in next to nothing, with huge fake breasts and big dyed hair. The black woman’s was long and platinum blonde, striking against her dark skin. Next to her was a much smaller white woman with bright, shiny grey hair – even though she couldn’t be older than her mid-twenties. The third woman was the archetypal goth; black clothes, hair and make-up with multiple facial piercings. They were all so effortlessly and carelessly extrovert; sitting in the most prominent place to be noticed.

Imogen took a sip from her americano and went back to her iPad. She was meant to be revising for her finals – actually, her final final, which was in two days. She couldn’t wait to get it done and dusted. Two weeks ago, she had been here at the same time, but with a group of friends. The three women in the window had all been here then, as well. This was her third time back here since then; once with a friend and twice alone. But it wasn’t these women that brought her back.

She looked up again when she heard the door open and her heart started to thump in her chest. It was her. The woman she couldn’t stop thinking about. The woman she couldn’t stop masturbating about.

Even on a warm June day, she was still wearing leather. She looked stunning; literally breathtaking. Tall, with long, fire engine red hair cascading over her shoulders and down her back, she wore a red leather waistcoat that laced up underneath a pair of prodigious breasts that looked like they could pop out at any moment. Skin-tight red leather leggings moulded to her toned buttocks and thighs. Knee-high boots, again of red leather, with needle-thin high heels, gave her a commanding air.

The amazonian redhead oozed confidence as she cast her eyes around the coffee shop. They briefly alighted on Imogen, but only for a second, nothing to indicate that she had been noticed. Then she turned to the window table and her friends.

She had her arm around the waist of another girl. She was young - maybe twenty – and strikingly attractive herself, even if she did look rather cheap and trashy. She had really short platinum hair that was dyed bright blue at the front. A large, shiny stud in one nostril kept catching the light, giving the impression it was flashing, she had a similar stud under her bottom lip.

Imogen couldn’t remember ever seeing a girl so heavily made-up. The blusher was like warpaint along the curve of her cheekbones. Her eyes coated thickly in heavy blacks with long, false lashes. Her full lips were painted bright red and glossed. She carried herself proudly, even though she looked like, and was dressed like, a streetwalker.

She was wearing blue ankle boots with extraordinarily high stilettos, fence net stockings with really wide holes and a blue leather miniskirt that was so short it revealed her stocking tops and suspenders. Every time she took a step, she flashed glimpses of a bare, pale thigh.

Above the waist, she wore an abbreviated T-shirt that looked two sizes too small. The sleeves had been crudely hacked off and it was cropped to just underneath her large breasts, fitting so tightly that her erect nipples could be seen clearly poking through the cotton. If she had raised her arms at all, Imogen was sure the bottom of her breasts would have been revealed. A large V-shape had been cut from the collar down, giving her a substantial, low cleavage.

In bold black letters across her chest were the words:

Lowest of the Low

Imogen couldn’t comprehend why a woman would want to demean herself so, present herself so crudely and provocatively, as if she was a sex object – unless she had a pimp who made her dress like that. She felt embarrassed for her.

The redhead took a seat next to the goth, pulling her arm away from the blonde, but the blonde didn’t sit with the others. Instead, she stood in front of the table with her back to Imogen. Imogen saw she had the same words on the back of the T-shirt as she had on the front, only bigger.

She also had a tramp stamp. A tattoo in the small of her back. Two intertwined thorny stems ending in beautiful roses in full bloom. A large crimson one and a smaller azure one underneath and to the side of it. It was a gorgeous image and full of symbolism when you saw the two women together, it was just the location and what that represented that gave it a sleazy vibe.

The implication of the tattoo was that the blonde was subservient to the redhead. Surely the redhead hadn’t forced the poor girl to exhibit herself like that! The idea both excited and horrified Imogen at the same time. She felt a growing warmth between her legs.

From the back, Imogen could see just how short the blonde’s hair was. There was some length on the top, but the back and sides were buzzed down to stubble, showing the muscles and valleys of her neck. It was a very severe haircut and a woman would need to be pretty and delicately boned to pull it off; which the blonde was. Imogen found the sight very arousing.

After a minute, the blonde turned and strutted over to the counter to order. She walked with real confidence in the skyscraper heels, swinging her hips, making her cleavage bounce; flaunting herself to all those that were watching her, which was most of the clientele of the coffee shop. It wasn’t that she was oblivious to the attention she was getting, more that she delighted in it. Imogen couldn’t imagine having that kind of confidence, let alone if you looked as trashy as the girl did.

Imogen’s attention returned to the source of her infatuation; the leather clad redhead. She was sat back, languid, her elbows on the back of the seat, one leg resting on the thigh of the other. She was watching the blonde, an intensity in her stare that spoke of a powerful connection between the two. Imogen’s attraction to the redhead wasn’t dimmed by what she had just seen, but her trepidation and fear of the woman had mushroomed. She was scary and dangerous.

It didn’t matter anyway; it was only fuel for her fantasies. Of course, a woman like that could have anyone she wanted, would certainly have a lover already and would never be interested in a mousy, timid little nerd like her. It was a preposterous idea.

But while her rational mind could place the situation in context, it didn’t stop the feelings of fascination, of desire – the irrational hope that the woman would be magically attracted to Imogen as Imogen was attracted to her. She was pathetic.

The women at the table were talking and laughing. The redhead was semi-engaged, but her eyes continually drifted back to the blonde at the counter. Then they switched to Imogen, as if she had sensed that she was being watched. Imogen immediately looked down at her iPad, feeling herself colouring.

When she dared to look up again, the blonde had returned to the table and was handing out the drinks. It appeared she had a drink for everyone but herself. Despite the fact that there were still two empty seats at the table, the blonde sat on the redhead’s knee. The redhead’s hand immediately went to the blonde’s lower back, her fingers tracing over the tattoo. She whispered a few words to the blonde and then they kissed. A long, deep kiss. The redhead’s hand slipped lower to cup one of the blonde’s leather clad buttocks.

A group of teenage boys entered the coffee shop, loud and boisterous, distracting Imogen momentarily. When she glanced back to the women, she was shocked to see the blonde walking directly towards her. Imogen experienced utter panic; unsure what to do. She actually did nothing; just sat in her seat staring at the girl.

“Excuse me, miss, may I sit?”

Imogen stared at the blonde for several seconds before responding.

“Sure!” She swallowed hard.

The blonde sat herself on the overstuffed arm of Imogen’s chair. Her perfume was distinctive; she smelt lovely. One fence netted thigh was right in Imogen’s eyeline. The short leather skirt had ridden up as she had sat down, revealing an expanse of bare thigh above the stocking, together with the suspender strap holding it up.

Imogen had a compulsion to reach out a hand and stroke the bare skin, but she was too scared. She looked up nervously into the girl’s face. She had the most striking bright blue eyes that matched exactly the colour of her hair above her face. They seemed unreal. Her lips were full, slightly puffy; in a permanent pout. They glistened. She held her mouth slightly open, which exaggerated the effect.

She took hold of Imogen’s hand. Imogen looked at the long talons on the end of her fingers, again coloured blue to match her hair, then looked back to the girl’s face.

“My name is Azure. I belong to Miss Crimzon.” She nodded towards the redhead.

Imogen glanced across the room to see Miss Crimzon watching them; still in a laid-back pose. Imogen was terrified. Belong to! She needed to get away, to run out of here. But she didn’t.

“Miss Crimzon has noticed you here on several occasions, watching her.”

The blonde’s personality was completely different to what Imogen had been expecting. She wasn’t brash or coarse, but polite and gently spoken.

“Miss Crimzon would be interested to speak with you, sometime. Only if you wish to, of course.”

Azure placed a silver card into Imogen’s palm. She curled Imogen’s fingers around it.

“Sorry to disturb you, miss!”

Then the blonde leaned over and kissed Imogen. It was a very short kiss, and then she was gone and Imogen was watching her bottom shimmering in the tight leather as she walked back to the redhead.

Imogen was aware that there were a lot of people looking at her. She knew she was blushing furiously. She looked down at the silver card in her hand.
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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]

Sapphire had been fastened across the back of the swing seat, her ankles chained loosely to the stanchions either side of the seat, which pulled her legs wide apart. The seat cushions had been thrown aside and the ponygirl bent over the seat back as best her harness would allow. Chains from her nipple rings were fastened to the slats of the seat, ensuring that she remained bent over, as any attempt to rise would have yanked and stretched her nipples agonisingly. Rather unnecessarily, a chain from her nose ring was also fixed around a slat of the seat and looked to be as taught as a guitar string. 

Sapphire was virtually immobile, her arms still bound behind her back in the reverse prayer position offering no means for her to relieve her situation. The level of control…intimate, painful, humiliating control…imposed on her body sent a chill through Kara. But at the same time…it sent a thrill of excitement through her too.

As a final indignity, her tail and butt plug had been removed from her bottom and were now replacing the bit in her mouth, the hair exploding in a riot of colour from her lips down onto the ground.

“Hello There!” Kara isn’t it?” 

Toby, Angelina’s partner, was standing behind the ponygirl. He was wearing a leather waistcoat…and nothing else. Completely naked below the waist, his erect member bobbed and waved in front of him like a cobra mesmerised by the music of a snake charmer.

For the umpteenth time that day, Kara felt herself turning scarlet with embarrassment.

“I’m so sorry…I didn’t realize…I didn’t mean to intrude…”

“Nonsense! Not at all, not at all! Please feel free to join in, or watch, as you wish! The weekend is not complete until I’ve sodomized Sapphire. She has such control of her anal and rectal muscles it is a pure delight! Unfortunately, it is something you can’t experience for yourself.” 

Toby casually reached down and wrapped his right hand around his engorged shaft, pumping it a couple of times. It could have been a crass gesture to intimidate Kara, or an egotist preening, but it was neither. Toby was already turning away from Kara and back to Sapphire, and it was an act completely without self-consciousness, as if Kara wasn’t there, or rather an act irrelevant to whether she was there or not.

“Would you like to twang her nose chain for me, just to ensure we have her attention? The filly is spoiled rotten by Angelina and it is about time she remembered that she is here for our pleasure, not her own!”

“Oh, that would be so cruel! I couldn’t do that to her!”

“As you wish.” 

A crack reverberated around the garden as Toby’s palm slammed into Sapphire’s buttock. The swing seat gently eased forward and Kara saw why the chains holding the ponygirl’s ankles to the stanchions were so loose as the links clinked, unravelling with the movement, leaving the ground briefly to hang from her ankles as the seat reached the top of its forward arc. As the seat swung back, Toby spanked the other buttock, pushing it – and the helpless woman bound over it – forward again. Four more times he repeated the action with full force slaps that left red handprints on each cheek, before moving to a nearby table, leaving the chair swinging with the helpless pony attached.

Toby squeezed some lube from a bottle on to his palm and smothered his erection. Kara had to admit he was a handsome man, his body toned, tanned and lean. There wasn’t a trace of fat on him and he clearly worked out. She guessed he would be about 40. She had only ever seen two erect penises before his, so she wasn’t best placed to judge, but it was the biggest she had seen, at least in length if not girth. It was straight as a rod but her previous boyfriend’s had been curved like a banana.

He glanced at her again, flashing a warm smile only slightly undermined by a touch of hardness that seemed ever-present in his eyes.

“Please stay, the more the merrier! You might even change your mind and want to join in. The filly has the most fantastic tits, real handfuls!”

“I had noticed.”

He laughed. “Yes, they do tend to arrive a few moments before the rest of her!” 

Just a regular Sunday afternoon, speaking with a man fully exposing his erection who is about to bugger a woman pretending to be a horse while I watch on. 

Yet she didn’t turn and leave.

Toby was sliding oiled fingers into Sapphire’s bum hole, preparing the way.

“The beauty of this arrangement is that I don’t have to do any of the work, the chair does it all for me!”

To demonstrate this, he pushed his glistening helmet against Sapphire’s crudely exposed rosebud, grabbed her leather wrapped hips, and pulled both woman and seat back until his cock was buried completely and his dark, curly pubic hair was flattened against the ponygirl’s rump.

“Santa Maria, that feels good!” He sighed. 

He spanked Sapphire twice more, not so hard this time.

“Buck up, Sapphire, get those arse muscles working!”

And so Toby stood, rooted to the spot, letting the swing push the pony’s bottom up and down his erection for several cycles before he reached forward and grabbed a handful of Sapphire’s mane. He pulled, tugging her head up (and because her collar held her neck rigid, lifted her body too). All three of the chains connecting her to the seat snapped taught. Kara saw Sapphire’s breasts elongate as her nipples were stretched into the shape of church spires and she squealed around the butt plug filling her mouth, a heart-rending sound, as her feet kicked uselessly in the air.

“You can do better than that, filly!”

This seemed to have the desired effect on the ponygirl as her hips became noticeably more animated and Toby increased the movements of the swing, exclaiming his pleasure with several strange noises of his own.

Kara chewed on her bottom lip. What kind of a person was she to get excited watching someone being put to such suffering and subjugation? What did it say about her? She was fascinated by Sapphire, and that left her frightened and confused, but overriding everything was a raging sexual need. 

The swing seat creaked. The chains around Sapphire’s ankles rattled. Occasionally she moaned – sometimes it seemed to Kara in pleasure, sometimes in pain or discomfort – more frequently she farted as Toby plundered her rear passage in a leisurely and controlled fashion.

Kara moved around the swing seat to stand in front of the ponygirl. Sapphire’s wild-eyed gaze immediately found her. Surrounded by the black leather of her harness and blinkers, and with the vivid blue of her ponytail spilling from her mouth, Sapphire’ eyes were brightly defined, shining a moist aquamarine as tears spilled down her cheeks, the intensity in that gaze striking Kara instantly. The woman was on an emotional and sensational plane that Kara had never experienced, above anything she knew existed.

Toby tugged again on the pony’s mane, though less violently this time. The chain linking her nose ring to the seat had no slack left in it. Her nostrils flared, her face caught in a momentary rictus, followed by a desperate squeal of pain. The gyration of her hips increased as her hips bucked on the seat back. She uttered a long moan as the seat rocked back, impaling her completely onto his erection once again.

Kara stepped closer. So close that when Sapphire reached the top of the arc as she swung forwards, her chin was only three or four inches from Kara’s belly button. Kara’s hands reached forward and pressed against Sapphire’s harnessed breasts. The contact only lasted a second, but Kara felt the soft, warm flesh in her palms, as well as the tough leather of the straps, the cold metal of the nipple rings and the chains attached to them, and the pony’s hot, stiff, throbbing nipples.

On the next approach, Kara crouched down and briefly stroked her fingers through the hair of Sapphire’s mane, her palms caressing the smoothly shaved temples and running down over the ponygirl’s cheeks. Both women’s eyes bored into each other’s for a second. Then the pony fell away again and Kara stood up. She turned and walked quickly back into the drawing room.
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