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    Kali's tongue was doing delicious things to Doctor Rossetti’s clit. It danced over the tender flesh with a knowledge and delicacy few women could match. Even her hot breath was playing its part, as was the occasional finger trailing around the damp vulva. A light scratch of a painted nail. Rossetti lay on the bed and enjoyed it, her whole body shuddering. She moaned and actually seemed distressed by so much pleasure.  
 
    'Just keep me on edge,' she had asked. And the sadistic brunette was doing just that. She'd been doing it for ages. Fiercely.  Possessively. The doctor’s beautiful body was quivering with unexpressed need, her limbs tense, her pink nipples rock hard. In return, she tenderly stroked her lover’s hair. Rossetti wanted to cum. She was not desperate yet, but she would be. It would be worth waiting for. 
 
    She moaned softly and ground her head against the pillow. Then she looked across the room, to where their slave was squatting in a stress position, sweat dripping from his body. He squatted with his knees bent at a right angle, and his arms tightly cuffed behind his back. There was a dildo positioned on a stand between his arse cheeks, probing inside him. Moving from it was – inadvisable. If he straightened his legs and lifted himself off the phallus, it would trigger a buzzer, and the number of times that alarm tripped was being counted. In theory, it was far easier for him to rest on the impalement, but it grew fatter towards the base, so lowering his weight meant savagely wrenching open his anus. So he had to choose which pain to endure: the burn of thigh muscles unable to take his weight, or a merciless butt fucking. The result was a see-saw effect as he changed his mind about which was worse. Sometimes he would rise a little, sometimes he would force himself downwards and rest his weight on the thick rubber cock, accepting the painful buggery.  
 
    The worst part was that he had been put in this predicament by two beautiful women. Rossetti was a psycho-biologist and tried to look intelligent, but had a luscious halo of golden blonde hair, and the face of a horny angel. On occasions - such as now - she looked like a dim centrefold. Kali was a classy New England academic. Her looks were more handsome than pretty, but it was a stern kind of beauty, and her sadism was mouth-watering. Months ago, his prick had been fitted with a remote control device, but his spirit had been broken by the pair of them and their endless pain games. They were selfish goddesses who loved making him suffer. There was no reason for it, no sensible cause. Just that they were gorgeous, infinitely cruel women and this excited them. 
 
    Which was what was happening now. Rossetti would have been hard pressed to say which turned her on more: her lover’s tongue and the fingers which occasionally strayed into her snatch - or the way her male plaything suffered. He was, in effect, fucking himself up the ass for her amusement, while Kali licked her pussy out. 
 
    Rossetti moaned again, quite contented with the world. She stroked her partner’s hair, using those red nails to lightly scratch the scalp. Kali had thick brown curls, much shorter than Rossetti’s extravagant blonde tresses, and they had long since established that this type of caress drove her wild. That dragging of sharp nails over the skin, tugging, lifting. It seemed to make the tongue working her cunt even more enthusiastic. The best kind of volume control. 
 
      
 
    They both enjoyed the sights and sounds of the male suffering. His face was red, and his cheeks glistened with tears. Interestingly, he was still erect, and that was from his own excitement. The remote erection device was unnecessary. It made the doctor happy that she had trained him so well, there was now little need for further incentives. He loved to serve. But she loved to punish. 
 
      
 
    Kali lifted her head, giving Rossetti a moment to recover. 
 
    "How am I doing, Doctor?" she purred, her face delicately smeared with vaginal juices. 
 
    "You’re doing wonderfully." 
 
    "And him?" 
 
    "Up to six, I think." 
 
    "Of...? 
 
    "I'm undecided. But probably the shock collar. I like watching you use that. Anyway, missie, you have work to do." 
 
    "I do. Are you ready?" She added a little kiss on the throbbing bud. It was strangely romantic and made Rossetti shiver, from toes to scalp. 
 
    "Oh, I am. I think I'm going to cum hard tonight." 
 
    "You fucking better, after all this effort." Kali smiled sordidly and then got back to work, lowering her head down between those pale thighs and doing that thing she did so wonderfully, sucking in the nerve rich flesh and toying with it, teasing it, nipping at it. 
 
    Rossetti gasped, her shoulders rising up off the bed, her eyes opening wide, displaying their beautiful blue colour, all crystal and enchanting and a bit stupid. She began to pant... to gasp... she could feel the pleasure ready to break over her. She had been getting ready for this for so long.  
 
    "Slave... aw shit that’s awesome... now! Fuck yourself. Hard.... oh God!" 
 
    And he did, just rising and falling off the phallus, driving it deep into his arse. His cock was wagging up and down as he did so. Kali's mouth was doing incredible, dirty, complicated things. Rossetti was panting and whining and her body seemed to be trying to push away and escape. But then it all hit. Suddenly, something exploded in her head and she felt a concussion of ecstasy race through her. Even as her lover orgasmed, Kali increased her efforts, lifting Rossetti’s hips and driving speared fingertips deep into the blonde’s sopping gash, making her cry out. And the male grunted, fearful, delighted, unable to resist. Cum spurted from the head of his cock, landing on the polished boards of their bedroom. 
 
    It was the sort of orgasm you had only a few times a year. Sex like this too often would just burn you out, or leave you addicted to it, which might be worse. Rossetti felt tears blur her vision and she could barely move. It was the perfect moment for Kali to enfold her tenderly and just provide lot of cuddles and hugs. To just hold her while the shudders of pleasure grew still. That was what you really needed a lover for. A vibrator was shit at after care. 
 
    And they watched the male suffer. He had given up trying to stand. His cock was limp and his head hung with shame. On the floor in front of him was a splatter of seed. But neither woman said anything. 
 
    After a time, Kali gave the doctor one last squeeze and kissed her softly on the lips. It was just a brush, anything more would have been just too much right then. 
 
    "Hey you." 
 
    "Hey." 
 
    "You ok?" 
 
    "Getting there. That was wild. What did you do to me, you dirty bitch? 
 
    "Glad you liked it. You'll have to return the favour. Not straight away though." 
 
    They lay in each other's arms, enjoying the scent of Chanel, and roses, and pussy. Though Kali did remember to tell their slave to ‘pull that thing out of his ass and turn off the damned buzzer.’  
 
    Rossetti cleared some of the blonde hair out if her eyes, partially with her shaking hand, partially just blowing it off her face. The tresses were very fine. Angel hair, one lover had called it. She had gone a long way to prove herself anything BUT an angel, and - that had been the start of everything. Ultimately, that was why she was lying here covered in hot sweat and her crotch as sticky as if someone had tipped warm treacle all over it.  
 
    She wriggled herself higher up the bed and pulled the sheet over her breasts. Kali watched this with interest. She knew what was coming next. Rossetti stretched over to the bedside table and found a little golden packet of cigarettes, flapping her hand around to locate the lighter. It earned her a nasty ‘harrumph.’ 
 
    "Don't be like that. We've always had this rule: it's OK for me to smoke after sex."  
 
    "Why did I ever agree to that?" 
 
    The blonde frowned, trying to remember.  
 
    “I think - because you were desperate to fuck me and would have agreed to anything?" 
 
    "Sounds about right." 
 
    Rossetti laughed, and lit her cigarette. The lungful she took was deep and relaxing and even Kali had to admit – the way she smoked was sexy. It was a dirty habit. But people said the same about everything from felping to buggery, and still did it. The thought was making her horny again. Rossetti could see it. 
 
    "Fuck Kali, you look hot when you pull that face. Gimme a minute to see straight again. We have a slave over there. Why don't you put on a show for me?" 
 
    "Then what?" 
 
    The blonde smiled, extending her tongue tip and flickering it around as if licking an imaginary clit. Kali laughed. 
 
    "Just brush your teeth first." 
 
    "I will. With spearmint. Stingy." 
 
    "Bitch." 
 
    But Kali was already out of bed. She stood for a minute, posing with a hand on her hip, looking disdainfully at the male. Unlike Rossetti, who just treated men as animals, Kali actively disliked them. This was not a question of superiority, or playful contempt, she found satisfaction in the infliction of pain. Her dark eyes half closed as she thought about what she was going to do with this piece of shit. 
 
    Then she went to the wardrobe and slid open the mirrored door. Inside was a pretty good selection of sensible shoes and work clothes. But there was an equally impressive collection of club wear and ‘follow me home and fuck me’ boots. Keli selected a large pair that would cover the whole leg and held them up. 
 
    "Do you like these?" 
 
    "They're very you." 
 
    They were. Rossetti loved boots too, but preferred calf hugging, stylish leather ones with a high spiked heel and a narrow toe. These were glossy PVC, with a wedge heel and a very broad front, slightly platformed. They went right up over the knee. When you followed where they led, it would take you to the wearer’s cunt like a pair of directional arrows. These were sex boots, great for the bedroom and maybe the dirtiest of the clubs they attended. They radiated power and danger. They screamed ‘sex’ - but were also pretty obviously good for kicking the shit out of people. When she saw their effect on her lover, Kali’s look was one of imperious surprise. 
 
    "Oh, you like me in thigh boots, don't you? I'll just slip these on." 
 
    She did. Slowly. Mischeviously. Really taking her time about it, with lots of bending over and smoothing of material. The glossy, wet look plastic encased those firm thighs and showcased her snatch. The hair around it was dark, almost black. The faint display of vulva was deep red. All in all, Kali was one of those women who really knew how to wear boots. She made even putting them on a spectator sport.  
 
    When she had done, Kali stood with one hand on her hip again, the other carefully stroking her pussy, little drops of arousal glistening in the hairs. Her blood red nails shone as much as the fabric of the boots. And the smile on her face was gorgeous but brutal. 
 
    Then she raised her eyes and looked towards the captive. Her face hardened. 
 
    "Fuck me, that little bastard’s stiff again. Did you give him permission?" 
 
    "No." 
 
    "Nor did I. This one just never learns, does he." 
 
    And Rossetti smiled, slowly exhaling smoke to one side, knowing what this all meant. The game which was just beginning. Her guts quivered and despite that incredible orgasm she had just experienced, she felt wet all over again. This little maggot was in for the beating of his life, and she was going to enjoy watching. More than enjoy. Relish. Get turned on by. Almost certainly join in with.  
 
    Without further comment, Keli went and got a collar from one of the draws. It was a tough looking thing of stiff leather, with a box made of dark plastic at the front. There was a little control, and a silver buckle. She showed it to the male, sneering. 
 
    "Thank you for spunking all over our newly cleaned floor. You've just earned yourself this. The most painful toy in our playbox." 
 
    She leaned forwards and put it on him, fastening it tightly. That meant lowering herself over his head so that she could do the buckle up at the rear. His face was right in her generous cleavage. Having done that, she kept leaning over his head, but turned so that Rossetti could see an offended, appalled expression grow on her face.  
 
    “What the fuck…?” 
 
    Kali knelt down facing the male, like she had something very serious to discuss with him. Her boots creaked sensuously as she did so. 
 
    "Did you ….  did you just lick my tit?" 
 
    He shook his head quickly.  
 
    "I just felt something. A lick. A kiss. You can tell me." 
 
    He shook his head again. She kept up a look of stern annoyance. 
 
    "You didn't? No? Ok. I believe you." 
 
    Her look hardened again, becoming cunning and brutal. 
 
    "Which leaves us with another question, doesn't it. Why not? Don't you like my tits? Aren't they good enough for you?" 
 
    He was confused now. And more than that, he was unused to being allowed to speak. Neither of these women ever asked his opinion.  
 
    "You... your breasts are great mistress." 
 
    She winced. 
 
    "Great? Fuck you, they aren't hamburgers, or fast food. Great? You can speak English, can't you? You've read a fucking book in your life?" 
 
    She grabbed his hair and pulled it hard. Perhaps without handcuffs he might have reacted. 
 
    "I know you're a man, but you still have some kind of goddam intellect to fall back on. You look at these and all you can say is 'they look great'. Try again.” 
 
    He blinked hard. So difficult to think… 
 
    "Round...and ... and luscious... and... bountiful." 
 
    Kali laughed even more and slapped him. The sound echoed in the room. 
 
    "Useless fuck. That's from a shampoo advert. So you don't like my tits, you insult me by being unable to describe them..." 
 
    "No mistress, I love your tits!" 
 
    She stopped in mid-sentence, face now really pissed off. 
 
    "You interrupted me. Do you have any concept how rude that is? You – interrupting – me." 
 
    "I'm sorry mistress." 
 
    Now it was Kali's turn to look confused. 
 
    "Sorry? For what?" 
 
    "For... for interrupting." 
 
    "And... come on, what else?" She lifted her chin, coaxing the words out of him. The slave boy’s eyes began to blur, he was actually nearly there. Nearly crying. 
 
    "Sorry - for - what?" Kali asked, enunciating each word precisely. Her face was so beautiful, she was a slightly masculine, American brunette, her teeth perfect, her nose very carefully bobbed. But above all she was his mistress.  
 
    Rossetti loved this part. This was a game, and Kali was so good at it. The slave was trying to be reasonable, logical, hoping he might somehow escape the inevitable punishment, but everything he said would be wrong. Everything just took him closer to a beating. Justified it. Even the slap had been a psychological ploy. Just to make his eyes wet. Once he started crying, he wouldn't stop. You just had to get those eyes tearing up.  
 
    "Come on. Don't be a baby. Are you a baby? Oh, you are a baby, I see. That explains a lot. Would baby like some titty? Would that stop you crying? It would? Ok, here's the deal:" 
 
    She wet her lips and put both hands either side of his head. It forced him to look up at her, as if that might help her explain something to a complete idiot. 
 
    "I'm going to let you suckle. And you are going to suck my tits until the nipples get hard. Like peach stones. If you can do that, I might not punish you. Otherwise - " 
 
    And she ran a finger along the shock collar. The expression on her face was unpleasantly dreamy. “You've not worn one of these. Just let me tell you this - you don't want to. Every time you make a sound this detects it and you get shocked. And I think I can find plenty of ways of making you yell out. Now - you know what you're doing, baby?" 
 
    He nodded, blinking away tears. 
 
    Rossetti smoked quietly and pondered what she was seeing. She and Kali might have to discuss it later, over a wine and salad. Agony was great, it broke people. But what really fucked them over was a combination of shame and remorse. Maybe pain wasn't the way to go. Perhaps her work might benefit from some time trying to generate contrition. But it was hard to do that mechanically. But perhaps there was a neurological approach? The part of the brain known as "Bridgman Area twenty five" controlled sadness. If that could be triggered to remain permanently active, you could really fuck with a slaves mind. Continual, nagging misery that a woman didn't even have to speak to produce. That would be an amazing step forward in prisoner control. Making your slave permanently unable to feel joy in anything except serving you.  
 
    "What're you grinning about Chrissy?" Kali asked. The blonde smiled and crushed out her cigarette. Little trails of smoke rose up from it. 
 
    "I think I've discovered a whole new area of research. We can talk about it later." 
 
    Kali patted the slave on the cheek. 
 
    "Its work, work, work with her. You ready? You're sure? Because if you fuck this up, you'll have earned double punishment. And I don't think you can take that. But it's your choice." 
 
    She rose up slightly and put her arms around the slaves head. He tried to lick her nipple but found his mouth stuffed with her tit, and Kali had very big tits. It made an interesting gag.  
 
    She looked at Rossetti, but was pulling faces. One said I think I can feel something nice.... then she shook her head, and pulled another face which said 'no, I'm wrong, I can't feel anything. Then she took on a considering expression, like - maybe something's happening here after all... no, still nothing.  
 
    Rossetti shoved the sheet into her mouth to stop herself laughing. Kali was being such a bitch. The truth was: the guy could have virtuoso tongue work, and the patience of a saint. Chances of Kali's nipple stiffening in a man's mouth - zero. A jar of slugs would have more luck. That was why she shook her head. The only pleasure his mouth gave her was the knowledge of his failure. 
 
    "I don't think this is working. Are you having performance issues?" 
 
    The blonde' snickers became impossible to conceal. Kali gave her a fiercely amused look and a shhhh. The slave was now working frantically. It just made the brunette he was sucking fake a big yawn. 
 
    "I think I'm going to have to hurry you. I mean, Winter Is Coming and you're really fucking this up. Give it one more go." 
 
    The noises of slipping and gobbling grew louder. 
 
     "Yes, yes I almost feel.... something..."  
 
    Then the inevitable happened. The male was so desperate he must have sucked too hard and became a little careless with his teeth. It was really nothing, but Kali deliberately over reacted. 
 
    "Holy fucking crap! The little prick bit me!" 
 
    This was the Kali she loved. Angry and commanding. 
 
    "Get the fuck up." 
 
    She stood up and then put both hands into the man's hair, pulling his face upwards so that he had no choice but to look at her. His wrathful goddess. 
 
    "You fucking piece of shit. I gave you the chance to serve me. I gave you my beautiful tits, and you bite them? You are worthless. Get on your knees and lick my boots while I regain my temper, because if I was to start punishing you now, my God, I'd put you in the fucking morgue. Lick them. Now!" 
 
    And he did, crying and slobbering, his tongue working into the arch and worshiping her feet. Kali stood over him like a war goddess. 
 
    "I want every inch of them clean, dammit. You find shit, you lick it up. It’s worth more to the world than you are, you fucking maggot." 
 
    Rossetti sat herself up, hugging her knees. Kali was so good at this. Making it all his fault. 
 
    "I really, really tried to help. But you are so worthless, so pointless, you fucked it up. So now you have to take the consequences." She shook her head, doing a very good approximation of sorrow. "First thing is, I'm going to set that collar to very sensitive. That means, if you cry out beyond a whisper, it’s going to pick it up. And then it's going to give you a shock. It won't be bad at first but it will get bad, I promise you, because I'm setting the upper limit to maximum force and duration. So if you make a sound once, you'll know about it. Be a bitch and it's going to... well, let's not try to think too much about that." 
 
    She patted his cheek. 
 
    "Time to stand up, face the bed, and stretch the upper part of your body out on it. Do not put your groin against the end. Seriously. I want access to your balls. And I don't want cum on my bed sheet. Do you understand?" 
 
    The slave nodded. A tear ran down his cheek. She laughed in his face.  
 
    "I'm assuming that's from humiliation. As if a thing like you actually had feelings. Don't worry. The pain will be much worse. Now stand - the fuck - up." 
 
    And he did, slowly, trembling. He saw Doctor Rossetti still holding the sheet only half covering her breasts. He lay himself down and turned his head to one side. She reached an arm over and stroked his hair. 
 
    Kali took a place behind him. She ran scarlet nails over his buttocks. 
 
    "These look pretty much unmarked. We've not spanked you recently? Or caned you? Chrissy, are we getting soft?" 
 
    "I think we might be." 
 
    "We have to correct that." 
 
    And with that ominous promise, the brunette strode across the room to the antique secretary where they kept their pain toys. There were a lot of them, filling every space. Leather. Wood. Plastic. She considered the cane, decided that was boring. In the end, she selected a modern looking paddle. It was made of neoprene, and one surface had somewhat evil ridges.  
 
    "A few tap shots with this will make the difference. What do you think slave? I'll let you feel it first. Not that I'm in any way interested in your opinion, but even so..." 
 
    She ran the paddle over his rump, and thighs, and the small of his back. The touch was teasing and caressing, but only an idiot would fail to register all of those little edges. It was going to hurt. 
 
    "All you have to do - keep silent until I'm done. If you can't do that - I have something else in mind for you." 
 
    Rossetti looked at her lover, teasing, humiliating their slave. Standing there naked except for thigh boots, radiating feminine power. It was enough to make her feel wet between the thighs again. If Kali worked him hard - and that seemed to be on the cards.... the doctors hand slipped under the sheet. She touched herself. Not stroking, just - touching. The way one might probe a wound. Very hot. Very moist. Very - ready.  
 
    Kali was such a bitch. She began the beating quite gently, not that you would know it from the noises she made and the effort she seemed to be putting in. That paddle was a harsh toy, no question of that, but it didn't make their slave cry out. He must have been congratulating himself that his pain threshold was holding. He could take this.  
 
    He did what he was ordered to do – take the pain and keep silent. Every limb was trembling. This was just wonderful stuff. Rossetti shifted around so that she was kneeling, the sheet forgotten and her plump tits swinging loose. She took a firm hold of his hair and pulled down. Her tongue ran around her lips, gleefully. 
 
    "You ready to tee up? You can do better than this." 
 
    "You think I'm holding back?" 
 
    "I know you are." 
 
    "Oh, you know, do you?" 
 
    And that was when Kali showed the little fuckers arse what this ridged bat from hell could actually do. She played a lot of tennis and that blow would have sent a ball right out of the court. The result was really spectacular. The paddle alone caused enough pain, raising crimson welts on his ass. But it made him cry out in surprise and raw agony. That triggered the shock collar and he got a second punishment, an extended, vicious jolt of electricity. It didn't have a very long duration but it was intense while it lasted. They could see the effects on his body, a new coat of sweat. Yeah, if he thought these two sadistic bitches would stop with just getting him to corn hole himself on a massive neoprene cock, he was in for a very nasty surprise indeed. 
 
    Kali looked at the paddle and ran a fingertip over the ridges. It was like the tread of an Alpine boot.  
 
    "Let's take that as one, shall we? Five more to go." 
 
    "Nine,” Rossetti corrected." 
 
    "Nine? Seriously?" 
 
    "He came all the way off our toy once or twice while he was going crazy at the end there. I was counting." 
 
    "You couldn't even see straight at the end. But nine it is." She blew some hair away from her forehead. "Ouch. I've just worked out how much that's going to hurt. Seriously, you’re a bitch. But then, so am I, I guess." 
 
    She took a minute to check to setting on his collar. The voltage was left on an ascending scale, so every time he cried out it hurt him more. But she increased the length of the shocks.  
 
    "I think that's right now. I really wouldn't want to be you in the next thirty minutes."  
 
    She teased his ass, stroking it with the paddle, enjoying his attempts to get away. 
 
    Then she let fly once more, at least as hard as previously. The result was the same. Rossetti giggled like a nasty schoolgirl, delighted to see how he reacted. Kali was amused too, but she took much more care to retain a kind of chic indifference to what she was inflicting. She clicked across the wooden floor until she was standing right in front of him. Face down on the bed, all he could see were those glittery black boots and her snatch. He could probably smell the excitement rising from her body. 
 
    "You will have noticed that I've changed the settings. The shocks were much longer then. And it's more intense, but that's because every time to collar zaps you, it automatically goes up a notch. It’s going to keep doing that until... remind me, how much can you take? I guess we're going to find out, aren't we." 
 
    A flurry of blows followed. Each of the strokes was hard enough to seriously hurt, but the shocks rolled on, each more painful than the last. He couldn't cry out and Rossetti had to switch her grip from his hair to his shoulders to keep him still. 
 
    And then Kali stopped paddling him. A smile grew on her face' and anyone who knew her could have told you that something bad was about to happen.  
 
    She lifted her right foot and used the toe to explore his dangling sack. The PVC of the boots heavy toe must have felt cold against him. The man froze. 
 
    "Yes, that's right, fucker." Her voice was terrifying. Slow and purposeful. "These are the root of the problem, aren't they? All those bad thoughts. All that testosterone. It all comes from these two, pathetic little spheres." 
 
    And without further ado, she drew her foot back and kicked him in the nuts. Really hard. Kali didn't do mercy. The effects were spectacular, as she knew they would be. Beating someone's arse inflicted deep muscle pain and lots of bruising. But there was something about a good, hard kick in the balls that couldn't be equalled. She did it again for emphasis, actually laughing enough to make her lover turn cold. 
 
    "Kali, I think you might be getting too intense. 
 
    "So? Like I give a shit." 
 
    "We don't want him to die, Kali." 
 
    "Oh. I'm sure he’d enjoy it. Final pleasure delivered by two beautiful women. What more could he want?" 
 
    "You make it sound very tempting. But no." 
 
    The blond was giving her a grumpy hard stare. Kali sighed. 
 
    "Ok, turn him over." 
 
    What they found on the other side was a magnificent erection. Not a mild swell. A very stiff and red cock. 
 
    Kali sighed, sadly. She began to stroke it with the paddle. 
 
    "I really should spank this." 
 
    "There are so many other parts of his body that you could hurt. Why is it always the balls with you?" 
 
    The tool was still moving. It pushed his dick to one side and let it twang back. This made her laugh. 
 
    "Simple truth? I really just don't like men very much and there’s nothing more male than a cock. I really could have so much fun with this." 
 
    "Kali...."  
 
    “I know. He's work. All those forms to fill in if anything truly bad happens to him. But I really just can't help wanting to do this." 
 
    "Ok. But carefully?" 
 
    Kali teed up the shot like a golfer. Then she flicked her wrist and struck him in the scrotum, just once, but hard. Then another. Now he was grunting and shaking and writhing. It was obvious in Kali's face that she wanted this fun to continue. It took quite a lot of self-control not to go further. 
 
    Rossetti knelt up on the bed and kissed her. Her mouth was soft and warm and loving, even if it did still take of stale smoke. 
 
    "Thank you." 
 
    "For what?" 
 
    "For being careful about my work. I love that. Would you like to see something?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "OK. You'll like this." 
 
    She quickly squatted over the slave's face, wriggling down and getting her blonde pussy directly over his mouth. She was slim, but most of her weight rested on him, not her crouching legs. It wasn't clear he could even breathe. 
 
    "You lick my deliciously folds, slave. And you keep going, no matter what." 
 
    She heard what could have been grunts of agreement. And his chin moved so that he could begin running his tongue up and down her slit. It didn't seem to be having much effect. Rossetti smiled, slowly and nastily. She put her hands down onto his chest and pinched his nipples between two scarlet painted fingernails. She squeezed hard and it made the slave tense. When she pulled upwards, the skin distended, almost comically. His expressions of pain were exactly what she needed to turn her on.  
 
    Now it was having an effect. Rossetti bit her lip and began to moan softly. Then she tilted her head, longingly. There was something she wanted. 
 
    Kali moved forwards and kissed her. They made out, seriously, hungrily. They abandoned themselves to the sheer passion of the moment. 
 
    After a few minutes of this, kissing became impossible because she was on the edge of orgasm again. And when it hit, it came on quickly and fiercely. 
 
    Rossetti smiled, a really sordid expression marking those angelic features. 
 
    "That was nice. I couldn't hold that one off. Phew. What about you Kali?" 
 
    "I am - very excited. That turned me on all right. As you knew it would." 
 
    "You are? How much?" 
 
    "Seriously turned on." She stroked her lover’s face. "Do we get to fuck now?" 
 
    And Rossetti smiled. Her face looked horny as hell. Like - she was about to find a strap on and get down to it. Only - it would be the blonde with the leather harness and the thick rubber dildo hanging from it. And then Kali smirked, eyes ready to do - anything.  
 
    "Let's screw." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Next morning Rossetti drove to Fairlawn Prison. It was one of those squarely Victorian establishments out in the middle of nowhere. All of them had been built back when the authorities believed the worst of society should be kept locked away from the rest of it. Since women had taken over running the government, it was exclusively for men. Not that there weren't female criminals, far from it. It was just that they tended to be treated with respect and were rehabilitated. If the prisoners were male, that was another matter. For them it was a case of 'the darkest dungeons anybody could find.' There were several of these over-large penitentiaries still in use on anyone with balls.  
 
    Her dented Ford turned up the final long driveway. The building looked like an ogre’s castle, but it was surrounded by modern fencing and there was a secure checkpoint with a movable barrier and a Plexiglas security office.  
 
    The majority of the gate staff was female, although there were several very large men also in uniform. It stood to reason that if you were going to have to incarcerate males, you would need male thugs to do most of the heavy lifting. There were those who didn't respond to reason or to threats. As a professional in the treatment of masculine delusions of equality, she was all too aware of a key clinical theory in her field - sometimes you simply needed to beat the shit out of them. 
 
    Her car drew up to the barrier and a pretty corrections officer greeted her. 
 
    "Doctor Rossetti? Chief Warden Grey is expecting you. Would you mind parking your car over in the visitors spot and coming to the office? We'll give you a temporary photo pass." 
 
    She did as she was asked, leaving her old rust bucket with a few other cars, all nicer than hers. Before she climbed out, Rossetti made a point of checking her makeup in the driver’s mirror. Just a little freshening of the blood red lipstick was required 
 
    She still looked pretty, but had been to a lot of trouble to get the balance between cute and intelligent just right. The dark suit said I'm a professional, take me seriously. So did the black rimmed glasses. The very tight white blouse gave different signals, mostly in the way it clung to Rossetti's firm breasts. Her blonde hair was pulled back into an intellectual looking bun, but with a cheeky little curl just escaping over the right eye. The whole effect tried to say 'I am an intelligent professional, but sexy too.' In truth it also gave out the prim sternness that you might see with a librarian or a dominatrix. It was just - slightly overdone. She let people make their own minds up about the Scarlet lipstick.  
 
    As a visitor, she was asked to present her identity documents, which she did. These were closely checked by one corrections officer while another - the pretty girl who had first spoken to her through the barrier - patted their visitor down to make sure that she wasn't carrying contraband. 
 
    No honey, no contraband, she thought, but please feel free to run your hands over my tits as much as you like. Her eyes widened when the guard felt between her legs and even made a smooth run over her crotch. Very professionally of course. But unusually thorough and lingering. Not only would it have found anything she was smuggling in, it could have found out whether she was wet or not.  
 
    "Thank you for your cooperation." 
 
    "No, thank you," Rossetti smirked back, her cool demeanour slipping. 
 
    The guard smiled. Just one of those little moments of sexual frisson that made the world go round. This whole place was given over to chaining and restraining men. No wonder some of the officers displayed signs of incipient horniness.  
 
    Chief Warden grey had gone through exactly the same process when choosing clothes – what message do I want to send? She was a tiny bit older than Rossetti but not enough to affect any looks. Her hair was still dark and glossy, and pulled back into a bun that struggled with it. Clearly, the Chief Warden had a lot of hair and when it was down, it would be quite a sight. Today it was perfectly ordered, except for one glossy black lock that fell over the left side of her horn rimmed glasses. Like Rossetti, she also wore a very professional looking suit which was rather tight and bordering on frumpy, but not quite getting there. Her skirt was a little clingy and she clicked about in patent leather shoes with a significant heel. 
 
    The chief warden put out a hand to her visitor.  
 
    "Doctor Rossetti. I've heard great things about your work. I'm convinced that you will be able to help us here. Very good of you to give us your time." 
 
    Rossetti held back a smile, wondering if Grey thought her trip today was just altruistic. It sure as shit wasn’t. The state had way more money than academia. It put a lot of that into prisons and restraining inmates within them. She was looking for her cut of that funding. 
 
    "We're all working for the same cause, I think." 
 
    "Definitely. Let me take you to the sheds and you can see the progress we've made so far. You'll find this interesting, I have no doubt. But it's a bit less sophisticated than you will be used to." 
 
    She gestured to a very secure looking set of doors. A slightly butch prison warden pulled a lever and those slid back electronically, opening to a sunlit courtyard. The pair started walking across it, with the Chief Warden being greeted by the occasional salute. Rossetti looked around her, examining some of the decorations set into the high stone walls. Stern gargoyles looked down at the inmates, mostly with evil snarls but some with cheeky smiles. Rossetti laughed.  
 
    "I thought this was going to be a very gloomy place." 
 
    "It can be in winter, believe me. The penitentiaries were designed to crush the soul, but they were all built by established architects. They liked to leave their artistic additions." 
 
    "Strange. So bright and open. And those carvings...?" 
 
    "They're just civic buildings, and no one seemed to realise that they should be plain and unadorned. I guess it wasn't the fashion at the time." 
 
    The shed, though, that certainly was plain and unadorned. It was made of plastic and metal and thick glass. You had to access it with a swipe card, and that just let you through to another security desk. There were two wardens there, a redhead and brunette. Both wore tight skirts and short sleeved white blouses with grin black bows. Half way between security guards and nursery nurses. There were no male staff in the room. 
 
    "You don't have male officers here at any time, is that right?" Rossetti asked with a slight tone of curiosity.  
 
    "No, that would be really asking for trouble. The male wardens do their job and they know their place. We try not to remind them of it too often. And besides, it's not an unpleasant place for women to be working. An all-female environment suits it better." 
 
    Another door was opened and she followed the warden into a long space with chairs all in a row. Perhaps 'chairs' was not the most accurate description. They didn't design these things to be comfortable, but to restrain. The occupants legs didn't reach down to the floor, but were held behind them, pulled right up to the buttocks. There were manacles behind the seat where a man's wrist could be secured. The chair itself rose upwards, finishing in a post where a collar could be attached. There was an intrinsic gag.  
 
    It was easy to see how the construction worked because every single chair was occupied. Two rows of men straining in these devices. 
 
    The room was surprisingly quiet. Part of the reason for that was that the men couldn’t speak. They could gurgle a little, and they could drool, which Rossetti found disgusting. But not one male voice could be heard. The most noticeable sound was the soft pumping noise of the glass tubes which had been affixed to their cocks. There was a whirring of some other kind of machinery but that pump pump pump sound was the most noticeable.  
 
    Grey opened her hand, indicating that her visitor should feel free to examine the facility.  
 
    "For obvious reasons, we call this the milking shed." 
 
    Rossetti adjusted her glasses and smiled a very satisfied, very pretty smile. She didn't know what was going on but the milking shed was her kind of place.  
 
    "What's the purpose of this?" 
 
    Grey tilted her head to one side as if considering the question properly. 
 
    “It’s twofold, really. The first is that nowadays the insemination banks require a consistent through flow of sperm to work with. We fill those tanks over there and then take them to the processing plant." 
 
    There were indeed tanks at the end of either row where significant amounts of cum were being gathered. Enough for one fuck of a party if you liked that sort of thing. Rossetti quickly looked away. Not her deal. 
 
    "What happens once - all this - gets there?" 
 
    "Well, once delivered, the sperm can be put through another process which examines them at a chromosomal level. That's determining whether they’re likely to produce male or female babies. Nowadays no one wants the surprise." 
 
    "How much does this shed produce?" 
 
    "The whole herd? Several pints a day. It's enough to keep one of the major artificial insemination Laboratories quite happily supplied." 
 
    "I like the term ‘happily.’" 
 
    "Well, for any woman who wants a little bundle of joy at the end of the day. Less happily for these donors, of course. That's how we like it." 
 
    "And your other reason? You said there were two?" 
 
    "It’s a matter of control psychologically. Being brought in here and treated like cattle reminds these men of how we view them. Physiologically it reduces their testosterone level which renders them more docile. Prisons like this have a large population of the hardest defenders. Keeping them subdued is not easy but very important." 
 
    "Yes I can see. So perhaps you could tell me how you think my work can be of assistance to you?" 
 
    The warden took a moment to adjust the setting on one of the milking pumps. The man in question grimaced as the increased vacuum worked him harder. It was clear he was being worked towards another ejaculation. 
 
    "This process works extremely well most of the time but not in each case, and not for every prisoner. I understand your work might be of significant benefit in dealing with harder characters." 
 
    "Your most difficult cases?" 
 
    "Yes. Not everyone comes to heel quite so quickly. I think you should see the sort of thing we're dealing with." 
 
    "Certainly." 
 
    Grey smiled at her and led her out of the shed. Back in the sunshine of a summer day. It was strange to think how normal everything was out here. 
 
    "This isn’t about sadism. I want you to understand that." 
 
    "Of course." 
 
    "It's just - control. Men don't like the fact they’re being phased out." 
 
    "That's an interesting expression." 
 
    "A personal view. I have no use for them. I think women are strong enough to do any physical job. We might need to keep some just for reproductive purposes but I don't see they have any further place in society. And if they’re going to stay among us, they definitely need to learn their place." 
 
    "Are you a lesbian?" 
 
    Grey smiled, and nodded. 
 
    "To me it's just natural. I don't understand cocks, they make no sense. It's like - I don't know. A kind of gross, body horror version of a turkey baster." 
 
    Rossetti laughed, and she noticed that Grey was looking at her with warmth. Yes, she thought, definitely lesbian. 
 
    "How about you, Doctor Rossetti? If I may ask." 
 
    "Bi. But I register on the scale as dominant/sadistic. That's my primary interest." 
 
    "That's good to hear. You'll enjoy what we're doing in shed three then." 
 
    Another security door, with more pretty wardens in tight uniforms and those cute bow ties. Rossetti was starting to feel she really needed to work more closely with the prison system. It was starchy and uptight but somehow very dirty at the same time.  
 
    Inside the room beyond, they were into something to do with punishment, not production. There was only one corrections officer here, a slim brunette with very dark hair and a touch about the eyes which told you that her heritage had to be maybe quarter Asian. Her manner carried a kind of French 'I don't give a fuck.' Stunning. 
 
    "This is senior Prison Officer Laurent." 
 
    The officer was busy with machinery but managed a smile. It was flawless. 
 
    "Hi. Just call me Maxine." 
 
    She was adjusting something on another control chair. This was different to the model used in the sheds. Much heavier, made of flat steel bars and heavy brown leather padding. It held the prisoner at a far more acute angle, leaning him forwards in a curve so that his groin was the lowest part of the body, his shoulders and heels pulled viciously backwards. It allowed the blood to pool in one place. But the machine itself looked old and heavy, it rattled when changes were made. There was something mouth wateringly mechanical about it. 
 
    And the victim was just her type. He was a handsome man, with broad shoulders and a heavy chest. The look on his sweaty, reddened face was perfect. Just - exhausted agony. All the fight had been carefully tortured out of him, leaving this pitiful shell on the verge of breaking. There was a dark stain on the concrete under the device, a combination of his pain sweat, and maybe condensation from the cold steel in that hot room. It was industrial and Frankensteinien and quite lovely. 
 
    His body was a dream. There was a single tattoo on his right shoulder, a twisting snake curving from neck to the middle of the upper arm.  
 
    "What's that?" 
 
    "A gang tattoo." Grey explained. "It’s a male thing, to mark yourself as a member of a group, and take strength from that. We had to break the concept that he's anything special." 
 
    Grey ran a hand through his hair. It wasn't sexual, it was far more like inspecting a pet. One Rossetti suspected she would cheerfully take to the vet and have put down. 
 
    "When we're done with him, he's going to beg us to remove that offensive ink. Even though we use surgical blades and acid. He'll rather have the pain than the mark. They all do. After a month or so." 
 
    "I see." 
 
    Rossetti continued examining the machine. It was almost laughably complex, all spars and gears and tubes. But the straps around the chest and thighs weren't the most interesting thing. Around his cock was a series of straps. At the top of this, just by the frenulum, rested a small, vibrating red bulb. This just kept on whirring, sometimes slowly, sometimes quickly, but it never stopped. Not being firmly in place it roved around the incredibly sensitive underside of the glans. He couldn't thrust against it or jerk free, it just kept on with it’s work of teasing and arousing. A tiny thing but it must have driven the poor bastard crazy. It looked like he'd been dribbling pre-cum from the glistening tip of that monstrous shaft, almost scarlet and smeared with juices. 
 
    "This machine seems to be working well. What's the intention?" 
 
    "We want him really erect. So we've been edging him for... how long, Officer Laurent?” 
 
    Maxine stopped fiddling with the mechanism and her beautiful face took on an air of consideration. Finally she looked up at the clock.  
 
    "Around four hours." 
 
    "And no orgasm?" 
 
    "Not one. The machine can sense it and slows right down. As you can see from the pre cum, the sensors can work very close the tipping point." 
 
    "How's his attitude?" 
 
    "About an hour ago he was still trying to be rude. Now I think he's less cocky. But you know the type. Give him time to recover, then their back giving you grief again. This machine is very powerful but it needs to be used over and over again to have an impact." 
 
    "Hm. Do you see the problem Doctor?" 
 
    The truth was, Rossetti didn't exactly see either the problem or the need for a solution. But she wasn't about to let that stand in the way of a good afternoon. There was a shuddering, helpless man, and two very attractive women, what was not to like in this situation? 
 
    "Yes, obviously. One of my control devices would break him quickly. I would say - perhaps a week?" 
 
    Grey looked impressed. 
 
    "A week? Even using this to rape his cock, it takes us much, much longer than that." 
 
    "Naturally. But you see, what I'm offering is constant treatment. Twenty four hours, non-stop." 
 
    Maxine interrupted, politely but firmly. 
 
    "Our device operates in two stages, and it’s about time for us to switch treatment." 
 
    "What are you going to do?" 
 
    "We've edged him to the limit if his endurance for being teased. The plan now is to switch to milking, and pump out every drop of spunk and fluid in his groin. He's clearly excited by what we're doing and right now he'd fuck his own grandmother just to have an orgasm. I think it's time for us to switch the tables. For it to become: be careful what you wish for.” Then she laughed, loudly. "We're basically going to shove a monkey’s paw up his ass." 
 
    Grey winced, which left Maxine laughing even harder.  
 
    "Oh, I know you don't like the crudity, but that’s a good way of putting it. Edging to the physical limit, and then milking to the other extreme. Two different but complimentary forms of sexual torture." 
 
    Rossetti was thoroughly enjoying herself. This was her kind of situation, very naughty and potentially profitable in a number of ways. Watching a handsome man tortured by this beautiful cunt with perfect body and a face that radiated glamorous indifference. 
 
    Not just that. There was an interesting friction between Grey and Maxine, and she concluded that the two had to be lovers. Maybe not a couple but they had certainly scissored each other or something. It made sense. Grey had the same uptight sexiness that Kali did. The uniformed girl was much easier in her manner, so much so that it looked like she was actually teasing her boss. Her outfit was pleasantly institutional, right to the leather gloves that ran almost to the forearms, and the heavy but fashionable boots. Her hair was drawn back into a loose pony tail, displaying its warm chocolate colour. And her lips were heavily carmined. Her skirt was so tight it looked a size too small. It all said 'slut' but in quite nice way. Rossetti enjoyed watching how Grey could barely keep her eyes off the chic girl. Maybe she would like to see her in this chair, but with the suction pump working on those small but pert tits. The man's thighs were kept unnecessarily wide apart. It would allow Grey to torment her lover with another toy. 
 
    Yeah. You love your machines, you creepy bitch. She thought this without recognising the irony. But the tension between the women was enough for her to feed on and get quite horny. 
 
    And in the centre, was one of those perfect sculptures. Man in pain. Man humiliated. Man really getting fucked. The Doctor could enjoy that for hours. Nothing in the world turned her on more.  
 
    Maxine sighed.  
 
    "Seriously ladies, it's the precise moment to switch. That's his time on edge completed and from here he's going to go numb. So this is the moment to get maximum spunk out of him." And her elegant features brightened. "Oh, he heard that, look at his face. Now it’s time to take him the other way. I'll undo the edging device. Warden, would you hold his penis?" 
 
    Grey looked appalled. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "We've worked very hard to get it onto that level of rigidity. We don't want him to relax." 
 
    Grey shook her head and gave a snort of derision. 
 
    "Oh please, don't be absurd, I don't touch cocks." 
 
    "Then perhaps you wouldn't mind taking the machine off that one and changing everything over?" 
 
    "That's a technical issue." 
 
    "It's a two person job." 
 
    "Well where's Anderson?" 
 
    "She called in sick. Look, I'm sorry, but this task requires two people." 
 
    Rossetti raised her hand like an over eager school girl. 
 
    "I'm quite happy to do that. A bit of masturbation doesn’t worry me. 
 
    Grey looked incredibly relieved. 
 
    "Thank you doctor. Normally we wouldn't dream of asking a visitor to do this. But we're short staffed today. It's one of those times where it's great if everyone mucks in." 
 
    Rossetti put her fingertips on the top of the man's glistening cock and gave it a very faint squeeze. She was more than happy with the resultant groan. She kept pressure and faint vibration going on as Maxine did the mechanical work. Then the edging machine was removed strap by strap, and Rossetti slipped her hand down his shivering staff. Fuck he’s hard. I could cheerfully ride that to the fair... 
 
    "Please don't let him cum," Maxine reminded her. 
 
    "I won't. Not my first rodeo." 
 
    A sweet little laugh from the corrections officer. 
 
    "I was worried he might stain those beautiful nails." 
 
    Behind them, Grey cleared her throat. 
 
    "You see the problem. This is distasteful work. It would be so much better if we could simply flick a switch and have what we wanted from a man. No - rubbing." 
 
    "I don't mind the rubbing." 
 
    Rossetti moved her hand gently down the blood red cock, enjoying the way it responded. Delighted with the mewling from behind the gag. “I just suspect I'm a little more familiar with the handling of male erections than you." 
 
    "I would hope so. Repugnant things." 
 
    "Not that I'm keen on giving men pleasure. I much prefer damp pussy." 
 
    Rossetti knew she was being naughty, just teasing Grey like this. And teasing the man, also. She could see he was straining to cum and this kind of discussion wasn’t helping him. Especially not with this foul mouthed but gorgeous blonde squeezing and tugging his dick, letting go the second there was any hint of ejaculation.  
 
    "That edging device has done a really good job. He has a terminal case of blue balls. We'd better relieve that, stat." Still gently holding his shaft, she put a hand under his balls and considered their weight, as if looking at fruit in the supermarket. 
 
    “Very heavy. I'm surprised his sack isn’t distending. It must be acutely painful now. Need isn't just psychological.” 
 
    She inspected the cock again, making sure she wasn't going too fast and ruining their work - unlikely, she was very good at being nasty like this. There were a couple of drops of pre-cum staining the head, but nothing that would benefit the male. 
 
    Rossetti gave him a hard stare. She knew her face was beautiful, and so close, that would torment him even more. 
 
    "I think they have something really nasty in store for you," she whispered. And they did. It was being prepared. 
 
    "Ok, I think he gets excited at the very thought of sex, that's good." 
 
    "Even lesbian sex?” Maxine asked as she extracted the next piece of equipment from cupboards.  
 
    "Oh yes. All men seem to get very excited at the thought of a beautiful woman very slowly drawing her tongue over the shaved pussy of another. For example, if he was to imagine - I don't know you doing that to - Chief Warden Grey - it would be very difficult for him to retain composure." 
 
    It was obviously a lovely thought for Grey too who was blushing and somehow tensing in on herself.  
 
    And then Maxine produced the mechanism form the cupboard, like a magician pulling a rabbit from a hat. She proudly held up the milking device and frankly, even Rossetti felt a little intimidated by it. There was a serious glass tube that looked long enough to engulf even the most extravagant penis, from base to tip. Just eat the thing down. And the tubes and bulbs and straps were positively medieval.  
 
    The suction mechanism was in a separate unit which needed to be wheeled out of the cupboard and then plugged in. It whirred up to speed. This wasn't some nice little sex toy. This looked like it could suck the mortar out of brickwork. 
 
    "Oh my word..." 
 
    She knew her hand was slowing, but right then, the male really wasn't paying attention. He was watching the beautiful brunette with the devil’s eyes take a nasty look into e-stim unit out of the same cupboard, and plug that into the back of the whirring base unit. When she turned it on, a long probe gave a silvery crackle. Maxine waved it like a conductor’s button.  
 
    "This is for later, when the pump has stopped having much effect. A quick zap of the prostate to really squeeze the ball sack dry. Like an empty wine skin." 
 
    She picked up the long rubber pipe and attached this to the base unit. It puzzled Rossetti a little and she commented: 
 
    "The tube doesn't have any straps on it." 
 
    "Doesn't need them. Once this is in place it sucks like a hungry hippo and you'd need to be strong to pull it off. On top settings, you'd probably rip his whole junk off at the same time. Thank you Doctor." 
 
    Rossetti moved out of the way and Maxine very quickly slipped the glass tube over his shaft. The machine gobbled it up. 
 
    "Aren't you supposed to lubricate the inside of it?" 
 
    A sharp smirk of amusement. 
 
    "That's if we're playing nice. Doesn't affect the way the machine works. And this gangbanging piece of shit is here to suffer. See how he feels about life, the universe and everything when that automilker is just ripping the spunk from his sack." 
 
    And she patted his suffering face, pouting at him. 
 
    "Now, I think, we are ready to proceed." 
 
    He was panting with expectation. The blonde warden laughed. 
 
    "Isn't that sweet. He's so desperate to orgasm he's forgotten where he is, and what we're doing to him." 
 
    The prisoner didn't last long. In under two minutes, he bucked and whined, a reddish mottle spreading over his face. What little movement was available to him was used to push himself deeper into the tube. The women watched as a thick white stream of cum was sucked into the device. 
 
    "That's pretty impressive." 
 
    "The result of edging for so long." 
 
    "I bet he feels good now." 
 
    "He will at the moment. Oh, shithead - have you noticed that the machine’s not stopped. And - it won't." 
 
    Maxine straightened up, and picked invisible lint from her uniform. 
 
    "The first couple of orgasms are pretty good. Beyond that - much less so. In the past we've considered just using prostate massage to ruin the experience but in the end - it was concluded that it's just better and more humiliating to let him have the first one free. That wave of pleasure, delivered without choice - it's very unmanning. And I don't mind giving the little shit a bit of fun because what comes next..." 
 
    She carefully turned the machine up, smiling nastily as she did so.  
 
    "We just need a little more at this point - not so easy to get that second squirt out. Or the third. The fourth..." 
 
    He was struggling against the straps now. A nice looking guy, full of the lean, hard muscle that Rossetti liked in a man. She enjoyed having that at her disposal. Her mercy. 
 
    She opened her purse and took out a packet of cigarettes. 
 
    "No one minds if I smoke?" 
 
    Grey shook her head quickly. Maxine looked quite please. Maybe it was something that a guest could do but a member of staff couldn't. In any case, Rossetti lit her smoke and inhaled deeply. 
 
    The guy was going frantic now, tugging and grunting. The pump was wobbling on his dick but otherwise seemed pretty unimpressed with his efforts.  It's steady, swift thumb thumb thumb didn't waver. 
 
    "He won't be long. May I?" 
 
    Grey wasn't looking. Maxine took Rossetti’s cigarette and helped herself to a drag. 
 
    "I love this bit, "she whispered. She inhaled quickly and blew smoke away from them, into the corner. "You can always tell when it's been a good session. The torture room smells of sweat, cum and stale smoke. Boogie on." 
 
    Rossetti took her cigarette back. It tasted of the other woman’s mouth, a kind of salty peppermint. The machine was relentlessly working at the squirming prisoner’s dick. 
 
    It proved too much for the Chief Warden. 
 
    "Well, Doctor Rossetti, I think we've seen enough here. Perhaps you would like to join me in my office to discuss how we could purchase your invention. As you can see we may need hundreds of treatments annually and that's well within my budget." 
 
    Rossetti was torn, and it probably showed in her face. On the one hand, she was obviously here to do business. Hundreds of treatments? Even at a very basic cost that meant she would be a wealthy woman. On the other hand - there was this guy strapped up like a BDSM piñata and that appealed to the nastiest part of her soul. 
 
    "I think.... I need to understand your... requirements... in a little more detail. And there's no rush with the business part, is there?" 
 
    Grey looked to be in physical pain but she forced a smile. 
 
    "No, of course not. I...shall leave you in Officer Laurent's capable hands. Please join me when you have seen enough. I have ... work to do." 
 
    She nodded her apologies again and made an uncomfortable exit. Rossetti drew meditatively on her cigarette. 
 
    "Has she actually got work to do?" 
 
    "I doubt it," Maxine laughed. "She's sweet, but she's very intense. And she really, really does hate men. On the other hand I think she gets off on this part of the work." That was followed by delicate little shrug. "But then, I guess we all do, don't we.” 
 
    "Are the two of you....?” Rossetti wasn't quite sure how to complete the question. Maxine chuckled, looking coy. 
 
    "You noticed that? Sometimes. She gets these ideas for sex games and it bothers her. She needs to follow them through. And I do like to play. She’s pretty, don't you think?" 
 
    "I would agree. Yes. But she also seems quite highly strung." 
 
    "She's a complicated lady. Not like me. I'm pretty simple. I just like to drink, fuck, and torture little wankstains like this one.“ She giggled again. “And on that subject - Do you want to see what this little puppy can really do? It’s running on a low setting the moment and that's hardly stretching it. Grey insists that the best way of doing this kind of work is slowly and steadily, but I don't actually agree. I think sometimes you've got to just throw caution to the wind and go for it." She tipped her head towards the control box. "How about I turn the little beauty up and we make the piggy squeal?" 
 
    Doctor Rossetti could not help but smile, something beautiful but dangerous. She looked at the prisoner and then back at the warden.  
 
    "Alright, let's do it. It's been a while since I felt naughty.”  
 
    Maxine took the smoke back and had another drag. 
 
    “You’re my guest here, so I’ll let you do the honours.” 
 
    The controls were very simple, just a few buttons and a dial that could be turned left or right, up or down. Show bit her lip and then did just that the sound in the room intensified. The mechanical pumping, milking noise became more louder. It took on a kind of mosquito whine. The man attached to the padded board went rigid. The mechanism was becoming demanding.  
 
    "You really didn't put any lube in that did you." 
 
    "Absolutely not. I wanted him dry. It's bad enough now, but wait until he starts to have orgasms without any liquid at all. That hurts like hell. And it's also fucking humiliating. Which is what we want." She paused long enough the pat that prisoner on the cheek and laugh in his face. It was clear that this humiliation was calculated for an effect. She turned her head to one side and looked at him with fake sympathy. "I know baby, its real torture isn't it. Strapped there, having everything makes me a man been dragged out by that machine. 
 
    Her eyes widened innocently. She had such beautiful, dark eyes, with heavy lashes. You could drown in them. And she blew smoke contemptuously into his face.  
 
    "But let's be honest, you're not really a man anymore, are you. You're just a little play thing. You're my toy." She put a hand to his face, fingers on either side of his cheeks and gave him a contemptuous little shake. It was the sort of way you might tease a child. "You're just a pathetic little waste of time, yes you are. Good for one thing." 
 
    Even while she was saying this it became obvious that her words were having an effect on the man. And why shouldn't they? He was helpless, in the clutches of a beautiful, sadistic woman. No matter how macho they might pretend to be, or how many tattoos they might put all over their muscly bodies, men always responded to that sort of treatment.  
 
    Rossetti smirked and finished the last inch of the cigarette. She threw it on the floor and ground a toe over it. Her fingers began to tease open the buttons of her very white blouse. Two beautiful women, she corrected. She was subtle, to an extent. Just undid the blouse far enough that her deep cleavage was on display. It drew the man's eyes like a magnet. It was a look she was very familiar with. It was also one but she enjoyed. It turned her on.  
 
    Maxine also noticed the new, more revealing neckline. Her eyebrows rose approvingly.  
 
    "Is it getting warm in here for you doctor? 
 
    "Perhaps just a little." 
 
    "It gets like that. We need air conditioning. I can just imagine the way the sweat is running down the small of your back towards your buttocks. A single drop might now be making its way towards them. What are you wearing under that skirt?" 
 
    It was a very blunt question. You could tell her boss had just left the room.  
 
    "Wouldn’t you like to know.”  
 
    "I would love to know. And I think the prisoner here is even more excited than I am” She reached down and took a firm grip on the cylinder. When she pulled it upwards the pumping actions continued and he was groaning behind the gag. It was not clear that he was fully conscious. A few more jingles of the glass head bought him back to screaming attention. “Don't you fucking day pass out. I was inquiring here about what the doctor has under her skirt. Don't try and tell me you aren't interested." And she's slapped his red face. Some sweat flew off his forehead. 
 
    "Doctor, you were saying, hm?" 
 
    "Well, at the moment it's a very bitty little lace thong. It barely covers my slit." 
 
    "A cachet sex? That's what we'd call it in France." 
 
    "Pretty much. But it's also a tiny bit abrasive. So - I'm slightly sore down there. It feels a little red and aroused.”  
 
    "But still very pretty, I imagine." 
 
    "I have a lovely cunt, it's true. People find it very exciting." 
 
    "Just like this fuck." 
 
    Her hand gave another hard tug on the glass tube and pulled it halfway off the thick shaft. There were some very strange suction noises around it and Rossetti giggled. She bit her lip and all those comments about her vulva being stimulated became entirely true. But then the instrument was dropped back into place. The gurgling vacuum cleaner from hell noises stopped, to be replaced by muffled sobs of distress. 
 
    “They can't resist, you see. Men. Such simple biological machines. So easily and quickly turned on, even in situations like this. I think this one is about to squirt what remains of his load.” 
 
    She grabbed his hair and gripped it hard, slamming his head back against the machine. Her beauty was fierce. 
 
    "It's the eyes. You can always tell." 
 
    "Well, I find it small the balls. Those delicate little shudders." 
 
    "Yeah, usually. But at the moment, this one's sack has almost been emptied.” 
 
    Rossetti moved herself closer. He wanted this piece of mail shit to smell her perfume. To see the slight bloom of excitement on her perfect white skin. To know she was turned on by the thought of hurting him. It was an incredible aphrodisiac for men. 
 
    "Do you think he's thinking about my pussy?" 
 
    "I'm sure. I mean - I am, so why shouldn't he be?" 
 
    This was accompanied by a raise of the eyebrows. 
 
    "God you are so delicious," Rossetti purred.  
 
    "Just dying to ask for a taste, aren't you." 
 
    "If you think the chief warden won’t mind." 
 
    We really don't have that kind of a thing. 
 
    And so Rossetti kissed her. Not hard, not with that fake, open-mouthed pawing kind of excitement, but something more tender. The kind of kiss you gave someone at the start of an evening when you wanted them to know that you were not in a hurry. Tongues gently brushed and their eyes said: so, you like this, huh? 
 
    Maxine's fingers softly stroked the blonde’s neck, making her shiver. How the fuck could a stroke if the fingertips do that? said Rossetti’s expression. 
 
    Because I'm THAT good came the reply in the other woman’s eyes. And then they kissed again. This time there was more to it. 
 
    The male jerked in the straps they realised he was starting to orgasm again. 
 
    They decided to turn the machine up. Both of them washed with an almost detached sense of scientific curiosity, just wondering what effect this was going to have a. The room just filled up with a noise a bit like a pneumatic drill. It was horribly mechanical. It was overlaid by a helpless whining scream, but that was muffled. The women coldly observed what was happening. 
 
    "I suppose I should ask: do you have a girlfriend?" 
 
    Rossetti gave her the sort of look you might in a club when you aren't sure how to answer that. She looked Maxine over from boots to eyes. She smiled and said 'yes...’ though there was a 'but'... left hanging in the air." 
 
    "Ah. Is she the jealous kind?" 
 
    "Terribly. And she has a very nasty, sadistic streak." 
 
    "So does Gary." 
 
    "Oh. Does that... is that what you like?" 
 
    "When it's done properly. By an expert." 
 
    Kali's more than expert. She's a fucking artist. Rossetti sighed. I dread to think what she'd come up with if she thought the two of us had been - intimate.”  
 
    “She doesn't do share?" 
 
    "I didn't say that. Frankly, you know how sadists are." 
 
    "Any excuse." 
 
    "Any excuse. As long as you're her type." 
 
    "What does she like?" 
 
    And Rossetti looked at her again, with a raise of the eyebrows. 
 
    "She'd certainly like you." 
 
    “So getting your phone number is not out of the question?” 
 
    Rossetti folded her arms, thinking about that. 
 
    “Oh look - he's about to cum again. This is the first of his dry orgasms, I think. That's going to really hurt. 
 
    “In a week his prostate will still be feeling like a pickled walnut.”  
 
    The man screamed and trashed as the climax took him. There was only the faintest splash of clear liquid in the tube. 
 
    Rossetti felt a hot flush between the thighs. It would be so easy to pop two fingers down there and bring herself off. Easy but horribly unprofessional. Instead she just lit another cigarette to steady her nerves, and this time she could offer the brunette one too. 
 
    It took a few minutes for the machine to do its work. This time, the expression on his face was unique - even Rossetti, who had inflicted a lot of pain on men over her long career - found it hard to describe. It must have hurt like a hot iron bolt being shoved up his ass, but clearly that was nothing compared to the humiliation of being watched while he produced - nothing. Before there had been an attempt at some kind of fluid. This time he was utterly dry. Even the machine could get nothing out of him. Every muscle in his body was thrashing. If he had not been literally strapped to the mechanism he would be been off it. 
 
    But he was strapped to it, by thick bands of leather and steel that meant he was going nowhere. His face was wet with sweat and tears, his chest drawing breath quickly, his arms banded so that every line of his form was delineated. But he was nothing to them. He knew it. It was fucking beautiful. 
 
    "How many more?" 
 
    Maxine slowly exhaled around a smile, the fragrant cloud caught by the lights, making his torture look like martyrdom. 
 
    "Three more. I'll probably have to get the probe up his asshole and electrify the prostate - which will really hurt. Three jolts of that is the limit. After that we risk actually burning it away, and then what would be the use of him? Not that I care." 
 
    "That's a wonderful attitude." 
 
    "What are men for except lifting heavy things and giving us the seed we need for making babies. Though I have to say, I love my job because of that." 
 
    "Because....?" 
 
    "I'm kind of addicted to spunk? The smell, the texture? It's a versatile substance and it's ultimately where life comes from. I just - really wish it wasn't pissant men who produce it." 
 
    "True. So true." 
 
    She grinned at Maxine, who was also wetting her lips with the results of cruel excitement. 
 
    "I think we really need to talk more seriously about this."  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you wanted to describe Kali's mood in a single word, you couldn't do better than 'surly'. If you want to use two, then 'fucking surely' would cover it nicely. As soon as Rossetti walked through the doors she was met by her lover, looking commanding with her arms folded and her handsome face fully made up with smokey mascara and very red lips. 
 
    "You were supposed to be home hours ago." 
 
    "I know, sorry." 
 
    Rossetti fussed around a bit greeting their man-toy, who had affectionately crawled out on all fours. She patted his leather masked head, asked him if he had been a good boy etc etc. It pissed Kali off even more.  
 
    "Stop that! We were supposed to be going out. Look at me." 
 
    It was true, she was dressed in her favourite outfit, black slacks and a very tight grey roll neck top. It looked quite plain until you realised how tight everything was. The wool clung to her like cycling Lycra. Once she had a leather jacket over that, the image was complete. Tough - which she was - but damned sexy. Even though her lover often said she looked like a throwback to a 70s cop show.  
 
    "So where have you been." 
 
    "Getting rich." 
 
    "Excuse me?" 
 
    "Yup. I signed a contract today to supply my genital control devices to one of the big prison companies. Not every convict, just certain cases that need more intense treatment. But it's a huge deal. It's worth thousands."  
 
    She started making much of the man toy again, tickling him under the chin and saying he should be happy because Mistress was very happy. When she looked up again, Kali was just a touch less pissed off.  
 
    "So you're finally a lady of independent means. No more hustling for grants," 
 
    "That's right. So it's a new car for me, and lots of new dresses." Then Rossetti laughed.  
 
    "Don't worry darling. It's not all about me. I brought you something too." 
 
    And at that moment, hearing her cue, Maxine came into the room. She looked very different to how she had appeared at work.  
 
    One of Kali's sexual fantasies was 'the slutty schoolgirl.' It was a bit ridiculous because it involved putting your hair in bunches, wearing a tight skirt that was way too short, and a blouse pulled out and tied around the mid drift. She'd mentioned it a couple of times but as pillow talk, an indirect 'how would you feel about..." Rossetti had just laughed and changed the subject.  
 
    But she and Maxine had gone for a drink after her shift and it turned out that the sexy brunette had no problem with it. She was the kind of party girl quite happy to dress for a special occasion.  
 
    So there she was - everything from the bobby socks to the revealing knotted blouse. Her skirt was green plaid and tiny, exposing ridiculously long legs. Her hands were behind her back and her chin was down, but with the most fake attempt at contrition you ever saw in your life. 
 
    "Who the actual fuck is THIS slut?" 
 
    "She just followed me home. Can we keep her?" 
 
    Kali folded her arms again. She looked at the lover who had arrived late and pissed her off. She looked at the man who pissed her off simply by existing and breathing. And she looked at this new intruder in her life, an elegantly constructed brunette with cheekbones to die for but clearly a shitty attitude. She was even chewing gum, for fucks sake. And at that very moment, she popped a big pink bubble of it. 
 
    "You've clearly told her about some of my fantasies." 
 
    "All of them darling. And we're here to make them all come true." As she said it, she lifted the man's face towards hers, and gave him a little tap on the nose, her red hails beautiful against the rich black leather. "You'll be playing your part too. At some stage we'll need that cock." Her eyes turned back to her lover. "Won't we, darling. I mean - bukake needs ingredients. And Maxine has also told me some of her fantasies. They include straps, and having pretty patterns drawn on her face in glitter and cum." 
 
    Kali tutted. There was a riding crop on the side table. She picked this up and tapped the end of it in her palm, considering. Not that the situation called for anything as simple as a crop.  
 
    "I just hope this bitch likes pain, because no one plays with my toys without paying a price. Especially not some little slut who never hands in assignments on time." she announced this in a harsh whisper which gave the other three chills. But Kali was fighting down the beginnings of a very dirty smile. It was a challenge. And she was ready to give them an evening of torture and sex they wouldn't forget in a hurry... 
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    And if you missed the first part of this story, its available here: 
 
    Obedience Treatment 
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    WELCOME TO OBEDIENCE 
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    And here is the first part of my latest series – ‘Welcome to Obedience’  
 
    In this series, a young British hitch hiker finds himself in the south of the United States, where it’s more handcuffs and whips than magnolia and mint juleps. The town is run by sadistic women, and they treat everyman in town as their sex slave…    
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    And, if you would like to read more of my work, there are several available on Amazon: 
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