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    Maxine was tied to the padded leather bench, completely, gloriously naked and spread out like a starfish. Her body was incredible, with a narrow waist and hard little tits capped by small but beautifully formed nipples. They were fully erect now and seemed to curve very slightly upwards. Her face was heartbreakingly pretty, with a shapely mouth and a small, straight nose. It’s cheek bones were heavy and a little prominent, but she had an oriental grandmother so it was to be expected. The girl displayed that wonderful beauty so typical of French women. None of that was earning her any mercy tonight.  
 
    The most important thing, the killer factor, was just the expression of total bliss on her face. The little sobs and moans of pleasure.  Her ankles were kept widely apart by crimson ropes tied around them, stretching her to the width of the antique couch. With her knees a little bent it was possible to see Maxine’s vulva, covered by only a lightly pruned thatch of pubic hair. She was very wet down there, excited, turned on, fuckable. 
 
    As she lay deliciously helpless, her face was being decorated. The right side of it sparkled with bronze glitter and something sticky which made a pale base. To the casual glance it could have been glue, but it was actually spunk. Cum was being applied to her features with a paint brush. There were already designs in blue and gold on her right breast, and more on her taught belly. The crimson ropes proved their value then because Maxine was very ticklish and having semen brushed around her ribs was almost enough to break any signs of composure.  
 
    She wet her lips quickly and reminded herself that this erotic ordeal was not torture. She was the guest of honour here. But it was an unusual honour. She was more like the Plat du jour.  
 
    At that very moment, a masked man was painfully beating off again, aiming to land a fresh load of cum on Maxine's chin. This was his third ejaculation and he was struggling. Behind him, a statuesque brunette in thigh boots and a tight corset was applying a little 'encouragement'. This meant striking his reddened buttocks with a heavy whip and calling him filthy names.  
 
    Maxine slowly closed her eyes and purred. The two doctors had promised her quite a party and they‘d certainly delivered. One captive male had already been rendered empty and useless for any further contribution. That didn't matter. He’d been handed over to the other guests to use 'as they saw fit.' Well, they saw fit to torture him with candle wax and ice. His muffled screams mixed well with the eerie electric pop mix tape.  
 
    It sounded like a great success out there. This wasn't a 'bring a bottle party, this was a 'bring a man whore.' And one by one, every single male was being forced to empty his sack onto the writhing, gasping brunette, who Rossetti was transforming into an art installation. Men were reduced to their lowest value - something that women could use as decoration.  
 
    The current male had been deliberately kept deprived for weeks and his first unload had been thick and creamy, enough to secure all the glitter on her face and neck. This third batch was for her lips and she couldn't wait for the sensation of greasy cum splashing down close to her mouth. She was trying very hard to keep still. It would be crap if  he just came in her hair.   
 
    Maxine shivered, and gave a deep moan. No question. These sadistic doctors sure knew how to throw a party.  
 
    Kali, the brunette in the corset, seemed genuinely angry tonight. She beat the man across the thighs and buttocks as if she could literally thrash an ejaculation out of him. Given that they’d gathered nothing but submissive men for this party, she probably could, too. Doctor Rossetti  loved making twenty first century sexual torture machines. They could turn a man into an obedient automaton. Kali was just a sadistic bitch and preferred to work hands on. The table behind her was covered with pain toys, everything from thin whips to heavy paddles made of ebony and neoprene. It was enough to make a submissive’s spine tingle.  
 
    More blows followed. More grunts. And then the sudden shock of hot spunk landing across Maxine’s nose and chin, a kind of zig zag line crossing her mouth. It felt heavy and had that unmistakably rancid smell of cum. It was just as well those red cords were holding her still.  
 
    "That's it. This one needs to rest. I'm going to put him back with the others," Kali announced. She was just matter of fact about it. 'This man is empty, I'll open another.' Her black leather corset was so tight against her powerful body that it squeaked as she moved away. But she looked so hot in her comically traditional dominatrix uniform of corset, opera gloves, thigh boots and - well really nothing except a small mask. Certainly not a smile.  
 
    Maxine had to resist the temptation to lick the spunk off her upper lip. Rossetti tutted and started to work on decorating the right side of the girl’s mouth. She was looking for a lop-sided effect with the body paint, like some 1980s New Romantic singer. The brush was soft and the light bristles carefully pulled up the spunk and coated the lips thickly. Then she sprinkled glitter in place, creating a weird kind of half clown look, with metallic scarlet, the colour of a bad girls dress at a very good party. 
 
    "Hm, you look great," Rossetti told her, sitting with the brush in one hand and her tube of glitter in the other. "Just try not to lick that off until Nicky’s done the photographs." 
 
    "And if I do?"  
 
    "Then we'll leave you tied up and no one gets to fuck you." She leaned forwards and gave her a smouldering look. "There's about three people here that are just lining up to make you cum, or at least, fuck you until they do. Amber has made a special point of bringing her favourite strap on just for the occasion.”  
 
    She patted the girl’s hand. The unpainted one. 
 
    "I know you're getting turned on. We will bring you off, I promise.  Not long now." 
 
    "Why did I ever volunteer for this?" 
 
    "Because you know how hard you'll cum?" 
 
    Maxine had to agree. The first night she played with Kali and Rossetti, she'd had to call in sick the next day. Inability to see straight because of the power of orgasms. During the last few sessions she'd sensed a degree of restraint. They were good, deeply satisfying, but not exploring the edge of her desires. Tonight's adventure.... well, that was proving to be very different. 
 
    Rossetti was celebrating the first of many payments from the government. Her genital control tool was going live. There was a new Mercedes on the drive, she had a wonderful new necklace, which brought out the pretty blue of her eyes - and she was throwing a 'party' which was basically an insane screw fest, with booze, fancy dress, and a fuck-ton of experimental sex.  
 
    Doctor Rossetti gave her captive a dirty smirk. 
 
    "This isn't easy for you, is it?" 
 
    "This is fine. Seriously." 
 
    "That's a lie. I understand. You're an experimental fuck but you're not a whore. You'd have to be an adult performer to be unmoved by all this. It's one thing to be naked in front of a crowd, but to be wanked on and decorated? Being the canvas for artistic bukake  requires some special nerve." She leaned forwards, her lips almost brushing Maxine's ear as she whispered "Anything could happen here. You could be tortured - that might be Kali's plan and she does like playing with electricity. And we have men here, ones with outrageously big cocks - I might have brought them here for the sole purpose of raping you - over and over again." 
 
    Maxine rolled her eyes closed and shivered, bit bothering to disguise how these thoughts turned her on. She looked magnificent, stretched out on the fawn leather couch, her voluptuous body held down firmly, its beauty emphasised by the body paint and the defilement. She fought down a growing lust. 
 
    "You are such a cunt." 
 
    Rossetti laughed, a beautiful, silver noise. 
 
    "No. This is a cunt. And really quite a splendid one." 
 
    She stroked the girls slit, causing her to open her lips and pant like a dog ready for mounting.  
 
    "Of course we know how to turn you on, Kali and are psychologists. you're putty in our hands." 
 
    But this was all a game. The two doctors were cruel and inventive with women, but that was a side line. Men, on the other hand... 
 
    Like the one that Kali was dragging across on a lead. His hands were cuffed behind his back which showed off the breadth of his impressive shoulders. He was gagged, so the shape of his mouth was obscured, but the rest of his face was clear. He was handsome, in that blank, classical way. Quite young, though clearly out of his depth. Kali gave his leash a fierce jerk.  
 
    "This is Otto, my contribution to the party table. Meet Otto, everyone. He likes computer games and undemanding books. He's an undergraduate at St John’s University and thought it would be fun to answer an advertisement for a sex party." 
 
    Everybody laughed. He was looking terrified, but eventually he focused on Maxine and calmed down somewhat. She was such a beauty, even without the highly erotic decoration. Her breasts were shapely, not large but pleasantly formed. Mouth sized. She had beautifully tanned skin but there was still a blush of pink around the areolas. Her nipples looked  hard and stood out against the soft flesh, aroused and ready for him. And her neatly trimmed pubic hair framed a sex that just begged to be fucked. 
 
    Then Kali jerked the leash again, almost pulling him over. The young man grunted but wisely fell mute. 
 
    "Things you should know about Otto: in some ways, Otto has a near genius level intellect. And in other ways, he's an absolute fucking moron. He actually thought he was just going to waltz in here and fuck you." 
 
    Maxine's eyes narrowed, becoming those of a fierce alley cat. 
 
    "Did he indeed?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "That deserves punishment. Untie my hands.” 
 
    They did. She changed posture languidly, moving like a lazy ballet dancer, careful not to disturb her body paint. Just - aware of it. Driven half mad by the smell of cum on her face, right under her nose. She stretched out a hand and stroked his chest. 
 
    "What does he need? Nipple clamps. I like those. That would gild this lily, I think." 
 
    Otto's eyes widened, which made her smile, sensing fear. Kali took that moment to hit him very hard across the thighs. 
 
    "We have plenty of those." 
 
    Maxine's eyes narrowed even more, surveying his body like a piece of rare meat. 
 
    "Make this one suffer. He deserves it for his presumption." 
 
    Rossetti pushed her back down again. 
 
    "Keep still, you. We are far from finished." 
 
    "I understand. But I want to see this one really hurt." 
 
    "You will."  
 
    They brought out some special clamps. These were not just fiercely tight, they had nasty looking black cables which ran from them to a small but powerful shock box. There was something horribly ‘home electronics’ about it. He winced and tried to shy away as the first clamps were connected, but Kali just held him and laughed. When the metal but into the flesh of his nipple, he screamed behind the gag and his eyes filled with tears.  
 
    Rossetti didn't want to hurry the second clamp. She stroked his cheek, her face overflowing with mock sympathy. She had ice blonde hair and such a sweet face, Otto might even have begun to trust her.  
 
    "Oh, my poor boy. Were you lured here with the promise of sex? You thought you were going to get to fuck a beautiful woman and not pay any price for it? You really were that naive? Amazing." Her smile was slow, and beautiful, and terrifying, because it was caused by nothing but the thought of hurting him and he could see that. This woman was insanely gorgeous. She looked like a centrefold. And he suspected that torturing him would make her cum. 
 
    “Oh don't worry," Rossetti pushed hair back from this face, admiring both his handsome features and the raw terror. "I have something special in mind for this one. He's too fresh, and far too arrogant, to just ignore. He's going to cum on your other tit. I want the body design to be asymmetrical but complementary. Counterpointed, if you will." 
 
    Kali snapped the crop she was holding and gave a rich, dirty laugh.  
 
    “You've been reading art books again, haven't you? You all know she's a frustrated painter, don't you. And far better at art than science.” 
 
    “Bitch,” the blonde snapped, back, playfully.  
 
    None of this helped the man's composure. If these two maniacs treated each other like that, then they would have no mercy on him, that was obvious. And he wasn't sure about the choice of music for this party, either. It set his teeth on edge, it was darkly electric sleazy strip club music, but far more up market, as if it had been created by a modern Avant Garde composer for a porn movie. He grunted into his bit gag and shivered. 
 
    Otto was moved into position, standing broadside on to the gorgeous brunette with the incredible body. She looked back at him. Maxine's gaze was imperious. It was clear that even though she was to be his cum receptacle, she was in charge. He was nothing. Utterly worthless. A glue dispenser. She did not look away from him as they retied her hands with the thick red cords. It was obvious she was impatient to see the switch thrown on the shock box. 
 
    Then Kali put an arm over his shoulder and whispered: 
 
    “What I love most is that you can't tell anyone a word about this. I'm sure you'd love to, but just think how pathetic that would make you look.”  
 
    She pulled his chin round so that he was facing her, and gave him a very quick peck on the lips. Kali rarely kissed any of her victims, so this proved how relaxed she was. Happy and playful and yes, maybe a little drunk. "And of course, you can't even complain to the university board because if a man does that, what are they going to believe? That one of your specialist tutors invited you to a sex party and made use of this?" She squeezed his cock, hard..."and now you're complaining? No one would believe that. And so few men are even given a place at university, you'd be expelled and replaced before the week was out." 
 
    She leaned closer, hot breath in his ear, and whispered: "So don't be a bitch about it. Take your punishment, enjoy your punishment - get used to it - and have your essay on my desk for Monday morning.” 
 
    And as if to emphasise how pointless and worthless he was, she used the crop on his arse and thighs, the heavy blows making him cry out behind the gag, even dance from one leg to the other. The party guests all laughed. 
 
    “Have you explained the situation to him?” Rossetti asked. 
 
    "I think he understands." 
 
    "Good." 
 
    Doctor Rossetti lifted a toolbox up onto the table. She stroked it longingly. 
 
    "This was a first attempt at what's going to make me rich. Sadly, it never got through the testing phase - everyone insisted it was too dangerous. But at that stage, I was thinking of products for home use, rather than prisons.”   
 
    She opened the lid and removed the devices which had been stored carefully in shaped foam rubber cut outs. The first was a silvery ring, quite thick, almost a penis sheath. Rossetti’s experienced hands slipped this over his shaft and switched it on. A mixture of pressure from an internal rubber ring, and slightly whirring vibrations followed. They worked perfectly. His prick responded and began to swell. She looked at the expression on his face and giggled, only regaining composure by pressing a knuckle to her lips. 
 
    “Hm... sorry... how unprofessional!  Ok so, this is frightening I imagine. We all know that these things –cocks - have a mind of their own, but to see it in action... that can't be nice. Don’t worry, precious animal, I can assure you there's worse to come.”  And she blew him a kiss. 
 
    The machine kept working, and he kept growing hard.  
 
    The psychological effect on him was delicious, and clear from his expression. A battle was taking place between disgust and arousal. He was afraid  - understandably -  and he probably hated every woman in the room. Hated them as much as he feared them, too. But Kali was right - his situation was hopeless. What was left to him except blind rage? Well, it seemed - shuddering arousal. If he could have willed himself  to have a limp dick he would have done so, there was no question of that. Instead, he found himself becoming gradually more and more aroused. His cock went upwards like the slow raising of a flag. An increasingly Communist flag, as it turned deepest red. His eyes became wet as the crowd surrounded him, laughing, pointing. And soon even he was feeling the pleasure and need every male finds in a stiff cock. This humiliation couldn’t stop that. It may even have intensified it.  
 
    Kali tapped the erection with her riding crop. She didn’t speak, but raised an eyebrow with approval. Rossetti tried to act more like a serious professional, controlling, making comments about skin tension and blood pressure measurements. But her smile was deliriously happy.  
 
    “I think we are now ready for the second step." 
 
    Kali bent her riding crop enthusiastically. Rossetti laughed and shook her head.  
 
    “No darling -  well  - you can tap it with that nasty thing if you like, but I was thinking more of this:” 
 
    From the case, she lifted up a slim, ridged piece of silvery steel, no bigger than a pencil. There was a large bulb of red glass on the very top. 
 
    “This was my attempt at improving on the Pear of Anguish. It’s a sonic, rather than mechanical device, created to torture all those nerves in the anus.”  
 
    Everyone was watching the floorshow now. Kali and Rossetti always gave good parties but this was off the chart, it was exceptional. There would be some serious fucking done tonight. Part of the attraction was a degree of jealousy towards the blonde sadist. Not because of the money her new deal brought her, but because she had Kali, who was inventive and utterly gorgeous. And  now she had a second incredibly sexy fucktoy, Maxine. It seemed just – unfair.  
 
    “This is – really going to hurt.” 
 
    Rossetti began carefully. She smeared the probe with generous amounts of lubricant. She also let him see what was coming, her sultry glance passing between what her hands were doing, and the growing look of horror on his face. 
 
    “Oh yeah, you'll know about it when we turn this on.” 
 
    Shy wanted him to know what was coming. A perfect ice blonde, holding a pain toy, trying very hard not to get too much of that messy gloop on her beautifully manicured red nails. It was very hard for him not to be turned on. 
 
    “You'll need to part your buttocks so I can get this in.” 
 
    He didn’t shuffle his legs apart fast enough; Kali lashed the back of his knees with her crop. 
 
    “Fucking move! Now! Obey!” 
 
    And he did. It was reluctant but seeing no choice, he shuffled his heels outwards until his buttocks were sufficiently separated for access. It made his cock wobble and various women observing sneered. 
 
    “Thank you. What a darling,” Rossetti chuckled. And she carefully pushed the bulbous red glass tip through the sphincter, and deep into his bowels. It passed into him as with kind of ‘squish’ noise that made everyone watching laugh. Everyone except the man, who felt the cold intrusion inside his anus and knew that worse - far worse - was going to follow.    
 
    “Good doggie. Now, this may hurt – well actually it’s going to hurt one hell of a lot.” 
 
    She turned the handle, just a little. Even over the noise of the party music you could hear the deadly, mean insect whine. Judging from the expression on his face and the wired trembling of his muscles, the pain this simple move created was exquisite. He shrieked into his gag and would have fallen over, if Kali had not just grabbed hold of him by the hair and kept him upright. 
 
    “Fucking take it, you worthless piece of shit.” 
 
    “It has that effect. We can sort of hear it, but inside his arse, the ultrasonic waves are agitating the nerves, but without any obvious physical damage. It’s better than fire, it’s even better than ice. Agony but no physical impact.  Now, if I turn this up a little…”and she did. The man began to judder, his eyes actually rolling. “We can see the effect. It might as well be sharpened steel carving his rectum open.” 
 
    She pushed some hair back from her face and smirked, her crimson lips spreading into an expression of pure, angelic evil. Kali was also enjoying his suffering, but looked dubious. 
 
    “Will he still be able to write that essay for me?” 
 
    “He might not be able to sit down to do it, but if he doesn’t hand that in, it’s just laziness. And we don’t like lazy little boys, do we? No. No we don’t.”  
 
    Everyone was looking at his cock, throbbing and twitching as if it was about to explode. Kali tapped it with her crop. She wasn’t gentle with it, but the blow didn’t have any effect on his erection. 
 
    “That’s some good wood,” she laughed. “And this was just a prototype?” 
 
    “Yes. It worked, but the assessment of it was ‘too brutal for home use’. But it made a great starting point for my work.”  
 
    She ran a painted nail across his cheek, and for just a second, it looked as if she was going to favour him with a kiss. She was ridiculously beautiful and he would  have welcomed it. But instead he received a playful little slap. 
 
    “I think it’s time you came, don’t you? We need a good splash of jizz, right on Maxine’s incredible boob. If it ends up on the floor, I’ll hand you over to Kali. She won’t whip you to death because she wants that essay from you but … Hm, yeah, you’ll suffer.  She knows how to do that." 
 
    It was too much. There were a few smothered gurgles and then he shot his load, the hot white spunk falling right on target, splashing across Maxine’s perfect tit. 
 
    There was a round of applause, but whether that was for Otto, or for his tormentors, was unclear . 
 
    “Well aimed, that man,” Rossetti laughed. And she picked up her brush to continue experimenting with Bukake. Kali took the male by the hair and dragged him across to a flogging horse they’d hired for the occasion. She strapped him to it, but then used ankle restraints to raise his bare feet so that they were towards her. She took a hard swallow of wine and then picked up a short baton. Something like a Russian knout.   
 
    “I want that essay from you, worm. And you don’t need your feet to write. So I’m going to amuse myself with a little bastinado until you’re ready to wank on Maxine’s body again.” 
 
    It was, basically, a really wild evening.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Parties always end with a lot of clearing up, and next morning it looked as if a drone strike had hit their place. Half empty food trays and filthy dishes, cigarette ends in the tartar sauce. Glasses, empty bottles, several types of suspicious looking powder. It was clear that a fine time had been had by all. And mostly, it could be left to the hired cleaners. 
 
    At about midday, Rossetti had to haul herself out of bed because she had an appointment at Fairlawn Prison. It took a lot of fruit juice and coffee to get her back on her feet again, but that - and a very cold shower - did the trick. With a heavy coat of war paint she still managed to look like a professional academic. 
 
    Maxine did not. She had grey smudges under her eyes, messed up hair, and the remains of glitter still fixed to her cheek. She was wearing a dressing gown but it was only lightly belted. There was nothing to stop her sneaking a hand inside and scratching her fanny. Not very elegant but she’d downed prodigious amounts of Cognac after she’d been photographed in artistic bukake. 
 
    More than anything else, she looked concerned. 
 
    “Are you sure about this?” 
 
    “I’m responsible for the testing phase of my product.” 
 
    “I know. I’m just a bit worried that you have to work with Grey.” 
 
    “She seems like a sweetie when you get to know her.” 
 
    “She’s not. She’s really not.” 
 
    “A bit uptight?” 
 
    “Crissi, she’s a dangerous cunt. She wouldn’t be able to do her job if she wasn’t.  I can tell you from my own experience that she’s devious and unpredictable. And she might be angry with you.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “She just… might. Like I say, she’s unpredictable.” 
 
    Rossetti kissed her on the clean side of her face. Then she patted her hand, softly. 
 
    “I'm sure it’ll be fine. There's work and there's our personal lives. Even today, the two don’t mix.” 
 
    That was truly how it felt. But also, she just wanted to get behind the wheel of her new sporty car and put her foot down.  Women were in charge now, and statistically they were better drivers than men, so the speed limits on certain roads had been lifted - if you had tits. The M4 effectively became her own racetrack. Maybe she would have enjoyed it more if she'd not been quite so tired and hung over but - fuck that. One twenty and the car handled like a dream. 
 
    The world was good. She was gorgeous, she was heading down to a job she loved, and the government was parting with a fuckton of money for her efforts. Hard to see wat could be better, really.  
 
    The prison still looked like an ogre’s castle out of a fairy tale, but with modern additions like high wire fences and a Plexiglas security desk. Rossetti admired the way that it was not exclusively female run but the men were kept in their place. They were used for the sort of grunt work everyone knew suited them. Shifting boxes. Physically hauling prisoners around. The female wardens all just looked so pretty, with their hair up in buns and their tight skirts, and the laundered blouses with those cute little bows. There was something kinky about it, she had to admit, but she’d quite like to have worked there. Her own outfit - a professional but rather chic suit - might need an overhaul when the next load of money came in. She and Kali deserved a shopping trip to Paris. 
 
    Chief Warden Grey welcomed her exactly as before: a firm handshake from an attractive but slightly uptight professional. The horn rimmed glasses were still a little too much.  
 
    “Thank you so much for your time, Doctor Rossetti.” 
 
    “Oh it’s my pleasure, believe me, if there's any sort of problem with implementing the program obviously, I'd want to be here.” 
 
    A tight smile. 
 
    “Obviously.” 
 
    They went through all of the formal procedures for signing in and then Grey led her across the quadrangle into one of the newer buildings. Like everything here, it looked secure but it also scientific, as if it was part of the hospital block. 
 
    “This is where the programme is going to be implemented. I was hoping you could look at it and tell us whether or not it’s going to be suitable. And also I have another piece of our old equipment that I'd like you to look at for us and- well, just give us your opinion on.” 
 
    “Certainly.” 
 
    She let them into the new area with a simple swipe card. Rossetti found it quite sad that all of those old locks and keys and been dispensed with. Everything nowadays was so clinical. Where were the dark corridors and the rusty chains, the key swinging from the matron’s belt. The sound of that heavy skirt swishing over cold stones? 
 
    I really have read too much porn set in old prisons, she thought. 
 
    “Is something amusing you, doctor?” Grey asked with a querulous smile. 
 
    “No, I was just thinking how much the prison system’s changed.” 
 
    “Since…?” 
 
    “I suppose since those 1940s Warner movies. I’m sure you watched them… things like – Jimmy Cagney?” 
 
    “Jimmy …Cagney?” 
 
    “Yeah…” 
 
    She felt a bit silly bringing him up, but one of the things that she and Kali often did was to sit around and watch those old movies. Life couldn't be a nonstop round of endless inventive fucking. There had to be space for popcorn and snuggles too.  And - they enjoyed black and white gangster movies. 
 
    Grey shook her head as if baffled, but slightly amused too.   
 
    “We can look at the obedience treatment facilities in a minute. I want to get your views on this, first.” 
 
    “Uhm… sure.”  
 
    She opened another door and showed Rossetti the machine. 
 
    The thing was an overcomplicated mess of struts and straps and cuffs, with bits of equipment hanging off it. Everything looked crude by the standards of the latest technology but that didn’t mean it was ineffective - if she could work out what the hell it was supposed to do. The base was an X shaped couch with minimal padding and lots of straps. There was a small control box and a few metal and rubber devices wired to it, all coiled up and ready for use. Whatever they might be designed to do. The upright part of the structure consisted of separate pads where it looked like a second prisoner would kneel. There were more straps on that, and a kind of high angled chin up bar thing which might be for a second pair of hands. Maybe a third if they stood over the prisoner? No, that made no sense. Where a second person might kneel, there was a bulky which could be raised or lowered so that it would fit very closely under the occupant’s groin. The most eye catching element was a long rubber dildo at the back. This was fixed into another machine by a ratchet device, a bit like a hand drill.   
 
    It didn’t help that her head was starting to throb from the hang over. 
 
    At first Rossetti couldn’t quite work out what this monstrosity did. So - one prisoner was strapped down and there was some kind of e-stim attachment. Then the second….what? The second victim would be forced to kneel over the first, and there were plenty of wobbly, rubbery things in the saddle under them, not to mention the anal intruder. So it provided a double decker fuck.  Beyond that, she really couldn't make out how it functioned, or even how many people might play ‘Twisted Twister’ with it. It looked fun though, and she was pleasantly excited at the thought of seeing it in action. 
 
    She tapped it, and pushed back a swirl of ice blonde hair from her face. 
 
    "This deals with two prisoners at once?" 
 
    "Yes, that's the idea." 
 
    "Intriguing." 
 
    "I'm glad you think so. There are a few problems with its operation and I was hoping you might give us some advice on overcoming them." 
 
    Rossetti’s tummy flipped over at the thought of that. She could see - lots of possibilities. 
 
    "I would be only too glad to." 
 
    "I thought you might." 
 
    “On a prisoner?” 
 
    “I think this needs to be done live.” 
 
    Grey rang through to the cells and two officers in those pretty uniforms brought out a male. None of the women asked what he had done or whether sexual torture was applicable for his crime. That didn't matter to them, or anyone else in the system these days. He was tall, broad chested and had a good length of cock hanging down between his legs, that was enough.  
 
    The two corrections officers forced him onto the machine and strapped him in place, using reinforced leather cuffs around his wrists and ankles. One officer forced his mouth open and the second pushed a ball gag in place. Rossetti loved the spectacle and found it arousing her. Not greatly - there was no likely hood of anything unseemly - but God she loved her work. 
 
    Flicking some hair off her face she opened her purse and took out a pack of cigarettes. 
 
    “You don't mind if I smoke, do you?” 
 
    And a flicker of the most curious smile passed across Grey’s lips. 
 
    “Why not.” 
 
    “Would you...” 
 
    “Nasty habit.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Be like that then, Rossetti thought. She extracted a cigarette and lit it as she watched them arrange the man on his bed of pain. He was not tamed and tried his strength against the restraints, which did nothing more than display taught muscles and delicious vulnerability. 
 
    Oh my, Rossetti thought, inhaling slowly. Her lips curled with sadistic pleasure. I really love my work. 
 
    When he was in place, one of the officers began to attach the actual torture device to his body. It consisted of a rubber ring which clipped around the base of his flaccid penis. The girl clearly enjoyed this task and took time over it. She even smiled as she gave him a little wank, which annoyed Grey who snapped: 
 
    “Thank you Clarice. Is that secure?” 
 
    A flick of a switch. The light came on with a kind of amber glow from the control box, one small adjustment and it switched to green. The gagged male looked at it with alarm, his eyes widening. No doubt he was feeling something between his legs. Pain? Pleasure? Maybe just a suspicious tingling. But he was starting to look afraid.   
 
    “It is now, chief warden. All systems operational.” 
 
    “Thank you. I'll take it from here.”  
 
    The two corrections officers nodded and left the room, obediently but reluctantly. It gave Rossetti a chance to stroll about the cell and to examine prisoner and machine more closely. She ran her nails across his torso, enjoying the shuddering resistance this provoked.    
 
    “Does this machine have a name?”  
 
    “I call it ‘duet for male and lying slut.’ It’s very appropriate.” 
 
    Rossetti frowned and looked over the machine again. That title didn’t make any sense at all. There were certainly things about it she could admire, though it didn’t look THAT artistic. But then she looked at Grey’s face and saw anger and contempt etched into each line. God, she really hates men, doesn’t she, Rossetti thought, suppressing an unprofessional giggle. 
 
    “OK. How does this work?” 
 
    “The man receives electro stimulation. That means he has a hard on.” 
 
    Rossetti exhaled quickly and wet her lips. 
 
    “There are two seats.” 
 
    “You noticed that? The second is for the lying slut. She remains strapped there receiving a higher and higher level of stimulation from the sex toys built into the saddle.” 
 
    Rossetti frowned, her pretty face looking really rather stupid. 
 
    “She? It's not intended for a second man?” 
 
    “It could be used that way. The original intention was to punish a couple.” 
 
    “Ah, I see. So the machine continues - Until?” 
 
    “She cums. Proving what a slut she really is.” 
 
    “When does it stop?” 
 
    “When the operator chooses.” 
 
    “So the what did you call her?” 
 
    “'lying slut'” 
 
    “OK.so the lying slut has no way of controlling it? They have no impact on the process.” 
 
    “Oh, I wouldn’t go that far. They have just one. If she leans forwards and sucks the man off, it reduces the stimulation she receives. And there are additional points to be earned. Swallowing his cum, fucking herself on the device. Greys hand stroked the machine possessively. “The more she humiliates herself, the more merciful the operator can choose to be.” 
 
    “Can?” 
 
    “Hm. It's down to them. Control is important, don't you think? The prisoner is offered a chance of escaping their fate but in the end, they are dependent on the operator. They don’t have a right to release. The rules can be changed which undermines them. The torturer has to retain control, don’t you agree? ” 
 
    “Oh, always.”  
 
    “Good. I'd like you to experience the machine for me.” 
 
    Rossetti’s long eyelashes fluttered in surprise. She half laughed, startled and confused.  
 
    “What? I don't think so. No, actually, I won't. That’s a fucking absurd idea.” 
 
    Greys voice became softer, but more determined at the same time.  
 
    “No, you are going to take the role of the slut. It's well earned.” 
 
    Rossetti was still gawping at the machine. Then there was a click. She looked around to find that Grey was pointing a gun at her. It was a small thing, quite lady like, but still an automatic with a nasty looking muzzle, pointed right at Rossetti’s face.   
 
    “You're fucking kidding me.” 
 
    “Hardly. You took Maxine away. I’m not a woman who will tolerate losing her toys. So - strip. Unless you want a bullet in the kneecap.” 
 
    “You… really mean it.”  
 
    “I really do. And don’t forget, you have two kneecaps.”  
 
    Rossetti threw down her cigarette. She removed her glasses with shaking hands, and did as instructed, placing piece after piece onto the chair beside her. As she did so, she watched the expression on Greys face. It was not just angry anymore, that was for certain. By the time Rossetti was down to a pair of high heeled black leather boots and her underwear, the chief wardens hand was clearly unstable.  
 
    “Nice frillies.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Victoria's Secret?” 
 
    “Chantal Thomas.” 
 
    “Oh, really how the other half fucks. Better take them off carefully.” 
 
    Rossetti stopped for a moment and gave a great sigh. 
 
    “You can't - really - mean this can you? Putting me on this ... this...” 
 
    “It's an experimental punishment rig. And from what Maxine has told me, you enjoy experimental punishments.” 
 
    “Fuck yes, inflicting them. Not…being on them.” 
 
    “Not... quite true... is it.”  
 
    “Rossetti’s eyes narrowed, wondering just what the hell Grey knew. It was true - when she was in the mood, and with the right person, Rossetti could become submissive. Kali did occasionally get to spank her or flog her buttocks. But not this. Never a machine. 
 
    OK - once a machine. An e-stim monstrosity Kali had brought back from a conference in San Francisco.  
 
    She looked at the man. He was strapped down. He looked wonderful. Perhaps if she could get herself into the right mind set... 
 
    “The last pieces, please. But leave the boots. Those are beautiful. I love the heels.” 
 
    And so, with a heavy sigh, Rossetti took off everything. She left her bare ass naked and with her flesh starting to goose bump, from... well that she wasn't too sure about. The room went cold. The gun pointing at her was -  well actually quite hot. 
 
    "Doctor, if you would be so good as to climb aboard." 
 
    She swallowed hard and looked back at the horrid thing.  
 
    She climbed up onto the step, then swung a leg across, lowered herself onto one side of the saddle, straddling it and facing the male.  
 
    Grey ordered her to put her hands up into the cuffs what were attacked to a wide bar, like the hand grip on a pull up machine. When's Rossetti did, the Warden fastened them tightly. She could wriggle her fingers and that was about it. 
 
    "Comfortable?" 
 
    "No" 
 
    "Good. The question was mostly rhetorical." 
 
    Grey locked her ankles into cuffs at its base. Rossetti groaned in anger: she was being forced to arch her back just to keep her pussy from resting on the saddle, with all it’s toys. She could feel the cold, rubbery tip of the device resting against her buttocks. 
 
    Grey threw the gun down onto a nearby table. The casual way she did it meant the fucking thing had never been loaded. 
 
    “So, how does it feel, bitch queen? You're the one who’s going to be treated for obedience now.” 
 
    “It feels fine,” she answered sarcastically, even putting on something of a southern accent. Now the fucking gun wasn't pointed at her, Rossetti’s courage was coming back.  
 
    “Of, I suspect you're even looking forward to having some of that cock inside you. Bet that's not an unexpected experience. But I can't help feeling I wouldn't be doing you justice to use the little thing that’s fixed there at the moment. How about we make it more of a challenge!” 
 
    Grey opened another case. And when she saw what was inside, Rossetti actually went 'oh fuck, no! 
 
    This thing was not the pleasant little dildo sized prick she had been confronted with before. This was much bigger, and all the way along it were little barbs. They looked smoothed and certainly not sharp ended, but she had no doubt what they would do once they started taking along inside her vagina. This was going to be an intense experience. 
 
    “Don't like it? Simple - all you have to do is suck this male off. Show me the slut you're made of.” 
 
    She put the thing close to Rossetti’s face. And Grey’s smile was deeply malevolent, but also deeply beautiful. At least, if she was to be seriously fucked by this thing, it would be done by someone who was starting to make her feel hot. 
 
    The man looked up at the pair of them. He was absolutely sure that whatever was happening was not standard prison procedure. Well, he was right about that much.... 
 
    Grey moved behind Rossetti and started correcting the machine. She removed the slim phallus and put the new, max-sized dick into the ratchet. Then she positioned this so it was just nestling between Rossetti’s pussy lips. But there was no doubt how this would work - the studded dildo would start pushing itself into her cunt. 
 
    This thing was not the simplistic converted gym equipment she had first thought. It was Spartan but intricate. She couldn't help but wonder how long Grey had worked on this monstrosity, and whether she had tested it on any of the pretty guards. 
 
    Finished, Grey straightened and looked everything over with an air of satisfaction.  
 
    “All right, here's how it works," She said. “The male is being stimulated. When I press this button, you will also be frigged hard, and you'll love that. Then - in a very short while, that rubber cock is going to start burrowing inside your pussy and before you know it, the thing will be reaming your selfish little cunt from here to next week. And it won't stop until I order it to.” 
 
    “Until….” 
 
    “Until I decide it should. Which I won't do, until you've sucked off the prisoner and swallowed down every spec of his filthy cum. And then all your friends will know who and what you are.” 
 
    Grey looked down at the man again. She brushed a hand across his chest, the smile on her a face sadistic and predatory. She addressed the man: 
 
    “A lot of this is about my revenge on this beautiful blonde whore. But don't think I've forgotten about you, fucktoy. You see, that machine will keep you erect. It won't let you cum. Because the minute that happens, her punishment ends. So what's going to happen is this: you remain turned on, hard. On edge. And the second that the little ring there senses that you're about to blow your load…”  
 
    Her finger flicked a switch, showing him what he could expect when the machine sensed an approaching orgasm. He jolted on the table, those firm muscles pulling hard against the straps, bucking, probably pleading with this crazy bitch to let him up. The shocks only lasted for a second but they were wild. Far more intense than Rossetti would have inflicted, that was for sure. 
 
    And Grey laughed. She had one of those delighted, insane, crazy laughs you only heard in the fucking madhouse, Rossetti thought. The kind of thing that echoed down corridors and left you wondering who allowed the fiends into this place. 
 
    Rossetti could feel the blood draining from her face. This lunatic is serious, she thought to herself, Grey’s going to force me to blow this guy, probably more than once. 
 
    Grey opened the case and took out one further piece of equipment. It was a black plastic wand with a red tip. Copper wires protruded from it.  
 
    "Just in case either of you required encouragement." 
 
    She made her point by lowering it to the man's nipple and stroking it around until the flesh hardened slightly. Then her thumb depressed and there was a silvery spark. The victim jerked and made noises behind the muffling gag. Grey laughed, and gave a contented sigh. 
 
    “Do you think your nipples are any less sensitive than his, Doctor?” 
 
    “No,” she confessed nervously. “They’ll probably feel it more.” 
 
    “Hm, let's not be too sure. We always hear about how wonderful the female tit is, but for my money, the male chest is far more interesting. It's useless, just a bunch of muscle, and yet” - and she zapped the poor sod again as if just making a conversational point – “these damned things are just SO full of nerves. It's almost as if God put them there so we can hurt men.” 
 
    She stroked Rossetti’s face. 
 
    “I think it's time we began, don't you.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “You don't need to do this. We can break if off with Maxine. Send her back to you. She doesn't have to be with us.” 
 
    And this time, Grey’s laugh was almost bemused. 
 
    "You really don't understand her, do you. The depths of her surrender. I don't need you to do anything, doctor. When she sees film of you sucking this pathetic creature off - because I forced you to - she'll be back to me in a heartbeat." 
 
    And the machine started. Rossetti felt the delicious sensation of pressure and vibration on her clit. Worse than that, she felt the head of the phallus behind her beginng to pressurise its way through her pussy lips. It was quite incredible - how polite, how fucking English! - it's advance was. Only a few centimetres at first. But she could feel herself responding. Her channel was warm and slippery, begging  to be fucked. She knew her pussy must be dripping. 
 
    And in front of her, she could see the man she would have to suck off. Build like an athlete, lightly bronzed, some kind of Greek warrior. And she did like cock. But she liked it inside her, not in her mouth. 
 
    The machine whirred louder and went up a gear. The vibrations against her damp clit were more insistent, the pressure forced maybe an inch more phallus into her cunt. She wanted it. She wanted more. 
 
    And she wanted the man to suffer. 
 
    “Please...” 
 
    “What... begging already doctor? I thought we had a longer night ahead of us.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “This... isn't turning me on... as much as you think. But...” 
 
    “But...?” 
 
    “Him in pain. This... oh, I'd come so hard for you.” 
 
    “Because...” 
 
    “Because I’m a slut. That's all. You wanted me to say it.” 
 
    Grey considered, her beautiful face taking on an imperious set. It made the blonde whine with desire. 
 
    It wasn't too bad. The constant thrumming against her clit was adorable, and the little spikes of pleasure it sent through her body were just fun. She could take that all day. What was happening inside her pussy was another matter. The phallus was big, and wet, and as well as going backwards and forwards, it kind of - twirled? Certainly those dirty little studs seemed to be working wonders inside her slit. Her eyes were half closed and she felt kind of drunk with the sensations. 
 
    Christ, she realised, Grey is better at this than Kali is! 
 
    But something was missing. Rossetti wet her lips. 
 
    “Like… like I say…This won't do it.” 
 
    “Won't do what?”  
 
    “It's not going ... to make me cum.” 
 
    “I would agree to differ. You'll cum. And hard.” She brushed the chrome, quite dreamy in her way. “You just don't know this machine, doctor.” 
 
    “You'll get… something. But ... not what you want. This won't... break me...” 
 
    “What will?!” grey snapped. 
 
    Rossetti nodded her head down towards the nude man stretch on the table. Her ice blonde hair flew into a disordered mop across her face. She had to blow it away so she could see. 
 
    “His pain.” 
 
    “That's it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That would ...” 
 
    “Turn me on. Oh God yes.” 
 
    The warden considered. Oddly, she looked across at the clock, as if time was somehow of importance. Then she replied with a thin lipped smile. 
 
    “I'm so glad you told me. Shall we start with his eyes?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Hm. Windows to the soul. I prefer to think of them as a doorway.”  
 
    She looked down at the man, who was now staring at her with horror. 
 
    “There are no nerves in there, so you can't hurt them, exactly. But they are wonderfully vulnerable and their fragility is delicious.” She stroked his forehead. “If I had my way, every prisoner who comes through that gate would have these removed. In the kingdom of the blind, I am queen.” 
 
    That had an effect. Rossetti bit her lip and managed something of muffled gurgle. When the cock advanced another inch, she was already sopping wet and it found its passage really quite easy. Grey seemed to notice. 
 
    “All right, doctor. I suppose this is your area of expertise, after all. And I did as for your advice.” 
 
    She left the two of them to their own devices while she went to gather more equipment. 
 
    The man looked up at Rossetti and gave a terrified shake of the head. His eyes were pleasing for mercy, but he got none.  
 
    Better you than me, she whispered back. And it was. Way, way better. She had absolutely no fucking intention of invoking this bitch’s wraith, and if she was going to cum, it was going to be because this piece of shit male was writhing and begging for mercy. Not because she was giving anyone oral.  
 
    She even managed to give him a nasty smile. Because this situation was ghastly, but - not without its compensations. She was going to enjoy to see him breaking first. And that cock was not - unappealing. She was bi, not les, but more than anything, she was a sadist. 
 
    Grey returned, looking cool and business like. In her hands was a contraption made up of straps and thin wires, the sort of thing you might use for extracting cocktail onions from a jar. She lifted the man face by the hair and put this behind his head. Rossetti could see what it was intended to do and she swallowed hard. 
 
    Grey was actually worrying her here. She herself had made a profession of being nasty to men. It was her calling, as well as her first love - but she did so with legal sanctions and a shit load of degrees. Grey seemed to just do it because she could, and because her situation gave her power over the things she detested most in the world - men. And - maybe pretty blonde sluts too, that point seems to be up for debate. But here she was, fixing those nasty metal spikes so they fitted inside the man's eyelids, upper and lower. Then she pulled everything tight so that he couldn't shake it loose. 
 
    “Now we tighten it. Are you feeling wet yet, doctor?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    And Grey began to turn a little screw on the side of the new device. The effects were stunning. The damned thing just kept widening and widening, pulling his eyes further open. In the end, his expression looked like someone in deep shock. And it was only then that the psychotic warden laughed. Laughed, and smoothed her skirt over her hips as if desperate to touch herself. 
 
    And Rossetti got the idea. Grey hated men. She hated them so much that her emotions had come all the way back to love. She adored their pain, she fuck near worshiped it. That was why Grey smiled so sweetly and produced a small bottle from her suit pocket. 
 
    “Lemon juice, I think. Only a mild acid. I have so many to choose from here, but we don’t want anything permanent,” she sighed. “Not yet.” 
 
    And then Grey filled a glass eye dropper with a cloudy substance, drawing it to the tube. She leaned across his body, positioning the eye dropped with icy precision right over his face. Clearly, the man was trying to shut the lids but that just hurt more. The wires and hooks saw to that. 
 
    “It's not going to work. You're just going to have to endure it. Is this affecting you, Doctor?” 
 
    “Yes... oh God yes. I'm so wet and...” 
 
    She made a very curious gurgling cry, as the phallus decided this would be a good time to step up its efforts. And with one, graceful motion, it pushed deep into her slippery cunt. Then it began to revolve, like some kind of insane Christmas tree on one of those festival decorations. She began to squeal and grunt and wriggle. Not that the instrument gave a fuck, it just kept pumping forwards and backwards. 
 
    Grey just laughed, and returned to hurting the man. Without hurrying at all, she squeezed a generous doze of the mild acid into each eye, allowing it to bathe the eyeball and cause the reaction she liked so much. His noises were incoherent but not just pain - you could make out that he was angry. 
 
    “Oh, you sound ... threatening. Do you really think that's in a good idea. Because I would say - not. And if you're a good boy I might allow the doctor here to blow you. I'm sure you'd enjoy having that skilled, if lying mouth, tightly around your cock.”  
 
    There was an intimacy to pain. Sometimes it wasn't enough to hurt the other person, you had to be close as a lover to revel in it. And Grey was. She had an arm folded over the machine and her chin rested on it, that beautiful face almost close enough to kiss him, certainly close enough to inhale the fragrance of suffering. She loved it. And occasionally, she would reach out a finger and stroke it down his tear wet cheek. 
 
    "All you are," she would whisper, "all you are is a toy. A disposable item for me to play with or break." 
 
    And the pain would hit again. The shocks from his groin. The burn of the light acid in his eyes, turning them red and blurry. Couldn't blink it out. He tried to focus on Rossetti, whimpering. She was naked and in chains, but perhaps she might do something. Show him mercy. Then the warden just laughed, and lazily shifted position. 
 
    "I wouldn't go looking at her for any kind of help. She spends her life designing machines to break people like you. And she steals other people's lovers. So... I think we can agree that you're on your own. Isn't that right, doctor.” 
 
    Rossetti had to agree that it was. She could barely breathe, she was panting so much. There were sticky juices running down her thighs and oddly, she found herself thinking 'I hope that doesn't stain my boots.' 
 
    It wasn't just the Sybian and the fucking machine that were having an effect. It was watching Grey work on the man. It was beautiful. The woman's technique was so slow and careful.  
 
    And Rossetti could feel that an orgasm was approaching. She was riding up the pleasure curve. She could hold it off for a few more minutes, but there was no doubt, she was going to cum. Right here. And she didn’t want to give this bitch the satisfaction.  
 
    Blearily, she looked around the room, trying to focus. Somewhere there had to be a camera. Grey had to be recording this. 
 
    "Aw....fuck....I'm ready for my close up... almost." 
 
    Grey looked up, choking back half a laugh. 
 
    "Did you say something?" 
 
    Rossetti shook her head, sweat dripping from her forehead. There was a small puddle of her juices collecting under her now. She was shivering and almost delirious with pleasure. And still the phallus was fucking her cunt, rhythmically, mercilessly. 
 
    Grey laughed. 
 
    "Just look at her suffer, slave. She's so close to the edge of a huge, delicious orgasm. I know you'd like that and she wants it so badly. But she just won't do what I ask.” 
 
    She grabbed the man's nipples and gave them a playful little tug. It had the effect she wanted. He writhed and struggled. 
 
    “Oh, this is so much fun, yes it is. And we have hours of this ahead of us because of her stupid pride.” 
 
    She let go, allowing the over extended flesh to sort of twanged back into place. More tears streamed down his face. His cock was huge and red and had to be tempting. 
 
    Finally it was too much. 
 
    “All right, you crazy bitch.” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “I'll do it. I'll suck him off.” 
 
    “Oh, I wondered how long it was going to take. I'd say you've done well to last this long but it's .... actually it's been very quick. Not that this was unexpected. You are a huge Trollope with a hungry pussy.” 
 
    Grey stood up, and walked to the side of the machine, taking her time, like she really didn't want this and she was just doing Rossetti a huge favour. She was still smiling as she lowered the arm bar of the machine and dropped  the blondes face down towards the man's throbbing prick. 
 
    Rossetti felt the oncoming climax as an inevitability. Her hair was plastered to her scalp by sweat and her arms and legs were shuddering as if palsied. It was going to happen. Either that, or she would have hyperventilated herself into unconsciousness, which she didn’t think Grey was going to permit. She was going to cum. And when she came it would be hard and it would be seriously embarrassing. The expression on Greys face was one of smug expectation. So in the end it was a bit of a no brainer. 
 
    All right," she gasped between sensuous moans, "I’ll do it! Just turn this off!"  
 
    “Do what? Let’s be precise.” She could have said: lets be precise for the camera. 
 
    "I’ll suck him off, if you let me off this thing!" 
 
    “Oh. You're saying you want a man's cock in your mouth?" 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Despite the fact you are an avowed bisexual and you don’t like men?” 
 
    Grey was not a very good winner. She did everything that came next with the air of someone who knew that their achievement was inevitable and that this was just owed to them. She lowered the spreader bar further so that Rossetti was no longer virtually hanging cruciform. She now had the flexibility to get her head down to the man’s groin. Grey smirked in victory. 
 
    “Well I’m sure you know what to do. I’m sure it’s not the first time, their. Try not to make too much of a mess. I don’t want your slobber all over my machine. You’ve left enough of your filthy juices on the dildo. That’s going to take some serious washing. I might have to make you lick that clean as well.” 
 
    Rossetti lowered her head as if preparing to oblige Grey and follow these disgusting instructions. She even gave this cock a tentative, teasing lick. But when she did put her body down - she just sank her teeth in and bit hard. 
 
    It wasn’t the full force she could have applied - she was too weak to do that and anyway, she didn’t plan on castrating the poor fucker - but it was enough to show that she wasn’t doing this willingly. Grey got into a ridiculous flap as if she hadn’t expected  opposition at all. 
 
    “No no no! You stop that now!” she shouted. And the man just kept on shrieking because those sharp little teeth hurt. Rossetti looked up at Grey, mouth filled like an eager spaniel carrying a newspaper. She couldn’t speak, but a raise of the eyebrows said ‘are you going to do something about this?’ 
 
    But she was. Oh, she so was… 
 
    Grey quickly found a shock rod, something like a Taser but not quite as fierce. She pressed this against Rossetti’s jaw. 
 
    “If I turn this on, you’ll fucking fry. Let go of him.” 
 
    Yeah, I may fry, but I’ll probably bite down, she thought. Only – on balance she was a lot less concerned about hurting the man than she was about escaping from this ridiculous situation. So she rather pointedly opened her jaws and let the dick fall from between them with a wet flop. It was still stiff but you could see a line of teeth marks all along it. 
 
    The chief warden removed the shock rod and shook her head. Ice cold. 
 
    “That was a very silly thing to do.” 
 
    “I'm not going along with your plans, Grey.” 
 
    Her voice sounded strong as she said that. She realised that it could because she’d distracted herself from everything happening down in her pussy. 
 
    "Oh you will, I promise you, you will," Grey told her, eyes half closed in spite. “There are things can do to you, young lady, that I haven’t done because I didn’t want to send you back to your bitch girlfriend and my cunt lover too badly hurt. But don’t think I can’t do them, and don’t think I won’t.” 
 
    To make the point she reached down and took a firm hold on one of the blonde's heavy tits. She squeezed hard and drew it towards the workbench, making Rossetti squeal. 
 
    “These have been clamped, I assume? Yes, of course they have. Who could even look at a set of tits like these and not want to hurt them. They feel real, too. Are they?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “You clearly like your dairy products.”  
 
    She let go. After all, she was just making a point about what she could do. She was far more interested in the doctor’s anus. 
 
    “Now this – this is something I could apply myself to. No doubt you’ve had a man’s tongue in it, but I wonder what else you’ve had? That’s quite pretty and tight, so - it doesn't look like much of anything has been up there. Shall we change that? 
 
    “No! Leave me alone!” 
 
    Grey just laughed. 
 
    “You really have no idea how much you’ve fucked me off, do you.” 
 
    She went to Rossetti’s handbag and rooted around like it was her own. She discarded the phone, she discarded the spare tampax, but she showed interest in the lighter. It was plain silver, slim and very elegant. She opened the lid and lit it with one of those satisfying clicks. 
 
    “This is very pretty. Nice strong flame. Hm. all right doctor, you can’t say you weren’t given every opportunity. Well, let's consider your arsehole, shall we?”  
 
    She went and stood right behind Rossetti. She could place one hand on the doctors left buttock, admiring the almost sculpted firmness. But in the other she held the lighter. 
 
    “You’re very excited. You’re very –aroused. Therefore it’s all rather damp down here. But have you ever heard of the medieval principal of trial by ordeal?” 
 
    “Fuck no, what are you talking about?” 
 
    “Ordeal by water, or combat, or the one which concerns us – ordeal by fire.  The suspect had to pick up - or lick - a red hot iron. If there was no blistering then God had Judged them innocent. Is this ringing any bells?” 
 
    Rossetti had run across this in history books. But it’s very hard to remember history books when a machine is rhythmically fucking you, and something is driving your clit insane. She nodded anyway, sweat dripping from her neck. 
 
    “Oh good, so you know what I’m talking about. We’re always told it was very crude, but it actually worked.  Sometimes, anyway. The reason was that a guilty person’s mouth or palms would become dry. But if they were innocent then that wouldn’t happen. They would still be covered with sweat or saliva. When the heat source touched something, it caused that moisture to evaporate and it gave the suspect just a flicker of protection. Now…”  
 
    She slapped Rossetti's buttocks, enjoying the way they didn’t move much. 
 
    “Your crack is really damp. I can see little beads of – something – on the fine hairs. So, when I light this:” 
 
    That satisfying, silvery click again: 
 
    “and I run it over the little gap here - you don’t feel much, do you?” 
 
    Rossetti’s eyes shot wide open, cool blue and terrified. Because she did. Something seemed to take the sting off the heat - but she could certainly feel the flame tickle her little brown rose. And unless she was mistaken, she could smell a nasty whiff of burning hair. That would be those tiny, downy little threads which protected the anus sizzling and vanishing. 
 
    “No no no!” 
 
    She fought the machine hard, but the cuffs and buckles kept her in place. Grey admired her handiwork, still stroking the sweating girl’s body.  
 
    “No harm done, doctor. I imagine that wasn’t too bad, was it?” 
 
    Another very hard slap. 
 
    “Answer me, cunt.” 
 
    “No, that wasn’t bad. But stop! For the love of God, stop! ” 
 
    “Hm. But it’s looking a little drier here now. If I continue passing a flame across your crack, it’s going to burn away your anus. How long do you think that’s going to take? Before we’re through that soft skin and down to the nerves?” 
 
    That last comment was dropped in almost conversationally, as if it was the sort of question nice ladies asked either other all the time. 
 
    Another click of the flame being readied… 
 
    “All right I'll do it and I’ll do it properly!” 
 
    “Do what, I’m sorry?” 
 
    Grey said that more slowly, biting down anger. It was all Rossetti could do not to cry. 
 
    “What - I said I’d do last time and didn’t.” 
 
    “Suck –his-cock.” 
 
    “Suck his cock, yes. Lick it. Gargle it. Whatever you want. Only don't burn my anus!” 
 
    “Very well. Any tricks, Doctor, and you know what to expect. You’ve left me feeling pretty damned short on mercy.” 
 
    The lighter clicked shut. Grey placed it on the small of Rossetti’s back as an unsubtle reminder of what awaited any disobedient girl in this room. 
 
    This time Rossetti was as good as gold. There didn’t seem to be any point playing up, and she’d stood her ground once so – she just worked her jaws so that her mouth was wet enough to be welcoming, and then swallowed his shaft down whole. She moved her head backwards and forwards, trying to simulate the feeling of fucking a wet cunt. 
 
    “A little deeper if you please, slut, all the way down,” Grey instead. All the time, she was amusing herself by running her fingers through Rossetti’s sweaty locks. 
 
    And Grey clearly felt she was back in control now. 
 
    “Isn’t it funny, Doctor. There you are, a specialist in obedience treatment. Here I am, making you obey me.” 
 
    She emphasised the words with another fierce slap across the buttocks. Rossetti tried to cry out but that was hard to do with a mouth full of dick. She did everything she could think of to get this over with. She pumped her head up and down faster, she sucked really hard. She tried swirling her tongue around inside her mouth to give just a little bit more stimulation. Part of the problem, of course, was that his cock was still sore. She was starting to regret having sunk her teeth into it like that.  
 
    It needed a little bit of coaxing. A little bit of love. And she really hated cocks. The thought of one in her mouth was… 
 
    … actually turning her on. One of the things about Rossetti was that secretly she adored humiliation. She’d never admit that, and she’d never choose it, but when it was forced on her, that was a different matter. She just – loved it. And she loved what the machine was doing to her clit, and she loved the thing that was fucking her hard and relentlessly. The trickiest thing was going to be bringing him off before she was forced to cum herself. 
 
    It was a near run thing. Eventually she felt spasms run along his cock. Something hot, slick and greasy exploded in her mouth. Her first instinct was to spit it out but Grey grabbed her by the jaw. 
 
    “No you don’t. Keep sucking, cunt.” 
 
    And so Rossetti did. His balls emptied into her mouth and she sucked it down like a human milking device. 
 
    Then it was done.      
 
    “Turn…turn it off..” 
 
    “Turn what off?” 
 
    “The fucking device in my pussy.” 
 
    She was straining, still trying to cope with the sensations from her vagina. She wanted to orgasm. But not here. Not like this. 
 
    “Oh. You are aware that’s it’s my choice, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Don’t be a bitch, please.” 
 
    Grey laughed. It was a warm, almost comforting sound. She accompanied it by stroking Rossetti’s face. 
 
    “Me not be a bitch? That’s rich. I think you’ve come to the wrong prison.” 
 
    She walked slowly back to the machines controls, and pushed down her glasses as if looking at them carefully. Loving every second of Rossetti’s sexual humiliation. 
 
    “I did tell you that this was always my choice, didn’t  I. I think you’ve depended a lot on me feeling merciful. And I really - don’t.” 
 
    She turned the machine up, all the way to a screaming overdrive, not off. 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was late in the day when Rossetti made it home. Her drive back had been dicey, to say the least. She had come so hard that sometimes she was not sure if it was her hands that were touching the wheel.   
 
    Maxine was waiting for her in the hallway, dressed in her correction officer’s uniform and looking perfect. 
 
    “How was your day?” 
 
    “It was… fine.” 
 
    “I had an email from Grey. There was a file attached.” 
 
    Rossetti’s heart sank. 
 
    “What did….what did it contain?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just deleted it.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    She touched Rossetti’s arm. 
 
    “The bitch is very strange, Crissie. I have no idea what she did to you today, but I want you to know this –it makes no difference to me, and it would make no difference to Kali. So really I only have one question: did you enjoy it?” 
 
    Rossetti thought about that for few moments. The thought genuinely troubled her. Then she just shook her head and smirked. 
 
    “Oh my God yes!” 
 
    Maxie laughed and kissed her. 
 
    “Then that’s the important thing.” 
 
    And at that moment, Rossetti realised that the crazy French girl was right. Today’s ridiculous events had not been anything she would have chosen, but frankly, they had been pretty amazing. 
 
    “Maybe though,” Rossetti purred, “we ought to think of a way of returning the favour…”     
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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 every man 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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