
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
    Obedience Treatment Continued 
 
    By James Missaglia 
 
    Distributed by Amazon 
 
    Copyright 2020 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Doctor Rossetti didn't often take her work home, but she'd become quite attached to the prisoner she was retraining. With things at a crucial stage, she didn't want to leave him alone for the weekend. Several days of torture and humiliation had rendered him tractable. Inserting a genital control device seemed to have really done the trick. The fact she could remotely crush his balls had crushed most of his spirit, too. She was a lot less generous with pleasure but even a trickle of reward was turning him into a good little puppy. She had control of him. And he would have to be properly tested before the state commutated his sentence from prison time to 'community service (female servitude.)' So taking him home to experiment on was all perfectly reasonable. 
 
    The male was brought up from his cell, still naked and shivering. It gave her a chance to admire his lightly muscled form, and the various welts and burns he had received during her instruction. She ordered him to put on a set of restraints then tested that he'd done so correctly. He had, and this earned him a few minutes of level two pleasure stimulation, which equated to a pretty good hand job. When she clicked off the wrist control, the look on his face was a mixture of bliss and disappointment. She patted his cheek in mock sympathy. 
 
    "Be grateful for what you get, slave. And be careful what you ask for." 
 
    After which she muzzled him. The device covered his whole mouth and prevented speaking as well as biting. If he really pissed her off it could be set to restrict breathing too, but she doubted it would come to that. It amused her that he couldn't talk. She patted his cheek again and ordered him to heel. 
 
    They left the building and went out to the car park. There was a cage in the boot of her Ford estate and the prisoner climbed in willingly. It smelt strongly of dog but he decided not to object, just get in and lie there pathetically. She closed it all up and locked everything tight. 
 
    "Good boy." 
 
    If he had grumbled, she was prepared to deliver some level three chastisement through the remote, roughly the same as repeated hard kicks in the balls. He might still get that if traffic was bad. If anyone cut her up, he would definitely get some level five time. The slave was learning that his goddess was capricious, delivering limited rewards and frequent punishments, but without a completely predictable pattern. He wasn't 'earning' anything, he was occasionally being rewarded if she was pleased. The same thing with punishment. If it amused her to hurt him, that would be his fate. 
 
    She adjusted her glasses, smiling at her reflection in the driving mirror. Her blonde hair was scalped right back and with the red, red lips, she looked terribly fierce. Good. That was exactly how she felt. Three evenings of writing reports, broken up by sadistic games and really nice meals. Her fingers almost trembled on the steering wheel. This was going to be epic. 
 
    But when she got home, she was surprised to find another car in the drive. 
 
    "Bugger." 
 
    Rossetti shared the house with a former colleague. They had once been on more intimate terms but they had never really functioned as a couple. The house suited them both though, mostly because they were rarely at home. Kali was originally from Boston and had a lot of contacts in the US. She had been working on the East coast for a month, but now there she was, her red Jaguar lined up on the gravel. 
 
    Well, Rossetti decided, she wasn't about to cancel a good weekend just because someone else was there. Though she knew Kali could be really annoying and would probably complain about screams if they got too loud? The annoying thing was, Kali was also a sadist and loved screams, but she liked complaining more. 
 
    Rossetti parked the car and got the naked slave out of the boot. He hurried barefoot across the gravel and followed her into the sitting room. There she allowed him to huddle beside a radiator. She threw her keys into the small wicker basket, where they clinked against another set, reminding her that she was not alone. 
 
    "Right," drawled a plummy American voice. "Not exactly doing paperwork then." 
 
    Kali stood in the doorway, arms folded. She had a cascade of long hair, very unruly with all sorts of corkscrew curls. The sun had not even set but she had a bucket sized glass of Chardonnay in her hand. Like Rossetti, she wore glasses, heavy rimmed and dark. It made her look intelligent but very superior. Which she actually was. 
 
    Rossetti sighed, and shrugged out of her coat. 
 
    "I didn't know you were back." 
 
    "Obviously." 
 
    "Not even in the country." 
 
    "I decided not to go to Quantico, so it made more sense to come back and do the seminars down in Southampton. So you're still doing that work on obedience conditioning for the Home Office?" 
 
    "Yes, it's going well. Is there another glass?" 
 
    "I assume so, somewhere in the kitchen." 
 
    "Thanks. That's helpful of you." 
 
    She went to get herself something to drink from. It was odd that they could disagree and argue, but share wine. When she came back, Kali was examining the male. Her eye was professional, not lustful. It probably didn't make him feel any better. 
 
    "What's this one? A loaner?" 
 
    "He's work." 
 
    "Oh, right. So you finally got approval for your experiments?" 
 
    There was a very slight pause. 
 
    "Yes. Yes I did." 
 
    "Oh. But you're running them anyway?" 
 
    "I have approval." 
 
    "Full approval?" 
 
    "Let's not discuss it. How was Oakwood?" 
 
    "You know what conferences are like. Three days of medical ethics for the new age." She took a hard swallow of wine. "Nothing new. So many people think that because we now have a more female dominated society that the laws should involve less punishment. I'm trying to convince them to see the error of their ways, but they won't listen. Experiments like yours don't really help." 
 
    "We've agreed that prison isn't the answer for uncontrolled men." 
 
    "I'm not convinced that quick fix solutions like genital restriction devices are the solution either. Is that what you're wearing, or did you just buy a cheap watch?" 
 
    Rossetti groaned. 
 
    "Would you be less of a judgemental bitch if I let you share him?" 
 
    Kali smirked into her wineglass. 
 
    "Thought you'd never ask." 
 
    The male's eyes widened in horror. He'd watched their conversation with growing unease. It was clear that this new woman, Kali, was at least as much to be feared as the doctor. Rossetti had tortured the shit out of him for three days straight, but at least he’d become familiar with her demands and could now mostly avoid pain. But this other woman could not be predicted. 
 
    He tried to work her out. She wore fawn slacks and a tight sweater, displaying large breasts. Her hair was either light red or reddish brown, and there was a lot of it. The worst thing was the smug curve of the lips which suggested a warmth towards cruel thoughts. She wanted to inflict suffering, not as a by product of his treatment but for her own pleasure. 
 
    But they were right - he was coming to realise that he felt comfortable under a woman's control. His guts tightened at the thought of this beautiful, elegant mistress instructing him. Punishing him. She recognised this and it made her smile. 
 
    "He's bright, isn't he." 
 
    "Not really." 
 
    "No, not intelligent, but that - you know - the animal cunning. Enough to know he's going to be hurt." 
 
    Rossetti laughed. 
 
    "He knew that already. I've used the Northampton Transformer set on him, and he's been in the Stanford chair long enough to develop a dislike of it. I don't think he expected much better outside the restrictions of a laboratory." 
 
    "No, but - well, we aren't quite the same, are we. I think he senses that." 
 
    "I'm not sure what you mean." 
 
    "We're both sadists but I'm more inventive. Creativity is more important to me. Control and the extreme end of punishment." 
 
    Even Rossetti sounded scared. 
 
    "What did you have in mind?" 
 
    Kali lifted the man’s face up towards her by the chin. She considered him without smiling. 
 
    "Pain. After three days of medico legal lectures, I'm in the mood to hurt someone." 
 
    "I can give you this remote." 
 
    "You know I'm more old fashioned than that. I like it hands on. I like to feel the squirming and smell the tears." 
 
    "Paddle? Cane?" 
 
    "Will he take them?" 
 
    "He'll take anything, kali, that's the point of him." 
 
    "Hm. You strap him down for me, I'll go get some toys. " 
 
    "You won't need that. He'll keep still." 
 
    Kali laughed. 
 
    "If I can't make him want to move, I'll fucking quit being a sadist." 
 
    With that, she finished her wine and went off in search of torture implements. 
 
    Doctor Rossetti gave a great sigh. 
 
    "I thought I was going to have you all to myself. That would have given you some respite when I was checking emails. Now you have two of us working on you and Kali ... oh well, never mind. Over here." 
 
    He shuffled across with reluctance. Rossetti opened a cupboard and found some bondage restraints. She attached these to the legs of a leather couch and told him to lie down. Then she buckled him in place, leaving him tied out cruciform. She did it with grumpy snaps of the buckles and muttered comments about people playing with her toys. 
 
    Kali returned a few minutes later. She had a canvas bag which showed a lot of handles, some of them wrapped in tennis racket bindings. These all looked well used. And she had a small black case with her. 
 
    "What's in that?" Rossetti asked cautiously. 
 
    "Something for later. Go and open another bottle of wine." 
 
    "What are you going to do?" 
 
    "Get acquainted with the subject." 
 
    She reached into the bag and pulled out something short and flat with a mixture of split ended thongs, half a whip and half a paddle. 
 
    "Jesus," Rossetti complained. Then she gave up and went to get something to drink. 
 
    Kali smiled coldly, and pushed her glasses back on her nose. 
 
    "She doesn't do share very well, that's all. But she's missing how important this is. When you're sent back into the community, you'll have a new mistress. So you have to be ready to serve any woman given command of you, at any time, in any way. You can't be fixated on pretty blondes with so-so qualifications. You're not hers: you are ours." 
 
    She stroked his junk with the tawes. The rough leather thongs rubbed against the sensitive skin of his sack. He flinched, just imagining how much that was going to hurt when she swung it. Kali laughed. 
 
    "My sadism has been a problem for me because I'm a human rights lawyer. I have to listen to testimony from torture prosecutions and everyone is going 'that's horrible, that's so horrible, oh my God'. And I'm sitting there thinking 'yeah, that's illegal, but it's also fucking hot. And I'd actually like to do that to someone."' She turned the whips attention to his stiffening penis. She began to run it up and down the length of his shaft, exploring the skin. 
 
    "I've just been working on abuses in China. Specifically the infliction of genital floggings. It's a fucked up country, they've always tortured people and done it so well, why would they stop? So - can you imagine days of listening to testimony from guys who've been tortured that way? Having their cocks thrashed? Their balls caned until they approached madness? One guy had a female torturer get him hard and then slice open and partially skin his dick. At first I was very professional. Then I just started noting down techniques." 
 
    The thongs trailed over the head of his cock. She twirled the handle and laughed at his gasps. 
 
    "In case you're wondering, this isn't one of them. This is just teasing. But a little tantalisation increases the sensitivity. Makes the pain more effective. That was a technique. Interesting that you have such a hard on already. I guess you must think you're going to like this." She shook her head. "You won't. Well, maybe a little at first. You will like this..." 
 
    She put her head down and extended her tongue. Very softly, she ran the tip of it around his helmet. Her mouth was skilled and her technique unhurried. The male shuddered. His cock stiffened dramatically. She repeated the action a few more times. 
 
    "Just to get you ready. I want you to really focus on this part of your body. Like that form of sexual meditation where a woman focuses on her Yoni and draws her whole consciousness into the centre of her sex before she begins to masturbate. It's a little new age for me but it works. That's what I want from you. Being right here, fully conscious, fully involved." 
 
    She held him firmly and applied her tongue once more. Just with the tip, again, running it over the helmet. Then under the rim of it. His foreskin had fully retracted and the reddish skin began to glisten. She gave it a gentle squeeze and a little wank. 
 
    "I could do this with oil and a sponge but I quite like the intimacy. It's all about making you really focus on that single point of the body. The very tip of your cock. Before I hurt it. With this -" 
 
    She held up the torture instrument she had stroked him with. Stiff, soft, hard, smooth. He whined. 
 
    "Oh, that's the right reaction! Yeah, this is a bastard, and it's going to hurt." He caught the laugh in her voice. "Its time. Pain like you've never known. Close your eyes." 
 
    He hesitated. Her face hardened. 
 
    "Now, you really need to obey me, you know. It will be so much worse if I have to force you. Close your fucking eyes." 
 
    He did. He heard a noise of rushing air then something like white heat struck the very tip of his prick. The muzzle did a good job of keeping his scream suppressed but could do nothing about the way his body jerked. 
 
    "That's a good start. Now we wait a moment. Breathe. We just let that pain radiate out, like waves across a pond. And..." 
 
    She struck him again. Then a few moments later, a third time. She was right. Blow after blow would have been quite numbing but this was different. She found the correct frequency for delivering the pain and that meant each blow remained clear in his mind. His glans became the centre of his universe. That universe burned fiercely. He could taste blood in his mouth from biting the muzzle and couldn't believe his screams were not deafening to all. It built up. It continued for a long time, the agony driving him half insane. He wanted to cry, beg her to stop, anything other than this. But he was gagged and so just had to endure it. 
 
    And then it did stop. 
 
    "Oh, thanks." 
 
    His eyes fluttered open. Rossetti was back in the room and had passed his tormentor a glass of wine. She drank it off quickly. In the other hand she still held the tawse. 
 
    "You're very good at that", the blonde said grudgingly. Kali laughed. 
 
    "I was telling this poor fuck here where my ideas came from." 
 
    "The Falun Gong torture review?" 
 
    "Yeah." 
 
    "Must be murder for you having to sit and just listen." 
 
    "Yes. My mind wanders. It ends up going to dark places. You know those places." 
 
    Rossetti nodded. Actually Rossetti shuddered. Her friend smiled at her. 
 
    "Why don't you stroke his face while I work." 
 
    "Is..." 
 
    "Yeah, it's something they do. A combination of gentle coaxing and raw pain. Really fucks the mind up." 
 
    The blonde nodded, wordlessly, then went to the other end of the couch where she could put a cool hand on the male’s face. He looked at her imploringly. 
 
    "Ssssh. No sense making a fuss. This is what you need. To be broken. To be used." She kissed his forehead tenderly. "This is what you wanted, remember? Kali is beautiful. You want to fuck her. So you want her to hurt you, too." 
 
    He tried shaking his head. But Kali had taken a firm grip on his ball sack and given it a slow squeeze. He responded with a pathetic noise. 
 
    "These seem very full." 
 
    "He's only ejaculated once in three days." 
 
    "In you or on you?" 
 
    "Bitch." 
 
    "I know how you are. Get him ready." 
 
    She let go of his balls and prepared the tawse again. He mewled under the gag and Rossetti told him to be brave. Then Kali began to snap her wrist and the leather thongs descended sharply on his most sensitive parts. Soon Rossetti was having to literally hold his head still as the blows rocked him. 
 
    The beating continued relentlessly. Kali changed angles and hit his testicles from below, from the side. Soon they were red and swollen. His eyes flooded with tears and the elegant blonde sadist brushed them away. 
 
    Kali worked on him with beautiful precision. Her skill with the short whip was breath-taking. There were times when her victim came close to insensibility. When that happened, she would slow down just enough, stroking the stiff leather across his thighs and belly. That told him what to expect when he got his breath back and expectation induced shudders of fear. Or perhaps - anticipation? Once, she leant down and began to lick the top of his penis. It never went into her mouth but her tongue danced across the surface. And that brought him around as effectively as any smelling salts. 
 
    "Was that's part of the Falun gong review too?" 
 
    "Surprisingly, yes. Some interrogators get another prisoner to do it. Some use oil and a sponge. Some just do it themselves." 
 
    "What's your excuse?" 
 
    "If there was another man here, I'd be forcing him to suck our victim off. As it is, I'll do the job myself." 
 
    Then she discarded the tawse and selected a whippy crop. She began working on different areas of his body. As if spreading butter across bread, she wanted the pain across every muscle. She laughed brightly. 
 
    "He's got a pretty good pain threshold." 
 
    She held one end of the whip and then let it fly, like swatting an insect. The harsh end of the rattan struck directly across one nipple. Despite everything they had done to him, the victim jumped. 
 
    "He really doesn't," Rossetti observed firmly. It just made her sadistic partner laugh more. 
 
    "Come on, he's in heaven. Two beautiful women using him as a piñata? It's what they all love. They just won't admit it." And she hit him again, harder this time. 
 
    Rossetti stopped stroking his face. She stiffened and pulled away, as if she no longer wanted to have any part of Kali's sick game. Her reluctance was absurd because most of the welts and burns on his flesh came from the last three days. She could tell herself that everything she had done had been in the name of science and had been legally sanctioned, whereas what Kali was doing was just her own gleeful sadism. Not the same thing. 
 
    Rossetti went to her handbag and took out a packet of cigarettes. She lit one. 
 
    Kali frowned at her. 
 
    "What about the house rule: no smoking indoors?" 
 
    "Except during sex." She put her lips together and exhaled slowly. "You're clearly having some." 
 
    "What about you?" 
 
    "I'm just a bystander." 
 
    "Oh yes, but not an innocent one." 
 
    Rossetti bit her lip and then shrugged. 
 
    "No, I think I lost the innocent part quite some time ago. A lot of that was thanks to you." 
 
    They might have argued more but Kali was working towards a crescendo, drumming like Ginger Baker. Even from where she was now pacing, Rossetti could see that the male’s eyes were fluttering in his skull. He really couldn't take much more of this. All the piece needed was some suitable climax. A bravura act of final of cruelty. She wet her lips again and inhaled hurriedly, feeling a hot warmth between the thighs. Kali was so good at this part. 
 
    She remembered... and then she pushed those thoughts out of her mind. 
 
    Kali grabbed hold of the guy’s testicles and pulled down very hard. This time his noises were so loud they almost made it through the muzzle. 
 
    "Shut the fuck up, you piece of shit." 
 
    She pulled and squeezed so that the skin was drawn tight over the testes, those two little hard spheres. Then she put the whip down and began using the flat of her hand to spank them. The effect on him as incredible. After everything she had done so far, this still got through. Her hand moved faster and faster, harder and harder. The sofa shuddered on the floor as he whined and struggled in response. 
 
    "Those boards might need rewaxing," Kali observed innocently. And then three very strong blows followed. The man's body went into terrifying rictus and he passed out. 
 
    The brunette leg go and sat back on her haunches. Her face was a picture of serenity. 
 
    "It's a long time since I've done that. Get me another glass of wine, would you." 
 
    Rossetti pouted, but did fetch her housemate another large Chardonnay. 
 
    "Thanks." 
 
    And they clinked glasses. 
 
    Kali ignored the unconscious man on the sofa and found herself a large leather armchair. She dropped back into it gratefully. 
 
    "There I was thinking I'd be spending this weekend on paperwork." 
 
    "And instead, you have a long appointment booked with your vibrator." 
 
    "After that? come on. Cruelty excites the senses more than pleasure. That's the basis of what we both do, isn't it?" 
 
    She swirled her glass and stared down into it. 
 
    "Is your body still as good as I remember, Chrissy?" 
 
    The name brought the doctor up sharp. She wasn't called Chrissy or anything like it. That was a private joke between the two of them, comparing her with one of Kali's favourite poets, Christina Rossetti. It dated back to a time when they had been less adversarial. Rossetti wet her lips and shrugged. 
 
    "I still look at what I eat. I still take exercise when I can. I probably smoke more than I drink, I don't know if that helps." 
 
    "Keeps the weight down." 
 
    Kali sketched right back in her chair and her face took on an impish set. "Why don't you show me." 
 
    "We've - moved on from that Kali." 
 
    "Have we?" 
 
    "You spend half your time in America." 
 
    "And you're up to your eyes torturing men for the home office." And other shrug. "Doesn't mean we can't be friends". 
 
    Rossetti stood cradling her elbow as she smoked. Her head was canted to one side. She looked remarkably pretty, far younger than her years, perhaps reduced to that by Kali taking on this more matronly aspect. There was a certain belligerence in how she acted. 
 
    "You're right. We are different. Your games are always nastier than mine." 
 
    "But you like that." 
 
    "I like being nasty. I don't like having people be nasty to me." 
 
    Kali laughed. 
 
    "How childish. 
 
    Rossetti gave her a searing look. 
 
    "This is why we never got on." 
 
    "Oh we got on, we just didn't get very far as a couple, because you didn't know your place." 
 
    "Bitch." And this time it wasn't playful. The Doctor took a deep draw from her cigarette and then virtually spat the smoke out. "I wanted to be your lover, not your fucking submissive." 
 
    "Well, now you have a chance for something more equal, don't you. Because we have a perfectly good slave here already, all I want from you - well - I know what you want Chrissy. Your desires are an open book to me, I've known you so long, I know you better than you know yourself. Come on. Stop being silly. Strip." 
 
    Rossetti wet her bottom lip. Just once. Her emotions were in a ferment, but Kali was right. She was incredibly turned on. 
 
    "Oh fuck this," she said quietly. 
 
    She crushed out her cigarette and then unbuttoned her blouse. Underneath was a very plain and easily removable brassier. 
 
    "Oh, so you didn't really dress for sex then?" 
 
    "I did, I just didn't dress to seduce. Wasn't going to be necessary with him, was it." 
 
    "Nor, as it turns out, with me. Keep going, brat." 
 
    Despite everything, Rossetti felt one side of her face rising into a smile. She pulled off the underwear and then stood with her hands on her hips. Kali's eyes surveyed her body hungrily. It wasn't the same way she had looked at the man's flesh. This was far more tender. Envious. He was strapped up like a carcass for the butchers slab. Rossetti still had to be coaxed. The blonde read all this in her friends face, all that desire and restraint. It made her laugh. 
 
    "Oh my, no you haven't changed, have you darling. Does my shape still get you wet?" 
 
    She said it coyly, with a little waggle of her hips. 
 
    "Yes, it fucking does. Hmm. How about the rest of it?" 
 
    "What do you think I'm wearing? As she said that she lifted her chin slightly. Her lips parted and there was a teasing air to her now. 
 
    "Stockings. I think you're wearing stockings." 
 
    "What kind?" 
 
    "Not tights, you don't feel sexy in nylons. A garter belt, I assume." 
 
    "No. Hold ups. You always liked hold ups." 
 
    Rossetti peeled down the zip of her skirt, then hitched her thumbs into the waistband and slowly rolled it down over her hips. Underneath she was indeed wearing holdups and slightly nicer lace panties. 
 
    "Off," Kali told her sternly. 
 
    "My, you are commanding tonight." 
 
    "And you're behaving like a naughty teenager. Do as you're told." 
 
    Rossetti laughed. It was funny how being spoken to that way appealed. It was as if she wanted to be seen as a bad girl. Perhaps even as a bad girl who needed punishment. 
 
    "But you're not going to punish me, are you Kali. That's not what you have mind?" 
 
    "Oh no." Her gaze moved down towards the male. Her lips pulled back into a cruel sneer. "He's the one whose here for the pain. You get all the pleasure, my love." She sipped her wine, eyes slowly closing. "All the pleasure." 
 
    "And you?" 
 
    "I get control," Kali whispered dreamily. "I get a beautiful woman to make cum and a man to make suffer. I'm going to feed on that for a very long time. Like a sexual vampire." 
 
    That really did make Rossetti laugh. It was crystal clear and happy. Kali finished her wine and then stood up. She went over to the black case she’d brought down from her room. Her partner eyed it carefully. 
 
    "What's that?" 
 
    "Something I picked up at a conference on advanced sexuality in San Francisco. It's a very exciting piece of technology. You'll love it." 
 
    She put it up onto a coffee table between the chairs and the sofa. Her touch was reverent. 
 
    "This is a twin channel, bio feedback pain-pleasure device. It was very expensive but I got a discount because I promised I was going to use it and review its effect." 
 
    "What... does it do?" asked Rossetti, uncertainly. Kali flicked open the latches and then lifted the lid. Inside was a strange assortment of electrodes and dials. Rossetti recognised it as once as a piece of medical e-stim equipment, but overly complicated in her view. There seemed to be a hellish number of wires and electrodes. Knowing about electric shock devices, she also realised that the battery in it had to be enormous. Worse, it didn't look like the tidy work of a professional technician. This was wild west electronics. Who the fuck knew what it was capable of? Rossetti took a step away from it. 
 
    "I'm - no. No fucking way! You are not using that on me," she said firmly. 
 
    Kali groaned. 
 
    "Don't be stupid. I said it delivers pain and pleasure. Which do you think I have in mind for you?" 
 
    "I'm the one who puts these devices on people, Kali. I don't submit to them myself." 
 
    "Perhaps you should start. Come on. Live a little. You'll adore the result, I promise." 
 
    She selected two sticky pads with wires attached. She held them up in front of Rossetti s face. 
 
    "Look: this one goes against your temple so it can measure your brain waves. And this one - I'm going to put this one on your very lovely right tit. Somehow I always thought the right was the better of the two. Though they're both exceptional." 
 
    "And it's not going to hurt?" 
 
    "No, it's not going to hurt. Well - not you. It just measures your physiological reactions and uses them to control the input to the second channel. Like - duh!" Kali said patiently. After a long moment, Rossetti shrugged in surrender. 
 
    "Oh - fuck it, all right then." 
 
    "I promise you you'll love it," she said, fixing first one pad and then the other in place. The wires trailed down over the blonde’s pale skin. Another wire ran alongside her stiffening nipple. It was small and dark and crinkling with interest. 
 
    "And I thought you said this wasn't turning you on?" 
 
    "I never said that...I just said I'm not your submissive." 
 
    "No, you’re just my lab rat, aren't you." She raised her eyebrows and gave a possessive smile, liking the thought. Rossetti faintly blushed. It was very pretty. 
 
    "Yes, tonight it seems I am your lab rat." 
 
    "Hm. I like that. Let me just plug these wires in." 
 
    Kali leant over the main electrical block of the device and plugged in the other end of the two cables. Then she flicked the switch. An LED panel came into life. There was a second below it which remained dark. 
 
    "This top one is just measuring your pleasure level at the moment." It flickered with a cheerful green light. "Oh, you're a happy soul, aren't you?" 
 
    "Not that bloody happy..." 
 
    "Let's see if we can change that, shall we?" 
 
    Kali leaned forwards and with great tenderness, began to kiss her. It was a good kiss, born of experience. It began just by brushing lips and then the tongue softly intruded, exploring the others woman's mouth. Rossetti’s lips opened to receive it. She tilted her head. 
 
    Kali's breath was flavoured with wine. The alcohol made her a little more relaxed and daring than she might have been otherwise. A hand reached up and stroked the side of the blondes face, putting her in deeper. What had been playful became more urgent. The kiss contained a passion which had been restrained for years. Tonight it was fully in evidence. Rossetti's guts turned over with lust, she put her hands out and rested them on Kali's hips. She felt the wool of the jumper. It gave her a different kind of thrill to be reminded she was naked and her partner fully clothed. She deliberately moved forward to brush her nipples against the soft material, savouring the vulnerability of her nakedness. 
 
    The brunette pulled away slightly. Just to murmuring distance. 
 
    "I fucking love you," she whispered. 
 
    "I love you too'," came the answer. "I always have." 
 
    Rossetti sounded incredulous that she'd actually said it. They kissed again and there was an additional urgency and heat now. 
 
    After a few minutes of making out this way, it ended. It had been a delicious experience - and a revelation they would have to deal with later - but it served a purpose too. It was more like a starter. Kali tapped her friend’s nose. 
 
    "Naughty thing, keeping all those feelings for me, all those years. But look what it's done to the dial." 
 
    She pointed down and they could both see the truth in electronic form. What had been sharp green had become a cool amber. 
 
    "The machine measures the effect of pleasure on you. And because it can measure it, it can raise the output of the second channel - which is the one that deals with pain. By the way - look at him." 
 
    Their prisoner was blushing and terrified. But his prick was standing to attention. Kali laughed. 
 
    "Like all men, he's turned on by the sight of two beautiful women making out. But we didn't give him permission to get hard, did we." 
 
    "No, we did not." 
 
    "So he deserves punishment for that." 
 
    Rossetti nodded, barely able to speak. She knew Kali's taste for pain. It made her feel dirty, and definitely made her wet. 
 
    "He deserves - Christ, he deserves whatever you desire. I can't wait." 
 
    "And your Hippocratic oath?" 
 
    The blonde looked confused for a second, then burst out laughing. 
 
    "My what? He's a criminal, serving five to fifteen. The state gave him to me as an experimental subject, they don't care if he even dies during the testing phase. I'll write something on the form. Embolism. Undetected heart malfunction. He's yours to do with as you wish, lover. Enjoy." 
 
    Kali smiled. 
 
    "You notice that he's still hard? Your threats aren't scaring him. They're turning him on. Or both." 
 
    "I noticed that. He needs to be taught a lesson." 
 
    Kali picked up something which looked like a tiny blood pressure cuff with a wire dangling from it. There was also a very nasty looking metal probe. She sneered coldly. 
 
    "If his prick wasn't already full of equipment I'd shove this down it. But I think straight up the ass will do as well, don't you? Rectally delivered shocks are fierce." 
 
    Rossetti’s mouth was wet. She managed to nod. 
 
    Kali strode slowly across to the male prisoner. He was fully awake now, trembling with horror. He tried to pretend otherwise, keeping his eyes firmly closed. She slapped him hard. 
 
    "Wake the fuck up, you piece of shit. It's time to provide your mistresses with some entertainment." 
 
    He obeyed, blinking alert. It didn't win him a smile. Kali just held up the two instruments. 
 
    "I'm going to put this on your dick and this up your asshole. The electricity will flow right through your guts and into your balls. You're going to suffer the pains of hell. Then it's going to get worse by the second. The machine is going to recognise your agony and increase the outputs accordingly. The more pleasure she gets, the more pain you get, and vice versa. That's going to build in a feedback loop until one of you can't take it any more. For her that's an orgasm, intense, beautiful, deserved. For you - well that's probably death. I just hope she's picked a prisoner who’s in good health. Because I don't have the mercy she does, and if it looks like you’re going to fucking die on us, that's your problem. I'll leave the machine running as it ends you. Nod if you understand." 
 
    He nodded. And she began to attach the cuff around his bruised genitals, her pulls and tugs being rough. Then the little metal probe went straight between his butt cheeks. He winced at the temperature and the force with which her finger rammed it home. It was sitting very deep in his bowels, a nasty weight reminding him that when the machine went on, lighting would flash from his intestines through to his shaft. He remembered that feeling from the doctors torture chair. That strange mixture of arousal and agony. This somehow promised to be worse. 
 
    And when the brunette was finished inserting things, she connected the wires up to the box. He could see the second LED dial come on. Couldn't take his eyes off it. She patted his cheek. That momentary tenderness almost undid him. 
 
    "Suffer well. Perhaps I'll go easy on you next time," she murmured in that elegant east-coast voice. 
 
    Rossetti didn't need to have anything explained to her. She saw an e-stim pad that was perfectly shaped for her clit and picked it up, uncoiling the long cable attached. She plugged the end of that into the joybox. She then pressed the adhesive contact against her nub, knowing that it would send a very controlled flow of erotic stimulation through her body. It wasn't the easiest thing to attach because her hands were shaking with excitement, and there was a lot of moisture around her slit. 
 
    "There, I think we're both ready," Kali declared firmly. "You'll want to sit down. When that thing gets to work it's very powerful, I've tried it." 
 
    Rossetti sat herself in the armchair. The leather wasn't warm but she savoured the chill across her naked body. Like being in my own torture chair, she thought, shivering slightly. Then the blonde very slowly parted her legs so that Kali could see how wet and open she was. 
 
    "No need for lubricant with you, then." 
 
    "No, you've done that. He's going to do the rest," she said happily. Then she placed her hands onto the arms of the chair, like a queen taking up position in the throne. 
 
    "All right, let it do its worst." 
 
    "Well, that's brave. OK, we're going to begin with just a little trickle for you. That will start the feedback loop going. You won't feel much to begin with and he won't feel much either. Just try and relax into it, let the machine do its work." 
 
    Rossetti wet her very red lips and nodded. She was still a little anxious. 
 
    "Ok." 
 
    Kali flicked the switch on the machine. The male slave grunted slightly as the current hit him. They could see his body stiffen. Rossetti felt this as a little trickle of pleasure between the thighs. She nibbled her lip and gave a cheeky raise of the eyebrows. 
 
    "Nice." 
 
    "For you, but look at the machine, darling." 
 
    On her readout, there were little spikes in the green. Much less than the Amber colour which making out had produced. But the second LED panel was also on now. That showed spikes that were of the same height but darker in colour, as if pain simply had to be measured in tones of red. 
 
    "Raw pain going into his balls." 
 
    "Ah. I see," Rossetti murmured as she closed her eyes and gave way to the new sensations. 
 
    The machine sensed her response. It increased the voltage passing through the man’s groin and testicles. He jerked spasmodically, having to deal with the increased level of shocks. The light in the top led brightened as Rossetti both received more pleasure, and generated more pain, which was another turn on. 
 
    "Oh fuck that's really nice now," she whispered. And then laughed because it had surprised her, it truly had. Everything below her sternum felt buzzy and warm and delicious. 
 
    And then she remembered that her pleasure came at the expense of the male toy. A dirty smile spread across her face. She liked that, it deepened her arousal. She slipped a finger between her thighs and pressed the electrode a little harder against her clit. She frowned as the vibrations increased. The man tried to shriek. She was torturing him with her own pleasure. That was trippy. That was hot. 
 
    There were more noises of agony from the sofa, and the machine fed her a little more direct stimulation. 
 
    "Oh that is sooo good! "She grabbed both of her tits and squeezed their peaks. 
 
    That tipped the pleasure dial from the Amber to the bottom of red, but Rossetti was beyond conversation. Her eyes were open, her jaws slack, her chest mottling with that blush of deep arousal. In front of her, stretched out helpless in the sofa, the male was pulling at the straps. He made animal noises, pleading for mercy, begging for release, begging for the pain to stop. 
 
    They ignored him, obviously. Kali found herself another chair and sat down to watch her two victims. Whether she knew it or not, Rossetti was a victim. She was just being tortured with pleasure rather than agony. The process of subjugation was identical. 
 
    Kali was struggling with the sense of power this experience gave her. She wanted to touch the blonde, kiss her, shove fingers into her ass and feel those vibrations of excitement. It wouldn't do. This wasn't about joining in. Control over another person’s body was the most erotic sensation she could imagine. Here she had two slaves under her control. At her mercy, for pleasure or the deepest of agonies. She was in control, and that was way better than sex. 
 
    And she was in control. It was her device having this effect, but she got to moderate things. Left on its own the machine would accelerate events too quickly. The operator had to be careful that the sensitivity of the subjects didn't lead to a sudden cascade. 
 
    She corrected for the fact that the male had already been soundly beaten. She also had to bear in mind that the innocent, blue eyed blonde was a slut of the first order. She shifted a few dials around to slow things down. 
 
    It left her victims moaning and sweating and helplessly working their way towards different but equally powerful arousal peaks. She hoped she had it timed just right. What she wanted was a simultaneous erotic explosion. But it seemed difficult to coax them over that edge. 
 
    Then she figured out the problem. The male’s body had been flooded with endorphins, and because of that their shared torture reached a point where things started to plateau. Rossetti could have continued enjoying that level forever. But Kali was in control and she objected to a man's body denying her, so she went across to his prone form and pulled open his eyelids with her thumbs. 
 
    "Fuck you," she said. And then she slapped him hard. There wasn't much response from the gagged slave but Rossetti jerked in her chair and gave a long, low cry as she tipped towards orgasm. Kali backhanded the man this time. She felt a slight splash of blood across one knuckle. That's what I get for wearing rings, she thought. 
 
    But the effect on Rossetti was dramatic. Her legs kicked out, she gasped, both hands went down towards her groin, pressing the device hard against her clit. The lights on the device went into overdrive. Flashing, strobing. 
 
    "Oh God...oh God...!!" 
 
    Kali was about to deliver another blow but she could see that the man was already twitching and rocking and thrashing in the bonds. He experienced some kind ecstatic agony, a paingasm. And at that moment his cock jerked and spunk squirted from the tip. That subsided to a slow trickle as the greasy white jism bubbled out of the prick head, his balls emptying. 
 
    And then they were done. 
 
    The lights on the machine went back to rest. Rossetti removed the e-stim device from between her legs and rolled her head against the back of the leather armchair. 
 
    "That was fucking awesome," she purred. It seemed to be all she could manage to say. 
 
    Kali undid the man's gag. He was gasping and crying. Those incoherent words had to be a pointless request for mercy. His brain seemed to have dissolved. Well, I'm not quite done with him... 
 
    She scooped up some of his cum onto her trembling fingertips. 
 
    "Open, "she snarled. His eyes flickered uncomprehendingly. Then he saw his own spend dripping off her hand. He opened his mouth, she put her fingertips inside and wiped them around, making him gag. 
 
    "Lick it up. Eat your own cum, you piece of filth." 
 
    When her fingers were clean again she ignored him, and he was very happy to be ignored. She went across to see how the blonde was doing. She lifted Rossetti’s chin and stared into her wild, confused face. The gesture was greeted with a low moan, and then a dreamy smile. 
 
    "That was - truly amazing. I don't know what you paid for that machine but it was worth it. Could you get me a cigarette, darling. Just this once?" 
 
    "You know they're bad for you." 
 
    "I know." 
 
    Kali shook her head but got her lover a cigarette and lit it for her. Rossetti inhaled gratefully, then tipped her head back and blew the smoke in a leisurely cone towards the ceiling. It relaxed her. Her bright blue eyes flickered open and she managed an exhausted smile. 
 
    "We're only doing that once, aren't we." 
 
    "You don't think you could take another?" 
 
    "Fuck no, I couldn't take another. Well, not now. Perhaps tomorrow?" Her gaze flickered down towards the slave who was looking at her desperately. Her expression became glum. There was a little guilt that she had allowed this maniac to half fry his body with her ridiculously overwhelming toy. But that orgasm had hit like a tsunami and her professional ethics were still submerged somewhere. 
 
    "I really think that tomorrow we should just spank him. A lot. Maybe some caning." 
 
    "The box can do so much more. You don't feel he needs a deeper level of obedience treatment?" 
 
    "Yes. But not death, which will be the fucking outcome if we don't slow down, you mad cunt," but she said that with a smile. "He's obedient already, my love. I think he would do pretty much anything to avoid being in your hands again. We can just use him as a sex toy." 
 
    Kali took the cigarette from Rossetti mouth and held it distastefully. Then she leaned forward and kissed her slowly, sensuously. Her lips had that earthy taste of tobacco. It was so different to her usual slightly sweet, slightly sour taste, but the brunette liked it. When they had finished she licked her own lips and considered. 
 
    "All right. Next time I play with him I'll just tie him over something and thrash his arse bloody. But what about us? How long has it been since we just cuddled and fucked?" 
 
    "Too long." 
 
    "We should do that again." 
 
    "We should. Let's take the rest of the bottle with us. There's still about half of it left." 
 
    "God, we're a pair of drunks." Kali kissed her lovers cheek. "You go on up first. Take two glasses and um - perhaps dress for me? I always adored you in that Venetian lace peignoir. I've left my favourite fuck jazz CDs by the bedside table." 
 
    The blonde giggled and bit her nail. ‘Fuck jazz’ was Kali's description of that sensual, slightly dirty type of music with a heavy saxophone edge. She enjoyed it when she was slowly making love, with lots of licking and kissing and fingers slowly probing orifices. 
 
    "I can do that. What are you going to do?" 
 
    Kali cast an eye back to the male, who was shivering and crying, still strapped to the sofa. 
 
    "Well, I'm going to leave in there in a melange of his own sweat and cum. He knows that we'll get round to him again. Perhaps when we're good and drunk we might think of another game we just have to play. Use him as a dart board. Cover his balls in peanut butter and feed him to one of the Ridgebacks. They need love too." That had been the smell in the back of the car - large dog. If he had heard the slight hint of bestiality, he didn't respond to it. "For now just something to keep him occupied." 
 
    "Let me think," Rossetti pondered innocently, tapping her chin. "In the fridge, I have a potato soaking in chilli oil. If you shoved that up his rectum it should have the desired effect. He won't be able to sleep, let alone plot escape." 
 
    And Kali just laughed. 
 
    "It's nice to be back together," she said. "We make such an adorable couple." 
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    If you’ve enjoyed reaching this instalment of Obedience Treatment, you’ll be pleased to know that there’s a third part available. The treatment continues and there’s a little more about the world outside, explaining why it’s now women, not men, running things.    
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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 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    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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