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Chapter 6


“You want your limits
pushed?” asked Poz after she finished stripping in the
barn.

“Yes.” That was exactly
what she wanted. She had talked to Vicky with some basic
parameters. Galatéa didn’t know exactly what was going to happen,
but she was eager to see how Poz would hurt her and then make her
body sing.

He nodded and circled around her
once.

“Lace your fingers behind
your neck.”

She did so. The posture raised up her
breasts and she felt on display. He continued to circle her,
inspecting with eyes first and then his hands.

As always Poz was dressed in all
black: boots, pants, t-shirt. The shirt was tight, showing off his
muscles, but Galatéa felt no real attraction to him. He did what
she wanted.

The physical inspection of her body
was supposed to be humiliating. It was and it wasn’t. Galatéa was
getting used to Poz touching her and she knew that eventually she
would need so much more to feel humiliated.

His hands weighed her tits. His
fingertips trailed across her smooth skin. He gripped her fleshy
ass and then smacked it. She jumped a little but didn’t cry out.
The slap wasn’t painful. His hand went between her legs and touched
her bare pussy. Her pubic hair was gone at his demand. She liked
being denuded there now. He didn’t penetrate her,
however.

“You aren’t
wet.”

“I’m sorry,” she
apologized.

“I’ll fix it,” he noted
and gently rubbed her.

Unbidden, she spread her legs wider to
give him access. After a moment her lips parted as her body
responded. He inserted a single finger in her tunnel but then
quickly withdrew it.

“I have a new restraint
for you today,” he said and led her over to the far side of the
barn. 

The restraint wasn’t all that
different from what she had used before. It was essentially a set
of metal stocks bent at a right angle with places for her neck and
wrists. There were little projections on the wrist
enclosures.

He helped her put the stiff metal
collar around her neck and closed it with a latch. He went one step
further and put a small padlock on the latch. It was easy to do the
same with her hands. She was helping. She wanted this.

It was an awkward set of stocks to
wear while standing. It wasn’t heavy, but it was difficult to
wear.

“Kneel down,” he ordered
her.

As she did so, she realized why she
had been brought to this end of the barn. There were metal bolts
sunk into the thick floorboards. It took a bit of maneuvering, but
Poz got the bolts lined up with the projections on the wrist cuffs
and secured them with a Clevis pin. The custom-made metal stocks
forced her head low to the floor. Poz placed a set of black metal
pipes arranged into an upside down U under her hips. This forced
her ass into the air. The crossbar of the U was padded but it was
still uncomfortable.

She surmised that was the
point.

Poz inspected her tits. They hung
nearly to the floor. He went behind her and pushed a finger into
her pussy. She happily suffered this. 

Then he pushed a finger into her
ass.

She grunted in surprise.

“Have you ever been fucked
in the ass?”

“No. Just…just when you
used that hook on me last time.”

He didn’t reply to her.

Once more he got out the modified
breast pump and set about putting it on her tits. She was used to
this now. The bruising had mostly faded. The collection cones went
on her tits and started pulling her milk from her.

Her new position made her think of a
cow. She knew that was intentional.

She welcomed the sensation of being
milked. It was oddly pleasant to the point of having to stifle the
moans that threatened to escape her lips. He watched the pump work
for a minute and she knew that more was coming.

“Does it hurt?” he
asked.

“No.”

Poz disappeared from her sight. He
could hear him moving around behind her, moving some piece of
equipment. The metal stocks kept her from turning her head enough
to see. The only thing to do was to focus on the pleasure given to
her by the pumps. Her milk was starting to accumulate in the
collection bottle.

“This is on the smaller
size. A good starting place for you.” As Poz spoke the words she
felt him touching her anus again. He was wearing latex gloves and
the wetness he applied had to be lube. His finger went inside her
again and just as quickly retreated.

Before she could fully react, he
pressed something against her tightly puckered muscle. She didn’t
have the wherewithal to resist; she was relaxed by the breast
pump. 

The dildo he put in her ass was smooth
and went in easily with the lube he used. Galatéa gasped at the
violation of her body…but then she started to enjoy it. Anal sex
couldn’t be all that bad if so many people were obsessed with
it. 

It wasn’t bad at all.

Maybe not enjoyable, but she wanted
the harsh treatment and humiliation just as much as she wanted the
sexual pleasure. 

Much to her surprise she was
disappointed when he withdrew the dildo. It was hard. She wondered
if it was made of silicone like the vibrator she kept hidden away
at home but she had her doubts. It felt more like metal. That was
something new.

“You took it well. Just
relax while I set this up. You’ll like it. Or maybe not. It doesn’t
matter. It’s what you’re getting today.”

Poz positioned a machine behind her
and attached it to another set of bolts on the
floor. 

“I’ll start you off slow,”
he said after a series of adjustments. 

Once more the dildo went into her ass.
Galatéa was starting to enjoy having it there. It wasn’t at all
unpleasant. 

Poz moved it around a bit, changing
the angle and adjusting it. At first she wasn’t sure what he was
doing, but when it dawned upon her, she was rewarded with the
familiar thrill of fear and anticipation of sex. Her pussy suddenly
moistened though that was not the body part that was currently
being used.

If Poz saw or sensed her reaction to
the warm up, he said nothing. Finally all the adjustments were
done.

“Don’t move,” he warned
her. 

The dildo started sliding in and out
of her. Well, almost all the way out. She couldn’t tell exactly how
long it was, but Poz knew what he was doing. The electric motor
running the fucking machine to which the dildo was mounted withdrew
it most of the way and then pushed it all the way
in. 

Galatéa grunted as the machine had its
way with her.

It wasn’t what she had
expected. 

It wasn’t unpleasant.

Poz watched her with a careful
eye. 

Anal sex was something new to Galatéa.
But was this really anal sex? Didn’t that involve the use of a real
cock? Did it matter?

All too quickly Galatéa found herself
swept away by these new sensations. The pumps pulled on her tits.
The machine fucked her ass. Was she really having sex if it didn’t
involve another person? Poz was watching but he wasn’t really
participating, was he? 

Turning her head to the side she was
able to see where he had set up the ring light and phone recording
her use and humiliation. She couldn’t wait to see the video that
Vicky would send her. 

When Galatéa orgasmed it always
involved her clit either being rubbed and stimulated directly or
indirectly through a nice cock slamming into her. She recognized
the signs of an impending orgasm but it made no sense to her. She
never would have guessed that her ass or her tits were such centers
of erotic stimulation.

She wondered what it meant that she
liked getting fucked in the ass, even if it was being fucked by a
machine.

Then she came and she didn’t care at
all.

The machine didn’t stop.

Her orgasm seemed to go on forever and
ever. She cried out at the abuse of her ass. Her tits were
screaming in pain because the pump was just working the soft flesh
now; her milk supply had been fully expended.

As she climaxed Poz just watched. He
didn’t stop the fucking machine or slow it or turn off the breast
pump. He waited patiently.

“Please,” she begged him,
gasping for breath.

Poz drizzled some liquid lube on her
asshole. She felt the slickness and there was a renewal to the
thrill of being fucked in the ass. For half a second she considered
struggling out of the way, moving her hips to get out of the way of
the pistoning dildo, but then she gave in. 

“Let it happen,” said
Poz.

She started to hyperventilate. The
second orgasm was just as good as the first. Poz continued to watch
dispassionately and let her have a third orgasm before switching
off the fucking machine and the breast pump. 

He eased the dildo out of her ass and
released the cones from her tits.

“That was incredible,” she
told him. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” After he
freed her from the stocks he took a close look at her face. “You
got a piercing,” he said.

Her hands went to her nose. The
retainer she had put in that morning had turned over while she was
bent down in the stocks. She’d have to remember that for future
reference. “Yes. Do you like it?”

Poz shrugged. It then occurred to her
that he didn’t have any visible piercings or tattoos. Not even a
single earlobe. “I can integrate it into your play next time if you
want.”

She blinked. “You can? Will it
hurt?”

“Only if you want it
to.”

 


Galatéa dressed up for her date with
Gordon and it made her feel like a prostitute going to visit her
client. It was the middle of the day and she was dressed far too
sexy for early afternoon. There was no one at the security desk of
his apartment and that gave her some relief. Gordon buzzed her up
on the intercom. She ran into an elderly couple exiting the
elevator. Maybe they gave her a dirty look when they saw her. Maybe
it was just her perception.

Gordon greeted her at his apartment
door with a small bouquet of flowers. That truly surprised
her. 

“Is this an actual date?”
she asked him.

“If you want it to be,” he
said. “I’m sorry the flowers are so lame. I got them from the store
down the street. It’s not a real florist but it was the best I
could do on short notice.”

He had told her that he mostly worked
from home which helped with parenting his son. She figured he was
taking an hour or two for their sex date. It was only now that she
noted the kid toys in the living room and the closed door to what
must have been Gordon’s son’s room. She didn’t comment on
it.

“They’re lovely,” she
said. He already had a vase on the counter for her to put them
in. 

“I don’t want to sound
stupid, but did you have this the last time we met?” He touched his
upper lip, indicating the curved barbell she wore in her septum
piercing.

Maybe that was what upset the older
couple.

“I had the piercing,” she
told him, “but I was
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