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My performance at the corporate meeting had been so poor that Master Carmine decided I needed further training. 

'You are a slave, Cynthia,' he said when he visited my workstation the day after the sales team meeting, 'but not an ordinary slave. We have chosen you to participate in our business and therefore you are a part of a profit-making organisation. We are relying upon you to do your job but, sadly, you seem incapable of it. Now stand up and face me, legs wide apart.'

When I was in position, he slapped my face twice on each side with his right hand. 

'These are not good enough,' he said, and hit me with a wad of paper that he had in his left hand. I assumed they were the printouts of the notes I had taken at the meeting, but Carmine cut me my musing of what the papers were when he slapped me again. He rolled the pages into a cylinder and used them to beat my tits and pussy, before screwing them up and shoving them in my mouth. He took the chain that was clamped to my left nipple—upon which hung my identity card—led me over to my desk and bent me over.

'You are a complete idiot,' he said, and spanked my ass hard with each word. 'Fit only to be beaten and fucked.' 

The spanking he gave me was long and hard, and my ass was numb by the time the blows stopped falling. He then walked to the cabinet in the corner and returned with a riding crop.

'Spread those legs, slave,' he commanded, 'and hold your ass cheeks apart. 

Holding nothing back, Carmine brought the crop down hard onto my asshole, making me gasp. Another five cuts followed, which left my anus feeling as if it were on fire, but my punishment was not over. He held the crop beneath my spread legs and then brought it up hard onto my wet pussy. Once again, I gasped. I had received many pussy whippings in my time but Master Carmine was exceptionally strong and agile, and a single blow from a whip he wielded was the equivalent of five from anyone else. A further five cuts followed that gave a matching set of burning orifices. 

Reaching around, he pulled the notes from my mouth, replaced them with the riding crop, and then lifted my left leg so that my knee was resting on the desk and my cunt was wide open. Pausing only to retrieve the whip from my mouth and shove it deep into my ass, Master Carmine mounted me from behind and began to fuck my cunt. Hard. He grasped my hair and pounded my pussy with his enormous cock, slapping my back and ass with his free hand with every thrust.  

He fucked me for a full fifteen minutes and I was beginning to think that it would never end before he finally pulled me off the desk by the hair and down onto my knees. 

'Open,' he said, and shoved his cock deep into my mouth before blowing a load of cum into my throat. I chocked but managed to swallow it all like the good slave I was. 

'Now to your training,' he said, and lifted me to my feet by the hair. He led me to the office chair under the desk that had a dildo mounted on the seat and, after I had sucked it to his satisfaction, sat me down with it deep in my pussy. He then used leather straps to bind my legs and torso to the chair, and took the chain off my tits. From the drawer beside my computer he withdrew two wires with clamps on the ends and attached them to my nipples. 

'On this machine is a test that you must complete. It is a simple dictation exercise through these headphones. I will be tracking your progress on my laptop and will punish you for every error.' He put headphones on my head and then placed his laptop on the desk beside the computer. 'Okay, your test begins now.'

The voice in the headphones started slowly and typing was easy to begin with, but it did not stay slow for long and I soon found myself struggling to keep up. The first wave of electric pain that coursed through my tits made me scream. Master Carmine stopped the recording for a few seconds.

'This is the only time I will stop the test. You must work through the pain, Cynthia, if you are to be of any use to us.'

The voice started again and it seemed faster. I was ready for the second shock when it came and barely flinched. However, it did make me skip a letter and the third shock followed soon after. This time, I worked through the pain, as I did with the fourth and fifth shocks. 

'That was acceptable,' Master Carmine said as the sixth shock hit my tits and the test ended. 'There may be hope for you yet. However, I feel that I have not punished you enough for your pathetic efforts yesterday and one more flogging is in order. But you have earned a short rest and I want to fuck your ass anyway, so get down on your hands and knees and be thankful the flogging is delayed.'  

I could not believe his cock was hard again so soon after filling my mouth with cum, and I scurried onto my hands and knees after he removed the wires from my nipples. He shoved his dick deep into my ass without ceremony or lubricant, and stretched my already sore asshole to the point of pain. I struggled to maintain my composure as he pumped it mercilessly, but maintain it I did because if I squirmed too hard he would correct me with a stinging slap to one of my dangling tits. 

My ass fucking felt like it lasted forever, but eventually he pulled his cock out and shoved it into my mouth. He did not cum this time, and I licked and sucked while he abused my tits, pinching the nipples and stretching and slapping each breast in turn.

When he was satisfied that I had cleaned my filth off his cock, he grasped me by the hair, led me on my knees to an open area of floor in the middle of the room, and chained me to shackles that hung down from the ceiling.

'Call me a fossil if you will, but I find that a plain old fashioned whipping using a proper cotton cat is the best answer to wayward behavior,' he said as he rummaged around in the cabinet in the corner. 'Electrodes and dildos are fun, I can't argue with that, but give me a whip and I can guarantee a well behaved slave.'

The first cut left red, burning welts on the skin of my back. The second cut landed on my already punished ass. The third and fourth stung my tits and left angry red marks across my tender flesh. 

After the fourth lash, Master Carmine shoved the whip handle into my mouth and reached down between my legs where he pushed two thick, strong fingers so hard into my dripping pussy that he lifted me off the ground.

'You enjoy this too much, slave,' he said and then stepped back and delivered three more savage blows across my tits with his hands. He then walked around to the other side and pushed a finger deep into my ass.

'You're not deliberately failing at your tasks so that you can enjoy the punishment that follows, are you?' He took the whip from my mouth, stood back and delivered three more blows across my much-abused ass.

'A few more across the tits and your debt will be considered paid,' he said and then mercilessly lashed my tits with the whip. 

'There, you look like a good slave slut now,' he said as he inspected the marks that the cat had left all over my body. 'Tomorrow you will be collected and taken to the office where you will serve at the sales fair. The customers like to see evidence of use on some of our products. While you won't be for sale, I'm sure one or two of them will enjoy giving you a trial run.' 

He loosened the shackles that bound my wrists and left without another glance. I rubbed at the welts across my aching chest and ass for a few minutes. I dared not masturbate even though my pussy was wet and hot, because the cameras were always watching and such insolent behavior would probably earn a punishment too great, even for me. Probably. Instead, I sighed and crawled over to my desk to see what assignments awaited me on the computer, and wondered what humiliations tomorrow would bring.
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