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Chapter One

Claire

I’ve discovered I have a peeping tom.

His name is Brian and not Tom, but he’s a sneaking little peeper all right. Well, not such a little peeper I guess: at eighteen he’s bigger than me. But I’ve known him since he was only thirteen. It’s hard for me not to consider him a little boy still, though I’m only seven years his senior. When we moved here after getting married my husband, Jim, hired him to mow our lawn and do other kinds of yard work.

This was convenient enough, since he lives next door. And it soon became apparent, at least to me, that he was curiously infatuated with me – curious because I’m nothing special, believe me. Still he was just a boy, so I thought nothing of it. Eventually he seemed to grow out of it, even though he still performs these chores only a year away from college, when he clearly has no need of the small amount of money it pays. All this makes me wonder now just how infatuated he still is – and how long he’s been peeping at me.

Naturally I was angry at first – angry and hideously embarrassed. I’ve always been terribly shy, you see. My self-esteem is so low that at the time I couldn’t bring myself to confront Brian or even let on that I was aware of him. Now I’m glad that I didn’t. The more I think about him – hunky young stud, captain of the football team, exactly the kind of guy who wouldn’t give me the time of day during my own high school torment – the more I’m tempted to take a wicked advantage of the situation.

After all, my marriage is a sham. I’m actually still a virgin, if you can believe that. And despite my shyness and generally timid demeanor, the sexual repression and deprivation I’ve grown up with and suffered all my life has led me to indulge in ever wilder fantasies, some of them incredibly kinky. Why shouldn’t I take advantage of this opportunity? Why not try to live out some of those fantasies, or at least finally get to have sex? Brian is a legal adult now. If he’s so interested in my body when he could have any girl in school, he ought to be easy to seduce. Or failing that, why shouldn’t I coerce him? It would certainly be fair play after the way he’s sinned against me.

I first became aware of his peeping last week.

Coming from families that are both considerably well-off, Jim and I have a pretty sizeable house: two stories with bathrooms both upstairs and down. Jim and I have separate bedrooms at the back, with the bathroom between them. I have the master bedroom, which has its own door on the bathroom and is sited at the corner of the house nearest to the Garvey’s – that’s young Brian’s parents.

There are big windows on adjacent sides of the bedroom and a skylight over the tub in the bathroom. This continues down the wall to the foot of the tub, allowing sunlight and a view of the sky and distant treetops while blocking any sight-lines from the ground. Taking a leisurely soak one morning this June, just lounging and enjoying the warm sun and churning water (the tub is equipped with whirlpool jets) a flash of light caught my eye, and not for the first time. Only on this occasion I saw more. About fifty yards away, over in the Garvey’s back yard, there is a massive old willow tree. About twenty feet up in this is a tree house – not some scrappy thing hammered together, but a professional redwood job that I’m sure homeless people the world over would find more than just commodious. Such is the way kids are spoiled out here in the suburbs. Anyway, I couldn’t see more than the roof of this from where I lounged low in the tub, but I didn’t need to. Another twenty or thirty feet up in the branches that flash of light came again. Squinting against the tiny glare, I waited until it receded. And then what should I see but our yard boy propped mostly hidden among the leaves, sunlight reflecting occasionally from the binoculars he was using to peer across our properties and through the skylight!

I froze in mortification. The little bastard was spying on me naked! Despite the sauna-like heat my skin crawled into gooseflesh. Shock warred with rage and humiliation for a moment, making it impossible to think. Then other realizations occurred, kicking my mind into overdrive.

Besides rarely opaquing that skylight, I almost never close the curtains in my bedroom. I like watching the moon rise at night and enjoy the sun and birds in the morning. I even like the view of that willow and its tree-house visible from my bed. It never occurred to me it might be occupied. If I’d thought of it all I suppose I assumed that Brian had long since outgrown it, and anyway it was almost fifty yards away. With a pair of binoculars however…

How many times had he watched me dressing, undressing, or even masturbating in there? Feeling a burning shame flush me that was as much the result of my upbringing as at this unconscionable violation, I remained frozen in place, at a loss how to respond.

I couldn’t imagine calling the police or even his parents. For one thing, I’ve never been able to stomach much confrontation. And furthermore I’ve been uncomfortable around Mr. and Mrs. Garvey ever since we moved here. Like everyone else in this conservative, moderately wealthy community they are fundamentalist evangelicals.

Their fervor makes me uneasy; I feel more than ever like an imposter in the court of the enemy. And of course, they dote on their only child, their glitteringly perfect son. They refuse to hear a word against him. Plus if the story got around that he was a spying little pervert, their own status in the community and church would take a dreadful hit.

It’s not that I cared about that. But even if they believed me, there’s the evangelical habit of blaming the victim, the female victim, to consider. People (my own parents included) would claim I enticed him by leaving the skylight transparent and the curtains open. Even if I was somehow spared such a backlash, drawing community attention to myself could prove disastrous for me. By this time I’d endured five long years of a loveless and sexless marriage to keep my secret. The last thing I needed was gossip and public scrutiny.

In the end, my reticence and fear of confrontation, even of social awkwardness, caused me to shy away from even letting Brian know that I was on to him. How could we ever look each other in the face after this with such a momentous shame out in the open between us? Angry all over again I cursed the little bastard for putting me in this predicament.

Why the hell did he want to look at me anyways? It’s not that I’m ugly or overweight, more like insufferably plain. My hair is a lusterless wheat-blonde, hanging thin and straight to my shoulders. My eyes are an utterly ordinary brown, my nose too small, my chin too weak and my lips not generous by any means. My skin is too pale and my body mostly normal to the point of being unnoticeable. Five-five and a hundred and ten pounds, I’m skinny and without any muscle tone. And then there are my breasts. As always the thought of these suffused me with excruciating embarrassment, magnified a hundredfold by the idea that someone was seeing them even at that moment, an attractive man, in fact, just like those who had always spurned me.

All through high school the other girls made fun of me in the locker room. My endowment is as ordinary as the rest of me, neither too big nor too small. It’s my nipples that are hideously different. These are absolutely gigantic, comprising at least half of my C-cup size. The enormous aureoles jut out like tennis balls, distorting the shape of the whole, while the tips are just little bumps on the end. Glancing down at these filled me with despair and self-despite all over again, and suddenly I couldn’t bear them being seen anymore. Keeping my face as neutral as possible and trying not to show any alarm or haste, I climbed out of the tub and toweled dry. Wrapping that towel about myself with considerable relief, I finished my morning hygiene in a torturous struggle to appear normal. Only when I passed into my bedroom and then the enclosed wardrobe to pick out some clothes did I allow my upset to overwhelm me at last. I sat huddled in the corner and cried furiously for twenty minutes at least, in shame and anger at my violation, and grief and sorrow over my undesirability and hopeless situation.


Claire

It’s hard to say when I began to think more speculatively about my naughty young neighbor, to consider this an opportunity rather than a problem. Eventually I pulled myself together. Resolving to be more careful, I got dressed in the closet. Suppressing all evidence of my upset, I went about my housework and interacted with my husband as though nothing had happened. By the time I saw Jim off to work at about one-thirty I’d regained my equanimity.

I’m familiar with feeling unattractive, misused, and helpless to right offenses after all. Being unpopular growing up, intellectually estranged from everyone I know and generally unloved has long forced me to find solace in my own company. I passed the day in my usual way, but all the while wheels were beginning to turn. Deciding that I needed to know the extent of Brian’s peeping, I began to plot a little spying of my own.

I generally go to bed around midnight. Jim has a ninety-minute commute and works overtime regularly, never returning before three in the morning – not that this matters a whole lot, since he moved out of our bedroom a week into our marriage. In any case, well before the usual time I crept upstairs into the guest bedroom adjacent to my own. Leaving the lights off, I pulled a chair next to the open window but well back from it. There I could keep a watch on the Garvey house, yard, and all approaches to the tree.

For half an hour not much happened. All the lights were off over there. Good God-fearing folk go to bed early I guess. But finally at eleven-thirty I saw movement out back.

There had been no betraying lights or sounds coming from the house, but my dark-adapted eyes easily picked out Brian as he moved cautiously through the patio furniture. He wore sneakers and pajamas of pale blue, and paused a moment to study our house. Seeing the lights I’d left burning in both bathroom and bedroom but no movement, he hurried across the lawn and up to the tree house, disappearing within.

That sneaky little shit! This must be a nightly delight for him, no doubt stretching back over years. Again I flamed with humiliation, thinking of all the times I’d spent writhing on the bed, sating my solitary needs privately – or so I’d always assumed. Anger and frustration made me grind my teeth. There had to be a way to make that bastard pay!

Perhaps I could begin by serving up some frustration right back to him. Not by closing the curtain or moving to a different bedroom – I could always trade with Jim – because that might signal to young Brian that I was on to him. Instead I could let him go on watching me, but be careful to never let him really see anything. Decided, I slipped out of the guest bedroom and back downstairs, where I shut everything down and locked up for the night. Then following my usual routine I went back up and into the bathroom.

I brushed my teeth, washed my face and combed my hair: move along folks, nothing to see here. There are no sight-lines from the toilet to the skylight, so I was able to relieve myself without worrying. Finally, I headed into the bedroom, dousing the bathroom light on the way.

I felt like an actress entering stage left. The awareness that I was being spied upon, and had likewise been spied upon probably every night of the last five years filled me with anger and embarrassment all over again. Still I remained determined to torment my young voyeur until I figured out a way to either revenge myself upon him or put a stop to these violations without betraying my knowledge of them. Moving more slowly than usual, as if lost in thought, I wandered around the room a bit. I spent a good ten minutes unnecessarily sorting my scanty jewelry box – I don’t even wear earrings. I dawdled interminably over selecting five CDs for the stereo to play softly all night. At last I removed my shoes, pants and shirt.

I sleep in just my panties usually – another act of rebellion against my fundamentalist parents, who every Christmas buy me the dowdiest and most unattractive nightgowns and housecoats you can imagine. Now wearing just those panties (strictly cotton and utilitarian, I don’t even own any sexy underwear) and my bra, I forced myself to parade around in full view of the windows, tantalizing the little spy and drawing out the suspense even further. I sprinkled some flakes into the twenty-gallon aquarium and dallied there watching all the little tetras, barbs, mollies and other tropical fish chase around after them. Then I shut off the tank light and yawned as if exhausted, stretching and swaying and working the kinks out of tired muscles. I noticed that my anger and embarrassment had eased. I was actually enjoying this little performance, smirking inside as I imagined Brian’s frustration waiting for me to take off my bra. At last I casually turned my back to the windows and did so, fumbling interminably with the little hooks. Shrugging free of this at last, I tossed it with my other discarded clothes and stretched and swayed some more. Then still being careful to show him only my backside I moved slowly to the bed. I turned back the covers, plumped the pillows and doused the lights, grinning at Brian’s consternation as I at last slipped into bed without showing him anything.

Lying there in the dark I actually giggled to myself. Poor Brian: no show to jerk off to tonight! Unfortunately I was now too keyed up to sleep. I just laid there marveling at myself.

Not only had I finally taken some steps to address the situation, but I’d actually gotten a kick out of it! Maybe the spice this was bringing to my dreary life was a good thing. Picturing that handsome young stud grinding his teeth in frustration, his no doubt impressive cock going from eager anticipation to wilting disappointment made me grin with sadistic vindication. I caught my fingers tracing circles over the big bulbs of my nipples, which tingled responsively.

Well why the hell not? I was safe in the dark now, under the covers with no one to see. And I was never going to get to sleep without working off some of my excitement first. I eased one hand down and slipped it inside my panties.

Even though I know it’s ridiculous, I’m still plagued by feelings of guilt whenever I pleasure myself. I was raised to think masturbation was the worst kind of sin after all. My mother even instructed me to clear myself of all ‘impure’ thoughts when inserting a tampon, to dwell on menstruation as the curse of Eve and not a perfectly normal waste removal function. This time, however, these thoughts passed off easily. I found the gasping place quickly, and had no need of the vibrator I keep hidden in my underwear drawer as if it really was the tool of Satan my church claims it to be. I had no need of my usual fantasies either, though as the pleasure built and built I indulged them anyway. Finally I had a name and a face to put on the anonymous male I chastised in my mind, punishing him as I’d so often been beaten myself growing up.

Spare the rod and spoil the boy! It was sneaking, young Brian I saw bent over my lap and being spanked. Pants and underwear pulled down to his ankles, his naughty voyeur’s cock hard and throbbing uselessly against my own hot crotch, he was weeping and sniveling contritely as I smacked his ass cherry-red. Bad, shameful, spying little shit; this is what you get for peeping! I ought to cut that naughty thing right off you!

My climax arrived much more quickly than usual, and for once I didn’t unconsciously stifle my cries out of misguided shame. Finally, my shudders subsided, and I settled limply into the bed. As my breathing slowed and I slipped toward sleep at last I felt an unfamiliar smile curving my lips. Yes, amazingly this situation was providing me with a delightful bit of spice to go with all my embarrassment and outrage.

For the next few days I continued this way. Rather than bathe in the tub I used the enclosed shower stall next to it. If Brian was up in the tree watching, he would get only a brief glimpse of me stepping in and out. I began retiring earlier, moving about the bedroom or sitting up on top of the covers reading in my bra and panties for long stretches before contriving to drop the former with my back to him before slipping under the covers. I even began exercising before bed: doing toe touches, deep knee bends and other, more suggestive body mechanics right in front of the biggest window in my underwear. Tickled at the thought of my frustrated audience, I found myself more and more aroused by this game. I was actually discovering a streak of sadistic exhibitionism in me. Though I remained dreadfully embarrassed by my breasts, I began to let him get fleeting glimpses of these – enough to tease and briefly titillate, but not to fixate upon. And all the time (but especially while masturbating and fantasizing about spanking him in the dark afterwards) I wondered what Brian saw in me to keep him so obsessed.

Was it just the opportunity I represented? Was it the thrill of voyeurism itself, and he would shamelessly ogle any woman this way? Or was there truly something he found attractive about me? I badly wanted to question him about this. After all, he was the only man to ever see me naked besides my husband, and Jim hardly qualifies. I’ve even chosen female doctors all my life. Could there really be something about me to interest and even arouse a man? The more curious I became the more my nascent exhibitionism grew.

I began letting Brian see more and more of me: full on views of my breasts again and even my naked waist and groin. In the process I became ever less embarrassed and more turned on. Perhaps it was then I began imagining scenarios whereby I might turn the situation to my advantage. My embarrassment giving way daily to excitement at the thought of this sinful young stud spying on me (and likely jerking off while he did it); I finally decided to join willingly in with our long-time, long-distance dalliance. I would quit just teasing him and begin putting on a proper show again. In fact, I would do everything I could to drive him out of his little mind, and revel in the fact that we were masturbating over each other, and that this time I was the one with the secret knowledge. And at the same time I would begin plotting a trap for him. Brian needed to be punished. And I had long unmet needs of my own.


Claire

So here I am. I watched from the darkened guest bedroom until my secret admirer gained the tree house. Then I slipped out, passed into the bathroom and took care of business there. Now it’s show time at last.

Plucking a bottle of baby oil from the medicine cabinet I exit the bathroom and enter stage left, my heart absolutely hammering.

On one level I can’t believe I’m doing this: shy little Baptist girl raised to be painfully modest, convinced since girlhood of my utter undesirability and taught that any sexual pleasure at all was sinful, but especially outside the bounds of strictly procreative marital relations. Guilt and shame as reflexive as breathing have me blushing furiously at what I intend. At the same time I’m almost giddy with daring and burning with arousal, determined to put on a supremely seductive show and draw my spying young stud inescapably into an obsession-trap that will open whole new worlds of previously undreamed-of fulfillment to me. Shutting off the bathroom lights, I pause to use the rheostat to dim those in the bedroom romantically. This is the beginning of a ritual I’m sure Brian is familiar with, the steps which I always take when in a particularly sexy mood and planning a veritable orgy of onanism rather than just a quick easing of need. Let him know what’s coming and enjoy the gradual build-up of suspense…

First I prepare the bed, turning back the covers and plumping up a number of pillows against the headboard. Dropping the bottle of baby oil next to these, I go from there to the nearby dresser. From my underwear drawer I get my vibrator and toss it next to the baby oil, followed by a towel. Then I dig out a bag containing over a dozen little votive candles and a lighter and begin arranging the atmosphere to my liking.

Usually I scatter the candles artfully around the room. This time however I place most of them on top of the headboard, to ensure that my body will be brightly lit as I play. Once these are burning I put the last few on the dresser and stereo, light them up and load the disc changer with Al Green CDs. His music is always essential to a sexy mood. At last I dim the lights even more, so the candle glow dominates. Then I stroll slowly over to the big picture window.

This too is part of my usual ritual. The darkness outside and the candlelight behind me combine to turn this wide stretch of glass into a mirror. I like to watch myself as both a rebellion against my upbringing and a kind of therapy, fighting back against what I know is an unhealthily low level of self-esteem.

Between the fact it’s midnight and there are no houses on the back side of ours, I’d never worried about being seen as I’d stripped for myself, never dreaming that the tree house at the rear of the next yard might be harboring a spying little jerk-off. Now that I know I’m actually trembling with that heady mixture of excitement, arousal, daring and embarrassment. Still I smile at my reflection, trying desperately to believe that what I see could be considered attractive by a man. Taking a deep breath, I run my hands through my hair a few times. Then swaying seductively from side-to-side I begin to slowly unbutton my shirt.

Dancing in place to the music I do a striptease, enticing my teenage audience exactly as I knew I’d be accused of doing if I ever went public. I don’t care though. If the accusation is inevitable, why not earn it? And of course, I have no intention of taking my grievance pubic anyway. I’ll get my payback in private. Watching myself shimmy and sway, bump and grind and vamp and slowly strip to the music, I feel a wanton joy rise. For a sheltered Baptist girl I have some pretty good moves. I hope Brian’s enjoying the show. But of course, he hasn’t seen anything yet, no matter how many years he’s been spying on me. Naked at last, I continue to dance, caressing myself all over.

I’m trying to take pride in my body despite over a decade of reflexive shame. My arms and legs aren’t wimpy and skinny, I tell myself; they’re slim and nicely shaped. Likewise my belly is beautifully slender, if not hard and defined, and my hips pleasantly curvy if not hourglass or even lyre-like. I suddenly wish my bush was at least trimmed if not shaved completely away, which I understand is the fashion these days. At least that’s what the ladies’ magazines say. Right away I decide to do this tomorrow – in the tub where Brian can watch me. Emboldened by this determination, I at last bring myself to confront my breasts.

I still hate them. There’s no denying that. The nipples are so freakishly huge! Nevertheless I cup and caress them, and even squeeze those big bulbs until I gasp with the mixed pain and pleasure this brings. Then I have to stop however. I don’t want to draw attention to them, either Brian’s or my own. I’m trying to entice the young man with whatever limited charms I may have, not repel him with my flaws. And I don’t want to spoil my mood of giddy abandon. At last I do a slow turn and dance my way over to the bed. It’s time for the main event.

Striving for gracefulness, I drape myself over this and roll and writhe around until I’m lying in the middle, my upper half supported by the pile of pillows I’ve prepared. Again I caress myself all over, taking my time and enjoying the smooth springiness of my skin and the whispery friction of my hands sliding over it. Drawing up my knees, I let my legs fall open wide, exposing every bit of myself, even though my pussy is usually almost as great a source of embarrassment as my breasts.

This is another thing I was ridiculed mercilessly about. Most of the other girls (oh hell, all of them) betrayed nothing but a demure little slit down there under normal circumstances. But for some reason I have big flappy inner lips that protrude through the outer ones at all times. They dangle right down half an inch or so, and even the hood of my clit juts out grossly exposed. But perhaps this could actually be a benefit here. I don’t know how powerful my sneaky little spy’s binoculars are. Maybe having abnormally large genitals will make it easier for him to see them. And who knows, maybe where the girls in the locker room considered this gross (and my mother some kind of stigma requiring extra severe repression of my sexuality) guys might find it a turn-on. Silently I question Brian about this.

Can you see my pussy adequately, you dirty little sneak? Do you like it, or does it gross you out? How would you like to be the first one to penetrate it? I’m still a virgin, you know. How about you? Perhaps we should get together on fixing that…

I smolder at my reflection in sultry invitation, somehow knowing that through that glass (and a magnifying lens or two) I’m also looking my hunky young yard boy right in the eye. Slowly I stroke my inner thighs, wishing again that I cared more about fashion, or had had the foresight to do anything I could to make myself more enticing down there before embarking on this adventure. At least the hair of my crotch is blonde too, and not particularly thick or anything. Nevertheless I suddenly feel uncomfortably selfconscious again. Maybe the girls and even my mother were right, and my pussy is even more off-putting than my nipples. I close my legs and pick up that body of baby oil.

Slowly I drizzle some on my palm. Then I begin to spread it over me everywhere, loving the slipperiness as I work it in. I take a good while and use most of the bottle doing this, and by the time I reach my vagina I’m slick and gleaming everywhere. Wet now inside too, I spread myself out again, not just my legs but my big flappy labia too, letting Brian see all the way inside me. Why not? Panting and flushed and churning with mixed emotions but oh-so horny too, I finally give in to my intolerable need and start fingering myself. The vibrator will be brought into play soon enough…


Brian

I can’t believe what I’m seeing!

After nearly a week of the worst luck imaginable, my lovely neighbor is finally putting on a show for me again. And what a show! Mrs. Andrews has never got it on like this before! She must be really inspired tonight. Loathe as I am to miss even a second of her playing with herself, and though I know it’s almost surely unnecessary, I have to pull my eyes from the binoculars quickly (these are set up on a tripod, to spare my arms and make sure they stay trained on the right place) to flash a quick glance at the digital video camera that’s attached to my telescope. Yes, the ‘record’ light is still on; no glitches to worry about. I’m getting every incredible instant of this. And no night vision addition is necessary this time either, nor am I being tormented by any under-the-covers tease! She’s doing it all right out in the open – which thanks to that big window, the configuration of our houses and yards and my ‘astronomy’ equipment might as well be right next to me. Heart pounding and my madly erect cock throbbing in tandem with it, I hurriedly look back through the binoculars.

My pajama top is unbuttoned and the bottoms around my ankles as I sit comfortably in a folding camp chair. The walls of the tree house are papered with posters of the moon, the planets, distant galaxies and nebulae and other iconic images captured by the Hubble Space Telescope. My parents actually think my hobby is astronomy, viewing the ‘wonders of God’s created universe’. This makes a perfect excuse to stay up late, keep using the tree house and collecting all kinds of top-quality optical equipment. Little do they know all the presents they’ve bought me over the years were for studying wonders much closer to hand…

I had to buy the night vision stuff myself, but it was well worth it. The last few days I’ve been getting almost nothing from the only heavenly body I’m really interested in, not until the lights were out at least. But now all that’s changed, and oh boy how it’s changed! From dancing and stripping like never before to oiling herself up all over, Mrs. Andrews has now splayed herself out almost as if she knows she’s the star of her own private play – and of my extensive collection of home movies – and is really going to town on herself.

Though her wonderfully unique pussy is exposed like I’ve rarely seen it – two fingers spreading those big lips wide and lifting up to un-hood the clit her other index finger is toying with – my gaze is drawn back again and again to her incredible breasts. These were the first I’d ever seen, and they remain just as fascinating as and even more powerfully erotic to me than they did at thirteen. The way that sheen of oil makes them gleam in the candlelight as they jiggle with her movements has me moaning uncontrollably. God I hope she makes oiling herself up like that a regular thing from now on! This is even better than seeing them wet and soapy in the bath!

Oh, this is the most extraordinary woman in the entire world! I don’t mean the most beautiful of course. Certainly she’s pretty enough, though she seems not to know or care – she never wears make-up or lingerie or expensive clothes for example. And her body is slender and lovely as well, though of course, there are plenty of girls right here in town who are far more stacked, absolute knockouts. I’ve even dated a few of them. Still, even without those amazing breasts Mrs. Andrews is eminently desirable. For the life of me I can’t understand why her idiot husband doesn’t sleep with her – unless maybe he’s queer or even more of a religious loony than my parents and everyone else in this town. I’m not complaining a bit however.

The last thing I want to see through my telescope is Jim Andrews’ hairy ass walking in front of the windows, or pumping up and down as he luckily fucks my dream woman. The first would revolt me and the second make me crazy with jealousy. I’m in love with the lady after all or at least obsessed with her. She has such a blissfully unknowing hold on me that I’ve never been able to get serious about any girl my own age no matter how attractive. I know that’s stupid, but I just can’t help myself. Ever since my first glimpse of those incredible nipples I’ve been completely unable to get them out of my mind. It seems I’ve spent my entire teenage years spying on them, and whenever I get to second base with a girl the contrast between what I have and what I want always ruins it for me.

Mrs. Andrews’ nipples are even more unbelievably unique than her vagina. I’ve been all over the internet looking at porn from every imaginable source, and seen nothing like them anywhere. To start with, they are not brown or even red but the loveliest shade of pink you can imagine. The only thing that comes close is a kind of flower I saw last year outside the courthouse that my mother identified as a ‘pink shira hydrangea’.

If it wouldn’t make me suspect I’d cultivate a whole garden of these just to dote on and smell and endlessly finger the velvety petals as a kind of woeful approximation. But of course, nothing could possibly measure up to that exquisite reality. The size and shape of those jutting bulbs are just too mouthwatering to be believed. I swear they are as big and round as ripe peaches, easily making up half of each curvy, perfectly symmetrical breast.

The thought of sucking on these, of rubbing my dick or face against them or even just getting to briefly touch them makes me ache with a longing so fierce I want to cry or scream or beat my head against a wall. And it’s all so hopelessly in vain.

Mrs. Andrews is married, even if her idiot husband (who could kiss and lick and play with those wondrous things to his heart’s content if he wanted to) never bothers to touch her. Plus she’s at least five years older than me, probably more like seven or eight, and doubtless still considers me just a kid. I can tell this just from the precious little interaction we get to share. She’s always polite and friendly and nice, but I’ll never be more than the boy next door who mows their lawn and bags the leaves to her. Yet still I almost die every time she brings me out a glass of lemonade, points out something in particular that needs to be done or finally pays me when I can’t dawdle anymore and have to finish up.

If she knew about the way I’ve been spying on her all these years she’d never forgive me. Still I can’t stop doing it, and can’t imagine leaving here to go to college after this last upcoming year of high school. It’s like I’m addicted to watching her.

This is not just the only way I’ll ever get to keep looking at those amazing nipples. It’s the only way I can feel close to her, the only kind of sexual relationship we can share, even if it’s ridiculously one-sided. It’s the only real source of fulfillment open to me. I don’t think I’ve ever masturbated once without fantasizing about her, and usually while watching her, either in real time like now or on one of my hundreds of video files. And here she is, the sublime housewife of my dreams putting on the most amazingly arousing show for me yet. So as always I tell my guilty conscience to take a hike and lean breathlessly into the binoculars, masturbating as she does likewise on her candlelit king-size.

Breasts jiggling ceaselessly, she fingers herself ever more vigorously. Her mouth hangs open, no doubt panting and moaning and crying out. What I wouldn’t give to be able to plant a hidden microphone and transmitter in there, to hear every gasp and groan and breathy little cry!

Usually she has her eyes closed or at least heavily lidded. But tonight Mrs. Andrews’ gaze bores straight into me, sultry and inviting as though she knows I’m watching her every move. Of course, I’m sure she’s just staring at her reflection in the window, getting off on the sight of herself playing the same way she obviously likes to watch herself dance and strip. Still the sensation is madly alluring.

I grip myself a little tighter and slightly increase the speed of my stroking. I want to time it so that I only come when she does. And I want it to be on her last, best orgasm. When Mrs. Andrews sets up with candles and dances first like this she can keep going for an hour or more, climaxing any number of times. After I blow my own load the guilt invariably returns, somewhat spoiling the rest of the show. And she hasn’t even picked up her dildo yet. So even when my beloved begins humping upward with her crotch, attacking herself with a frenzy and finally begins obviously screaming in climax – those eyes glaring almost accusingly into mine the entire time – I somehow restrain myself from likewise beating madly. Still an uncontrollable moan escapes me, my cock pulses urgently in my hand and my balls tingle with demand. I’m so right to withhold however. After humping and thrashing interminably and at last relaxing, Mrs. Andrews picks up the towel next to her and carefully dries her hands with it. Then she grins so mischievously at me as she picks up her dildo at last that once again I get the unsettling impression that she’s aware of me.

That can’t be possible however.

Not only have I been exceedingly careful all these years, but there’s no way that a shy, retiring Christian lady like her could know about my spying and not be horrified. Still my heart pounds unsettlingly with an additional frisson of fear as I watch her lick the end of that dildo, her hot gaze meeting my breathlessly expectant one. Though I can’t hear the buzzing, this big fake penis is obviously a vibrator too, because as usual Mrs. Andrews proceeds to employ just that wetted head to pleasure her clit to another hip-bucking climax before she even gets around to penetrating herself.

Then she does; oh bless her, she does! Lifting her legs out straight to the sides and spreading them as shamelessly wide as I’ve ever seen her, she eases that vibrator into herself and starts sliding it in and out. Little by little she works the whole thing in, avidly watching herself the entire time. Finally, she begins thrusting feverishly with it. Oh, I can see absolutely everything, even the way sweat darkens her hair at the temples and beads on her oiled-up body.

I’m sweating heavily myself, panting right along with her. Self control abandoned, I find I’m jerking my cock to the same rhythm she uses plunging that vibrator into her pussy, fantasizing that the one is in place of the other and we’re truly together on this. At last Mrs. Andrews casts her head back, breaking our salacious if one-sided eye contact and writhing in ecstasy as she so urgently pleasures herself. Bucking on the bed and impaling herself mercilessly, she’s such a vision of lovely erotic abandon that I could surely get rich peddling the video I’m making even now. Of course, that idea is beyond heretical. This beauty belongs solely to me, and I’m already richer than any man in existence having this secret access to her. When she begins climaxing again I have to let go of my dick entirely and grind my teeth in incipient madness to keep from joining her in orgasm. Once again it’s the right call however.

Twice more Mrs. Andrews pleasures herself to a thrashing, screaming peak before her next especially slow, languorous build-up indicates the grand finale is beginning. By this point I’m almost as sweaty and disheveled as she is; this has been a marathon session like no other. My erection is so adamant with need I can barely dare to stroke it as her incredible tits begin jiggling once again with the gradually increasing fervency of her thrusting.

As always I find it nearly impossible to tear my eyes away from these. Slumped half upright on a pile of pillows as she is, Mrs. Andrews’ breasts both jut beautifully forward and slope sexily down and then up. Dominated by those incomparable pink nipples, they gleam and dance in the candlelight in a way that makes me utterly disregard the wide split of her legs, the way her big pussy lips stretch around the cock plunging in and out of her and even the fire in her eyes as she gazes demandingly at me through the window.

Later I will replay the recording I’m making in slow motion over and over again, obsessing on every little jiggle, every nuance of light and shadow. For now, however, I’m mesmerized, pressing my eyes so tight to the binoculars I’m liable to have a raccoon bruise come morning. Still she works herself more urgently, building toward that ultimate orgasm, and at last I take myself completely in hand and start jerking properly.

Again I match my matchless neighbor stroke for stoke. Panting and moaning in concert fifty yards apart we share a swiftly climbing crescendo.

My balls are tingling again with anticipation; the moment of stolen fulfillment I live for is rapidly approaching. Then at last lovely Mrs. Andrews is bucking uncontrollably and crying out in the most extravagant throe I’ve ever witnessed. Stabbing herself relentlessly with that lucky piece of rubber or plastic she writhes and shudders and screams so piercingly I fancy I can actually hear her all the way over here. In response my own crisis comes upon me. To the frantic beating of my fist my spunk comes pumping out, spurting all over the place as I groan and squirm in my chair for a good twenty seconds at least. But at last not a drop is left to be milked from me, and I sag back from the binoculars in exhaustion.

Gradually sanity returns, bringing its usual twinge of guilt and shame over my behavior. I can only slump there panting and murmur useless apologies to the woman I crave so much and continue to so terribly wrong. Finally, the lights next door dim and go out. Ashamed and relieved both, I mop up my mess, fix my pajamas and then tidy up the tree house. And touched by guilt and remorse though I am, I can’t help but exult in what an unprecedented show that was.

Carefully I detach the camera from the telescope. I’ve now got the best movie ever to upload to my collection before at last going back to bed.




Chapter Two

Claire

“Someone sounds chipper today.”

“Hmm?”

Jim has come into the kitchen to rustle up some breakfast before heading in to work.

“I said what’s that you’re humming?”

“Oh…I don’t know. Something I used to listen to in high school, I guess.”

I’m not about to reveal that it’s Al Green, my favorite masturbating music. In truth I was hardly even aware that I was happily humming at all as I puttered around the kitchen. Strange, really, since this isn’t a normal habit of mine. A show of good spirits was something else that was discouraged in me from an early age. No wonder Jim was moved to comment. He raises his eyebrows now, inviting an explanation. Rather than give him one I merely fall back into “Tired of Being Alone”. Whether I’m feeling sexy or not is really none of his business.

This may seem an odd state of affairs between husband and wife, but we are really more like housemates. As I’ve indicated, our marriage is merely a convenient fiction, a way to pair up and get along without arousing suspicion in a community that would ostracize us both were our true natures known to anyone but each other.

Jim is secretly gay and I’m a secret atheist, facts that would devastate our respective families and destroy our limited social circle.

Potential outcasts both, we cover for each other: acting loving only in public, while at home we merely get along, respecting each other’s boundaries in a way that allows us to carry on our charade with a minimum of discomfort. We rarely even share meals or watch TV together, and haven’t attempted to get intimate since the night he took me to the Senior Prom and we so uncomfortably discovered the truth about each other. With his silent inquiry rebuffed, Jim becomes all business as he opens the refrigerator for some eggs.

“They’re sending me to Tallahassee again next weekend. So I’ll be gone from Friday, that’s a week from today, through Sunday night. Is there anything we need done before then?”

Supposedly the company sends Jim on these trips every month or so, and for a week or more a few times a year. I rather suspect this is a fabrication, a convenient cover for a highly circumspect sex life that I’m quite frankly perfectly content not knowing about. If he thinks he’s needling me with this hint in return for not confiding in him, he couldn’t be more mistaken. Both the information and his question fit in perfectly with the plans I’ve been developing to establish a secret sex life of my own.

“Not really. I was thinking about cleaning some of the clutter out of the attic that weekend, things too bulky to move myself. But I suppose we could ask Brian next door if he wants to earn a few extra bucks.”

“He usually does.”

Jim emerges with the butter and eggs, a block of cheese and an onion and green pepper for making an omelet. “We’ll see the Garveys at church on Sunday and ask him then.”

“Good enough,” I reply, and pick up my humming again as I head for the laundry room, leaving Jim to his late breakfast. With my back to him I grin with satisfaction, running a hand down the front of my slacks. Under these I’m now clean shaven and even scandalously bare of underwear – a precaution to keep my scraped skin from itching too much.

I caught those telltale light flashes twice as I bathed and shaved this morning. I bet Brian loved watching that. After the way I kept him up late last night he’s lucky he didn’t fall out of the tree. Too bad for him he can’t jerk off perched among the branches. Again I feel a grin of cruel satisfaction surface. I’ll teach him to spy! Do they still make chastity belts in this day and age? How I’d love to lock that naughty boy up and only let him out when I want to take advantage of him! That’s certainly something to research on-line. For now though I have more pressing items to purchase. Once Jim has left for work I take our other car out to a sprawling mall at a much larger community two towns over. There I first visit an electronics store.

With the help of a knowledgeable clerk I pick out a compact digital video camera. He assures me that once it’s fully charged the battery will let it record for over twenty-four hours straight. He explains how to upload the video to a computer and burn it onto a blank DVD, which I already have a supply of. Once in a while I rent a movie from Netflix that’s so good I want to keep a copy for myself, and so I ignore all the FBI warnings at the beginning and duplicate it. It’s not like I’m running a counterfeiting ring after all. Anyway from the electronics store I pluck up my courage and defy my blushes and go into Victoria’s Secret.

The array of lingerie on display is scandalizing and appalling and downright bewildering. I find it hard to believe people actually wear this stuff. Fingering silks and satins and marveling over all the lace and ruffles and ribbons, scalloped edges and peek-a-boo cutouts, I feel an utterly uncharacteristic yearning to try on everything.

I have no idea what colors and styles would look good on me (if any) and am too embarrassed to ask the opinion of one of the salesgirls. Fearing to look ridiculous rather than sexy, imagining myself as a pigeon trying to pass itself off as a bird of paradise, I at last settle for just picking out some new panties and bras that are far skimpier than the matronly kind I’ve always favored. At least I choose silk instead of cotton, imagining how sexy it will feel on my new hairless groin. Almost expecting to be laughed out of the store, I’m reassured when the clerk rings up my purchases with perfect nonchalance and even engages in friendly chatter with me.

“These are nice,” she remarks, “a little vanilla for me. We’re actually going to stop carrying them soon – not much demand for them here. I mean you can basically get the same thing at J.C. Penney’s and for quite a bit cheaper.”

A pretty looking black girl, the clerk flashes a quick look around to make sure her manager didn’t overhear this. Then she surprises me with a salacious wink.

“Sure you don’t want something a little fancier? You’ve got the goods, girl. Why not flaunt them?”

“I…I don’t know,” I stammer. “I’m not really the showy type. I’m too plain for that. I’d feel silly trying to present myself as some kind of glamour girl.”

“That is what’s silly!” the girl snorts. “You’ve got a great body and you’re prettier than half the girls that come in here. You just need to style your hair and use a little makeup. You’d knock ‘em dead, kid.”

She leans toward me confidentially.

“I don’t know who told you that you were plain, but they’re way off base. If it was your husband who said that, you ought to dump him. He’s just trying to keep you ignorant. A girl like you can do a lot better than that piddling little rock on your finger. You think about it, honey, and then come back here. Between this place and the beauty salon across from the food court, we’ll turn you into a glamour girl fit for Hollywood!”

This kind of encouragement is so unlike anything I’ve ever heard before that I’m simply stunned. I’m almost tempted to go back and choose something outrageous after all. I want to ask more about this beauty salon – I’ve never been in one in my life, my parents would die at the very thought. Hell, they’d die just seeing me in here or listening to this conversation. But then I realize this girl is probably just doing her job, trying to coax me into more purchases to make up for her slip about J.C. Penney’s. I mutter an embarrassed thanks for her compliments and advice, untrustworthy as I consider these, take my purchases and leave. Though I know I’m unlikely to run into anyone I know (that’s why I came all the way out here after all) I transfer my new underwear to the bag from the electronic store and ditch the Victoria’s Secret one. Then I return to the car, resisting the mad temptation to walk by the food court and check out the beauty salon the girl mentioned on the way.

Driving home, I’m assailed by such a confusing mix of emotions I feel a little sick.

I want to take that clerk seriously but somehow I just don’t dare. I can’t wait to try on my new underwear, but I’m afraid I’ll feel and look foolish. At last the thought of my other purchase – that camera – settles me a bit. My evil little grin even resurfaces.

I’ll find out soon enough if I’m actually attractive. And even if I’m not, I’ll have a handsome young stud in what amounts to sexual slavery anyway. Who needs a husband when you’ve got one of those?


Brian

Thank God for summer, and the fact that school is out! I have all day every day (except for Sundays) to do whatever I want. I can stay up all night and sleep in as late as I like. Both my parents are gone when I get up and don’t return until dinnertime, and I have the maid’s routine memorized – as well as that of my lovely neighbor. So I can’t sleep too late. Of course, daytime peeping is far riskier than the midnight show, less comfortable and with no way to record what I’m seeing. But I still can’t resist it, and so by now I have it down to a science.

Since Mrs. Andrews always gets up at around ten-thirty and heads directly into the bathroom, I make sure I’m safely in the tree house by ten-ten. I hang the binoculars around my neck, boost myself through the trap door onto the roof and climb swiftly up to my viewing platform. This is what we used to call ‘the lookout’ when I played here with my friends as a kid. Boards nailed to one of the many spreading limbs form a ladder high up into the tree, where a sturdy little deck has been built into a triple fork in the branches. In the old days we kept the foliage trimmed away from this to allow a wide view around the entire neighborhood in front and the tree belt behind. Now for obvious reasons I’ve let it grow thickly back in, keeping clear just a small space between me and that extremely fortuitous skylight-window combination over the Andrews’ bathtub. Sometimes – like most of the past week – Mrs. Andrews will shower in the enclosed stall, only letting me see her as she steps in and out. But usually she takes a nice long bath, providing me with a show almost as exciting as when she plays with herself at night.

This morning I couldn’t believe my luck. Just as how last night she followed a week of hardly touching herself at all (and then only under the covers) with her most incredible masturbation session ever, today she returned to the tub at last. And holy shit, I don’t know what’s gotten into her lately, but she proceeded to blow my mind again.

I always like to watch Mrs. Andrews shave. The way she lifts one arm high and reaches across with the other one pulls her breasts into delightful shapes. When she leans forward to do her legs, they dangle in cones ending in those enormous bulbs. Today, however, she skipped doing her legs and under her arms. I imagine she did them yesterday in the shower, with that masturbation marathon planned. Instead she took a little pair of scissors and trimmed away her bush! Then she lathered up and shaved her crotch completely slick and clean!

God, I almost fell out of the tree. Then she rinsed off and stood up all sleek and gleaming wet to examine herself. After smearing some kind of lotion into her groin she spent at least five minutes experimenting with various poses. Oh, the wonderful way her whole pussy protrudes was emphasized incredibly! My hands were actually shaking with excitement. At last Mrs. Andrews stepped out of the tub, dried off and passed out of my view.

Ho-lee shit! What was up with this lady lately? Whatever it was, it was awesome. From a painfully demure good Christian housewife she suddenly seems to be planning a career as a porn star, or at least a Playboy model.

Of course, Playboy is far too stupid to feature someone as wonderfully unique as she is. They prefer big fake cookie-cutter breasts, boring as hell. You see one and you’ve seen them all. That’s just as well though. Mrs. Andrews is my own private treasure shared with no one, not even her too-stupid-toolive husband. Oh, how my heart ached at the thought of all I would do in his shoes! I would cherish and pamper and worship her like a goddess every minute of every day. And every night I would make the most eager yet tenderly respectful love to her until the sun came up. Then I’d bring her breakfast in bed and take my own spiritual sustenance by slavishly eating that incredible pussy for her until she gave me just the faintest of approving smiles…

With a start I checked my watch. Shit, I’d been up there ten extra minutes already. I had to get out of the tree before she left the bathroom, or our maid finished in my parent’s suite.

Hurriedly I climbed down and returned to my bedroom. And there I’ve been ever since, watching and re-watching the video I made of her last night. Slow motion, even frame by frame I stare at those unbelievable breasts jiggling as she pleasures herself. I want to jerk off so bad, but I’m saving it for tonight, in case she has another, even more incredible session planned.

Suddenly from my bedroom window I see Mrs. Andrews’ car pull into their driveway. She parks and get outs carrying a shopping bag. Looking slim and pretty and irresistible even in the loose, concealing, drab kind of garb she always wears, she gets out of the car and heads into the house. There’s an unwonted jauntiness in her step, making me wonder again about the recent changes in her. She’s always had an air of retreat, even of hopeless defeat about her that is as puzzling as the way her husband refuses to touch her. In any case I’m happy for her, and not just because this new attitude has so greatly improved the view around here. For both her sake and my own I hope she continues to break out of the repression that’s always ruled her.

With that thought I at last close my newest and most incredible video file. I engage the encryption system on my computer so that no one can access or even be aware of my trove. Then I change into some old shorts and a t-shirt. There’s a pick-up football game planned for about half an hour from now, a kind of informal summer practice session arranged by me and the other captains. This fall will be our last chance to win the division, and I can’t let even the sublime Mrs. Andrews distract me from that.


Claire

As soon as I get home I want to try on my sexy new underwear. Instead I force myself to wait until tonight, when I can model it in front of that big reflective window – and the one in whose opinion I’m really interested.

Soon I’ll have a chance to interrogate young Brian, and find out if he really thinks I’m attractive or if he’s merely a pervert who gets off on spying on unsuspecting people. I also need to know if he’s been spreading tales about me – like the fact that Jim and I don’t sleep together or even engage in the slightest display of affection when we’re alone. The fact that I’m an incorrigible masturbator would also be damaging if it got around this ridiculously uptight community. To that end I spend my time familiarizing myself with my other purchase.

First I plug the camera into a wall outlet. Then while it charges up at least enough for me to make sure it works I read the instruction manual. Everything seems straightforward enough. I prepare an early dinner of French fries and tilapia filets – no meat on Fridays is another secret habit I’ve picked up in defiance of my parents. Baptists as a rule don’t believe in rituals that aren’t specifically Biblical, and furthermore have a reflexive antipathy toward anything Catholic. I stick with fish on Fridays both to thumb my nose at my community and just because it’s healthy. Anyway, after eating I take the camera and record walking through the house and then a darkened closet. After that I use the included USB cable to upload the footage to my computer.

We actually own three of these. There is a big desktop unit in the den for family business and Jim and I each have laptops for personal use. There are also three TVs in the house: one in each of our bedrooms and the big one downstairs. All three have HDMI cables that can be hooked to a computer so the TV screen can serve as another monitor. This eliminates the need for a DVD player. You just connect your laptop to the TV and you can play the disk in your drive or any video file for that matter right up on the big screen. After hooking up like this I drag and drop the video player, maximize it and double-click on the file I’ve just made.

The image springs to life in crystal-clear high definition: beautiful. Home movies have sure come a hell of a long way from the old days. Even when the camera moves into the darkened closet I can still make out the stuff piled on shelves and identify various coats and jackets. Excellent: as long as it isn’t pitch black in Brian’s tree house I should get all I need. I shut everything down and plug the camera back into the wall outlet. The manual says it will charge faster this way than over the USB cable. After that I look for some way to occupy myself until eleven o’clock or so.

First I settle on the couch with a cup of coffee and a sexy novel. The kindle is another great invention for secret heretics like me. You can keep and read whatever books you like without worrying that some judgmental jerk will see the title on your shelf or in your hands. Unfortunately whenever the main characters are flirting or romancing and finally getting it on I keep seeing me and Brian in their places. At last I give up and switch on the TV again.

We get every channel our cable company provides except the foreign language ones. I try watching the news, but every commercial is from a big drug company, and is as insufferably annoying as the first hundred times I was subjected to it. Every one of them exhorts you to ‘tell your doctor’ about their products. Excuse me, but shouldn’t your doctor tell you what you need? Begging him or her for a certain drug just makes him a dealer in a white coat. And every product advertised has a long list of hideous side effects that sound worse than the nonexistent problem they purport to cure. Do you have heartburn? Don’t eat spicy food! Dry eye syndrome, restless leg syndrome, what the hell are these? Good thing they’re investing so heavily in developing and marketing such miracle cures for such dreaded afflictions! And don’t get me started on the boner pills. As soon as the umpteenth Cialis commercial comes on I can’t take it anymore. Can’t get it up for your wife? Maybe you should have married someone you were attracted to, asshole.

This hits painfully close to home for me, and so right away I give up on seeing some insightful journalism (good luck) between all the commercials and thumb the ‘video source’ button until I come back to the computer screen. I pick a movie out of my collection that I haven’t seen in a while and settle in. This is The Green Mile with Tom Hanks, and for a while the story keeps me riveted even though I’ve already seen it a dozen times. But finally my mind wanders yet again to Brian.

God I can’t wait to lose my virginity! For a time I fantasize about what that will be like.

I should probably wait until he’s finished high school. But that will give me some time to build the suspense beautifully – not to mention punish him extravagantly. At last I give in completely to my baser nature. With only half an eye on the TV I spend the rest of the evening fantasizing about all the incredibly exciting ways I could make him pay for his naughty spying on me. I lay meticulous plans for the kind of relationship we will have once he’s firmly under my thumb. Then at last eleven o’clock arrives. It’s time to begin putting the very first of my devious schemes into effect.

I retrieve the camera and slip upstairs into the guest bedroom again. As luck would have it the moon is nearly full this weekend, and our suburban street still has the old fashioned white streetlights. There will be no problem at all getting this first bit of evidence.

Right on time Brian slips out the back of his house through a silently sliding glass door that opens on the patio. His light blue pajamas make him easily visible. As always he pauses to check our windows but doesn’t see me lurking in the dark. Grinning to myself, I record his every move, from emerging to looking over here to picking his way carefully through the patio furniture to finally scurrying furtively across the lawn and up into his tree house.

That’s good enough for now. I upload the data to my laptop and stow the camera. Then I go about my nightly business as usual.

Damn, just getting this first bit of goods on Brian has made me hornier than hell! I so want to model my new underwear and masturbate for him! It will be much better to put this off for another two nights however, so it will have the greatest effect at the most crucial time. Exercising all my will I simply wash up and go to bed as usual, again tormenting Brian (and myself as well) by giving him only the briefest glimpse of me undressing and settling in.

Forty-eight hours, my naughty young soon-to-be boy-toy: then we’ll both get a show to treasure forever!


Claire

Somehow I make it. My new underwear stays tucked in my middle drawer with the candles, lighter and vibrator. Thirty-two hours of maddening delay later, Jim taps on my bedroom door from the bathroom, opens it and pokes his head in.

“The shower’s free, Claire.”

Making my voice deliberately wan, I barely poke my own head out of the covers.

“That’s okay, Jim. I don’t think I’m going to make it to church today. I feel like crap. I think I’ve got a bug coming on.”

“Are you sure it’s not that pizza you had last night? I saw the leftovers in the fridge – pepperoni, sausage, onions and hot peppers. I think you got all that crap just to keep me from eating the rest of it.”

“I wouldn’t do that. But you may be right. Either way, I’m not going to risk getting the runs while I’m sitting in a pew. Just do me a favor and stick with the bug story when you make excuses for me, okay?”

“No problem. I hope you feel better.”

“Thanks.”

Jim starts to retreat, and I call out as an afterthought.

‘Oh, and don’t forget to ask the Garveys about this weekend, okay? Tell them to send Brian over about noon on Saturday if he’s free.”

“You got it.”

Jim disappears back into the bathroom and shuts the door. When I hear him plod downstairs a quarter of an hour later, I cast back the covers and slide quietly out of bed. Rather than bathe yet I just pull a brush through my hair and slip into jeans, sneakers, and a plain green shirt. I ease out of my bedroom, past the guest bedroom and slip into the studio at the front corner of the house. This is where I keep my sewing machine, knitting things, a collection of jigsaw puzzles, and an easel and paints: hobbies to keep the good Christian housewife occupied when she’s not performing her daily drudgery.

Actually this stuff sees little use; I’d much rather curl up with a good book or surf the internet. One must keep up appearances however. Now I ease into a chair at the table where a half-assembled puzzle sits gathering dust and take up watch over the street. Soon enough the front door slams, Jim comes out in his suit and tie, gets into his sporty little car and purrs off to church. Five minutes later the Garvey family does likewise: Hope, Jacob, and hunky, young Brian. I give them a few minutes to quit the area and then hurry back to my bedroom.

Retrieving the fully charged video camera from where I’ve stashed it, I slip downstairs and out the back door. Even though I’m confident that no one can see me, my heart pounds as I sneak across the yard, onto the Garvey’s property and over to that immense old willow. Up the ladder I go and into the tree house. There I pause, astounded and offended all over again even though I knew what I was likely to find. I just never guessed the extent of it.

The walls are papered with astronomy posters – oh, very clever, young man. And grouped around a folding canvas camp chair must be at least a couple thousand dollars’ worth of optical equipment.

Set up on a tripod and pointing directly out at my bedroom window is exactly the kind of expensive, high powered binoculars I expected. Next to this however is another tripod with a top-of-the-line telescope – also pointed not up at the heavens but directly at my window. Fitted to the eyepiece of this is a digital video camera far larger and more elaborate than my own. That sneaky little shit! Not only has he been spying on my most intimate moments, but he’s been recording them too! And still that’s not the extent of it. There are other futuristic fittings and devices laying around that I at last recognize as night-vision technology. He’s even been peeping at and recording me in the dark, when I thought it was safe!

A stiff old bath towel is crumpled on the floor, and a nasty odor that must be jizz lingers along with that of marijuana. I knew Brian was a seedy little jerk-off, but apparently he’s a pot smoker too. Yep – there’s a water-pipe sitting on the little table along with an ashtray and lighter.

Apparently neither Hope or Jacob (nor anyone else for that matter) has been out here in years. Still, this evidence of criminality is all to the good. First, it indicates that Brian takes the dictates of our religion no more seriously than I do, which bodes well for my intentions. Second, this is more evidence of sin I can hold over his head this weekend and beyond. At that thought I shake off my stasis and begin adding to my documentation of his crimes.

I raise the camera and pan slowly around the tree house, getting everything on record. Then I get close-ups of all the optical equipment, followed by the view from behind it, documenting how it all points straight at my bedroom window. At last I record the water-pipe and come-stained towel, lingering on this last and zooming right in on its messiness. Then I look around for a good place to hide the camera.

One corner is piled high with dusty stuff that has a long-unused look. There are piles of magazines, old astronomy publications on top and copies of Playboy, Penthouse and other porno rags ill-concealed beneath. There are a couple of smaller, scratched and dented old telescopes, a baseball glove, b-b guns and other childhood detritus. Finally, perched atop a stack of miscellaneous rick-rack is a splintered old birdhouse: perfect. Setting the camera on ‘record’ again, I slip this inside it, careful not to disturb the dust and dirt. With the lens pointing out the hole in front and commanding a splendid view of the chair, telescope and binoculars, it is so well concealed you would have to lean right in close and peer through the hole to see it.

Excellent: after tonight I should have irrefutable proof of Brian spying on me, jerking off while he does it and maybe even using illegal drugs. Then it will be payback time, and oh boy, the fun I’m going to have with him!


Brian

There I was, looking forward to church: an opportunity to see Mrs. Andrews in a dress, perhaps. Who knows, maybe she’d even start doing something with her hair and wearing makeup to go with her secret shaving and other recent attempts at emerging from the religious repression or inexplicable inferiority complex she’s always suffered from. My heart rather sank when I noticed Mr. Andrews sitting alone. After the service however he unknowingly thrilled me more than I might ever have expected.

Down in the church basement they serve free coffee and donuts and allow an opportunity for parishioners to mingle, to socialize with each other and the clergy on an informal basis. My parents almost always hang around for this, requiring me to do so as well, though frankly I would just as soon skip it. One hour a week of smarmy platitudes and preachy moralizing is more than enough for me. Still an appearance of pious conformity is necessary in a town of this size, even if a bit tiresome, so I never complain. It’s an opportunity to interact socially with the object of my desire after all – at least usually. Unfortunately Jim Andrews was still alone when he joined the little conversation group we were in.

“Hello Hope, Jacob, Brian. Lovely day the Lord’s given us, isn’t it?”

“It certainly is!” gushed my mother. “Just gorgeous, praise Jesus! But where is Claire this morning, Jim?”

“She’s not feeling too well, I’m afraid. Bit of a summer bug coming on maybe.”

“Oh that’s awful! I hope it’s nothing serious. Do give her our best, won’t you?”

“I will, thanks.”

Ah, so maybe this explained why she climbed straight into bed the last few nights. Damn, I couldn’t wait to see her playing with herself all shaved bare down there! Suddenly I was jolted uncomfortably out of these thoughts when her doofus of a husband turned to me.

“How are you this summer, Brian?”

“Fine, sir, thank you.”

“Looking forward to football this fall?”

“You bet I am!”

“Good, so is this whole town I think. We’re counting on you to lead us to the title.”

“Oh hey, it’s not just me!” I modestly protested. “Any tailback is only as good as his offensive line. Without those guys I’d be nobody.”

“Maybe,” Mr. Andrews winked. “But I still expect you’d break your share of big plays. You hear from any colleges yet? Anybody notable come recruiting?”

“Not really, sir. We’re not much on the radar of the big schools out here.”

“Too bad. Well keep at it – I really think you could be great someday. At least you could earn a scholarship; help out with those ungodly college bills.”

“That would be nice, no doubt.”

Mr. Andrews took a sip of coffee, leading me to hope the pleasantries were done with. But then he totally made my day.

“Well, in case you don’t get that scholarship, do you want to earn some money this weekend? I’m going out of town, and Claire needs some help clearing our attic out. She asked me to see if you were available this Saturday at around noon.”

“Sure, Mr. Andrews, no problem.”

“Thanks. You’re a good kid. I’m sure you’ve got better things to do with a summer Saturday than get all sweaty moving furniture around.”

“Not really, sir. And I like to help out. You and Mrs. Andrews have always been good to me. You kept me in spending money when I was younger, and pushing that mower of yours around is the next best thing to a blocking sled.”

“It is kind of heavy. That’s why I don’t do it.” The clueless doofus grinned at me, never imagining that I’ve seen a lot more of his naked wife than he has, and that doing his yard work was what first exposed her incredible breasts to me. With that he turned to talk to my dad, and I was left to keep a straight face despite my suddenly racing pulse.

I was going to have Mrs. Andrews all to myself this time! Not only that, but I’d be inside the house and working with her personally, rather than just taking the occasional direction or accepting considerate refreshment. Maybe I could subtly encourage her to come out of her shell more. And maybe I won’t even need to.

Having spent the day considering off-handed remarks and other unobtrusive ways to nudge the object of my obsession toward increasing her desirability, I’m suddenly ecstatic to find her continuing to do so on her own. Back in the tree house by eleven-thirty and gazing through the binoculars again, I shake my fists and raise a silent cheer when she dims the lights and gets out her candles and vibrator for the second time in less than a week. But then she delves in her dresser again and totally blows my mind.

One by one Mrs. Andrews takes out three new sets of matching bras and panties. She lays these out on the bed next to each other and seems to be gloating over them. Then she begins slowly removing her clothes.

Once she’s beautifully naked, Mrs. Andrews begins picking up her new underwear one item at a time, holding each out at arms’ length to admire it. Normally she wears only dull white cotton: heavy duty bras and dowdy panties that cover her from thighs to belly. These new sets are clearly silk however, one in a bright shiny white, one peach and the last in a pastel blue. And rather than being stodgy and matronly, strictly utilitarian, this new underwear is skimpy and sexy enough to be called lingerie.

Turning to the window, Mrs. Andrews drapes each item over her chest or groin, building an unbearable suspense while she imagines how each will look on her. As she examines herself she seems to be smiling into my eyes with a slyly seductive look that is so unlike her my cock bobs up and down with the intensity of its throbbing. Finally, she begins trying them on.

Bending over to step into the panties makes her breasts elongate and sway so delectably that I moan audibly. Pulling them up over her shaved groin, Mrs. Andrews tugs at the thin strips of elastic cradling her hips – such a wondrous change from the underpants I’m used to! These drawers are little more than triangles of translucent fabric connected by those strips, and oh how they accent the curves of her hips and butt, and the delta of her hairless crotch! When she stretches her arms back to hook up the bra her chest is thrust forward, those extraordinary nipples standing breathtakingly out against the thin fabric. The bra too is little more than skimpy triangles connected by strips, and when the glorious Mrs. Andrews puts her hands on her hips to pose before the big window and evaluate her appeal I can’t help but fondle myself and speak to her as though she could actually hear me.

“Oh, my gorgeous Goddess, look at you! I swear, I would worship at your feet for all eternity if I could touch those incredible breasts just once! Who needs Jesus with such a Supreme Being right next door? Send me to hell forever for it, but I could never stop watching you!”

Slowly I begin stroking myself, knowing it’s going to be an agony of delay before I can join my irresistible temptress in a simultaneous orgasm. The only question is will she model each new set of underwear for me, or save the others for succeeding nights?

My luck is in. After trying out any number of truly maddening poses, Mrs. Andrews turns a last slow three-sixty, allowing us both to feast on her perfection from every angle. Clearly liking what she sees, she smiles seductively again and begins to dance, putting off donning her other new underwear for a future occasion.

What follows is an even more incredible masturbatory extravaganza than the previous unprecedented show. When I finally get to writhe and spurt along with her silent screams I can’t help but cry out uncontrollably myself. Something tells me I’m going to spend the rest of this week in a distracted daze, indulging in all kinds of ridiculous fantasies about Saturday. Damn I can’t wait to actually be alone with her, inside her house with her idiot husband at least a hundred miles away!


Claire

My alarm goes off at three a.m.

Though I fell asleep less than two hours ago and have the volume on the lowest setting, I immediately snap awake. All sleepiness banished by the excitement of the upcoming commando mission, I slip out of bed and pull on jeans, sneakers and a t-shirt. Extremely careful to make no betraying noise, I creep out of my bedroom, down the stairs and out the sliding glass doors onto our own patio.

Just like spying young Brian, upon whom I’m about to turn the tables with a vengeance, I pause to make certain I’m unobserved. Then I slip carefully through chairs and tables and steal quietly across the lawn.

The moon is still full and bright overhead, and I reach the tree house without incident. Heart pounding excitedly, I climb up and inside. Thanks to that moon, and the tree house’ big windows and open trap door, it is light enough to see – and hopefully record – almost everything but the darkest corners. Still being supremely careful to disturb nothing, I move to one of these and retrieve my camera.

The little ‘record’ light is still glowing, as is the ‘power’ one – though this is now blinking, indicating that the charge is getting low. No matter: I’ve got what I needed. I saw Brian slinking out here earlier before I put on tonight’s extremely arousing and satisfying show. Now to see just how naughty he’s been all this time… Switching off the camera, I slip back out into the balmy summer night and hurry quietly back up to my bedroom.

Plugging the camera into my laptop, I upload the data and click on the file. I have to jump past all the hours of the day, but at last I find the point where Brian enters the tree house. Though dim, the image is sufficient to make him clearly recognizable as he settles into his chair. From the shirt pocket of his pajamas he takes out a little baggie of pot, loads the pipe and smokes it. Got you, you little criminal! Then he fiddles aimlessly with his equipment for a little while before suddenly coming to attention.

Clearly I’ve just entered the bedroom. Hastily Brian slides his pajama pants down and puts his eyes to the binoculars. Already I can see his penis poking up, and this climbs quickly upright until it’s jutting stiffly from his lap. At this point I just have to pause the video and even use the zoom function.

Laugh if you want, but I’ve never seen an erect cock before. The one time Jim and I tried to get intimate (the night of our Senior Prom) was an abject failure. Now I stare at Brian’s organ, shamelessly fascinated. Heart pounding alarmingly, my face burning and my absurd nipples tingling, I imagine playing with it, sucking on it, and feeling it stabbing into me. Oh damn, I can’t wait! Still the question remains: is Brian aroused by me, or just the illicit thrill of peeping? At last I resume the playback. And within minutes I have my answer. I won’t even need to interrogate him to find out.

Brian starts playing with himself, first fondling and then slowly stroking his cock up and down. Then he starts talking to himself too – or actually to me, though he knows (or at least thinks he does) that I can’t possibly hear him.

“Oh my gorgeous Goddess, look at you! I swear, I would worship at your feet for all eternity if I could touch those incredible breasts just once! Who needs Jesus with such a Supreme Being right next door? Send me to hell forever for it, but I could never stop watching you!”

My jaw sags open in disbelief.

It’s not just the astounding words themselves that bowl me over, but the undeniable fervency of their delivery. I have to click back and listen to them again and again before I can truly credit what I’m hearing.

This hunky young stud, captain of the football team and obvious teenage heartthrob thinks I’m not just passably attractive but gorgeous? How can that be? I’ve never heard anything so ridiculous! No one (except for that self-interested clerk) has ever even hinted that I might be pretty. My hair is lank and unappealing, my eyes the most ordinary brown, my face strictly plain-Jane, my body skinny and without tone and my breasts frankly hideous. Yet here is just the kind of dreamboat guy that wouldn’t spare me a glance in high school claiming that he’s willing to suffer eternal damnation to keep ogling me. He’s so enamored of my worst flaw that he swears he’d worship me forever for just the briefest touch of my breasts! I’m so flabbergasted that at first I don’t know how to react.

Elation bubbles up repeatedly inside me only to collapse back into confusion and disbelief each time. Is this guy nuts, besotted by his years of spying, or have I and my parents and everyone else been somehow wrong about me? Could that clerk possibly have been telling the truth? At last I determine that I indeed need to in interrogate Brian, and more than ever.

Maybe he was just exaggerating in the heat of the moment. Still I can’t help playing that brief bit of video over again. And now that my shock has subsided I grin at both his admissions and their blasphemous tenor.

To start with, beyond the evidence of dope-smoking, spying and onanism I now have on him, there is also this rather extreme impiety. Naughty, young Brian won’t want to risk his fundamentalist parents and community hearing him talking that way at all! And the impiety itself is vastly encouraging. It seems I judged him correctly: I’m not the only one around here merely feigning conservative religious values. Seducing or extorting young Brian into sin won’t require subverting any ridiculously benighted spiritual convictions. Hell, judging by this outburst I won’t have to seduce or extort him into anything, not even the humiliating punishments I have planned. He ought to be putty in my hands from the start.

Grinning and shivering and gloating to myself, I watch the rest of the file through. By the time Brian cries out and ejaculates (again I watch this in fascinated slow motion over and over) I’m so horny and excited I’m squirming in my seat.

Over the coming week I’m going to have to download and master some editing software, so that I can combine and condense all my evidence into one coherent and utterly damning file. I must also research and purchase that most crucial item. But for the time being I need to get back into bed and masturbate again. It’s the only way I’ll ever be able to get back to sleep.




Chapter Three

Brian

“What do you want to do with this old dresser, Mrs. Andrews?”

“Let’s push it over here, back into that space we’ve cleared in the corner.”

She moves to assist me in this. Before she can though, I put my legs and shoulders into it and shove the bulky old thing where it’s indicated. Then I lift up the bottom of my t-shirt and blot my sweaty face with it. It’s hot up in the attic, and in more ways than one.

Beyond the expected thrilling intimacy of being alone and in continuous proximity with the object of my desire is her titillating manner and dress. Like me she wears only an old t-shirt and shorts, by far the most revealing outfit I’ve ever seen her in – not counting spying, of course. And though I wouldn’t have believed it if it wasn’t so obvious, she’s not wearing one of her usual heavy duty bras under that thin white cloth, or one of her skimpy new ones or indeed any bra at all. Threadbare cotton clings to her sweaty torso, clearly delineating every contour of those remarkable breasts. Though I put this down to her expectation of the stifling heat up here, it’s still amazing that such a devout, generally inhibited lady could be so casual about her allure. By her standards this is amazingly brazen. Obviously her recent emergence accounts for this, and my delight in its continuance is tempered only by an ill-defined unease at its unexpectedness. It’s all I can do not to betray myself by staring at her too openly or knowingly. Nor does it help my equilibrium that Mrs. Andrews seems to smirk a little when she does catch me looking, and that she also keeps making subtle double-entendres: remarks that may be perfectly innocent and yet at the same time carry erotic undertones. If it wasn’t so ridiculous I might even suspect she’s coming on to me. Now as I wipe my face she does it again.

“Hot up here, isn’t it? Between you and me, it’s downright steamy.”

“It sure is, ma’am.”

“Take that shirt right off if you like. I can handle a little skin.”

“Thank you, ma’am. I’m about ready to die.”

I pull my t-shirt off and tuck it into my back pocket. Again Mrs. Andrews is smirking a little and even checking me out. Her gaze lingers on my chest and shoulders and six-pack abs as though openly enjoying the show. For some reason this makes me even more uneasy despite – or maybe because of – all the endless hours I’ve spent secretly ogling her over the years.

“Goodness, look at those muscles all flexed up from working! Really earning your pay today aren’t you, young man?”

“That’s all right. I told Mr. Andrews the other day: I like helping you guys. You’ve been good to me ever since you moved here.”

“Improved the neighborhood, have we?”

“Absolutely, ma’am!”

“I’m glad. If I wasn’t afraid of corrupting such a fine Christian boy I’d offer you a beer after all this hard labor.”

“Corrupt away, please! Only don’t tell my parents.”

Mrs. Andrews grins in a way I swear is more than a little bit salacious.

“No, it wouldn’t do for them to learn what a naughty boy they really have, would it?”

“No ma’am.”

“I’ll tell you what: one more obligation and then the corruption can get underway. I think we’re about finished up here. But I’m having a little problem concerning my computer and TV. You’re a tech-savvy young man who’s good with electronics.” This is a statement rather than a question, again making me feel queasily uneasy. Does she just assume this, or does she know more about me than she’s letting on? “If you would take a look at it, I’ll be gratified enough to throw in a little bonus on top of your usual remuneration.”

“Sure, Mrs. Andrews, anything you say.”

Her smile turns downright devilish at this.

“Anything I say, huh? That’s good. Hope and Jacob have raised quite the proper young man here: so accommodating and obedient. Come on, it’s down in my bedroom.”

“Lead the way,” I croak. Suddenly I could really use that beer. My mouth is so dry, and my pulse flutters a bit at the look she gives me. It’s as if Mrs. Andrews knows damn well that I know exactly where her bedroom is, and that it’s indeed ‘hers’ and not ‘theirs’. Her smile is exceedingly crafty and more than just knowing. It’s almost gloating, and she deliberately checks out my football player’s body – chest, shoulders, arms and abs again – before heading for the trap door and the folding, drop-down stairs. She actually brushes against me on the way past.

“Be careful,” she remarks as she starts down. “Ladders can be treacherous things, especially if you’re not used to climbing through trap doors and stuff.”

A wave of dizziness assails me at this, which I put down to the heat. There’s of course no way this could be a sly allusion to my tree house. Those stairs are steep enough to be called a ladder I suppose, and I’m indeed careful backing down them. Glancing past the treads I become aware that Mrs. Andrews is waiting for me at the bottom, looking up with an appreciative shine in her eyes as she ogles my ass in my descent.

“Are we done up there?” I ask, as I step down exhilaratingly close to her.

“Yes, boy. Just this last little problem to address and you can have your well-earned corruption.”

I blush uncomfortably at being called ‘boy’ and raise the steps. Then I close the trap door, once again trying to decide if there are double meanings here or if my perverted imagination is running away with me. As I follow Mrs. Andrews down the hall she swings her hips a bit, showing off her own ass after checking out mine. Oh, my heart is just pounding as she leads me into a bedroom I know as well as my own though I’ve never been in it before.

Helplessly my gaze goes out the window to the tree house. Even from here I can make out the glint of my binoculars and telescope, though of course I know what they are and where to look for them. Surely no one else could notice. Still it would be idiocy to draw attention to that place. Hastily I turn back to my employer, only to meet that knowing smirk again. Anxious and ashamed, I drop my eyes, and suddenly find them resting on the breasts that have haunted me since puberty. Exquisitely defined by the damp fabric of her shirt, I can actually make out the little bumps that form the tips of those gigantic nipples, and even the scattered ducts that sprout around them. Again I jerk my gaze away, settling with some desperation on the TV that hangs on the wall by the window. I see that a cable connects this to a laptop computer sitting on the desk below, and that the big screen shows the same image as the desktop wallpaper: a sailor in a crow’s nest using a spyglass. Just like upstairs my voice croaks in my terribly dry throat.

“So, you’re having a problem with this?”

“Yes. I have a problem!” Mrs. Andrews’ voice has turned abruptly furious, all subtle flirtation banished completely. And though she’s snarling at me, something smugly mischievous still seems to caper behind the blazing accusation in her gaze. “It’s one I’m sure you’ll be happy to help me with. Look what I see on my TV when I play this video!’

She catches my arm and yanks me closer to the set. Still gripping me possessively like she’s a parent or cop or some other unrefusable authority, she reaches out and taps a key on the laptop. On that forty-inch screen right in front of me the ultimate horror movie begins to play.


Brian

I’m looking at the inside of my tree house.

Slowly the image pans around, lingering on one damning detail after another: the chair positioned by the window, the binoculars and telescope aligned on the upstairs of the house opposite this; the connected camera and nearby night vision equipment; then my water-pipe and finally the towel I use to wipe with – this last extensively soiled by hundreds of ejaculations.

Oh how I wish I could just drop off the face of the Earth! I’m so stunned and horrified to see my sanctum exposed like this that I can only dumbly wonder how I could ever have been so incredibly fucking careless. I can’t believe I’ve gotten into the lazy habit of leaving everything set up so obviously like this. Mrs. Andrews’ threatening grip on my bicep tightens and she shakes me a little as she drawls with a kind of cruel irony at the screen.

“My goodness, what kind of sinful den of iniquity is this? What kind of despicable criminal might haunt such a sordid place? Wait a minute – I think we’re about to find out!”

The image fades away, replaced immediately with a shot of the back of my parent’s house. A figure in blue pajamas slips out the sliding door onto the patio. Though it’s nighttime, the figure is easily recognizable as me. Gut churning sickly, my face flaming with shame, gripped more terribly by dread than by that fierce clasp on my arm, I watch myself pause a moment to look all around. I even seem to stare straight up at the camera for a minute. Mrs. Andrews’ voice just drips with sarcasm.

“Lo and behold: could this be the hero of our documentary? I think not! I think we have the villain here! What in heaven’s name could this young man possibly be up to so late at night, while all good God-fearing boys have long since been tucked into bed by their devoted parents? What kind of sinister business is this?”

Her question is answered as I scurry across the lawn and up the tree. For a second I can hope this is all the evidence Mrs. Andrews has on me, damning and irrefutable as it is. But then the scene changes again. From right inside the tree house now the video captures me climbing in and sitting down at my equipment. I take some pot from my pocket, load the pipe and smoke it. Still not daring to even glance at the worst person in the world to have busted me, I shiver at the mock-scandalized tone she uses to overlay her bottomless contempt.

“My goodness! Recreational drug use! Why, that’s far worse than merely drinking a beer! What might that boy’s parents say if only they knew? But wait, look at this! Now the little sinner is peeping through his naughty binoculars, the ones trained on the bedroom of his unsuspecting neighbor, the one who’s always been so good to him! Why, he’s not only a teenage drug abuser, but a treacherously spying little sneak too! Sweet weeping Jesus, what next?”

Of course, we both know what comes next. Squirming to the pit of my tortured soul, I feel hot tears of humiliation and remorse prickling my eyes as my lovely, beloved, and hideously wronged goddess continues pouring acid on my remorse with her mock-shocked narration.

“Oh my! Is the little pervert pulling down his pants? He is! And oh look, he has an erection! Now he actually starts to play with this! Didn’t his terribly religious parents ever tell him that masturbation was a sin? Let’s see, deceit, treachery, illegal drug use, and now onanism: that’s quite a catalogue of crimes for our shameful little villain, isn’t it? But of course the night is young; he’s just getting started here. Let’s watch him jerking off while he thinks he’s unobserved – anyone would hate that, wouldn’t they? Even better, let’s be quiet and listen to him too. Maybe his words will condemn him as profoundly as his actions…”

Soon the me in the video is moaning audibly as I stroke myself. Then I’m calling Mrs. Andrews a goddess, promising to worship her forever, blasphemously belittling the savior and declaring that not even being damned to hell could make me stop spying on her. Overwhelmed at last with guilt and fear of the consequences, I force my hoarse throat into use.

“Mrs. Andrews, please…”

I have no idea where I mean to go from here, but that doesn’t matter. She quickly silences me with another shake of my arm.

“Hush, boy! This movie is just getting good. Let’s just watch our silly villain jerking himself. He has no idea anyone is witnessing his most private, intimate behaviors. Don’t you just want to laugh at his naiveté? What a dope! Wouldn’t he feel terrible if only he knew someone was spying on him? Wouldn’t he feel quite unbearably humiliated? And yet doesn’t it serve him right in this case, considering what else he’s doing?

“In fact, do you know what I think I should do? I think I should put this video on the internet, and advertise it all over town. That way the naughty boy’s whole family, all his friends and enemies and teachers and admirers and even the entire rest of the world can watch him jerk off and laugh at him too! After all, why should anyone feel sorry for him? Why should he ever dream that a person deserves any least bit of privacy when indulging his most personal needs? What kind of ridiculous idea is that?”

Tortured worse than ever by remorse I remain obediently silent, caught between a bottomless misery of guilt and a cringing terror that Mrs. Andrews intends to do exactly as she threatens. My life in this town would be over and my parents would probably ship me off to some kind of Christian boot camp for a year – if they didn’t disown me completely. Suffering as though damned indeed I stand squirming in my captor’s clutch while we watch me pant and pump and peer breathlessly through the binoculars at her, my telescope and camera adding to my shameful collection all the while. But at last Mrs. Andrews seems to feel I’ve gotten her point – and that I fully appreciate the leverage she now has over me.

“Well, it’s going to be quite a while before the really good part, where our shameless little jerk-off cries out and pumps his spew all over himself. So let’s take this opportunity to discuss the situation. I want to ask you some questions, young Brian. You will answer every one of them truthfully. Do you understand what will happen if I even think you are lying to me?”

Unable to meet her gaze, I nod at the floor, scalding tears rolling down my cheeks. Immediately she snaps at me.

“I didn’t hear you, Brian!”

Now my voice quavers and breaks as well as croaks.

“Yes, ma’am, I’m sorry; I understand.”

“Good! Now then: how long and how often have you been spying on me?”

I clear my throat, trying fruitlessly to steady my voice.

“For over five years, ma’am. Ever since I was thirteen. And I do it every chance I get. Almost every morning and night – except for when it’s too rainy or cold, or when I’m at school or my parents are around.”

“You sneaky little bastard! All right, then tell me how you got started. I want to hear a full confession, the entire story behind your crimes. Don’t leave anything out.”

“Yes ma’am.” I draw a deep, shuddering breath that’s interrupted by a hiccup. Then I steel myself against more shame and remorse and begin, my eyes still firmly on the ground while the evidence against me plays on and on.


Brian

I’m thirteen years old and mowing the new neighbors’ lawn. We still call them the ‘new’ neighbors even though they’ve been here nearly a year.

Their names are Jim and Claire Andrews, and I like them. They don’t yell at me and my friends for using their property. Our back yards are contiguous with no real demarcation between them, and so our baseball and football matches, and the fantasy games we play based around the tree house (war, pirates, cops and robbers) spill freely over both. The neighbors before them were real assholes about it, always talking about planting a hedge and stuff. The Andrews don’t give a crap. Mr. Andrews even approached me one day while I was mowing our side and offered me forty bucks to do theirs while I was at it.

Sweet: I actually kind of like mowing the lawn, at least when I can use our tractor. Unfortunately the rear of the Andrews’ property slopes sharply up toward the tree belt behind it, and here I have to use their heavy old push mower. This is the only part of the job that really qualifies as work. Still for forty bucks I’m not complaining.

I push my way up to the top of the slope and haul the mower around to go back down. That part is trickier. Rather than just bulling it upward, I have fight to keep the mower from racing away from me, or even slewing off crookedly and doing a crappy job. Before attempting this I pause a minute to catch my breath. Even though I’m doing the hill first in order to get it over with in the early morning, it’s already baking hot out here. I swipe sweat off my forehead and look across the lawn at the house. Purely by chance a movement catches my eye. Squinting, I notice that my elevation allows me to see through the skylight that extends down the back of the second story. Though the distance is considerable, my eyes are sharp enough to see that it’s Mrs. Andrews in there. And holy shit, she’s fucking naked!

I can only see her head, arms and torso. And I can only see these for about fifteen seconds as she steps into what must be the bathtub before lowering herself down out of the line of my sight. Yet that brief glimpse is enough to change my life forever.

I stand there stunned, trying to wrap my head around the fact that I’ve just seen a woman’s naked breasts. Having recently reached puberty, this first erotic experience is more overwhelmingly affecting than I can possibly convey. Suddenly my face is burning, and inside my tight shorts my penis is straining up so fiercely hard that it hurts. I replay that brief vision over and over again, my mouth dry, my palms sweaty, and my heart and brain both racing. Absurd fantasies of this knowledgeable older woman initiating me sexually occur unbidden.

I’m up in that bathroom with her. I’m naked in the tub myself while she kneels next to it and takes off her shirt – just to keep it from getting wet, she says. Calmly solicitous yet sternly authoritative, she bathes me all over, finishing with my groin. Then she grips my aching hard-on with her soapy fist and starts slowly pumping it. While she does she explains the best technique for making it ejaculate – something I have yet to manage despite weeks of frenzied attempts. Finally, she has me stand and face her so she can take me into her mouth. While she expertly fellates me she guides my hands to her breasts, encouraging me to fondle them all I want…

Suddenly I realize I’ve been standing here gaping at my thoughts for five minutes or more. I’m also rubbing my exquisitely hard prick against the handle of the lawnmower. And though I desperately want to stay right here and keep watch on that skylight until Mrs. Andrews stands up again, Mr. Andrews could come outside or look through a downstairs window at any time. He could even be watching me right now, and wondering what the hell I’m doing gaping up at the house and rubbing my groin. So could my parents, for that matter. With a supreme effort I get a hold of myself and force my churning, stirred-up body back into motion. I let the mower pull me down from my unexpectedly lucky vantage and resume my yard work. But for the entire time I’m laboring up and down that slope (and stealing regular if unfortunately futile peeks at the skylight each time I top it), I keep obsessing on that distant glimpse. Indeed I do so all the while I’m later riding that tractor over both our lawns, feeling my cock throb on and on to ever more outrageous fantasies of sex with a grown woman.

Naturally it eventually occurs to me that it might not be too hard to repeat that lucky occurrence. My tree house is higher up than that little hill, and thanks to the curve of the street and the angle at which the lots are set, the side window of it faces directly across at the rear of the Andrews’ house. I could hide in there and watch that skylight as long as I liked. I could even climb up to the lookout and maybe see straight down into the tub! If I could just sneak my father’s binoculars out there, I could get a far better look at a naked lady than just that brief minute when Mrs. Andrews stepped into the bath…

When she comes out to pay me at last I’m blushing and stuttering and can’t even meet her glance. And all the rest of that day my mind races with excitement and explores possibilities. I can’t wait for the privacy of bedtime, and long into a sleepless night I continue to fantasize feverishly as I play with myself more frantically than ever.

I could swear I’m getting close to that desperately needed breakthrough. Still my first ever climax eludes me. By morning I’m too worked up to even attempt eating breakfast. As soon as my father leaves for work and my mother for the offices of the charity she helps oversee – and the maid left to keep an eye on me is busy in the living room – I sneak Dad’s binoculars out of the hall closet. Hiding these in a bag I hurry out to the tree house and climb inside.

It’s hard to see through the big bedroom picture window. The sun is just climbing above the tree belt, its rays combining with the darkness inside to reflectorize its surface. Nighttime would be better; then the opposite effect would be in play. At last the sun is up high enough to flood the inner darkness away. With a shiver of excitement I realize the binoculars allow me to see right in to the bed. I could actually watch them having sex! Right now though all I see is Mrs. Andrews, burrowed alone under the covers and still asleep. I switch my attention to the skylight.

As I’d anticipated, the view into the bathroom is far superior to my earlier one. Yet I still can’t see into the tub itself. Before Mrs. Andrews can wake up I climb hastily up to the lookout. Now I can see everything! Giddy with anticipation, I make myself as comfortable as possible. I break a branch so that its leaves hang down and obscure the sight of me. Then I pass the time pretending to bird-watch and glassing the wide spread of countryside visible from my eminence.

About twenty minutes later my patience and initiative are rewarded. Mrs. Andrews enters the bathroom wearing only panties. She starts the tub filling and strips these off. Oh my God, I’m looking at a completely naked lady from head to toe! The binoculars put me right beside her, and I fervidly study every inch. Her body is slender and beautifully curvy. Like me she has a triangle of hair over her crotch, only ash blonde instead of black. And yes, below this I can clearly see her genitals. Instead of just the innocuous slit I’ve been led to expect, Mrs. Andrews has a pair of dangling little flaps or lips that join at the top in a curiously triangular little feature. Oh, my cock is painfully rigid again, I’m panting as though I’ve just run a mile and my heart pounds like a drum with excitement. I feel a belated flush of guilt at the fact of my spying – I can see all of her and she has no idea – yet for some reason this even magnifies the illicit thrill. But then my attention is captured by her breasts, and I almost swoon with the unbelievable rush.

My God, her nipples are enormous! Is this normal for girls? It can’t be! I’ve seen my share of points poking through bathing suits before, enough to know they’re substantially no different from my own. These must be freakishly huge; my next-door neighbor is some kind of one-in-million goddess of unlimited erotic appeal! Breathlessly I watch her climb into the tub, and for the next half hour while she bathes and lounges indolently in there I feel a compulsorily addictive mix of guilt, shame, and impossibly keen arousal. Oh, the loving sun pouring through that skylight illuminates her so gloriously she might indeed be some kind of goddess. This is the definitive experience of my life, that which I will be forever driven to try and duplicate. When the unsurpassable Mrs. Andrews at last rises, towels off and passes back out of view I hurry back down into the tree house, every cell in my body seeming to throb with erotic charge. Once safely hidden again I pull down my shorts and fall into an old bean bag chair in the corner.

My penis is absolutely raging, harder and hotter than ever before. With an uncontrollable cry I grip it and begin pumping like a madman. It’s already a bit abraded from all the jerking it’s been recently subjected to, yet the pain only arouses me further. It seems right, even necessary: masturbation is a sin, and spying on an unsuspecting woman who’s always been so nice to me is a thousand times worse. I should suffer for my crimes, since I’m utterly incapable of refraining from them. After all, not even the fires of hell could keep me from onanism now. Somehow I just know this blackly thrilling mix of shame, pain, and excitement is going to finally do the trick. At long last I’m going to learn what ejaculation feels like! Straining my hips upward I beat my meat furiously, visions of Mrs. Andrews obliviously soaping and rinsing her incomparable breasts dominating my awareness utterly. And when at last my balls seem to clench and slimy white goo begins spouting out of me, the ecstasy is so mind-bogglingly extreme that I cry out again and writhe convulsively in the greatest, most irresistibly compelling climax imaginable.

Needless to say, a new hobby and ever more imperative obsession are born. From that morning on I spy on every bath I can, and mourn every missed opportunity exceedingly. I begin sneaking out at night as well, madly curious to see what actually having sex looks like.

At first I’m disappointed as well as perplexed to find that Mr. and Mrs. Andrews don’t sleep together or even share a bedroom. But as time goes by this only cements my singular worship of her. And when I actually see her masturbating for the first time I forget all about seeing her fucking. This is far better; we are both playing with ourselves, which absolves my guilt over onanism. Plus I don’t have to share her with anyone, or suffer the pangs of jealousy. Oh, my arousal is astronomical, my infatuation and even worship of this utterly unique beauty all-consuming. Within a month of first seeing her step into the tub, Mrs. Andrews becomes the sole focus of my sexual expression. And as puberty develops toward adolescence my obsession with spying on her comes to occupy me to the exclusion of almost everything else.

My parents’ religious fixation is increasingly dismissed as irrelevant, even misguided and silly. My romantic interest in girls my own age is nonexistent, and my eventual sexual experimentation with them fails pitifully to measure up to the solitary thrill of spying and jerking. Schoolwork and sports come so naturally to me that I can excel in them almost effortlessly, sparing me the usual teenage distractions, and as the years go by nearly all my attention remains focused on improving and abetting my shameful addiction to voyeurism.

The first thing I require is cover: an explanation for why I need my own pair of binoculars, and a considerably better pair – not to mention a reason for using them every day. I start by declaring an interest in bird-watching. This also gives me an excuse for haunting the tree house and spending every morning in the lookout. Unfortunately that doesn’t cover nighttime excursions, and sooner or later I’ll get caught sneaking out. In order to obtain permission for staying up late – not to mention a telescope – I branch out into astronomy.

My parents are hesitant about this at first – science is rather anathema to their fundamentalist dogma. But I go on and on about how the wonder of God’s design can be best appreciated studying the beauty of his creation and all that, and their resistance soon passes. Then with my telescope I can focus right in close enough to see Mrs. Andrews’ genitals in all their glistening pink and permanently exposed detail. Rather than memorize the constellations I learn the exact pattern of all the little ducts that stipple each of those truly extraordinary nipples. And still this is just the start. Paging through the astronomy magazines I subscribe to in order to become knowledgeable enough to talk convincingly about my supposed hobby, I soon see ads for cameras that can connect to telescopes. Thus I begin recording my nightly delights in both still photos and high definition video, so I can enjoy jerking off to her around the clock. I even guiltily use the money Mrs. Andrews pays me to do yard work to buy other equipment I can’t ask my parents for, like night-vision attachments. I encrypt part of my computer’s hard drive, and thus protected from discovery compile a collection of pictures and video that runs to hundreds of gigabytes.

Of course, this trove blows away any porn I see in magazines or on the internet. Though tons of models splay themselves out to show their whole pussies, and some seem to have naturally exposed genitalia like my heavenly goddess next door, no one anywhere has nipples to match those of the incredible Mrs. Andrews. And so my totemic worship of her not only endures but strengthens without end. I never experience an orgasm or more than fleeting arousal that’s not directly connected to the shameful yet addictive illicit thrill of spying on her, and though I continue to date enough girls not to appear strange or maybe gay, I get no satisfaction out of these relationships. I’ve become far too perverted for such banality to compete. Thus in the midst of my wonderfully rewarding orgiastic voyeurism a seed of unease takes root.

Soon I’ll be out of high school, and forced to move away to college. I certainly can’t live in my parents’ house forever. What will I do when I have only my collection to satisfy my obsession? For that matter, how will I ever develop or enjoy a more normal sex life, or find a wife that can measure up to my exquisite yet forever unattainable goddess? What miserable kind of future has my sinful present doomed me to?


Claire

I have to grin inside at this last admission of the quandary my young criminal has landed himself in. The poor boy, with his destiny so ironically circumscribed by his spying! Will the penalty I have in mind rescue Brian from this or damn him to an even worse doom? I suppose the answer depends on the depth of his perversion, and on the extent of his avowed worship.

I have to admit: I’m still having trouble crediting this. Such fervent admiration of my supposed charms sounds far too good to be true. Everything I’ve ever been led to believe about myself rebels against it. How can Brian possibly find my worst flaws my greatest assets? And even if he’s enamored by my freakish nipples and vagina because he was exposed to them at a susceptible age – before he knew any better, in other words – how can he possibly overlook my lank hair and plain face? What’s there to desire about a skinny body atrophied by a sedentary life? Troubled in my moment of triumph, I shoot a glance at young Brian standing shamefaced next to me. Silent now that his confession is finished, he hangs his head and fidgets, avoiding both my scrutiny and the action continuing on the TV.

The video is building to his ejaculation now. Seeing this, my anger returns, along with my need to see Brian punished and humiliated. Tears are still trickling down his cheeks, but that isn’t nearly enough. I want to see him bawling, writhing in pain, begging me for mercy and forced to submit to my every deviant demand. I’ve had fun toying with him so far, and reveled in his reaction to the evidence I have against him. I’m still filled with gloating and anticipation over all the payback I have planned. That will all have to wait however, as will seeing him squirm (or possibly succumb to disbelieving elation) when he’s finally faced with my intended extortion.

First I still need to resolve this matter of my attractiveness. I need to probe at Brian until I’m convinced that a guy like him could want me even without his history. Yet there’s no reason I can’t twist the knife of his guilt a little more before resuming the interrogation. Indeed I need to keep Brian humbly contrite and ripe for submission the whole time I build up toward enslaving him. I shake him by the arm again, really digging my fingers into all that sexy young muscle.

“Don’t look down at your feet, boy! Keep your eyes on the TV! Your star turn is coming up. Don’t you want watch the money shot, where you cry out helplessly and ejaculate all over yourself like the shameless little teenage jerk-off you indisputably are?”

Blinking away his tears, Brian shakes his head. Nevertheless he obeys me, raising his gaze to the screen in front of us. Watching himself panting raggedly, eyes glued to the binoculars as he beats his meat ever more frantically, his face flushes red and his chin quivers as though he’s indeed about to start bawling. Relishing his reaction, I lean in close to hiss right into his ear.

“Here it comes! This is the part all the perverts and faggots out there will want to see over and over again as they pull their own peckers. This is the part your classmates will all share on their cell phones, the part your mother will turn away from in horror, the part that will circulate on the internet in perpetuity, utterly ineradicable! Watch close now, here it comes!”

The Brian standing next to me releases a heart-rending sob as the Brian in his tree house cries out and begins to spout. Accelerating his manic jerking even further, he works his admittedly impressive prick like a boy possessed. In fact, he keeps flogging it even after the last drops dribble out, until it’s drooping limp and sticky. Then he at last sags back exhausted. At that the looped clip begins again, exposing to broad daylight every detail of his little jerk-off shack.

Drawing out the suspense, I remain silent while we again watch Brian slip out of the house, begin spying on me and playing with himself. I let the file run until he makes his blasphemous professions of worship. Then I use that grip on his arm to drag him around facing me. I don’t like the fact that he’s a good five inches taller than me, it erodes my authority. Before I resume questioning this criminal I must put him in his proper place.

“Get down on your knees, boy. You just told the whole world you worship me, now prove it. I’m not done interrogating you yet.”

Brian hesitates briefly and then complies. Still sniffling a bit, he drops his eyes again to the ground. When I pick up a large wooden-backed hairbrush and begin toying with it, he flashes this a glance full of uneasiness. Then he drops his eyes again and makes a visible effort to stop fidgeting and sniveling. Still his voice cracks when he dares to use it.

“What do you want to know, Mrs. Andrews?”

“I want to better understand my appeal to you. I want to know how you can possibly consider me attractive.”

Momentarily stunned out of his chagrined humility, Brian gapes at me. I might have asked him why dropped objects fall to the ground. Somewhat mollified by the obvious sincerity of his belief, I elaborate.

“You speak as though my worst features are my best. You have no idea how much bullying I’ve suffered over my hideously big nipples and protruding labia. How can you possibly find them anything but ridiculous or even repellant?”

Still Brian gapes at me, until my ostentatious toying with that hairbrush conveys the threat of my impatience. Then he blurts with the conviction of a zealot.

“Those are your best features! First, they are wonderfully unique, separating you above all other women, making you special and precious beyond description! Second, these are the most erogenous parts of the female body, the most erotically responsive and appealing. On you they are shockingly oversized. That makes your erotic appeal correspondingly immense. It suggests your capacity for erotic response is equally immense. It makes you a sexual creature of goddess-like power. Maybe those threatened by such power, or blinkered into prizing conformity above individuality could be put off by this. But they are idiots and it’s their unforgivable loss.”

Surprised by this depiction, I pause to digest it.

That was quite eloquent. Clearly this is no glib bullshit but something Brian feels deeply about. And it makes a certain kind of sense. Perhaps that unwitting power, that suggestion of licentiousness, is what motivated my mother to so ruthlessly suppress my sexuality and convince me of my undesirability while I was growing up. Maybe that was also an unspoken factor in the abuse meted out by my classmates – beyond just the ostracizing of the alien and the victimization of the vulnerable. After a minute I decide I can accept and respect Brian’s explanation despite my lifelong embarrassment. Perhaps I can eventually even make it my own; find comfort and even pride in it. I reward the earnest boy with a faint smile before probing further.

“Very well: my abnormalities have the appeal of novelty, and smack of erotic power. But you also said I was beautiful, gorgeous, and similarly ridiculous things that I obviously am not. If I’m not actually ugly, I am at least plain and drab and utterly boring.”

Brian is already shaking his head emphatically.

“Whoever told you that is a liar. I can’t believe you’d even consider it. Okay, I may have exaggerated in my obsession. I certainly find you beautiful. Objectively, you are at least very pretty. The only thing that keeps you from being truly hot is the way you deliberately sabotage it.

“You never wear any makeup, not that you really need it. You never do anything with your hair. You dress like a nun on vacation. I know our religion is repressive of women, but even my wacko mom tries to look her best. Most of all it’s a confidence thing though. Forgive me please, but you project an air of timid inferiority. It’s like you don’t want to be hot, as if you take all of the church’s crap about women seriously and are afraid of offending God by showing pride in your appearance. With a little effort and a better attitude you could have any guy you want.”

To say I’m surprised again by this is an understatement. I’m utterly taken aback.

This is basically the same thing the clerk at Victoria’s Secret told me, only in more detail. Suspecting her of professional motives, I found her easy to dismiss. And though Brian has even greater incentive to lie and flatter, once again his deliberately considered conviction seems absolutely genuine.

I’ve always known I have a self-esteem problem. I’ve long suspected it was deliberately instilled in me along with my habits of dress and deportment. But I’ve always been equally sure it had at least some basis in truth. Otherwise why have I never had a real date, and why have I had to settle for a sham marriage with a closeted homosexual? Brian seems so adamant though…

At last I decide to defer judgment on the question again.

Perhaps I really am attractive. Perhaps if I defied my upbringing (and the certain vociferous censure of my still-meddling parents) by experimenting with makeup and hairstyles and new clothes I might actually find myself as hot as Brian says. But first I need to test his convictions some more. Let’s see if he still finds me so appealing after I’ve punished him a while. Let’s see how much willing submission to pain, humiliation, frustration and domination he has to offer, or whether I need to coerce him into my idea of payback. If his professed worship can survive the next few months, maybe in the process I can continue to emerge from the trauma of my youth. Who knows? Maybe in addition to unexpectedly spicing up my life, allowing me to live out my kinky fantasies and even have sex with a hot young stud, this initially degrading, enraging, and unsolicited situation might eventually free a whole new me. I could go from caterpillar to chrysalis to butterfly, while working an evilly appropriate and equally exciting transformation on this macho stud. That would certainly recompense me for Brian’s crimes in a far more enduring manner than just the disciplinary sentence I’m about to levy on him.

We’ll have to wait and see about that. Right now it’s time for some serious fun!


Brian

I’ve managed to stop crying. Still this is the worst situation I’ve ever found myself in. I’m trembling and terrified and more abysmally humiliated than I can possibly describe. Kneeling like a penitent before the woman I’ve so horribly wronged, tortured by guilt, remorse, and face-flaming shame while that video of me spying and jerking plays on and on next to us, I watch Mrs. Andrews fiddle with that hairbrush while she thinks about all I’ve said. Her sweaty shirt is still clinging to her nipples not two feet from my face, and it’s almost impossible not to keep staring at these despite the fact that this is what got me into such trouble in the first place.

After all, we’ve just been discussing what makes them so appealing to me. Even now I find this goddess so erotically hot I could die. Beyond the fact that those breasts are right in my face, something about our positioning exercises a dreadfully compelling effect on me. Kneeling powerless before this paragon while she holds my entire future in her hands and demands answers from me makes immediate and explicit the irresistible sway she’s always had over me. While she considers what I’ve told her I can only wait fearfully for her response and hope that at least one of my intentions for today might succeed despite the appalling turn this afternoon has taken. I had looked for some subtle way to encourage Mrs. Andrews to keep casting off the inhibitions that have always haunted her. Now she’s given me the chance to address this directly. I can only pray I’ve been convincing enough, for both our sakes.

At last her introspection passes.

Mrs. Andrews smiles faintly at me again, squeezing my heart with desperate hope – though the way she keeps rubbing the bristles of that hairbrush against the palm of her other hand makes me distinctly anxious beyond the fear that she still intends to ruin me. Without responding to my fervently sincere assessment of her desirability directly, Mrs. Andrews resumes questioning me. Only now her interrogation takes a strangely irrelevant turn.

“Tell me, young man: when is your birthday?”

I swallow uncomfortably, my mouth and throat still desiccated.

“Not until February, ma’am. February twenty-second.”

Mrs. Andrews actually grins at this, a sadistic shine entering her eyes.

“And have I understood correctly that you are still a virgin?”

“Yes, ma’am. As I said, I have trouble getting aroused by other girls. Lusting after you has spoiled everybody else for me.”

“So you say, though I still have trouble believing it. Well, I am going to let you in on a secret now, though doubtless you may have already guessed it. I am a virgin too. My marriage is a total sham. Jim is gay and I’m an atheist, facts that would scandalize both our families and this entire town. So we cover for each other in order to appear normal. I trust you will keep our secret, since I can reveal some far more damaging ones of yours, can’t I?”

“Of course, ma’am. I swear I will never tell anyone.”

“You’d better not, boy. Very well then, I have some good news for you. I am very graciously going to give you an opportunity to avoid having me put that video up on the internet. I won’t yet advertise your crimes around town. Instead I’m going to let you make up for what you’ve done to me privately. And eventually I’m going to let you live out your dearest fantasy.

“I’m tired of being a virgin, young Brian. I’m actually going to have sex with you – although not until your birthday. Until that time, I’m going to punish and humiliate you mercilessly. You are going to be my secret domination slave. For the next seven months you will obey and submit to me absolutely, immediately and without question. During that interval I will make you profoundly sorry you ever dreamed of spying on me.

“Yet I will also reward any honest evidence of your contrition, and your willing submission to my justified revenge. I will allow you gradually increasing amounts of physical intimacy with me – just to keep up the suspense, you understand. You will get to touch my breasts, for instance. And once your sentence is finally up, you will enjoy the most spectacular birthday present ever. You will get wonderfully fucked by your private goddess. And I will get to eradicate my virginity at last, and with the kind of hunky stud who always spurned me.

“It’s either agree to this or I’ll post that video right now. Then as soon as your parents get home I will take them out to your tree house and show them everything. And of course, I still reserve the option of doing that any time you try to back out, resist me, or even fail to live up to my demanding expectations. So what’s it going to be, boy: slavery and eventual sex, or public exposure as a pot-smoking peeping tom and shameless little jerk-off?”

Suddenly I realize my jaw is resting on my chest. This is such a stunning turn of events that I can credit it no more than Mrs. Andrews can believe she’s actually hot. Touch her breasts? Have I not dreamed of this since I was thirteen? Did I not swear I would worship her for eternity in exchange for the opportunity? And to actually have sex with her – what would I not endure for such an inconceivable heaven? This ‘deal’ she offers is so far beyond what I deserve that I’m absolutely staggered and searching suspiciously for some kind of catch.

Seriously: I would do anything – anything at all – to keep that video secret. Submit to seven months of slavery and unspecified punishment? No problem! I would even welcome the opportunity to suffer extravagantly under her if only this could make up for my monstrous affront. Getting to spend time alone with Mrs. Andrews, to share a secret affair with her and relate in an undeniably erotic context is a reward in itself no matter how trying she makes it for me. Before she can begin to reconsider I immediately gush my agreement.

“Oh thank you so much, Mrs. Andrews! You are far too good to me! I promise I will do whatever you want! I’m so, so very sorry, more than I can ever express! I honestly felt bad about spying on you, but I couldn’t help myself. It’s like I’m addicted. I promise I will gladly suffer whatever punishment you think I deserve. I’d do anything in this world to make it up to you!”

“So you say,” this impossibly alluring older woman sneers down at me again. “We’ll see about that too, won’t we?”

Though she’s trying to look stern and forbidding, that glint of sadistic excitement is back capering in her gaze, making me feel weak, intimidated, and yet bizarrely aroused by this. Without further ceremony Mrs. Andrews pulls the chair out from the desk next to us and sits down in it. Then she makes those mixed emotions surge and churn such in a sickly exhilarating flood that I almost swoon.

“Stand up, slave. Pull down your shorts and underwear and lie across my lap. It’s punishment time for naughty boys!”




Chapter Four

Brian

God, I can’t believe this is happening! Mrs. Andrews has ordered me naked across her lap. Clearly she means to spank me, and not just with her hand. She’s holding that big hairbrush reversed now, with the hard wooden back facing forward.

I’ve been spanked before, of course. But I don’t think it’s happened in nearly ten years. And I’ve never been spanked on my bare skin, and never with any kind of implement. The thought of the coming punishment – surely the least harbinger of what I’m now committed to – is demeaning and daunting yet desperately affecting. I am not a little boy anymore, and on one level I resent being punished like one. Yet did I not used to fantasize about this very thing? Early in my career as a voyeur I used to imagine that Mrs. Andrews had caught me spying on her and was spanking and berating me, both of us naked, before shoving me down and mounting my pubescent little body. I pictured her continuing to angrily harangue and even slap me as she subjected me to a sexual education as punitive as it was welcome. For a year or more I beat off to this fantasy daily, the shame and guilt I felt at spying on her both assuaged and excitingly exacerbated. As I grew older the simple thrill of peeping became sufficient and I eventually abandoned this and every other imagining. Now, however, at the prospect of being naked with Mrs. Andrews, of actually lying across her legs with my penis only separated from her shaved vulva by a single swatch of cloth, all that childish ferment recurs. By the time I’ve struggled to my feet and begun to slide down my shorts and briefs I’m already swelling quickly erect.

I know it’s idiotic with that video of me masturbating still playing in fifty-inch high-def right next to us. But I feel acute mortification as my stiffening cock catches on the elastic waistband and then leaps eagerly up upon clearing it. My face is burning again and I have to shamefully avert my eyes at the way my straining head pokes against my gut as I lean over and push my clothes all the way down. I go to step out of those shorts, but Mrs. Andrews stops me.

“No, slave; leave them around your ankles. Now straighten up and get over here!”

Still exquisitely embarrassed and yet hornier than ever before, trembling with dread yet excited beyond bearing, I shuffle a few hobbled little steps and make to kneel and fold myself over her. Once again Mrs. Andrews stops me.

“Wait a minute, slave. I want to examine you. I’ve never seen a real live erection before.”

Flaming with shame and even quivering uncontrollably, I make a monumental effort not to fidget as she peers at me up close. I moan helplessly as she uses a single finger to explore the texture of the head and shaft, trace the relief of snaking veins and the contours of the glans. Then I gasp aloud as she presses it down, testing spring and resilience.

“Pretty,” my at least temporary owner finally decides. “I’m going to have a lot of fun with this – a lot more than you will over the next several months.” With that ominous pronouncement, Mrs. Andrews makes me bite back a cry as she pushes my raging rail-spike painfully down to point straight at the ground.

“Now lie across my lap, keeping it bent back like this. Until your birthday I will allow you no penile pleasure without torment.”

Oh God, this is getting more daunting by the minute! Nevertheless I hurriedly do as directed. And right away I find lying over my owner’s lap as erotically thrilling as expected despite the intense discomfort of my folded-over hard-on. In fact, that pain and stymied striving somehow add immeasurably to the arousal in my organ as it’s nestled against her heavenly warmth. The firmness of her thighs, the seductive scent of her and the authority Mrs. Andrews exudes being so completely in control of my body make my lowered head swim even as the blood rushing to it flushes me with heat and throbs behind my eyes. Amazingly enough though the sheer act of submitting myself to her goddess-like power, and the anticipation of suffering her fully justified revenge are more arousing than anything else. An exaltation of abasement seizes me and I moan and squirm in place, squashing and grinding my cock against her thigh to increase the oddly evocative agony afflicting it. Right away however her hand reaches between my legs to seize and squeeze my balls, making me yelp and sob in chagrin.

“Hold still, boy!” my new owner intones. Though I immediately subside meekly, that clasp only loosens, maintaining a threatening grip on me. Meanwhile Mrs. Andrews begins swirling the bristles of that brush against my buttocks almost teasingly. “From now on you will behave yourself and take your punishment like a good little boy.”

“Yes, Mrs. Andrews,” I gasp, somehow remaining quiescent while submissive delirium overwhelms my reason, further divorcing me from the self-assured guy I’ve always been.. It’s like I’m regressing by the instant. By treating me like a child she’s causing me to revert to one. Fully in the grip of that early fantasy, I’m filled anew with pubescent conflict and inexplicable impulses, in fearful awe of her sexual omnipotence and insanely aroused by it. Uncannily knowing just how to exacerbate this, my owner suddenly snaps at me with ruthless gynarchy.

“You will address me as ‘Mistress’, slave! I am your superior, your owner and master, not to mention your admitted goddess. You will lavish me with the worshipful respect I deserve!”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cry, my squashed cock flaming with a delicious pain. Oh, I’m thirteen years old, fascinated by and infatuated with an adult female who remains as unattainable to me as the stars in the sky. Hot tears of shame trickle down my cheeks even as urges as primitive and formative as they are undeniable rave insanely through my being. God, what is happening to me? Whatever it is, it is just as irresistible and additive as my compulsion for peeping. Mollified somewhat by my reflexive deference and tickled by my obvious reversion, Mistress turns that brush back over and rests the cool smooth wood of it across my buttocks.

“Very well, boy: let this initial installment of your punishment begin.”

The first hard blow smacks against my ass. I bite back another cry, my back-bent erection pulsing urgently at the sudden explosion of pain. More tears are wrung from me as my perverse arousal surges again. Another blow lands, and another. I’m actually being spanked, the long-deferred, infinitely deserved, and strangely craved punishment for my shameful transgressions being meted out at last. As the pain in my ass escalates I find myself wallowing in it, the justice of my degrading subjugation sating some previously unconscious need as tormenting as the hopelessness of my attraction. Though I begin to weep unceasingly as the agony accumulates, the compulsory shame and regression of my condition keeps me so fiercely aroused that I begin squirming again despite my best intentions. And though the endless blows of that hard wooden brush don’t falter in the least, the hand still gripping my testicles squeezes harder than before. This entirely different agony makes me retch and sob. Yet far worse it takes the unbearably keen edge off my exaltation. I still my helpless writhing even as Mistress snarls at me.

“I said hold still! You’ve been an extremely naughty boy, and you deserve this absolutely! In fact, you’re still being inconceivably naughty; I can feel your nasty little penis throbbing against me even as you’re being beaten! You are the most shameful child imaginable and you must suffer for your sick lust!”

She’s right, of course. Oh God, Mistress is so right and I’m so bad! The effort of holding still as she continues to whale away at me is nearly intolerable. Yet somehow this actually combines with the pain and shame consuming me to make my maddened arousal even more rampant. Before long I’m choking out sob after wracking sob, my tears raining on the floor even as my tortured erection rages ever more insanely.

Trapped in a paradise-perdition beyond description, I persist in a tumultuous heaven-hell of conflicting and yet paradoxically complementary emotions for a seeming eternity. Mistress paddles and paddles me, first one buttock and then the other, inflaming the skin and bruising the muscle even as she sears the experience of willing submission to female domination ineradicably into me. Only orgasm or forgiveness can deliver me from the sexual and emotional tension she’s relentlessly increasing in me, and neither is forthcoming. Objectively this can’t go on for more than an hour – the Brian on the screen above me, who knows next to nothing about guilt and arousal, is crying out and ejaculating again for only the second time today when at last those exceedingly necessary blows first slow and then cease. It might have lasted forever and yet not nearly long enough. Still teetering on the brink of madness, perversely fulfilled and yet yearning nevertheless for some more apocalyptic catharsis, I can only pant and snivel and throb futilely on as Mistress’ remarkably strong hand caresses my flaming buttocks appreciatively.

“I think my naughty young boy will find sitting down at the supper table with Mommy and Daddy tonight quite an ordeal! I want you to do it without squirming, however, slave. Whenever the pain particularly torments you, just think of how grievously you’ve earned it, and how much you love and desire the goddess who has mercifully chosen this punishment for you rather than ruining your life in exchange for the way you’ve sinned against her.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I sniff contritely, desperate now to get home and jerk off while this incredible experience is still fresh in my memory.

“Very well,” Mistress declares, suddenly calmly matter-of-fact in her demeanor. She might even be the stern and yet solicitous educator of my first unbidden fantasy about her. “I can tell that your remorse is genuine, though you remain shamefully aroused by your punishment. And a bit of squirming aside, your submission to me has been exemplary.

“You are going to make a splendid slave for me, and by the time February arrives you may actually prove worthy of ending our mutual virginity. Therefore you have earned your first reward of intimacy. We have just one more detail of your sentence to attend to before that, the most important and appropriate one. Stand up here and face me. Spread your legs as wide as you can with those shorts hobbling you and clasp your hands together behind your back. You may not rub your buttocks however. Let the pain recede on its own.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Hurriedly I comply, suddenly bursting with excitement to learn what kind of unimaginably thrilling blessing is about to be bestowed on me.
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Damn, that was rewarding!

I never spent a more satisfying afternoon in my life. Humiliating, enslaving, and spanking young Brian has been supremely enjoyable on so many levels. Beyond getting to vent my righteous anger, return the embarrassment he inflicted on me hugely magnified, exact the first installment of my monumental revenge and finally live out one of my many kinky fantasies (by far the least extreme, and yet wonderfully arousing as it was), what I really got off on was inflicting pain and humiliation on exactly the kind of guy I couldn’t pay to look at me all through high school. Reducing this big macho stud who could have any girl he fancied at the crook of a finger to a sniveling little ass-beaten boy was like doing the same thing to every last asshole male just like him. Long festering insults have been avenged, a severely lacerated ego assuaged.

Hurts I’ve had to live with for a decade and more have been salved in such a wonderful way I could spend a lifetime improving on the experience. Combined with a new, more encouraging perspective on my appearance and irrefutable evidence of my sex appeal (even now weepy and disheveled Brian is rigidly erect in futile homage to me), this experience has me feeling better about myself than ever in my entire life. And soon I will feel a guy’s hands on me. I will be touched sexually for the first time since Jim’s one reluctant attempt at hetero intimacy nearly six years ago. But first comes the part I’ve really been looking forward to, the most supremely fitting element of Brian’s punishment for spying on me – and for being the kind of guy who always spurned me. It’s time to put an end to his naughty jerking, and indeed to any sexual release whatsoever until I can finally take advantage of that impressive young prick for myself.

Though he’s finally stopped crying, Brian’s eyes are still red and swollen. Tear tracks streak his still furiously blushing cheeks and he stands humbly at my command just as I’ve ordered him to. He’s mine to punish and afflict and enjoy to my aggrieved heart’s delight. Damn, just the sight of him fills me with so much sadistic glee I want to giggle like a child. It’s crucial to stay in character however. He’s the one to be made to feel regressed, not to mention terrified, humiliated and impotent – and in agonizing pain. I reach out, between his spread legs and under that urgently tumescent erection, and once again take his vulnerable balls in my hand. Then I speak severely to him in a manner befitting a child, an inferior, a slave and condemned criminal.

“You are going to feel extreme pain now, boy. I cannot allow you to be so arrogantly erect in my presence except in appropriate circumstances. Prepare yourself for this, think of that video circulating in cyberspace forever and banish any thought of resistance. You belong to me body and soul, including and especially these incredibly offensive sex organs. I can do whatever I like to them, can’t I?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Brian’s answer is a paper-dry whisper of terror, but that’s all I need – and exactly what I like. Even as fresh tears begin to spill down his cheeks I start to squeeze.

Brian groans, sobs, sweats, grits his teeth and even retches a little as I steadily increase the pressure. Yet though he trembles from head to toe and weeps like a sissy, though muscles bulge all over his hot young body as he tenses desperately up, he makes no attempt to stop me, escape, or even fractionally shift his stance. Oh, the rush of power and satisfaction makes me feel ten feet tall! It’s all I can do to not pulp him into a rupture. Luckily for us both this cruelty quickly has the intended effect. Brian’s rigidly straining penis slumps, droops, and at last hangs limp and chastened over my crushing fist. Disappointed to be deprived of one wickedly unholy delight but eager to replace it with an even more gratifying one, I sigh regretfully and let go. Brian exhales explosively and sways on his feet, drenched with sweat. Now it’s time to feign benevolence again, at least for a minute or two.

“Good boy,” I purr. “You just earned a few extra seconds of intimacy with that. Now close your eyes and continue to remain still. Don’t you dare move or open them until I give you permission, no matter what you feel or suspect. Do so and you ensure your doom. We have one last aspect of your sentence to see to before you enjoy something you’ve been dreaming about since you were thirteen but never imagined could actually happen.”

Immediately Brian squeezes his eyes shut, though he continues to tremble with either trepidation, the aftermath of agony or both. Quickly and silently I slide out the drawer of the desk I’m sitting at and pluck up the chastity device I recently bought on line.

This is a shiny steel sleeve that fits over the penis with an attached fetter that secures about the genitals as a whole. After a quick glance to make sure my slave isn’t peeking, I slip this onto his cock and lock it up.

Brian gasps at the first touch of cold metal, flinches at the ratcheting tightening of the fetter and catches his breath at the immensely ominous click of the lock. Yet somehow he remains obediently rigid and even succeeds in keeping his eyes shut. I hang the key to his sexual function on a fine chain around my neck. Once it’s resting between my breasts I stand up and teasingly fondle the protruding head of his now imprisoned penis. Brian gasps at this, then groans and even gives another small sob as he feels his attempted erection stymied by implacable steel. Grinning maliciously at this, it’s all I can do not to cavort exultantly around the room.

“You may open your eyes now, slave.”

Brian stares down at his new restraint, appalled beyond conception. Still unable to suppress my grin or refrain from gloating, I lay down the law for him.

“As your sexual capacity is now my property along with the rest of you, I will henceforth decree when you get to exercise it.” I lift the key between my breasts for emphasis. “I am not only your owner and goddess but your key-holder.

“Your days of private and unobserved masturbation are over. If you get to play with yourself at all, it will be under my supervision. However, I will allow you to continue peeping at me. In fact, I insist on it. It flatters me, and amuses me now that you can’t act on what you see. But any other carnal pleasures are strictly at my discretion. Now, speaking of carnal pleasures…”

Brian raises his dismayed gaze to my face. His consternation is so delicious that I almost let slip with a giggle again. Controlling this with an effort, I affect an air of regal magnanimity.

“I will now allow you twenty seconds in which to gently feel my breasts through the fabric of my shirt.” I pull a stopwatch from my pocket, hold it up and click it. “You may begin.”

Brian gapes at me for a second or two (nineteen…eighteen…), still struggling to process what’s happened to his cock. Then a look of holy exaltation floods his face. Trembling now with veneration he reaches out with both hands and lays them on my breasts as though he expects to be seared at the touch. Thanks to the exertion of paddling him so fiercely for so long I’m almost as sweaty as he is, and my deliberately chosen threadbare t-shirt clings to me like a second skin.

Keening to himself almost comically, Brian handles me reverently, cupping and lifting my tits as though to test their weight. He rubs the nipples with his thumbs, moaning as that tissue-thin fabric slides easily over them, lubricated by the slippery oils sheathing me. Oh so respectfully he gently squeezes them, and I have to suppress a gasp of my own, determined as I am to give no sign of my intense sexual enjoyment. Favoring my slave with an indulgent smile, my secret arousal gets a wonderfully thrilling kick when he whimpers at the surely acute pain and frustration of his poor captive cock striving fruitlessly to swell. Then the twenty seconds are up. Though the end of that woefully brief and superlative stimulation torments me too, the terrible vexation in Brian’s face when I order him to remove his hands is well worth it.

“I hope you enjoyed that, slave.”

“More than anything I ever expected to in my entire life, Mistress,” he croaks.

“Good. Tell me, boy: is there anyone at your house right now?”

“No, Mistress. It’s the maid’s day off and both of my parents are out. They won’t return until after dinner – probably at around eight o’clock.”

“Excellent. We will go over there now. There I will confiscate your camera and watch while you purge every last picture and video of me from your computer. While you may still peep at me, you will never again record a single image. Is that understood, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I also want you to clean up your tree house. Get rid of that disgusting towel. You won’t need it anymore. Find a place to hide your pornography and pipe. And keep your optics pointed at something other than my window when you’re not using them.”

Brian studies his feet in shame.

“I had already planned on all that, Mistress.”

“Good boy. What time do your parents go to bed during the week?”

“Generally between nine-thirty and ten, Mistress.”

“Do they ever miss you when you’re out peeping?”

“They never have yet, Mistress.”

“Okay. This Wednesday you will return here at eleven p.m. Use the back patio door at both houses. Be silent and make sure that you are unobserved.”

“I will, Mistress. Thank you so very much.”

“You’re welcome. Put your clothes on and let’s get going.”
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Mrs. Andrews climbs down from the tree house and departs – to go home and masturbate, she informs me, rubbing my face in the fact that I can neither watch her this time nor do likewise, as I so transparently wish to. She takes my camera with her. Eager to at least sequester and assess myself, I hurriedly police up the place like I should have done ages ago. I never should have let it get incriminating like this in the first place.

Then again if I hadn’t been so careless our relationship might still be just that of obsessed pervert spy and innocently oblivious neighbor. Mistress may think she’s blackmailing me into being her slave, but believe me: belonging to her as I now do is entirely consensual. Despite (and in a perverse way even because of) all the suffering she’s inflicting on me, I find I’m downright ecstatic at today’s unexpected and truly amazing developments.

All the intense emotional (and eventual sexual) rewards of submitting to her domination aside, I so deserve what she’s doing to me. Plus it both relieves my chronic guilt and removes my long-standing conflict between my worship of her and my awareness of how badly I was violating her. As soon as I’ve stashed my pipe (taking a few quick tokes first to enhance my intended appreciation of my condition), pointed my telescope and binoculars up at a clear patch of sky, buried my porn magazines and that nasty towel deep in the trash and finally chugged a can of soda (I never did get that beer or even my pay for today, not that I’m complaining), I scurry upstairs to my bedroom.

There’s a full-length mirror on the closet door. Quickly I shuck my clothes and stand in front of this. Then I turn back and forth, breathing hard as I examine myself and marvel over the keenly arousing condition my lovely owner has left me in.

My buttocks are badly abraded and bruised a mottled black and blue. Still throbbing with pain, they are already puffy and will no doubt be tender and swollen for days. Wonderingly I run my hands over them, reveling in the proof that today actually happened.

Speaking of throbbing and swollen, the head of my cock is as purple and bloated as a concord grape where it pokes out of that tight little down-curving sleeve. Deliberately I worsen the agony of my pinched-off and horribly frustrated attempted hard-on by fondling that protruding plum just as my key-holder did after locking me up.

Remembering the incredible sensation of having her breasts in my hands, feeling the tips and all the little duct-bumps covering those enormous nipples through the thinnest of wet cotton, I moan and squirm as though I’m still being disciplined. Immediately a flash of total recall assails me. The overpowering emotional mix I felt folded over Mistress’ lap recurs with swooning lucidity, and my buzzed head swims alarmingly. For a minute I think I’m going to faint. Flushed and tingling all over, my stymied cock screaming for release, I pinch that bloated tip hard in an only partially successful attempt to steady myself.

Strangely, that most insidious of Mistress’ punishments is in a way the most arousing.

The constant pain and frustration of wearing that cruel steel chastity device, and the undeniable sight and sensation of it holding my most erogenous body part in its implacable grip is an unavoidable reminder of her power over me. Surely I will come to suffer far more acutely from it as time goes by, but right now it’s an incredibly potent touchstone of all the feelings she inspires in me: love, worship, shame, guilt, longing, fanatical lust, meekly willing submission and most all the absolute powerlessness of my position in relation to her.

Now that I’ve gotten over my shock and terror, even the utterly damning evidence she holds over me has a madly arousing, will-sapping compulsion to it. How ironic it is! After all my illicit recording of her, the fact that she now has her own dreadfully compromising video and can destroy me at whim ensures that I now belong to this incomparable lady completely.

I possessed just the image and hopeless fantasy of her; now Mrs. Andrews possesses the supremely vulnerable reality of me. Oh, she is going to make me suffer so extravagantly for the way I’ve wronged her all these years! Yet she’s also going to allow me ecstasies I’ve been miserably convinced would be denied me forever. Indeed she has already done so. She’s even letting me provide her with wonderfully enjoyable fulfillments of her own.

Besides the obvious sadistic glee she takes in controlling, punishing and humiliating me, I know Mistress is getting long-sought sexual pleasure from our interaction almost as precious as that she’s granting me. Judging by the way she was checking me out, Mrs. Andrews clearly lusts after my fit young football player’s body. And though she tried to hide it, I could tell she was really turned on by letting me feel her up for those heavenly twenty seconds.

This portends the most fabulous prospect and unbelievable reward of all. When the end of my sentence finally arrives, Mistress is actually going to have sex with me!

God, just the thought of this exalts and torments me like nothing else. And after that, who knows? Perhaps if I prove a particularly exemplary and flawlessly submissive slave to her, and a considerate, worshipful and properly satisfying lover; if somehow I manage to build her self-confidence up enough to make her blow off the judgment of this insufferably stuffy town and ditch her useless husband, we could eventually establish something more permanent! Oh, the possibilities are too glorious to be encompassed! And already the portents are encouraging.

It occurs to me that perhaps Mrs. Andrews’ recent emergence from stultifying inhibition may have coincided with her discovery of my spying – though I still have no idea what gave me away. Perhaps eventually she will even consider my sins a blessing that ironically freed her from her shyness, repression, and utterly meaningless marriage. Then she might actually forgive me and even come to love me in return.

Over the next few days I continue in this vein, lost in an enthralled reverie of anticipation and reminiscence. Though I endure almost endless and only slowly fading pain in my backside, I do as directed and dwell on the mercy and justice this represents. I obsess on the almost maniacal love I feel for the goddess who has blessed me thus, and look forward with crazed impatience to our next punishment date. Contributing to this is the maddening frustration of the impotence Mistress has condemned me to. As I expected, this proves far harder to deal with.

As an adolescent male I’m in my sexual prime, charged to the point of overload with testosterone. The prototypical horny teenager, I’m used to beating off at least daily. In fact, since my very first climax after watching Mistress in the bathtub I don’t think a day has passed in which I haven’t enjoyed at least one orgasm. Now that I’m flooded with more sources of arousal than ever before, I’m suddenly denied that addictive release. Never is this more trying than when I’m obeying Mistress’ order to keep peeping on her.

Right away I find this experience changed for me. Now that I know Mrs. Andrews is aware of me watching her, and that I have her permission and even order to do so, the nagging guilt that plagued me is gone. Yet gone as well is the illicit thrill, the heady risk of engaging in a forbidden behavior. Beyond that, the power dynamic has been completely inverted. That fact that I was in a sense stealing from her, taking advantage of her, using her, putting one over on her, however you want to say it, gave me a sneaking sense of smug superiority despite the thrall she held me under. Now that my perfidy has been exposed all the power lies with her.

This is no loss; the greatest revelation of the past few days is not only that I’ve been fooling myself and effortlessly euchred, but how incredibly arousing I suddenly find it now that her power over me is so total and explicit.

The addictive frisson of spying has been wildly superseded by that of submission. Now that we’re both aware of my pathetically yearning peeping and all that it has cost me, Mistress makes sure to capitalize on this, teasing and taunting me from a distance in ways both subtle and outrageous. Her every movement while bathing, dressing and undressing seems carefully choreographed to both drive me out of my mind with futile desire and emphasize my new status as her lowly slave and plaything. Even when not performing a blatant striptease for me she undresses slowly, coyly turning her back at strategic times, casting sultry looks over her shoulder at me, gracefully draping items of shed apparel here and there or dropping them behind her with a flirty flourish. Her baths become marathons of languid soaping, stroking and soaking, with either drizzling rivulets of water trickling slowly over various body parts or sparkling cascades flowing over the whole.

Legs splayed wide, she shaves herself with exquisite precision, and either ostentatiously ignores me or deliberately fires my passion to excruciating intensity with smoking hot looks, indulgent smiles, or contemptuous sneers. When she moves naked about the suite she struts and slinks and swings her hips, smacks her hairbrush significantly against her palm before using it and in general revels in putting on the most arousing spectacle possible. It seems incredible to think this brazenly tempting sexpot flaunting her allure for me is the same woman who is always painfully drab, demure and inhibited in public. And though I rejoice in her continued emergence for both our sakes, this makes having my cock locked down more torturous by the moment.

In a way I’m even relieved that Mistress has so far refrained from masturbating in front of me. I honestly don’t know if I could stand to watch that without being able to follow suit. Though this most quintessential expression of her control over me remains hideously exciting (further worsening my ordeal-by-impotence), the suffering it causes is just as extreme as I’d predicted. By the time Wednesday evening finally arrives I’m driven almost to delirium, insanely desperate for the only kind of fulfillment left open to me: the emotional apotheosis and perverse catharsis of being beaten.

This is surely what Mistress intends by keeping me locked up, and Mistress knows best. So it is with a pounding heart, bloated blue-balls and torturously cramped and frustrated penis that I at last slip on my sneakers, creep down the back stairs and out the door in my pajamas. Checking carefully that all is as still and silent and late-night desolate as ever in our sheltered upper-class suburbia, I finally obey my heart’s desire and scuttle furtively across the dew-damp lawn to the Andrews’ patio. As I approach the door it slides open for me.
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I step back and assume an authoritarian stance.

Perched on my new very high heels (the first of any kind I’ve ever owned) with my legs widely spread and my fists cocked on my hips, I scowl sternly at young Brian as he halts on the threshold. His eyes are bugged out and his jaw sagging in unaffected excitement-admiration intimidation-surprise at seeing me in such an uncharacteristically aggressive posture – and dressed in only in those sexy black stilettos and my skimpy new underwear. The key to his orgasmic capacity glimmers teasingly between my breasts. Pale blue like his pajamas, the filmy silk of my bra and panties is nearly transparent where it’s molded to my nipples and vulva. Exercising my unquestioned dominion over him, I snap demands in a low, threatening tone.

“Don’t just stand there gawping, boy! Get in here and shut the door!”

With a visible jerk Brian breaks his astonished stasis and hurries inside. He slides closed the door, locks it, and turns to face me in the dimness. Now I make my voice a venomous hiss.

“Are you ready to submit to punishment, slave?”

“I am intensely eager for that, Mistress!”

“What is your greatest desire?”

Brian’s answer comes with no hesitation whatsoever.

“To atone for my terrible crimes against you by suffering your revenge forever, my glorious omnipotent goddess.”

“And so you shall!” I breathe with sadistic relish.

Damn, I’m so horny and fired-up for this first formal discipline session that my breasts are heaving noticeably and the crotch of my panties are already damp. I must be careful not to get too carried away. I have to slowly build a truly torturous suspense here by rationing our sexual interaction with the stinginess of a miser. That won’t be easy however. Already I want to rip my young stud’s clothes off and take him right here on the floor. Instead I deepen my scowl and crook a commanding finger at him.

“Come with me, criminal. Your torture chamber awaits. We have four hours until my husband comes home. Let’s not waste them.”

I wheel about and head for the stairs, striding as haughtily as I can in those five-inch heels and hoping they are making my legs look as attractive as advertised – or at least not as unremarkable as usual. Again I add an unfamiliar bit of swing to my hips, hoping too that this is more convincing than it feels. I am far more comfortable playing the coquette than I was only a week ago, but I fear I still lack the confidence (or at least the practice) to pull this off properly.

No matter though. I can hear Brian’s heavy respiration behind me, much too heavy to merely be exertion as we start upward. Shoulders squared and nose in the air, I trail a hand dramatically along the banister as we ascend, wondering if it’s too dark for my slave to notice the out-of-character nail polish I’m also wearing. Leading the way down the hall to my bedroom, I psyche myself up for the encounter ahead by deliberately imagining Brian ogling my legs and ass, the slender small of my back and the narrowness of my new bra straps as we go. When I reach the door I open it on a galaxy of flickering candle flames. Spilling out with that golden glow are the wildly passionate Latin rhythms and soaring, driving guitar solos of Carlos Santana. Stepping back, I point with a rigidly extended arm and finger.

“Inside, slave!’ I snap.

Humbly lowering his eyes, Brian complies. I follow him in, then shut and lock the door. I turn to face him, again affecting a posture of intimidating feminine power. By now I’m totally, arrogantly in character, my habitual insecurity suppressed by the excitement of the moment. Fingering that little key resting in my cleavage with deliberate significance, I smile for the first time, an evil smile that is as threatening as my scowl.

“Tell me, boy, how are you getting by without your collection?”

“I…I really don’t miss it,” Brian stammers. “It was a pang to delete what I spent so long accumulating, and there was so much incredible stuff in there that I can’t help but regret losing it. But I had no right to photograph and record you like that. And anyway I now have an even more compelling obsession. Actually belonging to you is a million times more arousing than illicitly worshiping you through a telescope or computer screen. I honestly haven’t thought about that stuff for more than a minute or two now and then.”

“Excellent!” This it really is: Brian’s clearly genuine worship makes me wonder how I could still succumb to doubts about my appeal. Primed for the time of my life, I twist the knife. “And how do you like peeping at me without jerking off?”

“It is truly maddening, Mistress. I don’t know how long I can take it. It makes me crave being punished with a lunatic intensity. It’s like I need to channel or sublimate the ever building pressure to ejaculate into the only source of fulfillment available to me, bizarre and agonizing as that is. If I can’t have the release of orgasm, I’ll have to settle for the pain and humiliation of being beaten instead. I guess that makes me a pervert, but I don’t care.”

“Yes, you are a pervert: a disgusting little voyeur before and now a budding masochist. Well, let’s not keep you waiting for your fix. Get your clothes off: every last stitch. I want you naked as a baby and bawling like one too.”

Hurriedly Brian strips while I drink in the sight of all those bulging muscles, exquisitely defined lines and perfectly proportioned symmetry. Once he’s naked but for his chastity sleeve I order him to kneel at the foot of the bed facing it. Once he obeys I step up behind him.

Teasingly I tousle his short blonde hair a moment before using my palm on the back of his skull to suddenly shove him rudely face down, bending him over the mattress. Still holding his face pressed to the bed and pointing away to the left, I reach under the covers to his right and slide out yet another of my scandalous new purchases. It’s a good thing I have my own bank account, or Jim would get quite a surprise seeing the next credit card statement.

“Put your hands behind your back!” I snarl at my quivering young slave. When he immediately complies I snap that pair of shiny steel handcuffs on him, putting my delicious new boy-toy in bondage for the first of what will eventually be innumerable times. Brian makes a small sound of trapped, manic excitement at this, and I smile evilly again, skating my blood-red fingernails over the yellowing bruises so beautifully decorating his ass.

My slave moans and flinches at this and I snicker appreciatively. Then I also slide from hiding the belt I filched from Jim’s closet. An inch’s width of the finest black leather, this is over three feet long has been oiled to an exquisite suppleness. I thread it through the buckle to form a loop and snug this tightly about my fist. With its gleaming length dangling I step to Brian’s side where he can view me in all my threatening sexy glory. With the end of that weapon swinging like a pendulum I brandish it at him and smolder down at his terrified, anticipatory panting.

“Is it something like this you’ve been lusting for, slave?”

“Oh yes, Goddess!” he croaks, this new and more appropriate honorific coming unbidden from him. “Please beat me extensively with that!”

“Gladly!” I snarl. All inhibitions history, brimming with righteous vengeance and horny as a hell-cat, I draw back my arm and slash that long leather strap viciously across his ass.
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Damn this is exciting! At that first resounding crack! a wide red welt overlays the only partially healed bruises covering Brian’s doubtlessly still tender buttocks. He jerks spastically and cries out uncontrollably, the sound far louder than any I’ve yet elicited from him.

Tut-tut: that won’t do. I duck into the bathroom a moment to retrieve the far larger panties I wore all day before changing. Balling these up I grab a wide roll of strapping tape from the desk and return to where my handcuffed slave kneels whimpering pitifully bent over my bed. Grabbing him by the hair I yank his head up and back.

“Open your mouth, slave!” I snap. “We can’t have you disturbing the populace, now can we? This is an exclusive neighborhood after all.”

The tears shimmering in them magnifying both their baby-blue irises and a world of fear and worship, Brian’s eyes roll whitely up at me like those of a hog in a slaughtering pen. Still he obediently opens wide.

Brusquely I stuff that fragrant wad of cotton in his mouth, grinning at his retching. Tearing off a strip of tape, I plaster this over his lips and seal those panties in, humiliatingly gagging him. More aroused by the second I rewrap that belt around my hand. Then I step back. With every iota of the mad passion infusing me I resume whipping my guilty young criminal.

Oh this is just heavenly!

Every smack of that strap impacting his ass gives me an indescribable thrill. Every muffled cry and involuntary wrench of my degraded captive gets my juices flowing copiously. The sight of his tears soaking my bedspread and the stripes of overlapping red further coloring Brian’s willingly proffered backside make me wonder how I ever lived without this kind of divine exaltation – or how I’ll ever be able to give it up. Every guy who ever laughed at me, passed over me for a date or dance, strutted around the halls like God’s gift to women or even brushed past me indifferently as if I wasn’t even there is now writhing in my power, choking on his screams yet still lusting hopelessly cock-locked for me even as I punish him mercilessly.

Oh, I definitely missed my calling in life! But finally I seem to have found it. Each strike excites me further, until an especially wicked blow of that belt paints a livid streak across the so-far unblemished junction of Brian’s thighs and butt, licking around the side of his hip for good measure. And as my helpless slave squeals piteously and lurches more convulsively than ever, my peaking exaltation suddenly and unbelievably triggers an orgasm in me! A detonation of sensation shudders through my loins and I cry out myself in unmitigated ecstasy.

Sweet, sadistic heaven!

Who could have dreamed such a thing was even possible? Yet if it could happen once, why not again and again? Instantly inspired to redoubled ferocity, I begin really whipping Brian, lashing that belt across his ass and the backs of thighs in a kind of possessed frenzy.

Riding an incredible high fueled by that frenetic yet melodic music, the endorphin rush of so much unaccustomed exertion, the cathartic glee of avenging myself on the entire male sex, the exhilarating freedom of conquering a lifetime of inhibition, the insanely arousing spectacle of bound naked Brian writhing bug-eyed in the extremity of his suffering and most of all a sexual ecstasy surpassing anything I’ve achieved with a vibrator, I eventually torture my deserving slave like this for well over an hour. But at last I’m sweat-drenched and too exhausted to pursue even one more climax – though I’ve somehow achieved three already. Yet that doesn’t mean the fun has to end. There’s still plenty of time to live out at least one more rather tame but still certain to be rewarding fantasy before I allow Brian (and myself) a tantalizing touch of intimacy.

My macho young stud is indeed bawling like a baby by now. In fact, it seems he’s been doing so forever. When I drop my belt on the bed and lean over him, his bloodshot eyes meet mine with only the purest deranged misery in them. Every iota of arousal has long since been beaten out of him. Though part of me gloats in savage satisfaction at this, my recent string of orgasms makes me unexpectedly magnanimous. I give him a brilliant smile of honest affection and stroke his head soothingly, brushing the sweaty hair back away from his face.

“There, there, baby, don’t cry! Mistress is very happy with you right now. She just had three orgasms just from whipping you! Don’t you feel honored and proud of yourself? Just by submitting to her, you gave your goddess more sexual pleasure than she can ever remember! You continue to prove so worthy of being my property! Don’t you love me, boy?”

Choking down his sobs at last, Brian nods fervently up at me.

“Then be happy for me, baby. And be proud of yourself. So far you’re atoning wonderfully for your sins against me. And tonight’s punishment is already half over. You only have one more ordeal to endure before your intimacy reward.”

Mindless adoration floods back into Brian’s eyes at this, and I only just stop myself from planting an impulsive kiss on his forehead. Instead I move around behind him. Grabbing his feet, I lift up his legs and shove him all the way up onto the bed. Despite his obvious debilitation – Brian looks pathetically wrung out and weak and his backside is now black and blue and yellow, swollen and purple-red all the way down to the back of his knees – he assists me in this by squirming his way forward. Though he whimpers miserably again when I roll him over onto his wounds, and looks quite uncomfortably contorted with his cuffed arms trapped underneath him, he still stares hungrily at my scantily-clad body and meets my gaze with an even more worshipful devotion than usual. Playing on this, I smile again at him as I climb on to join him.

“That’s right, boy: you’re in your goddess’ bed. Did you ever dream when you were thirteen that you might actually one day find yourself here, and with me nearly as naked as you are? What might you have sacrificed for such an honor?”

Teasingly I tickle his protruding penis head. What has he sacrificed indeed? Emphasizing that astronomical cost, Brian’s beaten-into-quiescence penis immediately starts to swell again, rewarding him with only renewed pain and frustration. Grinning at his tortured groan, I leave him to his madness and knee-walk my way up to the head of the bed. What I need now is there.


Claire

The dozen or so candles I used to be content with have been supplemented by another dozen each of three different kinds. Of the even fifty flames now illuminating my torture chamber, fourteen come from those stubby votive candles, twelve from elegantly tall tapers, twelve from three centimeter-thick pillar candles, and the last dozen are big three inch-thick monsters. Though I have mingled the different sizes on every available surface to create the most aesthetically pleasing effect, I made sure to place six of those big thick ones on the headboard.

The benefit of these is that as they burn they core down into the body of the candle. Rather than just drip down the sides and harden, the molten wax thus collects in a reservoir and stays liquid – and oh so very hot. Now I pick one up in each hand. Careful not to spill and waste a drop of that precious fluid, I carry these back to my waiting slave. Still affectionately playful now that I’ve worked out the worst of my fury, I grin down at his fearful perplexity.

“Okay, slave, I’ve decorated your backside beautifully. Before I reward you we need to make your front more attractive to me.”

I extend one candle out over his big muscular (and luckily for him hairless chest) and tip it just a little. All that burning-hot melted paraffin drizzles slowly out to splash down onto his left nipple and the surrounding area.

Bleating into his gag, Brian writhes beautifully for me as he’s burned. I give him a minute to appreciate the pain as it sinks in, and then repeat the process with the other nipple. While Brian gasps and keens and squirms helplessly in my bed I trade the candles I’ve just emptied for two more. These I pour onto his washboard belly, where again the wax splashes and splatters, trails across him in meandering runnels or pools in his navel. Again my slave reacts most satisfactorily, bleating and shuddering and panting explosively through his nose. Just like during my wonderfully orgasmic whipping frenzy, this pain has exactly the intended effect.

Earlier I wanted to beat the impudent lust out of him. Now I want to restore it to its insanely impotent peak. The distinctly erotic context of this torture, where he can ogle my nearly naked divinity looming over him and anticipate and savor the slow delivery of a somewhat lesser agony allows young Brian’s nascent masochism full flower. In response his writhing and keening is filled with ever growing arousal, and by the time I’ve emptied the second pair of candles his protruding glans is again bloated like a plum with the mad urgency of his futile attempt to get erect. Perfect: now for the last two…

Since he’s obviously enjoying this pain, it’s time to maximize it. Rather than pour the fifth candle from a dramatic height that lets us watch the stream of wax in its descent – and allows the air to cool it on its way down – I pour this quarter-cup or so of scalding paraffin from a mere six inches up. This also improves my accuracy, allowing me to drizzle that hotter-than-ever liquid with excruciating slowness directly onto the most sensitive, nerve-packed, erogenous spot on my slave’s body: the very tip of that bloated, visibly throbbing, steel-girdled penis head.

Brian screams into his gag most delightfully, his eyes bulging from their sockets. His hips lurch upward and try to twist away, forcing me to put a restraining knee on his thigh to hold him in place before I can finish decorating – and then depilating – him.

“I can see I’m going to have to tie you up properly in the future.” I smile, as Brian weeps and squirms and struggles disobediently. “Hold still, damn you!”

With a monstrous effort my suffering slave subsides, silently pleading wide-eyed with me. We both know his dearest desire is to suffer for me, so I choose to believe he’s begging me to continue. With supreme relish I proceed to carefully coat the entire rest of that big purplish bulb, encasing it completely in hot wax. Again Brian screams and pants and lifts his hips even further. Only instead of trying to escape he now seems to be doing the opposite. Eager for that exquisitely erogenous agony, he strains up to meet that descending stream. Once I’ve obliged his perverse lust for torture, I stroke his leg approvingly and leave my slave to his gasping and weeping while I go to pick up the final candle.

There is a folded handkerchief next to this, which I also grab and shake out open. Then when I return to Brian’s side I pull his legs apart and move between them.

“Okay, slave, bend your knees and spread your legs out wider for me. I want total access to you for this part. Make like a frog on a dissecting board.”

Whimpering with trepidation, Brian complies. Though drops of sweat tremble on his forehead and tears are still leaking from the corners of his eyes, he splays himself completely out and then once again raises his hips to me, obedient to both my intentions and the compulsion of his masochism. Giving him another smile of approval, I lay a gentling hand on his inner thigh, high up toward his proffered crotch. Then I pour that scalding wax all over his oh-so vulnerable balls, once again coating every last micron of those sperm-swollen sacs.

Muscles bulge everywhere, even on the sides of his jaw, as Brian tenses up, clenches his teeth on that wad of dirty panties and fights to remain immobile. As soon as I’m finished I slap that handkerchief onto the still-tacky wax, pressing it tight to his balls and tucking it in all around. So consumed is he by his arousal and pain and the need to keep from squirming that Brian doesn’t even seem to notice this. His eyes remain squeezed shut, his teeth gritted and every muscle flexed and quivering as he strains in place. Almost quivering myself in bated-breath anticipation, I wait until his exaltation passes and he settles exhausted back onto the bed. The wax should have hardened by now. Without warning I seize a corner of that handkerchief and tear it away from him, ripping every last hair on his balls out by the root as I do.

Utterly unprepared for this immense flare of agony, Brian flops like a landed fish, his eyes bugging out again and the most shocked and excruciated shriek of all strangled by that gag. So turned on and tickled by this reaction that I finally find it impossible to stay in character, I laugh delightedly until he at last subsides into miserable weeping again.

Once again I feel a ridiculous urge to kiss young Brian. Instead I capture his attention by taking his now beautifully smooth and bare balls into my free hand. The effect is immediate, and once he stills his weeping and focuses on me, I deliver a new standing order.

“From now on you will keep these shaved for me, do you understand, slave? And unless you want me to do that to the rest of your nasty bush, you will keep yourself as utterly bare down here as I am. I don’t even want to find a millimeter of stubble anywhere, not a single missed bristle. I want my baby-boy looking like he’s prepubescent again.”

Still trying to blink away tears, Brian nods his understanding.

“Good. Let’s play this way a while more, shall we? This has always been a fantasy of mine and I’m having enormous fun living it out!”

Still holding that burning candle in one hand, I move forward and straddle my lucky slave, sitting right down on his cock. Only my wet silk panties – and the steel sleeve and shell of hardened wax safely encasing that insanely deprived penis – separate this from my pussy. While Brian can’t feel anything, poor boy, the pressure on me is simply heavenly. I can’t help pumping a little as though I was fucking, rubbing myself off on his coated head and imprisoned shaft and giggling again at the mixed look of apoplectic shock, quasi-religious transport and insanely dismayed frustration on his gagged, sweaty face.

“Make the most of this, young Brian,” I giggle, lapsing into unseemly familiarity as I mime riding him. “It’s the closest you’re going to get to having sex for seven long months.”

Still rubbing myself almost unconsciously against him, I spend another whole hour drizzling wax from that candle all over my lovely slave’s brawny torso. Every squirm and lurch of his bound body pleasures my pussy further; every gasp and moan and stifled cry fires my sadistic passions higher. Finally, I just can’t take anymore. If I’m not going to fuck him, I need to get him out of here so I can use my vibrator. There’s just the matter of his reward to see to…

Brian sobs with relief when I blow that candle out and set it aside. It can’t be because he’s had enough pain – I can still feel the insensate head of his cock twitching against my pussy in its endless, hopeless quest to get erect. It must be that acute carnal frustration itself he’s desperate to escape. Too much of a good thing and all that. Well too bad, slave! It’s about to get so much worse! Grinning salaciously down at him, I reach back, unhook my bra and let it fall onto his extensively wax-spattered belly.

For the first time ever, Brian’s seeing my breasts not through binoculars or on a computer screen but in person and right up close. And they’re about to get a whole lot closer. I lean forward, propping myself up on palms braced to either side of his head. With my naked tits hanging down a foot from his gagged mouth and the key to his agonizingly stymied cock dangling even lower, just inches above his wildly crazed eyes, I breathe seductively at my slave.

“Here is your intimacy reward for being such an outstanding slave tonight, boy. You get to ogle my chest directly for two whole minutes. I don’t have my stopwatch handy, so I’ll have to keep time by rhythmically pumping my hips. Enjoy the show, you peeping little pervert!”

With that I start methodically humping him, simulating intercourse more exactly than I’ve done yet. Keeping count proves quite a challenge. With my tits jiggling ceaselessly in his face and that monstrously significant key penduluming before his eyes like a mesmerist’s bauble, and with the excruciatingly intense intimacy of our feigned fucking doubtless driving him out of his teenaged mind, the sight of Brian groaning in intolerable torment even as his eyes greedily devour every nuance of my performance is erotically stimulating beyond belief. And of course, humping his bound young body and the caged cock I control is probably more maddening for me than it is for him. My genitals can feel almost everything after all, while his have to be content with only a rhythmic pressure. By the time I reach a hundred and twenty strokes I’m absolutely dying for penetration and orgasm. I practically leap off Brian, roll him over and unlock his handcuffs. I’m panting just as raggedly as he is as I issue my last orders of the night.

“Normally I would whip that wax off you, boy. But right now I need to masturbate, and bad. You’ll have to see to your own cleaning up. But first get your ass in that tree house so you can watch me pleasure myself. Leave the gag in until I finish and crash. You can return my cleaned panties to me Monday night: same time, same place, same procedure. Now get the fuck out! I’ve got some serious pussy-pounding to do, and I expect you to watch every second of it!”

The instant I see my slave slip into his spy shack I begin.




Chapter Five

Brian

I’m deep in dreams full of heavenly visions, incipient insanity, and terrible pain in my groin. Then at the bidding of a dim inner awareness I emerge from fantasy into reality. All three linger with me, the first as insistent memory, the second as persistent upset, and the last as utterly inescapable fact. Groaning with misery, I blink bleary eyes clear and peer at the clock.

Even though I didn’t get to bed until nearly three a.m., habit has awakened me reliably at nine-thirty. My parents will be gone and the maid busy by now. I have just enough time for a quick shower and breakfast before ascending to the lookout to peep at Mistress in the tub.

This thought makes me groan again.

Where I once bounced eagerly up every morning, looking forward to that sublime show with great anticipation, the prospect holds only dread for me now.

I was right to feel relief that until last night Mistress had abstained from masturbating in front of me. Watching her writhing and humping and plunging her vibrator in and out in the most inspired frenzy ever, that wad of her underwear still stuffing up my mouth was a far worse torment than any physical affliction. Yet even that madness paled next to the heavenly perdition of lying bound beneath her while she pretended to ride me.

The way Mistress’ bare breasts hung conically down, the huge nipples a jiggling pink blur, the way that talismanic key swung teasingly just out of reach; the weight of her slender body rocking atop my insensate cock and the flush of demanding arousal on her cherished visage as she grinned sadistically down at me: all these made that two brief minutes by far the most exalting and tormenting ordeal imaginable.

The prospect of another six months and more of continuing impotence, of ceaselessly accumulating carnal frustration before Mistress finally consents to have sex with me is suddenly worse than the former misery of believing it was impossible. I honestly don’t know how I can stand to even watch her bathing this morning, much less continue to submit to her insanely thrilling punishments and even more trying treats of gradually increasing intimacy. Little though I want to entertain them, all the particulars of last night’s ordeal come flooding back, heralded by the various pains reawakening in my body.

The least of these is in my jaw and wrists, galled a bit from the handcuffs and sore from being wedged open for so long. God, that was so exciting, feeling Mistress lock the bracelets on me, than having her yank my head back so she could cram her used panties in my mouth! I’ve never felt anything like it. Then the uselessness of my struggles and the inability to even plead with her except through expressions and body language was even more powerfully arousing. At last I understand what motivates the bondage freaks, whose numbers I have now unquestionably joined. Being so helpless seemed to epitomize and make thrillingly explicit my powerlessness in relation to my goddess, always the most compelling aspect of our bizarre situation.

Though I’m lying curled up on my side, the fact that my ass and even the backs of my thighs are in far worse condition than after our previous liaison is also readily apparent and madly evocative. Swollen and still throbbing, I’m both afraid to see how they look and driven by a sick fascination to examine them.

At the time I was being whipped I knew only a blinding agony so extreme that I even lost my arousal, persisting from blow to blow in a screaming misery it seemed would never end. In retrospect, however, I can feel all the pride and gratification that my owner urged on me for having survived such an ordeal, and having achieved the incomprehensible feat of giving her not just one but three orgasms in the process. Already I’m looking forward with exhilarated trepidation to see how she intends to top this extravaganza, my cock pulsing in its deprived confinement. Yet that depravity is the least of the pain still raving down there.

Where my trapped shaft just aches terribly and strains nonstop, the protruding glans flames acutely. The bloating of that tender flesh keeps the universal burn imparted by Mistress’ molten wax exquisitely fresh. My balls still hurt all over too.

Remembering the way I eagerly lifted them to accept that terrible searing, and Mistress’ unalloyed glee at my reaction to the stupendous agony of her suddenly tearing every last hair from them makes me writhe anew with shame and exaltation. My entire torso (especially my nipples) still smolders with the pain of its burning too, but I don’t want to go there. I’ll have to recall again how my beloved deity sat straddling me, our genitals separated by barriers only millimeters thick and yet capable of preventing not only penetration but of any sensation whatsoever beyond a simply delicious pressure.

Despite my wishes however, that memory forces its way back into my awareness, inspiring my poor cock to redoubled useless raging. In an ineluctable cycle this brings me back to the maddening visions of her breasts and key dancing just above me, her own unmistakable sexual frenzy as she pumped breathlessly atop me and then the unprecedentedly voracious way she went about relieving this need while I was forced to impotently watch, my own excruciatingly necessary relief still pitilessly withheld.

Naturally this reminds me again of my dreaded obligation up high in that willow tree, and I sob and squirm in despairing torment, my cock throbbing idiotically on. There’s no escaping this however; Mistress is expecting me and time’s a wasting. At last I throw back the covers, sit up in bed and swing around to put my feet on the floor.

Every movement is agony, and when I try to climb out of bed I almost fall down. I’m stiff and sore everywhere, lamed up worse than after the most bruising football game. In addition to the condition of my skin I must have spent so much time straining against my bonds without limbering up before and easing down after that my muscles and tendons are almost as abused as my surface flesh. Limping just a few steps from the bed is torture, and trying to climb to the lookout would be simply nuts. I’d be lucky not to fall and break my neck.

Trying to deny the relief this gives me, I accept that I’ll just have to disobey her orders this morning. Mistress will understand; I can’t risk my life just to see her naked and teasing me for the umpteenth time. Deliberately not looking at the evidence of her afflictions yet, I struggle down the hall in my pajamas and into the bathroom.

My usual hot shower is out of the question. Instead I run a tepid bath, though this is still agony on my burns when I sink gingerly into it. Though I brushed most of it off last night, flakes of wax still adhere to me here and there and I reek of both sweat and desperation. As I slowly wash my abused body I try to keep the wildly arousing memories of how it got this way at bay by guiltily imagining Mistress’ anger at finding her own bathing unobserved.

How furious will she be? Surely she can’t be angry or vindictive enough to throw away my supremely gratifying slavery by exposing me over such a piddling sin. She’ll at least have to give me a chance to explain myself first. Finally, I finish oh-so carefully scrubbing my bizarrely bare balls, uneasily surprised by how arousing I find their smooth soft hairlessness. Unsure what this may say about my always confidently unquestioned masculinity, I find my hands trembling a little as I take up scissors and razor to bare the rest of my crotch.

Thankfully I have Mistress’ example to guide me here. By the time I’ve snipped away the majority of that kinky black thatch I’ve become so absorbed by the process that my nervousness and uncertainty have eased. My hands are steady as I lather up the fringe that remains and set that double-edged blade to my groin.

I only cut myself about a dozen times, ha-ha. But at last I’m as scrupulously bared as my owner has commanded. Sighing with relief I rinse off, drain the tub and refill it with hotter water. This is a torture, but it’s a necessary attempt to try to soak the soreness out of my muscles. I endure by telling myself this is penance for missing my appointment with Mistress. By the time I rise and towel myself dry I’m ready to examine the damage.

The bathroom has a full-length mirror on the door, this one opposite the big rectangular one over the sink. Between them they reflect infinitely repeating and receding views of both sides of my body. And Jesus, what a view! It makes the one I gloated over last Saturday look trifling by comparison.

My ass and thighs are as swollen and discolored as the pain of lying in the hard ceramic bathtub led me to expect. Layered linear stripes of red, some extending around the sides of my hips and thighs, overlay the extensive purple-yellow mottling of my earlier bruises. I look like some insane impressionist’s painting of a sunset. In places I’m welted stingingly raw, the outer layer of skin literally whipped right off me. More splotchy redness covers my front: first-degree burns over almost a hundred percent of my torso. Burned as well are my hairless balls and the head of my cock, which is bloating again even as I watch: my penis trying futilely to erect for the thousandth time. Set against my summer tan, all that redness and the glittering silver of my chastity sleeve, my shaved groin looks shockingly white. I catch myself breathing heavily and caressing this oddly evocative smoothness even as I groan in stymied excitement. But then taking in all my bruising, welting, burning, bareness and the helplessly arousing sight of my manhood under lock and key, a profoundly unsettling thought occurs to me.

School is only a couple of months away. That means gym class, not to mention football season. How on earth am I going to hide all this in the locker room? Not only will I be a laughingstock, but such glaring evidence of perversity would ruin me in this town almost as thoroughly as that video would. Hell, with some people it would be seen as far worse!

For that matter, there’s still today and my parents to worry about. My hot soak helped my stiffness some, but I still can’t move without obvious discomfort. If this persists through tonight I’m going to have some explaining to do.

At last I feel some proper sympathy for Mrs. Andrews’ predicament, and even that of her fruity husband. Even considering all I’ve endured so far and all that still lies ahead, keeping my shameful secret is going to be more challenging than I’d expected.


Claire

After such a fabulous (and unprecedented) expenditure of energy last night, I sleep in quite a bit later than usual. Then I lie snuggled warmly in bed a while more, delightedly reminiscing about each stage of the evening. I assume my wonderful slave is watching me even now from his tree house, waiting impatiently for me to get out of bed before scurrying up to that vantage where he can see me in the bath. Patience boy, I chide the idea of him. But finally I have to get this part of our mutual obsession underway. Jim will be up in an hour, he’ll need to use the bathroom too, and it wouldn’t do for him to accidentally spy my young spy for himself.

Sitting up at last, I let the coverlet drop from my naked breasts. Throwing these out enticingly, I arch my back and go to stretch my arms languorously out, a she-cat up at last and ready to go on the prowl. Right away I’m surprised to find my right shoulder, back and indeed almost that entire side of my body terribly stiff and sore.

I was silly not to expect this I suppose. After all, I gave my whipping arm an outrageous workout. Yet never having played any sports or even seriously exerted myself before I have never experienced the predictable toll of strenuous physical activity either. Grimacing ruefully I drop my performance to work my arm and shoulder around, trying to limber it up. At last I give up, climb out of bed and head for the tub. Hot water and a whirlpool bath should help.

Lately I’ve been leaving the jets off, so that Brian will have a crystal-clear view of my pussy without any surface churning. This time he’s out of luck. After I settle in the hot water and flick the switch I cast a teasing glance up at his perch, acknowledging this difference. When I see the tree is empty I feel a flash of outrage, followed by the slow burn of a jilted lover.

Did my naughty slave get tired of waiting on me? How dare he! Perhaps young Brian needs a refresher course on exactly who owns him body and soul, and who can ruin him at her whim! This seems unlikely after last night, but one never knows.

Then again, last night was certainly a lot harder on him than it was on me. Maybe he’s decided to sleep in as well. Either way this is unforgivable disobedience. I grind my teeth as I bathe, missing the knowledge that he’s watching me (and suffering for it) more than I once could ever have believed. In fact, combined with the misery of my strained and sore muscles (which the hot churning water only partially relieves) this throws the whole first half of my day off. Jim even comments on my brooding silence before heading in to work.

“Everything okay today, Claire?”

“Why wouldn’t it be?” I frown, a bit shorter with him than usual.

“I don’t know. You’ve got storm clouds on your brow. Lately you’ve been smiling like the cat that got the cream. Now you look like someone piddled in it.”

This is perceptive of Jim, enough to throw me off a bit. While I hesitate he continues.

“You’ve just seemed different lately is all. Maybe it’s the way you carry yourself. You seem more confident, more outgoing. I’ve been glad to see it, and troubled to see you upset now. If you’ve got a problem, I’d be happy to help you out.”

I’m dubious about this. I think Jim prefers me just the way I was: too timid and inhibited to risk social disapproval. Anything that might risk our comfortable (if demeaning to me) arrangement represents a threat to him. He’s just trying to identify it, the disingenuous shit. Nevertheless I feign nonchalance

“No problem,” I shrug. When Jim seems unconvinced I lie and give him the lady’s all-purpose excuse for anomalous behavior. “Time of the month, sport.”

“Oh.” Jim looks a bit abashed. We rarely discuss anything so personal, not to mention vaginal. Now he picks up his briefcase and prepares to scuttle. “Well, I hope you feel better.”

“Thanks.”

“See you tomorrow, then.”

“Bye.”

Once my sham husband is gone I resume my brooding. The more I dwell on Brian’s disobedience I begin to regret getting so intimate with him so soon.

There must be a better way to sexually frustrate the hell out of him. And I need to devise a really fitting revenge for his failure to watch me bathe. Throughout the afternoon I trawl through my various fantasies, most of which are still too extreme for this early in the game. Finally, after hours of brainstorming I devise an approach for Monday night. I do some internet research to flesh out my ideas, and spend the evening crafting hugely thrilling, grimly sadistic plans of action. Then I go to bed girding myself up for some scandalously daring shopping the next day. If even Jim has noticed a new confidence about me, even maybe an air of aggression, then it’s definitely time to build on that – whether it eventually makes him uncomfortable or not.


Claire

Friday morning Brian is back in his tree dutifully watching me. I assume he watched me prepare for bed last night, though I didn’t bother putting on a show. Slightly mollified yet still zealously determined to make him pay for his lapse, I send him a message by turning a dial that makes the skylight opaque. Let him sit in his tree and see nothing. If he thinks he’s been frustrated yet, just wait a couple more days.

Pawing through my closet looking for something to wear to the mall, I find myself a bit frustrated too.

Everything I have is so drab, so modest, shapeless, tasteless and dowdy! I might as well be wearing one of those beekeeper suits the Afghans dress their women in. My damn mother not only stunted me sexually, socially and psychologically, she prevented me from developing any fashion sense. Even the jeans I finally settle on are a charmless generic brand and too loose to boot. The blouse is an ordinary brown and could pass for a man’s work shirt. I’m tempted to get a whole new wardrobe while I’m out. Unfortunately that would mean an open declaration of war with my parents, and I’m already going to be hitting the credit card pretty hard. One step at a time, I counsel myself. Today’s indulgence will be taxing enough on my tentative new outlook.

I start with the easy errands first: picking up the stuff I need for Brian’s punishment. At Dick’s Sporting Goods I buy a table tennis paddle and a black balaclava: a knitted woolen ski mask like robbers or commandos wear with only two holes for the eyes. Then I go to a store that sells musical instruments and equipment.

Here I get a metronome. This is a mechanical device that keeps time for musicians by way of an inverted pendulum: a little arm that sticks up and ticks back and forth at variable speeds. As an unexpected bonus I also find a thin and delightfully strong but limber graphite pointer meant for indicating symbols on a blackboard or otherwise displayed sheet music. Excellent! From there I go to Home Depot, where I buy some tough rope made of sensuous white cotton. After transferring this stuff to the car I actually do go to a clothing store, where I pick out a thigh-length, double-breasted black trench coat with a belted waist and padded shoulders. Needless to say, this is by far the most risqué item of clothing I’ve ever purchased. Yet the clerk treats it as a completely unremarkable item, not worthy of comment or even a raised eyebrow. Emboldened by this I finally go back to Victoria’s Secret.

It’s time to stop being shy and stupid and finally buy some real lingerie. For over half an hour I wander about the store, again fingering the slippery smooth fabrics but this time trying to imagine myself actually wearing the unbelievable assortment of nightgowns, teddies, camisoles, corsets, bra-panties-garters-stockings combinations, et cetera. I still feel scandalized even being in here and flush with embarrassment every time I have to fend off a solicitous salesgirl. At last I recognize I’m in over my head, and accept the attentions of the next one to wander over and ask if I need any assistance. Silently cursing my upbringing for the hundredth time, I deliberately force myself to actually meet her eyes.

“Yes, thanks. I’m looking for something in black. But I have no idea what would look good on me. I’ve never really worn lingerie before.”

“Oh honey, anything would look good on you!” the girl enthuses. She’s about my age yet looks like she just stepped off a catwalk herself: blonde and stacked, coiffed and made up and surrounded by a cloud of perfume. “You’ve honestly never worn lingerie?”

“No,” I confess, blushing furiously yet determined to go through with this. “I guess I never had a guy I wanted to impress that much.”

“You mean you never had a guy who deserved that much,” she corrects me. I see by her name tag that this flamboyant vixen is named Sherri, with an ‘i’, and that seems fitting. “Well now you’ve hit the jackpot, or maybe it’s a special occasion…”

“Yes,” I surprise myself with a grin, my confidence returning at the thought of my slave’s badly-earned punishment upcoming. “A special occasion is exactly what it is.”

“Well, what kind of mood are you looking to create? Something soft and romantic? I’d guess not if you’re interested in black.”

“Right: I want to really turn him on, but kind of intimidate him too, you know? I want him to think he may have bitten off more than he can chew with me.”

Sherri laughs with delight.

“I know exactly what you mean, girl! Come on; let’s see what we can find.”

I can’t believe she’s taking me seriously, and not laughing me out of the store. Encouraged by her enthusiasm, my confidence more bolstered by the minute, I let her guide me around and even hold items up against my body, blushing still at her salacious chatter and hearing my mother shriek with horror inside. Yet as Sherri continues to compliment me and gush about how this and that emphasize my supposedly enviable assets I grow ever more successful at tuning that mental voice out. Finally, we agree on what vivacious Sherri considers perfect (though I require considerable persuading) and she accompanies me to the register. The same black girl from a week or so ago is there, and right away she recognizes me.

“Back again, hon? Oh, this is more like it!” she exclaims as she helps Sherri box my outrageous new bed wear up. “Didn’t I tell you? You’re going to knock your guy’s eyes out! Just promise me you’ll stop at The Beauty Shoppe first. It’s over by the food court, remember? Ask for Angie, she’s the best. Between her and us we’re going to turn you from a scullery maid into queen of the castle in about two seconds flat!”

I’m feeling so strangely buoyed by all this unfamiliar flattery that I actually do go by the place. I even get a salad and iced tea and sit where I can see it while I eat. Watching the beauticians laugh and banter while they work and the patrons enter calmly as if this was any other errand and emerge transformed, I feel a surprisingly strong hankering to do exactly as I’ve been urged. I can sense whole new worlds of excitement and a proper self-image just waiting for me to step into them, a feeling that is as exhilarating as it is intimidating. Still I can’t take the plunge just yet.

Like buying a new wardrobe, styling my hair would mean too much hassle with my parents. Though I’ve come to resent and even despise them, I can’t help but dread the confrontation that would ensue from openly defying them. For the time being it’s better to keep the new me private, just me and my slave getting up to dickens in secret.

This thought naturally leads me to my plans for Monday, and again I grin devilishly to myself. Maybe if I can carry off wearing lingerie successfully I’ll make trying cosmetics the next step. Makeup washes off after all, and still my slave will be the only one to know what a wanton demon he has unleashed by spying on me…


Brian

By the time church rolls around on Sunday I have a pretty good idea just how angry Mistress is with me: furious at the very least.

After missing her morning bath on Thursday I made sure to be in place that evening, even though Mistress has no way of seeing inside the tree house. Yet rather than torment me by masturbating or even putting on her usual teasing show, Mrs. Andrews merely undressed quickly – with her back to me – got into bed and doused the lights. Using my night vision technology I could see that she tossed and turned a while, but finally went to sleep uneventfully. This may have meant nothing, though ever since she became aware of me Mistress has acknowledged my peeping in some sly, seductive, or absolutely scandalous way. Friday however was another story.

First she barely glanced up at me stepping into her bath and then changed the polarization on the skylight so that I couldn’t see anything – an ominous first. Then after her husband left she shortly followed suit, staying away for much of the day. Worst of all, that night she entered the bedroom where we’d enjoyed such incredible excesses and strode straight to the window. She glared across at the tree house a moment, looking me straight in the eye through my binoculars, and there was a look of such fury and even hatred on her face that my stomach went instantly queasy. Then she jerked the curtains closed, another profoundly unsettling first.

Did this mean it was over? Had she already posted that video, and spent Friday advertising it around town, or worse lodging a complaint at the police station? Would Saturday bring a call to my parents, a visit from the authorities, and the beginning of an unthinkable nightmare? It didn’t, but it brought no relief either. Saturday and Sunday mornings I’m incapable of peeping, since my parents are home, but the skylight stayed opaque and those curtains remained closed all day and that night too. After creeping back to bed after an anxious hour spent in useless vigil I lay awake long into the night, both terrified that I was about to be exposed and heartbroken at the thought that our bizarre affair, painful and frustrating as it was, might be over already. Now I’m red-eyed and almost febrile as I follow my parents up the steps and into church, as desperate for the merest glimpse of my beloved owner as the jonesing addict I am. If only she will give me some indication of where we stand!

The Andrews sit on the same side of the aisle and ahead of us, so all I can see is the back of Mistress’ head. When the ceremony ends and she turns to file out however, she gives me one brief look of glacial anger and disdain. When I see her and Mr. Andrews head downstairs afterwards, I’m eager for the first time ever to join the informal socialization session, if only to return her look with one of silent pleading and contrition.

This at least I manage to do, but it earns me no softening of her regard. Though she circulates through the other parishioners with her cup of coffee she remains taciturn, and when she and her husband join my parents and me she barely says hello and goodbye, and avoids looking at me entirely. In fact, she’s so quiet and distant that my parents remark upon this during the car ride home. Predictably it’s my busybody mom who brings it up.

“I hope everything’s okay with the neighbors. Claire seemed quite pale and preoccupied, didn’t she, dear?”

Concentrating on traffic (quite deliberately I’m sure), Dad gives a noncommittal grunt.

“I mean she’s always been a quiet one, terribly shy really, but she’s always polite, and smiles if she doesn’t actually say anything. I do hope she isn’t sick again.”

Dad and I both remain silent ourselves, Dad squinting through the windshield while I look out the back seat window. Plagued by my own intense anxieties regarding our neighbor, whose attitude I can all too easily speculate about, I’m hoping fervently not to be drawn into a discussion of this. Still Mom persists.

“She really shouldn’t be bringing germs to church, should she? Didn’t Jim say she had some kind of bug two weeks ago? Maybe it came back. I can understand her not wishing to miss services again, but there’s the health of the community to consider.”

“I’m sure Claire’s fine,” Dad finally sighs. “There’s no law that says a person can’t be distracted or in a bad mood once in a while.”

“I suppose.” For a minute I can hope Mom’s going to drop it. Then she turns to me sitting behind Dad, trying my best to be inconspicuous.

“You’re awfully quiet today too, Brian. If fact, you’ve looked rather harried and distracted all weekend. I think you’re taking football a little too seriously, dear. I mean, the season doesn’t start for nearly two months, and you’re already practicing so hard you can barely walk!”

This was my excuse for being lamed up naturally: that the guys and I overdid it on Thursday afternoon. Now I play along – anything to keep the subject of my taciturnity separate from that of Mistress.

“I’ve got a lot riding on this, Mom. A lot of people are counting on me. I don’t want to let them down.”

“Well, put your trust in the Lord then!” Mom declares. “And beware the sin of pride. Don’t go taking too much on yourself when it’s all up to him! More prayer and less worry is what you need.”

“Okay, Mom.”

With that she faces around front again. Quietly relieved, I turn my gaze back out the window and my mind back to my goddess. I certainly can’t stop worrying about her. But praying to her probably wouldn’t hurt either.


Claire

It’s Monday night at last. Brian is due within the hour. Soon he will suffer the penalty for disobeying my standing orders. Though I’ve been nurturing my fury all weekend, by now I’m so excited I want to clutch myself and giggle like the kind of giddy schoolgirl I was never allowed to be. That’s all right though. In addition to repaying my slave for disobeying me, I’m also going to get to punish by proxy all the assholes who made my teenage years such a misery.

Though she isn’t aware of it, I’m striking a blow against my hateful mother too. Just by donning that outrageous lingerie for the first time tonight I’m defying her like I could never have dreamed of just a few weeks ago. Still I put this momentous step off a bit, telling myself that it’s not discomfort with wearing such a scandalous outfit that makes me hesitate – it will just be more sensible to make my other preparations first. And so leaving the box on the dresser, I pull the chair out from the desk and drag it to the corner of the room opposite the bathroom and closet. Here there is a gap of about six feet between the bed and the wall.

Hanging from a hook in the ceiling about three feet equidistantly from the bed, the corner, and the smaller window on the side of the house facing the Garvey’s is a huge spider plant. I step up on the chair and carefully take it down. Leaving the chair there under the hook, I carry the plant around the bed and set it out of the way in the opposite corner. Then I pick up the metronome I just bought, along with a nice soft feather I plucked from a stuffed Canada goose (an old hunting trophy of Jim’s father) that was gathering dust in the attic until a very enjoyable day a couple weeks ago.

Setting the metronome on the desk, I use a rubber band to affix that feather pointing straight up from the inverted pendulum arm. I program the arm to begin swinging at its lowest possible setting and only very gradually speed up to the highest as soon as I switch it on. Then I stash this wickedly inventive contraption in the knee-hole of the desk before laying out my strapping tape, rope, belt, paddle, pointer and vibrator on the bed. I set out my fifty candles as before and light them up. After that I choose some thunderously dark and ominous classical music for the stereo. With that everything is ready but me. I’m freshly showered and naked under a bathrobe, so at last I remove this and open that box from Victoria’s secret.

I had been intending something much simpler, but had allowed Sherri to talk me into this. Now as I fumble over all that silk and lace, fishnet and little chains, I find my fingers are trembling and my face blushing furiously again. Oh, my parents would have a heart attack! Still, that’s half the point, the other half being young Brian’s hopefully equal risk of infarction for diametrically opposite reasons. Grinning and shivering with excitement and defiance, I deck myself out like some kind of porn star and step into my stiletto heels. Now for the rest of my hopefully insanely stimulating – and even more intimidating – outfit.

Quickly I don that black trench coat, belting it tight around my waist to emphasize the swell of my breasts, the spread of my padded shoulders and the flare of it over my hips. I tuck the handcuffs through the belt on one side, so the dangling bracelets glitter against the black of the coat. On the other side of the belt I clip the holstered pistol I snuck out of Jim’s closet – his ridiculously unnecessary but indisputably deadly home defense weapon.

In front of the bathroom mirror I fumblingly pin my hair up in back. This is yet another first of any kind for me: the most I’ve ever done is tie it in a ponytail and only when an intolerable swelter or a particularly dirty job demands it. This time I’m doing it for effect however, and as another incremental act of rebellion. Once it looks reasonably presentable I conceal it by pulling that balaclava on, covering my entire head but my eyes like some kind of bank robber, executioner – or deadly femme fatale.

There: everything’s ready, particularly me. Infused with passion, excitement, and vengeful determination I ruthlessly quell any residual giddiness, and try to do the same to the embarrassment I feel at playing dress-up this way. I start the music and turn off the lights, leaving only that blaze of half a hundred candles to illuminate my torture chamber. Then I go down to await my guilty slave at the door.


Brian

As the time draws closer to my date with Mistress, the anxiety and uncertainty that plague me become nearly as tormenting as my need for that discipline fix.

My owner has given me no indication that she is even still that: my owner. I haven’t caught a single glimpse of her since church. Her windows and skylight remain resolutely blocked though it’s still a hot July out. Standing on the patio in my pajamas with a gibbous moon peeping down at me, I have no way of knowing that she’s even home aside from the light leaking through her bedroom curtains. The entire rest of the house is dark.

Something about the quality of that light hints to me that it’s not electric however but candles. That’s reassuring. All day long I’ve been terrified of sneaking over and finding the entire place locked against me. What then? A torturous wait for that video to surface, and for a mob of the townsfolk to show up with pitchforks and torches?

Which would it be: a humiliating trip to a locksmith to free my penis, or a lifetime spent in chastity as penance and in mourning over what I’ve thrown away by putting my mere safety ahead of Mistress’ orders? Now I’m marginally encouraged however. Creeping to the corner of the house, I peer around to check that the street is as silent and deserted as always. Not even a rambling tomcat slouches past, or a particularly restless or vigilant dog barks. Heart still pounding with dread and hope (will Mistress let me in? And what kind of incredibly intense suffering awaits me if she does?), I steal across to the Andrews’ patio.

When I reach the door, it fails to slide open as it did before. My uncertainty rising to the level of terror, I hesitate. What now: wait, crawl back home in misery and shame, or try to slip inside, braving the lion in its den? Moonlight silvers the glass, making it impossible to see inside. I want to cup my sweaty hands and put my forehead to the door trying to peer through it, but that would leave telltale smudges. At last with trembling fingers I reach out and try to slide it open.

The door refuses to move. Filled with despair I tug harder, and at last it slides blessedly aside. A soft squeal announces the resistance imparted by wood swelling in the summer humidity. I poke my head in and look around. Dimly lit by the moon at my back, the downstairs looks deserted. Silence reigns but for the pounding of my heart and the heavy rasp of my breath.

Again the question presents itself: proceed or retreat? But it’s really not a choice by now. I simply have to confront Mrs. Andrews, and find out if she’s still Mistress to me or not. I slip inside and ease closed the door. After another cautious look around I turn toward the staircase. And with that comes movement and noise at last.

A figure steps out of hiding, a cutout of pure blackness darker than the shadows that concealed it. An unnaturally smooth round head shape over wide shoulders is broken only by the icy shine of threatening eyes. Both arms extend rigidly toward me, moonlight gleaming faintly on the barrel of a pistol held in clasped hands. Completing this heart-freezing tableau, I hear the unmistakable and truly terrifying sound of a gun being cocked.

“Hold it right there!” comes a low, angry snarl, and as my eyes continue to adjust I see the reason for that unnaturally perfect roundness: the black-garbed figure is wearing a ski mask. Is this the police, alerted to my intended trespass, or have I been mistaken for a prowler by a prowler? Am I about to be shot dead? Fear so extreme that I’m about a second from wetting my pants steals over me. Then the figure speaks again, and I recognize the voice of my beloved. Though I’m still figuratively wetting myself, the threat of the actuality recedes.

“Unbutton your shirt and hold it open! Slowly!”

With careful unmenace I comply, my sweaty trembling fingers slipping on the buttons. Gradually more details cohere out of the darkness, and even in my terror my trapped penis starts to twitch at what I see.

In addition to that ski mask, Mistress is wearing a trench coat of some kind that reaches just to the tops of her thighs. The handcuffs she used on me before dangle at her cinched-in waist opposite the shape of an empty holster. Perched on those still shockingly uncharacteristic spike heels, her unbelievably lovely and elegant legs are aggressively spread. Yet what really stirs my submissive lust into life in spite of my ball-crawling dread is the fact that those incredible legs are darkened by stockings of black fishnet. I doubt Mistress has ever worn stockings in her life, and suddenly she’s sporting the sexiest kind ever invented. Seeing that my opened pajama top conceals nothing but my well-muscled torso, the armed authority in front of me snaps more orders, her icy tone brooking no refusal.

“Turn around! Up against the wall, facing it!”

Not daring to even speak, I do as I’m told, adopting the universal posture of captives about to be frisked. As soon as I do so my chillingly hooded Mistress steps up close behind me.

The crisp smooth fabric of her coat sliding excitedly against my bare skin, she slips her hands up under my shirt and runs them roughly all over my back and flanks, exploring every goose-pebbly inch. Then she reaches around from either side and does the same to my front, her breath heavy in my ear as she practically embraces me. Her fingers squeeze the muscle here and there with possessive appreciation and she even fondles and pinches my fear-contracted nipples.

Abruptly my pajama bottoms are yanked unceremoniously down to my ankles. Working their way up from these, those rough hands search each leg in its entirety before thoroughly groping and squeezing my buttocks. God my cock is raging in its sleeve again – at least until those surprisingly strong hands pry my cheeks apart, slide up and down my crack and finish with two fingers pressing intrusively against my suddenly puckering hole. A venomous hiss in my ear makes the hair stand up on the back of my neck.

“Maybe we should do a cavity search, too!”

Those fingers press harder, seemingly on the verge of slipping in. I suck in a horrified breath. Bizarrely my caged cock goes from wilting to suddenly straining more urgently than ever. My head swims, threatening a faint out of sheer mortification. At the last second those fingers withdraw, seizing and squeezing my balls with ruthless cruelty instead.

“No…a pervert like you would enjoy that too much.”

Choking back nausea from that brutal crushing and a cry of desperate upset at my unconscionable reaction to Mistress’ suggestion (could her accusation ever possibly be accurate? No, God no!) I almost stagger with relief when that grip is released. Both hands slide around my front, one feeling my pubis to ascertain that I’m completely shaved as ordered, the fingers of the other palpating my bloated, throbbing plum before pinching it excruciatingly.

“I was right!” Cruel amusement drips from that voice in my ear, my pitiless captor’s hot breath stirring the erected hairs on my nape. Those hands grip the sides of my hips and Mistress’ trench-coated crotch presses tight against my bare ass. She pulls me to her and humps my bum suggestively, making me groan in tortured denial. “You would simply love that kind of brutal violation! Well maybe later, criminal! We all know what goes on behind bars, don’t we? About five minutes after I turned you in, a nice pretty white boy like you would be a virgin no more, and not in the manner you’ve been hoping for!”

Mistress falls silent, still rubbing and humping maddeningly away, while I struggle not to scream at the way my cock throbs hideously on. A relief so profound it’s indescribable makes me stagger for real then when she at last stops. Taking advantage of my loss of balance, Mistress wrenches my shirt off my shoulders. Pulling my arms from the wall, she strips my top off even as she yanks those arms back. In a trice I’m naked and then have my hands cuffed behind me. A fist is buried in my hair and my head is jerked back until I’m looking up at the ceiling. Anonymously authoritarian in that black hood and coat, her voice coldly furious once again, Mistress snarls menacingly at me.

“I give you one chance to escape the incarceration, rape, and public ruination you so richly deserve, criminal! What the fuck do you think you’re doing here after disobeying me? Didn’t I make it perfectly clear what I would do if that ever happened?”

Finally given permission to speak, it takes me a moment to work up enough moisture in my terror-dry mouth to do so.

“You did, Mistress. Nevertheless I return as ordered, praying that my goddess will give me a chance to apologize, and to explain why my disobedience was necessary. I pray even more fervently that she will allow me to ecstatically suffer whatever punishment is necessary for me to atone for this unthinkable sin.”

Mistress is silent for an unbearably suspenseful time, still holding my head stretched radically back. Finally, she rasps noncommittally.

“Explain, then!”

Gasping at the pain in my neck, I describe my condition on Thursday morning and my fear that I might fall out of the tree. After another interminable wait, Mistress snaps contemptuously at me.

“That is a shitty excuse if I ever heard one! You should be glad of a chance to risk life and limb for your goddess!”

“I completely agree, Mistress! It will never happen again, I swear it! I am more heartily sorry than I can ever express! Please forgive me, and punish me extra extravagantly!”

“I do not forgive you!” Mistress seethes, yanking back harder on my hair and making me cry out in pain and terror. “I accept neither your apology nor your explanation! I will, however, forgo ruining you for the present. Still your future hangs by a thread. Make one wrong move; give the littlest insubordinate twitch, and my forbearance breaks! Do you understand me, slave?”

“Absolutely, Mistress! Thank you so very much! I am yours to abuse forever!”

“Yes you are, and never forget that! Let’s go then, criminal. Kick off your pants and shoes. Your torture chamber waits, with all the suffering you crave and deserve and then some!”

Once I’m completely naked Mistress pulls me off the wall by the hair and handcuffs. Still refusing to release her grip or even ease the pressure on my neck, she begins driving me from behind toward the stairs and her bedroom beyond. Thank Goddess my prayers have been answered, and heaven and hell now once again lie immediately ahead!




Chapter Six

Claire

Filled to bursting with righteous fervor, so caught up in the character I’m playing that I’ve finally become her (timid inhibited Claire Andrews is history; only Mistress inhabits this sexy vessel), I frog-march Brian like the horribly naughty boy he is straight into my candlelit lair and over to that chair in the corner. There I unlock the cuffs about his wrists only to snap them around his ankles, securing his feet tightly together. Then I pick up the coil of rope on the bed.

I see Brian eyeing the tape, belt, paddle and pointer next to this with both naked fear and craven excitement. Claire would want to grin at this point, but Mistress is all business. I grab my slave by the arm and turn him to face me, though he has to hop awkwardly to do so.

“Put your hands together in front of you, pulse to pulse! From now on you spend nearly every second in my holy presence in bondage!”

Brian makes an inarticulate little sound of irrepressible excitement as he obeys. Using at least half a dozen loops around them and then two between I lash his wrists tightly together. With at least eight feet of rope left, I use this as a leash to pull him back around facing into the corner. Stepping behind him out of the line of his sight, I pick up that roll of tape.

“Where are the panties you were supposed to return to me?”

Brian gives a guilty start and then seems to shrink with unbearable chagrin.

“Oh my Goddess, I’m so sorry, I forgot all about them! They’re still in the tree house.”

“God damn you!” I rage. “You must really want that video up on the internet! Are you such a pervert you’d rather be buggered in jail than have sex with me?”

“God, no!” Brian quavers. “I was just so upset worrying about how you would react to my sin that they completely slipped my mind! Please, oh please just give me one more chance!”

“We’ll see!” I snarl. “That depends on your deportment tonight. If I’m not unbelievably impressed by you, I’ll post that video right in front of you before kicking you out of my life for good. And you have just forfeited your intimacy reward this time. Wait right here!”

Unbeknownst to Brian I had no intention of allowing intimacy tonight anyway. And I was hoping for this oversight. Striding to my desk, I wrench open the drawer and grab the racquetball I dug out of the garage earlier. This is a blue rubber sphere about two and a half inches through. I return to my cringing slave, yank his head back by the hair again and cram this into his mouth in lieu of those panties. While Brian struggles not to retch from the dusty rubber taste and the pressure on his palate, I use two longer strips of tape to seal it in rather than a single short one this time. Once he’s covered thus from septum to chin and jaw-line to widely sprung jaw-line I move back behind him. Staying carefully out of his sight I remove that balaclava gratefully, relieved to be free of its stifling heat. Turning this around, I grimly inflict that misery on Brian, pulling it brusquely down over his head backwards, not only blinding him but masking him completely like a condemned prisoner on the gallows. Then with his breath hissing through his nose in terror I position that chair just in front of him facing into the corner just as he is.

With a hand atop his hooded head I bend my guilty young criminal at the waist, folding him over the back of the chair. I pass the rope under the rungs that connect the legs together and form a little shelf under the seat, pulling it tight until Brian is stretched down over the chair as though doing a modified toe-touch. There I tie that rope to the cuffs about his ankles, securing him helplessly in that uncomfortable and highly compromising position.

Already the little criminal is panting through his nose, whimpering and squirming fractionally, futilely testing the knots. Yet when I take a clothespin from my coat pocket, bend down and reach up between his legs and the slightly angled back of that chair to pinch it onto the protruding head of his penis, I’m not surprised at all to find this hugely swollen and even pulsating slightly. What a bondage-loving pervert!

Brian responds to the application of that glans-clamp with a strangled bleat that is half agony and half excitement. I give his balls another squeeze (just for good measure), straighten up and move back to where my implements of discipline wait laid out ready on the bed. Finally, after days of carefully husbanded rage and ever-growing impatience, it’s time to unleash the beast in me! I pick up that paddle. Then without any warning or ceremony I begin the first (and least insidious) part of my slave’s carefully planned punishment.

Unfortunately, spanking Brian with that paddle is unsatisfying.

This implement needs to be modified; as it is it makes little better of an impression than my hairbrush. And I can’t really get my back into swinging it. Without that kind of whole-body exertion or the excitement of a really devastating weapon (along with a truly gratifying reaction from my slave) there’s no possibility of an orgasm for me. Still we’re just getting warmed up. So I persist for a good twenty minutes, until the canvas of Brian’s buttocks (finally mostly healed up) again burn with a nice bright base shade of red. Then I go to work on him with the belt.

Once again this proves most enjoyable – though still a bit tame now that I have a better option waiting. Deciding to save his ass and thighs mostly for my makeshift cane, I lay down only a couple dozen strips of welt across the existing red before moving to flog Brian’s back. This is far more delicious: the skin is thinner and the pain consequently far greater. I have my slave sobbing in no time, screaming not long after and enjoy my first climax of the night not long after that. Still we have only so many hours before Jim gets home, and I want to spend most of that time frustrating naughty Brian out of his mind: the true punishment for shirking his flattering, maddening, supremely fitting sentence of impotent peeping. So I only whip him until about twelve-thirty or so before switching to that limber graphite pointer.

What a stroke of luck it was finding this! It instantly proves an incredibly exciting implement to use. Over three feet long and as thin as my little finger, with both the strength and flexibility of a quality fishing pole, it whickers through the hair with infinite wickedness and lays down incisively thin welts of purple-black that I don’t need Brian’s tortured writhing and stifled shrieks to tell me hurt far worse than anything he’s suffered yet. Plus the exertion needed is perfect. It requires less energy to swing than that belt, which means I can keep it up far longer. But it allows the same involvement of multiple muscle groups that gets the endorphin rush going and drives me on toward orgasm. By the time I’ve latticed Brian from his knees to the top of his ass with untold dozens of crisscrossing, overlapping and even layered welts I’ve had four more of these, bringing me to an unheard-of total of five climaxes in little more than two hours. And of course now the real extravaganza begins. By the time I dismiss him I’ll probably have come more times in one night than in any month before Brian so rudely intruded on my personal life. I suppose I should thank him for that. Yet as I drop that excellent weapon at last I still feel only savage exultation over the ordeal I’ve put him through – and the even worse one I’m about to.

“Okay criminal,” I sneer, kneeling down to unknot the rope from Brian’s ankles. “You can stop blubbering now. The beating part of tonight’s punishment is finished. And in a moment you’ll be enjoying such pleasure that it will make you wish I’d gone on caning you for the rest of the evening. Up you come, now.”

Using that rope still bound about his wrists, I draw my miserably sobbing slave upright. Immediately he staggers, either through wooziness from being bent way over for so long, weakness in his brutally bastinadoed legs, the sheer debilitation of hours of torture or all three. Whatever the case, he wobbles precariously, barely able to stay on his feet – not that it matters. After turning him around to face the bed and the rest of the room, I immediately toss that rope up over the ceiling hook above his head, the one my spider plant was suspended from.

Now it’s Brian’s turn. When the end of the rope comes down I run this behind him and loop it through a handle on the window frame. Then I pull mightily on it, hauling my weakened criminal upward until he hangs by the wrists stretched out bound hand and foot with only his tiptoes barely retaining contact with the floor.

Brian groans and weeps afresh at this, breathing like a bellows. His entire extensively welted body is slick with sweat. Now it’s time for a supremely unexpected treat. I take the key to his sexual function from around my neck, pleased to see that the usual bloating has been banished from the head of his penis. That should make this part easier than I feared. When I remove the clothespin from the deeply indented tip Brian cries out in an agony of renewed circulation. But when I unlock that chastity sleeve and slip it free of his genitals completely, his writhing and hopelessly choked sobbing stops like a switch has been flicked.

Grinning sadistically at the possibilities that must be whirling through his addled head all of the sudden, I insidiously encourage my poor slave to entertain even the most ridiculous of these by using one careful finger to tickle him quickly erect. He moans in ecstatic rapture at this. Throwing his head back and hanging wholly from his arms, his hips lurch uncontrollably forward, trying desperately to maximize that gentlest of touches.

“Yes, boy,” I breathe evilly at him, lightly rubbing the most exquisitely sensitive and no doubt still terribly tender spot just below the quivering tip. “Tonight you get penile pleasure for the first time in over a week. Make the most of it, but don’t bless me for it just yet!”

As soon as Brian’s deprived penis is jutting fiercely out in an erection of unimaginable intensity, I move that chair around in front of him. Retrieving that modified metronome, I place it on the seat right beneath that urgently pulsing spike. When I touch the switch to ‘on’, the upright pendulum arm starts swinging slowly back and forth, the feather on the end brushing gently up and down the underside of the madly rigid shaft. Brian cries out unbelievingly at the incredible stimulation. The sound is as stifled by the ball stuffing his mouth and the tape and hood over his face as his capacity for climax will be stymied by his inability to get any proper friction on that unceasingly teased prick.

Did he think watching me perform with that sleeve on was a torment? Let’s see how he deals with it with the sleeve off!


Brian

Oh Goddess, could this punishment possibly get any more unendurable?

At first tonight was paradise. Being scared shitless and manhandled up here into this place of flickering flames and thunderously ominous music primed me beautifully for our most intense session yet. Being put in rope bondage was a hugely thrilling first, as was being gagged with a ball and blindfolded, then restrained bent way over in a supremely vulnerable style.

Having some kind of clamp attached to the head of my cock was yet another unexpected new element: enormously painful and yet incredibly arousing. Then my initial paddling was perfect. Hard enough to be thrilling but not too damaging, it had me panting with wonderfully fulfilling masochism by the time it ended. Having my ass whipped with the belt afterward was even better: far more challenging, sating my need to suffer properly for my goddess without yet taking the edge off my raging lust.

Clearly my masochistic capacity has grown substantially since last time. When Mistress moved on to flog my back however the belt soon accomplished its intent. Exhilaration was replaced by agony no amount of perversion could make rewarding. Within minutes I was in unadulterated misery, all arousal beaten completely out of me. Remaining standing bent way over began to seem impossible and yet due to the bondage I’d found so rewarding was inescapably necessary. Oh how my endurance was tested! Yet that was nothing to what followed.

It seemed an eternity that Mistress whipped me with her stick, and not even the sound of her repeatedly crying out in orgasm could ease my horrible suffering. The excruciation was intolerable; supporting my own weight impossible. With the back of that chair cutting into my gut, my mouth stuffed and sealed shut and that stifling hood over my face I thought I was going to suffocate. Trapped in a sweaty black hell I found myself wondering how I could ever have craved such a nightmare. I was being punished for my failure all right: dying in a fall from a tree seemed a mercy I would have much preferred. And still this torture went on and on, until my ordeal last Wednesday was reduced to a trifle. When Mistress finally relented, being hung up by the wrists was a blessing beyond compare despite the strain on my shoulders.

Oh, I could actually breathe again! If not freely, at least I no longer felt constantly on the verge of smothering. When she removed the clamp from the tip of my penis, the stab of agony was immense and yet beautifully welcome in its concentrated intimacy. And of course, when that cramping sleeve slipped off my cock and I was allowed to rear up into erection at last (helped wondrously by Mistress’ tickling little touches) everything I’ve suffered suddenly seemed worth it. Even now it is glorious relief and limitless joy to be straining out rigid again after all that intolerably frustrating confinement. Yet as I tremble on my tiptoes and revel in this masculine heaven, I suddenly come to the belated realization that Mistress can’t be allowing this for my benefit. She swore I would receive no reward this time, and has just warned me against blessing her for this indulgence. Perhaps this is but the start of a more clever kind of punishment, and the worst suffering of all remains in store…

I hear Mistress moving the chair and setting something on it. Then barely audible beneath that dreadfully portentous music a strangely ominous ticking begins. Right away I feel something unbearably stimulating brush against the sensitive underside of my erection. It brushes me again, and again, persisting with a continuous rhythm. God, it’s so pleasurable, making me strain out more urgently by the second! Yet the intensity of that pleasure quickly grows tormenting in itself. It’s almost too arousing. After so much relentless lust and intolerable deprivation I already feel like I’m going to die if I can’t grip my impossibly hard prick in my fist and give it the single quick jerk that will be all I need to explode into the most ecstatic ejaculation ever. When that ski mask is suddenly yanked off my head I just have to blink away my tears, squint against the stinging light and look down to see what my inconceivably devious owner has done to me.

There’s some kind of device, it looks like one of those things musicians use to keep time – a metronome – sitting on the chair in front of me. There’s a feather attached to the stick ticking back and forth, and it’s this that keeps sweeping gently, endlessly against me. Already I’m moaning and squirming, so turned on I can barely keep my toes under me. Mistress grabs my attention from my wrenched shoulders, numbed hands and over-stimulated organ then by laughing wickedly at me.

“Yes, slave, now the true punishment begins!

“Don’t try to tell me you didn’t skip watching me on Thursday because you just couldn’t take it anymore! I know you. Your debilitation was just an excuse. You already admitted to me that peeping without being able to jerk off was a torture you doubted you endure any longer. Well that’s just too damn bad! It serves you right, you dirty little spy! From now on you watch me every time no matter how crazy it makes you! I think it’s extremely fitting that your years of sin comes back to torment you like this, don’t you?”

Dumbly I nod at my lovely owner. At the moment all I can think about is how beautiful she looks with her hair pinned up in back. It emphasizes the curves of her cheeks and the line of her jaw in a way that is immensely appealing. Why on Earth doesn’t she wear it this way all the time? Can she honestly not realize (or care) how hot it makes her? Or is she still driven to sabotage her attractiveness?

Speaking of being hot and attractive, Mistress’ legs also look incredible. Those spike heels and fishnet stockings turn them from just slender and elegant to absolutely smashing. The way that trench coat flares like a miniskirt, is cinched in by the belt at her waist and widens again into built-up shoulders is also amazingly arousing. And its darkly intimidating glamour is increased astronomically by the handgun holstered at her side. Oh my heart is pounding, and my balls tingling and seeming to churn with unspent sperm. My hugely, painfully, insanely erect cock throbs like it’s about to burst under that constant rhythmic brushing. Mistress responds to my nod, my tormented moaning and suddenly avid ogling by laughing spitefully again – and then truly, absolutely blowing my mind.

“Well, I do hope your weekend off was worth it, boy. I hope you regained enough sanity and stamina to deal with what’s coming now. Because the real show is about to begin! Don’t you dare try to squirm away from that feather, don’t you dare look away for even a second; don’t you fucking blink, you perverted little bastard! You’ve got a whole new Mistress to deal with now, and thanks to your encouragement she’s only going to get sexier by the minute!”

With that the formerly shy and painfully demure Mrs. Andrews un-belts her coat and tears it dramatically off.


Brian

Ho-lee shit! Instantly Mistress is revealed as an impossibly sexy, infinitely alluring and immensely intimidating goddess indeed.

Oh, my aching cock and bursting blue-balls, she’s actually wearing lingerie! And this is no frilly pink teddy, fetching ruffled baby doll or anything else you’d see in a Sears catalogue. This is straight out of the most erotically compelling fantasy of the most cravenly enslaved submissive ever.

The fishnet stockings and black lace panties she wears, maddening as they are, are barely the least of it. The garters running from the tops of those stockings, over the panties to the bottom of the amazingly revealing yet breathlessly accentuating top (I believe this is actually called a ‘merry widow’) are not elastic but gleaming little chains. And that top itself (midnight black like the matching panties) features alternating panels made of that see-through lace, soft leather and either satin or silk with a luxurious sheen. A lacing of crisscrossing ribbon holds it closed at the middle, ready to be opened to plunder with the simplest tug. Best of all however that top is cup-less, Mistress’ incredible breasts poking through open triangles of black depending from the thin chains that lie over her shoulders and collarbones.

To say my breath is taken away is no cliché. A sudden convulsive gasp makes my head spin as my body suddenly acts for itself, demanding the oxygen denied by my stupefaction.

Posing aggressively before me in a manner that’s insanely seductive to one of my obsequious bent, Mistress smolders at my astonished yearning as if she never doubted for instant the incredible sexual appeal she was capable of projecting. Then she picks up that pointer and begins a performance that blows away all that have gone before as extremely as her newfound omnipotence surpasses her former mousy meekness.

Mistress strikes a series of poses: sultry, threatening, provocative, and dangerously enticing. She vamps and preens and runs her hands suggestively over her lingerie-clad body. Finally, she begins to dance. Shimmying and swaying, grinding salaciously, caressing her body and toying with that pointer, she fills the six-foot space between bed and wall just in front of me with erotic poetry in motion. She might be a professional stripper, belly dancer or practiced odalisque except for the deadly threat she unfailingly exudes. Panting and whimpering and fighting mightily to try not to and wrench away from that ever more torturous stimulation of my ever more adamantine erection, I watch from barely a meter away as she taunts and tantalizes me madly. Even if she wasn’t so scandalously semi-dressed and putting on such an inspired show, watching Mistress perform in the flesh would be far more affecting than seeing it through any optics or electronics. I’m absolutely mesmerized, only jolted out of my torturous worship when she suddenly whirls unpredictably to slash that pointer down against my urgently jutting cock.

Such an explosion of agony in my already overloaded erogenous zone is more arousing than anything else. And in the nearly half an hour she gyrates maddeningly before me Mistress does this at least a dozen times. Leaving my penis almost as welted as my legs and ass, she soon has me sobbing again even as I burn with the most imperative lust imaginable. And of course, all the while that feather coaxes me ever harder, keeping me quivering constantly on the brink of an orgasm for the ages, one that nevertheless always remains just the briefest bit of friction out of reach. Indeed I become aware that Mistress’ metronome is gradually speeding up, stroking me just a bit faster with every passing eon of insanity, relentlessly increasing the frenzy that grips me. The head of my prick is glistening with pre-ejaculate seepage and I’m already raving with frustrated derangement by the time Mistress gracefully dances and writhes and gradually drapes herself out sidewise on the bed just below me.

A tug of that ribbon opens the front of her top and her caressing hands begin to slide inside. She cups her breasts, circles the enormous nipples with opposing fingertips, flicks and tweaks them, splays her legs out wide and lets her hands roam at will, maintaining a smoldering yet subtly mocking eye contact with me the entire time. Pulling aside her panties at last, she shows off those big protruding flaps, un-hoods her remarkably large clit and insists I feast my eyes beyond surfeit on her breathtakingly unique genitalia before she ever sets a finger to it.

I hardly need describe what comes next. Whether the madly aroused (and arousing) flush that heats her lovely face comes from some lingering embarrassment over masturbating live before another person a mere few feet in front of her or is just a product of her erotic exertion, the fabulous Mrs. Andrews performs for me as she has so often in the past, witting or unwitting.

Using one finger, two and then more; a whole hand and then both, she opens herself up to my inspection and digitally diddles herself to several climaxes before reaching for that vibrating dildo. Then the show is truly carried to outrageous extremes. For over another full hour she plunges that big fake cock in and out of herself while my unworthy real one is ceaselessly and increasingly stimulated to such a depraved intensity of need I’m positively rabid with frustrated lust. Yet bound hand and foot and stretched suspended on the rack of my useless ecstasy I can only groan and watch and pray that exhaustion claims my goddess before permanent derangement does for me.

How close it is we can never know. But at last Mistress’ clueless husband is soon due home. After one last thrashing and screaming peak that cruelly mocks my own impotence yet again, Mistress at last rises from her disheveled bed. With only a gloating smile at the abysmally crazed state she’s reduced me to she moves the chair and feather away, takes my balls in her fist and ruthlessly squeezes my hours-long erection into a retreat that is actually an enormous relief. Ignoring my sob of despair she locks my cock back up and frees me from all of my bonds. Then she picks up that table tennis paddle and hands it to me.

“The thread of your future remains intact. I will not be ruining you – yet. Take this paddle home and strip the cushioning rubber from both sides. Drill at least fifty holes through the wood and bring it back, along with my panties. I will expect you Thursday night at eleven, and for you to watch me bathe, dress, undress and play with myself at every opportunity. Don’t you dare fail me in anything again! Now collect your clothes and get out of my house.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I manage. Then driven by the extremity of all I’ve been through I dare an impertinent request. “Please, Mistress, I know I’ve forfeited any intimacy tonight. But I beg you to let me kneel before you and show my reverent devotion by kissing your feet before I go.”

“You certainly may not!” Mistress haughtily shouts. “However, I will allow you to lick the bottom of my shoe – the ground I walk on, in other words, which you are far beneath in my esteem. That should be honor enough for a filthy perverted disobedient spying slave.”

“Thank you so much, Mistress!” I fervently cry. I kneel humbly down to accept the blessing I’m allowed before struggling back up and crippling painfully away from my goddess’ exalted presence. I even savor the grit on my tongue as I go.


Claire

Now that we’ve so excellently re-established where we stand, Brian and I soon ease into a fabulously rewarding routine.

Every weekday morning, even after our regular punishment sessions and regardless of how debilitating a condition I may have left him in, my impotent young slave perches high up in his tree to watch me bathe. Every night without exception he skulks in his spy shack to peep at me undressing and endure the performances he once so illicitly enjoyed. And at least twice a week he sneaks over here while my husband is out and his parents are asleep to submit to my discipline and domination.

Each time I thrash him most satisfactorily. With the modifications he’s made to it that paddle makes a far more effective punishment tool. The belt and pointer continue to reduce Brian to a bawling baby while providing me with multiple orgasms. And while I have yet to allow my slave any climax of his own, and constantly drive him into derangement with that tickling feather and other intolerable forms of teasing, I resume allowing him gradually increasing amounts of intimacy with me. These along with his ever more compulsive masochism, addiction to humiliation and long-standing worship keep him hopelessly hooked on belonging to me. I doubt I even need the threat I hold over him to keep him coming back; his love and perversion and each installment on my promise to eventually have sex with him keep him effortlessly enthralled despite the fact that his penis remains hopelessly locked up.

I soon relent and let Brian kiss my shoes hello and goodbye each time. I even let him kneel humbly before me and massage my bare feet once in a while, which he does in a madly aroused transport. By the time July has passed into August I’ve let him touch and then actively fondle my bare breasts for up to five minutes at a time. The look of almost religious rapture on his face while he does this, and the way he groans in torment while his unrelievedly deprived penis rages in its sleeve is almost as exciting to me as whipping him or tying him up.

This too I have continued to expand upon, along with accompanying other little torments. He now wears clothespins pinching his glans and nipples almost the entire time he’s with me. I particularly like tying him to a chair and subjecting him to a lingerie-clad lap-dance that never fails to inflame him to near madness. With that racquetball or my extensively used and pungent panties in his mouth and the entire lower half of his face encased with tape, I clutch his head by the hair and rub my tits aggressively against him. Careful to never touch his bare skin, I torment him exquisitely with the pressure of my fatty firmness slapping and mashing against him and the fact that mere microns of tape separate his insensate lips from my nipples.

I’ve bought more rope of various materials and thicknesses and delight in binding him in the most elaborate, most contorting and compromising ways before punishing and endlessly titillating him. Once in a while I’ll simply tie him up in some outrageous fashion and then leave him like that with no additional submission fix. Ignoring him completely aside from the occasional sly smile, I’ll read a book, surf the internet or watch TV for the whole three or four hours I have him before expelling him miserably unfulfilled from my presence. Surely though the most trying bondage experience for poor Brian came when Jim took one of his weekend trips, and I had my hunky young slave for the entirety of both Friday and Saturday night.

Saving the real fun for Saturday, I had him lie down on his belly before me like the worm that he is and polish my shoes (and clean even the soles and heels) with his tongue before ordering him to assume the same position on my bed. There I tied his hands together behind him and then tied his wrists to his balls, which I wrapped in so much rope his scrotum was stretched taut over them and those testes bulged out beautifully vulnerable. After that I tied his legs together – ankles, upper thighs, and above and below the knees – and then folded them back and tied them again, heels up snug against his butt. I even bound his hands and feet together, hogtying him up supremely helpless. I gagged him as always and hooded him with my balaclava. I clothes-pinned his nipples and glans and tickled him into madly gasping paroxysms. Then I just left the room completely, leaving him lying there to wonder and struggle while I ignored him until bedtime. By the time I stripped and got into bed naked with him (an unbelievable honor he would not long remain unaware of), Brian was whimpering pleadingly and obviously cramping up from so much merciless restriction. Yet the true glory and torment for him was just beginning.

Lying close enough to him for my every movement to be transmitted through the mattress, laying one of my splayed legs over his bound ones, I took up my vibrator and masturbated for a good hour or so, volubly fantasizing that I was fucking him the whole time.

“Give it to me, slave; ah, ah, ah, yeah, pound me with that cock! Why do you think I keep you celibate all the time, young Brian? Come on you pathetic eunuch, is that the best you can do? Make me come or I swear I’ll find another man to fuck me while you watch!”

Once I’d finally exhausted my capacity for repeated orgasms, I turned off the lights, pulled the covers over us both and rolled Brian onto his side facing me. Then I slid half a pillow under his head and snuggled up to him like a lover. My head on the same pillow within kissing distance, I snaked an arm under and around his neck, wriggled my bare tits against his naked chest, alternately squeezed his bulging balls and fondled his madly bloated glans and breathed the most impossibly teasing enticements to him.

“Wouldn’t you like to spend every night of your life like this, slave, tied up tight in your goddess’ bed? Imagine if you were my husband instead of Jim! Then instead of playing with myself and fantasizing about it, I could actually be fucking you. I could tie you up and ride you to far more orgasms than I could possibly achieve on my own.

“What wouldn’t you give up to earn all that? Just imagine: the hot older lady you spent your whole pubescence and adolescence worshiping has unimaginably become your dominatrix-wife, owning and controlling, punishing and fucking you for the next fifty years! What might you sacrifice to make that a reality, particularly since no other woman will ever be able to arouse you, much less fulfill you properly? Think about that slave, while you rest in my arms and bed!”

Gagged and hooded, locked in chastity with all four limbs bound together behind him, snuggled up breast-to-naked-breast with me and being endlessly fondled, Brian could only keen and bleat in desperate yearning at this scenario. After giving him until six a.m. to contemplate this (during which time Brian later admitted he couldn’t sleep a wink while I slumbered intermittently fondling and cradling him), I used the following night to demonstrate more unforgettably than ever exactly what such a future would indeed keep costing him.

I rode him all around my house like a pony, paddling him on and continuously humiliating him. I made him don a sponge-mitt over his hand and use this to bathe me in the tub and then rub my pussy to orgasm. I strung him up from the ceiling again and subjected his prick to the feather even as I thrashed his backside, chest and belly with paddle, belt and cane. I performed before him with mad abandon, whipping his over-stimulated erection until it was as raw and welted as everything else. I recorded him in all his bound and abused perversity with my own camera, announcing that I was starting an archive far superior to the one I made him delete. I teased and taunted, titillated and humiliated and beat him for half the night. And when I went to bed at last I left him strung up bound with that feather still relentlessly stimulating him until morning, when I regretfully had to send him home to clean up for church with his parents. My, did he look hollow-eyed at the service!

As you can imagine, all this has done wonders for my self-esteem. Ever since I first carried off wearing lingerie without feeling silly or ashamed my confidence has been growing by leaps and bounds. I’ve truly begun to accept Brian’s insistence that I’m pretty, particularly with my hair up. I wear it that way for him all the time now and even around the house sometimes, shrugging off Jim’s nervous remarks. I’ve bought more lingerie (I’ve got wicked plans for some of this; another fantasy to live out soon) and can almost believe that I truly could be really hot if I only put the proper effort into my appearance and continue to improve my attitude.

Another thing that has helped this last is all the masturbation I’ve been doing right in front of Brian, in the very same room and all. At first this was acutely embarrassing despite the fact I’d been performing long-distance for him for weeks – years really. But I’m so used to it now that not only am I completely comfortable with it, but I enjoy my autoerotic extravaganzas more than ever before. Sex even seems sorely lacking if my slave isn’t there pitifully watching me, horribly aroused and frustrated. Anyway, the point is that the residual shame and guilt over playing with myself instilled by my upbringing has disappeared entirely. Knowing intellectually that this was silly and feeling it emotionally are very different things. And if I’ve finally conquered this habit of repression, then all the others can surely be overcome too. Just knowing this is invaluable, and it motivates me daily to move on to the next step in my emancipation.

Brian reverently and respectfully keeps urging me to start wearing makeup, at least for our private domination sessions. He assures me the results will be beneficial to both my appearance and emerging independence from the shadow of my past. Jim is going away again the third weekend of August. I’ve decided that this will be when I accede to Brian’s pleas – though as always he may come to regret his persistence in goading me.


Brian

As I’d feared, keeping the secret of my new obsession is proving far more difficult than concealing the old one.

Before I was caught spying and enslaved, all I had to explain away was my need for quality optics and my use of the tree house. I had to familiarize myself with the local birds and the distant heavens, and that was all. Now in addition to carrying on the charade of bird watching and stargazing I’ve got a whole lot else to cover for – starting with the state of my hide.

Beyond the difficulties created by my habitual debilitation itself are those of my appearance. It’s bad enough limping around the house and town, wincing upon sitting down and suffering through yard work and football all bruised and welted or stiff from being tied up for hours on end. It’s much harder doing all that in the long pants or sweats I need to hide my welted legs. And it’s even worse never being able to take my shirt off. Besides the broiling heat of our southern summers, I’ve never exactly been the modest type. I know I have a great body, and I’ve never been shy about showing it off. Most summers I go around in nothing more than shorts half the time. My mother used to frown on this, and I’ve seized on her earlier urge to prayer to explain my changing behavior.

“I’m glad to see you’ve stopped parading around half naked, Brian. If I didn’t know better I’d have considered you guilty of the sin of vanity.”

“Well, you told me to put my faith in God, Mom, so I’ve been doing a lot of reading. I’ve even been hanging around a new prayer group, and learning a lot about being meek and modest like Jesus. I doubt he approved of my old ways any more than you did.”

“I’m glad, son.”

That’s been another worry: trying to keep the unavoidable changes occurring in my formerly cocky personality compartmentalized. It’s hard to spend so much time in humbly worshipful submission and not have this leak over into other aspects of my behavior. Here too my supposed religious renewal helps.

In addition to explaining any uncharacteristic humility, this gives me an excuse for long silences when I appear either troubled (worrying about the end state of the inexorable changes Mistress is creating in me) or exalted (remembering times we’ve spent together or fantasizing about futures ones). I just claim I’m going through a period of deep spiritual introspection that is affecting me in possibly life-changing ways. This is even true after a fashion. Only the deity influencing me isn’t Jesus but the fabulously breathtaking Mrs. Andrews.

How could I possibly explain her to the uninitiated? There are no rites in any faith that could possibly measure up. I’m the sole postulant in a church dedicated utterly to her worship. And the more those rites seem to demand of me, the more compulsory I find them.

Though in the middle of being whipped or caned to unimaginable levels of pain, or of having my insanely frustrated prick ceaselessly stimulated to the point of madness, or after struggling for long hours against the most terribly restrictive bondage I might despair of what I’ve gotten into, curse my perversity or think I must simply move far away and start a new life somewhere else, I inevitably look back on these ordeals with an amazement of accomplishment and intensity of arousal it is impossible to understate. Just being with Mistress even at her most contemptuous is its own reward. Being allowed to demonstrate my devotion and tickle her fancy by voluntarily performing the most outrageous abasements exalts me in direct proportion to the extent of my humiliation. And when she smiles at me, strokes me soothingly or affectionately or gleams at me with appreciation my heart swells and breaks in an infinite bliss of blessedness.

Could anyone possibly credit how I feel then when she permits me sexual or even romantic intimacies? That night I spent cuddled in her arms and bed was worth ten years of bondage and celibacy. Feeling her breasts squash against my chest, her breath hot on my neck and her fingers fondling me lovingly whenever she emerged from her dreams; smelling her unique female scent and sharing the bed-warmth of her body, imagining a time I might spend every night this way: these things were precious beyond articulation for me. And as this incredible summer proceeds, these blessings not only continue but continue to increase.

I have actually held her bare breasts in my hands. I have cupped them, weighed them, squeezed and caressed and fondled them and heard her gasp with pleasure as my thumbs wonderingly worried the extraordinary nipples that have obsessed me since my first stolen glimpse of them. The last time we were together she even let me reverently extend the tongue that so slavishly licks the bottom of her shoes and swirl it against and around each of those big pink bulbs for thirty whole seconds! God I thought I would die with excitement! Is it possible to comprehend now how despite the intense suffering I must endure, despite the fact that I haven’t ejaculated in a month and a half, despite a growing uneasiness about the changes occurring in me, all the difficulties of keeping my enslavement secret and all my worries about the future (the problem of the locker room still plagues me), I still crave every second I get to spend in that holy presence? Though my former addiction to voyeurism has become an aversion, and peeping at my goddess has ironically become the one truly intolerable torment in my life, spying has been so completely superseded by the exhilaration of submission to her that I’m somehow able to endure even this. And now the greatest heaven short of sex with my owner suddenly beckons.

It’s nearly two-thirty in the morning. Soon I will have to leave before Jim gets home. Once again we are naked in bed together, this time engaged in mutual masturbation of a sort. Mistress sits up against the headboard, leaning on a pile of pillows with her legs spread nearly to the edges of the mattress. I’m lying on my right side facing her from just three feet away. Gagged with that racquetball, I have my legs and one arm folded back and tied together behind me. And the one arm left free is still limited in a minimal yet exceedingly cruel and crucial way.

The thumb of that hand (the clumsy left one) has been taped flat against the side of the palm. This makes it impossible to get a proper grip on anything – particularly my whipped raw, extensively welted, intensely erect cock. While Mistress works that vibrating dildo inexhaustibly in and out of her pussy and screams in her umpteenth orgasm of the night, I try as frantically as a madman to achieve my first in six increasingly insane weeks. God the pain is terrible, the frustration unimaginable and yet I can’t stop or even slow, and not just because Mistress demands that I persist, the futility of my efforts fueling her own excitement. I’m just so close, and the jiggling of her nipples has me in a mouth-foaming frenzy. Unfortunately when my owner at last sighs and sets aside the only cock so far worthy of entering her, I still remain stuck on the ravening brink. As she grinningly orders me to desist I can’t help but burst into tears.

“Poor baby!” Mistress laughs at me fondly. “You just need to come so badly, don’t you? I bet you’re the only eighteen year-old in the world who hasn’t ejaculated since nearly June. Unfortunately for you, that’s just the way I like you. You need to pay for all those years you spent jerking off to me on your computer screen! Speaking of which…”

Mistress turns and reaches behind herself to the camera positioned on the headboard. Placed where it could record me while keeping her out of the frame, this has been adding to her swelling collection all the while. Now she switches it off.

“I know it’s hard for you belonging to me, slave. But always remember that you brought this on yourself. And there are compensations, aren’t there? For example, I’m finally going to let you suck one of my nipples now. I know you’ve been dreaming about this forever. And I’ve been looking forward to it too. No one has ever done that to me, and I’m dying to know how it feels. Wriggle your way on up to me here.”

Oh my Goddess! Can she possibly be serious? She is! Excited nearly to an infarction, I roll and wriggle and claw my way up to where Mistress can grab me and pull my upper half into her embrace. Even as I’m trying to credit the reality of this she’s ripping the tape painfully from my face and squeezing my jaws so that big ball stuffing them pops out.

This is an enormous relief, but my slobbery moan is still one hundred percent incredulous delighted depraved arousal. Mistress giggles at this – her usual gloating cruelty has been put aside for the time, as has her sneering superiority and deliberate intent to humiliate me. As blackly compelling as I always find those attitudes, this kind of unaffected affection unfailingly makes my heart want to burst with blessedness. Love and euphoria flood me like a drug and I moan unselfconsciously again. Cradling me like a baby, Mistress directs my tape-chafed lips to the gigantic pink bulb constituting at least half her left breast. She presses it upon me.

“Suckle my nipple, boy!” she husks with eager passion. “Until you convinced me otherwise I spent my whole life terribly embarrassed by these. Despite the unconscionable way you learned of them, it’s only right that you should get to pleasure them before anybody else.”

Nearly swooning at both this unexpected, long-thought-impossible honor and Mistress’ unprecedented expression of favor, I fill my mouth with that rough-yet-soft hemisphere. Utterly ignoring the ache in my jaws that have been wedged open for hours, I swallow an instant flood of drool and begin suckling as ordered, working my stretched lips and sore cheeks in an almost manic rhythm. Right away though Mistress’ free hand seeks out my turgid genitals, encircling the whole of them. Even as she maddeningly waggles my erection by the base she gives my bursting blue-balls a threatening squeeze.

“Slower, child! Long and slow, deep and hard; suck as though you were truly feeding off me. That’s the way all the women’s magazines say feels best. Do it properly now.”

I once again immediately follow orders, my mouth as stuffed as before but now with something infinitely more succulent than that dusty racquetball. Taking the most powerfully sustained pulls possible I moan in disbelieving ecstasy, surprised to find that this technique is indeed more rewarding, and for both of us. Even in my rapture I’m further gratified almost beyond bearing to hear Mistress moan with pleasure too. In her approval she even bestows on me an additional unprecedented intimacy, one that’s as torturous as it is exceeding welcome. Her hand abandons my balls and instead grips my raging hard-on, just as I’ve wished so desperately to do myself. Then wonder of wonders, she actually starts pumping me.

Mistress’ rhythm is exquisitely slow, just too slow to bring on an orgasm. Immediately I begin writhing and weeping in crazed frustration even as I indulge my two most desperate erotic wishes at once. Perhaps this excess of ecstasy goes on for only a minute, but it seems to last an intolerable eon. At last my owner detaches herself. Releasing my penis as well, she clamps my head steady and grinds that big wet bulb all over my face, another inconceivable heaven. She giggles charmingly again and then just sits cradling me, her now miserably off-limits tit barely an inch from my lips as she addresses me.

“Other people have begun to tell me that I look pretty with my hair pinned up, slave. They’ve noticed and complimented me on other changes too. Even your mother has remarked that I seem more outgoing and carefree than before. I’m finally coming to accept that you may be right. My unpopularity growing up may not have been due to being plain or ugly, but just because I never tried to look my best and always had an air of timid inferiority about me. Besides my mother’s influence, I felt guilty about being an atheist, you see. I didn’t want anyone to suspect this difference in me. Now that I’m overcoming all of this, I think it’s time to take the next step, and start playing around with makeup.

“Jim is going away again already the weekend after next. He’s noticed how I’ve been changing too, and it makes him uneasy. I think he’s trying to strike out at me, or at least reassure himself, by going back up to the city again for some more raunchy gay sex.

“More power to him, I say. This will make a great opportunity for us to spend some serious time together. We can experiment with makeup and other stuff and make plans for the rest of your sentence. After all, you’ll be going back to school shortly and you won’t be able to peep at me in the mornings. I’ll have to devise other torments and humiliations for you. And you may have concerns of your own that need to be worked out.

“So, can you arrange to spend the entire weekend here with me? We’ll be living together as Mistress and slave, almost husband and wife. Can you trick your parents into thinking you’re going away somewhere for a few days?”

Oh Goddess, my heart is just racing at the possibilities! Trying to ignore the distractions of being cuddled by Mistress like this, those incredible breasts right in my face, I wrack my brains until the answer comes to me.

“Yes, Goddess. I can pretend I’m going on a religious retreat before senior year and the football season begins. They already think I have a new prayer group and that I’m involved in a lot of heavy spiritual consideration regarding my future. It should be no problem.”

“Wonderful!” Mistress’ smile is absolutely priceless. “Let’s get you untied then, get your cock locked back up and get you out of here before Jim gets home. Then I’ll see you on Tuesday at eleven, and the following weekend for some real domination fun!”




Chapter Seven

Claire

Since our big weekend is going to demand an awful lot from my macho football stud, I go easy on him Tuesday night. In theory I could just cruelly extort whatever I need from Brian – he deserves it and he’d provide it or I’d vow to ruin him – but I have my reasons for keeping him hopelessly enthralled and voluntarily submitting to me.

The secret truth is that ruining Brian is no longer really an option.

That threat has been empty for a while now. I could still expose him as a pot smoking peeping tom jerk-off, but that would deprive me of my wonderful slave, and where would I ever find another? And while I could truly do him untold damage with his parents and around town, by now he could do the same to me. Besides outing me as an atheist living a sham marriage, he could expose me as a sadist, exhibitionist and even extortionist. I wouldn’t end up in jail any more than he would for peeping at me, but I’d certainly be finished in this town: ostracized by everyone I know.

This has become a less devastating prospect than it once was though. I’m no longer the timid wimp in terror of confrontation and censure I was raised to be. I mean really: fuck this town, my abusive parents and my gay husband too. The real reason I want to bring Brian along carefully is that I’ve actually grown fond of him, as unlikely as that too once might have seemed. I’ve begun looking beyond just paying back his sins, revenging myself on his ilk and losing my virginity. My intentions have grown more global, and require his love-struck, humiliated willingness to continue. Thus it is that I plan to ease Brian into this next stage of his ongoing emasculation. I need to use the carrot as much as the stick so that I don’t risk losing him.

So Tuesday I leave my stockings off. After he kisses and polishes my shoes and licks clean the bottoms, I kick back and get comfortable. Then I not only have him rub my feet, I let Brian clean these with his loving tongue as well, and even suck on my toes.

This is such an honor and treat for him that he moans with delight and focuses such sappy adoration at me as he does it that I want to ravish him on the spot. I beat him instead, but less severely than usual. By the time I’ve finished he’s still swollen up in attempted erection and I have to grease his glans with baby oil to get that chastity sleeve off. Then I treat Brian to more unprecedented intimacy even as I make his cock-tease more unendurable than ever.

This time I tie him up kneeling instead of hanging from that ceiling hook. Then as that feather ceaselessly strokes his hard-on I stand before him and let him make unlimited love to my breasts the whole time. I let him lick and suck one nipple after the other, grab his head by the hair and slap and mash my tits against his face the way I used to do with him taped until he’s gasping and whimpering and driven nearly to insanity with erotic overload. Then I cuddle with my slave affectionately, slowly jacking his cock while we make our plans for the weekend.

Jim means to leave for Tallahassee straight from the office. The house will be mine from about one o’clock Friday through Sunday afternoon. Brian has squared things with his parents, telling them he will be riding his bike to his ‘retreat’ and leaving while they are at work and Hope’s charity headquarters respectively. As soon as Jim has been gone an hour or so, and Brian is convinced the maid is engaged somewhere on the far side of the house, he will wheel his bike over here, where we will stash it inside. Then with the curtains drawn to ensure privacy he will belong to me all weekend.

So much for Brian’s preparations; I need to see to my own. I stop jacking him short of orgasm, squeeze his bloated-full balls until I can lock him up again and send him home. Then on Wednesday I make another highly enjoyable shopping excursion.

I visit a shoe store, and then a shop that sells quality leather goods and other specialty apparel. I return to Victoria’s Secret again for yet more lingerie. Sherri and Tasha (this is the checkout clerk) are as delighted to see me as always. They help me with my selections, gush about how I look with my hair up and the fact that my new jeans are tight-fitting and fashionable and my blouse far more brightly colored and stylish than usual. They despair that I still haven’t visited the beauty parlor they recommend, but eagerly advise me on where to buy my cosmetics when I ask. They are also full of application tips and suggestions for ways to best enhance my features. I love having them as mentors and even friends (I’ve never had the former and only rarely the latter), and we laugh a lot as they kid me and do all they can to turn me into a sexpot. Once I’ve supplied myself with everything on their list I return home more buoyant than ever.

I am going to be beautiful: not just passingly pretty but hot enough to knock Brian’s eyes out. And maybe by the turn of the year I’ll even have the guts to go public: defy my parents by getting my hair done, buying a whole new wardrobe and possibly a gym membership. I’m already fitter than I’ve ever been; all the disciplining I’ve been doing is developing muscles I never knew I had. After stashing the rest of my purchases and examining the cosmetics, I spend an hour or so supplementing the advice of my friends with some on-line research into how to use these. It’s finally time to give it a try.

If you’d asked me how I’d react to putting on makeup for the first time only a few months ago, I’d have told you my hands would be shaking too badly and I’d be so ashamed I wouldn’t need any blush. Now, however, I feel only a twinge of this, and it’s easily dismissed.

Enslaving Brian is far and away the best thing I could ever have done for myself. You simply can’t spend weeks basking in the adulation of a guy so smitten he’ll submit to anything for you without both gaining self-esteem and eroding the inhibitions that have always held you back. Though I feel a keen excitement and even daring as I begin daubing at my skin, my hands are perfectly steady and I’m actually grinning a little at my mother’s imagined shrieks of horror. Pausing regularly to consult both the website I’ve called up and the notes I made talking to Sherri and Tasha, I spend nearly two hours experimenting with different looks.

It’s hard having any objectivity judging your own appearance, especially when you’ve harbored an inferiority complex all your life. I wish I had my new friends here with me, or even better some disinterested expert to give me an honest opinion. I really should have gone to the beauty parlor like they told me, and received professional attention or at least instruction. But at last I’m provisionally satisfied. I leave my final makeup job on, and several times during the ensuing evening I catch reflections of myself and am happily enchanted at how good I look. Wanting to save the surprise, I clean myself off before going to undress for my slave and get in bed. But then Thursday I practice and experiment some more, until I’m confident and excited all over again at my new and improved appearance.

The minute Jim is out the door on Friday I reapply the look I find sexiest. Then I fix my hair, don my new outfit, set up the bedroom for later and pick up my newest implement of discipline. Checking myself out in the mirror one last time, I shiver with excitement and delight. I’m looking hotter and more dominant than ever before. And soon I’ll be living out yet another of my most cherished fantasies.

After this weekend poor Brian will never be the same. He’s going to give up so much more of himself to me, and we’ll be so much further along the track to the most outrageously thrilling relationship imaginable. With that supremely smug and self-confident thought I slip seamlessly into character – I am Mistress again, which is really just the new me – and go downstairs to wait for my slave. He should be here any minute.


Brian

As soon as I see fag-boy toss a suitcase into his car, climb in and putter off, I want to scurry over there. Mistress said to wait an hour though. I sigh, sit back from the window and chide myself for thinking in slurs.

It’s not Jim’s fault he’s gay. And there’s really nothing wrong with it, no matter what the bigoted church says. If sucking cock and being buggered is what Jim gets off on, hey, knock yourself out buddy. It’s hard to be judgmental with my own dick locked up and my body covered with fading welts and bruises. Whatever floats your boat is a concept I’ve become accustomed to, particularly after discovering the thrill to be found in licking the bottom of my owner’s shoes. And if Jim wasn’t gay and Mistress desperate for male attention, she’d probably have turned me in straight off and never blessed me with our bizarre and yet infinitely rewarding relationship. Still it’s hard not to feel derisory toward a guy who has the hottest woman around under his roof and doesn’t want to touch her, a guy we’ve been so easily deceiving that he doesn’t have a clue what’s been going on under that roof…and what’s about to go on under it again while he’s gone.

Then again I imagine there are some surprises in store over there for me tonight also. I lean forward and resume my vigil. Keeping an eye on the street for unexpected returns, I pass the time fantasizing about the weekend ahead.

Two uninterrupted days and nights alone with my goddess: talk about a religious experience! I feel like the pastor expecting the Rapture. Mistress said we’d live together almost like husband and wife! Adding this to the things she said when we first spent the night in her bed makes me wonder if my dreams of her forgiving and even falling in love with me might not be so preposterous after all. Imagining myself married to Mistress seems downright blasphemous though. It’s better to stick to wondering what she might have planned for just the time being.

Soon enough I’m straining in my sleeve, the minutes crawling by as that woefully familiar torment plagues me. But at last it’s two-oh-five, exactly the hour minimum I’ve been instructed to wait. My heart beating a like a drum, I get up and slip on the backpack I’ve filled as stage dressing – something tells me a change of clothes is the last thing I’ll be needing. Then I go down and seek out Maria, the maid my parents have employed since dinosaurs walked the Earth.

I find her vacuuming my father’s den. This is perfect: the far side of the house from that of the Andrews, with only one window facing the opposite direction. She can’t even see the street from here. When I poke my head in she shuts off the machine and looks over at me.

“I’m leaving now, Maria. Tell my parents I said goodbye, okay?”

“Okay, Mister Brian.”

“See you on Monday.”

“Bye, now.”

Maria turns the vacuum back on and resumes working. Once I’m out of her sight I hurry outside, collect my bike and make sure I’m unobserved. Then I push it hurriedly across the lawn to the Andrews’ patio. With no dangerous dawdling I tug open the door and trundle it inside. Mistress is waiting right there, and once again my jaw drops in stupefaction.

Okay, she’s wearing a new outfit I find more exciting than any yet. I’ve never seen her in boots before and these come all the way up to her knees. Steel stiletto heels and spurs glitter against the shiny black leather, and she’s now as tall as I am. Her hair is tucked up into an equestrienne’s cap, that billed dome looking sexier than hell and further accentuating the curves of her face. Mistress’ black lace panties are wider than her usual ones, reaching high up on her abdomen. Yet they ride up high on her waist too, exposing all of her bare thighs and buttocks. Above a narrow strip of skin at her navel, a matching bustier clings tightly to her midriff, emphasizing and plumping up her big-nippled breasts. The top halves of these are as naked as her shoulders, her upper torso and her arms above the biceps. The rest of those limbs are encased in black leather gauntlets. Completing this vision of dominant erotic authority is the black dressage whip she bends threateningly between her fists.

I recognize this from the Olympics. Similar to a riding crop, this is longer (nearly four feet), slightly thinner and stiffer (but still wickedly limber) and with a small popper at the end. No doubt it makes an even more devastating weapon than her pointer. Yet as madly arousing as this whole ensemble is, my attention is riveted by Mistress’ face. Haughty and imperious as always upon greeting me, this has been given the benefit of cosmetics for the first time ever.

She said she was finally going to try makeup this weekend, and the results are simply stunning. From crimson lipstick to sculpted cheekbones, from the ruddiness of her complexion to her magically enhanced eyes she is totally…fucking…gorgeous! I want to drop immediately to my knees before her and weep with blessedness at belonging to such a beauty. Smiling icily at my awestruck goggle, Mistress instructs me otherwise.

“Shut the door and lock it, slave. Then close the curtains. Seal yourself in with me for the weekend. For the next forty-eight hours you are in my power. The world beyond my demesne no longer exists.”

Swallowing hard at this thrillingly intimidating prospect, I lean my bike against the wall. I drop my backpack next to it and turn to follow orders. When I turn back to Mistress she’s still smiling icily at me, still bending that whip testingly between black-gloved fists.

“I see you approve of my makeup, slave. Later you can tell me all about how lovely I look, and we can experiment with cosmetics further. But for now I have some new footwear for you to polish. So strip and kneel, slave. Then bow to the ground in a worshipful kowtow.”

Madly eager to get on with it (and to demonstrate this fact), I tear my t-shirt to pieces and fling it from me rather than take it off. I catch a sneaking gleam of appreciation in Mistress’ heavily lined and shadowed eyes at the way my muscles flex and bulge and I drop my gaze, not wanting her to notice my noticing of this slight slip of character. I focus instead on the big pink arcs of nipple peeping out of the top of that bustier. My mouth waters in response and the instant I get my pants and shoes off I drop to my knees. Then I humbly bow down like a Moslem facing Mecca – or an Oriental his empress. Mistress struts forward and advances one gleaming new boot to within reach of my lips.

“Kiss me hello, my worshipful subject. Then get busy polishing.”

I place an emphatic kiss on the pointed toe. Then I stretch out my entire tongue and begin swiping it over leather.

The taste of whatever preservative it has recently been treated with to repel moisture makes me retch, but I merely redouble my efforts. Meticulously I lick every square centimeter of that boot right up to the knee, including the steel yoke and rowel of that spur. Mistress tips her foot back then to allow access to the underside. Feeling my face and cock burn harder, I lap enthusiastically at the sole, gagging a bit again but eagerly persisting. At last Mistress lifts it right up for me to suck clean the heel. Following the procedure she’s drilled into me, I purse my lips around this and slide the whole thing in and out as though fellating it. I almost puke when that cold steel finger hits the back of my throat but somehow I retain control. Then I repeat the entire process with the other boot, gasping and keening but not missing a single swipe or spot when Mistress begins whipping my up-thrust butt.

I was right: this implement is even worse than the pointer. Even though she’s just playing with me for now, and her posture doesn’t allow for the really powerful full-bodied swings she normally delights in delivering, I’m still badly welted and sobbing by the time I’ve completed this much-cherished chore. Nevertheless when Mistress pulls her boot away and steps around to my side I place my cheek on the floor, clasp my hands behind my back and raise my ass further: humbly inviting her most ferocious attentions.

Without a word Mistress obliges. Slashing that whip across my ass with all her accustomed gusto, she crosses the welts she’s made with dozens more, until I’m bawling and shrieking and she’s achieved her first orgasm of the weekend. Then she slides that dreadful weapon between my face and the floor and levers me up.

“Get on all fours, stud. Mistress wants to ride you. Until it’s time to empty those balls you’re just a dray horse, a lowly beast of burden. I want to tour my entire dominion with you before we head upstairs.”

Soon my owner’s sacred crotch is forked over the small of my back. She grabs a fistful of my hair to steady herself, lifts her feet from the floor and rams those spurs into the sides of my thighs. With her entire weight rocking atop me I begin crawling on my hands and knees through the house. Directed by tugs on my hair and whip-slaps on the ass, we make a complete circuit of every room. I can’t help but notice the place is uncharacteristically messy. Perhaps Mistress has been so busy experimenting with her makeup she hasn’t had time for housework. At last she rides me upstairs where we again visit every room but Jim’s, finishing our tour in her bedroom.

This too is rather messy: the bed unmade, clothes strewn about and boxes and cosmetics scattered all over the desk. As Mistress spurs me over toward this I notice there are two chairs here rather than the usual one. When we reach these at last she climbs off me, an enormous relief for my aching back and quivering arms. She pulls me up by the hair.

“Sit, slave!”

After I take a seat Mistress pulls my arms around the back of the chair and handcuffs me to it. She sets up her camera, points it me and begins recording. Then rather than resume beating or otherwise tormenting me, she pulls the other chair up close and sits down as well. Christ, she’s so gorgeous like this! Finally giving me a smile filled with genuine warmth as well as mischief, my unconditional owner drops the biggest bombshell of my enslavement to date, “I need some more practice applying makeup, slave. And I’m going to practice on you. After all, I said we would be experimenting with this, and not just me. I got all beautiful for you, and now I’m going to see that you return the favor!”


Claire

Damn, I love the way Brian’s jaw drops and his eyes bug out! He rattles his handcuffs against the chair and is obviously trying to frame some protest in a manner I won’t consider defiant. I stop him merely by raising my eyebrows.

“You have some objection to this, my personal piece of property?”

After struggling mightily with himself for a moment, Brian slumps in defeat. His face flames with a furious blush and his voice is meekly obsequious.

“No, Mistress. I am yours to do with as you wish.”

“I am glad you appreciate that fact, slave.” I make my own voice confidently matter-of-fact. “Remember to whom you belong at all times tonight, and you may yet spend it in my bed, rather than hanging like a side of beef from the ceiling hook. Think about living together permanently like this, and all that you’d be willing to sacrifice to make it so.”

With that I take up a bar of soap and a washcloth sitting in a nearby basin of water and begin to wash my slave’s sweaty face. I can tell he enjoys my gentle ministrations, and though his blush hasn’t lessened by the time I’ve toweled him dry he keeps his uncomfortable squirming to a minimum as I pick up a makeup sponge and dip it in the jar of foundation.

“Hold still now, darling,” I breathe, using this unprecedented term of endearment deliberately. “Mistress is going to turn you into a perfectly lovely young sissy. And by the end of the night you’ll thank her for it profusely.”

Again I sense a protest trembling on Brian’s lips. A big macho stud like this instinctively rebels at even the suggestion that he might be a sissy. And that’s precisely why I’m going to enjoy making him into one so much. What more exquisite (not to mention fitting) degradation could there be? Ever since high school I’ve harbored angry fantasies of which this being the merest preliminary. One step at a time though…and I’m going to savor each one to the fullest! Relishing Brian’s every twitch and painfully suppressed objection, I lay down a thick base of foundation before picking up the blush and brush. His eyes keep darting to the camera recording this and I pause to fondle his quiescent little penis-head soothingly.

“You’re squirming again, precious. Don’t you want to be a delectably pretty sissy for your Mistress?”

“My butt hurts,” Brian whines evasively, avoiding my question while pretending to answer it. Still he swells under my touch and I pull and rub him rhythmically until he emits a beautifully conflicted moan.

“I’m sure it does,” I frown sternly at him. “It’s going to hurt worse later on if you don’t hold still. Remember: you can sleep hogtied in my arms or you can hang whipped to ribbons being feathered all night. It’s up to you.”

Brian gives another hugely uncomfortable groan. But he subsides submissively again as I begin brushing him with powder. I finish with his cheeks and move on to doing his eyes. As I pencil on the liner, brush on mascara and build up three different shades of shadow I think about how much I’d love to pluck his brows. But of course, I can’t even do my own yet. Someday soon I’ll do us both, I promise, once we’ve escaped this insufferable town…

Finally, it’s time to paint Brian’s lips. I pick out a glossy hot pink to match the nail polish I have planned for him and dunk the little brush.

“Pucker up, sweetie!” I smile. “Pooch out those lips as if I was going to allow you to kiss my asshole. And who knows? If you look pretty enough when I’m done with you I just might do that. Would you like to be my lesbian lover tonight, darling Brianna?”

“I’d suffer anything for that, my gorgeous Goddess,” the newly christened Brianna painfully confesses. “I can’t believe how beautiful you look.”

“Good!” I grin. Then I paint her lips for her, lacquering my slave up like the cheapest kind of strumpet. After that I indeed paint her nails to match, which Brianna submits to with more girlish blushing and supreme discomfort. After I blow them dry I give my pretty young slut the craftiest smile in my repertoire.

“Welcome to womanhood, Brianna, my sissy little she-male! You’re already halfway there. Now let’s finish the job by getting you properly dressed!”


Claire

As Brianna goggles at me thunderstruck, I pull out the box from Victoria’s secret and lift the top off it. I hold up the sheer pink baby doll I bought for her, letting my nascent transvestite take in all the gauzy translucent silk, the ruffle-trimmed cups and scalloped waist, the frills and ribbons and embroidered little flowers. Then I set this aside and do likewise with the matching g-string, displaying that skimpy swatch of silk and poking my fingers through the spilt in the crotch. Finally, I pull out the pink net stockings, experimentally stretching that sexy mesh. Rather than put these back in the box though I drape them over Brianna’s naked shoulder, clucking with disapproval at the hair on her legs. Fishing my electric razor out of the desk drawer I snap this into buzzing life. Blithely ignoring my slave’s monstrous consternation, I chide her a bit as I begin to shave away that luckily light-toned hair.

“We’re in a hurry right now precious, so we’re using the electric razor tonight. But you will use a blade on these legs every morning, just as you do your crotch and balls. We’re going to be dressing and making you up every time we get together from now on, and we want you to look and feel your sissy best. The blade does a much closer job, which will leave your legs all silky smooth to the touch.

“I told you I had new humiliations in store for you now that you won’t be able to watch me bathe every day, and this is it. From now on you’re a secret she-male as well as a slave. I’ve got you the most darling panties to wear under your school clothes every day; you’re just going to love how they feel on your bare balls and butt – you’ll have to keep that shaved too by the way. And having your tender penis-head nestled in silk around the clock should do almost as good a job of keeping you attempting to get erect as peeping at me naked.”

Still pointedly ignoring Brianna’s apoplectic reaction to all this I hum happily to myself as I continue shaving her. Though she’s clearly distressed beyond all measure she offers no idiotic resistance even when I snap off the razor and slide those tight mesh stockings up her legs. I pull her feet together and follow these with the g-string, getting it up as high as I can before tweaking that anomalous little locked-down penis-head – which is bloated and pulsing visibly, I’m delighted to see.

“Lift your hips up, sweetie. Let Mistress finish getting you sexy enough to fuck – though of course, you’ll still have to wait nearly six months for that.”

As Brianna complies I notice big tears starting to drip down those heavily rouged cheeks. That won’t do, not after I spent so much time on them. After I get that g-string in place and slip her sleeved penis through the slit I fondle the glans lovingly again even as I frown my disappointment at poor humiliated Brianna.

“Don’t cry, precious! Your makeup will run. Do you hear me? Spoil all my hard work and there will be no lesbian sex for you, no hogtied snuggling until the sun comes up. Honestly, isn’t it worth sacrificing your manhood to earn such blessed intimacy with me?”

Sniffling and fighting back her tears, Brianna nods dutifully at me – though her bloodshot eyes hold only misery and a conflict of existential proportion. She hates what’s happening to her and yet can’t help but be aroused by it, which in turn makes her hate and question herself even as she continues hopelessly loving and lusting after me. Reading all this in her tormented gaze, I give Brianna a smile of smug approval in response. Then I pull out another box and force the white, extremely high-heeled pumps I bought her onto those quite-a-bit-less-than-dainty feet.

These are clearly too small, but it was the best I could do. And that relentlessly pinching agony will be good for her. Brianna whimpers with pain already, but now the real trial comes. I unlock her handcuffs and help her upright. She bites back a cry and totters wildly a minute, but with the instinctive grace of a soon-to-be-former athlete she quickly finds her balance.

“Well done, darling!” I coo. “Aren’t you glad now for all those hours I’ve kept you perched up on your toes? Your ankles should get used to this in no time. Let me just shave your butt real quick and we’ll have you fully transformed in a sissy jiffy!”

Five minutes later I have that baby doll on my acutely shamed young slut, the sheer cups tented out by the clothespins on her nipples and the flouncy hem just brushing the tops of her badly welted buttocks. I tie a wide satin ribbon snugly about her neck – pink of course – using an ornate bow right at the hollow of her throat. From another box I pull a platinum-blonde wig and fit this over her head. After I arrange those lavishly bouncy curls over her back and shoulders I slip a flower in over one ear. This is a pink hydrangea naturally enough; the same bloom Brianna once wanted a whole garden of but was afraid of appearing gay. No worries about that now! Finally, I spritz her liberally with perfume and step back to assess my handiwork. It takes every bit of will I possess not to burst out in spiteful laughter.

My macho young football stud looks every bit as ridiculous as I’d always imagined his arrogant ilk would. All my vengeful high school fantasies are finally coming true. Oh, this is so much better than cock-teasing him to madness and even whipping the absolute shit out of him! And still the best is yet to come…

Brianna is trickling at the eyes again as she stares horrified into the camera, but this time I don’t bother to reprimand her. That appalled and abysmally humiliated misery is the crowning touch to her unwilling feminization. Savage satisfaction trumps my urge to laugh, and now that I have her sufficiently sissified for the time being (in the future I’ll use garters and girdles and cheap costume jewelry and every other accoutrement I can dream up), I slip back into my pitilessly imperious Mistress persona.

“Well, Brianna, now that you look the part I think you’re ready to do some women’s work, don’t you? I hope you noticed what a mess this place is. You will clean my house from top to bottom this weekend, starting in here. And if you want to cuddle with me later, make love to my breasts, lick my pussy and enjoy sundry other lesbian delights, you’d better do a simply fabulous job. So get to it. Let’s see if you can finish upstairs before cooking me dinner.

“Remember, we’re practicing being husband and wife this weekend. Only I’m playing the demanding breadwinner and you’re my would-be young housewife!”

With one last stricken look at the camera (purposely avoiding my mocking eyes and especially the mirror over the dresser) Brianna takes a few careful steps in her heels. When she doesn’t fall or turn an ankle, she carefully squats down and begins picking up dirty clothes off the floor. Retrieving my new horsewhip, I move to stand over her in strict supervision, ready to severely chastise any little error.

Oh my goodness, the weekend’s just begun and we’re already having so much fun!


Brianna

Nothing in my maddest fantasies, my darkest fears, my most tremulous expectations could have prepared me for this. My perversely superb world has been turned upside down, my dream relationship with the exhilarating older woman I’ve hungered for since my first sexual awakening changed to a nightmare in under an hour.

Mistress has executed a masterstroke of the most insidious subjugation imaginable.

I’ve been undermined and mortified beyond belief, my innately masculine conception of myself crippled irreparably. And there’s nothing I can do about it but accept the disastrous consequences to my self-image. Yet the worst of this is the way my imprisoned cock throbs insanely on in response. The part of me that epitomizes all Mistress has taken from me yearns more insistently than ever in its hopeless impotence. Even as it damns me as a man it compels my compliance far more effectively any of the videos my owner holds over me. Even as I totter about on my toes in shoes that are already killing me, dressed and made-up like the most flaming homo imaginable (far worse than the guy I earlier derided), branded a she-male and sissy and forced to do the most demeaning manner of maid’s work, I have to confront and accept the appalling knowledge that my acceptance of this hideous situation is still voluntary.

Mistress’ allure is irresistible, her cruelty and control more erotically necessary than ever. Even as I weep in despair at what’s become of me, and in terror of what she might require of me next, I crave her mere company with an addict’s intensity. Turned on even by being ruthlessly robbed of my manhood, I am lost beyond all possible recall. All I can do is try to please her so completely that she will smile at me, let me touch her heavenly breasts and – oh my Goddess yes – interact sexually with me in whatever carefully circumscribed way she might offer. Beyond the thrill of being disciplined and degraded that is the only thing I have left to live for.

I can’t even cry properly for fear of smearing the makeup that so stigmatizes me. Fighting a constant struggle to suppress my tears, repeatedly betraying my inexperience at performing housework, I bumble clumsily though the debasing drudgery I’ve been assigned.

Whipped for every little misstep, I try desperately not to disappoint my owner’s demanding expectations. Yet every time I fall short I can’t help but welcome that corrective slashing of the whip. Hating what I’ve become and despising myself for being aroused by it, I crave punishment with a lunatic need that exposes my earlier masochism as a mere dalliance. Yet Mistress is even more insidious in her emasculating machinations. She begins to beat me for any lapses in my enforced femininity as well.

Any mannerisms or even habits of posture and movement that smack of maleness to her earn me swift and vicious agony. If I need to speak I’m required to use a breathy falsetto. Despite my unfamiliar apparel and those torturous shoes I’m expected to move with grace and fluidity and adopt down to the least gesture a carriage and body language that is utterly foreign to me.

Thanks to that chastity sleeve I’ve already been peeing sitting down for several weeks. By the time my birthday arrives I’ll have been trained so comprehensively in female affectations I’ll likely find it impossible to behave as a proper male.

Forget about hiding my welts and chastity sleeve; how will I ever conceal this evidence of my enslavement? I may as well wear dresses and a placard proclaiming that I’m gay. Even if those videos of me never come to light, the devious woman I’ve wronged will have effectively ruined me anyway. And so I clean, and weep, and mince about in my emasculated new persona and revel in the growing agony in my feet and ankles and in every searing stroke of that whip across my ass. Then as I’m bent over making the bed I get a new and even more consummately depraved terror and assault on my innate sexuality to contend with.

Mistress approaches me from behind and grips me by the hips. As I start to straighten up she growls at me with a passion that both chills me and sets my heart to racing madly.

“Don’t move, girl! Stay just like this! God, you look so sexy, I don’t know how I can possibly wait another six months!”

She presses against me from behind. Then just as she did when she had me against the wall and threatened me with a cavity search, Mistress begins to hump my bum. Only this time it’s even worse. Some hard cylindrical object, unmistakably phallic, is sandwiched between us.

Mistress has slipped her vibrator into the front of her panties so that it juts out and up from her crotch. Now as she rubs against me this slides up and down the juncture of my buttocks, only the single strand of that g-string separating us. She slips it down lower then, where the big blunt head nudges against my anus, and gasps excitedly as she feigns buggering me. Her hands leave my hips and slide up under my lingerie. Twisting the pins from my nipples Mistress pinches and pulls these suddenly screaming erogenous spots, humping me harder and again nearly making me swoon with the obviousness of her eventual intentions.

Ah, Goddess, my cock is throbbing so hard it’s in agony even as I shriek silently in denial. Every iota of my deliberately undermined and eroded masculinity rebels even as I feel myself press helplessly back against her. How could I possibly be responding this way? Despite my forced feminization I am most emphatically not gay! Yet suddenly confronted with the fact of previously only uneasy portents, my body acts for me, responding to that suggestive prodding by eagerly offering itself. What on Earth has she done to me?

Suddenly Mistress shoves me down onto the bed. She falls atop me and continues to simulate buggery. Her breasts have slipped out of the bustier and mash against my back; her hands slide under my arms, cup my shoulders and anchor me against her rhythm. She gasps again, rocks more urgently atop me and laughs softly in my ear at the way I rear up to meet her.

“Oh yeah, you want it as much as I do, you shameless she-male slut! You’re going to be one ripe and eager birthday girl, aren’t you, Brianna?”

With that Mistress suddenly climbs off me and slashes my ass with her riding whip.

“Put your tits back on and get back to work, bitch! Play time is over for now.”

Oh, heaven help me, I’m so confused and upset! My insides churn like I’m going to be sick. Is this what she means by losing our virginity? Will I ever actually get to fuck my beautiful goddess? Earlier she spoke about me emptying my balls. I’ll just have to pray that she still means to allow me that, and put off any consideration of this hideously anathema (yet unconscionably evocative) other threat. Hurriedly I clip those clothespins back onto my stinging nipples. I rise and finish making the bed, trying to keep my mind concentrated on this mundane task. Then mincing and swinging my hips girlishly (as is now required of me), I make my effeminate way to the bathroom and begin cleaning in there.

For the remainder of the afternoon I clean the entire upstairs. After that I make dinner: broiled fish filets, baked potatoes and coleslaw, this last fortunately already prepared – I know little more about cooking than I do housecleaning.

Mistress eats at the table while I’m instructed to kneel in the corner and set my plate on the floor. Cleaning the kitchen afterward takes me nearly an hour: obviously Mistress hasn’t lifted a finger in here in anticipation of my visit. I’m about to start on the living room when my beguilingly smiling owner forestalls me.

“That’s enough, Brianna. You can finish the housework tomorrow. Let’s see if my budding young lesbian is any good in bed.”

She takes me by the hand, still carrying that whip in the other. My heart finally soaring after so much misery, Mistress leads me back upstairs to her torture chamber.




Chapter Eight

Brianna

Al Green is playing on the stereo: romantic soul music from the seventies. Candles are blazing everywhere again. Apart from the small fish tank these provide the room’s only light. Though it’s just eight o’clock with darkness outside a good hour or so away, the curtains are still tightly closed, as they have been all over the house all day. Mistress shuts the door and locks us in. As always there is no escape for me. Still leading me by the hand (and striding far more easily than I in our stiletto heels), she draws me straight over to the bed. The covers are already pulled back, and lying on the mattress is the roll of tape and racquetball for gagging me, the balaclava for hooding me, and several coils of rope. Next to these I see a small hand towel, a bottle of baby oil and Mistress’ vibrator – for some reason looking far larger than I remember it.

Naturally it is these last items that make my soaring heart stutter. Yet Mistress ignores them for the moment. Instead she sets her whip down next to them and selects one of the ropes, the longest and thinnest. Without a word she steps behind me, pulls my arms around back and binds my hands together. Letting the rest of the coil fall to the floor, she lifts the key to my penis from its place just above her cleavage and unlocks me.

Naturally my glans is hugely bloated, as it has been most of the day but never more so than now. Mistress rubs baby oil all over it, making me moan uncontrollably. Then she yanks that sleeve free, turning my moan into a sharp cry of agony mixed with relief. Immediately I spring eagerly upright. Mistress drizzles more oil all up and down the straining shaft, grips it with her leather-gloved fist and very slowly pumps me to such exquisite rigidity that I feel just one more stroke might be enough to make me come.

She stops shy of that stroke, leaving me quivering intensely and trying not to bang my brains out on the nearest wall in my unbearable frustration. Instead she passes the rope trailing from my hands under my legs, pulls it tight and ties it about my genitals. Rather than just bind my hands to my balls as she’s often done before, this time Mistress winds that thin cord around each testicle, the base of my scrotum, the root of my erection and finally the junction of my body and sex organs before tying it off. I’m left with my hands snugged right up against my butt, that cord cutting into my crack and my genitalia all harnessed up tight. Poking through the slit in my g-string, these jut straight out enormously bloated and tender to the touch. Mistress caresses them appreciatively and then finally breaks her silence.

“Get on the bed, lesbian. Kneel upright facing away from me.”

I scramble into position, my erection waggling maddening with my movements and the tugging of my hands tied to it. One at a time Mistress bends back my high-heel feet and ties each ankle tight against its corresponding thigh, leaving me helplessly restrained yet without the complete immobilization of hogtying. I’m able to remain upright, and when she orders me to go to the center of the bed and turn around to face her I’m able to comply, though at the cost of a bit of a struggle and a lot more maddening waggling.

Once I’m facing my owner she dramatically strips off her bustier and panties. Naked now but for her boots, gauntlets and equestrienne’s cap, she climbs on after me. Picking up that bottle of baby oil and the towel, she knee-walks up to me, smoldering with aggressive intent.

Again Mistress soaks my throbbing cock, grips it tight and begins to pump it. Only now she jacks me furiously hard and fast. The combination of her leather-clad hand and the lubrication of the oil is the most incredibly stimulating sensation of my entire life. Immediately a convulsion shudders through me, an agonizing backfiring of orgasmic spasms stymied by the bindings cinching my genitals so grossly swollen. As the climax I’ve been building relentlessly toward for weeks is so cruelly triggered and yet simultaneously denied, I cry out miserably and sway on my knees, almost keeling over. Mistress grins evilly and wipes her hand on that towel.

“See: I told you that you were a lesbian for the weekend. No matter how hot and bothered it gets, this thing of yours is no more likely to ejaculate than a strap-on dildo. You’ll have to get your jollies some other way – perhaps by being brutally dominated.”

Without warning Mistress slaps me across the face. She does it again and again: left, right, left, smacking my rouged cheeks hard enough to make me see stars but not leave any lasting marks. Staggered, I’m collapsing backward when she grabs me and yanks me forward. Burying my burning face in her chest Mistress twists violently back and forth, now slapping me not with her hands but her beautiful bare breasts. She grinds them roughly against me, smearing my makeup but no longer caring. Madly excited by this contemptuous treatment, my waggling rail-spike pounding like my heart, I’m still struggling to catch my breath when she jams one of those giant nipples into my mouth. My wig slips and Mistress yanks this off, grabbing fistfuls of my hair and pulling me tight against her.

“Suck me, bitch! In case you can’t tell, I like to play rough!”

Oh, Goddess, half her breast is in my mouth, my lips stretched to their limits around the huge nipple stuffing me up. Head spinning, I suck for all I’m worth: long and hard and slow just as I’ve been trained to. Though my tongue is squashed I wiggle it against that intruding protrusion, feeling all the little bumps of ducts and the bigger one right in the middle. I’m slavering like a mad dog; I have to keep swallowing or I’ll choke on drool. At last Mistress yanks my head back, breaking the seal of my lips with a loud pop! Stiff, wet and rubbery, that nipple is rubbed rudely all over me. I’m tit-slapped silly again and then the other is inserted for equally fervent service. Turned on almost beyond bearing, I find I’m unconsciously exacerbating this by futilely fighting the bindings tying my hands to my genitals. My erection bobs up and down as I tug on it – at least until Mistress frees a hand from my hair to seize it and jack me madly again even as I’m stuffed up suckling her. Once more that backfiring explosion convulses me and my cry of agonized excitement is stifled by the big nipple gagging me.

I don’t know if this is heaven or hell, but it indeed seems to go on for eternity.

Bound helpless and manhandled about, I’m forced to service one heavenly breast after another as my tied-off prick is yanked and squeezed with ruthless brutality. Again and again my bulging balls try to empty, always failing and driving me to new extremes of stymied need. At last Mistress rips her nipple away again and shoves me, toppling me back onto my bound arms.

My tied legs flop open like a frog’s and she drops bodily between them, crushing me to the mattress. With her gorgeous face sneering down from only inches away Mistress hooks her hands over my shoulders again and starts humping my splayed-out crotch more roughly than ever yet. Squashing my raging genitals between us, she pumps me with her pubis in the missionary position, panting in my face and gasping accusations I can neither refute nor withstand.

“Now we’re really getting it on, huh slut? Bet you wish that big cock was jutting out of my crotch instead of yours! You are desperate to explore your budding femininity, aren’t you, my succulent young lesbian? You’d give anything to have me ramming myself into your tight little sissy-pussy right about now!”

Aroused beyond belief, humping back up against her as though I truly was the disgusting slut she claims, I shake my head and sob even as I writhe wildly on. Still Mistress practices for the day she’ll eventually fuck me, bearing down harder and not just rubbing now but slapping her groin rhythmically against me. She rises up a bit, supporting herself on one arm while she slips the other hand inside my top. Again she twists the clamp off my nipple so she can fondle, pinch and pull it while she thrusts aggressively against me. At last she leaves off dry-humping me and slides down my body. Still lying between my legs she starts sucking and tonguing and even biting my woefully tender, deeply indented nipples. Groaning hopelessly, squashed cock throbbing on, I’m still unwilling to accept that this simulated lesbian sex is the most outrageously exciting experience ever. Mistress allows me no respite however.

Suddenly she climbs off me. She places a pillow lengthwise next to my hips and flips my body over onto it. Straddling that pillow with my insanely raging genitals now squashed into its plush, I immediately begin humping it myself. Mistress has something other in mind than letting me try to re-establish my masculine bona fides however. She spreads my legs wider, crouches between them and pulls aside the rope and g-string. Then she starts rubbing my anus as though it really was some kind of sissy’s pussy, the ultimate she-male pleasure center. The pressure of her index finger indenting my pucker is unbearably stimulating despite the shame broiling in my face. When I gasp and press back involuntarily she grips my hips, socks her shaved crotch into where her fingers just were and begins thrusting powerfully against me again.

There’s no denying it: this is nearly as maddeningly exciting and frustrating as the squashing and friction on my cock. If Mistress indeed had a dick of her own – perhaps a strap-on one like she mentioned – I’d be begging her to stab it into me. In desperation I ascribe this unthinkable perversity to my endless weeks of ever more unbearable impotence.

Surely it’s being deprived of any release that’s driving me to seek ever more insane sources of fulfillment. First I got off on being beaten, then tied up; then the degradation of licking the ground Mistress walked on, then being feminized. This is just the next extension of her well-planned and nefarious intention to revenge herself on me through ever more humiliating subjugation. Understanding this doesn’t make it any easier to resist or endure however. I have six more months before simulation can turn into reality, and I writhe and weep in incipient madness for Goddess only knows how long under her ever more evocative humping. But at last Mistress too is aroused beyond bearing. She needs an orgasm, and the time has not yet come for me to be allowed to supply one directly. It’s back to the old stand-by.

Mistress retrieves her whip. She beats my already swollen and extensively welted ass until she climaxes. Then she rolls me back over. The rope cinched about me has not only kept me swollen up hard, it now holds that pulsating pole jutting up perfectly perpendicular to my body. Mistress picks up a candle and drizzles hot wax directly onto the tip. As that scalding paraffin coats the head and runs down the shaft I squirm and cry and yet quickly regain every bit of my previous steeliness. Mistress persists in this until my entire penis is encased. Then she picks up her weapon again and whips my cock until every bit of wax has been beaten off. As for beating off, she once again pours baby oil all over that burned and welted and impossibly turgid organ before settling in to amuse herself with a marathon hand-job.

For another excruciating eternity Mistress jacks me at varying speeds and angles with endless intuitively intolerable techniques, laughing with open sadism at my panting, squirming, weeping, and constantly stymied attempts to ejaculate. For over an hour and a half she frustrates me with such a surfeit of torturous pleasure and unrelievable need that it’s a wonder I don’t suffer a heart attack or stroke. And still the night is young, and the weekend and my celibacy sentence just barely more than begun.


Claire

Now that was a cock-tease! I’ve always wanted to do that to a guy too: tie up his erection so he can’t go soft or come and then stimulate it relentlessly until he’s bawling and begging me to stop – and then keep on doing it. The chastity sleeve is great for paying back the sexual deprivation I’ve suffered all my life, and the feather is even better. But nothing can beat the hands-on satisfaction of manipulating a penis personally. I could have done that for hours longer, and over the rest of Brianna’s sentence (six months or her entire life, depending on events) I will surely indulge in amazingly drawn-out stimulation sessions that make tonight’s seem like a trifle.

I was sorely tempted to use my tongue and lips too. Before today I never really jerked a prick – fondling Jim’s resolutely limp thing on prom night doesn’t qualify, nor does the gentle stroking I gave my slave before. And I’ve absolutely never tried sucking one. If driving Brianna to madness with just my hand was so sadistically thrilling, how much more rewarding might using my mouth prove? Or how about just sliding my big flappy pussy lips up and down the shaft? Perhaps I’ll try that next. In any case, it’s finally my turn for genital stimulation.

Seeing my feminized sissy thrashing and weeping and yet constantly leaking pre-come and having climax after stymied climax rebound throughout her tied-up body (not to mention having that hugely distended member throbbing hotly in my grip for so long) has me dying for another orgasm myself. And I really can’t whip Brianna’s ass any more without crippling her. So it’s time to keep my promise of indulging in some serious lesbian sex – and finally grant my slave access to the vagina she’s been ogling daily for half a decade. Let’s just see if she can get me off with her tongue before we move on to the vibrator. A little more warm-up first, I think…

I climb back atop Brianna. Her prick still strains straight at the ceiling, so as I straddle her I use my hand to push it down flat before sitting on it. The temptation to throw discipline and all my carefully laid plans to the wind and just socket myself atop it for a long overdue fuck is almost overwhelming. Somehow I control it though. And when I begin pumping my hips as though riding but really just sliding my sopping groove along her underside, Brianna’s crazed frustration makes my own more than worth it.

“You like that, don’t you my darling young lesbian?”

“Very much so, Mistress!” Brianna wheezes, still using the humiliating falsetto I’ve trained into her. I grin wickedly down in response.

“One little shift of my hips and you’d be embedded in me to the root. We’d actually be fucking each other. Unfortunately for you, my slutty she-male sissy, I’m just applying a taste of penis to my pussy before finally letting you lick it. Won’t that be exciting for the emerging girl in you? What could be better than to get your first taste of cock at the same time you learn to eat cunt? You’re going to get two treats in one!”

Horror and revulsion compete with holy awe in my slave’s expression at this prospect. Before she can sort out these emotions (or my own faltering control can fail), I move forward to straddle that conflicted face. Poised just above her, I fully un-hood my abnormally large clit and pull my protruding lips open: letting Brianna see everything from only inches away.

“Feast your eyes, my spying little peeper. In all the time you were so shamefully violating me, did you ever dream you’d be seeing my vagina right up close in person, and be only seconds from sticking your tongue in there?”

“No, Goddess,” she squeaks. “I could never have even considered such an honor.”

“Well now you’ve earned it, lesbian. So stick out your tongue and taste us both. Lick your dick sweat from my pussy lips. Savor our mingled juices like the finest wine. Then perform oral sex on me. I want to come in your mouth.”

I settle down atop my slave. Right away she begins tonguing me, and the sensation is absolutely heavenly.

I know most first-timers are repelled by cunnilingus – they say it’s an acquired taste. Yet Brianna shows no hesitation, lapping almost frantically at my labia. First she just licks along the groove that was recently clutching her cock. Perhaps she really is such a shameless slut that she can’t wait to taste her first penis. Then she begins worrying each big flap individually and even nibbling on them with her lips. Finally, she slips her warm tongue between them and pokes inside, and I have to grab fistfuls of her hair to steady myself. Finally, after all these years, I’ve been penetrated by another person! My cry of delight seems to spur my sissy dyke, and she starts thrusting in and out of me enthusiastically. Helplessly I begin thrusting back, riding Brianna’s face in a near delirium of ecstasy. Soon I’m crying out my appreciation at the top of my voice.

“Yes! Oh heavens yes; come on, lesbian, fuck me with that tongue! Make me come!”

Obviously inspired by the evidence of my excitement, Brianna redoubles her efforts, slurping up my juices even as she coaxes forth what seems like liters more. Wallowing in my approval she services me with a mad passion. Quivering and shrieking and humping against her mercilessly, I feel the orgasm I’ve demanded already building. Desperately eager for it, I guide my laboring slave to where she can do me the most good.

“The clit now, bitch, the clit! It’s just like a little dick, so suck it, slut! Lick it, flick it, nibble on it, suck it, suck it, suck it! Suck me off, you disgusting come-bucket!”

I stop humping, reach down and pull up on my pubis. That big pink nubbin pops up and juts forth just like a little dick indeed and I thrust this upon the slut. Brianna follows orders of course, worrying it all about with her slathering tongue and then sucking it as urgently as she does my nipples. Within a matter of minutes I’m shrieking like a banshee, grinding my crotch hard against her and flooding her mouth with ejaculate. Still we’re just getting started here. Crushing Brianna helplessly beneath me, I continue to rub myself off on her, smother her mercilessly and demand ever more fervent service until I’ve climaxed at least two more times. Only then can her initiation into lesbianism progress to the next level.

I climb off my slut, grinning at seeing her panting and so disheveled, her makeup a mess and her entire face smeared liberally with my juices. Grabbing her by the hair I drag her back up onto her knees. I move behind her and give Brianna the fabled reach-around, slowly jacking her badly abused erection with one hand while I stroke back that mussed and sweaty hair with the other. Steadily increasing the pace of my jerking I murmur almost loving approval in her ear.

“That was fabulous, slave, especially for a first-time effort. Of course, since it was my first time too I don’t exactly have a standard of comparison. But something tells me I’m going to be coming in your face every time we get together now. Would you like that, darling?”

“That would be heaven, Goddess,” Brianna gasps, groaning uncontrollably as I once gain begin really jacking her. “I live to provide you with pleasure. Every orgasm you enjoy makes up for those I cannot. Will you whip me to another one now?”

“I’m afraid not, precious. We are past that point. Your sexy ass is too damaged to withstand more beating. And I’m saving your thighs for tomorrow.

“I suppose I could whip your back or belly with my belt. And later I will if you really beg me to. But I have another wonderful honor planned for you right now; one more opportunity for you to prove your worth and live out your dreams before we indulge in a grand finale of mutual masturbation that ought to fulfill you like nothing yet. So let’s just see what else my darling young lesbian can do for me…”

I stop petting and pumping my slave and untie her hands and genitals, leaving only her legs bound. Then I plump up some pillows against the head of the bed. Reclining upon these with an exquisite sigh, I draw my legs up and spread them out wide.

“Now, slave, you will pick up that vibrator and switch it on. Kneel here worshipfully before me and pleasure my pussy with it as you have so often watched me do to myself. Let’s see if you’ve learned anything in all your naughty peeping.”

Clearly Brianna has learned quite a lot. She uses almost the exact same procedure and techniques on me that I do myself. First she gives me another climax merely through expert clitoral stimulation. Then she begins easing that vibrator in and out of me. I have to show her how to rock it in order to hit the g-spot, but after that she needs only the cues of my moans and cries to gauge how swiftly to pound it into me. Soon I’m surprised (and hugely gratified) to find that having another person masturbating me is far superior to just doing myself.

I feared Brianna would be clumsy and ineffectual at this. Not knowing exactly what I liked and needed from moment to moment, how could she properly satisfy me? I quickly find these fears misplaced however. Not only does Brianna prove adept at both working that dildo and reading my reactions, but the spontaneity and unpredictability with which she alters speed and technique wondrously enhances rather than diminishes the pleasure and thrill.

This is the element of a shared experience, the contributions of a partner that I’ve never known, and it’s so priceless that I revel in the bond it forms between us. I could almost consider Brianna a lover rather than slave were it not for her crimes against me. There is also the benefit of her greater strength and stamina to enjoy: Brianna pounds me far harder and for much longer than I could myself. And having my hands free is wonderful too.

I can play with both breasts as I’m pleasured, and even grab my slave’s head and push it down to lick and suck at my clit even as she thrusts that hard cock into me. All in all this is the sexual experience of a lifetime, the perfect culmination to this fantastic, unprecedentedly rewarding day. At last I’m absolutely glutted with ecstasy, filled with fondness for my darling and yet still brimming with wickedly sadistic intent. Now we come to the pièce de résistance of this feminization weekend, the moment to which everything else has been building. Brianna must take her most portentous and irrevocable step yet toward the fiendishly appropriate, intolerably humiliating and emasculating sexual future ahead of her.


Brianna

The look Mistress is giving me warms and thrills my heart like crazy – and makes me distinctly uneasy. She exudes love and gratitude so palpably that I’m nearly convinced she has indeed forgiven and fallen for me. Yet there is a glint of devilish mischief in her eye that hints of a degradation beyond bearing upcoming. Part of me even knows what this must be, though on the surface I refuse to face it. Still my heart pounds and my very rarely freed penis bobs urgently at the behest of a dreaded excitement that has nothing to do with basking in her current favor.

“That was wonderfully done, slave. I have never enjoyed penetration more. My sexy sissy lesbian has earned a reward: the closest thing yet she’s ever come to sex. And if she plays her toys right, she might even get to empty her anomalous balls.”

Still holding Mistress’ vibrator, I’m sitting up in front of her, squatting on my bound legs. With both my hands and hard-on unrestrained at the same time in weeks it has already been taking an extraordinary effort not to give myself the quick jerk or two I’d need to end my already nearly intolerable stretch of impotence. Now the suggestion that I might finally get permission for this, coupled with Mistress’ earlier referral to mutual masturbation, raises me to an extremity of hope and need so acute I’m almost sobbing with it. Helplessly I glance down at myself: burned and welted all over, still deeply grooved around the base from that rope, immensely hard and pulsing with both agony and arousal… Is my moment of apocalyptic release and relief imminent? Perhaps – but in my distraction Mistress launches herself unexpectedly at me.

From lounging against the headboard she suddenly lunges forward, hitting me in the chest and knocking me over onto my back. Mistress lands atop me in the missionary position again, lying between my frogged-out legs. Panting heavily she undulates her body against mine, her breasts pressed into my chest, her abdomen squashing my raging erection between us and her shaved groin nestled against my anus. Our faces are kissing-close again; her hair is still tucked into that incredibly sexy cap and her makeup still flawless. Looking more unbearably beautiful than ever, her hot breath puffs in my face and her eyes bore intensely into mine, commanding and alluring at the same time. Once again she begins thrusting the hard curve of her pubis rhythmically into the center of me, her voice a feral growl of passion.

“How does it feel, my tasty teenaged lesbian? You’ve got a luscious older woman atop you, burning to initiate you into the incredible pleasures of penetrative sex! Put your hands on my ass and aid my rhythm; I give you permission.”

Who could refuse such an opportunity? Mistress has never yet let me touch her butt. I drop the vibrator and fill my palms with the silky curves of her cheeks. Feeling them flexing under my fingers instantly seduces me into taking up the other half of her invitation. I begin pulling her into me even as I rhythmically lift to meet her thrusts. Captivated by her smoking hot gaze and subtly mocking smile, I rock in synch with my irresistible owner, my long-deprived and pitilessly-teased cock a bar of fiery iron where it’s squashed between us. Equal participants in this obscene simulation, we feign a kind of copulation so shameful that my residual maleness shrieks in horror even as my unbelievably perverse arousal skyrockets. Catching my shoulders with her hands again, Mistress clasps me to her like a lover, thrusts more forcefully against me yet and husks down at me in dreadfully potent temptation.

“Ah, how heavenly this is! And oh, how much better it could be! Imagine Mistress’ hard cock ramming itself into you, eradicating your virginity and making you into her slut-bitch-whore forever! What wouldn’t you give for that sublime deflowering? What might you sacrifice to wrap your legs around your goddess’ back, lean your hips upward and open yourself to her eternal possession? Would you give up your family, friends, school, football, and even the pleasures of the penis?”

Oh Goddess, even in my horror at how much I suddenly want that unspeakably shameful claiming I’m so horny and desperate for any kind of sexual fulfillment that I don’t even really think about this. I just agree to cast away everything meaningful to me in the unbearable heat of the moment. Unconsciously using the demeaning falsetto trained into me, I cry out affirmation.

“I would give anything for that my Goddess! Anything at all!”

“Good!” Mistress breathes with infinite satisfaction at me. “You just did – but not until your birthday.”

Abruptly the mood changes completely. Mistress stops humping me and climbs off my desperately aroused body.

“I will not even manually penetrate you yet. But I will allow you to penetrate yourself. Take this.” Mistress tosses that bottle of baby oil onto my belly. “Pick up my cock again. Lube it up good she-male. Then use it to fuck your tight little sissy-pussy for me. I’m going to watch and record you doing so.”

My hopes dashed, my rapture over, I groan in terrible dismay. Here it is: what I knew on some level was coming ever since seeing those two items waiting on the bed. And yet this is so much worse. In my unacknowledged expectations I’d imagined myself bound and helpless while Mistress violated me herself, preserving some shred of self-respect and the illusion of coercion. Now I’m going to be forced to perform the most degrading masturbatory act imaginable, and of my own volition right in front of the camera that Mistress is even now switching on and pointing at me. Yet still that unconscionable craving lingers. My face flaming with mortification and my cock still rearing rigidly up in betrayal of all it represents, I pick up that dildo and bottle with shaking hands and squirt oil from the one all over the other. I switch it on and put the big buzzing head to my suddenly terribly sensitive, quivering and clenching pucker.

“That’s right slut,” Mistress growls in command. “Now push it into your sissy-pussy. Penetrate that tight young ass and imagine it’s the strap-on I’ll soon be buying. Fantasize that it’s your birthday at last and I’m finally about to take your virginity.”

With a deep breath and a whimper of shamefully excited dread, I do as I know Mistress wants and look straight at the camera as I follow orders. I feel my anus stretching and indenting and I bite my lacquered lip, pressing harder. Mistress’ cock is much larger than any real one I’ve ever seen; will it even fit? Then with a sob of indescribable mortification I feel the bulbous, hotly buzzing head of it overcome my resistance at last and pop inside. I have to pause a bit, gasping while I try to accustom myself to that enormously uncomfortable intrusion. Then I close my eyes, imagine my Goddess lying atop me as she was only moments ago and thrust it in deeper.

Oh, it hurts! Yet the unbearable intimacy of bodily violation, and the sound of Mistress’ hissing breath quickening in excitement combine to make my own prick strain harder in response. I begin to slide that vibrator in and out as I so lately did to her. Mistress breathes humiliating benediction on me and in response I manage to quicken and deepen my thrusting.

“That’s a good girl, that’s my precious young lesbian: fuck yourself with Mistress’ big dick. Look forward to the day I’ll do this for you instead and imagine a lifetime of such unbearable pleasure. Obey me and worship me unstintingly for the next six months and I just might decide to keep you as my slave indefinitely. You’ll never have to worry about living without the only female capable of arousing you, or trying to satisfy some lesser woman who could not possibly understand your deepest needs. Fuck yourself, sissy she-male Brianna. You belong to me and you always will whether you manage to earn the paradise of my permanent presence in your life or not. Fuck your greedy young ass-cunt like you mean it!”

With Mistress’ sultry coaxing my rapture returns. Impossible as I might have found it to believe only an hour ago, I’m soon plunging that vibrator all the way in and out of myself even as I groan and sob and throb painfully on. I open my eyes to feast them on my gorgeous Goddess as I masturbate and see that she is now doing the same. Sitting back against the headboard as before and just out of view of the camera over her shoulder she’s flushed and panting and fingering herself as she takes in the outrageous spectacle I make.

“Have you found the g-spot yet, darling?” Mistress gasps at me. “Angle the cock upward until it presses on the exquisitely sensitive bulb inside you. Then hold it there and press hard! Soon you will be rewarded, I promise you!”

Though I’m finally really getting off on the horrifically forbidden sensation of that big cylinder rhythmically invading, retreating, and invading me again, I do as I’m told. After a bit of gouging around I suddenly gasp with pleasure myself.

Oh that feels so good! I press harder, and that hot buzzing knob sends indescribable thrills through me as it massages whatever sensitive nerve junction it’s found. My erection yearns more fiercely upright than ever, and as I press even harder that clear sticky per-come Mistress always coaxes from me begins to seep from the quivering tip. I hear myself moaning uncontrollably, and my Goddess interrupts her own escalating panting to instruct me further.

“Soon you may feel you need to pee, Brianna. Ignore the sensation, just keep pressing and rubbing, and soon you’ll have your reward!”

Mistress is right again: before long I could swear I’m about to urinate. Still I follow orders, not only pushing harder but wiggling the big cock thrust into me, rubbing that inner nubbin firmly. A sense of imminence begins to peak within me; my balls tingle and seem to churn with their bloat of accumulated sperm.

Am I about to ejaculate at last, and without even any wanking? I don’t feel the usual escalation toward ecstasy. But then suddenly just as Mistress begins crying out in climax herself, the sense of impending urination peaks, disappears, and the seminal fluid leaking from me turns unmistakably to semen. Yet rather than erupt out of me in gloriously ecstatic orgasmic spasms, my long-hoarded load merely dribbles out to run down my madly straining shaft.

Gaping at this impossibility I press harder, frantic to trigger the convulsive spurting I so desperately need. The flow increases at least, more and more semen running down to stain my panties and trickle around my balls toward my stretched and stuffed anus. Yet still I feel nothing but a literally anticlimactic draining sensation as my deflating sacs are emptied. At last the flow is exhausted and suddenly so am I.

I’m left lying there bereft on the bed, weeping in disbelief and not understanding what has happened. At last I raise my gaze to meet that of my owner, who is just now relaxing in the post-orgasmic bliss I’ve been so cruelly denied yet again. Her expression is infinitely gloating and smug, with that sadistic satisfaction enlivening her eyes and smile like I’ve seldom seen.

“Aren’t you going to thank me, slave? I said you’d get to empty your balls, and that worked just exactly as the internet said it would. By massaging your prostate you can drain off that unhealthy build-up of come without orgasm or ejaculation. This is a good thing, because too much testosterone can lead to aggression and other behaviors inappropriate in a slave. Now we can relieve the pressure on you whenever necessary without you experiencing any of the naughty male pleasures that you’ve agreed to sacrifice in order to belong to me.”

Foundering in appalled dismay, I can only gape at the orgasm-less future stretching ahead of me. At last I put my consternation into stuttering words.

“But…but…but aren’t you ever going to allow me to come?”

“Perhaps,” Goddess remarks dismissively, though the evil relish capering in her gaze says otherwise. “That depends on how exemplary I find your service, on how perfectly you behave as my happily she-male sissy slave. If you please me extraordinarily at all times, you may earn the occasional ejaculation. Now, am I not the most beloved and benevolent goddess possible?”

“Yes Mistress,” I croak, still infinitely dismayed yet no less worshipfully adoring of her and hopelessly addicted to her domination. “Thank you for letting me penetrate and empty myself, and all the other pleasures and punishments you’ve permitted me tonight.”

“Good girl!” my unconditional owner grins. Then Mistress turns dismissively matter-of-fact again. “In that case slave, push that vibrator all the way inside you. I want my cock to keep you occupied all night. Then let’s get you locked back up and properly hogtied. We’ve got another big day tomorrow and I can’t wait to sleep with you snuggled in my loving arms!”

Five minutes later I have all my limbs bound so tightly together behind me that my back is bowed painfully and my shoulders straining at their sockets. Gagged with that ball and tape, my head hooded with Mistress’ backwards balaclava, still cross-dressed in that lingerie and hideously pinching shoes, my emptied cock locked back inside its sleeve with a clothespin on its tip (and two more pinching my nipples), I lie on my side in my owner’s warm bed and embrace.

As she has insisted, her big hard penis is still lodged deep up my stuffed rectum and buzzing angrily away. Even if I didn’t have all I’ve lost, endured, and learned about myself this day, and all I have now facing me to keep me awake, the pain of my wounds, the discomfort of my contortion, that impossible-to-ignore and monstrously portentous intrusion and most of all the honor being bestowed on me will surely do the job. Her scent enveloping me beautifully, Mistress snuggles closer and places an incomparably blessed kiss on the hollow of my throat.

“Goodnight, precious Brianna. You’ve made me happier and more fulfilled than ever in my life this day. I’ll don’t think I’ll ever be able to give owning you up.”

With that last wonderfully heartening gesture my Goddess is soon blissfully asleep.


Brianna

I’m grainy-eyed and cramped and in terrible pain all over by the time the acme of feminine divinity nestled against me awakens fully.

Often throughout the endless darkness she has stirred, murmured sleepy condemnation at me for disturbing her with my helpless struggles, or lazily stroked and fondled me and kissed my throat or merely snuggled up closer under the covers. But always her breathing quickly slowed and deepened again. Always she left me to bask in the exaltation of lying in her arms, to suffer the accumulating agonies of my bondage and to pass the hours obsessing over the horrific costs and incredible rewards of my increasingly deranging enslavement. This time though she giggles as she burrows her face under the shelf of my jaw and kisses me again. She squeezes my body with the enthusiasm of a lover, unclips my penis tip and vigorously fondles this, giggling again at my sudden bleat of agony.

“Good morning, Brianna, my precious young lesbian. I hope you enjoyed sleeping with me as much I loved having you in my bed. You make a delightful teddy bear. You never try to filch the covers or roll away from me, and your moaning and whimpering is the best kind of lullaby. Are you looking forward to another heavenly day of slavery?”

I nod and garble some affirmative, the euphoria of being treated so sweetly more than making up for so many sleepless hours of misery. Mistress giggles again, sounding so girlish and loving it’s hard to credit that she’s the same imperious and pitiless dominatrix so intent on punishing me with torturous unending impotence.

“I’m glad. You first job today will be to bathe me. I’m even going to let you soap and rinse my body barehanded this time. Doesn’t that sound far more arousing than peeping through binoculars? So let’s get you untied again.” Mistress releases the ropes restraining me and I weep with relief as my cramps ease, my back relaxes and my shoulders stop trying to pop from their sockets. She pulls that hood and tape off, pries the ball from my mouth and giggles some more at my slobbery panting. Yet she refuses to let me expel the vibrator from my horribly sore rectum.

“Let’s keep that in there for now, precious. I like you with my cock up your ass and your own locked down. I think it epitomizes our relationship.”

Mistress likewise keeps me in those high heels, semen-stained panties and other lingerie. The only temporary concession she makes in the manner of my feminization is to clean the smeared makeup from my face when she removes her own. Then as beautifully naked as ever she leads me into the bathroom (the skylight is opaque of course) and starts the tub filling. When she steps into this and orders me to kneel next to it I can’t escape the irony.

Here we are living out my first fantasy about the alluring Mrs. Andrews in reverse. Once I imagined myself in the tub while she bathed me. Now I’m directed to take up the soap and wash her from head to toe.

Strangely, despite all the overwhelming turn-ons of the past day (and weeks) I find that first pubescent fantasy powerfully affecting in its recurrence. As I picture myself as a little boy again timidly submitting to the ablutions and education of a glorious yet unattainable adult female, my penis screams in its sleeve and something inside me cries out for the lost innocence of those days. A wave of regret and self-hatred for the sinful obsession that led me to my current state (helplessly enslaved, feminized and impotent with a vibrator jammed up my ass) floods through me and I have to fight back tears even as my trapped cock throbs on.

Mistress is smiling expectantly at me however, sitting in the tub where I first saw her in all her naked glory. She’s waiting on me to accept a once unthinkable honor. And whether I’m cursed or blessed by it my obsession overwhelms me again, pushing away my useless regrets in favor of the maddeningly thrilling task at hand. I squirt a large dollop of liquid soap on my palm and begin to reverently smear it over her shoulders.

If I’ve come to regard watching Mistress bathing herself as an intolerable torment, imagine what it’s like rubbing my soap-slippery hands over her perfectly formed limbs, slender little belly, exquisitely firm breasts and gigantic nipples. By the time I reach her groin I’m whimpering continuously and squirming in place. When Mistress grabs my wrist and directs me to keep rubbing her pussy until she comes I’m practically back in insanity land. Even washing her hair for her afterward is as much a trial and torment as an exalting privilege. But finally I’m toweling her dry. Only then am I allowed to remove the vibrator, shoes and lingerie, use the toilet and take a quick shower while she goes to dress and reapply her makeup.

When I emerge from the bathroom Mistress has her boots back on. She’s donned a floor-length negligee of intricately figured purple lace. Her hair is twisted into an elegant bun and once again she looks devastatingly sexy and authoritative – not to mention classy and gorgeous thanks to the judicious application of cosmetics. I really must convince her to go public with this look. Fuck what the town thinks. In the meantime, however, it’s clear my owner intends to re-impose her preferred look on me immediately.

“Okay Brianna, let’s get my pretty young sissy all dolled up again. Then you can make us breakfast and get busy on your housework.

“Remember, the more feminine you look and act and the more flawless your domestic performance, the more likely I’ll be to keep you as my humbly fawning she-male slave permanently. So consider this weekend an audition, or even practice for when you’re lucky enough to be living with me full-time.”

My heart palpitating at this prospect, I submit docilely as Mistress dresses me in bra, panties and stockings of pastel yellow and then crimps in my midriff with a matching girdle. I limit myself to a barely audible whimper as those cruel shoes are forced back on my feet and sit patiently while I’m made up like the most lubricious little slut. Then with clothespins simulating tits I mince girlishly ahead of my Goddess downstairs to the kitchen.

As expected I spend most of the day cleaning and cooking. Mistress once again punishes every little error and lapse into masculinity, and interrupts me regularly to polish her boots, rub her feet or eat her pussy – a new chore I find more thrilling with every repetition. Even the repellant smell of her turns me on; it stirs my degradation craving even more powerfully than licking dirty grit from the soles of her shoes. Each hour or so I spend kneeling between her spread legs delays the completion of my more mundane chores, yet who could dream of complaining? Finally the entire house is spotless though, the dinner clean-up finished, and I’m looking breathlessly forward to another exhilarating, humiliating and intolerably maddening evening of torture and sexual service. First however Mistress has me kneel attentively down before her in the living room (she is sitting regally on the couch) for a bit of serious discussion.

“All right, darling Brianna, we need to talk a bit about your future. You have done very well this weekend. It’s looking increasingly likely that I will choose to keep you beyond your birthday. Do you have any concerns we need to address before your last year of school begins?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’ve been terribly worried about gym class, and the upcoming football season. People are going to see me naked in the showers and changing in the locker room. I can’t think of any way to hide the marks you leave on me, or my chastity device. Now you’ve told me I’ll have to wear women’s underwear too. Word of these things will spread like wildfire in this kind of conservative religious town. I’ll be ruined as surely as if you’d posted that video of me. And people will wonder who has been beating me, and has locked me up. I’ll be watched all the time. Our relationship will be exposed and you will be ruined too. What can we do about this?”

Despite my great anxiety, Mistress doesn’t seem worried at all. She even smiles indulgently, extends a booted foot and uses the toe to toy with the head of my penis.

“Let me ask you a question, slave. Do you want to belong to me forever? Would you like me to leave my sham husband in favor of you? Do you want me to take your sissy virginity and then rule over and fuck you day and night for the rest of your life?”

My cock swelling painfully at both Mistress’ toying and the scenario she describes, I hear the answer burst from me unbidden, my voice cracking with fervency.

“Oh Goddess, I want that more than anything conceivable!”

“Well, slave, to earn this, you will have to give up everything you promised to last night while I was practicing for sex with you: family, friends – and football. Once you graduate (providing you haven’t displeased me or failed to live up to my expectations before then) we will leave this stuffy judgmental town and everyone we know behind. Their opinion of us will no longer matter. In the meantime though, to keep our secret you will simply have to skip both playing football and taking gym class this year.”

“But…but…” Speaking in my breathy falsetto makes me sound especially whiny to myself as I squirm uncomfortably at this thought. “But everyone is counting on me. How will I explain myself to them?”

“That’s easy, darling. Didn’t you tell your parents you were going on a religious retreat, and struggling with spiritual matters? Simply explain that you’ve decided it’s sinful to be naked around other people, and that being a football star has been leading you into vanity and pride. Say you’ve decided to eschew such worldly trifles to concentrate on bettering your soul.

“That will surely pass muster in such a fundamentalist place such as this. Many people will even respect and celebrate your extreme new piety. And is this explanation not the truth in a way? The only lie is that the deity you’ve chosen to devote yourself so completely to is not Jesus but me. I am your Goddess now, and as such I insist that you subordinate everything else in this life to your fanatical worship of me, and your utterly selfless service to me. After all, in what more convincing fashion can you prove yourself worthy of my eternal ownership?”

Gazing up at my Supreme Being while her incredibly sexy boot continues to play with my deprived and tormented manhood, taking in her superior smirk and the way that negligee drapes her incomparably unique body, I feel my doubts begin to ebb away.

Belonging to Mistress is unbelievably costly. Yet it’s also more rewarding than any life I can possibly envision.

Even if I was good enough to play at a Division I college or even the NFL (which I know I’m not), what glories would that life have to offer that could compete with the way Mistress makes me feel when she smiles lovingly at me, kisses my throat like this morning or cuddles me like a lover as she did all last night? What excitement could ever measure up to her whipping my ass or erect prick, manhandling me around and mauling me with her breasts, or (yes, admit it already) lying atop my bound body, clutching me close and humping me with the promise of her cock eventually uniting us in ecstasy? What Playboy model or Hollywood starlet I might conceivably woo and marry could ever arouse and complete me the way Mistress does? In the end there is simply no contest.

“I will do as you say, Goddess. I will skip football and gym and claim a new religious awareness. More, I will continue to obey and worship you unquestioningly forever, and pray that you find me an acceptable enough slave to be your property in perpetuity. Football, family and friendships are nothing compared to keeping you happy and satisfied, sexually and sadistically fulfilled and pleased with me. Even if you posted that video of me right now I would still want to serve and belong to you and only you until I die.”

“Don’t tempt me, precious!” Mistress laughs delightedly. “One day indeed I might burn all your bridges that way. I might post my entire ever-growing archive of you, just to see you globally humiliated so. But for now you’re still my dirty little secret, my irreplaceable she-male sissy slave. So let’s not waste another second of this wonderful weekend together worrying about the future. We’ve got about eighteen hours left before I have to return you to your parents and put up with my husband again. Let’s go upstairs and enjoy bondage and discipline, domination and submission, and lots of kinky lesbian sex!”




Chapter Nine

Claire

“Listen to you singing again! I’m starting to think I’m living with a songbird – especially with those new clothes you’ve been wearing. It’s like you’re bursting into plumage. Come on now, fess up, Claire: what’s got you so much happier and more self-confident these days? You’re like a whole new person this summer. Everyone’s talking about it: the neighbors, people at church, Harriet down at the Seven-Eleven, even the mailman.”

Why shouldn’t I be happy and self-confident? Feminization weekend couldn’t have gone better. Stripping Brian of his masculinity was practically effortless for me. And between the effects of cross-dressing and mannerism molding, orgasm deprivation and relentless penile stimulation, I was able to overcome his innate resistance to sissy sex just as easily. I’ve actually got him (or I should say her) looking desperately forward to being buggered!

I carried off wearing makeup wonderfully, and have finally fully accepted that I really am attractive to men. In retrospect it’s now ridiculously obvious that my unpopularity growing up was due entirely to my shyness and obvious discomfort, the air of timid victimhood I projected. The combination of a repressed personality, inferiority complex, guilt over my atheism and the intellectual and emotional estrangement this created in me sabotaged my interpersonal relations from the beginning. Now I’ve not only recognized and made real strides in overcoming this, but I’ve also just laid the groundwork for permanently escaping the insufferably drab and fraudulent life this has always condemned me to. No wonder Jim is worried, and still prying at me in the guise of compliments. Our dynamic has changed irreversibly, and our sham marriage will soon be history, though of course, he can only suspect the latter. Still required to conceal this for the time being, I fake a bit of embarrassment and offer the excuse I’ve concocted.

“Well if you must know – now don’t laugh – I’ve been reading a lot of self-help books. Most of them are vapid tripe for conning money out of insufferably shallow people. But some of them are actually quite good, with a lot of useful insight and advice. They’re helping me to finally shake off the way my parents raised me. I’m learning to live like a person at last, and not a creeping little mouse.”

“Well good for you,” Jim offers, obviously thinking the opposite. He carries his breakfast dishes to the sink and busies himself washing up. “Speaking of your parents, what do they think of the new you? I can’t imagine your mother’s very pleased.”

“Actually I’ve been avoiding them. You may have noticed Sarah staring daggers at me from across the church. I’m just glad they never stick around for the coffee and donuts afterward – though they may make an exception if I keep dodging her phone calls. Sooner or later though we’re going to have a Jerry Springer Show-style blow-up. I’m actually thinking about getting my hair done for the first time in my life, and you know what she’ll think about that: pride, vanity, sin, licentiousness! She’ll call me the whore of Babylon and swear I’m going straight to hell. I wouldn’t be surprised if she tries to have me committed to a mental institution.”

“Yeah, your mom is nuts all right. She’s the one that needs some serious therapy.”

Jim’s tone has grown more uneasy than ever. Something tells me this has less to do with the confrontation brewing than with the news that I’m planning to style my hair though. Wait until he finds out I’ve also started working out and that I’m considering even joining a health club! Leaving him to his worries and his dishwashing, I go back upstairs to do some internet research into our state’s divorce laws. My parents are sure to cut me off when they find out I’m leaving my husband, so it’s time to see just how much of Jim’s wealth I’m entitled to as compensation for nearly six years of living a lie.


Brianna

My last year of high school begins with my locked-down cock and terribly welted ass cradled by the sheerest silk and a mixture of ostracizing and incomprehension from the community. Yet to my surprise I find none of this overly troublesome.

Mistress has given me three pairs of very lacy, frilly, ribbon-bedecked panties to wear under my clothes: sunshine yellow, hot pink and a particularly garish scarlet. She has also given me strict orders to obsess on how exceedingly feminine wearing these makes me feel. I’m to use them as a constant reminder of how terribly I crave the day of my deflowering, and to always remember that the charade of masculinity I present to the public is temporary while the cross-dressing and feminization she requires of me is permanent.

It is this last that causes me the only real difficulty. Alone with Mistress it becomes ever easier and more natural to speak in a falsetto, mince around easily in high-high heels and even revel in being her abysmally humiliated sissy. Out in public or at home with my parents though there is a constant anxious tension between what I appear to be on the outside and the inexorable changes occurring within me – these so tangibly epitomized by the caress of that hidden underwear. I have to consciously monitor my behavior at all times. After all, I don’t have Mistress here to whip me at the first suggestion of a slip-up. Next to this almost existential conflict, merely hiding the physical fact of those incredibly sexy garments is almost effortless.

I’ve never been one to wear my pants hanging off my ass like the black kids for example, and my parents don’t snoop. Maria does the laundry, and I merely rumple up a few pairs of boxers every week for her to do over and over again. After wearing my panties I rinse these in the sink and leave them to dry overnight in the tree house. Then I just bring them with me to my bi-weekly sessions with Mistress. In addition to cleaning her bedroom and bathroom she has me doing her laundry on these occasions now, so I just add these in. In any case, I haven’t exposed either my sissy underwear or my personality changes yet, and I’m able to remain hopeful that I’ll make it through the year without doing either.

Even easier to deal with is the censure I get for quitting the football team. Whenever I’m abused for putting my newfound religious convictions ahead of the school and even town I just shrug dismissively and think of Mistress grinding her nipples in my face, writhing bodily atop me or snuggling up close under the covers. The fools ridiculing me simply have no idea of the exaltations available to a particularly treasured slave, or how immensely those emotional and physical rewards surpass even the adulation of an entire town. And though we have yet to indulge again in ecstasies like those I was gifted with over that hugely transformative weekend, our regular four-hour sessions remain addictively intense.

That Saturday night after Mistress laid out the possibilities and parameters for a permanent relationship she took me up to that spot under the ceiling hook. Only this time after binding my feet together she had me do a handstand. From that position she was able to toss the rope over the hook and haul me up into the air hanging upside down.

With my hands tied to a twenty-pound barbell weight that I supplied on a previous occasion, I was stretched out suspended with the blood pounding in my head. Mistress relieved me of my penis sleeve and then as promised flogged me viciously with the belt all over my belly, chest, back, legs and groin – basically everywhere but my already badly damaged ass. Between bouts of whipping I was tickled into hysterical paroxysms, cock-tortured and teased into raving derangement, and had my balls alternately crushed and buzzed with the vibrator. But at last I was allowed into bed with my Goddess. There I was tied back up in a succession of inventive ways and subjected to a repeat of most of the previous evening’s unprecedented intimacies. I sucked on Mistress’ toes, nipples and clitoris. I serviced her pussy exhaustively with my fingers, lips, tongue and that vibrator. I was even introduced to tongue-fucking her pretty pink butt-hole.

Mistress mauled and manhandled me around the bed, taking advantage of my bondage to dominate me physically with a lot of wrestling holds (particularly scissoring me between her legs), contemptuous slapping about, breast grinding and beating, face-sitting smothering, more endless jacking of my tied-up erection, and of course, interminable stretches of breathless dry-humping in every possible position. Throughout this last she further aroused me beyond bearing by panting and growling about how often, endlessly and brutally she was going to bludgeon her cock into me once I was truly hers. The only disappointment of the evening was that she didn’t allow me to use that big electric prick on myself. Penetration of my sissy-pussy would remain a rare treat and reward, allowed just often enough to empty me whenever necessary and to keep me helplessly fixated on the day she finally dons a strap-on to eradicate our mutual virginity.

In the end I was again allowed to overnight in her arms and bed while Mistress slept. And this time thanks to my missed night of sleep, exhaustive abuse and energy expenditure (and the slightly lessened novelty of the experience) I at last managed to slumber some too despite being so exalted – not to mention cruelly hogtied, hooded, clothes-pinned and gagged. Indeed we slept quite late together after such an orgiastic weekend, leaving me with just enough time to bathe my Goddess’ body again, clean up her suite and make her an early afternoon breakfast before sneaking my bike out, around the far side of her house to the street and pedaling it home.

Since that unforgettable forty-eight hours we have proceeded similarly – though my subsequent midnight visits can’t approach that definitive experience in extremity or scope. I continue to be feminized upon arrival, whereupon I immediately start the laundry and quickly perform the rest of my housework. Then once I’ve moved the clothes from the washer to the dryer I’m at last tied up to serve and suffer, to enjoy incredible exaltation and endure maniacal frustration. Mistress now wears makeup for each of our domination dates, and I always make it a point to encourage her to defy her parents by openly adding this new dimension to her ever burgeoning beauty. Bit by bit Mrs. Andrews is accumulating a whole new wardrobe of far more attractive and fashionable clothes which she now wears in favor of her drab and shapeless shirts and dresses. Surely going public with her use of cosmetics must be the next step. After all, soon the fact that she’s now developing some supremely exciting muscle tone will also be readily apparent. Added to her marathon disciplinary and sexual exertions is that fact that every night before bed now Mistress engages in an hour of ever more vigorous exercise. Watching her perform these nude calisthenics from my tree house quickly grows into a monumental tease and relief and source of joy and pride for me all at once.

While certainly a thrillingly titillating show, this spectacle proves far less trying for me than watching her dance seductively about the room and then masturbate – though she by no means abandons these habits. Yet the real thrill for me, beyond the gradual yet steady enhancement of her physique, and her power and stamina in sexual and disciplinary pursuits, is the fact that Mistress is freeing herself from yet another element of her repressive upbringing.

Even as I’ve been forced to forgo the healthy pleasures of organized physical activity she is belatedly discovering them. By the time the first two months of the new school year have passed thus and she announces her intention to join a health club for more structured workouts – along with finally getting her hair professionally styled and going public with her use of cosmetics – I’m so delighted for us both I want to dance and caper like a demented elf.

With less than four months to go until my birthday, and our relationship still a perfectly-kept secret (and Mistress regularly declaring herself satisfied with my exemplary service and my still hidden yet flawless transition to faux-femininity) things are wonderfully on track for our eventual eternal paradise together as omnipotent Goddess and worshipful slave. It seems like nothing can possibly come between the incredible destiny determined for me at thirteen.


Claire

I can’t believe I’m finally doing it!

Today I’m taking my most daring step yet in my transformation from timid little house mouse into hot sex goddess. This summer and fall have been like an incredible dream of long-delayed liberation and the fortuitous fulfillment of my most far-fetched fantasies.

Let’s see: it was late June when I first discovered my teenage neighbor was spying on me, and wondered how he could possibly not be revolted. It was early July when I decided to find out, and met Tasha who suggested to me that I really was attractive, and that I could go from scullery maid to queen of the castle if I just made the effort – particularly by going to the salon and getting my hair done. It was a couple of weeks after that when I trapped and interrogated young Brian and not only got his concurring opinion on my potential attractiveness but learned to trust its sincerity.

Through his willing enslavement and obsessive worship I gradually learned to be proud of the breasts and vagina I’ve always been ashamed of, and in the process received outrageously redundant proofs of my desirability. Now after about three and half months of unbelievable ego-gratification and steadily increasing confidence I’m finally about to do as Tasha and Sherri (my first real friends) have been pestering me to. I’m going straight to The Beauty Shoppe to get my hair done. Jim left for work less than ten minutes ago, I have an incredibly consequential date with Brianna set up for eleven o’clock tonight, and my formerly dreaded and now merely despised mother is coming for dinner at six. What a day of consecutive adventures I have ahead!

For starters, I’m glad to be rid of Jim and incredibly psyched to be seeing Brianna. Jim hasn’t taken one of his trips up to the city since that wonderful weekend in August. I think now he’s done trying to assert himself and is attempting to mollify me instead, since all the changes in me make him so uneasy. Gay he might be, but he’s still a man – he just can’t imagine that I might not give a shit how much sex he gets, and that I might actually welcome having the house to myself to enjoy a little erotic recreation of my own. This has never been truer than today.

Since that awesome weekend when Brian became Brianna I’ve been finding it ever harder to be content just dominating my slave for only a few hours at a time every few days. I want to be a feared and worshipped and lusted-after goddess around the clock! Not only that, but it’s also finally time to live out another fantasy. I need to take degrading my little bitch, my former exemplar of exactly the kind of guy I’ve resented since high school, to the next fantastic depth I have planned for him.

I’ve beaten him, bound him and cock-teased him practically to madness. I’ve taught him to treasure degradation and robbed him of his autonomy, his greatest pleasures, his public acclaim, his orgasmic capacity and even his masculinity. Tonight I take the last shred of dignity my simpering little sissy possesses. But first I have to achieve the most meaningful victory of all over my horrid past, my once deeply ingrained parental legacy of social and sexual repression. I have to complete my transformation and rub it in my mother’s face. If I have to cut all ties with the last of my family in the process, then so be it.

When I climb into my car and head for the mall I’m wearing makeup in public (or in front of anyone besides Brianna) for the first time. I’m also wearing high heels and a new dress. This is a tight and stylish number that’s a riot of color. It falls to only mid-thigh and shows off my legs and fitter new figure wonderfully. Since I’m getting my hair cut I’ve merely pulled it back in a ponytail, but even this is a radical departure from only a few months ago. Far back in the recesses of my mind I can still hear my mother shrieking that I’m a slut. Yet this no longer brings even a hint of a blush to my face.

The plain truth is that I’m turned out no more provocatively than seventy or eighty percent of other American women setting out to run a couple of errands before an informal dinner engagement. Modesty is all well and good, but I refuse to hide my light under a bushel (or my body under a burqa) at the behest of deluded religious fanatics any longer.

At the mall I grab my new purse (also smaller and more fashionable than my clunky old carryall) and the sheaf of printouts I’ve brought. I lock up the car and stride briskly inside.

Where once I was too timid to even walk past the place, I head straight down to the beauty parlor my friends recommended. And rather than scurry slump-shouldered and head down, I confidently meet the eyes of people I pass and am gratified but not overly surprised to meet smiles of greeting, nods, and looks of appraisal and even admiration. Guys are checking me out – legs, waist, bust, face – and even lingering for a longer study. Yet they don’t look shocked or salacious as if seeing a brazen hussy, or derisively amused as if seeing a pigeon trying to pass herself off as a peacock. They look interested and speculative, as if weighing up their chances with me despite my wedding and engagement rings. Perhaps I should have taken those off…

By the time I reach The Beauty Shoppe I’m practically floating on air, eager and excited about my coming makeover. Tasha recommended a beautician named Angie, and peeking at name tags I’m delighted to see she’s currently free. A big outgoing Italian girl, she’s popping bubblegum and chatting animatedly with the employee next to her. An unwelcome residue of the mouse I used to be makes me hesitate a bit as I approach her chair, but she immediately hails me in a comradely fashion.

“What can we do for you today, honey?”

“Well Tasha at Victoria’s Secret says you can turn me into a glamour girl. But I’ll settle for just for no longer being a dismal Dora. I need a new hairstyle.”

“Oh my heavens, you must be Claire!” Angie claps her hands and guffaws. “She and Sherri told me all about you, darling. You’ll have to forgive us please; we’re all terrible gossips working at the damn mall.

“They told me you were a knockout who refused to believe it, stuck in a marriage with a husband who doesn’t deserve you, and that you must have grown up in Palmyra or thereabouts, you know, surrounded by all the Jesus-shouters. They said they’d probably have to conk you on the head or at least get you good and drunk before they managed to drag you in here.”

“That’s me,” I manage to laugh, a bit taken aback by all this but recovering quickly enough. “All true, unfortunately, but I’m getting better. I made it from lingerie to new clothes to makeup. So now I guess it’s time to finish the job.”

“Well you came to the right place, honey. Have a seat and let’s see what we can do.”

Pulling the rubber-band from my hair I sit down, still clutching that sheaf of paper. Angie cracks her gum and cocks her head.

“What you got there?”

“Well, I have zero experience with hairstyles you know. So I looked up some pictures on the internet and printed out a few that appealed to me. I thought maybe you could tell me if you think any of them would look good on me.”

“Darlin’, I bet anything would look good on you. But we’re not settling for good, we’re going for drop-dead gorgeous here. Let’s see what you’ve found.”

Paging through the photos of various models, occasionally seeking input from the other girls, we soon reach a consensus. This is going to be the most radical change I considered, but also the one I was most hoping for. All the beauticians are in agreement that the very short, spiky style I favor will flatter my face the most. As it also fits my emerging persona as a confident, even aggressive modern woman (and private dominatrix), it should be perfect for me. As she snips away at me and all my limp, straight, insufferably boring shoulder-length locks fall to the floor, Angie soon proves a fount of other invaluable advice.

“This is going to be just wonderful! Now what you need is some jewelry. Whenever are you going to get your ears pierced already? Christ, my twelve year-old daughter has about three on each side. There’s a place that will do it for you right here, down at the JC Penney end. Get yourself some badass earrings to go with this look, and some bracelets too. Trade in that skinny gold necklace for a choker, something wider and flashier that’ll fit snug about your throat. And try getting some sexy fuck-me boots and animal pattern dresses: you know, leopard print, tiger stripes, black and white zebra or even snakeskin.”

Picturing myself like this gives me a powerfully erotic tingle. I take the opportunity to pump Angie for other tips.

“Thanks so much! Tell me, how am doing with makeup? I never wore it before this summer. I had to learn by trial and error and the internet.”

“Not too bad, honey. Not too bad at all. Try something a little more striking though.”

Angie proceeds to provide a wealth of ideas on shades and styles for various effects, offers application tips and recommends specific brands. By the time she’s finished my head is crammed with details for looking more glamorous than I could ever have imagined. She even plucks my eyebrows and talks me into coloring my hair: changing my wheat shade to platinum with a frosting of black on the tips. Though I’m there quite a bit longer than planned, the final result is worth it. The other beauticians crowd around to exclaim and congratulate both Angie and me, and looking in the mirror I’m both thrilled and a bit nervous at the extent of the change.

My mother is going to go through the roof, the neighbors and parishioners (if I even bother continuing the wearisome charade of going to church) might all drop of heart attacks. Jim might actually wet his pants. Oh well, fuck them all! It’s Brianna’s reaction I can’t wait to see. She is going to split her chastity sleeve! Oh baby, tonight is going to be a night like no other!

This definitely calls for some new lingerie. And I can’t wait to show my friends that I’ve taken the plunge at last and see what they say. After thanking and paying (and generously tipping) Angie, I revel in a last round of compliments before hurrying over to Victoria’s Secret.

When I first walk in, Sherri doesn’t even recognize me. When I approach her she looks again, does a double take and lets out an unaffected shriek of amazement and delight. Heads turn everywhere, and for someone who spent a lifetime in hiding I find I don’t mind the attention a bit. My friend’s reaction instantly cures me of any doubts or nervousness; the flush that comes to my cheeks is born of a healthy pleasure rather than misguided shame.

“Oh my God, Claire, I didn’t even know it was you! Oh you look absolutely fantastic, I can’t believe you finally did it! Congratulations! Oh this is so awesome! Tasha, look at this!”

More immensely flattering exclamations of delight heat my features, and it takes a good ten minutes to get my mentors to calm down enough to conduct business. Tasha actually kisses my cheek before she has to hurry back to the register, and Sherri is still gushing as we go to find me the perfect bed-wear to go with my new look.

“Oh, this is so fantastic! Tell you what, girl, why don’t you ditch those rings and come out dancing with us tonight? We found this great new club; you will literally knock them dead there! Come on, have a few drinks with us and let your hair down – metaphorically speaking of course, you scrumptious vixen you. God, didn’t I tell you Angie was the best? She has really outdone herself this time!”

This is actually an enormously tempting offer. Going to a nightclub is another long-overdue adventure I’ve never had the guts for. The only dancing I’ve ever done is in my own bedroom for an audience of one, and I’ve never tried more than a single glass of wine. Too bad I have plans that can’t be cancelled.

“That sounds wonderful, Sherri. Unfortunately I have to take a rain check. No, don’t look at me like that, I’m serious. I can’t wait to go out with you guys. But I’m having my mother over for dinner and I can’t skip it, I’ve been dodging her for months.

“She is going to absolutely freak out when she sees me and that’s actually for the best. I’ve been cowering under her thumb all my life, and I’m sick of it. It’s way past time to have it out with her; tell her I’m a fucking adult who can live my life the way I want.”

“You got that right, girl! Well how about this weekend then?”

“How about this?” I counter. “Didn’t you say you belong to a really great health club? Getting a gym membership and starting working out properly is next on my agenda. Do you suppose you can introduce me and kind of ease me into the scene?”

“Saturday at noon!” Sherri immediately declares. “And let me tell you: you are going to love this place. And leave your damn rings at home girl, because it’s a popular spot with singles, just full of hot guys. It’s time to ditch that zero and find yourself a hero! Here, let me write down the address and my cell phone number…”

With yet another step in my emancipation now about to be accomplished – and the possibility of actually meeting some men my own age who might really be interested in me sending butterflies swooping through my belly – I tuck the slip of paper Sherri hands me into my purse and finally focus on my shopping. It’s getting late. I pick out three new pair of panties for Brianna – even skimpier, truly slutty ones – and then turn to my own needs. After vacillating briefly between a red leather corset with white buckles up the front and a black net body stocking with a tight diamond-patterned mesh I decide on the body stocking. This has openings in the front for my bare breasts to protrude though, which should be great for titillating my impotent slave, and another at the crotch for my pussy, which will be crucial in my plans for tonight.

After voicing her approval Sherri accompanies me to the checkout counter for more banter with Tasha, more delighted praise for my haircut and insistence that the three of us go out clubbing together as soon as possible. Only after repeating my emphatic agreement several times am I finally allowed to take my purchases, exchange cheek kisses with both and return to my car.

That’s one adventure done. Now I have to endure the stressful soap opera part of my big day before reveling in the fantastic rewards of tonight…


Claire

When I reach home I put away the lingerie and change into sneakers. I swap my dress for a pair of tight-fitting blue jeans and a red sleeveless blouse: perfectly ordinary attire for a casual evening at home that my mother will no doubt find shocking, scandalous, sinful, et cetera. Then I spend some time in the garage fiddling with a heavy-duty battery that Jim bought for an old ATV he was going to fix up but never satisfactorily managed to. After carrying this upstairs to the bathroom and stowing it in a cupboard by the tub I go down to get started on dinner.

I don’t expect my dear mother to even make it to the table before storming out. That doesn’t mean I intend to go hungry however. And who knows, hell may freeze over and she might just decide to be civil or even reasonable about the way I’ve decided to defy her lifetime of abuse and twisted indoctrination. In that unlikely case it will be salads, green beans and baked chicken for two instead of one. I’m just sliding this last into the oven when I hear her car in the driveway. Steeling myself for the screaming, armoring myself in the determination to defend my precious emancipation, I go to meet her at the door.

“Hi, Mom, come on in!”

My smile is open and friendly yet lacking the nervous uncertainty she’s come to expect.

Always before I had the air of a picked-upon private submitting to an unreasonably demanding drill instructor’s inspection. Now fortified by months of exercising unlimited dominance of my own – not to mention all the praise and encouragement I basked in this afternoon – I receive the harridan that so terrorized me growing up with a carefree veneer over combative readiness. And though Sarah stops dead on the threshold upon seeing me, she is at first too shocked to begin screaming. She actually turns pale and sways a bit as if about to faint. Clutching the door frame for support she can only whisper.

“Merciful God in heaven, Claire, what have you done?”

“I got my hair cut and bought some new clothes!” I respond brightly. “Do you like it? I got tired of looking like a character on Little House on the Prairie. It’s not the eighteen-fifties anymore after all.”

“Oh my savior, where did I go wrong?” Mom’s voice is gaining strength, but it’s still a despairing plaint.

“Jim said you’d changed and I should have a talk with you, but he never mentioned this! My God, that haircut is downright satanic! And – yes, you’re wearing makeup! Your eyebrows are plucked! And those clothes – oh please tell me you haven’t left the house looking like that!”

“Well, I have actually. I went to the mall over in Spencerville this afternoon to visit the beauty parlor. Won’t you come in and sit down? You look like you could use a glass of water.”

“A beauty parlor: places of sin and licentiousness!” hisses Sarah, the color rushing back into her face and the old light of mania rising in her eyes. “I have taught… I have taught you better than that, you bad, evil, wicked child!”

“No Mom,” I respond gently, determined to remain civil though I can feel my own resentment rising. “That is where you are misguided. There is nothing sinful about wanting to look attractive. It’s entirely healthy and natural. The sin is to spend your life beat down and cowering, afraid of the world and endlessly preoccupied with deflecting attention. Being excessively meek has always left me miserable. For the first time ever I’m happy and comfortable with myself.”

“Happy and comfortable!” Sarah is shrieking at last. “Happy as the whores in Sodom and Gomorrah, until the Lord sent the fire and brimstone raining down upon them! As comfortable as Joseph in his coat of many colors until his brothers righteously stripped him of it, cast him into the pit and sold him into slavery!”

“I think you need to read your bible more carefully, Mom,” I respond wryly. “Joseph’s brothers were the ones who did evil and offended God. And it was virtuous Joseph who forgave his brothers and saved his entire family from famine.”

“Do not speak of what you do not understand!” Sarah screams, her eyes popping with derangement. “You dare speak to me of the bible and sin, you whore, you strumpet, you…you fallen woman!”

“Mom, are we going to have this discussion out here where the whole street can hear?”

At this my mother’s overriding instinct for propriety kicks in. With a furtive look around she scuttles inside and allows me to close the door. With that accomplished, I smile brightly again. “Now how about that glass of water, or perhaps a cup of tea?”

“I would not sully my lips with anything in this house of sin, not until you agree to make an appointment with the pastor, so we can set you back on the path of righteousness!”

“Sorry, Mom,” I respond cheerfully. Then with a bit of malicious giddiness I decide to throw all my cards down and hasten this unpleasantness to its inevitable conclusion. “I’m never going back to that church again. I’m an atheist, you see. I’ve been one ever since I was old enough to understand that all that talking snake crap was patently ridiculous.

“Seriously, people walking on water, changing it into wine, coming back from the dead or witching down walls? Jesus curing leprosy or casting demons into pigs? These things are impossible; they are stories for children or the pathetically credulous. And as a moral guide the bible is even worse than a barbarian fantasy. Any book that advocates stoning as a punishment for disobedient children, for sleeping around or working on a particular day of the week is not one that I care to follow.”

“An atheist!” Mom’s shriek is of a pitch and volume to shatter glass. Her hands tug at her hair and she’s so apoplectic she can’t even speak for a moment. Trembling on the verge of violence, she at last seems to realize she’s nearly fifty years old and that I’m not a defenseless child anymore. She can’t lock me in my room and deny me dinner. There’s no strap handy to beat me black-and-blue with and they call that criminal assault once the daughter has reached maturity. Casting frantically around for a verbal bludgeon instead, she at last seizes on one I doubt Jesus would approve of: money.

“Well, if you don’t care about going to hell, how about the poorhouse? When Jim hears about this he’ll surely throw you out in the street, and you won’t get a penny from your father and me looking and talking like this!”

“Jim knows, Mom.”

I’m tempted to spill Jim’s secret here as well. That would surely send her into hysterics. But he doesn’t deserve that and so I manage to control the urge.

“He can leave me any time he wants, and he doesn’t want to. He accepts that I won’t be subservient to a husband any more than I will to a Bronze Age book of fairy tales – or even to you anymore. I’m an adult with a brain and will and body of my own. I can get a job if I have to, and any divorce would entitle me to alimony and a substantial settlement. I’m afraid of the poorhouse no more than I am of your cartoon funhouse kingdom of fire underground.”

For a moment Sarah (talk about a nasty bible character: look up my mother’s namesake) is stunned into a blissful silence. Then she seizes upon a last-ditch gambit to deny reality.

“Drugs!” she suddenly declares with adamant, triumphant finality. “That’s the only explanation. You’ve fallen in with a bad crowd and started abusing drugs. Nothing else could possibly explain this. Your father and I didn’t raise you to be some kind of back-talking heathen whore who flaunts her vanity and sin like this. We could not have failed so badly!”

The surety of this sudden conviction infuses my mother absolutely.

“We’re going to hire a private investigator. He’ll get to the bottom of this. Then you’ll go to jail young lady, or at least rehab until you get your life straightened out. I won’t have my only child go to hell over drugs and licentiousness. No way, missy. We’ll see about this! Just you wait! I’m going home to talk to your father about it right now.”

With that Sarah flees the scene, slamming the door behind her and screeching her tires in the driveway. I can only sigh and shake my head.

I was right: we didn’t even make it past the foyer, much less to the dinner table. Unfortunately I failed to foresee this desperate resort to unlikely explanations to avoid facing the truth about me. If my lunatic mother really does hire a private investigator to start trailing me around or spy on my house, it could destroy all my carefully made plans and the hugely enjoyable process of ensuring young Brianna remains enslaved to me for life. Goddamn her!

With another worried sigh I head back into the kitchen to check on the chicken.

I’d better call Dad and see if he can talk some sense into her. And in case he can’t, Brianna and I are going to have to be even more careful than we’ve been already after tonight. Feeling the need to calm my nerves – and exercise my defiance, and prepare appropriately for my date later – I stop at the fridge one the way and grab one of the bottles of beer Jim keeps for entertaining colleagues or watching football games. I haven’t tasted even a sip of this stuff since a little clandestine experimentation in high school. Even then I never made it past half a can. But given my plans for tonight, and for soon joining Sherri and Tasha for cocktails and dancing, now seems an excellent time to acquaint myself with recreational drinking.


Brianna

I knew Mistress was planning to get her hair cut. Nevertheless when I slip through the patio door and into her house – clad as usual in just pajamas and sneakers, with my dirty laundry in one hand and a rose I plucked on impulse from the flowerbed bordering our house in the other – the transformation in my Goddess is so arresting that I go weak in the knees. I know it’s growing repetitive to say so but it’s true: once again I gasp in unfeigned adoration, arousal, and that always incredibly compelling intimidation.

Stepping out of the shadows toward me Mrs. Andrews has never looked more worthy of worship. Never has she so effortlessly evoked my unstinting submission. I could spend eons suffering her most insidious afflictions and count myself the most blessed among men throughout them. And by her infinite grace I pray yet again that I may be allowed to do so.

Perched on sexy stiletto heels, almost her entire slender body (gradually becoming wonderfully defined) is encased to the neck in clinging black mesh. The only exceptions are her most arousing parts. Gleaming in the dimness, those matchless breasts and genitals protrude through openings, the overpowering appeal of their uniqueness incredibly emphasized by the contrast between their nudity and that otherwise enveloping netting.

Thanks to some new trick of makeup Mistress’ cheekbones and eyes are also spectacularly emphasized. Her brows are now thin and arched, giving her features an imposing aristocratic cast. But of course, the erotically daunting authority of that haughty countenance is most affectingly accentuated by that shocking new hairstyle.

Cut short and spiky, now white-blonde with contrasting black tips, it puts me in mind of Brigitte Neilson as the villain in some eighties’ movie. The ultimate icon of feminine strength, Mistress looks nothing so much as a cruel dominatrix born and bred. This is such a diametric change from her former projection of timid insecurity that I can hardly believe that woman ever existed. Soon my weakened knees give out completely and I fall to them in veneration. My poor reproductive organ succumbs immediately to the agony of a rejected erection and my falsetto quavers uncontrollably as I hold forth that rose.

“Oh my Goddess, is it really you? You look absolutely amazing! I brought you this pitiful flower as a token of my devotion. But it should wither and blacken, shrivel and fall from the stem in shame at the divine blaze of your beauty! Oh Goddess, please do whatever you choose to me! I could never suffer enough to earn the heaven of your presence! Please, let me get my housework out of the way immediately so I can submit to your most demanding wishes!”

Mistress’ voice is a purr and growl of feral intent as she stalks closer to me.

“There will be no housework tonight, slave. Doing laundry won’t be necessary. I have graciously bought you some new panties to cradle my penis and sissy-pussy with, my secret young she-male. You can wear those until next time. Now strip and put these on.”

Mistress tosses my high-heel pumps down to clatter before me.

“Do so swiftly. As your Goddess I have a supremely appropriate sacrament with which to bless you tonight. I have been preparing myself to perform it for hours and it can’t wait a single unnecessary instant.”

If I wouldn’t have to explain away the damage later, I would send buttons flying as I tear my pajamas apart just as I did my t-shirt that one time. As it is I shuck these and my sneakers as quickly as I can before pulling on those always terribly cramping shoes. Then I crawl to Mistress and hurriedly kiss each of her heels before scrambling upright.

The smell of beer surrounds my Goddess like a miasma. Her grin is far wider than usual, her glint of sadistic mischief more pronounced than ever and I see that she is drunk.

This is another unprecedented development and I shiver a little, wondering what it forebodes. Inhibitions eradicated more utterly than usual, will she prove more brutal, more loving, more adventurous, or all three? Plucking that flower from me and tossing it indifferently away, Mistress takes my hand by the middle finger and draws me after her toward the stairs.

“Come along, subject. It’s time to see just how devoted to me you really are.”

Apparently she’s serious about not wasting any time. Rather than lead me to the bedroom for the usual makeup, nail polishing and cross-dressing, Mistress takes me instead straight from the hallway into the master bathroom.

Tonight this has been appointed as the torture chamber. It is lit by candles on every available surface, and sonorous organ music comes through the door to the darkened bedroom. Ropes and implements of punishment are laid out by the tub, which remains empty and dry.

Mistress removes my chastity sleeve, ties my hands behind my back and then to my swiftly bloating genitals, harnessing them up as before. After that she orders me to step into the tub and face away from the drain. I comply with mystification, excitement, and no little trepidation. I’d like to think that very first fantasy is finally about to be granted. Yet surely the occasion merits nothing so simple.

“Kneel, slave. Spread your feet out wide to either side. Then sit so that your butt rests on the bottom of the tub between them.”

Once I’m positioned thus Mistress has me lay all the way back. With my hands trapped under me, my groin and abdomen are thrust upward, the tip of my perpendicularly yearning prick the highest point on my body. My back is arched and my head and shoulders rest on the cold hard porcelain just shy of the drain and faucet. Visibly tipsy and already giggling, Mistress points her camera at me and starts it recording. Then she steps carefully up onto the sides of the tub, straddling my bound body and looming seemingly to the ceiling above me.

From my supine perspective two feet below the soles of her shoes, Mistress towers like a colossus – or a divinity looking down from Olympus. Fists cocked on her hips, her spread legs are columnar and defined, meeting at her exposed genitalia. Below her slender belly, the matched bulbs of her breasts and her fearsomely gorgeous regard grinning down at me, I almost fail to notice how swollen the area just above her pubis is. Here her abdomen bulges outward as though my virgin priestess is in the first stages of some divinely conceived pregnancy. Before I can ponder this however Mistress builds on that religious theme, referring to the ever-growing piety she’s been cultivating in me all summer and fall.

“I am your Goddess, the sole focus of your private, intensely felt, scrupulously followed and ecstatically rewarding religion. Is this not true, my worshipful young subject?”

“Yes, Goddess!” I breathe, my mouth suddenly dry with awe, excitement and the anticipation of I know not what new wonder.

“Then it’s time to make that formal and official. We must consecrate this deepest-held spiritual commitment of yours with the institution of a sacrament: a regularly performed ritual of immense significance that recognizes, celebrates, and continuously reaffirms my status and authority as your chosen deity. Do you not agree?”

“Of course, my holy Goddess!”

“Then so it shall be. Prepare for an exaltation beyond any other.”

Slowly Goddess crouches down, her knees splaying out wider as they bend. Drunken hilarity capers in her gaze, belying the solemnity of her expression, the gravity of the occasion, and the portentous atmosphere concentrating around us. As the organ music soars toward a crescendo she at last squats balanced just above me. Divinely lovely in every symmetrical line, she intones her benediction.

“Slave Brianna, I hereby baptize you into the one true faith: the submissive worship of your eternal owner. Accept this blessing in reverence of me!”

Mingled gold and silver in the flickering light of the candles, a glittering stream of chrism suddenly arcs down from the most sacred center of my Supreme Being. Before I can even credit that she’s actually peeing on me, Mistress’ noisome excreta is splattering against my face.

Sputtering in horrified shock, I can feel nothing at first but mind-riving revulsion. Scourging and acidic, salty and stinking and strongly ammoniac, Mistress’ hot piss runs into my mouth before I can clamp my lips together. My stomach lurches in rebellion, and only an immense effort prevents me from puking. And still that spray scours my face relentlessly, beating on my cheeks, nose, eyelids and forehead and pouring down to run all over me, thoroughly soaking my hair on its way to the drain.

Now I understand the swelling of her abdomen! How much beer did Mistress drink, and how long has she been holding it in? Though my eyes are squeezed as tightly shut as my mouth I can hear her groaning in a relief that sounds downright orgasmic. On and on and on she voids herself in a spray as forceful as it is interminable. Though she still isn’t finished I finally have to snatch a breath, and the reek and moisture that’s sucked in through my nose makes me retch and shudder all over again. Hotter than her pints of piss soaking me though is the outraged shame that’s flaming in my cheeks. Skin crawling at the unthinkable extremity of my demeaning, I belatedly recall my Goddess’ order to be exalted. And deep in the most enslaved recess of my soul I suddenly recognize that this ultimate degradation merits just that.

This sacrament certainly relegates licking the ground Mistress walks on, being turned into her sissy she-male, burying my tongue deep in her asshole or fantasizing about her cock stabbing into my own into just trifling impositions. Yet before my obsession can overcome my revulsion, that scourging stream finally slows. It weakens, falters, and stripes my lips, chin, neck and chest with one last run of wet before petering out into diminishing drips. As I gasp helplessly for breath then and try to come to some kind of terms with what’s just occurred, I hear my deity sternly admonishing me.

“You are a bad slave, and a very unworthy subject. You did not enjoy your baptism, or greet it with the rapture it deserves. If you wish to remain my property for all eternity, you will have to learn to do so. Fortunately for you though, you will have another opportunity soon. I drank enough beer waiting for you to ensure that.

“In the meantime though, you must be punished for your failure. Wallow in your rightful pain now, slave, and concentrate on treating your next baptism as the holy blessing that it is!”


Claire

“Yes Goddess!” Brianna gasps, still visibly struggling with her gorge.

The sight of her soaked and dripping, writhing with unbearable humiliation and robbed of any dignity forever makes me want to shake my fists, dance about and whoop with triumph.

Take that, men of the world! Bathe your face in my waste and learn to love it, because one day soon you’re going to serve as my exclusive toilet! Damn I wish I’d started drinking at sixteen and had the capacity to pound Jim’s whole twelve-pack! As it is, the three beers I’ve downed already make me feel on top of the world. Relieved now of the terrible cramping pressure that had been building over the last hour, I pull another bottle out of the crushed ice in the sink, twist off the cap and take a long swig.

Oh, that’s good! Riding the fresh rush of intoxication I pull that battery out of the cupboard and set it by the side of the tub, out of Brianna’s line of sight. Picking up the insulated wires clipped to the terminals, I lean over and touch the alligator clips on the other ends to the very tip of that visibly pulsing, pathetically needy pole. The results are so spectacular I have to laugh with giddy abandon, all pretense of sternness forgotten.

Instantly Brianna screams and convulses, her erection waggling wildly as her bound hands tug on it. Her body bridges, lifting that organ higher than ever as if eager for another jolt. And so I give her one, laughing again at my slave’s bulging eyes and autonomic struggles.

“Yes, slave, unlike Zeus I can’t incinerate you with hurled lightning bolts. This is almost as good though, isn’t it? So suffer for me, pathetic sinner, and learn to love the sacrament your lovely Goddess grants you!”

Filled with savage delight I shock my slave again and again. In the interest of keeping things fresh I hit random spots all over her body, though of course, I concentrate particularly on her nipples, balls, all over that fiercely up-jutting prick and especially the ultra-sensitive tip. Brianna screams and weeps and thrashes in the bottom of the tub, driven into delirium more swiftly than by any other punishment. Still I continue until I’ve zapped her at least fifty times. Finally I set the wires aside, take another big swig of beer and ruthlessly jerk that up-jutting prick to any number of backfiring orgasmic spasms. After that I torture her with dripping candle wax. I use the belt to whip her chest, belly, thighs and groin all cherry red and then I resume shocking her, making my sinner suffer until I’ve finished that fourth bottle of beer. By that time I’m ready to give her an opportunity to redeem herself. Seeing me step back up onto the sides of the tub, Brianna whimpers with mixed dread and determination.

“Yes, my worshipful subject, your Goddess is going to bless you again. Hold forth your face to receive the golden rain of heaven and obsess on how lucky you are to belong to me. I could have any man I want, yet I choose to pee on you!”

Brianna shudders and whimpers again. Yet she lifts up her head and holds it steady, offering her face to be bathed in my nectar. She still holds her lips clamped tightly closed, but this is acceptable for now. One step toward eternal toilet service at a time is fine. I squat down as close as I can get. Then with a thrill as great as any I get from beating or jerking or humping my slave I take a deep breath and let go, urinating directly into that dreadfully expectant face almost as forcefully and endlessly as I did the first time.

This baptism Brianna manages to take without retching. Nor does she attempt to turn away from it in the least. But when I finish she pants heavily again – she’s still holding her breath, enduring rather enjoying this obligation. For that she’s earned more torture.

Two further hours and more I whip my slave, zap her repeatedly with electricity, burn her with hot wax and jerk her abused hard-on to the point of madness. I even add a new element to my cock-teasing repertoire: rubbing the head with my nipples and pumping the entire bloated shaft through my pressed-together breasts. This is so incredibly effective at driving my poor sissy into dementia that I immediately determine to make it a featured part of her torment from now on. Meanwhile I straddle her to piss in her face at least three more times. I’ve heard that beer will do that to you, and what a delightful reason to make a habit of it! At last Brianna exhibits the exaltation I demand at this sacrament. Raising her features to my caustic stream she smiles beatifically, even turning from side to side in her eagerness to be more completely defiled. She stops holding her breath and even lets my pee trickle over her slackly parted lips. Satisfied for the time being, I bathe my slave with soap and hot water then and even wash her hair for her. After that we need to have a little talk about the problems my mother might cause us.

“Okay, Brianna, despite your initial inability to treasure the gift of my nectar, I’m still very happy with my ownership of you. I still want to keep you forever and fuck you like a slut every day of your adult life. But a difficulty has arisen that we may need to deal with.”

Brianna’s look of beaming excitement at my praise is tempered at once with respectful attention. I stroke her wet hair with cosseting approval as she kneels in the tub next to me.

“As expected, my mother was not happy to learn that I have rejected her fucked-up worldview. She has decided that this can’t possibly be a rational reaction and that I must be under the influence of drugs and bad companions. She spoke of hiring a private detective to watch me and gather evidence of this.

“It’s possible my father may persuade her otherwise. He is not quite as crazy as she is, and speaking to him on the phone this evening I think I convinced him that while I may be a rebellious sinner breaking a few commandments, I am not a drug abuser. Still we must take extra precautions in case I’m wrong.

“You will have to stop peeping at me from your tree house every night. Only do so when I specifically order you to. And before going out there or coming to visit me, use your night-vision equipment to thoroughly scan and scout the area. Look for someone lurking about or sitting in a parked car. If you feel my house is being watched and you can’t come over, call my number, let it ring once and then hang up. We will have to make other arrangements then. Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes, Goddess. I won’t let you down. Thank you for instituting such a challenging sacrament, and such an exciting new torment for me to endure. Thank you as well for the new panties, and for making yourself more beautiful than I could ever have imagined.”

“You’re welcome, darling Brianna. Now, let’s get you out of that tub and untied. I need you out of here before Jim gets home. I will keep your dirty panties until your next visit. Let’s shoot for Monday at eleven.”

“Yes, Goddess!”




Chapter Ten

Brianna

I’ve been hiding out for days, avoiding everyone and profoundly troubled by recent developments. In the three weeks since Goddess first baptized me (and made this a regular ritual that’s just become more rewarding and upsetting than ever) she’s turned into the talk of the town.

Though we’ve seen no evidence yet of her being professionally investigated, all the scandalized gossip about her has still complicated things considerably. Publically she remains cheerfully dismissive of all the uproar (and is even privately gleeful about it with me), yet this too is making my situation increasingly fraught. I’m constantly paranoid that someone will link the enormous changes in painfully demure Mrs. Andrews with my own recent transformation from cocky football hero to quietly retiring religious devotee. No one has put the two together yet, but the dinner-table conversation I just endured with my parents had me seriously sweating.

“I ran into Jim Andrews yesterday,” Dad was completely relaxed as he handed me a tureen of peas to pass down to Mom, but still I almost dropped it. “He asked me if you were free this Saturday. Now that all the leaves are down, he wants you to use their blower to clear their lawn and driveway. Same drill as usual he said: the ones in front of the house need to be piled and bagged, but in the rear you can just blow them back into the tree belt.

“If you’re interested, maybe you can do our lawn at the same time. He’ll give you fifty bucks, and I’ll throw in another twenty. Not bad for an afternoon’s work – though he said Claire might have a chore or two around the house for you too.”

I bet she will, I thought. As for being ‘free’ this weekend, I knew for a fact that I’d be spending much of it in terribly cramping bondage. I had it on good authority (the most blessed and supreme authority) that Jim was finally going to Tallahassee again. Trying to keep my voice completely neutral, I passed the peas, swallowed the bite of roast beef that seemed to stick in my throat and agreed.

“Sure, Dad, no problem. Busy hands are happy hands and all.”

“Oh I don’t know,” my mother interposed right away. “Something downright sinful is going on with Claire these days. Have you seen the way she dresses and looks all of the sudden? What in the world has she done with her hair? And she’s stopped coming to church completely! Jim and her parents both looked harried and worried to death the last couple of Sundays. They won’t talk about it, but I know Sarah has been in to see the pastor several times. That woman has clearly fallen from that path of righteousness!”

Dad nodded in agreement but then shrugged.

“I think Brian can survive associating with her for a few hours. Now that you mention it, I believe that’s what Jim said she wanted him for: something about boxing up old clothes for donation to charity. She’s certainly got a new wardrobe, though hardly one the pastor would approve of. What do you think, son? You’re devout enough to handle being around a fallen woman these days, aren’t you? Heck, maybe you can even be a good influence on her.”

The irony of all this almost made me choke on my food again. To cover my sudden blush I took a drink of milk before answering.

“I can try, Dad.”

“Maybe you can even learn what’s going on with her,” my busybody mom put in “Everyone’s dying to know. Of course, we don’t want to pry or anything,” she added sanctimoniously, clearly intending the opposite. “But maybe while you’re subtly nudging her back toward the Lord you can determine what’s led her astray.”

“Maybe,” I offered noncommittally. I was still blushing furiously and trying not to squirm on my terribly bruised and welted backside. This was barely fifteen hours after our last domination date, and right away all the particulars came flooding back to me. And I use that metaphor deliberately.

Goddess has been adding to her collection of bondage gear. In addition to a second set of handcuffs and a heavy wooden paddle like those college fraternities use in their initiation rituals, she found something she called a ring-gag. This is a complicated harness of leather straps that she buckled all about my head and face. Only instead of featuring a ball like the one she usually stuffs my mouth with, this has a steel ring of about the same diameter.

Wedged between my teeth and held in place by all those straps, this pried my jaws even wider apart than before. Yet without a ball or her wadded panties stuffing me up, my mouth was left gaping as open and empty as a drain – at least at first. Recalling the way my Goddess proceeded to perform her sacrament, a shudder I couldn’t suppress ran through me. I had to set down my fork even though dinner was only half over.

I was back the in bathtub, kneeling upright with that camera sitting on the vanity. As usual this was recording every second of my humiliation. Rather than being tied behind my back, my hands were at my sides, with each of my wrists handcuffed to its corresponding ankle. Once again my genitals were harnessed up painfully swollen. Only this time that rope ran back under my ass (holding Goddess’ big vibrator jammed all the way inside me), up the crack of my buttocks and along my spine. There it was tied to the top of the harness buckled about my head. Goddess had tightened that cord so much that my neck was stretched all the way back, leaving me facing up at the stars I could see through the skylight. When she stepped up on the tub, straddled me and squatted then, my beloved’s gloriously protuberant pussy was almost close enough for me to service. Unfortunately this wasn’t the only item on her agenda. Dressed again in that equestrienne’s outfit – spurred boots, bicep-high gauntlets, riding cap and black lace bustier and panties – Goddess pulled the crotch of those last aside. Then she smiled down at me with such mischievous affection that my heart melted and my cock bobbed up and down in its bondage even as I shivered with trepidation.

“I’m so very proud of you Brianna! You’ve clearly learned to crave your regular baptism even as you so obviously dread it. You no longer hold your breath or keep your mouth clamped shut. I believe you’re coming to enjoy the taste of my nectar despite the way it repels you.”

This was all true and I blushed furiously in mixed joy and shame at my deity’s approval. But then she dropped me into a fresh abyss of horrified and yet exalted degradation.

“I’m afraid your toilet training is just beginning however. We can’t keep doing this in the tub. It’s far too limiting. I need to be able to not only baptize you but use you as my commode whenever I have to go – and without soiling your clothes or spoiling your makeup. Therefore from now on I’ll be spraying my waste not against your face but right down into it. You must learn to accept this gift without spilling a single drop. So, my precious young subject, drink thee in reverence of me!”

Goddess lowered herself further until she was squatting right atop my pitilessly restrained face. Grinning down at my wide-eyed terror and incredulity, she began voiding her once again beer-bloated bladder straight through that ring wedged between my teeth.

Stinging hot and unspeakably vile, her urine flooded my mouth. My stomach cramped, my throat locked up, and I again came within an ace of vomiting. Fortunately the hitherto unsuspected extremity of my perversion came to the rescue.

My consummate powerlessness, the compulsory arousal I always feel at being degraded (infallibly proportional to the extent of this) and the enthralling sight of my gorgeous Goddess looming against the backdrop of the heavens combined to wring the greatest effort of will ever out of me. Before the horribly pungent flood filling my mouth could overspill I somehow wrenched back control of my rebelling body. Realizing instinctively that no amount of frantic swallowing could possibly keep pace, I just opened my throat, closed my epiglottis and let that noxious liquid whoosh down my esophagus. As my owner’s piss continued to sizzle in I merely held my breath, letting it scour its way down even as my belly swelled with that limitlessly repugnant draught. At last it was over with though. And as I’d been ordered to, I’d managed to take in every bit without spilling a drop. Goddess’ smiling approval as she lifted a bit from my gasping face was a reward beyond description – and the only thing that could possibly have kept me from convulsively spewing that gut-churning nastiness right back up.

“Wonderful, Brianna! I knew you had it in you – and now you do! Everything my body has rejected as unfit for a Goddess, you have graciously accepted. Is it any wonder I’ve come to love you in spite of the way you sinned against me? Oh darling, I’m going to cherish every day I own you until the end of time! Just marrying you will not be enough. I’ve never believed in an afterlife, but now I hope there is one, so I can retain possession of your soul forever!”

Hearing at last that the fabulous Mrs. Andrews indeed loved me, intended to marry me and even wanted to spend eternity with me pricked tears of emotion from my eyes. Instantly it turned what had been a revolting ordeal into the very blessing she had decreed. When Goddess next instructed me to use my tongue as her toilet tissue and lick her genitals clean, I flung myself into the task with mad fervency. When she later informed me that Jim was leaving again, and that the coming weekend would feature not only the opportunity for me to finally use her cock on my sissy-pussy for milking but also a new and even more challenging sacrament, I felt only greater exaltation. It wasn’t until she’d dismissed me and I was creeping back towards my own yard that the hideous enormity of what my beloved had subjected me to caught up with me.

An innocuous burp suddenly brought the bouquet of Goddess’ gift back to me. The next thing I knew, my system was in outraged rejection. I vomited in the grass until I felt my gut had ruptured. Crawling away from the stinking mess, I found myself weeping bitterly at what I’d become: an unthinkably perverted piss-drinking sissy-slut, the highlight of whose life was the opportunity to sodomize myself with a dildo in order to bring on the orgasm-less draining of sex organs that had gone seemingly forever without ejaculation and may very well never experience such transcendent pleasure again.

Sitting at the dinner table with my parents, all that despair, self-hatred and visceral repugnance suddenly assaulted me again. And yet I still loved my Goddess and craved her approval beyond all reason or control, and was thus trapped in the nightmare that had become of my life. Before I could puke or start bawling (or worse betray my enslavement), I mumbled some explanation and excused myself. I escaped to my bedroom and here I’ve remained almost every minute since that I’m not required elsewhere. All I can do is pray to my Goddess for strength and mercy – and worry about what my insane compulsion might cost me next.


Claire

What a magical month November is turning out to be!

Of course each month of this summer and fall has just gotten better than the one previous. After twenty-four years of the most insufferably drab, lonely, socially and sexually deprived existence I’m finally truly living. My progressive enslavement of the boy next door has accounted for most of this improvement. From indulging one formerly hopeless fantasy after another and enjoying ever more fulfilling emotional and physical rewards to steadily shedding the baggage of my upbringing, it’s all been down to having Brianna to play with. This month however that last process has finally really opened doors for me.

Most of those early improvements were private, almost solitary joys. Humans are social animals though. And now for the first time I’m actually having public fun: interacting with people my own age in a thoroughly enjoyable fashion. All the fellowship of equals I was denied in high school is now mine as much as the secret stud I have to revenge myself upon.

I have friends that enjoy my company, who make me feel good about myself, who invite me out and are glad to include me in everything. Before this I was limited to shopping excursions or church functions, which I had to attend under insufferable pretenses. Now I enjoy a much wider participation in society. I go out to lunch, work out several times a week at an awesome health club and even go drinking and dancing at fashionable night spots.

All this comes at a price. Since I do my socializing in Spencerville all that drinking, dancing and exercising (such sinful excesses!) haven’t yet come to light. If they had that would really set the cat among the pigeons.

Palmyra is up in arms merely over my changed appearance and finally admitted atheism. I am thoroughly snubbed at market and around the neighborhood: ostracized just as I’d expected and once dreaded. Thanks to finally having friends and self-esteem though I actually find this comical instead of devastating. I even have to laugh at the way I used to live in terror of this possibility. The only onerous part of all this remains my parents, particularly my mother.

Daddy managed to dissuade her from hiring a detective – despite being wealthy he is quite the miser, and no doubt balked at the expense. No doubt he didn’t wish to associate with anyone in such a dubious profession either. Yet Mom remains convinced I’m on drugs and has taken to dropping by unannounced, trying to catch me with a crack pipe or a needle in my arm. She often drags the pastor with her, so they can gang up on me over tea (coffee is another no-no for some reason) and try to argue or terrify me back into the fold.

There’s entertainment value in the gaudy, spook-house visions of hell they paint for me. And I rather enjoy the intellectual exercise of eviscerating their attempts at logic and reason – Saint Thomas Aquinas they are not.

There’s something truly liberating at finally having a chance to express out loud the carefully considered convictions I’ve always been forced to hide. Still this constant proselytizing is growing wearisome. And now that Jim is finally going up to the city again (he too has been a despairing thorn in my side), I don’t dare have Brianna in to cross-dress and dominate during the day for fear of more unexpected visits. So yes, going public as a quote-unquote fallen woman has had its downside despite my newfound self-confidence. Yet I only have to endure this until my slave finishes high school. And in the meantime it’s more than worth it.

With my new haircut, wardrobe and jewelry (I took Angie’s advice and got my ears pierced), I’m actually a bit of a sensation among Sherri and Tasha’s circle of acquaintances. They all tell me I’m hot, and I find I now unreservedly believe them. They wanted to know where I’ve been hiding and absolutely loved the story of how I came timidly into Victoria’s Secret one day and Sherri and Tasha (supposedly) managed to pry me out of my shell.

When we hit the clubs, all kinds of good-looking guys vie to talk to me, ask me to dance and even proposition me. Unfortunately none of them yet are particularly interesting, and I’m not such a slut that I’m going to sleep with just anybody. Still it’s great to dance with them, let them buy drinks and bask in their attention. There’s even a guy at the gym I’ve taken to flirting with a little bit. Away from the loud music and chaos of the nightclubs we can actually have meaningful conversations, and Clark doesn’t seem nearly as shallow as the others, or only interested in my body. I’m certainly interested in his though – wow is he hot! I even went to lunch with him once afterwards: my first date, if a completely innocuous one. For now though I’m having too much fun carrying on with my plans for Brianna. Though I realize now that there’s no need to wait for her birthday to lose my virginity (I could surely get laid any time I want), I’m not going to rush things while I’ve still got hugely exciting revenge fantasies to live out. Making Brianna serve as my toilet has only increased my eagerness to degrade her even further, and continue to advance my intention of turning her into a shamelessly cock-craving sissy slut. Now that I’m finally going to have Jim out of my hair again, the emasculation can proceed.

It’s now Wednesday, a little more than forty-eight hours until I at last have my slave all night again. In the interest of ratcheting things up, I go on-line to do some more shopping.

Hard as it would have been to believe only weeks ago, I’m finding even my most intimidating lingerie a bit tame these days. I now want some actual dominatrix outfits. After browsing a while I settle on three. First I get a simple bra-and-panties set made of black leather.

Actually these are little more than collections of spiked and studded straps. The bra is an open-cup number with little rows of silver chain to drape my breasts while the panties are just a crotch-less harness with a ring at the pubis for fitting a dildo through – won’t Brianna like that! Next I order a skintight black cat-suit with a mask like Michelle Pfeiffer wore in that batman movie, plus a six-foot bullwhip like Halle Berry had in hers. Finally, I get one more particularly killer outfit specifically for Friday night – not to mention many future occasions.

Paying extra for overnight shipping, I at last log off and spend the rest of the night reviewing my collection of videos. Carefully I excise every bit where I’m recognizable, so I have a splendid record of Brianna’s travails without any compromising footage of myself. Then I make sure both my own digital camera and the one I confiscated from my slave are plugged in and charging. From now on I want different angles of every scene: one right in close and a more distant shot. Beginning this weekend things are going to start getting really hot!


Brianna

Thanksgiving is a nightmarish ordeal. Yet eventually it proves a blessing in disguise.

We spend the holiday at my grandparents’ house, among a couple dozen relatives. Though I’m still struggling with my disparate reactions to being quite literally turned into my Goddess’ toilet (addictive exaltation versus physical and emotional turmoil), I’m forced to bury my brooding in order to carry on the charade required of me. It’s not an easy feat.

“So, Brian, tell me why you quit playing football. You were the best tailback this town has had in a decade at least!”

I face this query at least half a dozen times. In addition to having to convincingly explain my supposed fanatical devotion to Jesus over and over again, the day provides a potent reminder of what else my relationship with my irresistible owner will soon be costing me.

If Goddess chooses to keep (and even marry me) I may never see these people again. Aside from the scandal and certain ostracizing when I suddenly throw everything aside to publically link up with the ‘fallen’ older woman next door (breaking up a supposedly happy marriage in the process), Goddess has spoken of leaving this town for good.

At first this prospect is troubling. I truly like these people, and even love some of them. The idea of being cut off from them forever while they cluck their tongues, shake their heads and whisper about the disgrace I’ve brought upon them all makes my stomach churn so miserably that I don’t need the memory of another person’s urine funneling down my gullet to ruin my appetite. By the end of the evening though my feelings have turned completely around.

Carrying on the monstrous deception that has become my life under such fraught circumstances is so emotionally exhausting that eventually I can’t wait to escape not only this particular occasion but any future ones.

Let them all mutter and disparage my downfall in my absence, as long as I don’t have to pretend anymore. Living solely under the thrall of my owner may be as enormously trying as it is perversely rewarding, but it also has the inestimable virtues of honesty and simplicity. Finally I truly appreciate the miserable stress Goddess has endured living a lie all her life. Let it end; let her take me far away somewhere, even if it’s to a cage I can never escape. Let us rescue each other from the banality and dishonesty of our respective existences in this insufferably stuffy town. It can’t come too soon for me.

So much for Thanksgiving; on to a real religious observance and occasion to express gratitude! By the time Friday night has arrived all my tormented anxiety has been dispelled in favor of that addict’s excitement that keeps me returning for my next fix. With the prospect of finally spending nearly all of two consecutive nights in my Goddess’ arms, not even her hints of the most degrading test yet of my devotion to her can dampen my enthusiasm.

Indeed the prospect only exhilarates me more. After spending fifteen minutes using night vision to thoroughly scour the street for any evidence of observation (again there is none) I grab the bag containing my panties, slip out of the house and steal across our yards to the Andrews’ patio. I ease inside Goddess’ house and as always the love of my life is waiting right there.

When I see that she’s wearing new boots (shiny black and thigh-high) and that trench coat again, I immediately flash back to the first time I saw her wearing this. That was the night of the pistol and handcuffs, my first caning and interminable cock-tease. It was also the night she stripped me, frisked me, and delivered the first intimation of her intent to eventually sodomize me. Remembering my terrified rejection of the inevitable as Mistress held me helpless against the wall, humped against my butt and hissed her hints in my ear makes me shiver at my lost illusions. It also makes my penis strain painfully just as it did then, the ultimate betrayal. Now I yearn for Goddess to repeat the experience. Instead she just gives me a warm smile of welcome.

“Hello, my slave. Did you scout the street properly before leaving your house?”

“Of course, I did, Goddess. It was as peaceful and deserted as a Friday night can be.”

“Good. Come upstairs now. Bring your laundry. You can do it tomorrow while you are packing up my old clothes.”

“Yes, my beloved. I live to submit to you.”

“Then get your pajamas off, put on your high heels and let’s go.”

I follow her up to the bedroom. As always this is ablaze with candlelight and awash in music appropriate to the atmosphere Goddess wishes to establish. Tonight it’s instrumental guitar, hard-edged and driving: either Steve Vai or maybe Joe Satriani. Two chairs sit facing each other with makeup and lingerie waiting. Without needing to be told I mince daintily over and sit down to be feminized. Soon I will be the sissy Goddess requires and not the sham that society does. Relief and excitement compete in me as my owner takes her seat.

With the benefit of her own cosmetics Goddess looks even more spectacularly beautiful up close. I notice that her earrings are silver pendant riding whips as she leans forward to dust and powder and paint my face. Working swiftly yet surely she makes me up more elaborately than ever, pulls on my wig and paints my nails. As she begins sorting through the excessively frilly and feminine lingerie she keeps for me she smiles coyly.

“I enjoy applying your makeup and dressing you up, my secret young she-male. But soon you’re going to have to learn to do this for yourself. Once we’re living together and you’re a full-time sissy it will be your responsibility to make yourself pretty for me every morning.

“While I sleep in late (I’ll wake just long enough to untie you), you will shower, sissify yourself and then prepare and serve me breakfast in bed. Then you’ll bathe me head to toe, eat my pussy, suck my cock, take a brutal pounding with it or all three; then get started on your housework. Doesn’t that sound like a more thrilling routine than climbing a tree to peep at me?”

“Yes, Goddess!” I quaver, my trapped cock throbbing and my face absolutely flaming, especially at the part about sucking her cock. This is the first she’s ever suggested such a thing, though I should have realized it was inevitable. Goddess grins at my mixed consternation and excitement and begins dressing me. Again she pulls out all the stops: stockings, garters, girdle, split-crotch g-string, bra, flouncy little baby-doll and a satin ribbon about my throat. Contrary to my expectations then she doesn’t put me in bondage but simply directs me to her king-size bed.

Pillows are plumped and piled against the headboard and everything is laid out waiting: restraints, implements of punishment, baby oil, towel and her lifelike if oversized vibrating dildo. Goddess positions me lounging against the pillows with my legs bent up and spread like a slut. She oils my swollen glans and removes my chastity sleeve. She sets up both her own camera and the one she took from me to document the coming domination from different perspectives. Then she starts them recording and gives me an incredibly crafty smile.

“I have to go into the closet for a minute, my sexy sissy darling. Can I trust you not to touch your penis while I’m gone?”

“Of course, you can, Goddess. Your every word is a divine decree to me.”

“That’s good. Because any unauthorized emission would be your last.”

“I understand, Goddess.”

“Get ready for a special treat, my sweet!” Goddess gives me a wink and a twinkle and disappears into her closet, un-belting her trench coat as she goes. Leaving the door open but passing out of sight, she likewise leaves me free and unobserved but for the cameras.

My prick strains so rigidly through the slit in my g-string that it aches almost as fiercely as when bound up bloated and impotent. To distract from temptation I concentrate on how affectionate my owner is tonight. All these smiles, terms of endearment and statements taking for granted that I will prove worthy of eternal ownership are as precious as her usual cruelty is addictively thrilling. But before I can indulge in any heady speculation about the challenge and ‘treat’ she’s gone to prepare for me, Goddess returns. And it’s not the loving Aphrodite that left me on the bed but the coldly imperious, insanely exciting Mistress that emerges.

Beyond the threatening scowl on her face and the dreadful new weapon in her hand – a braided leather bullwhip – is the fact that she’s now moved past just wearing lingerie. The skimpy skintight teddy molded to her body is of the same shiny black vinyl as her thigh-high boots: classic dominatrix garb. Bare but for those usual bicep-high gauntlets, her toned arms and shoulders betray all the hours she’s been spending at the gym: they are growing downright muscular. As with the body stocking, matched openings expose her naked breasts and another at her crotch frees her sacred fount. Yet it’s what protrudes just above that piss-providing pussy that really makes my heart race, my face flush and my erection pulse with redoubled need.

Built into that teddy at the pubis is a prick of Goddess’ own. The same shiny black as the surrounding vinyl, this juts out seamlessly a good eight inches or more: not the strap-on dildo I’ve often been promised but a hermaphroditic penis that seems a natural extension of Goddess’ inherent dominance. At long last I’m confronted with the incarnation of my darkest expectations, the maddest of once-forbidden fantasies. Could tonight be the night they are realized?


Brianna

Taking an aggressive stance and caressing her big prick menacingly, as if the time really has come for her to finally carry out the threat she first made months ago, Goddess smolders at me with malignant superiority. Then she relieves my fears and dashes my hopes simultaneously.

“Feast your eyes on my magnificent erection, she-male slut! But don’t get too excited by it. This is still just a preview of wonders to come. I’m merely giving you a taste of penis tonight: grist for your fantasies as you finally get to penetrate yourself again.

“So go ahead: pick up my proxy cock. Lube it up, switch it on and fuck yourself with it as you ogle me and dream about losing your virginity. That magical day is now exactly three months away. In honor of that fact I’m even giving you permission to milk yourself tonight. You’ve earned it by finally learning to serve as my personal toilet.”

Yes! I can barely tear my eyes from the gorgeous, bare-breasted, big-nippled, fearsomely phallic glory that is my Goddess long enough to prepare the unfortunately disembodied prick she only rarely permits me to use on myself.

As soon as its big buzzing head is pressed to my sissy-pussy I snap my gaze back to that vision of divine vengeance. For every male that ever stupidly scorned the chance for sex with this deity I now ecstatically prepare to suffer the ignominy of self-administered buggery.

As the two cameras record my every move I avidly observe my owner strut back and forth, vamp and pose and flamboyantly flaunt the big hard penis she can’t wait to use on me. Watching her suggestively stroke and pump that lifelike prick I at last give a groan and gasp and wild little cry of interminably-delayed consummation and force her slickened organ into me. Then I begin masturbating with it like the most depraved slut imaginable – which of course I am.

So violently do I drive that cock in and out that my own swollen erection slaps against my belly rhythmically, an additional intolerable turn-on. I slouch down lower, stretch my legs out wider and even lift them over my head, raising my sissy-pussy to meet those wonderfully stuffing thrusts.

Goddess slinks toward the bed, leans over it and slides the nearer of the two cameras right in close. Then even as she continues to swagger and jerk her prick, jiggle her tits and sneer derisively at me she begins egging me on.

“That’s right you disgusting slut, fuck that butt! Pretend it’s me doing you: morning, noon and all hours of the night!

“You’re whipped to ribbons with an impossibly hard cock that hasn’t come in years. You’re tied up so tight you can barely wriggle a finger. My hot piss is still salty on your lips and your belly is so filled with it that it sloshes like a goatskin as I hammer my giant cock to one fabulous orgasm after another in your ecstatically accepting sissy-pussy!

“This is what you endure pain, deprivation and degradation that would drive a real man to madness in minutes for: the opportunity to be my simpering little slut-bitch! Right now I’m beating and humiliating and fucking the absolute shit out of you for every girl who never got asked to the dance because she was too plain or too fat or too timid to interest you. So take my cock in your tender little asshole and beg me to make it hurt worse than it already does, you feminized she-male strumpet!”

Goddess goes on and on in this vein, driving me to degraded delirium even as I pant and writhe and cry out in despairing necessity. Still I shamelessly bugger myself for as long as she’ll allow me to, putting off the horribly anticlimactic yet madly compelling orgasm-less draining of my balls until I have no other choice.

For what must be half an hour or more I entertain my owner with my hideously perverted frenzy until she at last climbs onto the bed with me. Carrying a pair of my soiled panties in one hand and grabbing that close-up recording camera with the other she moves forward to kneel right before my splayed-out thighs. Her big black prick precedes her, pointing accusingly at the hole that so desperately hungers for it as she snaps out her inconceivably demeaning commands.

“Okay, you despicable teenage she-male, milk yourself for me! Press my cock to your g-spot until all that nasty spooge drains out of you! Empty your worthless virgin balls!”

Practically raving with frustrated arousal, I angle that cock as Goddess has taught me and push the hotly vibrating head up tight against my prostate. Rubbing it methodically I grit my teeth and whimper, feeling that sense of impending crisis grow. Looming over me in all her omnipotent beauty, Goddess moves that camera right in close and the panties even closer. She presses these tight against my erection just below the head. As I finally sob in groaning conflict and begin to empty myself she catches every dribble of my joyless issue both on video and in the cup of pink silk she holds up for that purpose. When I’m empty at last she orders me to ram that cock all the way back up into myself. Then to my dawning horror she carefully smears my month’s worth of semen all over the big black slut-fucker jutting from her groin. Still holding that camera pointing straight at her come-covered cock from only inches away, Goddess moves atop me to straddle my chest and thrust that spermy organ out straight at my mouth.

“Okay, slut!” she growls, “Time for another sacrament! I told you I’d give you a taste of this thing tonight and meant it! So put out your greedy tongue and clean my cock! Slurp all the yummy come off it! Eat this in fealty to me, you sissy spew-vacuum!”

I’d been wondering what abysmally humiliating, worse-than-being-a-toilet challenge Goddess had for me this weekend. Now I know. Yet while more degrading than any indignity yet (enough to arouse me all over again), this horror is in truth not nearly as noxious as swallowing a liter of urine.

It’s not like Goddess’ cock is real after all. The fluid I have to consume is my own and the amount no more than a tablespoon. I’ve endured far worse in my obsession. If this is what it takes to further prove my worth to my owner, then damn the cameras and the last remnants of my former self-image anyway. I stretch out the tongue that has been up Goddess’ ass and swiped eagerly along the soles of her shoes and begin licking up my spew.

“That’s right,” she sneers. “Get it all in you, bitch! From now on whenever you empty your balls, you swallow whatever comes out. Lick my big lollipop and look forward to the day I can fuck your face just as brutally as your butt. You’re going to be the most ravenous young cocksucker the world has ever seen!”

Burning with shame even as my depleted penis regains its rigidity, I slather up and down and all around that vein-wrapped shaft, shuddering at the taste of come but swallowing mouthful after mouthful of it mixed with my spit. Finally Goddess’ prick is gleaming clean once again. Yet still I lick around the head, demonstrating my slutty subservience by tracing its contours and titillating the pitted tip with slavish licks and kisses. Tickled into a blessed slip in character, Goddess giggles a bit as she strokes my hair and records my shameless display.

“Look at you! You can’t wait for me to ram it in! Being a come-bucket isn’t enough for my precious young slut. She wants to be a fully accredited cocksucker as soon as possible. Well I’m afraid you’ll have to wait for that darling. In the meantime, let me give you something to wash your new favorite meal down with.”

In seconds my head is crushed back into the pillow with my owner sitting on my face. Sighing and stroking me she urinates, scourging my mouth and throat and filling my belly again. After she’s finished she pulls those smeared panties down over my head, the wet crotch stretched over my face like a surgical mask. Every inhalation tainted with the smell of semen, I peer through the thin fabric at my owner climbing off me at last to gather up her restraints.

“It’s time to get you back into bondage, slave. You’ve been free to do more than squirm for far too long. Then I want to try out my new whip. We’ve got hours and hours to play yet before sleeping as man and wife tonight. It’s just too bad I’ll have to let you go home at six.”

And so another interminable torture session commences.

Goddess ties me up and whips me worse than ever, her new weapon far surpassing every other in dishing out punishment. She scalds me with hot wax and shocks me with electricity, stimulates my bound penis relentlessly and requires endless servicing of her own genitals and breasts. When she’s finally ready to put me down for the night (gagged and hooded as always) I’m at least spared the usual cruel hogtying. Instead she merely cuffs my ankles together and my hands in front of me. Without even the usual clamps on my nipples and glans, I’m rolled onto my side, this time facing away from her.

Goddess snuggles up behind me like spoons in a drawer. Sliding her cock between my thighs right at the top, she simulates fucking me for what must be an hour, pumping her prick along my sissy-pussy and balls while she fondles my nipples and glans and alternately taunts or coos lovingly at me. Never have I spent a more blessed hour, though the carnal frustration rivals having her maniacally beat my bound-up meat. Finally I get to sleep in her arms again, with my butt nestled into her hips and Goddess’ divine prick still lodged along my crotch. As I’d hoped, this was indeed a true religious observance and occasion to express proper appreciation.


Claire

After the delights of Friday night, Saturday afternoon proves quite a trial. Watching Brianna engaged in yard work disguised as a man torments me a bit – I want to make her do it in lingerie and heels, right out where passing traffic and the whole neighborhood can see and laugh at her. Having her help me out inside is even worse.

As she does our laundry and boxes up my old clothes I can at least interrupt her occasionally to hump and grope her and pee in her, or pull down her pants and whip her, but there’s just something so wrong about having her in my house and not being able to humiliate her with complete feminization. Damn my nosy mother! And of course, by the time she’s finished her chores and has to leave no one has come calling – all our care to behave has been wasted.

Saturday night at least I have from eleven to six a.m. to tease and toy with and torture my secret sissy before sending her home all hollow-eyed and desperate. But then it’s back to our increasingly unsatisfying bi-weekly domination dates. Boy I can’t wait to fuck that slut, make her suck my cock and finally spirit her away to some place I can keep her feminized around the clock, beat her whenever I want, and not have to ever sit on porcelain to pee again! The closer we get to that time, the more the days seem to drag. If not for my exciting new social life the December doldrums would be intolerable.

Brianna is suffering too. Even her grades at school take a dip. The distraction of her endless frenzy and the tension of her double life take its toll on her concentration in classes. This doesn’t really matter – I’ve decided she won’t be going to college and certainly won’t require a diploma for her life as my stay-at-home slave. Still we have to keep up appearances. So I force her to buckle down on her homework and go through the motions of applying to various universities, while I educate myself in the internet skills my own post-Jim life will require. I need to learn how to set up and maintain a profitable website. In the meantime I take to working out nearly every day, sublimating my constant hunger for domination at the gym.

The endorphin rush of weightlifting and running on a treadmill can’t compete with an endless orgasmic whipping session or a three-hour marathon of torturing and titillating a tied-up erection, of course. It’s better than skulking around an empty house though, or putting up with an increasingly anxious husband and frantic visits from a meddling mother. Plus there is the added attraction of flirting with Clarke, though this is becoming an ever-more irresistible temptation too. By the time the holidays arrive I know I can’t put off losing my virginity much longer. Besides, making Brianna watch me have sex with another man while she remains impotent and deprived is the last fantasy to live out and final degradation-torture I have planned for her before the climactic occasion of her deflowering. That should truly test her sanity!

Already Brianna admits that she’s torn daily between misery and exaltation, transcendent arousal and deranged frustration. She wallows in the bodily pleasures and sexual stimulation I lavish on her while simultaneously suffering orgasmic deprivation undreamed-of for a person in her sexual prime. Added to this intolerable pressure is the paranoia of constantly living on the edge of exposure, the gender confusion I inflict on her and the conflict between submission addiction and self-contempt. Thriving on pain, degradation and sexual subjugation even as she despises herself and adores me beyond all reason, Brianna spirals continuously between euphoria and anguish, ecstasy and agony, hope and despair. She’s a wreck in short, trapped in a mental and emotional hell, and that’s just the way I like her. And still she remains as sexually fixated upon and fanatically devoted to me as she’s been since she was thirteen.

For Christmas Brianna buys me a number of fetish items designed to improve and extend my dominion over her significantly.

The first of these is a hand-held shock-wand to replace my unwieldy battery. Able to deliver jolts of variable intensity (and indeed far more powerful ones), this allows me to use a single hand to zap her, freeing the other for further mischief. I can also leave that battery alligator-clipped to her nipples, torturing her continuously while I hit her with additional jolts to the tip of her nose, tongue, penis, et cetera. Similarly she buys me a new and improved vibrator.

Larger and more powerful than my existing one, this has an angled handle to make it easier to hold and pound in and out. Now I can keep my slave stuffed the entire time she’s here and still get to masturbate (or enjoy her servicing me) more ecstatically than ever. She gets me a cock-gag too: a wide leather strap with a big plastic penis attached that will fill her mouth far better than that racquetball. Now Brianna can finally suck cock without me penetrating her: all-night practice for the rest of her life. I also receive a dog collar and leash for humiliation and control purposes, and a cock-harness with a built-in vibrator. Instead of knotting and un-knotting ropes every time I can simply buckle a number of straps about her genitals to keep her erect and impotent, and flick a switch to keep that unworthy prick ceaselessly stimulated while I indulge in the many other joys of owning a fawningly submissive she-male slave. Her last two gifts will have to wait a bit to be properly appreciated, but I’m sure they will prove particularly priceless.

The first is a pair of time-release handcuffs. No longer will I have to wake up and untie my slave when it’s time for her to leave – or begin her day of housework and slavery. I can just set that timer to free her hands when necessary so that she can struggle out of the rest of her bonds without disturbing me. Last and best however is something called a ‘feeldoe’.

I don’t know where she found this – somewhere on the internet obviously, considering how she had it anonymously shipped to me along with everything else – but it’s a quantum improvement on the traditional strap-on dildo.

It’s actually two cocks connected at an angle. The outer one is bigger of course: ten by two inches of lifelike silicone. The smaller one fits inside my pussy and has an oval bulb on the end. According to the sales copy, the action of thrusting with the outer cock will both rock the corrugated ‘saddle’ against my clit and that big embedded inner bulb on my g-spot.

I don’t need a gynecologist to tell me this should provide orgasms galore, and an endless incentive to keep fucking my slave ever harder. And as an added bonus there are no straps. Just the clutching of my pussy on the inner half will hold that outer cock in place, curving seamlessly up from my vulva in an exciting simulation of the real thing. Indeed whenever I’m not wearing my vinyl teddy with its built-in penis, I now sport that feeldoe jutting out. Just as advertised it stays in place and looks as thrillingly natural as you could want. I know it drives Brianna crazy to see me with a wicked erection of my own almost the whole time I’m dominating her, and I’m incredibly tempted to try it out by pumping it between her tied-together thighs like I so often do my big black prick. Somehow I’ve managed to resist this though – I want to save the incredible pleasure promised for the big occasion, when I finally take my sissy’s virginity.

Speaking of big occasions and the loss of virginity, by the time the third week of January rolls around (over half a year since Brianna’s enslavement and only a month until her birthday) I’ve decided I can’t wait for my own deflowering any longer.

Clarke is just an awesome guy: funny and kind and intelligent, not to mention amazingly hot. He keeps asking me out and my friends keep pestering me to accept. They don’t know I’m still a virgin but they love the thought of me cuckolding my unappreciative husband. I’ve been coyly delaying this, but no longer. One day he’s spotting me lifting weights (I’m bench-pressing amazing amounts now), and as he’s leaning over to help me I spot him looking at my breasts.

My thin tight t-shirt is soaked with sweat and molded to me, clearly delineating the bulbous, abnormally enormous size and shape of my nipples. Clarke doesn’t seem put off by this at all; rather his amazement and excitement clearly account for the uncharacteristic impropriety of his ogling. That’s good enough for me. This time I ask him out to dinner, and he delightedly accepts for the coming Friday. The next night at our latest domination date I arrange for Brianna’s penultimate humiliation and most unendurable torment yet.

Comprehensively feminized, she’s hanging by the handcuffs on her wrists. That heavy barbell weight likewise hangs from the cuffs locked about her ankles, stretching her stressfully out with her pointy toes and high heels about a foot from the floor. Sucking on her cock-gag with my old vibrator jammed up her ass and her harnessed erection well into its fourth hour of likewise ceaseless vibration, she’s intaglioed from armpits to ankles with welts from the bullwhip I hold in one hand. Raising the shock-wand I hold in the other, I dial this up to full power. The head of Brianna’s hard-on is coated with a glaze of pre-come, providing superb conduction. Deliberately I jolt her out of her agonized delirium by zapping that wet, supremely sensitive tip for perhaps the hundredth time tonight. She jerks and squeals piteously, and her crazed, swollen, red-rimmed eyes focus laboriously on me.

“Do I have your attention, darling?” I ask sweetly.

Brianna nods urgently, her sweat-beaded body shuddering with reaction now that the whipping and shocking has finally stopped.

“That’s good, because I have hugely important orders for you. Are you listening?”

Again she nods, and the explosive panting through her nose quiets as my always eagerly compliant slave demonstrates her attentiveness.

“I know it’s been a while, but tomorrow night I want you back in your spy shack with your binoculars trained on my bedroom window by ten-thirty sharp. I’m putting on an extra-special show for you, the best one ever, so don’t you dare miss it for anything. If I’m not in my bedroom yet, just watch and wait for me, do you understand? I’ll be there eventually to drive you more insanely out of your mind than ever.

“You will not miss a single second of my performance, slave. I will be quizzing you on the particulars just to be sure, so pay attention to every nuance if you ever expect to lose your virginity. Are we a hundred percent clear on this?”

Brianna nods a third time, her eyes clinging to me with adoring worship.

“Very well. Let’s get you down from there. You have just enough time to remove your makeup and nail polish and change back into your pajamas before Jim is due home. We don’t want you caught in my house so close to your fabulous birthday!”




Chapter Eleven

Brianna

For the first time in at least three weeks I slip out the back door and cross to the tree house. Though nothing has come of the threat of a private detective, Goddess has decided it would be wise to limit my sneaking out of the house mostly to our domination dates just to be safe. Why take unnecessary chances with paradise practically within our grasp? We just have to keep our relationship secret until my birthday – though of course it would be better if we could make it until I graduate and am free to leave town with a minimum of complications. With this in mind I spent a good ten minutes using night vision to thoroughly scout the neighborhood from every downstairs window. Now I hurry to the tree and up it as swiftly as my debilitated body will allow. I’m safely concealed inside by ten-twenty-five.

The night is chilly. Though this is Florida it is still the dead of winter. It can’t be more than fifty out. I’ve endured far worse in my career as a voyeur though, so I just shiver a little as I set up my binoculars. Directing them across our lawns I see the light is on in the bathroom, the curtains are open and the familiar galaxy of candles illuminates our torture chamber. My owner is nowhere to be seen though. Apparently I still have a bit of time to kill.

Sitting here in my jerk-off chair reminds me that I also haven’t smoked any weed in weeks. For one thing, being high worsens the almost constant paranoia I suffer these days, as well as magnifying the highs and lows of the emotional rollercoaster I’ve been on the past few months. And with all the risky behavior I’ve been engaged in lately I haven’t wanted to add criminal activity to that. Besides, who needs drugs with the regular transcendence of basking in my Goddess’ presence, or the rush of my all-consuming submission addiction to wallow in? The pipe and my bag of pot are still stashed out here though. Knowing it’s a bad idea to enhance my sensitivity before witnessing whatever incredibly arousing spectacle Goddess has in mind for me (peeping remains cruelly poignant despite all I’ve been seeing – and doing – right in that very room) I nevertheless need to busy myself some way while I wait. Too much thinking about what I might soon be seeing could be unnecessarily upsetting. With another quick check of the window to make sure the show isn’t about to start, I dig out the pipe, load it up and take a couple of tokes. Then there’s nothing to do but watch, wait, and let my buzzed brain entertain itself.

It’s downright nostalgic to be out here and stoned again, and my memory dredges up scene after momentous scene for me. Here is where I got my first proper look at those nipples, and was so astounded by them. Big as peaches, pink as flower petals, how I fantasized about trying to fit them in my watering mouth! Here I finally learned to jerk off, had my first orgasm and so many hundred others. Right here I watched my supposedly unattainable neighbor dress and undress, exercise and dance and do an oblivious striptease for me. I watched her play with herself for hours on end on innumerable occasions, joining her in mutual masturbation and incredible simultaneous orgasms. And of course, here I was finally recorded thus, resulting in my enslavement and the so far uninterrupted loss of any ejaculatory capacity.

Reliably my face burns at this, and my penis begins its painfully stymied striving. This is an unneeded reminder of how torturous my once greatest pleasure has become, and despite my intentions I’m right back to uneasily wondering what my insidious owner might have in mind for tonight. What excess is left for her to torment me with? I’m both flummoxed and terribly anxious as I consider the question. Before long though, the answer appears to be imminent. The bedroom door swings open and Goddess steps inside.

Oh, she looks so gorgeous! Wearing stiletto heels and a slinky black dress like I’ve never seen her in, carrying a glass of wine in one hand and the bottle in the other, my owner looks unprecedentedly glamorous and heartbreakingly sexy. Then just as I begin to wonder why she’s so dressed up an avalanche of horror crashes in on me.

Also carrying a glass of wine, a well-built guy in an expensive suit follows my beloved into the bedroom! He shuts the door and loosens his tie. Draining her glass and setting this and the bottle on the headboard, Goddess looks over her shoulder with the sultry smile I believed was reserved only for me. As horror makes way for flaming degradation and a jealousy so acute it makes me physically sick (thank my heightened state of sensitivity for that), my unbelievably precious deity says something to the interloper. In response he steps up behind her, sets his own glass down among the candles and kisses the side of her neck. Then he unzips that sexy dress in the back so she can shrug it off. This leaves her clad in only those killer stiletto heels and typical black lingerie: a strapless brassiere, skimpy panties, fishnet stockings with black lace tops and a matching garter belt. Even as I’m grinding my teeth with the first scalding tears trickling down my cheeks, she stretches back to unhook her bra. As this falls away the hateful swine reaches from behind to cup in his hands the fabulously unique breasts that until now only I have ever touched. With that the most terrible torture my Goddess could possibly devise begins.


Claire

Oh, sweet heaven, this awesome guy has his hands on my tits! He’s fondling my nipples and giving no indication whatsoever that he finds anything about them abnormal or even worthy of comment! The lingering ghost of my upbringing dissipates and I sigh with exquisite bliss. Then I’m gripped by a sudden sexual excitement almost as intense as that generated by humping my tied-up slave. I lean back against Clarke’s muscular masculinity and feel the eager pressure of his erection nestled between my buttocks. I rub myself sensuously against this, and like a character in some Hollywood romance, my storybook prince scoops me up in his arms.

Effortlessly he carries me onto the bed and deposits me gently in the center. Slowly he begins to take his clothes off. Wanting to savor every nuance of this experience, I watch him bare that gorgeous body even as I flash back to each stage of this so far perfect evening.

Clarke picked me up precisely on time. Being my first real date, I was filled with butterflies and a bit tongue-tied. Thanks to the fact that we’ve known and liked each other for months though he had no trouble at all putting me quickly at ease. My newfound confidence returned and we chatted animatedly on the drive out of town.

We were on our way to the fanciest restaurant this side of Tallahassee; fortunately well away from Palmyra where I might be recognized. Once there Clarke slipped the maitre-de what looked like a twenty and we were given a choice table: a bit out of the mainstream for intimacy’s sake but still where we could easily see and be seen by staff and patrons both.

Initially this made me a bit nervous again. This was also the first time I’d ever been to a classy restaurant. Being surrounded by glamorous couples and foursomes in such a refined atmosphere caused a brief recurrence of my former inferiority complex.

What if in my inexperience I committed some dreadful faux pas? I even worried that my off-the-shoulder dress (slit high up the thigh), my net stockings and big spike heels might be considered slutty rather than stylish: my mother having her hateful say again. The only second glances I got were highly appreciative though. No one looked the least bit censorious and the waiter was perfectly gracious. Soon enough I was able to relax again and revel in the establishment’s every elegant detail – and in my date’s impeccable deportment.

Clarke knew just what wine to choose, right to the year and vintage. After determining what I wanted to eat he placed my order for me along with his own. When our meal came the food and drink were the best I’d ever tasted. The conversation remained easy, funny and fascinating and my date as attentive and flattering as any woman could ask for. And all the while the prospect of ending this night in bed with such a prime specimen had me tingling with a delicious anticipation. For most of the ride home I was too keyed up to talk. Then as soon as we pulled back into my driveway I made it clear I wasn’t going to settle for just a goodnight kiss.

“Won’t you come inside for a while? It’s been such a wonderful evening I can’t bear to let it end.”

“Thank you, Claire. That’d be great.”

“I expect it will be,” I purred, and Clarke gave a nervous little laugh of his own, which I found both reassuring and exciting.

“Way to put the pressure on me!”

After opening doors and pulling out chairs for me all night I know enough to wait and let this chivalrous gentleman come around and do it again. Checking my watch, I saw that it was just after ten o’clock: perfect. When Clarke helped me out of the car I held onto his hand all the way to the door, hoping that my luck was holding and no nosy neighbors or private detectives were watching. Once inside I led him into the living room. There I turned on a single soft lamp and started a landscape DVD playing on the giant television. This was a high definition video of beautiful nature scenery (a Costa Rican rain forest) accompanied by romantic piano music.

“There’s wine in the refrigerator, and glasses in the cabinet. Can you pour us some please? I need to freshen up real quick.”

“Sure honey, no problem.”

Treasuring this term of affection I hurried upstairs. In the bedroom I quickly lit the candles I’d set out before leaving and started my Al Green playing. Then I slipped into the bathroom. Sitting down to pee, I wished as always these days that I had my personal toilet with me. I wished even more that she was tied up in the bedroom, waiting to watch the show in person instead of lurking outside in the tree house.

I wanted Brianna sitting right by the bed where I could watch her watching me getting fucked, her belly bloated with my piss and both holes stuffed full of my cocks. One day I would have just that, I promised myself. Then I swallowed a dose of over-the-counter contraceptive and hurried back downstairs. Returning to Clarke in the living room, I noticed him looking not at the landscape on the TV but at my wedding photo on the corner table. His glance over at my entry was troubled, and as I moved to pick up my glass and join him on the couch I smiled a bit wryly.

“I suppose I’d better explain. As you can see, I’m married. But not for long, and even now it’s only a convenient fiction, I promise you.”

I told Clarke about Jim being gay and me being a formerly utterly cowed atheist, how we’d married out of necessity, never even slept together and how I was only able to emerge from my abusive upbringing this summer. His concern turned from worrying about a cuckolded husband to sympathy for my situation. Soon he was expressing admiration for my triumph and congratulating me and our mood of sweet romance and erotic promise was renewed.

We marveled at the lovely scenery on the TV, and spoke of a mutual desire to travel the world some day. We listened to the music, sipped wine, melded together and cuddled. Soon this turned to increasingly passionate kissing (another heavenly first for me; prom night clumsiness and a chaste peck at the altar don’t count) and before I knew it the time for Brianna to watch my deflowering had arrived. Breathless and with my heart just pounding with both nerves and a giddy anticipation, I withdrew my tongue from Clarke’s mouth and broke away for a moment.

“Clarke darling, before we go upstairs…”

“Yes?”

“There’s one other thing you need to know about me.”

“Okay.”

“I was just being flirtatious in the car. You really don’t need to worry about impressing me. You just need to be kind and gentle, at least at first. I wouldn’t know the difference you see. Not only have I never slept with Jim, I’ve never slept with anyone. That’s why I put you off for so long. So, tonight’s going to be a big night for this sheltered naïf. My useless husband gets home at three. Long before then I expect my unfortunate virginity to be history. Can you make my introduction to lovemaking as easy and wonderful as the rest of this evening has been?”

Clarke smiled and actually kissed my hand. Sweetly understanding, he nodded reassuringly at my hesitancy.

“That would be my honor, beautiful.”

So here we are at last: the moment of truth. I’m in bed wearing only lingerie and my highest heels. I’m bare-breasted and with a gorgeous and sophisticated thirty-one year-old man. As I’d prayed, he’s naked and looking at the nipples I spent so many years horribly ashamed of with nothing but lust in his eyes. The slave that first convinced me this was possible, and enabled every step toward this fabulous occasion, is watching us right now, no doubt tormented beyond bearing that I’m sharing this experience with someone else after all my almost-promises that it would be her. The idea so fills me with sadistic gloating that at last my virgin’s nervousness slips away completely. Now I’m just intensely eager and filled with uninhibited arousal.

Already erect, Clarke rejoins me on the bed. I see that his penis is considerably larger than that of Brianna, and with a definite curve to it. It looks absolutely scrumptious, and right away I want to play with it. In fact, I want to take it into my mouth and suck on it, grip it with my lips and bob on it until he comes all over the back of my throat. Somehow I restrain myself though as Clarke lies beside me and takes me in his arms. Right away we resume our passionate kissing; I had no idea the caressing of lips and slithering dance of dueling tongues could be so incredibly pleasurable! His hand cups my breast again, gently squeezing and toying with the nipple. I know it’s silly, but finally I have to ask.

“You don’t think my nipples are too big, do you? Everyone used to make fun of me.”

Clarke’s gape of disbelief is so comical I have to giggle, my stubborn insecurity swept effortlessly away again. He looks me straight in the eyes with devout conviction.

“Your nipples are amazing. There are none like them in the entire world. I absolutely love them. They’re part of what makes you who you are: a very dear and special woman. I could spend centuries worshiping them.”

As if to prove his point, Clarke slides down and starts kissing, licking, and finally suckling these. This is one guy who doesn’t need to be taught how to nurse: the way he pleasures me has me moaning and squirming like Brianna being masturbated within a minute. By the time he kisses his way down lower still, unsnaps my garters with a practiced flick of his fingers and slides my panties down I’m already panting raggedly and primed to go off like a rocket. Again he shows only delight at my abnormality, and when I spread my legs he dives right in.

Oh, he’s so expert at this! I wish he could give my teenaged slave some helpful pointers! Clarke brings me to orgasm so swiftly (and then again and again) that I’m afraid he might wonder how a supposedly lonely virgin could be so responsive. To forestall any possible questions I offer to return the favor.

“Oh you beautiful man, that was so wonderful! Can I go down on you now? I’ve always wondered what it’s like.”

“Maybe not just yet,” Clarke smiles ruefully. “To be honest, I’m a bit worried about my control. You affect me so powerfully – I’ve been dreaming about this for months – I wouldn’t make it to the main event. I doubt I’d even last a minute in your mouth. I don’t want to disappoint you, honey. Afterwards, if you want to do it again, you could get me ready…”

“Okay,” I purr. Are you watching closely, my impotent young property? Can you see the size of the cock about to take me, and why yours must remain forever locked up? Well feast your eyes, bitch, because here we go! Dropping my inner diatribe, I smile at gorgeous Clarke. “I guess that means it’s time for the main event. Will you take my virginity now, darling?”

“I would be delighted to, beautiful.”

Clarke moves atop me. We soul-kiss some more, until the suspense is nearly unbearable. He palms one of my nipples, rubbing it gently, and begins sliding his shaft along the groove of my labia. Ironically I think of all the times I’ve similarly gloried in teasing and tormenting young Brianna, and I moan and squirm again with growing desperation. But finally Clarke shifts a bit. I feel his wetted head skate over my clit before slipping between my parted lips. Slick and oh-so receptive, practically gaping with urgency, I gasp uncontrollably – here it comes at last! Then the hard fleshy length of him slides inside me, driving up to the root in one smooth thrust.

Mounted; oh I’m mounted by a man at last!

The euphoria and ecstasy are overwhelming. Of course, I’m used to an even larger vibrator. But there’s no substitute for the living heat of that organically throbbing meat. Even better is the solid weight of Clarke’s body in the fork of my crotch, pinning me helplessly to the bed. The bulging muscles of his arms on either side of my head, his handsome face smiling down and his concerned eyes peering into mine from only inches away are all unbelievably arousing. Responding to my sudden cry he pauses a moment deliciously embedded in me.

“Are you okay? It doesn’t hurt?”

“It’s wonderful! Oh you’re so wonderful! Go ahead, darling. You’re the first person ever allowed inside me. Make it an occasion to cherish forever!”

Clarke’s smile is filled with a promise his gentle thrusting proceeds to fulfill. With my sinning little spy watching everything, this practiced older man eradicates my virginity in simply fabulous fashion. The certainty of Brianna being tortured beyond bearing (and she thought just watching me bathe was intolerable these days!) is as sadistically exhilarating as always. Filled by this thrill I wrap my legs around my wonderfully masculine lover’s back, grip his hard buttocks with both hands and begin to rock and thrust back at him. In response he picks up his pace. Encouraged by my cries of sublime enjoyment, he soon falls completely atop me, crushing me to the bed and pounding that big thing unreservedly into me.

Oh joy, oh heaven, oh unadulterated ecstasy! How have I ever lived my life without this most exquisite fulfillment? Twice more I climax with unprecedented force as Clarke pants and moans and labors manfully in his determined attempt to satisfy me.

Good luck: I wish I had that monster harnessed up so that he’d have no choice but to sate me extravagantly before I finally let him finish. Still he does as splendidly as I have any right to expect. It’s not until the most fantastic peak of my third and most apocalyptic orgasm yet that he suddenly stiffens and grunts and begins spurting hot jets of wet into me. Unfortunately for Clarke though, as much as I like him and lust for him, and appreciate his attentions, he’s revealed to me here as just a heavenly means to an even more gratifying end.

As we’re joined in that ecstatic ejaculation it is not my fabulous lover’s face I see in my mind’s eye but that of my far more valued slave. Humiliatingly feminized, tied up exquisitely helpless, gagged with one hard cock and ass-stuffed with another, her forever-impotent erection rages insanely as it’s ceaselessly physically and emotionally stimulated. Meanwhile her terribly anguished eyes just stream with tears while she watches me shrieking climactically. Yet again I’m being fucked right in front of her by a far better man than she could ever have been had I not so ruthlessly abrogated her adolescent masculinity.

That’ll teach that sneaking shit to spy on me! Knowing somewhere deep inside that she’ll be forever denied this ultimate gift that I lavish on so many others, Brianna’s misery escalates in direct proportion to my ecstasy. Indeed each emotion feeds off the other in a sadomasochistic symbiosis that bonds us far more meaningfully than the simple mechanical connection I enjoy with my merely temporary lovers.

So intensely arousing is this vision, and now so intimately linked with orgasm for me, that I know indeed I’ll be making it a reality soon. And then I’ll live out the rest of my wonderfully blessed existence doing so daily – whenever I’m not pounding my own gigantic cock into her ass and face that is. Now that will be a marriage worth cherishing!


Brianna

Once upon a time I was disappointed that Mrs. Andrews didn’t sleep with her husband. Then adoration and obsession led to the beginnings of wisdom. I realized that the last thing I wanted to see was Jim’s hairy ass walking naked around the bedroom or worse, pumping up and down between the spread legs of the goddess in whose unknowing thrall resided my soul. For four years and more I blessed the fact that my beloved took her sexual pleasure in solitary splendor, in oblivious conjunction with my own. Now that ultimate nightmare has claimed me however, and its suffering is far worse than my worst suppositions – and for so many reasons.

Before, I barely knew this older woman. She was truly unattainable: an icon on a pedestal, a sweet fantasy uncomplicated by delusions of potential realities Now, half a year of enslavement and ever more intense intimacies between us have seen my once innocent worship and generally harmless obsession burgeon to the stature of single-minded insanity. Now jealousy doesn’t begin to describe the horrendous agony of watching her have sex with someone else.

Twisting this eviscerating blade further is the fact that this ‘someone else’ isn’t boring familiar Jim, who at least has a legally sanctioned right to my Goddess. It’s a total stranger, an undeniably appealing and incredibly hung older guy who is clearly superior to me in every way. This profoundly belittles me, magnifying the unthinkably extreme degradation I feel.

That’s another way this experience is far worse than any previous imaginings. Rather than watching her performing in innocent ignorance, I’m being deliberately subjected to this by my owner: humiliated far more comprehensively than even being turned into her willing toilet or licking semen off her big erect penis. And that leads inexorably to even worse tortures for me.

Being degraded by Goddess turns me on despite the misery that has me weeping bitterly. Watching her thrash in sexual ecstasy and scream with surpassingly gratifying orgasms arouses me beyond belief in spite of my agonized jealousy. And being locked up impotent for six months and counting has long since turned my formerly addictive voyeurism into an intolerable torment. Further, being turned on by this nightmare subjects me to far worse than merely an unendurable derangement of carnal frustration. It fills me with a vicious self-loathing akin to but far worse than that which afflicts me at being feminized, or learning to somehow enjoy swilling down her fresh hot urine. Such a virulent contempt makes me want to slit my wrists rather than continue trying to live with myself, and I squirm ever more miserably the more my locked-down cock strives so stupidly to rise. And of course, in addition to all this turmoil is the incredibly emotionally upsetting occasion I’m witnessing in itself.

Goddess is losing her virginity without me. She’s reneging on her implicit if not clearly stated promise that I would be the one to enjoy the sacred honor of deflowering her – not to mention lose my own virginity at the same time.

This is catastrophic enough for a lifetime of dismay. Yet it forebodes a future that could easily hold worse. If Goddess could betray me like this, what more devastating denial might she smilingly levy? When first she forced me to beg her for my eventual buggering, she included ‘pleasures of the penis’ in things I’d have to sacrifice in order to earn it. I’d since dismissed this as rhetoric, as there hasn’t been a single domination date when she doesn’t pleasure my penis as exhaustively as she tortures it. But what if she considers stimulating me to tears to be just another form of torture – which it most surely is? What if she’d referred to more momentous pleasures? Forget about taking her cherry, what if I never get to have sex with her at all, or even enjoy another orgasm? Could Goddess possibly be so cruel as to condemn me to an eternity of virginity and maddened impotence? Is this what she intends as my true punishment for spying on her?

The idea is too terrifying to even consider. Yet thanks to the heightened perceptions and emotional susceptibility imparted by that ill-advised indulgence in dope, I not only can’t help but consider it, every nuance and related tangent (along with every facet of all my other torments) swell to stupefying significance. Soon I’m downright frantic, limitlessly appalled as well as filled with anguish, jealousy, arousal, self-hatred, betrayal, et cetera. And all the while I’m required to watch Goddess get fucked without pause, to study every second of this savagely damaging liaison upon pain of my deity’s unsupportable disapproval.

Finally the despised shit usurping my prerogative uses his monster cock to pound my beloved to yet another orgasm. Then he collapses atop her with a lack of consideration I find heretically outrageous. Obviously he’s just ejaculated; Goddess not only allowed him to come, but to come inside her, pumping his semen into the incomparably heavenly pussy I will soon be called upon to service. I want to kill the bastard for soiling my sacred fount in such a disgusting fashion. Somehow he’s not slain by the extremity of my enmity however, and he soon rises up.

After kissing lips I’ve never yet been blessed to, he climbs off the bed and heads into the bathroom – no doubt to wash his vile pecker off. In his absence Goddess sits up and refills their glasses. She lifts her own to me in a jeering toast, grinning at me through the window as she celebrates the loss of her virginity – as well as the hideous ordeal she’s just subjected me to. After drinking to my extreme anguish she refills her glass. Then her hateful lover returns.

Cuddling together they sip wine and kiss and engage in giggly pillow talk that cuts me to the quick despite the fact that I can’t hear a word of it. Oh, I’d give anything to believe the torture is finished! Yet I know my owner’s insatiability too well, and Jim isn’t due home for another three hours. Sure enough, after fifteen minutes of merely miserable respite, my ordeal by observation resumes. This time it’s even worse than before.

Goddess shifts to the side, ensuring that I will have an unobstructed view of her face – and everything she does with it. She takes that bastard’s entire monster dick into her mouth, pursing her lips into a lovely O about the base. Smoldering at her reflection in the window – and at her wretched slave beyond – she begins pleasuring her lover erect.

Sliding his cock almost all the way out and back in again, twisting with her lips so that she spirals up and down the shaft, Goddess pauses occasionally to suck hard on the head. She slathers it all over with her tongue, titillating the tip and even circling the rim before engulfing it rhythmically again. She performs more like a professional than the initiate she is, showing no hesitation whatsoever. Clearly her months of toying with my bloated-impotent member haven’t been wasted. Indeed Goddess attacks that rapidly lengthening cock so greedily it makes me feel more jealous and degraded by the instant. At the same time I can’t help but both hope for and dread a day she might permit herself such a delightful indulgence with her unworthy slave.

Using just her hands, toys, and breasts she already drives me effortlessly into delirium every time we get together. What might it feel like to have her tonguing, sucking and bobbing on my bound-up, badly abused, terminally deprived prick? I shudder and strain in my sleeve at the possibility. Clearly the undeserving asshole before me loves what she’s doing. Despite his recent orgasm, within a minute or two he’s as big and hard as ever. Goddess is having serious difficulty taking him all the way down. Still she perseveres, drooling all over as she gags on him and yet determinedly schooling herself in fellatio even as she educates me in the undreamed of levels of unhealthy emotions I’m capable of sustaining. Before long she masters both her throat and her craft and begins impaling herself with a fervency that both astounds and daunts me. Finally her unbelievably lucky lover signals that he can take no more. The devouring succubus reluctantly desists. Then once again it’s on to even greater torments for me.

Goddess is speaking and gesturing at the window. Asshole looks around and straight at me. For a face-flaming, heart-freezing minute I think she’s telling him all about me. Her expression lacks any mischief however, and his betrays no surprise. He merely takes a pillow and swings around so he can lie with his head at the foot of the bed. Goddess moves to straddle him and I finally understand: she was merely explaining about the reflection and ostensibly wanting to watch herself while she fucks.

This is her excuse for giving me the best possible view and the illusion of eye contact. And indeed as she swings astride my usurper, grabs that hugely erect prick, points it into herself and mounts him, she’s once again smoldering at me through the window as if every detail of my painfully aroused, infinitely anguished misery is open to her omniscience.

So begins the truly trying spectacle that Goddess promised would ‘drive me more insanely out of my mind than ever’. She was right, of course. Socketed atop a far better man’s far larger cock, looming as big as life in my binoculars and maintaining an almost constant mocking eye contact, my breathtakingly gorgeous owner proceeds to fuck him exactly as she once spoke of riding me ‘to innumerable orgasms’. Still wearing her heels, stockings, and sexy black garter belt, Goddess experiments with several different methods of copulation. Naturally each is fantastically, excruciatingly, futilely arousing for me in its own way. And of course, the effect of each on her matchless breasts is what captivates me the most.

She tries bobbing vertically up and down: slowly at first but eventually bouncing so wildly that those tits too jounce and jiggle in spectacular fashion. After her first silently screaming climax she moves on to lateral thrusting, pumping her hips back and forth so as to rock that embedded cock against her g-spot just as the feeldoe is reputed to do. Clearly she finds this the most enjoyable, for she proceeds to employ it almost exclusively.

Goddess leans back, gripping her lover under the thighs so that her breasts are thrust beautifully out as they bob to the impetus of her rhythm. Staring daggers of fiery lust at me, she only breaks her knife-to-the-gut gaze when casting her head back in the throes of still more orgasms. Yet worse than this is when she leans forward, propped on her arms the way she once simulated intercourse with me for all of two maddeningly precious minutes. Only now she isn’t rubbing against a locked-down organ but enjoying the effect of it seated deep inside of her.

As on that night of depilation (our first domination date I now recall), her boobs are drawn into lovely cones. But now these slap together, dance about or pendulum so animatedly with her frenzied thrusting that the nipples become beautiful pink blurs: ambrosial blossoms shaken by a hurricane while still on the bough. Dancing wildly about too is the key to my penis sleeve, still dangling from its chain. The memory of being the one beneath her to see this all from only inches away combines with the sight of her frenzied pumping, the glare of her demanding passion and the inescapable fact that it’s someone who’s never suffered for her enjoying this sensational copulation to make me fervently wish my thundering heart would seize up or explode and spare me any further torment. It doesn’t, and for well over an hour Goddess works that inconceivably lucky prick to truly innumerable climaxes. Even when she occasionally drops forward, sparing me the taunting of her gaze and the display of her tits to lie breast-to-breast and kissing that fuck as she pumps endlessly on, the spectacle is just too poignant to be borne.

I know how it feels to be blessed with such loving intimacy, such full-body contact. But how heavenly would it be to also be locked together at the lips and genitals, connected to my owner by my simultaneously penetrating cock and tongue? The growing certainty that I’ll never know has me sobbing so miserably that not even the agonized plight of my relentlessly straining impotence can distract me from this tragedy. When in the throes of yet another orgasm Goddess is lifted up by the bridging hips of the bastard once again ejaculating into her (and thankfully bringing this second and far more extended and affecting spectacle to an end), it’s only the fact that my owner has all the ropes concealed in her closet that keeps me from hanging by the neck from the end of one. It seems only the accusation of my suicide, the fitting end of me dangling from the tree that hosted all my horribly costly peeping, could possibly assuage the wretchedness of my usurpation. Yet even when Goddess climbs from her lover’s spent and drooping (but still hatefully impressive) cock my torment isn’t finished.

Again they cuddle up to drink and kiss and pet and talk. And every giggle my enemy elicits, every caress of his far more worthy hands on my Goddess, every look of affection she lavishes on him twists the augur of my jealousy and degradation deeper.

Even when he at last dresses and leaves, there’s one final act to the performance, one last curtain call to make me weep and grieve. After kissing her lover goodbye at the bedroom door, Goddess strides in her smashingly sexy heels, fishnet stockings and unhooked garters over to the window. Framed against the glass she gives me a smile, one so packed with multiple meanings that I will soon spend endless insomniac hours trying to decipher them all. She winks cheekily at me, and blows me a kiss I can’t possibly feel – such a horribly appropriate finish to the show! Then my precious Goddess sweeps the drapes dramatically closed. Finally it’s time to return to my own lonely bed and try to cry myself to sleep. Our next date isn’t for three long days.


Claire

“You want a divorce.”

Jim’s voice is heavy with resignation, while mine remains buoyant. Since last night I’ve been floating like a balloon, and it’s impossible to treat this next incredibly liberating step with anything like the gravity it might deserve.

“That’s right, dear husband: a perfectly amicable one of course: civilized, discreet, and entirely friendly.” Though I’m tempted to laugh at Jim’s hang-dog look, I suppress this in favor of a matter-of-fact affect with just a tinge of commiseration.

“I have nothing against you, Jim. You’re a nice, generally honorable guy and a good friend. But you had to know this was coming. I’m no longer the same person who had to a settle for an empty sham of a marriage. That timid little mouse is gone, and she’s never coming back. I can do a lot better now, and I intend to.”

It’s Saturday evening and we’re sitting down to a rare dinner together. When I woke up this morning with my virginity history (damn that was a fabulous couple of fucks!), I was seized by the conviction that it was far past time for my marriage to go the same way as my ‘virtue’. After all, I want the dissolution to be final by the end of spring, and the paperwork may take a few months. So I spent the day reviewing the relevant statutes, researching attorneys and then proposed (sorry for the ironic choice of words) this dinner together to discuss it.

“I suppose I did see this coming,” Jim sighs. “I expect you’ll want half of everything?”

“I’m afraid so: all I’m legally entitled to. My parents are going to disown me of course, and I’ll need to be set up with something if I’m going to start a new life somewhere else, some place far away from here. Are we going to have any trouble over that?”

“Of course not,” Jim sighs again. “Not when you can out me to the whole state if you want. I trust you will keep quiet if you get what’s coming to you?”

“Of course, I will. I’d keep quiet in any case. I don’t want to hurt you, or spill any of your secrets. I’ll even let you initiate proceedings and make up the reasons if you like. You can say you’re kicking me out because I’m a sinful fallen woman. That will please my mother and the rest of this hateful town no end.”

I stab a bite of turkey with my fork and chew on it while Jim considers. Finally, he shrugs and goes back to his own meal.

“What about the house? Your parents paid for it.”

“It’s yours if you want it. I’ll be moving out by summer. We can put it up for sale or you can keep it and give me half the equity. It’s up to you.”

Jim shrugs again.

For a minute I wonder which option he will prefer, once the news inevitably comes out about Brianna and me. I suppose I should confess to him soon, perhaps after her birthday, so he can think about that before making any commitment. Will he and the Garveys want to jointly commiserate and vilify me together for the next twenty years, or will they wish to never see each other again? It’s an interesting question. Which will triumph in this benighted religious community: embarrassment over the scandal or the bitter pleasure of mutual condemnation? I make an inner bet on the first, grinning a little at the thought of Hope Garvey’s reaction.

Perhaps she and Sarah can form a horrified mother’s club. Over the rest of the meal, Jim and I hash out the distribution of our other durable goods, which is easily done. We each have our own car after all, and our own stuff we share about as rarely as we do a meal like this.

The lawyers and accountants can sort out all the money issues, and we agree to set up a joint meeting for next week. Jim remains glum about all this – well he should – while I grow ever more euphoric. Everything is coming up roses, as they say. Having dealt with one of the guys in my life, I next turn my attention to the other two.

The she-male will be the easiest to deal with. She’ll do whatever I say or wish she had. Though Brianna grows increasingly miserable as January turns into February and I begin seeing Clarke as often as I do her, she remains as enthralled with me as ever and still hopelessly addicted to the careful mix of affection and abuse, exaltation and degradation I dole out on our domination dates. The way I make her watch (and with the simple expedient of a baby monitor hidden under the bed listen to) my wonderful lover fucking me at least twice a week is exactly the kind of inconceivably cruel torture I knew it would be for her. Brianna admits that she bawls every time, and even wishes she was dead, though she could never betray me in such a cowardly way. Yet despite this emotional agony, and the further torturous uncertainty that plagues her constantly (I steadfastly refuse to either confirm or allay her fears that she’ll be an impotent virgin forever), her enslavement remains as compulsory as it is voluntary. She’s looking forward to her birthday as much if not more than I am and wants nothing more from the remainder of her existence than to continue to be my personal property. She accepts completely that every decision about her future will henceforth be left up to me.

This is a delightful responsibility, and lends itself to all kinds of fantasy-fulfilling possibilities. Right now though the only concerns I have in that regard are planning out the most enjoyable and appropriate way to take her cherry, and in the process ensure that she indeed remains enslaved to me forever. I must make certain that she has no recourse, no escape, no way to back out if she changes her mind at some later date. Working these issues out is actually just another giddy thrill for me, so that only leaves the problem of Clarke.

My lover is growing ever more enamored with me. This is incredibly flattering, and highly useful in torturing Brianna. But I need to find a gentle and polite way to make him understand that as much as I like him, and as much as I absolutely love fucking him, I’m not in the market for a serious long-term relationship with him. As my experience with guys and even my social skills are sorely limited, I’m having trouble determining how to best go about this. By the time Valentine’s Day arrives though it’s become obvious I can’t put it off any longer.

When Clarke asks for a date that day I know I’m going to be in for some serious wooing along with my incredibly ecstatic sex. Nevertheless I accept.

For one thing, I‘ve never had a reason to celebrate the holiday before. Instead it’s been a reason for resentment, for tears, bitterness, despair, and masturbating to the angriest fantasies I can dream up. Now there’s a girlish part of me that wants to revel in being lavished with gifts, earnestly romanced and flattered with professions of love even if these are doomed to go unrequited. Plus the very seriousness of those professions, encouraged by the occasion, may finally spur me to get serious in return, and either send Clarke on disappointed to someone more suitable or ease us into a more comfortable, mostly physical relationship.


Claire

The first of my intentions is satisfied immediately. As I’d expected, Clarke arrives with armloads of presents: long-stemmed red roses, gourmet chocolates, lingerie and even jewelry: a pair of stunning gold earrings. He treats me like a queen and pampers me incessantly. He sits me down to rub my shoulders and bustles around cooking filet mignon for dinner. He opens and pours the rare vintage he brought and sets my loaded plate in front of me. He also pours out an endless stream of flattery, professes his love for me over and over again and insists on cleaning up the kitchen while I’m shooed upstairs to get ready for him.

How romantic is that? And when Clarke ascends to my candlelit lair at last the timing is perfect. I’ve just turned on the baby monitor and ordered Brianna into her tree house, promising her my most distressing performance yet. It’s certainly going to require an inversion of character.

Wearing my new lingerie and expensive earrings, I greet my date with a series of the sweetest lingering kisses I‘ve ever given him. Straightaway then I begin to repay all of his thoughtfulness (and soften my imminent rejection of his wooing) by undressing him myself. Then I sit him on the edge of the bed for a long, drawn-out, exquisitely leisurely blow job.

Knowing it disturbs Brianna to see me looking so sentimentally soft and tender, I’m glad that frilly little baby-doll is exactly the kind of blatantly effeminate pink I prefer to force on her.

It upsets her far worse to see me acting the submissive too. So tonight I’m going all out. I’m even getting a kick out of playing such an unfamiliar character. Once I have Clarke naked and enthroned on my bed (seated on the side so that my slave can see everything), I drop to my knees on the floor before him. Deliberately I adopt the manner of a poor peasant girl being forced to make obeisance to her ruler – before humiliatingly pleasuring him, a date with the headsman’s axe contingent on his satisfaction.

Brianna must be anguished beyond belief at seeing me this way. Yet this is just the beginning of the torment I have in store for her. Despite starting less than a month ago I’m already a fellatio virtuoso. By now I revel in giving head just as much as Clarke enjoys getting it. Embracing the abjection embodied by my posture, I bow meekly down and accept into my mouth the stiffly upright spike I’ve been condemned to be impaled upon. For over an hour then I reverently minister to this, sliding that monster erection through my pursed lips and all the way down my throat in hundreds of maddeningly slow and twisting strokes. And whenever even such a teasingly sedate rhythm threatens to bring my efforts to an end I pause to vary my servile exertions. Concentrating on just the sweetly seeping knob atop that prodigious pulsing pole, I lavishly slather this with my tongue. I tickle and titillate the tip, then wrap the whole thing in my lips before sucking it like a plum-colored popsicle. When even this begins to bring the king to the brink, I resort to desperate measures I’ve heard about but never yet attempted.

I drop down lower and open up wider. Then somehow I force my very small mouth to accommodate both of my lord’s incredibly hefty testicles. With my cheeks bulging like a chipmunk’s and my jaws sprung to their limits I fervidly, rhythmically, very humbly begin to suckle these. Kneeling like a penitent with my head cast back, that quivering rigid pole towers potent and totemic from just above my nose. All wide-eyed timidity and adoring abasement, I gaze enraptured past that vein-wrapped shaft, my nostrils flaring with my laborious panting and my glutted mouth watering uncontrollably. Struggling to keep pace with this helpless drooling, I swallow convulsively over and over again. Yet still the slaver overspills my lips and runs down my chin, humiliatingly wetting my stretched neck and breasts. Whimpering with affliction, I nevertheless project the most obeisant expression of worship I can as I frantically work my aching cheeks, sucking for all I’m worth on the enormous organs so grotesquely stuffing me up.

I can tell the sight of me in such pathetic straits is as exciting to my lover as it is unbearably hellish for my slave. So even when I can endure this no longer, when I have to expel that scrotum gasping and retching and trailing strings of saliva to go right back to gripping him with my lips and bobbing dutifully up and down, I continue to gaze up in helpless subservience.

Enthroned in lordly authority, Clarke looms above me: a picture of sybaritic excess. Obsequiously focusing everything I have upon him, I maintain a meekly vulnerable, appealingly doe-eyed goggle of devotion as I relentlessly impale my circle-stretched lips and uncomfortably plunged esophagus. Increasingly messy and disheveled, I pick up my pace, openly advertising my sweaty distress and visibly growing exhaustion. Still I make no concession to either beyond the tortured whimpering I continuously emit. With every wile at my disposal I embody the ideal most certain to arouse my lover and simultaneously devastate my slave.

I’m a slutty little waif, desperately eager to please! I’m the epitome of humility and willingly corrupted innocence! I wish I could kneel groveling at my master’s feet and slavishly service his demanding manhood like this for all eternity! It’s my most cherished and wholly appropriate function in life! I’m nothing but a mindless device for endlessly pleasuring his penis, I live to succumb to his contemptuous possession; I was born to be his nubile little whore, et cetera, et cetera, et cetera! But at last it’s time to finish this ridiculous (if still wildly exciting) performance, to pay off Clarke in style and really upset my slave.

Grunting my urgent hunger loudly enough for Brianna to hear it over my lover’s ecstatic moans, I begin increasing my fervency further, accelerating my feeding by degrees into a truly orgiastic gorging. Gluttonous as a pig, I deep-throat that huge hard popsicle in a messily drooling frenzy certain to soon melt it back into softness – not to mention make it give up every last bit of juicy succulence. Much as I love that taste however (and the sensation of viscous liquid shooting hot and slimy against my uvula or just straight down into my gullet), I have other priorities this time. Even more so than seeing me humbled and subservient, my slave simply can’t stand any hint of inconsideration or degradation directed at me. It’s blasphemous, heretical, absolutely anathema to the religious awe and reverence she so single-mindedly lavishes on me. Such an outrage unspeakably profanes everything she’s so expensively dedicated her entire existence to. So as soon as the first salty touch hits my tongue I pull back off that suddenly shuddering spike and just use my well-practiced grip on it.

Pointing and jerking frantically with both hands even as I beatifically thrust forth my face to be defiled, I assist Clarke in pumping his entire load of come straight into and all over my eagerly beaming features. So caught up in this degradation and what it’s surely doing to my watching property that I even have an orgasm myself as hot sperm splats against my cheeks and nose and lips and chin, I wallow in being spewed upon like the most wanton slut in history. It’s only when those urgent spurts lose force and start falling short of my face that I plunge my dripping mouth back down to batten on him again.

Still pumping Clarke with one hand and gently squeezing his balls with the other, I catch the last jets and then slurp up the delicious dregs. I bob and gobble and hoover him out like a runaway suction pump. Once he’s finally done I even make a tight circle with my fingers and thumb and pull that pinching ring slowly up from the root to the very tip in order to milk him of every last sticky drip. Only after sucking this up and swallowing it down do I at last sag back gasping and moaning with slutty satiety. Smacking my sloppy chops like a mutt, I ostentatiously use my fingers to carefully swipe up all those clots and smears and looping ribbons of semen spattered on my sweaty face and transfer them into my still insatiable mouth.

“Oh my God!” Clarke is groaning, collapsed back flat on the bed. With the charade now over, this piques me to sudden anger, and for two reasons.

Could he not stay sitting up to watch every last second of my performance, the way my poor slave (who will never get to experience such an incredible heaven) surely did? And why is this jerk calling upon a nonexistent masculine deity when he’s just been so superbly serviced by a bona-fide Goddess? Brianna would never be so crass! Feeling a fleeting stab of pity for the ordeal I just put my darling she-male through, I’m suddenly glad she’ll be able to hear every word when I puncture Clarke’s mawkish dreams of endless monogamous bliss with me. Surely that will salve her agony some, and reassure her that I still value her above all others.

Clarke raises his head to peer blearily at me.

“Oh my God!” he says again, pissing me off even more. Suddenly I want to take one of those long-stemmed American beauties and whip his precious dick all welted and bloody with it. Brianna would treasure such a beating! “Oh my God, Claire, that was so unbelievable! I swear, there’s no other woman in the world like you. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to let you go!”

Here it is: the opportunity I’ve been dodging for weeks and now suddenly accept with relish. Rather than scream at him the way I want to though, I somehow control myself. He’s still good for a few things at least. I adopt the matter-of-fact yet gently commiserating manner I used a few weeks ago with Jim.

“I’m sorry, Clarke. I know this really isn’t the occasion. But I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that. I like you an awful lot, and I love spending time with you – especially in bed. But please don’t pressure me to ‘go steady’ or anything. I’m just now getting out of one marriage, sham that it is. I’m not in any hurry to dive right into another, or even a serious relationship.

“I’m just beginning to enjoy my freedom – not to mention sex life – and I intend to do a whole lot more of both. I’d be far more comfortable if we could just consider this temporary, or at least take things a day at a time, without all the endless professions of undying love. If you want to have a lot of fun and great fucking without any commitment, I’m your girl. But if you’re looking for marriage material, you’d be better off looking somewhere else – no offense.”

Clarke looks crestfallen at this, giving me a stab of sadistic satisfaction for my slave’s sake as well as my own. But then he recovers the way I’d hoped.

“Okay, Claire. I can understand and accept that. Just so you know that I am in love with you. I won’t pester you about it, and I’ll certainly take whatever I can get. Just remember that you do have a standing proposal of matrimony if you ever change your mind. You’re definitely the kind of girl a guy could spend his entire life with and consider himself blessed.”

Even if I locked up your cock, pissed in your mouth and fucked your sissy ass every day? If not, you’ve got nothing on the true love of my life!

I don’t say this, nor do I even explore the possibility by seeing if he’ll literally take the thorns with the rose for me as I’m so surely tempted to do. There is still such a thing as fidelity even among the very kinky. Instead I just smile noncommittally. And when Clarke offers to service me in return while he recovers enough for my usual hour and more of riding him, I graciously accept. But as he’s so expertly eating my pussy, and even later while I’m straddling his big cock and fucking my brains out, part of me is still refining plans for taking my sissy’s virginity, and ensuring that she remains my tormented impotent toilet forever.




Chapter Twelve

Brianna

Finally the day is imminent! Tomorrow I receive the best of all possible birthday presents. I’m so excited I can hardly sit still, though for the first time in months my backside isn’t covered with fresh or even slowly healing welts.

Goddess has refrained from beating me for an entire week. She wants both my skin unblemished and my addiction unfed for the big night ahead. By now I’m so starved for the lick of her whip or the smack of her paddle that all my recent misery has receded completely. Instead of obsessing on the sight of Goddess kneeling and beaming as a giant cock spurts all over her face, or the sound of her shrieking with orgasms more satisfying than any I’ve ever given her, or even worrying incessantly about my own orgasmic future, I’ve been filled with rose-tinted reminisces. Every step of the past seven months I’ve spent as the beloved property of the Goddess I’ve worshiped unreservedly since puberty parades through my memory in a loop akin to that first damning video she made of me.

I remember kneeling before her to confess my sins as the evidence against me played on and on next to us. Lying across her lap while she beat me with her hairbrush was the most exciting thing that had ever happened to me. Feeling her nipples through her t-shirt for the first time made my head swim with the intensity of the emotions overwhelming me. I remember looking down at the chastity sleeve my new key-holder had just locked onto me with such an addictive rush of terrified arousal that I could barely fathom the unending hell it portended. Then there was kneeling bent over her bed while Mistress whipped me with a belt, being bound to a chair and hanging from the ceiling while she viciously caned me, suffering paddles, dressage whip, hot dripping wax and agonizing depilation, finally leading inevitably to the bullwhip and endless jolts of electricity. And all the while there were the steadily increasing ecstasies of intimacy she granted me, and ever more intolerable teasing of my locked up or tied off penis.

I touched and then fondled my owner’s bare breasts. I licked and sucked those incredible nipples, endured her squirming atop me, watched her dance and masturbate right in front of me, learned to bathe her lovely body and service her extraordinary genitals with my hands and mouth and even her giant vibrator. Meanwhile she subjected my own miserably impotent erection to ever increasing amounts of the most intense stimulation: the endlessly stroking feather, the ever-more adept attentions of her hands, even the rubbing of her nipples against the glans and the pumping of the shaft between her breasts. She taught me to love being handcuffed, hooded, gagged, clipped with clothespins and bound in ever more contorted, uncomfortable and inescapable ways, until the highlight of my life became being pitilessly hogtied to spend interminable hours in her sleeping arms. And of course, all the time I was watching her grow from a hopelessly inhibited little mouse into an increasingly confident wearer of ever more outrageous lingerie and finally into a gorgeous and glamorous sexpot and utterly pitiless dominatrix, I grew in turn to cherish the most inconceivable depths of degradation at her hands.

Kissing Mistress’ feet, polishing her shoes and boots with my tongue, licking the ground she walked on, being turned into a cross-dressing, makeup wearing, mincing little sissy, her housemaid and even her toilet became ever more compulsory and perversely rewarding. I have yet to learn to appreciate the worst degradation of all. Watching the woman I’ve come to worship as a Goddess on Earth get fucked and suck another man’s cock with the most naked abandon imaginable remains a torture not even I can find fulfilling despite how much it arouses me. Thank the Goddess there is one more enormously degrading obligation ahead, the most arousing and no doubt fulfilling of all.

Ever since my single instance of disobedience my owner has been preparing me to accept and appreciate the ultimate subjugation-compensation she has planned for me. From rubbing my bung and humping me against a wall while murmuring hints in my ear, to lying atop me in any number of positions while she thrust her pubis suggestively against my anus to sliding her big prick along my crack and pumping it between my bound legs and crotch to making me masturbate and milk myself with it – and then lick the come off it – Goddess has deliberately created an overwhelming need in me to become her shameless cock-slave bugger-bitch. This is the ultimate destiny I’ve been groomed for all along, and that which will make even my worst trials and torments seem a small price to pay. And now finally, in less than twenty-four hours, those maddest, most compulsory fantasies I’ve sacrificed my autonomy, friends and family, orgasmic capacity and basically my entire future for are at last going to be fulfilled.

Everything has been arranged. Luckily my birthday falls on Friday this year. Goddess has convinced her soon-to-be ex-husband to clear out for the weekend, so the house is again hers from Friday through Sunday afternoon. After school I have to attend a dinner party with my parents and a few other relatives, but then I too will be free for the weekend, and the real celebration. I’ve told Hope and Jacob that I’m going on another prayer retreat to prepare for life after high school, and they remain as credulous as ever. All I have to do is ride my bike out the driveway and down the street, hide it in the trees and then creep back under cover of the early darkness and slip into my Goddess’ exclusive private universe. There I will at last lose at least one kind of virginity if not two. Perhaps I’ll even be allowed an orgasm after all this time! It’s obvious that Goddess loves the taste of semen; every time she gets together with her lover these days she greedily sucks him off before riding him. Why shouldn’t she want to enjoy mine, especially after all I’ve suffered for her? Surely by now she’s forgiven me my trespasses; she openly credits my spying with changing her life so profoundly for the better and has assured me that she loves me like no one else ever several times. Yet even if she won’t fuck me, suck me off or allow me to climax, she’s absolutely guaranteed to use her feeldoe on me. It’s practically all she’s talked about since unwrapping it at Christmas. So this is going to be a birthday to cherish forever no matter what happens. I’m so giddily excited by the prospect that whenever I’m not reminiscing about the past I’m fantasizing about the near and indefinite future.

That’s another thing: Goddess has said she will reveal her plans for us too this weekend.

It’s already settled that she’s decided to keep me permanently. I don’t have to worry about that any more. Nor do I have to worry about job prospects, a bad economy, choosing a college or career or any of the other crap my classmates are obsessed with. I’m so incredibly lucky I have an owner to look after me, to provide the answers to every question I’ll ever face. I’m truly blessed to belong to Mrs. Andrews in so many ways. And to think this all came about because one day I spotted her from a distance getting into the bathtub, became hopelessly enamored with her breasts and addicted to spying on her. My worst sins have somehow delivered me to the brink of paradise. The Goddess truly does work in mysterious ways.

Thinking about the serendipity of this leads me right back into reminiscing of course, and oh how the hours drag by! School on Friday becomes an ordeal nearly as frustrating and endless as watching Goddess have sex, if not so torturous. I can’t engage in any interaction with anything approaching normalcy, nor can I pay attention in a single class. Though the threat of Goddess’ displeasure has so far motivated me to keep my grades at an acceptable level, I fear I’m doomed to fail any test based on today’s material. Yet who can care? The true test comes tonight, when I finally lose my slut-cherry and become my Goddess’ she-male slave for real. Will the experience measure up to my dreams, and convince my owner incontrovertibly that I’m worthy of spending her life with? Only time and my once unthinkable level of perversity will tell.

Dinner with my family is likewise an interminable ordeal. Luckily they’re used to my preoccupation by now, and respectful of the spiritual issues that supposedly obsess me. I manage to feign appreciation and express gratitude for the gifts I unwrap (an expensive new watch and gold-leaf bible, clothes I’ll surely never wear once the charade of my masculinity is finished et cetera) and exclaim over the elaborate cake. When I’m told Jacob will be taking me to pick out a car next week I even feel a flash of true excitement. By the time we leave the restaurant however I can once again think only about Goddess and the weekend ahead. Back at the house I grab my stage-dressing backpack (filled with little more than panties that need to be washed) and bid goodbye to my parents. They are sitting down to an evening of truly insufferable network TV, and already have the living room curtains closed. Nevertheless I stick to the plan. I ride my bike down the street to where the tree belt crowds the road, and after making certain I’m unobserved I wheel it undercover and lock it to a trunk. There I wait, obsessively checking my new watch until it’s almost nine o’clock. Then with my heart pounding and my penis already trying to erect I begin creeping back through the neighborhood toward my date with destiny.


Claire

Waiting in the darkness by the patio door, I’ve got my bullwhip in one hand and a half-full bottle of champagne in the other. Tucking the whip under my arm for a minute, I run a palm down the front of my cat-suit. The skintight black latex bulges out at my abdomen; I’ve already got a good buzz on and a serious celebratory drink ready for my nineteen year-old slave.

Damn, I love getting drunk! This is another belated joy I can’t believe I deprived myself of for so long. Besides the sheer pleasure of intoxication itself, it fires me up for my domination sessions like nothing else. I have no lack of motivation tonight, but that doesn’t mean some extra zealousness won’t be welcome. I’ve been looking forward to this forever. I’m finally going to live out the most cherished, exciting and madly anticipated revenge fantasy of all.

My hand continues past that bulge to grip the new, truly monstrous cock strapped about my crotch. At twelve inches long and nearly three thick, this lifelike black behemoth is just for show, at least until I get my sissy properly broken in. After all, we have an interminably delayed date with the feeldoe first. However, combined with my spike heels, sleek body-hugging suit and Catwoman mask and whip, this gargantuan erection should terrify and arouse the hell out of Brianna when she finally arrives. The weekend ahead is going to feature a torture-and-dick-tease, bondage-and-domination, humiliation-and-degradation kinky sex extravaganza like no other. It’s finally going to finish establishing and then irrevocably cement the unimaginably fantastic permanent relationship I have planned with my slave. I mean to start it out right!

As if summoned by that thought, or merely conjured by my divine will, Brianna’s shadow suddenly darkens the glass. As she slides open the door to step inside, I reclaim my whip. I shake this out so it hangs dramatically along one leg, the braided lash trailing across the floor. Brianna doesn’t see me yet; my entire body aside from my eyes, ears, pussy, and jaw might as well be dipped in ink. As soon as she slips inside, closes and locks the door and turns back to me however I step forward, emerging from the enfolding darkness like a bit of Stygian midnight brought to life. Her reaction is simply priceless.

I’ve read that extreme fear unearths genetic ghosts in us, making us revert to what we once were: defenseless prey slinking through primeval forests. Here it is proved. In her sudden terror Brianna instinctively adopts the body language of some creeping African hominid confronted by a predator – a vicious black leopard, say. She immediately crouches down, minimizing her exposure. Her shoulders come up to protect her neck, her back bows over her torso and her arms cross protectively in front of her to further shield her vulnerable innards.

I don’t need to caress her darling nape to know the hairs are bristling there: Brianna’s vestigial hackles are raised and she’s wincing and flinching automatically. Grinning with wicked relish at this cringing posture, I crack that lash, making my little sissy practically leap out of her skin. Quivering timorously she gawps at me, taking in the triangular ears sprouting from the smooth dome of my head, the glitter of my eyes and teeth gleaming through that anonymous mask, my lithe yet now exquisitely defined body with its lines and curves and bulging new musculature spectacularly emphasized by that ebon second skin… But then finally her gaze falls upon the enormous erect penis projecting its oh-so potent threat in her direction. Brianna jumps again and squeaks like a field mouse at seeing the size of the spear I’ve sprouted for her. Zealously predatory, I pounce immediately, sinking psychic claws into my prey as she cowers there paralyzed by the peril I represent. My voice is a purr and a growl and a snarl by turns as I greet her and welcome her into her thrilling new existence.

“Happy birthday, bitch. The day you’ve spent months craving and training for is upon you at last. Tonight you will be taken and penetrated. You will be educated in all the vastly demanding ways your Goddess will now irrevocably lay claim to you. Heart and mind, body and soul, you already belong to me. Now my eager organ is going to make that official.

“Get your clothes off and crawl to me, bitch! We must toast this momentous occasion. Then you must reaffirm your fealty to me and introduce yourself to my impatient erection. A weekend and lifetime of miserably fawning slut-service awaits you, and my enormous organ is eager to strip you of your last innocence!”

Brianna swallows hard and then at last gets a grip on herself. Clearly still terrified but now in the thrall of an unholy excitement too she sheds her clothes in a frenzy, falls to her knees and scrabbles toward me, keening uncontrollably. Somehow suppressing the giggles that want to overwhelm me, I order her to open up for baptism. Once she’s squatting on her knees before me with her face tipped expectantly up I straddle my human commode, sealing us hole-to-hole. Then looking down past the giant cock obscuring her servile and fearful and adoring expression (and grinning at the irony as I remember myself in a nearly identical situation), I raise that bottle up.

“Happy birthday, slave. Let us toast the imminent end to your virginity, and the simply fabulous life we are going to have after this. Here’s to my cock, both of your slutty holes and their very belated coming together! And here’s to you belonging to me for all eternity!”

I take a long swig of champagne straight from the bottle. Then I give Brianna hers (a bit recycled by now) direct from my holy fount.

Brianna whines with excitement as I begin, and I moan with sweet relief as all that hot piss sizzles out of me. Oh, it seems to go on forever! How painfully Brianna’s belly must be swelling as my bladder so blissfully deflates! Yet despite the enormous transference my toilet accepts it all without spilling a drop. She even eagerly licks the last drips from my lips. At last I step back from her gasping and swaying and groveling at my feet and smile with approval.

“Well done, darling. Now you may use your dutiful tongue to clean me all over. Not just my shoes, but everywhere I’m covered with rubber you will reverently lick me. You will finish at my cock, which you will today finally be allowed to suck. Enjoy yourself, slut!”

Without any retching or even a brief struggle to recover, my wonderfully practiced piss-slave begins with my soles and spike heels. She fellates these expertly as she gazes enraptured up at me. Oh she’s so darling, and has clearly learned a lot from watching me with Clarke. Just like a cat I purr with enjoyment as she grooms me from toe to head and stern to stem. Unfortunately that cock is too gigantic for her to fit even the head into her mouth no matter how hard she tries.

“That’s all right, my beloved,” I coo down at her kneeling distress. “You can suck my feeldoe before I fuck you with it. For now just lick my wedding night boner all over. Then let’s get you properly feminized and restrained for foreplay. I also have some lovely birthday presents for you – in addition to the gift of my rampaging prick that is, and my formal bestowal of eternal slavery. This is going to be the best night of your life, darling, one you will look back upon with longing and fawning gratitude forever.”

Five minutes later I have my sissy sitting in her chair and putting on her own makeup. She’s getting quite good at this. She paints her nails and pulls on her wig (I can’t wait to take her to get acrylics and her hair done) and dresses in the very minimal lingerie I lay out for her. I want access to all that beautifully unblemished flesh tonight, so she dons only a split-crotch g-string and an open-cup bra. Footwear is included in her presents, so after she ties a pretty little ribbon around her neck I remove the chastity sleeve and harness her instant erection. Then I have her kneel before me on the floor to open her gifts.

First I give her three very sexy, slutty, yet exuberantly girlish dresses. Sleeveless or strapless with short, flouncy skirts, one white with huge orange polka-dots, one pastel yellow with garish red roses all over it and the last an absolutely shocking hot pink, these will all come in handy very soon. Though Brianna knows intellectually that she will need an entire new wardrobe before long, actually seeing and handling the kinds of things she will be openly wearing drives the point home like nothing else. Her face is crimson with humiliation and her jaw quivering as she lifts them with trembling hands, and I move one of the omnipresent cameras in closer to better document her dismay.

“What do you say, Brianna?”

A single tear tracks down her cheek and she practically chokes on the words.

“Thank you, Goddess. You are generous beyond belief and far too nice to me.”

“You’re welcome. Those will be for when I want to take you out to parties or orgies, or simply snap a leash to your collar and parade you around town. Open these now. This will be for your duties around the house.”

‘This’ of course is a simply scandalous French maid’s uniform: a darling little white lace headpiece, tightly lacing black corset/bustier and miniskirt, ruffled white apron and petticoats, panties, fishnet stockings and garters and white lace gloves. Best of all though are the ankle boots: seven-inch spike heels and en pointe toes (like ballet dancers wear) that will keep her entire two hundred-plus pounds balanced on barely a square inch each the entire time the locking buckles are secured about her strenuously extended ankles.

“Aren’t they wonderful, darling? I can’t wait to see you tiptoeing around in them all day doing chores and waiting on my friends and me. You’ll just feel so blessed every time you’re ordered to your knees to rub our feet, eat our pussies or suck our cocks. That will be the only relief you’ll get. And of course, I’ll be keeping your ankles hobbled with shackles too, so don’t fall down as you mince around, my sissy young she-male! In fact, why don’t you put them on right now so you can begin getting used to them?”

Struggling ‘manfully’ not to cry and spoil her makeup as her future life is revealed piecemeal to her, Brianna obeys me. What else can she do? She’s irrevocably committed now, and even if I were to tell her she’d be spending the next fifty years sucking off scabby black cocks behind a crack house for me, she’d be forced by her own love and addiction to submit. I’d never do that to my beloved – even my almost bottomless need for revenge doesn’t go that deep – but she doesn’t know that. And I’m not about to give her any hint of my limits. She needs to be kept on her toes – figuratively as well as literally. As for that last, once she’s locked into those ankle boots, I snap the last of my new purchases onto her (a set of tiny steel thumb-cuffs) and pull my slave up by her bound hands to totter precariously upright. Once she’s gained her balance I lead Brianna sniffling and tiptoeing over to that ceiling hook. Within a matter of minutes I have her cock-gagged, ass-stuffed and hung by her thumbs, that barbell weight again stretching her out from the cuffs on her ankles. Though her erection is already being madly stimulated by the vibrator on her harness and the one massaging her prostate from inside, I set up that ticking feather too, and clamp clothespins onto her nipples. Then I step back, pick up my shock-wand and whip and shake out that snaking lash before grinning devilishly at her.

“Are you ready for some foreplay, darling?”

Her agonized, terrified, and dread-filled eyes are already swimming with tears that she’s still trying desperately not to shed. Nevertheless my beloved nods urgently at me. Let’s go then!


Brianna

Oh, I’m in agony before the first desperately missed kiss of the whip. All my weight is hanging from my thumbs, which feel dislocated already. My toes and ankles are killing me after only minutes in these boots, even though I’m no longer in contact with the floor. The thought of wearing them nearly all day every day is almost as dreadful as the prospect of Goddess parading me around town leashed and openly cross-dressed. Being feminized alone with her is perversely thrilling, and the conflict between being a she-male in private and a normal guy in public is damn stressful. But the prospect of the whole world sneering at Brianna Garvey the ridiculous sissy suddenly makes me almost as soul-sick as watching Goddess fuck. And what was that about taking me to orgies, and sucking her friends’ cocks? She can’t mean she would make me…

Suddenly the whip slices into me, effacing everything from my awareness but that welcome excruciation. Oh, thank you, Goddess! I don’t want to think, only feel and perceive, and the pain of my suspension, the insane stimulation of my erection and sissy-pussy and the sight of my masked owner in that seemingly painted-on sheathe of black latex are all beautifully distracting. This last is molded so tightly to her body I can see the familiar pattern of bumps covering her nipples and the bulge of every incredibly exciting new ounce of muscle my weightlifting, endorphin-addicted Goddess has lately been packing on. But of course, it’s the similarly addictive agony of being disciplined that most saves me from speculation.

Goddess slashes me with that lash again and again and again. Laughing at my choked screams and wild writhing, she darts in to shock my clipped nipples and penis tip and then resumes whipping me. And all is right and blessed in her private heaven once again.

Costumed up as some super-villain femme fatale, my beloved deity indulges in the most extended torture session yet. Pausing only to swig champagne or give my balls the occasional excruciating squeeze, she zaps me with electricity and rotates through her many implements of discipline. Using both paddles, that belt, her riding whip and pointer but most often that wickedly effective bullwhip, she covers my unblemished body with layer upon layer of fresh bruises and welts. In the process she enjoys orgasms beyond counting. She also employs her rubber-covered hands and breasts and finally even her mouth to repeatedly elicit those monumentally frustrating stymied climactic spasms in me as well. Moving the feather off that chair Goddess sits in front of me and takes my virgin erection between her lips to perform all the unbearably expert techniques she’s been developing and demonstrating with her lover. She licks and tickles the tip, runs her tongue around the rim, slathers me silly and urgently suckles the whole head until it leaks a clear sticky sweetness for her. And of course, she also plunges me relentlessly through her tightly gripping lips and all the way down her throat until I’m raving with derangement.

Oh Goddess, if being buggered and (hopefully) ridden is anywhere nearly as incredible as having my cock sucked; this will indeed be a weekend to cherish forever! It will even make watching her fuck and having her parade me around feminized (or actually share my slutty favors with strangers) worth it in the end. And finally after hours of truly maddening torture and teasing it seems I’m about to find out. Goddess unbuckles and removes that cock-harness at last. She pulls the vibrator from my ass, unclips my nipples, pulls the cock from my mouth, lets me down and removes every last restraint from my battered body. She uses me as her toilet again, passing along more of the celebratory champagne she’s been guzzling all night. Then she takes me by the hand and draws me back up onto the very tips of my horribly pinched toes. Leading me teetering over to her bed, she positions me on my back in the middle with a pair of pillows under my head, one elevating my hips and with my legs lifted and spread like those of the most shameless slut – which no doubt I will soon prove to be. Then as she removes that gargantuan penis and strips off her latex suit (leaving on her half-hood cat mask) she thrills me beyond description, makes my heart nearly burst with adoration and yet issues a terrifying challenge.

“Generally whenever we have sex you will be tied up in some incredibly compromising fashion. I will be dressed in one of my dominatrix outfits, and revel in using you as brutally and contemptuously as I can. But since I’m taking your virginity tonight, inaugurating a wonderfully loving and committed, permanent relationship for us, I’m going to leave you unrestrained and do you completely naked – except for my mask, which should provide just the right touch of spice. Anyway, your very rarely freed hands will be allowed to touch my body anywhere and as much as you like. Furthermore I will be as sweet and loving as any wife, rather than just a cruel and pitiless slave-master. However, there is one exceedingly important requirement for you here.”

Goddess gasps as she slides her feeldoe into place. Once it juts out from her divinely lovely nudity in incredibly realistic and insanely exciting fashion, that woefully familiar mischievous glint appears in her eyes. Caressing her big cock meaningfully she continues.

“Though I’m leaving your she-male penis unlocked and unharnessed for this, you must not ejaculate. If you can manage to hold off your long-delayed orgasm a little longer, and save your delicious load for me until I’m done breaking you in, then I will suck you beautifully dry and let you eat my pussy and tongue my butt until you’re ready again. Then I will mount your nineteen year-old dick and ride you for hours just as I do my wonderful lover. However!”

Goddess admonishes me sharply at seeing the dawning euphoria in my face.

“If you fail me and waste that precious load before I can coax it out of you in my own splendid and torturously prolonged way, you will sacrifice ever having normal intercourse with me. You will be a vaginal virgin forever. You will die never knowing what the inside of a pussy feels like on your penis. Do you understand me, slave?”

I swallow hard at this enormously daunting prospect, and at the incredible stakes involved. Finally the questions that have been plaguing me for weeks have been answered. I will get to come (thank Goddess) and may get to have sex with her if I pass this most exacting last test. If I don’t… My voice trembles and croaks as I answer, my mouth suddenly so desperately dry I’d give anything for another baptism.

“I understand, Goddess. I will do my best not to let you down. Thank you for this heavenly opportunity and for making at least two out of three of my dearest dreams come true tonight. I love you more than I can ever express.”

“You’re welcome, darling. I love you too. But I believe you mean three out of four dreams.” Gloriously naked, Goddess climbs onto the bed. Her amazing breasts are as captivating as they were when I first saw them at thirteen. Yet the rest of her has changed unbelievably for the better. While still sleekly slender and feminine, her body now ripples with muscle. Her belly is a washboard and her limbs are rounded out and bulked up in all the right places. Her arms are even marbled with veins, her thighs are sculpted and sinewy and her now-protruding buttocks could crack walnuts. But of course, the most compelling addition of all is that big butch cock curving up from her crotch. A masked hermaphrodite from heaven, Goddess moves forward atop me. She kneels straddling my chest to thrust that lifelike erection straight into my feminized face. “You’re forgetting one more desperately cherished fantasy that you’re at last going to get to live out,” she breathes down at me. “Suck my cock, she-male. Lube it up so I can finally ram it into your tight virgin boy-cunt without tearing you up.”

“Yes, Goddess!” I gasp, my own hard-on straining insanely upward and throbbing a dire warning that I fear will eventually be wasted on me along with so much else. “Thank you so much!” I open my elaborately lipsticked mouth wide. After months of shameless anticipation on both our parts, my owner palms the back of my skull and thrusts her big prick into me.

Finally, I’m being penetrated by my beloved! Water gushes into my dry mouth as I close my lips upon her and I immediately begin sucking like a lamprey. My head swims with giddiness and my face flames with degradation as I revel in the pejorative titles Goddess bestows upon me.

“That’s right, come-bucket: blow me, you greedy young cocksucker, you shameless penis lover, you filthy spew-vacuum, you. Fellate my eager erection. Now and forever more you’re just a she-male slut, a slave to any pecker that comes your way. And you love this about yourself. So embrace your degrading destiny, sissy!”

With that Goddess starts pumping her hips, her prick sliding through my lips on a frictionless coat of spit. Feeling her plunge in and out I moan with ecstasy and cup her flexing, boulder-like buttocks in my hands. Indeed I wallow in this blessed liberty she’s granted me almost as much as finally being a properly face-fucked slut. But then the bulbous head of her starts banging against the back of my throat.

Despite all my practice, and the heaven of feeling her clit and spread pussy lips rhythmically kissing my own, I retch helplessly. Tears spill from my eyes and that sudden flood of drool from my mouth. Goddess gives me no respite however. Clearly she feels that feeldoe rocking on her clit and against her g-spot for the first time, and with a cry of delight she holds my head tight and thrusts ever more demandingly into me.

Ignoring my retching and her earlier promise to be gentle and loving, my excitingly masked deity doesn’t let up until she pounds out an obviously Earth-shattering orgasm. Then at last she backs gasping out of me, her cock glistening with a sheath of slaver that sags in strings and that break and splat against my chin and neck and chest.

“Oh, darling, that was so incredible! Now I’ve just got to fuck your butt. Don’t worry sweetie, you’ll have an infinite number of occasions to learn how to deep-throat a penis and provide proper blow-jobs. Right now though we’ve got to make your sissy virginity history!”

Goddess backs off me further, retreating until she’s kneeling between my legs. Even as I’m struggling to swallow the saliva that hasn’t spilled messily down my front she grabs my thighs and lifts. Biceps and deltoids bulging, even the traps and lats above and below her squared shoulders lifting and spreading, she flings my legs above my head until those locked-on ballet boots are stretched out wide on either side of the slutty blond ringlets of my wig.

She shoves the pillow elevating my hips up further under my kidneys, lifting my virgin opening up higher. Then even as I’m keening uncontrollably with the incredibly consequential immediacy of the moment she leans over me, propping herself on one columnar arm while she uses the other to align that urgent erection.

For the first time ever I’m able to ignore the rounded cones of her breasts and the glimmering key to my chastity dangling just above me. Catching my breath, I watch in excruciating suspense as the spit-slick head of her first touches me and then begins to indent my indescribably hungry pucker. Finally with a crystal-shattering shriek of ecstasy Goddess brackets me with her other arm and pounds forward with her hips, stabbing her entire big prick into me in a single savage stroke.

I scream shrilly too in the sissy falsetto that’s been so extensively trained into me. Goddess’ vibrator is bigger than this, yet I’m usually allowed to work it gradually into myself. And even when she forces it into me herself it’s always soaked with baby oil, which makes a far more effective lubricant than just my saliva. The excruciation of that sudden brutal invasion, that most inconsiderate defloration, is as extreme as the supreme gratification of finally succumbing to my owner’s carnal possession is.

This is only as it should be though. It’s manifestly right and proper that I should suffer extravagantly thus even at the most incredibly rewarding pinnacle of my months’ long trajectory toward eternal slut-service. Even as Goddess withdraws from me I’m madly eager to feel her spearing so deeply back in again. And of course, she doesn’t disappoint. Looming over me with her pointy-eared, black cat face barely a foot above mine, her champagne-scented breath is a miasma around me and her fiery gaze blazes through those angled eyeholes in gloating celebration of my ultimate subjugation. Lips wrinkling back from her sharp white teeth, Goddess shrieks with consummation again and rams her rigid organ right back into my agonized orifice, plunging it in to where the thick ribbed hilt is gripped by her pussy lips.

As it’s been so often before, her hairless pubis is pressed up tight against my most vulnerable and private ingress. Only now after months of teasing we’re at last linked in the most intimate fashion possible: by a foot and a half of hard curved penis. Goddess gives me a few brief seconds to try to properly appreciate this. Then without any of her earlier jeering or indeed any other words to consecrate this spectacularly significant occasion (none are needed; our locked eyes easily communicate all that this means to both of us), she rears back again and proceeds to rhythmically stab-hammer herself in and out of my sissy-pussy even more viciously and relentlessly than she did my face. Thus the quintessential trial and torment, agony and ecstasy that will forever define my life as her slave fully claim me at last.


Claire

Oh, this is unbelievable! Forget about Brianna, this is the greatest, most exhilarating and fulfilling experience of my life, one I too will look back upon forever as transformative and priceless and blessed beyond any measure.

The physical and emotional rewards are innumerable and inseparable. Together they combine with and enhance each other in an endless gestalt escalation toward heaven. First and foremost (physically speaking at least) is the incredible ecstasy imparted by that feeldoe, a tangible gift beyond price from my beloved young property.

The way that saddle and bulb constantly rock and press on my clit and g-spot is far and away the most sexually exalting pleasure ever. Even riding Clarke for hours has instantly been relegated to a lesser if still highly enjoyable pastime, and for more than just strictly physical reasons – though truly even his massive cock can never again measure up to the pleasures of my own. The fact is that fucking Clarke is basically just that: a strictly physical exercise, an excitation of the nerve endings devoid of any deeper feelings – aside from the sadistic delight of knowing that Brianna is watching that is. That’s where the emotional component of this truly revelatory heaven comes in.

Again, first and foremost is the savage joy of revenge. This act is my ultimate triumph over guys like the former Brian, the most fitting rebuke possible for their casually cruel rejection of me. Every vicious thrust of my cock into Brianna’s ass is a celebration of victory and an infliction of truly condign punishment, delivered with and comprising an apotheosis of righteous fury and vengeance. More than any other exercise of dominance, it provides an inexpressibly precious catharsis for the poisonous resentments that blighted my adolescence.

Such a sweet salving of old hurts is something I’ll never be able to get enough of, not in a million years of buggering lucky Brianna. Yet because Brianna so obviously does consider herself lucky to suffer thus for her entire born sex (thanks to my delightfully devious machinations) this act is also an affirmation, a fount of healthier, more positive and uplifting emotions. Fucking my enthralled young she-male is not just a heavenly revenge; it’s also the purest assertion possible of my finally fully unleashed dominance: the ultimate repudiation of the timid and retiring life I was forced to lead for so long. Yet beyond even that it’s also a quintessential expression of the cosseting love and protective possession I’ve come to feel for this lovely but pathetically weak teenager that inadvertently freed me from all that downtrodden misery. Again, every incredibly potent thrust of my penis into her body is also a celebration of love and gratitude that makes sex with Clarke a pitifully shallow and almost empty exercise by comparison. I know it’s a cliché but now I find it’s true: there is an infinity of difference between just fucking someone and making love.

The physical mechanics of such intimate personal interaction are immeasurably enhanced when you have a deep emotional and even spiritual bond with your partner. Brianna’s clumsy groping of my breasts and gripping of my buttocks to urge on my rhythm and synchronize it with her own reciprocal thrusting may lack the surety and skill of Clarke’s similar attentions. But they are far more welcome nonetheless. By the time I’ve hammered my second glorious orgasm into her eagerly accepting sissy-pussy, this reminds me (belatedly it’s true) of my promise to be sweet and loving in return, instead of just domineering and vicious.

I suppose I can be forgiven for getting carried away. Beyond all those foremost rewards are many other inextricably linked physical and emotional delights.

I’m soaring on sheer exertion here, enjoying the endorphin rush of a good hard workout. I feel like some kind of jungle cat indeed, exulting in the tireless exercise of my strong and sleek, supremely fit new body. After twenty-four years of timid inactivity, fucking exuberantly like this is athletic heaven even without the priceless power rush of continuously inflicting such inseparable pain and pleasure on an ecstatically accepting and beloved subject. But finally that exalted acceptance and intimate interaction, combined with the agony, timidity and above all the love-struck worship in my captured prey’s eyes as she rocks and thrusts in willing concert with me spur me to at last lavish her with proof of my affections in return. After all, this is an occasion like no other. Perhaps it’s fitting to grant her certain treasured intimacies even if these are a bit unseemly and never to be repeated.

From propped above her I suddenly drop down atop Brianna. Crushing her beneath me in the missionary position, I continue fucking her exuberantly without missing a single stroke. Anchoring her with hands slid under her armpits to hook over her shoulders as I’ve so often done when simulating this heaven, I sink my claws in deep and clasp her tightly to me as I hump and thrust, hump and thrust. In response her legs come down from around her ears and lock about my back. Her hands on my ass pull me more urgently than ever up into her. With our bodies squashed together and our faces inches apart, I gaze into her pain and terror and ecstatic bliss and breathe joyous benediction at her.

“You are the most delightful sissy slave a dominant woman could ever have, darling. I’m going to fuck you like this until the day we die and beyond. But now comes the sweetly loving part that I may never offer you again. So enjoy it, my beautiful young she-male!”

With that I dip my masked face further and start kissing her. From just nibbling a little on her lips I soon fasten myself like a vampire. I invade her mouth with my tongue and aggressively swab her out, inviting her own penetration in return. Even as I fuck her ever more relentlessly we make out like kids in a movie theater, riding a cresting wave of bliss that’s informed by more true love than most married couples could boast of. But gradually I become aware of a bit of stickiness where my prey’s fiercely hard cock is squeezed between our undulating bodies. Poor Brianna is getting close to coming despite the consequences of this for her.

Of course, she must come from this fucking. That’s the only bone I’m throwing her (figuratively speaking) as she embarks on her intolerably deprived adult life. But this is a bit too soon. So I escalate my stabbing pace even more until orgasm number three for me is achieved. Then I withdraw momentarily from my slave’s sissy-pussy and rise off of her.

“Okay, darling, that’s the sweet and loving fuck. Get on your hands and knees now. I’m going to do you brutally doggy-style like the bitch in heat that you are!”


Brianna

My mouth is still tingling and my heart still pounding from the inconceivable honor just shown me. My entire body is terribly sore, beaten and battered inside and out. I’ve just had my terminally enslaved brains fucked out in a manner that was far more agonizing and exalting than my most desperate fantasies could have led me to expect. I also just came within seconds of the most reluctant and regretted and incredible orgasm of my life.

Every muscle in my body but one has been reduced to quivering jelly. The exception of course is the organ that has been locked up, tied up and relentlessly teased and tortured beyond belief for seven long months of cruelly enforced impotence.

This still rages exquisitely rigid and feels just a split-second of the right kind of friction away from dooming me to a lifetime of vaginal virginity. Nevertheless my Goddess’ word is more than law; it has the force of a divine decree for me. I see her pouring baby oil all over her own wonderfully potent penis – thank heavens! I’m extremely sore down there already. Pricked right back into madly submissive excitement at the sight, I hurriedly force my badly abused body up onto my hands and knees as ordered. Goddess pauses only to adjust the camera on the headboard and to slide a pillow up between my knees and under my belly. Then she moves between my spread legs and grips me by the hips. I feel the head of her insatiable erection probing for my still gaping hole and catch my breath in suspense. Her voice is a venomous hiss now devoid of everything but domineering lust and contempt, which sends shivers of shame and exhilaration through me even as it makes my face flame and my prick strain.

“Here it comes, bitch! Now you’re really going to get fucked!”

With that she spears so brutishly back into my already agonized ass that I cry out sharply in a mix of ecstasy and excruciation that is far more addictive than spying on her or submitting to her whipping or any of her myriad other acts of domination and degradation. Within seconds her hips are spanking my bruised and welted buttocks punishingly, her wonderfully slippery boner is stabbing rapidly all the way in and out of me and I’m weeping uncontrollably at the intensity of the emotions and sensations overwhelming me. Oh Goddess, I’m in such incredible heaven again, please don’t let this ever end!

It soon becomes obvious that this is an even better heaven that that which I just spent so long wallowing in. It’s true that I can no longer see her breasts dancing just above me, or her feline face beaming or sneering or grimacing with exertion as she works her pantherine body inexhaustibly atop and into mine. How I wish we were facing the window, and the curtains were open so I could watch myself getting fucked as she so often does! Kneeling and being taken rudely from behind like a filthy rutting animal is exquisitely humiliating; how I’d love to look myself in the eye in addition to watching those incomparable breasts bounce and fly! And of course, I can no longer fondle these, run my hands wonderingly all over the rest of Goddess’ slender but muscular body or feel her hard buttocks flexing relentlessly as I pull her ever more eagerly into me. Yet there are incredible compensations that make up for all this.

With all four of my limbs needed to keep me kneeling like a lowly beast and Goddess’ strong hands gripping my hips, I feel excitingly helpless and utterly controlled by my owner. It’s the next best thing to being in bondage – which of course, for the rest of my life I surely will be. And this position not only allows her prick to stab into me deeper, faster and more powerfully than before, and her crotch to spank my ass in that thrilling simulation of paddling, but Goddess is also free to keep up a scathing stream of ridicule and exhortation as she fucks me.

“Yeah, take it, bitch! Take that big hard penis, you shameless she-male slut! You love this, you were born for this, and you’re going to spend the rest of your life begging for it! Feel my hard prick goring into you, so brutally demanding in its power! Could there be any more appropriate expression of my infinite dominion over you than to have my big angry cock hammering endlessly into your tight, greedy little slut-cunt? Keep crying bitch, you can’t fool me! You want nothing more than to keep getting fucked like this forever! And you’re going to get exactly that, you contemptible young cock-craving sissy, you slave to the most brutal buggery your glorious female deity can subject you to!”

Hearing this kind of vicious contempt directed at me as I submit to such painful and degrading and ecstatically fulfilling use is even more exhilarating in a way than the heart-swelling love Goddess was earlier lavishing on me.

I can take that love for granted now; I don’t need to hear it no matter how gratifying I find its expression. I can be forever confident in the knowledge that my owner truly cherishes me above all others despite the way she verbally flays me and grants to others heavenly intimacies she has yet to permit me. Every sneer and jeer and spiteful gibe only feeds my need for humiliation and ever more demeaning subjugation at her hands. When she next begins calling my attention to the fact that she’s documenting every instant of this ultimate subversion of my former manhood (as always) I nearly swoon with the intensity of my extreme mortification.

“Look into the camera lens, bitch! Bark and whine like the dog you are, squeal like the stuck little piglet you were born to be, put on a proper show for posterity! Let the world see how much you love being an ass-fucked teenage she-male slut!”

Goddess pounds me ever harder as she degrades me, until my raging erection is slapping up against my belly with the impetus of her endless savage thrusts. I can feel a growing wetness there as pre-come continuously seeps from me. Oh, I’m so excited and exalted and unbearably turned on that I’m afraid that just that rhythmic slapping might soon bring on the disastrous ejaculation I’ve been ordered to withhold. I haven’t even mentioned yet the most threatening benefit of this incredibly degrading and effective position for getting fucked.

The curve of Goddess’ relentlessly impaling prick is reversed from its earlier configuration. Now the thick ribbed shaft of it directly presses on and rubs along my she-male g-spot as it plunges endlessly in and out of me. Not only is this even more insanely stimulating than before, but it squeezes increasing amounts of seminal fluid from me. I have no doubt that Goddess will consider even an involuntary milking just as unforgivable as an outright ejaculation, and my terror of this happening – condemning me to eternal virginity without even the consolation of a single interminably denied orgasm as compensation – adds an additional incredibly stressful spice to this animalistic initiation. Ah Goddess, how long can I possibly hold out? I don’t know, all I know is that my owner seems to fuck me this way for an interminably challenging eternity. But then finally she abruptly makes everything simultaneously so much better and so much worse.

Suddenly Goddess releases her wonderfully controlling grip on my hips. Even as she somehow keeps fucking me she leans over my bowed back (I’ve been ever more greedily lifting my ass to meet her heavenly spanks and stabs) and grabs my forearms on either side. In a swift and pitiless wrestling takedown she yanks these out from under me. Without their support I instantly collapse nearly flat on the bed with Goddess on top of me.

I say nearly because finally the purpose of that pillow she positioned under me becomes apparent. This holds my butt elevated to accept her ever more demanding and aggressive thrusting while at the same time crushing my own desperately needy penis deep into its feather-stuffed plush. Squashing me beneath her, Goddess growls and snarls with bestial transport as she pounds more ruthlessly still into me, and my helplessness and subjection to her dominating power is exacerbated even further. Yet not even this irresistibly compelling exaltation is the greatest blessing and threat this new and most exciting position yet presents.

Her powerfully driving penis now presses more forcefully than ever on my prostate. At the same time her ever more violent pounding makes my own hard prick slip back and forth along the silk pillowcase and within the downy compression gripping it to the same insane rhythm as that stabbing and pressing invasion.

This is exactly the kind of friction my cock has been most craving and my awareness of the stakes involved most dreading. Even as I gasp and cry and groan and writhe in my pinned and exhilarating helplessness I know that I’m doomed to never have traditional sex with my Goddess, to never feel a vagina of any kind insulating, encasing, squeezing and slipping silkily along my eternally virginal, truly vestigial manhood. There is nothing in the world that can prevent the convulsive ejaculation I’ve been denied for half a year and more and that is even now surging toward eruption.

With that a miserable and yet still submissively exalted fatalism makes me cast away all hope and determine to get the very greatest amount of ecstatic fulfillment possible out of that interminably delayed and enormously fateful orgasm. Goddess meanwhile is escalating her own insanely sustained power and pace toward yet another climax of her own, goading me on in the process. Even as my balls churn with imminence, her agonizingly deep and jabbing speed peaks. Her snarls of effort and exultation turn to screams indicative of her most ecstatic orgasm yet, and that apotheotic transport is as contagious as a command to me.

Even as Goddess shrieks like a she-cat in heat and stabs-stabs-stabs her big cock maniacally into me I shudder from head to toe and start spurting. With the greatest pleasure that can ever be imagined, the most exquisite relief and release conceivable, the terribly over-stimulated and interminably denied burning steel of my penis gushes with the force of a fire hose. It seems like every last sperm cell I have ever spawned or ever will is evacuated from me in an incredibly prolonged pumping of lava-hot ejaculate. My scream of ecstasy is so shrilly piercing that it competes with those of my Goddess before finally and rightfully being overwhelmed by them. But at last our incredible mutual climax for the ages is over. I stop ejaculating and Goddess stops screaming and thrusting. Stacked together in sweaty aftermath we slump exhausted into the mattress.

Goddess is purring and stroking me lovingly, but all I can do is gasp for breath. Pinned under the crush of her warm naked weight, I don’t even have the energy to weep over all that my unbelievable initiation into eternal slut-service has just cost me.


Claire

I don’t need to ask if Brianna just climaxed. Nor do I have to roll her off the pillow and check. Even in the throes of my own greatest orgasm ever I could hear her wailing with mingled ecstasy and despair and feel her shuddering under me as the stuff of her pumped out. As I do love her dearly, and this is the last orgasm she will ever have, I hope it was mind-blindingly wonderful for her. At last I stroke the curls away from her face and purr down into her ear.

“Was that good for you, darling?”

“Yes, Goddess,” she sobs. “It was the best experience I ever expect to have. Thank you so much! I’m sorry I couldn’t save my load for you.”

“Shush, that’s all right, darling. I forgive you. I can suck my share of come from Clarke and all the other lovers I intend to take over the next several decades.”

Brianna sobs afresh at this, miserably afflicted by the prospect of watching me endlessly fuck and suck other men while she remains a virgin unto death. Then she can’t help but raise a timid yet nevertheless impertinent question.

“I know you said you’d never ride me if I failed you, Goddess. But you will let me have orgasms once in a while, won’t you?”

“I’m afraid that’s for me to decide and you to find out, darling,” I impishly dissemble. “Why should I spoil the surprise? I need to keep you on your best behavior over all those coming decades. So if you ever want to climax again, you just concentrate on always keeping me as supremely happy as I can be. Make me treasure my possession of you every day of the rest of my life. And always remember that you brought the punishment of impotence upon yourself by wronging me unforgivably for five straight years, you sneaky little peeping jerk-off.”

Brianna sobs again with despair and remorse before recovering.

“All right, Goddess. I love you desperately and worship you unreservedly. I will devote the rest of my life to serving you and suffering under you with unstinting devotion and humble contrition forever.”

“Good girl!” I give my slave a kiss on the ear. “And remember, you’ve got daily and nightly buggering and cock sucking to look forward to throughout the eternity you belong to me. Won’t that be even better than having boring old normal sex? I certainly found fucking you far superior to riding Clarke. And speaking of riding, I think you misheard me. I never said I wouldn’t ride you. I just said you would never be allowed inside my vagina. I was fully expecting and prepared for you to fail me, darling. So now I just have to grab a couple of things. While I’m doing so, I want you to lick up and eat all the filthy spew you just soiled my pillow with. Then I’ve got another extra-special treat for you, my beloved personal property.”

I leave Brianna sniffling and sucking up her come. When I return I have her chastity sleeve and yet another new dildo I just bought. This is a big lifelike vibrator like the one I now habitually stuff my slave with, except for the fact that it has a semi-cylindrical cutout across the base. Once I lock Brianna’s forever virginal cock back up, I snap the cutout onto the sleeve and switch on the vibrator. Now she has a penis even larger than Clarke’s! She can’t feel a thing with it or with her own penis either except for the endless buzzing of the vibrator and the pressure of me thrusting against her. But still she gets to enjoy the incredible honor and intimate interaction of me riding her to yet more wonderful orgasms.

This I proceed to do, once I’ve offloaded some more champagne. From my supine slave’s face I move down to settle astride her hips. There I mount her big fake prick and enjoy an hour or more of wildly passionate lovemaking. Again I let her fondle and even suck my breasts as we fuck, grip my butt and hips and aid my rhythm, and I can tell that she’s both exalted beyond belief and frustrated practically to madness by the experience. Perfect! After that I tie her up and don my costume again. Then I alternate torturing her, pleasuring her harnessed erection and fucking her face and sissy-pussy exhaustively with my feeldoe until dawn is almost upon us. Finally, I clothespin her nipples, stuff up her holes, hood her and hogtie her for another absolutely sublime stretch of sleeping with her whimpering in my arms.

Oh what a fabulous night! And within two weeks tops we’ll be spending every night this way! Am I going to have the best life ever thanks to my dirty little yard boy, or what?


Brianna

When Goddess awakes sometime early Saturday afternoon, the first thing she does is fuck me again.

Actually the very first thing she does is roll me over so that I’m facing away from her. My limbs are restrained behind me by handcuffs, the chain connecting my wrist bracelets passed through the one between the pair securing my ankles. Goddess unlocks the latter, freeing my legs to at last straighten out while leaving my arms still terribly cramped and bound. Without removing my gag or hood, she withdraws the big cock still vibrating away at my rectum. Within a minute I feel that feeldoe pushing into its place.

Without ceremony or even a word of greeting she spoons with me breathlessly. Twisting the clips off my nipples, Goddess fondles both these and my bloated penis head while she powers into me from behind. Despite my terrible soreness this is heaven and bliss, exhilaration and degradation all over again. After she climaxes my owner snuggles closer to me, stroking me lovingly and kissing the side of my neck.

“Remember when we used to play at that, darling?” she murmurs. “I’d pump my prick between your legs and balls and fantasize that I was actually fucking you. And now I finally can! Oh, what a wonderful husband you’re going to make for me!”

Still blind and mute, I can only bleat my gratitude and delight at this prospect. Goddess sighs happily, toying with my poor imprisoned penis some more. But at last she casts the blankets from us and begins removing the rest of my restraints.

“Tonight I’ll use ropes and the time release cuffs on you, so tomorrow you can rise first, shower, make yourself pretty for me, put on your uniform and bring me breakfast in bed. Today you’ll have to bathe me first. Then you can get all dolled up and we’ll have breakfast (or maybe lunch) together before you get started on your chores. I can’t wait to see you dressed up as a French Maid and tiptoeing around cleaning up my house! Something tells me you’re not going to get much work done though! I imagine I’ll want to fuck you at least a dozen times before dinner. I’ve just been waiting so long for this!”

Before I bathe her, Goddess squats on my face and pees in me again. This is something she rejoices in doing every time she has to go throughout the day, rhapsodizing all the while about soon being able to use me exclusively. And true to her expectations she interrupts me constantly during my housework, bending me over the washing machine, kitchen sink, the back of the living room couch and whatever else is handy when the urge to fuck me overcomes her. She also provides blessed relief for my agonized feet by having me kneel repeatedly to fellate her. By the third blow-job and finishing face-fuck I’ve finally learned to take her whole prick without retching, and the way Goddess beams and kisses my forehead and pets me like a favored little pooch brings tears of blessedness to my eyes.

After dinner begins another sadistic extravaganza of torture, cock-teasing and endless buggery of me tied up in various vulnerable contortions, along with perhaps the most trying requirement of my new life aside from watching her suck and fuck her lover – the first of dozens or even hundreds she says! This is when she rides me of course. She now does this with me in bondage too, so that I’m denied the treat and torment of groping her body. Still this is an ordeal of miserable frustration and divine exaltation the likes of which I could never have expected.

Goddess particularly likes riding me while I’m tied to a chair, crushing and rubbing her breasts in my gagged face nearly the entire time. Try to imagine being utterly helpless and impotent while an incredibly desirable female you’ve lusted for all your life, love so desperately it’s a clinical derangement and have no hope of ever penetrating humps and pumps and bucks and thrashes in ecstatic orgasm atop you. Factor in the additional stimulation of rhythmic pressure and constant vibration on an eternally virginal penis locked into a chastity sleeve, and perhaps the scale of my insanely aroused torment can at least be imagined.

Most of the night I spend bound spread-eagled on the bed, so that Goddess can alternately ride me, sodomize me, whip me, torture me with wax and electricity, sit on my face for cunnilingus and baptism and use her hands, breasts and mouth on my harnessed hard-on to her heart’s delight. Only the more momentous and extended heaven of the previous evening keeps this from being the most demanding experience of my existence. Even though Goddess manages to quit using me by three a.m. so that we (or at least I) can get an early start, I’m so wrung out by the time I’m hogtied for repose that I sleep like a stone despite the usual intolerable discomforts of binding and stuffing and the exaltation of being cuddled by a beloved deity.

When my handcuffs pop free a scant six hours later, I groan, roll gently away from my blissfully sleeping owner and practice for my impending daily duties by struggling free of the rest of my bonds. I expel the cocks stuffing my horribly sore fuck-holes, shower, dress in that degrading uniform and feminize myself as required. Then I prepare and serve her breakfast. After finishing this, peeing in me and luxuriating in the bath for a good hour while I wash her hair and body and massage her sore muscles, Goddess leads me back into her bedroom. She sits naked on the bed and directs me to kneel before her. Then while I wallow in the seraphic bliss of tongue-cleaning her feet and sucking on her toes, she at last formally accepts my eternal slavery.

“I am very proud of you, Brianna. Over the past seven months and especially this weekend you have risen to every challenge and passed almost every test I have set you. You have amply proved your worthiness to belong to me and have made a simply splendid start to atoning for your sins against me. I would be delighted to allow you to spend the rest of your life continuing to do so.” Goddess smiles fondly down at the sappy adoration in my eyes, the utterly mindless excess of devotion I focus upon her as I suck on the foot lodged deeply inside my grotesquely stretched mouth. “Do I have your willing acquiescence to my possession forever? Do you beg to belong to me utterly: heart and mind, body and soul, impotent penis and insatiable fuck-holes? Shall you be my property to use and abuse, punish and pleasure, circumscribe and control in any way I choose until the end of all time?”

Gasping and drooling, I back off the sainted foot stuffing me up. My penis is in an agony of unrelievable need, straining as futilely and desperately to erect as ever. My breathy falsetto cracks and quavers with the fervency of my reply.

“I want that more than anything else possible, my most holy and sacred, exalted Supreme Being! I beg to be your humble she-male sissy, your groveling greedy fuck-slut, your worshipful subject, fawning slave and lowly toilet for all eternity! Please make it be so and I will continue trying to atone to you to the best of my abilities forever!”

“Very well!” Goddess declares, radiating smugness and sadistic delight as she crosses her elegantly muscled legs and extends her other foot for me to slobberingly worship. “I accept your irrevocable offer of eternal slavery. You now belong to me completely. Regardless of developments, you will never be freed of your obligation to faultlessly serve and instantly obey me. Now then, my first order to you as your formal owner is to listen closely as I describe to you how we shall proceed from here.”

Goddess squares her shoulders haughtily.

“Thanks to its uncontested nature, my divorce from Jim should be final within a week, or at the most two. As soon as I receive the paperwork, you will drop out of school. We will each leave the home we currently occupy and move in with my friend Sherri in Spencerville. I finally told her and Tasha about you, and they can’t wait to fuck your face and sissy-pussy and pee in you too. We will stay with Sherri until my half of Jim’s wealth is legally transferred to me. When that happens, we say goodbye and will move across the country to San Francisco.

“There they have all kinds of fetish clubs and underground societies where I can meet more exciting new people, show you off and share your favors and obtain the most devilish and arcane kinds of devices for torture and restraint. We will buy a house and just fill it with these: stocks, a stretching rack, a suspension sling, a cage right next to the bed where you can be locked inside all tied up and stuffed to watch me fuck; everything we need for fifty or more years of inventively punishing and buggering and cuckolding you. And of course, since you can’t be cuckolded if you don’t have a wife, we will certainly get married.

“I plan to go back to my maiden name. You will take this too, and have your first name officially changed to Brianna. After a trip to a beauty parlor so we can get your eyebrows plucked, your hair styled and some lovely acrylic fingernails applied, we will be wedded in a simple civil ceremony. You will be dressed in complete bridal finery: dress, train, veil, everything. I will wear a black leather biker outfit and openly have my most gargantuan cock strapped on over it – which I will use upon you for the first time afterwards. I should have you broken in enough to take it by then. And of course, from that point on you will live out the rest of your life as a shameless open transvestite. You will never dress or act like a man again.

“Furthermore I will lock a dog collar about your throat with an engraved tag identifying you as my property. We will each get complementary tattoos identifying us as Goddess and slave, and we will have your ears and nipples and tongue and septum pierced, both for bondage purposes and wearing jewelry. Though I will finally remove your chastity sleeve permanently, I will remain your key-holder. You will wear your wedding ring through a large piercing in the head of your penis. Another identical ring will be installed in your scrotum just below this. These two rings will be linked together with a padlock to ensure your continued impotence until such a time as I might decide that you have earned an orgasm – if I ever do. Now then, your parents will certainly disown you for all of this, yes?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I croak, my head so spinning with all these horrors that I’m temporarily neglecting my toe-cleaning duties.

“Mine will do the same. Therefore we must have a source of income. As my husband and slave I expect you to support me. But since you will have no degree or diploma or time for anything other than serving and suffering, you will have to make a career out of your addiction.

“I will set up and run a professional internet site featuring weekly photos and videos of your adventures in feminized degradation and submission. These will begin with that first video I made of you spying on me and jerking off. From there we will post all the others I’ve made of your training and enslavement, followed by our wedding video and continued documentation of your daily life and all the exciting subjugation I continuously subject you to. We’ll have cameras in every room, and live streaming of particularly intense or degrading occasions. The whole world (especially Palmyra, where I plan to advertise heavily) can watch me torture and bugger and pee in and cheat on you. You’re going to be a famous internet star after all, and everyone in this town will know about it. Doesn’t that sound wonderfully thrilling and profitable, darling?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I whisper again, feeling the blood rush to my heavily made-up face.

My skin crawling at this dreadful inevitability, I hurry to distract myself from it in the only way I can. I work my tongue back in between her digits where it belongs, scrubbing assiduously at a stubborn patch of dead skin and toe jam. Still I can’t help but flash a glance at the camera recording all this. It’s actually the one I bought with my lawn moving money so that I could masturbate to the image of the lovely Mrs. Andrews’ fabulously unique breasts whenever I wanted. As I meet the accusing stare of that high definition lens a fat tear slips down my cheek, carrying a tinge of mascara with it.

“Excellent!” My gorgeous owner gloats, sadistically tickled by my dismay. “Now then bitch, crawl over there and bring me my feeldoe! We have just enough time for a good old fashioned slut-fuck to celebrate our permanent new arrangement before I have to send you back to Mommy and Daddy for a last few intolerable days!”

Soon I’m kneeling kowtowed on the bed with my wrists each cuffed to an en pointe boot. With my cock-gagged face pressed to the sheets and my whipped-raw ass thrust up high behind me, I’m sobbing despairingly even as my penis strains madly in its sleeve. Lovely and pitiless, my glorious deity pounds her big hard prick viciously into me. And all the while the cameras capture every instant of this, storing my degradation away for the approaching day where it will all be circulating in perpetuity for the entire world to enjoy – particularly all the voyeurs out there. Let my example be a warning to them!
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