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Prologue

 


Melissa was a tiny thing.
Her hair was a lustrous, Stygian black that fell nearly to her
waist. She was busty for her size; muscular but curvy in a sort of
Marilyn Monroe kind of way. When she smiled her full lips parted to
reveal the most perfect set of teeth. I was immediately attracted
to her.

It was at a friend’s house
over dinner that we met. I had no idea at the time, and neither did
she, that it was a setup. My friends, Marla and Tom, knew her from
a club called ‘Lock, Stock and Over the Barrel’ that was nestled in
the heart of the San Fernando Valley. According to Marla and Tom it
was time for us both to meet someone, and they thought we would get
on quite well; about the latter, at least, they were
right.

After dinner, Melissa and
I took a slow walk to her car where we stood and talked for nearly
an hour. Before she pulled away, I was the proud owner of a new
phone number and a rather friendly peck on the cheek. When I
returned to my own car I was greeted by two wide grins and a rather
stretched out “So?” from both of my friends.

“I like her,” I said,
grinning back.

“Ya got her number, didn’t
you?” Tom reached out and grasped my shoulder and pulled me close.
“She’s a good girl, Bill, but she likes to be treated like a bad
girl.”

“Tom!” Marla nearly
shouted, smacking his shoulder lightly and feigning anger. They
laughed and shared a knowing glance.

“You’ll pay for that,
wench!” he threatened, and then winked.

“Counting on it, Sir,” she
replied in a voice that was overly serious. She turned to me and
put her hands on my shoulders, then got up and tiptoes and kissed
my cheek. “She is a good girl, Bill; the kind of girl you need. So
don’t be stubborn and not call her.”

I nodded. “Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ll
call.”

I did call the next
evening. It was during that conversation I learned all about her;
and she about me. There was not much in the way of sexual
discussion, though we did gloss over a few things. Mostly though, I
learned that I liked the girl. Over the next few weeks we spoke
frequently over the phone, getting to know each other fairly well.
Eventually, I decided to take a more formal approach and began
courting her.

It was a Friday night and
we had been on the phone for hours. We couldn’t get enough of each
other, it seemed. As the morning light began creeping into my
bedroom, I grew quiet. When she followed suit I said, “I want you
to know that I have come to care about you.” She remained silent so
I continued. “I would like to be more than friends. I do hope you
feel the same.”

For a long moment nothing was said. I
could hear her breathing and little more save the sounds of morning
birds. I heard her shift and then take a deep breath. “I’d like
that,” she said at last.

I grinned into the phone,
rather more excited than I had expected to be at this answer, and
rather more relieved she had answered as she had. “Good,” I said.
Then I lowered my voice so it was at a barely audible level. “You
must know that I am different than the men you have been with. The
men you knew were far more into physical domination than I. My
enjoyment is more emotional sadism. From what I know of you, my
brand of BDSM will fit well with yours. But you must know that if
we are together I will torture you emotionally and mentally. So if
you think it’s not something you can deal with say so
now.”

“Damn, you don’t mince
words much,” she whispered. “Are you always this way?”

I laughed. “That is no way
to talk to someone with my tastes, Mel,” I told her. “I can make
you pay for it dearly.”

I heard her shudder. She laughed
suddenly. “I know. So what are you going to do about
it?”

“Torture you,” I said in
the most ominous voice I could conjure.

“I would like to be with
you.” Her voice was breathy and it sounded as if she were
shivering. “I think...for whatever reason, I can trust you,” she
told me. “Torture me all you want.”

Unlike most men who share
my interests in BDSM my pace is rather slow. I never jump into bed
with anyone, nor do I immediately dive into any sort of activities
without truly having control. This tends to be rather frustrating
to the women I choose to be with. Just the same, it tends to work
in my favor and, if I do say so myself, to my partners favor. The
end result is a solid working knowledge of what makes her tick. So,
when I told her there would be dates but no sex of any sort in the
near future she was quite surprised.

“I need to get to know
you,” I told her. “My particular interests lie in control;
emotional and mental control. Jumping into the physical side of our
relationship too soon could muck that up. So, for now, we will
enjoy chaste dates and interesting conversations.”

Thus began our strange, lifelong
romance.


Chapter 1

 


One Friday night, after a
very pleasant dinner and night on the town, I walked her to her
door and briefly stepped inside. We talked for a few minutes before
I excused myself and made to leave.

“I know you said you
wanted to get to know me before we got physical, but it’s been two
weeks and all you’ve done is give me a few rather pleasant kisses.
You aren’t one of those religious extremists are you?” she asked.
Her tone was mocking and a bit over the top so it was obvious she
was just busting my chops. “You know; the kind that insists on sex
only after marriage?”

I grinned and shook my
head. “No. Far from it,” I said. “I’ve had plenty of sex and never
been married. I would say the best description for me would be that
I am controlled and controlling.” I twitched my right eyebrow then
winked.

Melissa smiled then leaned
in to give me a peck on the lips before sending me off but I took
her in my arms and pulled her to me; kissing her deeply. Smiling, I
released her, and enjoying the slight glaze that suddenly appeared
in her eyes, I turned and departed. As the door clicked shut I
heard a dreamily voiced “Call me so I know you got home
safely.”

I had only just started my car when my
phone rang. It was Melissa. I took my time in hooking up my headset
and then answered my cell.

“I feel kind of stupid
telling you to call me when you get home,” she said. That dreamy
quality was still in her voice. “We usually talk on your way
home.”

“Don’t worry it,” I told
her, trying hard to mask the sudden surge in confidence I
felt.

 


The trick about my
particular style of romance is to seem as if I want my ‘subject’
(for lack of a better word) to be calm and relaxed. The truth of
the matter is that I want them to feel on edge and nervous. I want
them to be unsure and frightened, while knowing full well that I
offer no danger.

 


She breathed heavily into
the phone, and then asked, “Are you messing with me...with my
mind?”

“I will tell you this,” I
began, “I am and will continue to mess with your mind. But I am not
messing with you. Everything I do, all my actions, the things I say
and how I say them as they pertain to our intimacy, are with
intention.” I lowered my voice as I came to a stoplight. “But that
isn’t the question you really wanted to ask. So I will answer the
real question,” I told her. “I am not using you. You are not a
fling. I hope to have a lasting and loving relationship with
you.”

The light turned green and I continued
on, waiting for her to speak. There was a long silence before she
spoke. “I...I know. And I trust you. Tom and Marla told me about
you...warned me, even.”

I chuckled. “Warned you,
eh?”

Melissa giggled. “Yeah,
they warned me; said you were funny, smart, and laid back; but
almost too intense when it came to relationships.”

“I wonder what gave them
the idea I was intense,” I told her.

“They said they met one of
the girls you used to date at one of those BDSM get-togethers. I
don’t remember the girl’s name. But she told them you got into her
head...that you sort of owned her mind and she had trouble
thinking.”

“That would be Elyse,” I
said. “She is more of a bottom than a submissive. I knew it from
the start but she insisted that wasn’t the case. I kind of cleared
that up for her, I think.” I laughed, adding, “She hooked up with a
guy named Cosmo right after me. Got the living hell beat out of her
on their second date and fell in love. I think they got married and
moved to Pittsburg.”

“So you were right,
huh?”

“I usually am,” I
responded before dramatically adding, “It’s my curse.”

“You aren’t full of
yourself at all, are you?” she laughed.

“Utterly!”

She laughed again.

Several minutes later, and
after some more light conversation, I arrived home, got undressed
and crawled into bed, talking with Melissa all the while. As I
reached over to turn out the lamp at my bedside, I decided to get
down to more interesting topics. “Melissa,” I started, “it’s time
to get down to some things I want to know about you; personal
things.”

A long pause was had
before she finally uttered a simple “Okay. What do you want to know
about me?”

“I want to know what you
see,” I told her, then asked, “Do you have a floor length
mirror?”

“Yes,” she
answered.

“I want you to go to it.
Find something to put your phone on and put me on
speaker.”

I heard a rustling, the
sounds of covers being thrown back. “This is a bit odd,” Melissa
told me, “but okay. I’m in front of the mirror now.”

I told her to remove her clothing,
whatever she was wearing. “I want you completely nude. So tell me
when you’ve done that.”

A change in sounds told me
I had been switched to speaker phone. Then there was the distinct
sound of a zipper. “I’m naked,” she said.

“First, I want you to give
me an overview of what you see,” I told her. “If someone were to
look at you and see you for the first time...how they would
describe you to someone else.”

She hesitated a moment. “I don’t quite
understand what you mean.” There was a shiver in her
voice.

“Well, if someone asked
you what I looked like, what would you tell them?”

“I would tell them you’re
a tall, white guy. You have a ruggedly handsome face, short, brown
hair and kind of muscular,” she responded.

I smiled at her
description. “Now describe you in the same way,” I ordered, keeping
my voice purposefully low and speaking softly. “But look in the
mirror and give me a quick, slightly more detailed
overview.”

Her teeth chattered for a
moment before she started. “Um...I’m short, with a nice figure and
a pretty face; but my boobs kind of look out of place because they
are way too big. I am very pale and my long, black hair makes me
look even whiter.”

“Excellent,” I said. “You
sound a bit nervous or cold; are you?”

“Both,” she breathed. “I
kind of feel exposed.”

“Yet you didn’t tell me
anything I didn’t know,” I pointed out. “I might have described in
in a similar manner.”

Melissa laughed. “You
probably would. But I bet you think my boobs look better than I
think they do.”

“You will get to like them
substantially more as time goes by,” I replied.

“I’ve had them a long
time. I’ve had this cup size since I was in seventh grade,” she
informed me. “I’m twenty-four now, so I’m not counting on
it.”

I chuckled. “Trust me;
much as you don’t like them you will come to like them even more,”
I told her.

“We’ll see. I just wish
they were a bit smaller.” There was another shiver in her voice,
and then she asked if she could get back in bed.

“Is it cold in your
apartment?” I asked.

“No. But you make me
nervous,” said Melissa. “This, whatever it is you’re doing, makes
me nervous and that’s making me cold.”

“We will be done soon. But
I have a few more things for you to do for me before you can get
into bed,” I informed her. “By the way, were you still in the skirt
you were wearing on our date?”

She seemed incredulous. “How did you
know?”

“I just knew,” I lied. I
was not going to tell her I heard her unzip it. Some mysteries are
better kept secret. It tends to increase the thrill of it all. Then
I said, “I want you to describe yourself to me again. This time I
want more specific details. Start from the ground and work your way
up.”

“You’re really enjoying my
discomfort aren’t you?” asked Melissa.

Knowing it would keep her on edge, I
remained silent.

“Okay...um...well...” she
stammered.

“Stop playing with your
hair and get to telling me what I told you to tell me,” I
ordered.

She gasped. “How did you...are you in
my apartment?”

Melissa had a habit of playing with
her hair. She had done so on every one of our dates, most
especially when she discussed things that bothered her or made her
nervous. So it was not a jump for me to assume she was doing so
now, especially considering the level of tension she was
feeling.

“From the ground up,” I
repeated.

Again, she started
stammering. Finally she began describing herself as I had ordered.
“My feet are small; size four. My toes, which I think are cute, are
painted with a pale pink polish. I have tiny ankles, too. My calves
are well-shaped but a bit too thick, so I don’t really like them. I
have really nice thighs, though. Everyone I know, all my
girlfriends, have told me they wish they had thighs like me.
They’re kind of big for my size but they have almost no fat on
them.” She gave a brief hesitation, then asked, “You want me to
tell you about my...um...”

“Your sex?” I asked,
sensing her inability to find a word that was proper but not overly
crude or clinical.

“Yes. You don’t want me to
tell you about that, do you?” she sheepishly inquired.

“Of course I do,” I
answered. “Everything you see; in detail.”

“Oh, lord,” she whispered.
“Okay, my...my sex is shaved. You can only just see a slit, and you
can barely see that. My belly is flat and there is a hint of a
six-pack but I am a little soft, so I don’t look like a
bodybuilder. My breasts...”

I cut her off. “Your hips and waist,”
I said.

“Oh, my hips are kind of
wide;” she began, “really wide, actually. I have a tiny waist, too;
makes me sort of look like a wasp to me. My breasts are...well, my
bras are ‘E’ cups so my breasts are about all you see from just
above my belly button. But they’re perky, not saggy like most girls
with my breast size.” Her teeth chattered again. “I have narrow
shoulders and kind of muscular arms. I used to be a cheerleader and
it still shows. I have small hands and my fingers are painted the
same pale pink as my toes.”

There was a long pause before put in,
“You do have a head, don’t you?”

“Sorry,” she blurted. “Um,
I have kind of a normal size head, at least, for my body size. My
face is pretty, but not beautiful. My lips are full and, thanks to
my complexion, I don’t need to wear lipstick much. They always look
very red. My nose is small and straight but slightly upturned and I
have big, green eyes. My eyebrows are black and so is my hair,
which reaches down almost to my waist,” she finished.

“Excellent,” I said. “Now,
I have a statement to make that will require your absolute
attention. If you have issue with it I want you to speak them. But
it is important you understand my intentions fully.”

“Okay...”

“It is
my intention, assuming our preferences match up enough, to make you
into a sex toy for my pleasure. I will take away all your choices
and remove your will to resist any commands I give, no matter how
much you might personally object.” I was keeping my voice carefully
modulated, low and soft, forcing her to be attentive to my every
word. “If this comes to pass I will treat you lovingly and take
care of your every need. But, and this is important, you will find
it increasingly difficult to think for yourself. My tastes
are why I
am single. Most women cannot handle this sort of relationship, the
emotional and sexual neediness, the lack of will, and of thoughts
beyond serving.” It was an exaggeration of my wants, to be sure.
Still, it was a fair measure of my fetishes.

There was a long silence.
She was breathing hard and shivering. I could hear the occasional
chatter of her teeth. Quietly, I waited. Finally, I heard a sniff
and I knew she was crying.

“Kneel for me,” I
whispered into the phone. “Clasp your hands behind your back and
spread your legs wide as you can.”

Her crying became far more audible
now, almost childlike. “I’m sorry,” she sobbed. “I don’t know
what’s wrong with me.”

“It’s alright,” I said,
comforting her best I could. “The reason you’re crying is that you
are entirely exposed. Describing yourself as you did was probably
more intimate than it would have been to simply remove
them...”

“Yes,” she
whispered.

“...and the intentions I
expressed were probably the exact things you have always
wanted...”

“Yes,” she whispered
again.

“...but were never able to
express.” I said. “My statement was a discovery, too, of what you
have wanted your entire life...”

“It is,” she whispered
more loudly.

“...but were too afraid to
admit to yourself because of what it denotes...”

“I was afraid,” she stated
firmly.

“...and how demeaning our
society has deemed them to be.”

“It’s true,” she cried.
“All of it. It’s what I want...what I need. I want my choices to be
taken away, to be taken care of...to be a...a toy. But I don’t know
if I want to lose my ability to think beyond serving. I’m a smart
girl, and I like being smart.”

“And if your thoughts were
simple, with no worries, no cares but for the pleasures you would
give and receive...if all your day revolved around pleasures would
it be so bad?”

“But what about the
pursuit of something better? What about the thrill of achievement,
the knowledge that you have succeeded?” she asked. “Isn’t that
important, as well?”

“Reach between your legs,”
I commanded. “Start rubbing yourself. No fingers inside your sex
other than as you might need it to lubricate your fingers. Rub your
clit.”

There was a sigh, a brief moan, then a
whisper. “I’m rubbing.”

“Why do we do these things
we do?” I asked rhetorically. “Why are we in pursuit of
achievement, why do we compete? Tell me if you disagree with me
that the reason is simply for the pleasure we get when we win or
achieve. You work. Every day you work. You get paid. Then you pay
for something; for food, gas, necessities, for televisions,
computers, books, magazines. Some of this is purely for the sake of
existence. You have to do these things simply to live. Most of them
you do for the eventual pleasure they provide, whether it be a
weekend out of town, a vacation, a day at the amusement park. If
you don’t do them for existence you do them for the eventual
pleasure they allow you. Am I wrong?”

I heard Melissa moan. Then she
whispered, “No, you aren’t wrong.”

“Then how can you find
error with living a life of pleasure?” I persisted.

“But what about others?”
she asked. “What if my pleasure comes at the expense of
another?”

“And whose expense are you
speaking of?” I inquired

“In this case...” her
words were a virtual moan, “your expense.”

“But what if it gives me
as much pleasure as you? Is it wrong to then simply live as I have
described if doing so gives me greater pleasure than otherwise
could be achieved?” I asked.

“No,” she
moaned.

“What would you give to
find inner peace?”

She was quiet for a moment, her breath
uneven. “Everything.”

 


Melissa had answered
exactly as I hoped she would, but I wanted one more key admission;
so I asked, “Could there be a greater peace than thinking only of
pleasing the one you loved and who loved you?”

“No,” she said.

“How does it feel to
rubbing yourself for me?” I asked.

She let out a shallow moan. “It feels
good,” Her voice had taken on that dreamy quality that I had so
recently experienced when I left her apartment.

“You are not allowed to
orgasm,” I told her. “Not without my command. Do you
understand?”

“Yes,” she
answered.

“From now on,” I
continued, “your orgasms belong to me. You will cum for me. You
will cum when commanded and never otherwise.
Understood?”

A loud moan escaped her lips followed
by a breathy “Yes.”

“Who do you cum for?” I
asked.

“I cum for you,” she
breathed.

“When do you cum?” I
asked.

“I cum when you command
it.” There was an ache in her voice now. She was growing needful of
the release she was nearing.

“If you need to cum what
do you do?” I had not given the answer to this question and I knew
it would likely throw her and pull her away from the impending
orgasm.

“I...I wait for you to
tell me to cum?” she asked. Her voice retained that dreamy quality
but suddenly lacked the need.

“I didn’t tell you to stop
rubbing,” I said.

A staccato “Oh” sounded
from her end of the phone and she asked, “How did you
know?”

“Never mind how I know
things,” I said, “It is not for you to know anything. You are
simply to do as you are told; understood?”

“I understand,” she said
weakly.

“When you need to cum you
are to ask me for permission,” I instructed. “And you are only
allowed to cum when I allow it.”

“I...,” the ache had
returned to her voice,” can I cum?”

“No,” I answered, my voice
stern and commanding. “You may stop rubbing.”

I was met with a moan of frustration,
then the sound of sobbing. A moment passed before I ordered her to
rub herself again.

“The next time you ask me
if you can cum,” I began, “you will do so using proper grammar. You
will also replace the word ‘cum’ with ‘sonar’ and, if I so choose,
I will order you to cum or sonar. At that moment you will orgasm.
If you fail to orgasm upon my command you will suffer the refusal
of your next requested orgasm. Do you understand?”

“May I sonar?” she
practically shouted.

“Cum for me,” I
ordered.

Her orgasm was loud, and
only moments after it had subsided she requested another. After
allowing her the second I denied her a third, ordering her to stop
her masturbation. Then I ordered her into bed where I continued
from where I had left off. In the midst of several of her orgasms I
ordered her to bring them to a halt and to stop rubbing herself. By
the night’s end she was exhausted and quite unable to speak
coherently other than to alternately beg to stop and beg for more.
She was not allowed to rest until the early morning sun began its
fast creep over the horizon.

I am an early riser. In
fact, I am one of those rare and irritating people that does quite
well on five to six hours of sleep. Thus, after waking only a few
hours after putting Melissa to bed I was well-rested, wide awake
and ready for the day’s activities. Melissa did not fare as well as
my 10AM call attested. It did not deter me, however, from what I
planned.

The voice greeting my call was full of
sleep. Despite her obvious state there was a pleasure filled sound
in her voice and I could almost see a broad smile cross her face.
“Last night was amazing,” she told me, then yawned. “But I need to
sleep. I ho...”

“I want you to get up and
take a shower,” I interrupted. “Then I want you to put on a casual
dress...a sundress if you have one. I prefer light blue. No panties
and no bra. I’ll be by to pick you up in an hour. Be ready.”
Melissa made a brief attempt to garner more sleep time but I denied
it, insisting she get up immediately. To my pleasure she agreed
without further resistance.

After getting off the phone I called
Tom. “The package is ready,” I told him. “I’ll be there in about
two hours with Melissa. Got brews?”

“Nice,” said Tom, “I got
brews. How much I owe ya?”

“Consider this a freebee.
After all, you guys introduced me to Melissa,” I told
him.

“Things are going well,
eh?” he asked. “I knew you would like her. Don’t blow it,
man.”

I grinned. “Hey, I don’t blow things.
The other girls couldn’t deal with me and how I operate. This one
is another story entirely. And, Tom...I really dig this gal. She’s
smart, attractive and sweet. With any luck this will be the
one.”

“No fucking way!” Tom
exclaimed. “You think that already? I mean, what’s it been, two,
three weeks?”

“Something like that,” I
agreed. “But there are sparks; big time sparks between us. Not only
that but she is very, very susceptible to my methods and, what’s
more, her needs and wants are right in my wheelhouse, man. I really
have high hopes.”

 


I picked up a yawning
Melissa from her apartment at 11AM on the button then headed over
to Tom and Marla’s place. As expected, Melissa was wearing her blue
sundress, sans panties and bra. She looked quite sexy with a hint
of slutty. More importantly, she seemed a tad
self-conscious.

“How did you know I had a
blue sundress?” she asked as I opened her car door. “Hey, this
isn’t the same car as our other dates. Did you get a new
one?”

I grinned as I closed her
door. After letting myself in the driver’s side of the car I turned
and grinned at her. “Second date; we talked about favorite colors.
Mine is blue. You said your favorite dress was a blue sundress.
Also, this is not the same car. I have four cars. The other was a
1985 BMW 635 CSI this is a 1980. I also have a 1967 Shelby Cobra
427 and an Aston Martin DB5. Well, I have a pickup truck too. But
that’s my junker for hauling stuff.”

Melissa gave me a look as I fired up
the car. “Are you rich?”

I grinned, checked for
cars and pulled out of my parking spot. “Not rich – just well off,”
was my answer.

Several minutes later,
after she had apparently processed the information and let out a
few yawns, she turned to me and asked where we were headed. I
reached out and placed my right hand on her thigh and squeezed. She
smiled and settled her own hand atop mine. “Melissa,” I began,
“last night was fairly intense, would you agree?”

“Yes. More intense than
any night I can recall,” she told me.

“After what you agreed to,
would you agree that we’re an item?” Taking my hand off the wheel
for a brief moment I made air quotes.

“I wouldn’t have done
that...let you control me that way if we weren’t,” she
said.

“Then, from now on,” I
pulled up to a stop light and looked at her, “wherever we go and
whatever we do, unless I tell you about it, you are not to ask
questions. Any simple conversation is fine but there will be no
questioning. I take you where I take you. I do with you what I wish
to do with you.”

Her brow wrinkled and I
could tell she wanted to know why I made this edict. Too, it was
obvious I had made her rather tense, and that she was quite unsure
of what she should say or how she should react. But as the light
turned green and I hit the accelerator, she agreed with a slight
nod and a meek, “Okay.”

“You want to know why?” I
asked.

Suddenly Melissa seemed more relaxed.
I saw her take in a deep breath and then let it out before
answering, “Yes,” in a low voice.

“The other night, you
agreed that you wanted your choices taken away,” I told her. “If
that is so it doesn’t matter what I am doing or why I am doing it.
With no choices there is no need to know anything other than what I
wish of you.” Melissa nodded as I spoke. “Essentially, if you have
no choices the what, why and where is immaterial. Does that make
sense?”

“It does to a degree,” she
said. “But I can see where it might be a detriment, as well. Are
you saying this should apply to everything?”

“That would be foolish,” I
said. “I would say it depends on the context. For instance, if I am
taking you some place there is never a need to know. You also have
no need of knowing my motivations for doing things. On the other
hand, if you are making dinner and want to know what I want you to
make you should ask.” I paused for a moment then thought of an
important addendum. “This doesn’t apply to asking me to stop
something that is negatively affecting you or if you are afraid of
something.

“Okay,” she
uttered.

“Amendments to all I say
can be made if the need arises,” I told her. “Nothing is absolutely
set in stone and some of what I said might not be as thought out as
I would like. But we will cross the necessary bridges when we come
to them.”

“That works,” she told me.
“I was worried you were going to be very rigid. I think that might
cause some problems if you were.”

I glanced at her and smiled. “Don’t
worry. This is a work in progress. We will work out everything that
needs to be worked. Now, pull your dress up, spread your legs and
start rubbing yourself.”

Red faced, Melissa
complied with my order. By the time we reached Tom and Marla’s she
was thoroughly worked up and needful of a release I was not ready
to allow.

After shutting off the car I told her
to remain seated. “From now on,” I ordered, “your door will be
opened for you. If I do not open your door you are to remain seated
where you are and wait. Understand?”

Melissa flushed then smiled and
nodded. “I understand.”

I reached out my hand to help her from
the car. “And continue answering questions the same way,” I told
her. “Complete answers. Okay?”

“I will,” she said,
flushing ever more red. “I will try to always use complete
answers.”

I grinned, pulled her to me and kissed
her, then offered a pleased “Good girl” that garnered a wide,
embarrassed grin.

After retrieving a large, heavy box
from my trunk we walked up the road to Tom and Marla’s drive and
then to the house. After ringing the doorbell I turned to Melissa
and smiled. “This is going to be an interesting afternoon,” I told
her, for which I received a quizzical gaze. “You’ll
see.”

 


Marla had a tendency to wear rather
exposing clothes. It was not uncommon, even in colder weather, to
find her in the shortest of cut-off, denim shorts and a t-shirt
that fit far too snugly; today was no exception. Soon after ringing
the doorbell she opened the door. “Come on it!” she greeted,
smiling broadly. Taking note of the box, she said, “That’s a mighty
big box you have there. What’s in it?”

I flashed a grin that garnered an “Oh,
no,” and then a mothering, “It’s always something evil with you two
boys,” from Marla that made my grin even bigger. As she turned and
invited us into her living room then heard a quiet “Crap, this
means I’m spending the majority of the night suffering.”

As Melissa and I sat on
the couch I said, “Who knows, he might start your suffering early.
You might even spend the afternoon that way,” I chuckled,
“depending on his mood.”

Marla stopped and turned
towards me, “This isn’t going to be like the poker party is it?”
There was a look of exasperation on her face.

“Could be,” I said. “I did
suggest he invite the guys over,” I fibbed. I guess he didn’t tell
you, eh?”

“Crap!” Marla exclaimed.
“Okay, I’m gonna go get Tom out of the pool room. You guys want
anything to drink? I have coffee, tea, lemonade, wine and other
adult beverages.”

“Lemonade for both of us,”
I answered. “Get Tom first then get the drinks.”

“K.” Then she rushed off
to the pool room to notify her husband of our presence.

Tom was quick to join us,
and even quicker to take the box from the coffee table where I had
placed it. “It’s heavier than I thought it would be,” he
said.

“It’s filled with steel,
man,” I laughed, “what did you expect?”

He looked at me for a
moment, and then nodded. “Yeah, guess I’m not thinking. Do I need
any instructions?”

“It’s pretty obvious how
it all goes together. I guess the main instruction would be; don’t
lose the keys,” I said.

He laughed. “Good plan.”
Tom turned his gaze towards the kitchen as Marla brought our
lemonades. “How long will it take to put them all on?” He turned
back to me.

“Ten minutes at most,” I
informed him. “So long as the measurements you gave me were right.
Otherwise they just won’t fit right.”

“Would you mind if I...?”
he gave a wink and a grin, leaving his sentence
unfinished.

“Go ahead,” I said. “We
have no other plans and I figured it would be amusing to see the
results.”

Tom turned to Marla, who let out
another staccato exclamation designating her anticipation of an
unknown torture, then back to me. “Here or in the bedroom?” he
asked me. “I mean, you and Melissa are sort of new.”

I turned and faced Melissa
who seemed utterly lost by the events at hand. “Melissa,” I said in
my most formal of tones, “the box is filled with some rather exotic
bondage equipment. Tom intends on applying the items post haste.
What Tom wants to know is whether it would be offensive to you if
he did it in front of you or if he should do it in the bedroom. She
will be nude, after all. Since we are a new couple and you are
unaccustomed to our familiarity, I cannot speak for you. So, would
you prefer they do this in private?”

Silently looking at me, mouth agape
and pupils dilated, she seemed at an utter loss for words. More
noticeable was the bright red hue of her exposed skin and the sweat
that now beaded upon it. Only slightly less noticeable were her
hardened nipples that appeared ready to burst through her sundress.
She was, quite obviously, highly aroused.

“Maybe it’s best if you do
it in the other room, “I said, turning back to Tom.

“It’s okay!” Melissa
blurted. “I’m okay with it.”

I grinned at Tom and
Marla. “You heard her,” I said.

Tom returned my grin, and
then looked at his wife. “You heard the man, get out of your
clothes.”

Marla slipped her cut-off
shorts and panties from her body first, and then pulled off her
t-shirt. Her large breasts bounced as she lowered her arms. Then
she smiled at us all and giggled. Having worked hard to keep
herself in excellent condition she was proud of her body, and
rightfully so. Being an exhibitionist she was also quite happy to
show it off at nearly every opportunity.

“So, what’s in store for
me?” she asked, then flashed Tom a mock look of fear.

From the box, Tom withdrew
a two-piece metal belt that closely resembled a bikini save that
where a bikini would normally pass between her legs. In this case
what should have passed between her legs ended with rather large,
metal balls that had been drilled out and threaded. Once the belt
had been fasted around Marla’s hips the intent of the balls was
quite obvious.

“Nice,” Tom
muttered.

“There’s a bag,” I said to
Tom. “That’s the next bit you will want.”

The bag, Tom discovered,
had two silicone coated dildos, each with a shiny threaded base and
one was longer by several inches. Tom grinned and looked at his
wife who nervously smiled back.

“Look at the bottom of the
dildo,” I said to Tom.

He inspected them, noticed the hex nut
and gave me a questioning look. “Really?”

“Yup,”

He was quick to rummage
through the bag for the hex wrench. Then, experimentally, he
applied the wrench to the nuts in the bottom of the dildos and
began turning both dildo and wrench. As expected, the dildos
expanded.

Tom looked over to me again. “How
big?”

“Bigger than your wrist,”
I answered. “Use the short one up front and the long one in
back.”

“Gotcha!” Tom seemed the
proverbial kid in a candy store.

After returning the dildo
to its natural state, Tom pushed the shortest of the pair into
Marla’s mouth, ordering her to “Get it good and wet.” A moment
later and it was pushed through the threaded ball between her legs
and screwed into place. Tom smiled menacingly as he pushed the hex
wrench into the nut and began turning it. Once satisfied with the
dildo’s expansion, and after listening to Marla gasp and groan more
than once he relented on expanding it further.

“Now for your ass,” Tom
said excitedly. “Best get this one even wetter. I won’t be gentle.”
Then he grasped her ponytail and jerked her head back roughly. The
dildo was forced down her throat, making it swell fairly
dramatically. He fucked her throat for a few seconds then pulled
the dildo out and ordered she bend over.

“Bill, is this right?” Tom
asked, indicating the belt’s anterior ball. “It isn’t up tight
against her ass like the other was against her pussy.”

“That’s intentional,” I
told him. “It’s made to barely nestle between the cheeks of her
ass. That’s why that dildo is so long. Put it in. I think you’ll
get a big kick out of it.”

Tom went back to work
installing the longer of the two dildos after which he began
turning the hex nut that expanded the dildo. It was met with a
rather unexpected reaction as Marla gasped and blurted “No! It’s
stretching my hole!”

Tom laughed. “It’s supposed to,” he
said, then gave the nut another couple of twists.

“You don’t understand!”
Marla nearly screamed, “It’s not like the inflatable plug, Tom!
This is stretching my hole. My hole! It’s not just inside. It’s
the...my sphincter...it’s being stretched as big as it is inside,
too!”

Tom gave me a questioning look then
cocked an eyebrow.

“She’s right. It’s made to
stretch her actual sphincter.” I told him. “I remembered how you
said you were interested in seeing if it was possible to lose
control. You can find out now.” I must have looked the spit and
image of the Cheshire cat I was smiling so broadly.

Tom returned the grin as Marla began
complaining. “I don’t want to lose control, Tom. I don’t. Please
take it out. Please.”

He gave the nut a few more twists then
said, “Slave mode, slut.” Instantly shutting her down and silencing
her but for the sad little whimpers she was unable to
contain.

Tom pulled Marla’s ponytail back,
making her stand upright then returned his attention to the box and
ignored Marla’s tears. “Are these the breast rings?” he asked,
pulling two circlets of metal from the box.

“You need to unlock them.
There’s an envelope inside. “Don’t lose them or you’ll never get
her out of any of this shit,” I told him.

He nodded, found the
envelope and withdrew the keys. After unlocking the circlets which,
like the belt, were made of two inch wide, quarter inch thick
surgical steel he began applying them. When he was done it appeared
as if she had two large snow-globes attached to her
chest.

“Nice,” he said, turning
to me. “What’s next?” he uttered, rubbing his hands together like
an evil genius then dug into the box.

By the time he had finished, Marla
nearly looked as if she were as much steel as flesh. A wide collar
around her neck held her head up stiffly and her wrists were bound
behind her back with a single, four inch wide cuff that attached to
a metal bar that fastened to her collar. Her ankles were bound
similarly and held eight inches apart by another metal bar. No one
could keep their eyes from the girl.

Breaking the silence, I noted to Tom
that there was one piece missing. Curious, he looked into the box
and found the piece I was speaking of; a mouthpiece with a large
hole through the middle that he was quick to install.

“Where is the strap to
lock it in?” he asked me, staring at his terribly uncomfortable
wife.

“Oh, she can’t eject it,”
I told him.

Tom glanced at me then
back at Marla. “You sure?”

I nodded then told her to
try to spit out the mouthpiece. A few moments of struggle confirmed
my statement.

For the next hour or so
the four of us remained in the living room. Melissa barely seemed
able to pull her eyes from Marla, who sat quietly, occasionally
whimpering her discomfort. Meanwhile, Tom and I engaged in a rather
pleasant chat about how long it might take for Marla to actually
lose control of her sphincter muscle. We ended with a minor bet, my
own totaling eight weeks after she became accustomed to wearing it
and his own was six.

Finally, I decided it was
time to leave. Tom walked Melissa and I to the door and said our
goodbyes. Just to be a bastard I yelled into the living room how
pretty she looked ‘all decked out’ as she was.

Melissa was quite silent after leaving
Tom and Marla’s. Her eyes were wide and she was trembling. Finally,
just as I pulled into the parking lot of a small cafe she found her
voice.

“That was scary,” she
said. Tears flowed from her eyes, down her cheeks and then fell to
her bosom. She turned to me and offered a weak smile. “I had no
idea it was going to get that scary.”

I parked the car and shut off the
engine. “What was so scary about it?” I asked.

“The intensity of it all,”
she said. “The...the control he has over her, the way he shut her
up, what he is going to do to her....what he did to her. It was
all...so...intense.”

I smiled and adjusted myself in my
seat. “Did you like it?”

Another weak smile was flashed.
“That’s the other scary part,” she told me. “I did like it. Worse,
I wanted him to do more to her. I wanted there to be more to
do...more of the metal, more suffering...more
humiliation.”

“Are you wet?” I
asked.

Melissa nodded her head. “I don’t
know.”

“Find out,” I said
softly.

Melissa gave a smile that was almost a
frown at the same time. Her face blazed red and she began sweating
again as her tiny hands began moving slowly, pulling the fabric up
from between her legs. She felt between her legs, moaned lightly.
“Yes, I’m wet,” she whispered.

“What do you taste
like?”

“I don’t know.” I stared
at her for a long moment, waiting for her to provide the answer I
wanted. Her forehead wrinkled and she slowly brought her fingers to
her mouth and tasted her wetness. “I taste sweet but kind of
tart.”

“Good girl.”

The cafe was only moderately full. The
sounds of clinking silverware and low conversation filled the room.
A tall, blond haired and brightly smiling waitress came by, gave us
our menus and took our drink order. As we both read the menus I
heard a small voice ask “What was the poker game?”

The bright, smiling faced waitress
came by to take our orders, then left. I smiled at Melissa. “You
want to know about the poker game?”


Chapter 2

 


The poker game started
near 6PM. Tom and Marla had laid out a huge spread of food of
varying varieties and lots of beer; good beer. There were four of
us, not counting our girls who expected a simple night of
chick-chat while we played. It began as a simple game; penny-ante
stuff. But as the beer altered moods it altered the state of the
game.

The first change came from
James (you’ll meet him eventually), who had a penchant towards the
sadistic. Both Tom and I had folded when James bet Colin (you’ll
meet him too), a hot pepper in his girls ass. Both Tom and I
laughed. But Colin called his bet and promptly lost. That’s when
things took on a whole new outlook.

Brenda, Colin’s girl, was
called over to the table and ordered to strip, which she did with
more than a little hesitation. She was informed of the bet and its
consequences and after a bit of resistance got on hands and knees,
ass up, and took the pepper in her ass. It was decided, after
another hand of poker in which Colin’s girl got another pepper in
her ass that there needed to be a time limit for such things, as
well as a limit as to how much pain any one girl should be forced
to endure. By this time all eyes were on Brenda. She was crying and
sweating terribly, begging to have the pepper pulled from her ass.
It was also decided that all the girls should strip down, have
their arms bound behind them and await the outcome of each hand.
None of the girls was pleased but being slaves, they all
complied.

After Brenda was relieved
of the two peppers the games commenced she was given a soapy enema
to ease her pain. Peppers were then banned from the betting and the
game recommenced in a more standard manner. But after a few more
hands were played it was decided the girls should service us while
we played.

Several hands and several
beers later James and Colin were, once again, in a showdown. That’s
when James said he would wage his ‘cocksucker’ against Colin’s.
Colin lost again and Brenda was made to join in pleasuring James
under the table with express orders to pleasure James however he
wished. She was not happy. She was even more unhappy when James
came in her mouth and forced her to snowball it with his own girl,
Tina, for several minutes while everyone watched. Tina was not
particularly thrilled, either.

After a short break in
which Tina and Brenda were allowed to clean up, we returned to our
game. Things were running smoothly. Betting had returned to normal
and each of the girls was hard at work under the table. Frankly, I
was relieved by the seeming return to normalcy as I had no
intention of using my girl as a bet. It did not, however, remain
normal for long and I was quite surprised to hear Tom throw Marla
into the mix on the first round of bets and, judging by the thump
under the table, so was Marla.

“I see your dollar and
raise you a golden guzzle,” Tom announced.

“She drinks from our sluts
or from us?” Colin asked, more than intrigued by the bet. “And if
we lose who do our sluts drink from?”

I threw my cards on the
table and looked at Tom, who was grinning like a fool. “I guess
Bill is out,” he announced, “So I guess if you two lose I’ll fill a
glass and let them each drink half.”

Tom was right. I folded
while both James and Colin called. They lost, Tom emptied his
bladder into a beer mug, filling it about two thirds full, and
Brenda and Tina unhappily drank down the hot, frothy results of
several beers.

The game went well into
the early morning. I had refused to bet my girl’s talents the
entire night save for one occasion when I was certain of a win.
Colin lost most of his major bets, while Tom and James won the
majority of theirs.

Sadly, for Brenda, the
consequences of Colin’s poker skills had taken a huge toll on her
system. Several breaks had to be taken, and the girls released from
their bondage, so they could help her into the bathroom, either to
relieve herself or throw up. She had been forced to eat and drink
various foods and drinks out of the ass of one girl or another,
forced to drink what Colin referred to as recycled beer (his most
popular bet) on at least ten occasions and also had to deal with
the humiliation of filling her own ass with a full beer bottle
(thick end in) and keeping inside her for the majority of the
night. She could barely walk by the time the poker party
broke.

As for the other girls;
Michelle only serviced me. Marla only had to take drink a bladder
of recycled beer from James and join in servicing Colin once. Tina
spent most of the night servicing James or Joining Brenda on
Tom.

And that was the poker
party.

 


Melissa seemed both disgusted and
aroused by the recounting and had uttered not a sound until its
completion.

“Why didn’t you bet your
girl more than the one time?” she asked.

“My girl is my girl,” I
told her. “I may have her pleasure other women but I’ll be damned
if she is going to service another man; especially it will not be
on a whim. I don’t play games with my girl.”

Melissa smiled. “Okay,” she
said.

We ate in relative silence. Melissa
seemed far away and most of the times I talked to her I had to
repeat what I said. Occasionally she did ask a question about the
poker party, but mostly she was silent.

After leaving the cafe I decided to
take her home and, once we were buckled into our respective seats
Melissa asked “Do you think he will do it?”

“Who will do what?” I
queried.

“Sorry,” she murmured,
shaking her head. “I seem to be a bit out of it. I meant, do you
think Tom will make Marla lose control?”

“Do you hope he succeeds?
I asked.

Melissa blushed. “Part of me does. Is
that wrong?”

“It isn’t wrong,” I told
her. “They are a couple in a BDSM relationship. It’s part of what
they do. And, yes, I do.”

“You do what?”

“I think Tom will make
Marla lose control,” I said, then turned and leaned in, adding, “He
is going to get her accustomed to having something in her ass
twenty-four hours a day, except for when he gives her enemas. Then
he is going to keep her in that belt with the dildo lodged in her
ass. He will expand it every other day until it reaches its maximum
size.” I lowered my voice and leaned in closer, almost touching her
ear with my mouth. “After a few weeks her sphincter’s muscle memory
will accommodate to being open – it won’t close automatically. Then
her sphincter will lose elasticity and begin to atrophy. After a
few more weeks she will have no control. Once she has it in for a
few months it will be irreversible and she will have no control
whatsoever. Then she will be forced to wear a full time plug or
adult diapers.” I pulled back and stared at her.

“That’s horrible,” she
whispered. “Why does it turn me on?”

“Do you wonder why you are
heterosexual or why you like certain foods but dislike others?” I
asked.

She looked at me and tilted her head
like a puppy hearing a new sound. “No. I don’t.”

“Do you control whether or
not you are heterosexual or like certain foods?”

“You’re saying it’s out of
my control, aren’t you?” asked Melissa.

“I am. Now, let’s get you
home,” I said.

It was not a long drive to
her apartment, and when we arrived she was deep in thought, and
seemingly somewhat addled. I walked her up to her door, and after
watching her fumble with her keys I took them from her and unlocked
her door. Upon entering her apartment I decided it might be best
for her to take a nap. It was relatively early but her lack of
sleep and addled state of mind led me to believe it the best course
of actions. Melissa was quick to agree.

I was about to leave when
Melissa surprised me by pulling off her sundress and kneeling in
front of me. “Stay with me?” she pleaded. “Please.”

I lifted her from the
floor and embraced her, kissing her forehead. “I’ll stay,” I said,
then led her to her bedroom and, after removing her sandals, put
her in bed. After pulling her comforter over her I kicked off my
shoes and lay down, draping my arm across her body.

“I need...,” she
whispered, “I need...so bad...please let me...”

“Rub yourself,” I
whispered back.

Still whispering but in a high, sad
pitch, she said, “I can’t. Not with you here. It’s too
embarrassing.”

“I will make you do things
more embarrassing than that,” I told her. “Things that will make
masturbating in front of me seem mundane.”

She inhaled deeply, sighed
and turned her head towards me. “I know. But I can’t do it
now.”

Shortly thereafter,
Melissa fell into a deep slumber. Sometime after that I took my
leave, writing her a short note and leaving it on her
nightstand.

Later, as I was in the
midst of making a light dinner I heard my cell. The voice that
greeted me sounded groggy, desperate and sad. “Come over, Bill,”
she begged. “I need you to fuck me. I need abuse.”

I refused her and she
quickly fell into silence. I quickly explained to her that I was
making dinner and that I would call her as soon as I could. Though
disappointed she accepted this and said our goodbyes. “Don’t forget
me,” Melissa said, sounding as if she were crying.

As I sat down to enjoy my dinner I
mused on how the day had affected Melissa. She had slipped into a
near mindless headspace simply by watching Tom and Marla and had
done it again when I had told her about the poker game. There had
been a little head start when I made her masturbate in the car, but
most women I knew would not have been affected so deeply or
easily.

After dinner I headed to my shower,
got clean and then climbed into bed. Looking at the clock I saw
that it was almost eleven.  That’s when I finally called
Melissa.

“I thought you forgot
about me,” Melissa said, her voice low.

I chuckled. “Is that how you answer
the phone?”

“Sorry. Today was kind of
traumatic. I was upset that you left,” she told me. “I expected you
to be there when I woke up.”

I smiled into the phone. “I am sorry
to have disappointed you. It won’t happen again.”

Melissa sighed. I heard a ruffling and
suspected she was in bed. “It’s okay. I was just...I don’t know...I
think I miss you.”

“Good to be missed,” I
told her. “I see you haven’t gotten out of bed.”

“Do you have a camera at
my house or something,” she gasped.

Again, I smiled to myself.
I liked keeping her on edge and the mysterious aspects my
observations allowed me. “I just know things,” I said,
arrogantly.

“Sometimes you creep me
out,” said Melissa. “It’s weird how you seem to always know what
I’m doing or what I have done.”

“I’m good at being creepy.
It’s part of my charm,” I laughed. I had only done this to her a
few times; momentarily I reflected on the how so few such
occurrences could affect a person.

“How do you know these
things?” asked Melissa. “I mean, you know when I am messing with my
hair, when I’m in bed. It’s like you’re watching me.”

“I’m an observant man,
Melissa. I watch and listen. Also, I have an eidetic memory,” I
said. “Few things get past me.”

“What’s that mean? Is that
like a photographic memory?” she asked.

“Something like that,
yes.” She seemed to relax at this revelation. “I see words, faces,
things. Anything that happens around me, even the subtle things, I
can remember in exacting detail; every action you make, everything
you say or do, every nuance of your personality is recorded in my
brain,” I told her, then added, “But I am surprisingly bad with
time sequences.”

“So,” she began, dragging
out the word, “does that mean you can predict the things I am going
to do?”

I heard a minor rustling from her end
and grinned as a moment of deviltry overtook me. “No one told you
to rub yourself,” I said.

There was a quick zipping
sound. “Oh, my God!” she exclaimed. “How did you know? No, I know
how you knew. But...I mean; it’s just scary!”

I laughed and so did she.
After a bit of small chat we reviewed the day’s activities,
including the story of the poker party. Only after that did she
think to ask me how it was that I brought the bondage gear to Tom
and Marla.

“In my younger days I had
been somewhat of a gearhead,” I began. “As a consequence I
developed an interest in vintage and classic automobiles.
Unfortunately there is a dearth of parts for many old cars and I
was forced to improvise. Before I even knew it I was reconstructing
parts from old scraps and machining what could not be remade, then
selling them at car shows to needy classic car enthusiasts. My
reputation for exacting standards and quality work grew
quickly.”

“Cars to BDSM?” she asked,
doubtfully.

Ignoring her question, I continued my
explanation; “Later, after delving into the BDSM community, I
noticed a rather sad trend; the sale of low quality bondage
equipment for exorbitant prices. Ever one to buck a trend, I was
soon adapting my skills to the manufacture of high quality BDSM
equipment.”

“Originally, my operation
was quite small. However, as my reputation amongst classic car
enthusiasts and BDSM aficionados grew I found myself needy of more
spacious accommodations. Of utmost importance, I now had the means
to expand and improve on my garage based business,” I told her. “It
was this that led me to purchase a small, abandoned business
complex I had converted to both workspace and home. Since then my
car based business has sort of been converted to a BDSM based
business. From time to time Tom – he’s my business partner - will
come to me with an idea for a bondage device. If I think it’s
feasible I make it. Though, most of what I make is my own
design.”

Melissa seemed intrigued and began
asking questions about the devices I made. She seemed particularly
intrigued when she learned I could make three dimensional computer
models of people as an aid to making custom equipment. “Are you
going to make one of me?” she asked enthusiastically.

I laughed. “I had not thought of it,”
I admitted, “but it is a distinct likelihood.”

There was a long silence and then a
breathy, “I would like that.”

Melissa continued asking
questions about how such a thing would be accomplished and what the
possibilities were. Finally I squelched her inquiries. “Enough
about me and my so-called business,” I said. “I have a few
questions about your sexual past.” Then I ordered her to rub
herself and commenced my questioning.

“How old were you when you
first had sex?” I asked.

She inhaled deeply, and
then answered, “Seventeen. It was with my boyfriend. Er, you mean
vaginal intercourse, right?”

“Yes,” I confirmed. “Now
tell me how old you were when you were when you first performed
oral sex on a man.”

“That was at sixteen,” she
told me.

“What about anal sex?” I
asked.

“I only had anal sex once
and it was almost over before it began,” Melissa revealed. “He
started to put it in and it hurt and I wouldn’t let him try again.
I don’t know how some girls, like Marla, can do it.”

“But how old were
you?”

Her breath was somewhat
ragged and I could tell she was close to orgasm. This was obviously
a topic Melissa liked to talk about. Finally, I she told me she was
twenty at the time of her first anal encounter.

“All right,” I said, “what
about when you received oral sex the first time?”

“I was about nineteen, I
think,” Melissa answered. “It was the only time. I get too
self-conscious to enjoy it.”

“Last question regarding
your past,” I said, getting ready to take our conversation on a
turn I suspected would set her off. “When did you begin having sex
on a regular basis?”

“I’ve never really had it
on a regular basis,” she told me. “At most it was twice a week for
a period of about two months. But we broke up.”

It was time to see if I
could tip the apple cart. I found what she didn’t like and I needed
to know how she would react to the possibility of being forced to
endure and live with something she didn’t want. So I said,
“Melissa, slow down your rubbing and listen closely.” I paused to
make sure she was listening. “I want you to hear what I have to say
and I want you to understand that I mean every word I
speak.”

The brushing sounds of her
masturbation slowed and she uttered a breathy “Okay.”

“I am going to fuck your
ass.” My tone was slow, low and very deliberate. “I will fuck your
ass often and I will fuck your ass hard. There will be days you are
ass fucked three and four times. There will be months when your
vagina may as well not exist; when you will be an exclusive anal
slave. You should know, too, that after every ass fucking you will
be expected – no required – to suck my cock clean. There will be no
exceptions to this rule, Melissa.”

There came a tortured
moan; a cry of desperation as I completed my last sentence.
Suddenly she was begging, “May I sonar? Please! I need to sonar.
May I sonar? Oh, God, I need it so bad!”

“Cum for me,” I
whispered.

Melissa screamed out her
pleasures, and as one orgasm subsided another was requested,
granted and followed with another request. On and on it went; cries
and moans turned to screams as she climaxed time and again, still
begging for more. When I told her to stop I was met with pleas for
more, and then tortured sobs when she realized I would allow no
more orgasms.

“Pull your hand from
between your legs,” I ordered. “No more rubbing.”

Her whimpers increased and
she begged me to allow her to touch herself. “Let me rub my pussy.
I don’t need to cum, but please, please let me rub it. Please!” she
cried.

“Why should I allow more?
I asked. “Have I had even one orgasm?”

“But I need it so bad!”
she begged. “I need to rub myself. Please let me.”

“Cum for me,” I said.
There was a sudden gurgling, a groan and a cry as her orgasm
commenced. I ordered another as the first subsided and received a
similar result. Then I said, “Sonar!” in a commanding voice, and
Melissa exploded once again.

Melissa was not the first
I had trained to cum to a word, though she would be the last. I had
trained the women before her to cum to a word; usually a word
seldom spoken. In all my experiences, however, I had never managed
to train a woman so quickly as I had Melissa. I could own her, I
mused, body and soul. Susceptible as she was to my methods there
was nothing I could not do.

 


For nearly an hour I kept
her in a state of near constant orgasm. From time to time I allowed
her a moment to catch her breath, though those moments were short
lived. Finally, as she tried desperately to catch her breath her
want for more came to a halt; “No more,” she cried out, “I...can’t
take...any...more.”

I made her cum several
more times, sometimes demanding her orgasms cease mid-climax. It
was obvious she hated those moments but she did her best to comply
with my orders and I marveled, once again, at the ease with which
she had been trained. Finally, seeing she was near to passing out
from lack of breath, I ordered a halt to her orgasms. “Pull your
hand from between your legs,” I told her. “You’ve had enough for
the night.”

Her voice was ragged and hoarse when
she thanked me, in shallow, barely audible words. Soon as her words
of gratitude had reached my ears I heard her whisper a desperate
sounding “Oh, no!” It was followed by a grunt and another, though
un-whispered, exclamation. “No!” she cried out.

I listened, entranced by
her sudden, desperate sounding cries. A grunt made its way to my
ears, followed by a slight high pitched whine. “May I sonar?” she
ejaculated.

Before I could respond to
her request I could tell she was in the midst of another orgasm. At
its completion there came another grunt, then a growl and a cry. “I
can’t stop it,” she cried, then climaxed again. “Please make it
stop!” she begged as soon as she found her voice again. But I could
not stop it any more than could she.

There followed a long
series of orgasms; each accompanied by grunts and growls as she
helplessly fought against them. Many times, in between waves of
tormenting pleasure, she begged me to bring them to a halt; and
though I tried, it was no more in my power than hers. So I waited
and listened. There was nothing else I could do.

Eventually, her orgasms
grew further apart. Conversation returned to a more normal state
but for the occasional grunt followed by another orgasm. Then,
mid-sentence, she stopped speaking. A light snore told me she had
fallen asleep, exhausted from her ordeal. I clicked off my phone
and rolled over to ponder the possibilities a woman of Melissa’s
abilities presented.

 


A phone call woke me from
my sleep. It was, of course, Melissa. Peering at my clock I could
see it was nearing 4 AM. Only slightly concerned, I answered the
phone to hear a crying Melissa.

“I’m sorry,” she cried. “I
tried to stop. Really I did. Please don’t be mad. I tried. I tried
to stop. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t. I tried to stop but I
couldn’t. Please believe me. Please...”

“Hush,” I said, in as soft
and soothing a voice as I could muster. “I know, baby. I know.”
Melissa quieted, but I could tell she was crying. Relax. I know you
couldn’t stop. I know how hard you tried to stop. It’s okay. So
calm down and take a deep breath.”

“You aren’t mad?” she
asked, sobbing.

“Don’t worry, Melissa,” I
told her. “I know you tried to stop and I know you
couldn’t.”

She sniffed and hiccupped.
“You know?”

“I know. Now, I want you
to go take a shower,” I told her. “When you’re done I want you to
climb back into bed and call me. But know that I am not mad. Not
even a little. Now, go shower.”

There was a soft “okay” then the line
went dead.

 


As usual, I woke fairly early. That
Melissa had failed to call me was not terribly surprising.
Considering her exhaustive night I would have been more surprised
if she had called. My first thought was to call her, but I decided
it might be best if I waited. So I showered and shaved, then made
breakfast, only calling her as the clock ticked 11 AM.

It was a groggy voice that
answered the phone, and it took a fair amount of time before she
seemed able to clear her head; even then much of the night was
little more than a blur. Most especially she seemed to have
difficulty remembering any conversation that had taken place after
her fit of orgasms. Nevertheless, I pushed her to leave the comfort
of her bed, take a shower and get some food in her stomach. “You
need to eat,” I told her. “Then I want you to get on a pair of
shorts and a t shirt – no bra – and be ready to leave by one. We
are going to have some fun. Oh, and wear sneakers, too.

I picked her up at the
specified time and headed down to Malibu. Our first stop was a surf
shop where we picked her up a couple boogie boards, dive masks and
snorkels, and two pair of swim fins. Much to her chagrin I also
picked her up a blue thong bikini that was far too small for her
attributes. To say she was self-conscious while wearing it would be
an understatement, and there were several occasions when she fell
out of it.

After spending the day
boogie boarding and diving in shallow water I took her to a little
place in Santa Monica for a sumptuous seafood dinner. Then we
headed back to her apartment. We were both rather worn out and she
was also quite sore, though more from the previous night than the
day’s activities. It being Sunday night and knowing she had to work
the next day I was determined not to stay too late. But Melissa had
other plans.

“Why don’t you stay the
night?” Melissa asked. “I would really like it if you
did.”

“I would,” I admitted,
“but I think I shouldn’t. There are a few more things I need to
ensure before we get physical.”

She pouted, looked at me
pleadingly with her large emerald eyes, and then asked if I was
sure.

“Trust me,” I told her.
“If we wait two more weeks things will be far better than if we
jump into bed tonight.”

Melissa tilted her head;
the image of a puppy questioning and unknown sound. Then she
flashed a smile. “I do trust you,” she said. “And this has been
more exciting than any relationship I have had, and it’s only been
a few weeks. Two more won’t kill me. Then again,” she started
laughing, “a repeat of last night just drive me insane!”

I took her in my arms and
gave her a hard kiss on the lips. I pulled back and grinned
wickedly, saying, “If another night like that drives you insane
there is a good chance you will be committed and re-committed by
the time I’m through with you.”

Melissa grinned widely, “Mmm, threats
like that will get you everywhere, mister.” She put her arms around
me and gave me a kiss. “I’m gonna go take a shower and call you
when I get out, k?”

“That’ll work,” I said. I
decided then to gauge the work I had done, so I added, “When I get
home we can find out how much sonar you can take.”

Melissa’s eyes went blank
for a brief second as she stepped back from me. A pained look came
over her that quickly changed to one of worry. She grunted and bent
forward slightly, placing her right hand on my chest. Then she let
out a slight, high-pitched noise somewhat reminiscent of a dolphin
call. When the moment passed she looked up at me. There were tears
coursing down her cheeks and she looked utterly stunned.

“You okay?” I
asked.

Melissa stumbled back,
eyes slightly glazed. “Yeah, I’m fine,” she said; an obvious lie.
“I...uh...I think the sun must have taken more out of me than I
thought. That’s all.”

The entire drive home I
must have been smiling as wide a smile as I had ever smiled. I was
so self-satisfied I felt as if I were about to explode. Melissa had
climaxed without any stimulus beyond the trigger word. Already she
had surprised me with her easy suggestibility. But this was beyond
my hopes, and I found myself greatly looking forward to the
possibilities. Quickly, my mind headed to the places I would take
her when she called tonight. Unfortunately, my plans and hopes were
dashed when she failed to call.

I had assumed, wrongly,
that her failure to call was a result of fatigue. It was entirely
likely, I reasoned, she had fallen asleep as soon as she got into
bed. The weekend had, after all, been rather taxing for the poor
girl. However, when my call to her the next day went straight to
voicemail I knew something was amiss. By Thursday, after my calls
had gone unanswered, I decided that she, like so many others, had
found my methods to be beyond her abilities to cope. She simply was
not the girl I thought her to be, nor, I knew, was she the girl for
me.

I was out working in my
shop late Thursday night when Melissa called. Immediately I ceased
my work and headed into the house so I could give her my full
attention. It was then that I realized the true depth of my
feelings; that I was rapidly falling in love. For when she revealed
her own feelings; that she too was falling in love, I found my
vision clouded by tears of joy.

We spoke for a long time;
of the past, the present and the future. Then she revealed to me
how frightened she was of her feelings and the level of control I
had over her body. “I have trouble thinking when I’m with you,” she
told me. “That’s scary as Hell. And the other night, when you
said...when you said...that word...it triggered an orgasm. I tried
to stop it and I couldn’t.” Melissa paused, and then took a deep
breath. “All night long I stared at the phone. I wanted to call but
I couldn’t.”

“I think I can understand
why,” I told her. “It must have been pretty odd having an orgasm
that way for the first time.”

“It gets better,” Melissa
said. “Monday, I was sitting at the front desk doing my job and
thinking about how awful it was that I didn’t call you. Then one of
the guys in the office starts talking about bats. Who talks about
bats?” she laughed. “Anyhow, he started talking about echo
location; only he used the other word for it. Suddenly I was having
an orgasm. Only he didn’t say it just once. He said it again and
again and it was all I could do to maintain my composure. Finally,
I had to run to the bathroom to get away from him.”

“Oh man,” I said, “that
must have been interesting, to say the least.”

“It gets even better,
Bill,” she told me. “It was like the other night when you made me
cum over and over and I couldn’t stop. I must have been in the
bathroom for a half hour having orgasm after orgasm. It totally
freaked me out.”

Melissa gave a little laugh. “In
retrospect it’s kind of funny. But it sure wasn’t funny
then.”

“It is a bit funny. But I
can understand your uneasiness with it all,” I admitted. “It has to
be strange cumming to a word.”

“Anyhow,” Melissa
continued, “I got to thinking of how you talked about making me
think of only pleasing you. Then I got to wondering if you would be
disappointed to learn I don’t actually think of anything when I’m
with you. I mean it, Bill; it’s like I’m a blank slate waiting to
be told what to do.”

“It’s not a
disappointment,” I told her.

“Then I got to thinking
about Marla and how Tom is going to make her lose control and I
wondered if you would do that to me. You said I might go a long
time just having anal and oral sex and that scared me. I don’t like
anal sex; and I don’t want to do it but I know that I would if you
wanted it. I mean I just go blank, so why wouldn’t I? Then there
was all that steel Marla was in – and it was you who made it.”
Melissa was rambling now, and I had no intention of stopping her.
“Are you going to make something like that for me, too? I mean,
it’s erotic and it turned me on watching it. But I don’t know if I
would want to live that way. But then I don’t know if I would care
or if I did care if I might like it because you like it. When you
told me about the poker party you said you could never see yourself
sharing your girl with another man but that left open the
possibilities of sharing me with a woman. And I’m not gay or bi and
I don’t want to be with a woman but I think I would be if you
wanted it.”

I listened, rapt by her non-stop
monolog; waiting to hear something that might help guide my future
actions.

“And I am so very sorry I
didn’t call you or answer your calls,” she continued rambling.
“Also, when I didn’t call and then didn’t answer your calls or call
you back would you be mad at me? I just got scared and that made me
not answer more calls. I mean...you know...I’m still scared; but I
really, really like you. I want to be with you. So bad, I want to
be with you. Bill, I just don’t know if I can do it - be what you
want me to be. But what if I can? What if I can be just what you
want me to be? I mean, you said you would make me a sex toy. Would
it be a good thing or a bad thing?”

“Hush!” I ordered, worried
she might spiral out of control. “I told you awhile back what I
wanted and what I expected. I gave you specific orders for things.
But I also told you nothing was set in stone. Do you remember
that?”

“Yes. I do remember that.
But I also know what you want and I don’t want to disappoint you.
What if...”

“Hush!” I ordered again.
“Relax. Take a deep breath and calm yourself.”

There was a moment of silence before
she gave a mousey “Okay.”

Then I told her I was going to ask her
questions and she was to provide only single word answers. To my
delight, she agreed with a single word.

“Do you want to be my
girl?”

“Yes,” she
breathed.

“Do you like how I treat
you?”

Melissa gave another breathy
“Yes.”

“Do you like how I make
you feel?”

“Yes.” It seemed evident
she wanted to say more but I continued.

“Does the idea of being a
mindless sex toy turn you on?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like to be my
mindless sex toy?” I finished.

There was a long moment where I could
only hear her breathe into the phone. “Yes,” she finally
answered.

“Good,” I stated. “Because
that’s what I want of you. Now, would you like the answers to your
worries?”

Melissa sniffed, and I
suspected she might be crying. “Please.”

“All of those things are
possibilities, the likelihood of which I do not know.” I told her.
“But you must know this; I never want to do anything that would
truly injure you. I may cause you pain and distress but I never
want to cause emotional, mental or physical injury. I want you
happy. You should feel confident in knowing that I will happily
bring to a halt anything that makes you truly unhappy or sad. Your
happiness is of utter importance to me. Always remember
that.”

Melissa let out a heavy
sigh. “Thank you. I think I needed to hear that.”

“Now tell me how you
feel,” I told her.

She took a few moments
before answering. Then she said, “Relieved and happy. I think I
feel good; thankful at how understanding you are, too.”

I wanted to cement the
deal with her; lay down a precedent, if you will; and clarify our
ongoing relationship. Unable to find a more concise manner in which
to do this I asked her, “Are you my sex toy; an object to do with
as I please?”

To my surprise her answer
was given with no hesitation; “Do with me as you will. I am your
sex toy,” she said.

My heart nearly leapt from
my body, so elated was I. I could think of little to say at that
moment, knowing only my tremendous feelings of joy. Suddenly I
heard myself laughing. Then I blurted out my love for her and she
reciprocated.

“Okay,” I said, “I need to
lock up my shop and shower. I’ll call you in about thirty minutes.
I want you naked and in bed. I have plans for you.” I wiped my eyes
and discovered I had been crying. “I’m really happy,” I told
her.

“Me too,” said Melissa.
“Go shower. I’ll be ready for you.”

About thirty minutes later
we were on the phone; laughing at her retelling the story that came
to be known as the ‘Bat-Man story’, even laughing at the name it
was assigned. Then we assigned it further indignities, ending with,
“Bat-Man, the world’s cummiest hero!” to which we laughed even
more.

“I have to tell you,” she
said, “he must have said that word something like six times in five
minutes. I thought I was going insane! The next thing I know I’m in
the bathroom having multiple orgasms and wondering if I would ever
be able to stop!”

“That must have been one
slick bathroom floor,” I laughed. “Anyone slip?”

“You’re a bad man!” she
exclaimed, laughing at my joke. “Thank goodness I’m not a
squirter!” Melissa burst out laughing at the notion. Had she known
what her words portended she might not have laughed so
hard.

As was usually the case,
our conversation varied from daily life and into the realm of the
sexual. Before long she had her hand between her legs as I exerted
control over her mind. Then there came a confession of
sorts.

“It’s time to tell you a
few things about me,” I said. “I have a particular set of fetishes.
Things you will find erotic, exciting and bit worrisome. It’s
nothing bad but you will find it interesting.”

“What is
it?” asked Melissa. I could practically see her chewing her lower
lip.

“I want
you to roll to your side, first,” I told her. “Then I want you to
start rubbing your fingers over your other hole. Do not put any
fingers inside. Just rub over the hole.”

I waited while she
readjusted her position and then told me she was rubbing her
asshole.

“I have a rather large
member,” I said. “It’s as big around as my wrist and it’s been
measured at nine-inches long.”

Melissa was silent but for
the slight gasp she let out.

I let this information
sink in then said, “I also have an anal fetish. It’s not entirely a
fetish but it’s still a fetish. You see, most women cannot take the
full length of my member vaginally, but after a bit of work they
can usually take it anally. But there are few things that excite me
more than seeing myself buried deep inside a woman’s
ass.”

There was another long
silence and I waited for her to speak her fears. Finally, she
asked, “What if I can’t do it?”

“You will,” I said. “You
will because you’re my sex toy and it’s what sex toys do. When I
told you there might be times when your ass would be the only hole
used for lengthy periods I was not joking. My fantasy is to use
your ass and mouth exclusively and it’s a fantasy I intend on
carrying out.”

Melissa gasped. “This is
very important to you, isn’t it?” she asked.

“Very
much so,” I answered.

A moan made its way to my
ears.

“It’s
also likely you will find yourself plugged a great deal of the
time, and I have not ruled out one of your greatest fears, either,
and I...”

She moaned
again.

“...think you know what it
is.”

“I don’t know,” she said,
but I knew she was lying.

“Tell me the truth,” I
ordered.

Another moan escaped her.
Then, in a whisper she said, “You might make me lose control,” and
moaned again.

“Which
means a lifetime of daily enemas and constantly being plugged,” I
said, knowing it would increase her level of
arousal.

“I don’t want that,” was
her response.

“But you
want to be forced. Don’t you?” I inquired.

“Yes,” she
hissed.

“How does it feel rubbing
your asshole?”

“It feels...damn it...it
feels good,” was her answer.

I told her she could push
in a finger. When she told me she didn’t want to I explained to her
one of the rules she was going to have to live by. “When I give you
permission to do something it should be taken as a command; and you
will obey it.”

“I
understand,” Melissa said, moaning into the phone.
“It’s in,” she told me.

“Get it in as far as
possible,” I told her. “Then slowly fuck your ass with
it.

Melissa moaned again,
hissing out her increased pleasure, and as her moans increased I
spoke the word that would bring her bliss; “Sonar,” I said,
launching her body into its first orgasm of the night.

“Push in another finger,”
I told her after her second orgasm.

A brief moan made its way to my ears.
“Okay,” she said, “I have two fingers in my ass.”

“Good girl,” I praised.
“Now fuck your ass.

“I am. I’m fucking my
ass,” she moaned.

“Does it feel
good?”

Mellissa spoke in a whisper, “Yes,”
she hissed.

“Would you like to cum
again?” I asked.

“So much,” Melissa
replied.

“Sonar,” I
whispered.

I allowed her two more orgasms before
making her remove her fingers from her bottom. There was a
reluctant sigh that greeted my ears, though not so reluctant as the
sound that came from her when I ordered she suck her fingers clean.
“Lick them good, Melissa,” I commanded, “and understand that you
just had your first anal orgasm.”

For several moments after we remained
in silence. I assumed she was still licking her fingers. Then she
said, “That wasn’t really fair.”

I chuckled. “What wasn’t
fair?”

“I don’t really think
those count as anal orgasms,” she told me. “I mean, you used the
word. I didn’t cum from having my ass used.”

Grinning inwardly I determined that
her next anal venture would be very much different from
tonight’s.

 


Friday found the two of us
out on the town. After a pleasant dinner we took a drive down
California’s Pacific Coast Highway, parked just off road at Leo
Carrillo beach and spent a few hours alternating between
conversation and light physical exploration. She wanted more but I
refused. Then I promised her we would consummate our love the
following weekend if things worked out as planned.

“What do you mean by
‘planned’?” asked Melissa.

I chuckled. “Have you failed to
recognize the fact that I’ve been training you?”

 


To some, in fact to most
of my friends and acquaintances, the word ‘training’ is used
exclusively in regards to positions and specific commands,
excepting for those into more extreme forms of BDSM type play. In
the case of emotional and physical responses the word is very often
replaced by ‘conditioning’ as it sounds less demeaning. My choice
in using the word is specific; to make absolutely clear my
intentions. I want my girl to have full understanding and
acceptance of my intent. Doing so makes her far more pliable in the
long run. To be frank, it would be far easier in the short term if
I went along with the more common vernacular. After all, mentioning
training in the manner I do tends to lead to a rather interesting
moment of temper. Melissa was no exception.

 


“So I’m a dog then?”
Melissa demanded, her tone a clear indicator that she was both
shocked and offended by my effrontery.

I laughed, utterly
prepared for her reaction. Then, with a well-thought comment ready,
I responded with a terse, “You are my sex toy, Melissa. I will
train you, punish you, and use you in whatever fashion I see fit.
Taking exception to facts is illogical and immature; far from what
I expect in an adult.” I waited for a moment, allowing my words to
take effect, and then softened my voice. “So far, Melissa, you are
proving to be exactly what we have both indicated we wanted. But I
want to make it clear to you that I will not tolerate you taking
such a tone with me.”

She flushed red and looked
down at her lap. Then she nodded her head and apologized. “I’m
sorry. I just…,” she never completed her sentence.

I reached over and cupped her chin
with my index finger, smiled at her and nodded. “Okay,” I said.
“Now tell me whether or not you want to be my sex toy.”

A tear rolled down her cheek and she
gave a wan smile. “I do want to be your sex toy,” she said. “I’m
sorry I got mad when you said you were training me.”

I leaned in and gave her a deep kiss.
“Then you want me to train you?” I asked when our lips
parted.

Melissa hesitated for a
few moments before nodding her head, telling me, “I want you to
train me to be your sex toy.”

I kissed her again.

 


A few hours later I dropped her at her
apartment and after a few minutes of kissing and groping I headed
home. As usual we talked on the phone while I drove. She had a few
questions to ask and wanted clarification of my expectations. I was
only too happy to oblige, with one caveat; “You must rub your
finger over your bottom hole,” I told her. “In fact, any time we
are on the phone and you want answers to questions I will expect
you to announce you are doing so. Only then will you be allowed to
ask questions.”

Melissa gasped at my
demand but failed to put up any resistance. By the time I had
pulled into my drive, and after only a few questions, she was
begging for me to allow her to put her finger ‘in there’; a term I
found quite amusing.

Melissa rarely used crude terms. In
fact, she tended to avoid them entirely. In so doing she created
for me a vehicle to increase her level of arousal quite
significantly. When she began begging to put her finger ‘in there’
I determined to make her state it in the most crude terms
available.

“Where is there?” I
asked.

Moaning, she answered, “In my
hole.”

Undaunted and enjoying her reticence,
I pushed on. “You have two holes down there,” I told her. “You must
be specific.”

This game went on for a few minutes.
Eventually she caved and blurted, “Please may I push my finger in
my butt hole?”

I could have let it go at
that; something I had no intention of doing. I take pride in
knowing well how to torment a girl into heightened sexual
frustration and need. Moreover, I enjoy it significantly; and since
she intended on avoiding crude terms I was intent on making certain
she used them.

“By butt hole,” I said, “I
assume you mean your asshole. Am I correct?”

Seemingly near to tears, Melissa said,
“Yes; that’s what I mean.”

“Then say it,” I
demanded.

“May I push my finger in
my…in my asshole?” she asked.

“You may do so,” I said.
“But you are not to move it. Just put it in and leave it there. No
motion whatsoever is allowed.”

Melissa let out a
frustrated squeal. “But...but I need to...,” she pleaded, “…I need
to move it. Please let me move it.”

“Ah,” said I, enjoying her
suffering, “then you want to finger fuck your asshole?”

A hissing, “Yes!” came over the
phone.

“Then you should state as
much,” I told her.

I exited the car and
headed to my front door while I waited for her will to break. As my
front door swung open there sounded one of the saddest sounds I
have heard in a person’s voice. It was as if Melissa had let go her
last gasp of life. “May I finger fuck my asshole?” she
begged.

Permission was granted. It
was followed by a terrible, low, rumbling moan that slowly
transformed its way to an equally low and rumbling word of
gratitude; “Thank you,” she growled.

I was careful to close my
front door as silently as possible, wanting nothing to disturb the
moment. Quick and silent as I could be I threw the lock and headed
to my bedroom. There I disrobed, plugged in my phone and lay down
on the bed.

Enthralled and excited by
the sounds coming forth from my phone’s headset I found my hard
member and began to slowly masturbate. That she would request
release soon I had no doubt. Whether I could contain my own
enthusiasm, however, was in severe doubt. To my relief that request
arrived even more quickly than I had anticipated.

“May I sonar?” she
growled.

Grinning, I said, “Sonar.”

Melissa’s cries were
sudden, loud and guttural. She had crossed the last line I needed
of her; and with that crossing I was ready to give her the pleasure
of hearing my own orgasm. Soon as her cries and whimpers died down
I ordered she pull her finger from her ass. “Would you like to hear
me cum?” I asked.

Excitedly she admitted she would; and
I was quick to oblige.

For long and long we
remained in silence: two lovers waiting for the other to speak. At
long last she broke our silence, thanking me for allowing her to
hear my orgasm.

“Thank you for being my
sex toy,” I replied.

There was another long
silence. Soon we resumed our conversation, talking until the need
for sleep became too great; forcing us to bid each other goodnight,
though not before issuing promises of love.


Chapter 3

 


I picked her up from her
apartment fairly early Saturday morning. She jumped into my arms at
the opening of her door then pulled back and smiled. “What are we
doing today?” she asked. Her smile was bright, and she seemed a
ball of energy.

“I figured we would check
in with Tom and Marla. Then I thought I would take you home with me
and torture you through the night,” I told her.

Melissa’s eyes went wide and she
nearly knocked me down when she bounced into my arms. A sudden
attack of kisses dampened my face and then she planted a deep kiss
on my lips. She pulled back after the kiss, ran her hands through
my hair and then kissed me again. “I love you!” she exclaimed and
then kissed me deeper still.

Before leaving I had
insisted Melissa wear another sundress, this time in red, and go
without panties and a bra again. Her shoes I left to her; and she
chose a simple pair of sandals.

As we drove I had Melissa rub herself.
Several times I allowed her an orgasm, and by the time we arrived
she virtually dripping wet. Of course, I made her taste herself,
before exiting the car, making her blush red.

“Do you think Marla will
be wearing the stuff you made?” Melissa asked as we approached the
front door.

“I guess we’ll find out,”
I replied.

Melissa’s question was
answered almost instantly. Marla opened the door, greeting us
happily and wearing the same style of short, shorts and t-shirt she
had been wearing before; it was her standard attire. “This is a
pleasant surprise,” she said cheerfully.

I flashed an evil grin and laughed. “I
just wanted to check in and see how the metal was working
out.”

“I bet you did!” Marla
laughed. “Turns out it was not as great an idea as it
seemed.”

“Do tell.”

Marla turned and directed us to the
living room. “Lemonade?”

“Yes, thanks,” I
said.

As we entered the living
room I saw that Tom was seated on the couch and having a heated
discussion with Colin and James. After a quick greeting and
handshake I introduced the two men to Melissa. Both seemed
impressed, and Colin seemed to have difficulty removing his eyes
from Melissa’s chest.

Marla came in with the lemonade and
sat down beside us on the couch. Tom eyed us and then grinned.
“Poker party?” he asked mischievously.

I smirked. “Not today, Tom,” I said.
“I just thought I would check on how the equipment was working
out.”

“Not so good in practice,”
Tom told me. “It was impossible to sit or lay comfortably and
enough movement really caused pain. It’ll be good for short term
fun but not for long term.”

“Too bad,” I said. “But I
do have something you might be interested in. Maybe Marla can be my
crash test dummy?”

There was a “Crap!” from
Marla that brought chuckles to everyone. Then James chimed in to
ask what the ‘mad scientist’ had come up with.

Then to the men I announced, “Why
don’t you girls get caught up on things. Me and the guys can head
out to my car.”

Another “Crap!” from Marla
garnered more laughs, and then Tom, James, Colin and I left our
seats and made our way out the door.

“Why don’t you leave well
enough alone?” Marla hollered after us, bringing another laugh to
us all.

As we walked to the car I
was met with words of approval, regarding Melissa, from Colin and
James. Tom then asked if I had ‘sealed the deal’ yet. I nodded
negatively and received a round of boos.

“How long has it been?”
James asked.

Tom chimed in before I
could answer. “Too long; Bill is the slowest moving bastard on the
planet,” he told them. “He makes me sad.”

“You’re a funny guy, Tom,”
I laughed. “Keep it up and you won’t get any of my
shit.”

“But he’s good looking!”
Tom added hastily.

“Okay,” I began as we
reached my car. “About a year or so ago, I was reading about some
new fabric for swimming suits that was supposed make swimmers
faster. It was banned by some amateur athletic association. The
article said it was like shark skin. That got me thinking about how
fish scales (or scales in general) work. Rubbed one way it’s slick
as you please; rub another and it’s rough. This gave me an idea. I
had already heard of a fish that would expand inside the throat of
a caiman and make it impossible to swallow. So I got to wondering
what might happen if I combined that with a texture similar to
shark skin.”

“So you invented an
expandable shark that kills caimans?” Colin cracked.

“Asshole!” I shot back.
“And no, that’s not what I did. What I did was use those ideas to
make a plug.” Then I reached into a small bag and pulled out the
first workable model of said plug.

“So...it goes in and
doesn’t come out?” James asked. “That doesn’t sound like a great
idea. I doubt if any girl would want to be permanently
plugged.”

I shot James a disapproving look
before continuing. “Look here,” I said, pulling a small hand pump
and inflation tube from the bag and attaching it to a valve at the
plug’s base. I handed the plug to James and had him run his hand
back and forth along the plug’s length. “Smooth in both directions,
right? He agreed and then handed it off to James who, after
inspecting it similarly, handed it to Tom.

“Smooth,” they all
agreed.

I gave the pump about four squeezes,
mildly inflating the plug. “Now check it.”

One by one they inspected the plug,
rubbing it back and forth as if masturbating. “Ah,” James said. “So
it goes in and can’t be removed when it’s inflated; very cool.” Tom
and Colin exchanged grins.

Retrieving the plug I
unscrewed the center piece and held it up to reveal its hollow
nature. “See this? You can install this bad boy, inflate it and
pull out its core. So if you are into enemas you can do it with the
plug in. Also, you cannot deflate the plug without the pump.” I
unscrewed the inflation tube. “And, as you can see, the pump can be
taken off entirely. In other words, if this has been engineered
right, and I have yet to test it on a person, you can fill your
girl’s ass and she can’t remove it until you deflate
it.”

The three men stood
staring at the plug as if it were an alien, almost fighting to
inspect it again. Then Tom chimed in asking what they all wanted to
be certain of. “I just want to get this straight; you’re telling us
you made an inflatable plug that, once inflated, can’t be removed
until its deflated, and it can’t be deflated without the pump
attachment?”

“That’s the intent of the
design,” I answered.

“I assume you’ve done some
testing on it?” James asked, still inspecting the plug.

“Of course; and it passed
all my tests,” I said. “But, like I said, I have yet to test it out
on a human being.”

Colin took the plug from James’ hands
and held it up, looking through it. “Are you going to test it on
Melissa tonight?”

“I brought it over for Tom
to test on Marla,” I answered.

Nearly in unison, James
and Colin asked, “Do you have any more?” My nod to the negative was
met with a unified “Boo!” from both men, followed by Colin
reminding me to always bring enough to share with the rest of the
kids.

“It’s gotta be tested,
boys,” I said, grinning at their collective responses. “Once he
gives the go ahead for production you can get yours.”

 


Upon returning to the
house Marla and Melissa’s conversation came to a halt. Both had
questioning looks, though Marla’s was tinged with worry. When we
all had taken our seats again Marla turned to Tom and asked, “What
new horror has he brought you today?”

Those of us in the know
all smiled at one another; and then Tom displayed the plug.
“Nothing you haven’t seen before, honey,” he told her.

“There’s a twist. I know
there’s a twist,” stated Marla with authority. “What’s the twist?”
She looked at me and flashed a look of distress.

After Tom explained the gist of the
plug to her she turned to Melissa with a grimace.

Tom quickly explained the
basic gist of the plug to Marla, who flashed her displeasure with a
grimace. Then, turning to Melissa, she said, “You should know that
your boyfriend is evil. He comes up with horrible new ideas and
lets Tom test them on me. This is one of the more mild
experiments.” Marla turned to look at me and smiled sarcastically.
“Thank you for allowing me to be your guinea pig, sir. It seems a
bit long for a plug though. Don’t you agree?”

I smiled back a similar sarcastic
smile. “Not if he wants to continue the experiment he wanted to try
last week.”

Marla paled. “What do you
mean?”

“I mean it’s not made to
go all the way in. It’s made to stay out about an inch,” I informed
her. “It should keep your tiny sphincter wide open, and since it’s
hollow he can give you enemas without ever removing it from your
plump little bottom.”

Marla looked to Tom, a
pleading look on her face. He smiled and nodded. “I can install it
now, love,” he told her. Then he looked around the room. “Would
anyone mind if I installed it now?

Were it not for the sounds of the
fauna outside and the mild breeze blowing through the trees there
would have been utter silence. No one spoke and it seemed as if no
one breathed.

“Get it wet first,” I
said, breaking the silence.

A few minutes later Marla stood naked
before us. Tom made her turn and bend over, ordering she clasp her
ankles with her hands. Slowly he installed the already thick plug.
When it was fully seated he attached the inflation tube and began
pumping its gradual inflation. Many pumps later - far more than I
expected - he stopped.

“How does it feel, honey?”
Tom asked of his wife.

She breathed a deep breath. “It’s too
big. I can’t take this for long. It really hurts.”

He turned the valve on the
pump and allowed air to escape then asked again. He repeated this
action several times until Marla reported a lack of pain.
 Satisfied, Tom disconnected the inflation tube, and then gave
the plug a mild tug. Her sphincter pulled outward in an odd bulge I
had never seen before, seemingly confirming my invention worked. A
more firm tug pulled the girl backwards so she had to take a step
or fall over.

“I want one,” Colin
blurted.

“How long will it take to
make more?” asked James.

I failed to answer the
question. My eyes were firmly on Marla who had been ordered to her
hands and knees while Tom continued to pull the plug
experimentally. It did not budge. In fact, each tug of the device
tended to make her sway backwards. Tom, seemingly satisfied, looked
up from Marla’s behind and smiled. “One more thing to test out;” he
said, leading Marla from the room. “I’ll be right back.”

Left to our own devices, I turned back
to the group and smiled. “Seems to work,” I said.

“How long will it take to
make more?” James repeated his question.

I looked over at Marla who, seated
beside me, was red faced, silent and glassy eyed, then over to
James. “About a week,” I answered at last. “I have material for
about three more but that’s it.”

“I’ll take one,” both
Colin and James said in unison then laughed. James followed, asking
the cost.

“Hmm, I can do it for
around three hundred a piece,” I answered. Both men seemed shocked
but both agreed to my price. “I may be able to sell them for less
once I get the finer details worked out. You might want to
wait.”

“Well, it still needs to
be tested,” I told them, to which both men told me they didn’t want
to wait for the testing.

“Not I,” James said
quickly. Colin quickly followed.

Turning to my glassy eyed girl I put
my hand on her thigh and asked if she was alright. She nodded
without a word, gave me a sheepish look and smiled. I leaned over
and kissed her cheek and she smiled again.

After several minutes of
silence Tom and Marla, who was now clothed, returned to the room.
Tom was smiling, while Marla was quite pale. “Gave her an enema,”
Tom explained. “It works like a charm.”

After pulling a chair to
the head of the coffee table Tom sat down and bade Marla to kneel
beside him. He stroked her head as one might a dog and said,
“Marla, tell them our plans.”

Marla looked up at him, distress
showing on her face. “We are going to keep my ass plugged from now
on.”

“Tell them everything,”
Tom urged her.

Marla inhaled deeply and then sighed.
Finally, and in a sad voice, she said, “Tom is going to inflate the
plug every other day to enlarge my asshole. He will give me enemas
twice a day. He wants you all to come back over in two months to
see if I can close my asshole when the plug is removed.” A tear ran
down her cheek.

A sad, sympathetic voice sounded in
the room. It was Melissa, who herself had tears streaking down her
cheeks. “What’s wrong?” she asked of Melissa.

Marla looked to her, sniffed and gave
a sad smile. “Nothing is wrong,” she told Melissa. “I am a slave,
and a slave happily does as her master wishes.”

“But you aren’t happy,”
Melissa pleaded. “Why are you so unhappy?”

Tom spoke in soft tones,
smiling at Melissa as he did, saying, “This is not something she
wants. But it does not make her unhappy, as you suggest it
does.”

“But she’s crying!”
exclaimed Melissa.

“What you fail to
understand is her need to please and make me happy,” Tom explained,
smiling patiently.

Melissa seemed briefly at a loss.
Finally she found her voice. “But she didn’t seem so upset last
week when you were planning the same thing. Why is this
different?”

Again Tom spoke for his
wife. “After seeing the device Bill made she did not believe it was
going to work. It was impractical and bulky; she told me as much
after you left. So she took it lightly, knowing it would have to be
used sparingly, and then only for short periods. The plug is
different.” Then he leaned forward as he pulled Marla’s head back
by her hair. Looking into Marla’s eyes, he asked, “Isn’t
it?”

Marla nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.
“It’s different.”

But Melissa was not through. Staring
Tom full on and with anger in her voice she asked, “Why would you
put her through this if you know she doesn’t want it?”

Easing back in his chair and stroking
Marla’s head once again, Tom smiled. “Long ago, before Marla and I
were married, I had expressed to her this fantasy and many others.
In spite of her finding many distasteful she gave herself to me. We
have explored many of those fantasies but this is one we have
not.”

“But it still makes her
unhappy; it’s obvious!” exclaimed Melissa. “Why would you make her
do something that makes her as unhappy as this makes
her?”

“Let me try a new tack;
you are with Bill now, are you not?” asked Tom.

“What’s that got to
do...?”

“Humor me, please,” he
interrupted.

“Yes, I am with Bill.”
came her answer.

“What would you think of
Bill if he failed to enforce your status in the relationship
between you?”

“I don’t know...we haven’t
gotten that far, but...,”

Tom interrupted again. “How would you
feel if you prevented him from experiencing one of his
fantasies?”

Melissa looked at me and then at Tom.
“I would like to give him as many fantasies as I can,” she said to
Tom. “But that still...,”

“Has he told you about any
interest that you do not want?” Tom asked.

Again, Melissa looked to me and then
at Tom. “Yes.” Her answer was more subdued this time.

“And do you intend on
fulfilling that fantasy?” he finished.

Melissa bowed her head,
then looked over at me and answered Tom’s question; “I
do.”

She turned back to Tom who
smiled. “How would you feel if you prevented him from fulfilling
his fantasies - as pertains to you two? I am not asking about other
partners. That is another thing entirely. I am asking about you
two. If Bill had a fantasy that was as distasteful to you as mine
is to Marla would you fulfill it?”

A tear streaked down Melissa’s cheek
followed by another. She was staring hard at me, smiling a sad
smile. Her hand reached out for mine and she nodded. “I would. But
this is different!” insisted Melissa.

Tom inhaled, frustration
showing in his demeanor. “Given the choice, and should I so desire
it, Marla would wear this plug for the rest of her life. In this
case, as with so many, I have simply taken that choice from her.
She prefers it this way.”

Obviously shocked Tom
would make such a bold statement Melissa looked at Marla. “Is that
true?” her voice was shocked with incredulity.

Marla nodded to the
affirmative. “Yes, it is,” Marla answered. “I would do anything he
asked, but I am glad I don’t have a choice in it. It makes
it…easier.”

The air, so heavy for a
moment, became less so. Melissa and Marla smiled at one another.
Melissa sheepishly looked about the room and blushed, then
apologized for her outburst. Most especially she apologized to
Tom.

“Marla,” I said, gaining
her attention. “Would you mind turning around and getting on your
hands and knees?” She looked to Tom who nodded. Turning to Melissa
I said, “I want you to go to Marla. Inspect the plug. If Tom
doesn’t mind, I want you to pull it lightly and see how firmly it’s
seated in her rectum.”  

Melissa looked at Tom who
wordlessly nodded approval. She went to Marla and knelt. Hesitant
at first, Melissa reached out and took the inch-long portion of the
plug and pulled it slightly. On my order she pulled it again; this
time hard enough to bring about a more obvious bulge. Melissa
turned back and looked at me questioningly.

“Do you think you can get
it out?” I asked.

She nodded. “Not without hurting
her.”

I smiled at her and bade she return to
my side on the couch. “Would you like me to do this to
you?”

“No,” was her simply
reply.

“Like Tom, this is one of
my fantasies,” I stated. “Would you, if I wished it, permit me to
do this?”

It was as if the universe were empty
but for the two of us. She stared at me, mouth slightly agape and
with a sudden surge of tears. Suddenly her eyes opened wide and she
fell into a slump, her hands grasping at mine and then holding them
tightly. Melissa pulled back and then slipped to the floor to kneel
at my feet. “I’m your sex toy,” she whispered. “I can’t give
permission. I do what you tell me.”

I leaned down and kissed her nose, and
when I leaned back she crawled between my legs and buried her head
against my left thigh, arms slightly wrapped around my waist. There
she remained until Marla, at Tom’s urging, came to comfort her and
then take her away to clean up.

After the girls had departed Tom
turned to me and smiled. “I hope you feel for her as much as she
does for you,” he said. “She’s a good soul, Bill.”

“I know,” was my reply. “I
told you before; I think this girl is the one. I hope she didn’t
upset you.”

Tom offered a smile, and
then grinned at the other two men in the room, “Terribly!” he said
in mock anger. “But it’s nothing a night of poker can’t
cure.”

“Prick,” I
mumbled.

“Indeed,” laughed
Tom.

Marla and Melissa soon
returned, whereupon Melissa, once again, offered her apologies to
Tom. Soon after I decided it was time to leave and, after saying
our goodbyes to all, we sped off in my BMW. Melissa was overjoyed
when I reminded her I was taking her home with me.
 

 


My home is a simple
layout. Having previously been office space had required only minor
work. After knocking out a portion of wall in each office I created
a long hallway along its northern wall, resized the windows to a
more appropriate size and turned three of the offices into
bedrooms, another into a living room and kitchen and the last room,
more or less, into a storage area for some of my work.

The living room is sparsely furnished.
Two large couches face one another, spaced between by a large area
rug and a coffee table. On the wall that divides it from the
kitchen is a very large LCD television with a small oaken media
unit directly beneath.

The guest bedrooms, each
with their own bathrooms, are located on the south side of the
building and furnished relatively sparsely; two nightstands, a
floor lamp and a king-sized bed. My own bedroom is the largest room
in the house. The bed is a California King and housed in a four
post metal frame with heavily braced crossing metal beams over the
top. I’ve a large oaken armoire on the northern wall, two
nightstands beside the bed and a deep closet on the southern wall,
beside which is the door to the bathroom.

The carpet for each room
was the same cream Berber, and the walls are painted white and
simply adorned with photographs and paintings of classic
automobiles. When Melissa saw it for the first time her first words
were, “You are such a guy!” I chose to take it as a
complement.

For the first hour after
our arrival we sat talking on one of the couches. We spoke of
everything that had transpired in our relationship thus far. Then
we relived more recent activities, focusing most heavily on our
recent visit with Tom and Marla; a topic that served to embarrass
her quite a lot.

“I really stepped into
it,” she told me. “I hope I didn’t upset them with my
presumptions.”

Smiling at her, I suggested she had
much to learn about their relationship, to which she fully agreed.
“I think I have a lot to learn about that type of lifestyle,” she
mused. “I mean, it’s the type of lifestyle I want to live.”
Slightly red faced, she then told me she had hopes our own
relationship might mirror that of Tom and Marla.

“When Marla took me away
to clean up,“ Melissa began her confession, “she told me how much
she loved and trusted Tom. She said he was everything to her and
she knew it was the same for her. She told me he freed her when he
took away her choices. I need that; the trust and control. I need
it.”

“I know,” was my simple
reply.

Melissa continued; “You
know; Marla really loves you. She told me Tom does, too. She says
you’re the best man she knows. Better than her father, better than
Tom,” Melissa informed. “She says you’re honest to a fault and
always do what you think is best for the people around you.”
Melissa smiled, then added, “I knew that the night I met you. I
don’t know how. But I did.”

I nodded and smiled at her comment.
“Nice to know you trust me,” I told her. “But what does that mean
for us?”

Melissa took a deep
breath, and then returned my smile. “I think it means that…because
I know you won’t hurt me; that I can trust you, you can do anything
you want to do to me, and that I will do anything you want me to
do.”

“That’s rather an
interesting thing to say at this juncture,” I said.

“Why so?” Melissa
asked.

“We haven’t really known
each other very long,” I answered. “For you to say something like
that indicates a level of trust that is usually only reached after
a rather long period of time.”

Melissa gave a sheepish grin. “It is,
isn’t it?”

“Why do you think you
trust me so much?” I inquired.

“I think it has something
to do with how you’ve done things so far,” Melissa answered.
“You’ve been very slow and methodical. You haven’t pushed and even
refused to fool around with me. Of course, the comments Marla has
made haven’t hurt, either; she always talks about you as if you
were the one that got away.”

“Well, we’ve been friends
a long time,” I said. “But be careful; I do have an evil side.” I
grinned at her.

Melissa laughed. “I know; that’s what
I’m counting on.” There was a brief pause, and she pushed a stray
hair out of her eyes. “Anyhow, I have fallen in love with you and I
want to be your sex toy. I know I probably won’t live up to all
your expectations, but I promise to try my best.”

I took her hands in mine
and smiled at her. “That sounds like a proposal,” I told
her.

“It’s not. It’s a
request,” Melissa responded. “Please make me into your perfect sex
toy. You said you would take my mind away once, make me think only
of pleasing you. I want that. Please make me your mindless sex
toy.”

Still smiling, and with a firm grip on
her hands I leaned in and whispered in her ear. “I will.” Then I
kissed her deeply, and when we parted she smiled, nearly purring at
me.

“Time for dinner,” I
announced cheerfully as I stood. “I’m going to make us a nice
dinner; then we’re going to take a long, hot shower. After that I
am taking you to bed.”

 


Melissa was quite surprised by my
skills in the kitchen, even offering comment that I knew my way
around an oven far better than she. When we sat down in my small
dining area to eat she even more impressed.

“This is amazing!” she
gushed. “What is it?”

“Chicken Marsala,” I told
her. “It’s one of my favorite dishes; and one I am particularly
good at making.”

Melissa laughed, and then announced,
“I guess we know who the cook in the family will be.”

The implications of her comment gave
me hot shivers. I smiled broadly.

Later, after our dinner
had settled somewhat and we were all but talked out, I led Melissa
to my bedroom. She wandered the room inspecting the various
furnishings and commenting on their uniquely heavy build. When she
came around to the bedframe she seemed properly impressed,
commenting on its sturdiness, and then asked, “Why did you make it
so heavy?”

I grinned at her naiveté.

“You did make this didn’t you?” Melissa inquired.

“I did,” was my
answer.

“Did you make the armoire
and the other furniture?” she followed.

“No. I got those in trade
for some work I did for a guy who does carpentry for a living,” I
answered. “I can do it. But why bother if you can get a master
craftsman to do it?”

Melissa came to where I stood near the
bedroom door. Reaching out, she took my hand in hers and led me to
the bed, pushed me to sitting on its edge and gave me a sultry
smile.

“I’m nervous,” she
admitted. “I don’t know what you will do to me or what you’ll make
me do. I don’t know how to act or what to think, even. And it isn’t
like I’m a virgin. For some reason, though, I feel like one
tonight.”

I pulled her close,
wrapped my hands around her waist and smiled at her. “You
know...I’m still taller than you and I’m sitting,” I mused,
receiving a playful shove for my observation.

I pushed her back and told her to turn
around. “I want to watch you undress. Do it slowly. When you’re
finally naked I want you to cover your breasts and slowly turn
around.”

Melissa stepped back and
turned around, then glanced back at me, already red with
embarrassment. She flashed a smile. After stepping out of her
sandals she began to slowly pull her sundress over her
head.

I watched, enthralled by
the sight before me; the shapely calves, the tiny nook behind her
knees and, soon after, the shapeliness of her large bottom and the
two dimples above, the fine musculature of her back. She was
flushed from head to toe, covered in goose bumps and shivering in
spite of the warm temperature of the room.

She glanced back again,
displaying a smile that was sultry, beautiful and anticipatory.
Slowly, and with arms and hands covering breasts that were
impossibly large on one so small, she turned to face me. Slowly
then, she revealed her breasts to me.

I reached out and took her
hands, kissing them, and then led her to the bathroom. Moments
later, as the room filled with a cloud of warm fog, we stepped into
the shower. Kissing passionately, we held each other tightly as
ever we could, then fell to the floor of my large shower and there
we made love for the first time.

She grunted as I entered her, emitting
a slight cry of pain. Hesitating, I waited for her approval before
continuing. Melissa nodded and I entered her more fully, knowing
full well she would be unable to take the entire length of my
sizable member. She thrust at me, first grimacing then
smiling.

“I love you,” she
whispered barely loud enough to be heard above the flowing
water.

I returned her words of
love with my own and then returned her thrust. Our next was in
unison, suddenly bound together as one. Within minutes she was
begging for release, her eyes pleading with me as her fingernails
dug into my back.

“Sonar,” I
uttered.

With back arched, and fingers
seemingly trying to find my vitals, Melissa screamed out her
pleasure. Her neck strained and she reddened noticeably. The orgasm
passed and she was soon begging for another and then another.
Suddenly I felt a tremendous pressure on my member; her vaginal
muscles contracting tightly, gripping me with a pressure I had
never felt before. Only by the strength of will was I able to stem
the tide of my own building orgasm. But stem it I did.

Soon, our love making gave way to
sensual caresses, and we washed each other, smiling and sharing
loving glances and child-like giggles. When, at long last, we
stepped from the shower we dried each other carefully, exchanging
kisses and more loving glances and giggles.

In bed, our lovemaking
continued at feverish pace; covers, once warm and inviting became
oppressive and we flung them from our bodies. Melissa found yet
more orgasms while still I refused to allow myself the pleasure. At
last, nearly exhausted from her pleasures, Melissa begged for mercy
and we fell apart to lay panting and cloaked in sweat on sheets wet
with the evidence of our lust. There it was that I lay, watching as
orgasms, unbidden and unchecked, continued to ravage her
body.

“Will it always be this
way?” Melissa asked as her orgasmic waves subsided. Her face was a
mask of worry and exhaustion.

I smiled and cupped her
left breast, squeezed it and pinched her nipple. It drew her to yet
another orgasm. “I don’t know,” I said, simply.

After a time, when it
seemed she had recovered somewhat, Melissa rolled over. She bit her
lip and then smiled. “You didn’t treat me like a sex toy,” she
said. “Why?”

“You’ve the rest of your
life to be a sex toy, but only this night to be a woman,” I said.
“I wanted one night on equal footing; one night to pleasure you.” I
paused, then reached out to her and stroked her shoulder. “You’re
quite beautiful.”

Melissa smiled and
blushed, biting her lip again, and then climbed atop my body,
straddling me. She glanced at the clock, and then grinned. “It’s a
new day,” she told me. “I think I’m ready to be a sex
toy.”

Smiling, I reached out and
grasped her waist with both hands. “Before that there are a few
things I want to say,” I began. “Whatever I do to you, no matter
what changes I may make in you, how you act, dress or look, you are
beautiful as you are. Nothing I do should be mistaken as a
reflection of a failure on your part. They are, in short, an
expression of my own fetishes. Do you understand?”

There was a nod, and then
a sweet and loving smile. “I understand.” Then she crooked her
head. “But what changes would you make to me?”

“For starters; if I have
my way, you will find thinking for yourself to be quite difficult,”
I began. “You will forget yourself and who you once
were.”

Melissa issued another
smiled, then said, “I know that, silly. But what else would you
change?”

“My fetishes have changed
over the years,” I admitted. “There may come a time when your
beautiful hair is shorn and you are made to wear various wigs at my
whim. I may decide your breasts, large as they are, are too small.
It could be that I have them enlarged. It is difficult to say.
Fetishes change.”

“I can’t imagine bigger
boobs,” Melissa told me. “But tell me what you know you will
change.”

“You will probably have a
similar experience, though not so extreme, as what Marla is
enjoying,” I offered. “I like pierced nipples and I like tongue
piercings. Otherwise I have no specific plans. Though there is
something about long term bondage I like.”

Melissa was perplexed. “What do you
mean long term bondage?”

“Like binding your arms
behind your back for a month or more at a time,” I told
her.

“That doesn’t sound
pleasant,” said Melissa, frowning, following with, “Should I call
you ‘Master’ or any other title?”

I grinned at her. “Bill is fine,” I
said.

She cuddled against my
chest, practically purring and rubbing her fingers on my lightly
haired chest. “Things are going to change after tonight, aren’t
they?” Her voice had a melancholy tone.

“Somewhat,” I answered.
“Though not entirely. I will still love you; that won’t change. But
many things will.”

Melissa took in a deep breath and
sighed. “Part of me wishes it could be like this always. But a part
of me wishes you would get on with it.”

I wrapped my arms round the girl and
squeezed her against me. “Then be my sex toy, I
whispered.

“How?” she
asked.

“Find a way to please me,”
I told her.

Melissa lifted her head from my chest
and then sat upright, still straddling me. “What would please you?”
she asked.

“I’ve told you some of my
interests,” I told her. “You should combine that with what you know
of men. I have spoken.”

“You have spoken? What
does that mean?”

“It means that I will say
no more on the matter,” I informed. “Now please me.”

She began by giving me
light kisses over my chest and little nibbles on my nipples. With
slow deliberation she made her way downward, slipping off of me as
she worked lower. Before long Melissa’s tongue found its way
between my legs, and with gentle hands she pushed at my legs,
inviting me to spread them somewhat so she could lie
between.

“You are big,” she
commented before taking my semi-hard member into her
mouth.

It was a wonder to watch
my hardening member grow in her mouth. Moment by moment it forced
her mouth ever wider. Melissa laughed as she struggled, commenting
that she had never attempted to get something so large in her
mouth. But she was determined, and though she failed to take my
member fully she made every effort to do so.

Melissa briefly pulled away and turned
her head. She opened and closed her mouth several times. “I don’t
think I can please you with my mouth,” she said. “Not yet.” Then
she slathered me with saliva and climbed atop my body, straddling
me once again. She reached behind her, grasped my member and, after
a few minor adjustments, began pushing it into her
bottom.

Admittedly, I was
surprised by this action. Even had she been experienced in this
manner of sex I should have been surprised. Few of the women I had
experienced had been willing to take me in this manner; the not
inconsiderable size being always an obstacle. So when, without
hesitation, she began working my cock into her nearly virginal
bottom I could only watch mutely. Where my eyes could see there
evidenced considerable pain. Melissa shook as she tensed with
strain as she slid her bottom down the length of my shaft; arms,
and neck seeming all sinew. But it was her face, red and dripping
with sweat and tears, that told the true story of all she endured.
But endure it she did; only halting when the pain became too great.
But she did not pull back. Instead, she remained stock still with
my cock half imbedded in her bottom. Her breath was ragged and she
was sweating profusely as tears streamed down her
cheeks.

“Please don’t move,” she
begged.

Too entranced for aught, I remained
motionless and staring. Then, to my surprise, she began a slight
and slow gyration of her hips. Accompanying it was a low, nearly
silent chant I could not make out. Melissa began crying again as
her motion brought her yet more pain. Then, as her chant grew
louder, I realized it was a silent reminder of her status as a sex
toy, though the exact words were indecipherable.

“Please don’t move,” she
whispered again, then exaggerated her gyrations
slightly.

Never had I seen a woman
endure such obvious pain so willingly; nor had a woman been so
willing to suffer in effort to bring me pleasure. No matter how my
previous lovers had expressed their willingness to suffer their
thresholds had been exceeded far too easily. That Melissa was so
willing to suffer made my mind reel, and I was catapulted into
wonderment at what might be possible.

A click seemed to sound
from her throat, drawing me back to reality. Melissa’s eyes widened
to owl-like proportions. “No!” she cried out. Her voice was full of
pain and anguish and her entire body shook. “I...may...,” she
cried, followed by a booming moan that seemed equal parts pleasure
and pain.

I stifled my first
reaction; to pull her from my cock and comfort her. Realizing that
doing so might bring more pain I remained still, as enthralled as I
was concerned.

There was a sudden and
deafening silence during which her face screwed up into a
terrifying mask of pain. I started to speak and then felt her
sphincter tighten about my member; she was cumming yet again.
Pressure built up within; threatening, impossibly, to push me from
her anal canal. There came then a flood of warm fluid that
virtually soaked my thighs and torso; evidence of a tremendous
orgasm that seemed a recurring tidal wave.

“I...’m...sorry,” she
cried out, and then began shaking anew as her face contorted and
her eyes rolled white; another orgasm had seized control of her
body. Time and again she was wracked with orgasms that seemed as
terrible as they were pleasure filled. Then she threw herself
against me and begged my withdrawal; “I can’t take anymore, please
take it out!” she screamed. But at the first sign of withdrawal she
begged me to remain still.

For nearly an hour more
Melissa lay against me, clutching at my shoulders and digging her
fingernails into my flesh, in a vicious cycle of pain and pleasure.
Only when my own concern for her well-being over road my countering
arousal allowed my erection to soften did her screams and orgasms
dwindle. By then she was utterly exhausted and covered in sweat, as
I was covered in the residue of her many orgasms.

Fearing any movement might trigger
another onset of uncontrollable orgasms I was loath to move. Thus,
I remained still but for a gentle stroking of her long, ebon hair.
As I did so I was in wonderment that she had fallen into my life;
never had a met another such as she. As I mused my good fortune
there came a tiny whisper in my ear; Melissa was
apologizing.

Still stroking her hair, I asked, “Why
are you sorry?”

“I never asked permission
to...you know...have an orgasm,” was her whispered
reply.

“Worry not, my sweet,” I
told her. “In this instance there was no choice in the
matter.”

Melissa lifted her head
from my chest and looked at me. She offered a brief smile and then
slowly sat upright, uttering a slight “Oh,” as her movements caused
my member to slip out of her bottom. Closing her eyes, she grimaced
and in a voice tinged with hopelessness, she asked, “May I
sonar?”

Soon as the words left her
lips she shuddered, moaned, and then cried out as another orgasm
seized her. There followed a lengthy series of uncontrolled orgasms
that left her without breath, and when they at last subsided
Melissa fell into a deep sleep. I was not long in
following.

How long we slept I do not
know; but when we woke it was dark and she was a tiny prisoner in
my arms, curled up beside me.

Melissa made another attempt to please
me that night. She labored considerably at pleasing me orally, but
finding her abilities inadequate she tried once more to take me in
her ass. The results were nearly identical as before, and we
decided to leave it for another time.


Chapter 4

 


As an early riser I was quite
surprised to find I had slept until noon. Melissa was curled in my
arms as one might expect of a child. To be sure her stature was
little more than that. At my first stirring she woke and then
turned over to embrace and kiss me.

“You didn’t cum, did you?”
she asked, sadly.

“It’s okay,” I told her.
Then, as I left the bed to take my morning toilet, I told her,
“What I got was much better.”

I returned to find her sitting
upright, legs folded slightly beneath her and leaning on one arm.
“I want to please you,” she said. “Can we try again?”

Standing next to the bed,
still naked, I had her come to me. “Turn round and get on your
hands and knees,” I commanded. I licked the index finger of my
right hand and began to slowly insert it into her rectum. She
shuddered and immediately asked for release. After allowing her a
single orgasm I withdrew my finger. “I doubt you can take it,” I
said.

Melissa turned around and kneeled. She
was crying. “I want to please you,” she cried. “There must be some
way?”

In all my days I never
wanted to please another as now. So wishing to please her was I
that I wracked my brain, searching for a manner that might satisfy
her needs. Simply allowing her to watch me masturbate would not do;
she needed use. There was little hope, as of this moment, she could
please me orally; vaginally, she knew was not my preference and,
thus, would not satisfy her need to please me. At last I settled on
the answer.

“Off the bed,” I said,
brusquely as I backed a step or two from the bed. “Kneel in front
of me.”

Melissa shot off the bed
and quickly found the position I had ordered, a hopeful gleam in
her eyes as she looked up at me.

Staring down at her hopeful gaze I
said, “Until you can be a proper sex toy, taking my cock in your
ass and mouth to my satisfaction, you will be an ass
licker.”

Goosebumps suddenly covered her skin
and she shivered. Then, smiling and wide eyed, she nodded her
acceptance of my edict. “Thank you for letting me be your ass
licker,” she said.

“When you kneel,” I
continued, “you are to do so with legs spread and hands clasped
behind your back. If you are licking my ass you may use your hands
to gain greater access to my asshole, but otherwise, and unless I
specifically grant permission, they are to remain clasped behind
your back at all times when you kneel.”

Her hands went immediately behind her
back and she spread her legs accordingly, never letting the smile
drift from her countenance.

“Furthermore, you are to
keep your back arched, thrusting your breasts out for all to see,”
I told her. “Your head is to be kept up in a prideful manner, while
your eyes will always remain fixed downcast in
submission.”

Melissa arched her back, still
shivering. Her gooseflesh blushed as deeply red as ever it had been
as she raised her head high and dropped her eyes to the floor. A
quick gaze between her legs told me of her heightened state of
arousal.

“You are now my property,”
I said before turning round and pushing my posterior at her face.
“Lick my ass, ass licker!”

Without hesitation, Melissa buried her
face between the cheeks of my ass. Her hands she brought to use as
she spread me somewhat. Then her tongue found my hole and she
licked and sucked at it. I was immediately erect and began stroking
my member.

“I hope you enjoy being a
lowly ass licker,” I said, my voice tinged with disgust.

“Yes,” she hissed between
licks.

Having failed to reach climax on two
occasions last night I found myself near to bursting after but a
few minutes. But my will would not allow me satisfaction so
quickly; besides which I had specific notions of further
humiliation for her.

Without warning, I turned around and
stepped forward to nearly straddle her where she knelt. Lifting my
scrotum I draped it across her face, and then pushed her face
against me with my left hand, while stroking my cock with the
other. “Lick me, ass licker,” I ordered. “No matter what it is I
put to your mouth you are to lick or suck it.”

Nary a complaint was given. Melissa
licked and sucked as was demanded. She took my cock to the back of
her throat, difficult as it was; and though she struggled to
breath, never did she show signs of discontent. In fact, the only
sounds that emanated from the girl were those accompanying the
tasks I forced upon her.

Finally, my moment of
release had arrived, and as my climax built I pulled her back by
her hair and held her steady as I stroked my member. “Keep your
eyes open,” I demanded. “Watch me cum on your face!”

Never, even with my perfect memory,
could I remember such a furiously intense orgasm. Nor could I
recall a time of such copious ejaculation. When my much needed
orgasm had finally subsided I released her from my grip, pushed my
sticky hand to her mouth and order she lick it clean. My erect
member soon followed.

After being satisfactorily cleaned, I
stood in silent observance, staring at what I had wrought. Her face
was a gooey mess. Her eyes, which I had targeted as best I could,
were blinking rapidly. When I made her look up at me I could see
that each was coated with a thin white film. Both had rather large
dollops of semen that seemed to grow in mass with each rapid
blink.

“Good girl,” I said and
received a smile.

I allowed her to get in
bed and lay down, told her to close her eyes and relax. There was
also the command she not wipe or touch her face or eyes. “You’ve
been a good ass licker,” I told her, “and it pleases me that you
wear the cum you earned.”

Melissa gave no argument, nor did she
make a sound.

After I showered, shaved
and took care of my general toilet, I re-entered the bedroom to
find her snoring lightly. Her tiny hands were clasped over her
belly and her breasts rose and fell with each breath. There seemed
a slight smile on her tranquil face. The semen coating had dried
somewhat by now and was barely noticeable from where I stood. I
dressed in silence, being careful not to wake her.

Some twenty minutes after I had left a
peacefully sleeping Melissa I heard the unmistakable sounds of
something falling to the ground. I was in the kitchen making
breakfast when I heard it. When I stepped around the dividing wall
between kitchen and living room it was to see Melissa crawling on
all fours and eyes closed. Her right hand was slightly outstretched
and she was groping about as if in total darkness.

Shocked, I was quickly by
her side, demanding to know the matter and fearful my semen had
done more damage than I had thought possible. When I reached her
side she turned her head upwards and nearly laughed.

“I can’t open my eyes,”
she said.

The semen around her eyes
was far more copious than it had previously been. I suspected that
her closed eyes had forced it outward. Now dry, it had apparently
glued the fine hairs of her upper and lower eyelashes together.
Having been ordered not to touch her face or eyes she had found
opening them rather impossible.

Curious and fighting the
urge to laugh I told her to try opening them. She could not. I had
thought for a moment to allow her to open them but decided against
it, instead leading her to the dinner table and helping her into a
chair. Then, leaving her there, resumed my cooking
duties.

We talked a bit while I cooked. Most
of it was of simple things, of where we would go and what we would
do that day. Shortly things turned more serious and we discussed
the previous evening and the moment that had left her with eyes
glued shut. Conversation continued over our meal, during which she
learned the difficulties of eating while blind.

Later, and after I had allowed her to
shower and get dressed, we headed out of the house in my Cobra. As
we pulled out onto a main road I revealed my plans. We were going
to an adult toy store. There we were going to pick up a few
toys.

“I thought you made your
toys?” she questioned.

“I do. But not of the sort
I we are getting,” I told her.

She looked at me and
smiled. “And here I thought could do anything.”

“It’s not so much what it
is but the material,” I said. “We’re going to get several silicone
butt plugs of different sizes. You are going to have to get
accustomed to having something the size of my penis in your
butt.”

Melissa gave an uneasy
smile, nodding. “I see,” she said.

The entire trip took less
than an hour. Soon, and after Melissa had clung uneasily to my side
as we meandered through the store, we were armed with five butt
plugs of varying sizes; the largest of which was nearly the size of
my wrist.

Upon arriving home I was not slow in
applying the first plug. Undressed and on hands and knees Melissa
waited while I unpackaged the first small plug. After washing it
and making her lubricate it with her own saliva I began slipping it
in her bottom.

“That’s not so bad,” she
said once it had been seated.

“Went in real easy,” I
said. “Let’s try the next one.”

The next plug we tried was the
thickness of a bottle cap. Melissa gave a slight moan and then
shivered as it slipped in, and there was some slight resistance
before it became fully seated.  

“How does it feel?” I
asked.

Melissa looked back at me,
showing distress. “It doesn’t hurt. But I sort of want to...you
know...it feels like I have to…I can’t say the word without doing
it.”

A moment of deviousness took me, and I
said, “You mean it makes you want to sonar?”

Melissa gave a squeal and
then a grunt. She moaned ever more loudly and then the full force
of her orgasm was in evidence and I, standing immediately behind
her, was immediately drenched in copious amounts of Melissa’s
ejaculate. When her orgasm had subsided my appearance was that of
one who had recently soiled himself.

Another orgasm threatened but Melissa
managed to fight it off. In this I was fortunate, though Melissa
laughed the moment she saw what she had wrought.

“I’ve never squirted
before last night,” she said with a giggle. Her amusement seemed to
make it all the easier to fight off the recurrence of orgasms,
though I could tell it was no mean feat.

I stepped out of my damp
jeans and through them towards the bathroom doorway, and then
stepped towards the bed menacing her with my erection. Melissa, now
facing me as she sat on her haunches, needed no instructions,
immediately opening her mouth expectantly.

“Not yet,” I said. “There
are a few things you must know and do in order to please me in this
manner.”

Immediately there came a
lifeless glaze to her eyes and she seemed a shade of herself. It
was not the first time she had done so, but it was the first time I
truly realized the rapidity and totality of it. Her mouth went
slack and her eyes dilated. When she spoke it was with the slowness
of a drunkard, though she did not slur her words. I would find out
later that she recalled little of what transpired while she was in
this state, though any instruction seemed to be instantly
ingrained.

“When I approach you this
way you are to get on hands and knees,” I told her. She complied
instantly. “You are to lift your head and open your mouth,
providing the straightest possible route down your throat. A good
sex toy does not choke on cock. A good sex toy swallows it. A good
sex toy swallows anything its owner puts in its mouth. Do you
understand?”

Melissa nodded dumbly.

By now my erection was
almost painful. I needed release as much as any time in my life and
I was determined to get it. “Swallow when you feel the urge to
gag,” I ordered. “It will alleviate the gag reflex,
somewhat.”

Melissa choked at my first
foray into her throat. The following several strokes were met with
equal discomfort. Eventually she got the knack of swallowing as the
gag reflex kicked in, though she never achieved the success that
would come later. Over and over I pushed myself into her mouth and
as far down her throat as I could manage; as far as she could take.
She would cough and sputter but never did she resist or ask for a
cessation of my action. In a very short span of time I was in the
midst of a staggeringly pleasurable orgasm. To my supreme
satisfaction Melissa had swallowed every drop.

 


I dropped her at her apartment fairly
early that night. She had work the next day and I wanted to allow
her head to clear. Upon our entrance into her apartment I gave her
instructions; the plug she now wore was not to be used while
driving, nor was it to be used at work. She was too keep it in so
long as it was not painful. After mutual declarations of love and a
passionate kiss goodnight I departed.

The week went by fairly
quickly. Unable to get enough of each other we spent most nights on
the phone. It was during these conversations she revealed the
difficulty with which she endured the constant wearing of the butt
plug. Often, she told me, she had found the need to climax almost
unendurable; mostly when it shifted or when she was forced to
remove it; either for toilet needs or for the pain it caused By
Thursday, I was pleased to learn, she no longer suffered those
needs. She also revealed that, except for her daily toilet, she
felt that she could wear it indefinitely. Her final confession was
that she had worn it to work that day. For that I thoroughly chided
her and promised a proper punishment for disobeying my
orders.

Our next date came Friday
evening; the first part of which was introducing her to hot pepper
on her clitoris. It was, of course, the punishment I had spoken of
and it left her no doubt as to the sincerity of my demands for
obedience. I was rewarded with a promise never to disobey my
commands.

Later that night, Melissa
decided to repeat her effort from the previous week. “I can do the
plug,” she told me, insisting on similar success with me. She
seemed to be finding success until a slight spasm made her jerk
backwards. Suddenly, and quite unexpectedly, Melissa was fully
impaled on my erect cock. For a brief instant there was silence.
Then her eyes opened wide and she let loose a scream of
bloodcurdling proportions. There followed a multitude of orgasms
that, when at last they had ceased, left her near to
unconsciousness.

The time passing after her
ordeal seemed to me an eternity. At long last, and with my softened
member still held firmly in her tight sphincter, she returned to
life. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. Slow were her movements, though
not without climactic incident, as she slid from my body and pulled
herself from my flaccid member.

She would make several
more attempts at pleasing me that night, each finding similar
results as her first attempt. Finally, exhausted, she slipped into
a deep slumber.

“They’re getting more
powerful,” she told me the next day over breakfast. “And they’re
harder to get control over.”

“What do you remember
about last night?” I asked.

Melissa thought for a
moment then cocked her head. “Nothing, really. I mean, I remember
how it started. Then it all goes blank.”

“You don’t remember the
change of plugs or the throat fucking?”

“We changed plugs?” asked
Melissa.

“Pull it out,” I urged
her. “It was your suggestion.”

Still naked, as I insisted, she stood
from the chair and reach back. Melissa closed her eyes and grunted
then brought the plug into sight. “I don’t remember.” She hiccupped
slightly and her brows furrowed.

“Get it wet and put it
back,” I ordered. Enjoying the sight of her sucking the bigger plug
I said, “Well, as your eyes and mouth can attest, it’s
bigger.”

She grinned painfully,
grunting again as she installed the plug. “May I... sonar?” she
begged.

“No,” I
answered.

My answer was for naught;
much as she fought, Melissa was unable to fight off the urge to
orgasm. It was, of course, followed by a minor wave of orgasms that
left her a quivering and very wet mess. Fortunately it did not
prove so damaging as usual and she returned to the real world in
less than a half hour. I decided then it would be prudent to shop
for new bed linens and a waterproof mattress pad to stave off my
bed’s premature ruination.

 


A month later, and with
the onset of fall, it was decided Melissa would move in with me.
Already most of her time was already spent at my home. Her own
apartment seemed an unnecessary waste of money and we could barely
tolerate time away from one another. The move went smoothly, and
there was room enough in my storage room for redundant articles and
those knickknacks one rarely uses but remain dear to the
heart.

It being a Saturday, there was little
to do with our evening, so we spent it recuperating and
commemorating our new arrangement. Too fagged and sore to engage in
sexual activities we were fast asleep as soon as our heads hit the
pillow.

By now Melissa was wearing
the second largest plug and was eagerly looking forward to the
largest. It was not that she enjoyed wearing it but more a
determination to provide me pleasure. Melissa had managed to learn
to deep throat quite well. Thus the majority of my pleasure came
via her rapidly improving oral skills; something I made frequent
use of.

Sunday came all too early. Still sore
and worn out from the move we decided to take the path of least
resistance, and after eating at a nearby cafe we decided to look in
on Tom and Marla.

Marla greeted us while
wearing her typical outfit; cut-off denim shorts and a tight, white
t-shirt. After a bit of light conversation Tom and Marla insisted
we stay for dinner, after which Tom offered to teach Melissa how to
play pinochle.

“It’s been forever and a
day since we played,” Marla told Melissa as we headed to the dining
room. “Bill is about the only one we know who plays, and after he
broke things off with his last girlfriend we didn’t have a
fourth.”

Melissa was a quick study, quickly
becoming a player to be reckoned with. Teamed with Marla, the girls
proceeded to give us a beating like none before.

Soon after the game began
in earnest I told Tom and Marla about my new roommate. Both
virtually gushed at how happy they were for us. Marla went on,
seemingly endlessly; on how right we were for each other and what a
wonderful matchmaker she had proven to be. Tom, meanwhile, simply
nodded his agreement to everything she said.

After enduring about as
much as I could I decided to turn the tables. We had only just
picked up our meld when, while looking over my cards, I winked at
Tom and nodded towards Marla. He grinned at me and shook his head,
mouthing the word ‘no’ and then hid behind his cards.

I had noticed when we had taken our
seats at the table that Marla had added a pillow to her own chair.
I had strong suspicions as to why and was determined to discover if
they had any credence. Had Marla not prattled on about what a
wonderful matchmaker she was I might not have been so inclined to
utter my next sentence. As it was I felt compelled to ask Tom how
his experiment was coming along.

“What experiment would
that be?” he asked. “Fucker,” he mouthed.

I threw a card onto the
pile and grinned. “The experiment with Marla’s caboose; how is that
coming along?”

I glanced at Marla who had taken on a
lovely red tinge and seemed to be ever so small behind her
cards.

“It’s coming along
nicely,” Tom said. He followed Melissa in throwing out a card, then
placed his hand over his forehead and muttered
something.

“Still wearing it then?” I
asked of Marla.

Marla nodded and threw out
her own card. “I was prattling wasn’t I?” Marla asked, sneering at
me in half-mocking irritation.

“Yes, yes you were,” I
said.

“You couldn’t just tell
me?” she asked.

“I don’t know why you’re
embarrassed by this, Marla,” I told her. “I’ve seen you naked.
Hell, I’ve seen you in all sorts of embarrassing situation. I was
even there when that plug was first put in your ass. Why does this
embarrass you?”

“I don’t know,” Marla
said. “Maybe it’s because this isn’t just exhibitionism. Maybe it’s
because I have lost control of a very intimate bodily
function.”

“Okay, I’ll ask one more
question then let it go,” I told her.

“How long have you had it
in - make that two questions - and does it work the way it’s
supposed to work?”

Marla sighed. “It’s been in pretty
much since that night. Once a week Tom takes it out to check me
over and then puts it back in,” she said. “And, yeah, it works just
like you said it would.”

I glanced at Tom who
nodded affirmatively. “I’ll give you a report later. But go ahead
and start producing them en masse.”

 


Later, after tallying up
the win and loss columns, the girls did a little victory dance and
made up a song to go with it. Tom and I offered congratulations on
their multiple victories and then headed to the living room while
Melissa joined Marla in dinner preparations.

“There have been no snags
at all,” Tom said as we sat down.

Puzzled, I asked what he was talking
about.

“The plug, Bill,” he said.
“I’ve checked every week for issues and there have been none. It
took a bit to get her accustomed to wearing it. There was some
aching for the first week. But it’s been smooth sailing ever since.
The only issue is enemas. I had to make an enema hose with a male
coupling that would screw into the end of the plug. It would make
things a lot less messy. A ring at the end would be good
too.”

I made a mental note of his
suggestions, then asked, “Why a ring at the end?”

“For a leash; the
humiliation of being leashed that way would be tremendous” said
told me. “Also, and I was thinking of this the other day, you could
lock someone to another object with it; maybe an eyehook set in the
floor or the ceiling. Really, you could lock them to anything, for
that matter. The point is the subject could be bound with hands and
legs free but still unable to move beyond the length of chain they
were locked to.”

I pondered his ideas a moment and came
up with one of my own. “I could make a double attachment to connect
the ends of two plugs together, as well. That could be rather
discomforting.”

Tom flashed an evil grin. “Imagine our
girls tied together like that. You could do that with that
mouthpiece you gave me, too.”

“You mean attach the
together ass to mouth?” I was incredulous, though only slightly put
off.

“Of course it would
require their arms be bound so Marla couldn’t take out the
mouthpiece.” There was a glint in his eye.

I grinned back but nodded negatively.
“Not gonna happen, Tom. The most you would get out of me is the ass
to ass thing.”

“Either way,” he chuckled,
“you should get to working on it.”

“I’ll do the mouthpiece
too. There will be a market for it,” I conceded.

“Okay then,” Tom said,
“I’ll get them on the web site soon as you get me some stock and I
can figure the packaging. I was thinking we could call it the Shark
Plug, if that works for you.”

“You mean ‘cause of how I
came up with the idea?” I asked, chuckling.

Tom laughed, too. “Yeah,”
he said, adding, “I need the plans, too, so I can submit a
patent.”

“You’ll have it with the
first set,” I told him.

“Oh, can you get the price
down a little?” he asked.

“Not a problem,” I said.
“Now I know it’s viable I can go ahead and get the necessary
materials in bulk and automate a lot of the process.”

Tom nodded. “Good. You
think we can get the retail down to about two bills?”

“Easily,” I
answered.

Tom smiled, then leaned back and
winked. “Good. Then I’ll market them for three. This should be huge
for us.”

A little over a half hour later the
girls called us to the table. After a pleasant dinner and another
few games of pinochle Melissa and I took our leave. During the ride
home I told Melissa what Tom and I had spoken of. She seemed both
appalled and excited by the ideas. By the time we arrived home
Melissa seemed thoroughly worked up and slightly dazed.

Before Melissa had moved
in I gave her a few instructions as to what I expected of her.
Clothes would not be an option other than that she was allowed to
wear panties during her period; the exception being an apron while
cooking. Thus, upon entering the house she removed her clothing. It
was late upon our arrival, and tomorrow being a work day for her I
refused her advances, insisting she get a good night sleep. Beyond
the sleep issue was my concern for her safety. I had discovered
over the last month that if our play ended in the late evening or
early morning she would occasionally retain a semblance of
disorientation until the following day. Driving in such a condition
was not something I wished her to do.

During the next two weeks
it seemed to me that Melissa seemed to fade into a near mindless
haze with more and more rapidity. It was not something I had
counted on. Nor, I think, had she. As a consequence our play became
more of a weekend venture than planned. Thus I determined to have a
discussion with her on the matter. Unfortunately my first attempt
was thwarted by her very nature. Upon telling her to sit down on
the couch for our talk there was an instant change in her demeanor
that told me I would get nowhere.

We were sitting on the
couch and watching television the night after my failed attempt. I
had been considering some of the questions I might ask her, while
reminding myself to couch my questions in a manner that was not
demanding. Finally I said, “I was wondering, considering how easily
you go into a sort of mindless haze, what you remember since you’ve
moved in with me.” I muted the television and looked at her with a
smile I hoped denoted mere interest and not the control I
held.

Melissa looked at me and
returned my smile. She thought for a moment, and then smiled again.
“What I remember is more of a feeling of experience; not so much an
actual experience,” she said. I was rather perplexed by her
statement and asked she elaborate. “It’s like I’m not really
there,” she began. “I wouldn’t call it a dream. You can remember
dreams and some of them are really vivid. I know things have
happened and I have a strong general sense of joy and pleasure. But
when we are together it’s like I have no thoughts. No. That isn’t
right. I have thoughts; dim, far away thoughts.”

I tried to wrap my head around what
she told me. “So, you feel and think, right?”

“Right,” she
confirmed.

“But, and I hope I am
understanding things;” I said, “what you’re telling me is that
everything is more of a vague overview of what you are
experiencing?”

“I guess,” she answered,
seemingly as perplexed as I.

“What about when we don’t
engage in any sort of sexual activity. Like now; do you know what’s
going on?” I asked.

Melissa grinned. “Yeah, silly. I know
what’s going on. But...and this is the interesting part...I
probably won’t remember it.”

This further perplexed me. “Why do you
say that?”

“I think it’s like when
you’ve been drinking,” she began. “You can have enough that you’re
drunk. That’s sort of like when we play. Then there is when you
have enough to get slightly buzzed. That’s where I am whenever I’m
with you. Only the drunken part is a complete wipe of my memory.
All I know is that it was fun and exciting and I have a slight clue
what we’ve done but no real memory. The buzzed part leaves a hazy
memory.”

I was rather at a loss and I admitted
as much. “Melissa, you should know that I am in uncharted
territory. I have never known anyone who reacts to things the way
you do. Hell, I didn’t even know people like you
existed.”

Melissa frowned. “I’m sorry. I didn’t
know I could do this either.”

“Please don’t apologize,”
I told her. “There’s nothing to be sorry for. I just have to learn
how to do things so you aren’t hurt, and I suspect I could hurt you
when you really fade and you wouldn’t even realize you were being
hurt.”

“Maybe,” she whispered,
then in a loud voice she said, “That’s scary!”

A notion came to me and I
wondered aloud about her memories of work the past week. For quite
a while she pondered this query before nodding her head and
admitting she had virtually no recollection of anything that had
occurred. I pushed her to recall more but there were only snippets.
It was as if her mind was wiped clean of anything but vague
memories.”

“Tell me what you are
thinking now,” I said.

That was a mistake, and I
realized it too late. Had I not been watching so closely I might
have missed the subtle change in body language. But watching so
closely it was impossible for me to miss it; every muscle in her
body seemed to suddenly relax and the concern in her eyes faded to
one that can only be described as blissful.

“I want to please you,”
she answered

The change in her voice was subtle as
could be, more so than what I had already witnessed. But it was
there. I thought to end my questioning but thought I might still
learn from her.

“How?” I asked.

“By serving you and taking
care of your needs;” she said with a smile, “by being your sex
toy.”

I wanted to ask more, but
it was useless I knew. Then it came to me; it was a conversation we
had early in our relationship. So I asked, knowing the answer, I
asked. “What does serving me do for you?”

Melissa cocked her head
and smiled. “It makes me feel peaceful inside.”

As she gazed at me with her empty
headed smile, there came to me, as suddenly as if a bomb had
exploded, a more thorough understanding of her extreme reactions.
Melissa, more than any woman I had ever known, craved ownership.
But it was not ownership in the common vernacular of the BDSM
community she craved, replete with safe words, contracts and
ceremony. No; Melissa craved true ownership, as if she were little
more than chattel to be used at her owner’s leisure, and with no
thought of her wants. These musings, I know, were farfetched. But I
knew I was right. Years later these musings would be confirmed,
albeit not for reasons that would both surprise and disgust
me.


Chapter 5

 


It was about two months
later. Tom had come by to pick up the newly improved version of the
plug I had invented. We were enjoying an early afternoon beer and
Tom was telling me about his success with the one I had gifted him
as a test.

“It’s worked like a
champ,” Tom gushed. “It’s already at its maximum inflation and it
hasn’t fallen out once. You have no idea how much easier it makes
enemas!”

I began peeling the label off my
bottle as he talked. “What about for other things. I imagine anal
sex is a bit of a non-factor now.”

Tom grinned. “Not really.
I still make plenty use of her ass. It’s just not tight anymore. It
does make vaginal sex much better, though. Hell, I have deflate the
plug almost entirely.”

“Have you taken it out for
any length of time?” I asked, curious as to whether the results
were permanent or not.

Tom nodded and began peeling the label
off his own beer. “No. I am going to wait another month, then see
how she does without it. What about you? I haven’t heard you say a
thing about Melissa.”

I took a long draught of beer and gave
him a slight smile. “Things are going well,” I told him.

“There’s something you
aren’t telling me,” he said.

Tom and I had been friends for years.
He knew me better than anyone, and being my best friend I felt
utter comfort at letting him into my personal life.

“You know how girls go
into that mindless headspace when they’re being properly used or
beaten?” I asked.

Tom grinned then said,
“Subspace.”

I gave him an evil look. “You know I
hate that word, ya bastard. But yeah; subspace.”

Still grinning, Tom asked,
“What about it?”

“Melissa is sort
of...well, she’s always there,” I confided. “At first it only
happened when she got excited or when I get to ordering her about.
Of course I expected that. But now she seems to always be out of
it. She’s been written up at work twice since she moved in, gotten
two tickets - not for speeding but for going too slow - and can’t
seem to hold a conversation to save her life anymore.”

“That is odd,” he muttered. “Why don’t you bring her over Saturday? We
can play pinochle again. Maybe a competitive setting will bring her
out of it.”

“I have my doubts, but
it’s worth a try. I really love the girl and I really miss talking
to her,” I told him.

“What are you going to do
if the situation gets...I don’t want to say worse...,” Tom was at a
loss.

“I guess try to get her
back to some semblance of who she is,” I said.

 


As usual, Melissa arrived
home sometime after 6PM. Already we had formed a few daily rituals.
Her arrival home signaled the beginning of the ritual I most
enjoyed: Soon as she parked her car she would come to me, wherever
I was; usually the shop. After a brief kiss she would go inside and
shower.  Twenty minutes or so later I would follow her inside
for a shower of my own. Always she knelt on the bed and waited.
After my shower I would go to where she knelt and allow her to lick
my member until I was hard. From there she would take to her hands
and knees and, quite literally, swallow the entirety of my member.
So skilled had she become that breathing was no longer an issue.
Thus I could hold my position, fully erect and imbedded in her
throat for nearly as long as I wished. Soon as I was ready I would
tap her on the head, signaling she open her mouth, then begin
pounding her throat until I climaxed.

Our ritual complete we
retired to the living room and relaxed while watching television.
Melissa rarely encouraged conversation. This night was no different
than any other, and after a few questions regarding her day I
discovered she had been written up once again. Then came the
admission that she found her job - that of receptionist at a dental
office - growing more difficult for her.

Melissa’s voice, usually
lacking much inflection, was flatter than usual. She also struggled
for words and seemed to have difficulty comprehending the things I
said. To be sure it was surreal. Never had I imagined that such a
thing would come to pass. Had I not known her and watched her
progression I might have thought it an act. It was not, however,
and there was no getting around it.

That night I decided it
was time she quit her job. I also took away her car keys and
license, prohibiting her from driving. A few days later, and after
a minor incident with fire where she stared at a fiery pan in utter
confusion, I revoked her kitchen privileges.

By the time Saturday came round I was
in dire need of company other than Melissa. The lack of outside
influence, coupled with my constant presence, seemed to exacerbate
Melissa’s already long periods of seeming mindlessness. Often I
would enter the house after long periods in my shop to find her
staring into empty space. Even removing her plug, a constant
fixture in her bottom, failed to improve her state.

I was careful in how I
directed her. Every wish was made in the form of a question rather
than a command. I wanted her as lucid as possible, and I had hopes
that interaction with Tom and Marla might contribute to a return of
the Melissa I fell in love with. Everything, her clothing, shoes
and makeup came by way of gentle suggestion, and were in no way
suggestive of anything related to sex or BDSM.

During the drive Melissa
made many overtures to me, begging, “Let me be a good little sex
toy for you. I want to suck your cock,” she begged time and again,
even breaking out in tears when she realized I was not going to
allow it.

Finally we arrived at Tom
and Marla’s home. Before getting out of the car I suggested she fix
herself up somewhat. When we arrived at the door she again tried to
please me. “Let me blow you before we go in,” she begged. “Please
use me!”

I refused again, and then
quickly rang the doorbell. I knew Marla had been briefed by Tom, or
hoped as much. When she opened the door I was relieved to find her
dressed in more conservative clothing than usual; blue jeans and a
loose fitting plaid shirt. She smiled. “Come on in, guys. Have a
seat.” But she held me back a moment to ask how bad it
was.

“It’s bad,” I
said.

After begging Melissa’s forgiveness
Marla dragged me into the kitchen. Facing me, she turned and took
my hands, holding them as a mother might. “I’ve been there before,”
Marla told me. “It feels so good you don’t want to come back. But
she will come back. All you have to do is find out what’s
wrong.”

I nodded dumbly, hoping she was
right.

The night passed slowly.
It seemed interminably long. Finally Marla pulled Melissa away;
took her to the bedroom where they remained for a long portion of
the night. To be sure, I was relieved to have Marla take her from
the room.

“Don’t worry, bud,” Tom
comforted, “Marla will get this figured.”

It was late when Marla and Melissa
returned. There were tears in Marla’s eyes and she seemed shaken.
Contrastingly, Melissa seemed quite chipper.

“She won’t come back,
Bill,” Marla said. “I’m sorry. All she talked about was serving you
and being a sex toy. Nothing I said mattered, Bill. I’m
sorry.”

We left shortly after.

 


For most people there
comes a time when ethical boundaries are blurred and hard decisions
must be made. I had been faced with such occasions before. Never
had I chosen the least difficult over the more ethical. Nor had I
chosen the most personally profitable over the ethical. Faced with
my current dilemma I was at a crossroad. In my estimation the best
method for solving this issue was a separation. Perhaps Tom and
Marla might take her in for a few weeks; in fact I had no doubt
they would, and I was sure alternative company and a lack of sex
would clear her head somewhat. On the other hand I did not wish to
part with her. Furthermore, there was something about her current
state of mind that I had refused to acknowledge until now; it
excited me tremendously. Then again, I reasoned (selfishly perhaps)
that this was exactly the sort of thing she wanted. So it was that
I decided to take advantage of what had presented itself to
me.

Soon as we had begun our
return home Melissa asked if she could please me. Upon my approval
she dipped her head between my legs, unzipped my pants and took my
cock in her mouth. The entire ride home worked me as best she
could, considering the difficulty of dealing with the stick shift.
By the time we arrived home I was near to bursting.

Later, after we had both showered, I
approached her on the bed. As usual she was kneeling and when I
neared her position she pitched forward on hands and knees with
mouth wide open in anticipation.

After a few minutes of
hard face fucking I withdrew from her mouth and ordered her to turn
around. Melissa made no sounds, and her face reflected nothing but
wide eyed innocence as she obeyed my command. “Put your head on the
bed and grab behind your knees. Do not move,” I ordered.

I stared at her asshole
for a long moment and wondered if I should go through with my
intentions. Memories of how she had suffered when she had taken me
anally filled my head. Always I had been more concerned with her
well-being than my own pleasure. Such was not the case now; in my
mind she was become nothing more than the sex toy into which I had
promised to make her. I placed my cock on her tiny hole and
contemplated what I was about to do. Then I pressed my way
in.

Melissa cried out as I
entered her asshole. Her skin, white as snow, became red with the
strains of pain. Her muscles twitched and she buried her face in
the comforter beneath. Not a thought of hesitation crossed my mind.
Nor was there a moment of compassion. I was an animal; a cruel
beast knowing only want, need and lust. One stroke followed
another, each plunging me deeper into her bowels. Soon my cock was
a piston in her ass, and I gave no regard to the obvious pain that
was evidenced by the screams emanating from the girl.

Too soon I found myself
nearing climax, and wishing to prolong the moment I withdrew from
her ass. “Turn around,” I commanded then shoved my cock down her
throat once again. Melissa, with tears streaking down her face,
complained not a word; nor was there any remote sign of resistance.
In fact, as she looked up at me with her big green eyes there
seemed a calm happiness within.

Spurred on by my ever
growing need I pulled my cock from her mouth, flipped her roughly
to her back, climbed on the bed and pushed her knees to her chest.
“Wrap your arms around your legs and hold them,” I growled. “Don’t
fucking let go.” Then, in one fell thrust
I buried the entire length of my cock into her tortured
asshole. There was no gentleness, no
compassion and no care in my actions. There was only need for
pleasure; a pleasure derived of the pain and suffering I now
brought to the girl beneath me. That she suffered at my hands
aroused me tremendously, and amidst her cries and tears I found
myself in a state of euphoria.

It was as I realized the
true depth of the control I now held that I fell into the throes of
a powerful and mind numbing orgasm. Overtaken with pleasure, the
likes of which I had never experienced, I heard myself groan
through gritted teeth. The orgasm seemed to go on forever; yet in
all too short a time it was over. Exhausted, I fell to the bed
beside Melissa and demanded she again take me into her mouth. “Milk
every last drop,” I commanded; then watched as she slowly engulfed
my entire member.

Later, Melissa and I lay
side by side in bed. Still she had not uttered a single complain.
How long she had milked my cock I had no way of knowing. I only
knew, as I lay silently staring into darkness, that my needs had
been satisfied that night; the first such occasion in my entire
life. .

“You finally used me,”
Melissa said flatly.

Momentarily stunned by her comment I
quickly recovered. “I did,” was my response.

“Did you like it?” she
asked.

“I did.”

A long silence passed.
Then she said, “I liked being used.”

“Was it all an
act?”

Melissa’s answer was slow in coming.
Her words were halting and seemed difficult to speak. “It’s not an
act. I...I can see everything that is going on. I know what is
happening. But I can’t form any complete thoughts. It’s as if I am
a prisoner in my own head.”

I gave her answer some
thought. “What about now? What’s your state of mind?”

“My head is clear. But
it’s always clear,” she said. “Like I said, I know what’s going on.
But I can think now. I guess I can always think. It’s just that my
brain is overpowered by a need to please. There’s an indescribable
ache to please. But now...I think you using me pulled me out of
that place. I served my purpose, I think. The ache is
gone.”

I rolled over to my side and stared at
her profile in the dim light filtering through my window shade.
Melissa then turned to face me. “I need you to own me,” she
whispered.

“Then I will own you,” I
told her.

“There are no boundaries
short of killing me, I think,” she confessed. “Just promise to take
care of your property.”

“I will.”

She kissed me lightly on the lips.
“Thank you.”

Suddenly I was hit with a thought.
“You didn’t cum this time.”

“I didn’t, did I?” Melissa
was incredulous. “I wonder why?”


Chapter 6

 


We were together for
slightly more than a year before our relationship came to an end.
During this time I had learned to utterly control her state of mind
with as little effort as flipping a light switch. For all intents
and purposes I owned her; body, mind and soul. There was no
question for either of us in this matter. It was simply fact; and
we enjoyed it tremendously.

It was in late August
Melissa received the call that took us from each other. Her mother
was sick; dying of cancer, and her father, some twenty years older,
was too feeble to care for himself or his sickly wife. She came to
me in tears, bringing with it the news that would lead to the
cessation of our relationship as it currently stood. Within the
week she was on a plane heading for Massachusetts.

“You can’t come with me,”
she said. “I have difficulty functioning around you and Daddy is
very religious. If he thought I was living with a man it might kill
him in his current state.”

Unwilling to accept this I
suggested we get married. Melissa refused, arguing that doing so,
and for such reasons, was not reason enough. Her logic was sound,
so I bent to her will, though I insisted on sending her off with a
bank account capable of supporting her for at least a month. She
accepted, thanking me happily. Then she was on her way.

We had no intention of
breaking off our relationship, often speaking on the phone during
her first month away. A month turned to two and then to three. I
transferred money into her bank account as needed and even managed
to visit once. Then one night her mother passed.

I flew out immediately.

When she met me at the
airport Melissa was haggard. Her eyes, once so bright, seemed
distant and faded; her hair had lost its luster and she seemed to
have shrunken. I comforted her as best I could, but there was
nothing for it. She seemed utterly lost. Shortly after I flew back
to Los Angeles we had a short conversation – the talk, as it
were.

“I have to stay and take
care of Daddy,” she told me. “It’s not fair to keep you holding on.
So I think it’s best if we break up. I love you. But I have to
stay. I’m sorry.” It was all quite emotional; and though I tried to
reason and convince her otherwise. But she seemed strangely
determined that a break-up was immanent, no matter what we might
want.

I can’t say that I was
stunned. Not that my prescience made it less emotionally
debilitating. I was quite devastated and tried to talk her out of
it; told her I could relocate and help with her father. She would
have none of it.

 


For many months after I felt as if I
could not leave my house. So depressed was I that the outside world
seemed an intruder to be defended against. There was nothing, I
felt, that could ever bring me from my misery.

In those early months I
forgot my work. Fortunately I had enough projects stockpiled and so
was able to send a constant flow of cruel devices to Tom, who
seemed always in need of product. Not that I needed the money. My
bank account was swollen with funds. I simply let him come over and
take whatever was needed.

In the time I had been
with Melissa I had, after careful measurement and re-measurement,
built a digital image of her body. With such an image I could
customize the various notions in my head – bondage equipment – to
fit her perfectly. It was to this image I set my mind. Piece after
piece was devised, each stranger and more elaborate than before.
Should Melissa have a change of heart I would be ready for her. I
was unhealthy, and only served to send me spiraling ever deeper
into depression. But it was all I knew, and Melissa all I hoped
for.

Frequently, Tom and Marla
would happen by, attempting to remove me from my home. More
frequently than not they would fail. On those occasions they
managed to draw me from the house I was quick to beg free and
return home. I was simply unable to function in any setting save my
workshop.

The year finished with
nary a word from Melissa. With the beginning of the New Year, and
after filling my storage space with toys for Melissa, I realized
the futility of my efforts. She was not returning to me, and I was
unlikely to ever hear from her again. But with the coming of
spring, and shortly after I had begun to feel myself again, she
proved me wrong.

“How are you?” she asked.
Her voice was soft and low and the waiver in her voice spoke of her
uneasiness.

Nonplussed, I answered
with a simple grunting, “Fine.” Then my manners were remembered and
I asked how she was doing.

“I’ve been better,” she
replied. “I’ve been taking care of Daddy since Mama died. It’s been
hard.” After a lengthy pause she added, “I miss you.”

Immediately hope sprang in my breast
and I answered, “I miss you, too.” I felt a tear roll down my
cheek.

“I’m sorry, Bill. I know I
hurt you, and I am so very sorry,” Melissa told me.

“It’s water under the
bridge.” I was trying hard to keep myself together; fighting to
maintain my composure.

“I want you in my life,”
she told me. “But I can’t go back to what we were. You have too
much control over me.”

Suddenly everything was
obvious to me, and I realized with utter clarity that she had used
her parents as a means of escape. Melissa had been fearful of the
control I held and her immense sadness was the only thing powerful
enough to free her from my hold.

“I guess we can be
friends, then.” It was a simple statement; one a child might
make.

“Can we be friends?” she
wondered aloud.

I waited a long moment before
answering. “I can if you can.”

“Okay,” said Melissa. “I
would like that.”

It would be a month before
we again spoke. This time, and more out of a sense of obligation,
it was I who called her. It was a slow healing. But heal we did,
and after only a few more months passed we could, I felt, truly be
considered friends.

By now my mood of
depression had passed. With the realization of why she left me I
found the closure I needed and managed to put her behind me; at
least in regards to our relationship as lovers. Not that it was
without difficulty, or without hope that we might someday rekindle
our romance.

No longer a recluse I
found myself out and about as frequently as I stayed in. Tom and
Marla, ever present fixtures in my life were even more so now. I
even allowed them to set me up on another blind date. This time was
not successful as with Melissa, though it did result in a short
term relationship that ended amicably.

Melissa, too, had begun to
date again. Frequently, as we spoke over the phone, I would receive
interesting details of her love-life that, often as not, left me
laughing at what she had gotten into. One such occasion detailed
the rather surprising mistake of woman she thought to be a man.
Melissa had known ‘him’ for several months and gone out on a few
dates. Finally, on the eve of the relationships consummation she
discovered her lover’s true gender; but not before being
blindfolded and tied, spread eagle, to the woman’s bed.

“What did you do when you
found out?” I asked, laughing at the discomfiture I knew she must
have felt.

“I freaked!” she
exclaimed. “I mean, we had made out a lot. She had given me a
beating that sort of made me loopy - not mindless but loopy. Then
she went down on me. But she was wearing clothes.”

Still laughing I asked, “So when did
you know it was a chick?”

“It’s not funny!” laughed
Melissa.

“It is, too! So when did
you know it was a chick?”

“Okay - and stop laughing
- so when she tied me up and blindfolded me she was wearing
clothes; and she looks and acts like a man,” Melissa told me. “Oh,
and she had put a ring gag in my mouth, too.”

“Okay, so you’re pretty
much helpless, tied to the bed, gagged and blindfolded,” I
summarized. “She beat you and then went down on you. So when did
you know it was a chick?”

“Okay. After all that she
climbs on top of me and there’s this pussy in my face. At first I
had no idea what was going on. She shaves so I thought it was her
ass,” Melissa told me. “Then I stuck out my tongue and started to
lick. That’s when I knew.”

“Hilarious!” I blurted.
“So, then what happened?”

“Well, I tried to resist
but she thought I was just fighting to fight,” Melissa continued.
“So she started beating my pussy with a riding crop.”

“How did you know what it
was?” I asked.

“I saw it when I went into
her bedroom,” I was informed. “So, anyhow, she’s beating my pussy
and demanding I eat her out, but I kept turning my head and
screaming that I’m not a lesbian but she can’t understand me ‘cause
I’m gagged. Pretty soon she starts beating my thighs and then my
breasts.”

“Good for her!” I
laughed.

“Fucker! You’re enjoying
this, aren’t you?”

“Tremendously,” I agreed.
“Go on.”

Continuing her story,
Melissa said, “So, I’ve never been beaten except on my ass before;
so getting my pussy and thighs beat is not only new but incredibly
painful. But, holy fuck, when she started on my breasts I thought I
was going to die.”

“You went down on her,
didn’t you?” I asked.

“Anyhow, she’s beating my
tits and I am dying,” she continued. “I had never been in so much
pain. And, yeah, I went down on her.”

“Gonna see her
again?”

“Fucker!” she
answered.

During the next year or so
I was regaled with many such stories, shared a few of my own and
grew ever closer to Melissa. We even found time to fondly reminisce
over our time together. Soon we were referring to one another as
our best friend and offering words of love before saying our
goodbyes.

 


It was shortly before
Halloween I received a call from Melissa. She had time off work and
her father had decided to stay with relatives until Thanksgiving.
Melissa was making vacation plans with Los Angeles the major part
of her itinerary. She had both friends and relatives here and was
hoping to see but, she told me, she mainly wanted to see me. “I
miss you,” she told me.

Touched, I offered her lodging and a
ride from the airport, fully hopeful I could find some way to
entice her into staying in Los Angeles.

“Maybe I can borrow one of
your cars to get around in?” she asked.

Then I reminded her of her
own car. “The registration came due just before you broke up with
me I took care of it then and have been doing so since. So it’s
still registered. I can throw some insurance on it too. All your
stuff is here, too.”

“You didn’t throw my stuff
out?” Her voice was soft and I thought I detected a touch of
sadness.

I took a deep breath and fondly
recalled a few moments of our life together. “No. I couldn’t throw
your things out. I love you too much.”

A sniff told me she was crying. “You
really do love me, don’t you?”

“I think I loved you the
moment I set eyes on you,” I said softly. “Then I fell in love with
you.” A moment of melancholy clouded my mood when I added, “But
that’s past. You go on, ya know?”

Melissa sniffed again. Then, in a sad
voice she said, “I don’t know how you forgave me. But I am so
thankful you did. You’re my only real friend; the only person
besides my father I can really trust.”

“Well,” I began, wiping a
tear from my eye and then switching to a less somber tone, “so, you
never responded to my offer; you’re staying here with me,
right?”

“I plan on house hopping
for a few days,” Melissa told me. “After that I planned on staying
in a hotel.”

“I’ve got a room you can
stay in,” I iterated. “I kind of put your stuff into one of the
bedrooms and I turned another into storage for my projects. But I
still have a free room you can stay in when you aren’t house
hopping,” I informed her.

“You sure you don’t mind?”
asked Melissa.

I assured her it would not
be an imposition and that I looked forward to rooming with her.
Shortly after we secured her plans and hung up the phone I found
myself cursing myself for a fool; it was over. I knew it was over.
So why was I so hopeful?

 


Two weeks later I was in
my car, driving down the 405 Freeway to pick Melissa from the
airport. Once again I was cursing myself for the fool I knew I was.
When first I saw her, however, I felt relief and hope; foolish
though it may have been.

We embraced as tightly as
could be. Melissa cried and kissed me as I fought back tears of my
own. Words of love were exchanged and I was loath to release her
from my arms.

After retrieving her lone
suitcase from baggage claim we were soon in my car and heading
home. Conversation was slightly stilted at first. Shortly before we
arrived at my home, however, we were speaking freely and in the
tones of long lost friends.

“You staying the night
tonight or are you heading off?” I asked as we entered the front
door.

“I’m not sure,” Melissa
told me. “It’s about a two hour drive from here. Guess I’ll call my
aunt and see what the best plan is.” In her conversation with her
aunt she discovered that, even in the best of traffic, she would
not arrive at her aunts until well after midnight. Thus, Melissa
would stay the night and begin her travels the following
day.

“I guess I’ll get on
dinner, then,” I said upon learning of the news.

After a pleasant dinner we
retired to the living room couch where we talked until early
morning. It was more pleasant and light hearted than I had
anticipated, and we were often laughing and flirting with one
another as if no negativity had ever existed between us. The next
day after her departure I found myself impatient for her return,
though considering the number of phone calls I received from her
over the next few days it was almost as if she were here at my
home.

 


Before our breakup, and
after I had learned the secrets of her nature I had continued
training her. Already trained to climax when the word ‘sonar’ was
uttered, and after my discovery of what sent her into various
states of mindless arousal, I began training her to phrases. It was
with those phrases, all without her knowledge; I exercised
tremendous control over her state of mind. As I sat listening to
her speak I began to wonder if those phrases might still retain
some power over her. Little did I know that after she returned from
her visits I would have a reason to find out.

 


In the remaining days of
her vacation Melissa and were able to enjoy uninterrupted time with
one another. Night after night we would fall asleep on the couch
after long and enjoyable conversations, much of it spent laughing.
It was the day before she was to depart. Melissa and I were in a
hearty and mirthful conversation when things turned competitive.
Upon threatening her with the command that would make her climax
she laughed: “There is no way you could have that sort of control
now. ‘Sonar’ just doesn’t work on me anymore,” she said. “See? I
said it and it doesn’t work.”

I grinned, and determined
to essay the veracity of her claim. My response, as I worked a
controlling phrase into conversation would meet with an instant
change of demeanor. If it failed it would go unnoticed as anything
but conversation.

“Well,” I said, grinning
like the Cheshire cat,” it has been a long time. I still think it
would be easy to take you to the land of lost souls.”

Instantly her eyes dilated and she
stopped speaking. For a long moment she stared into space, jaw
slightly slack. Melissa shook her head and then stared blankly at
me for a moment.

“What was I saying?” she
asked.

I smiled and waved a hand
dismissively. “You were telling me how ‘sonar’ doesn’t work
anymore,” I told her.

She flinched and her eyes dilated
again. “Oh yeah...see? I didn’t cum.” Melissa seemed far less
confident of a sudden.

Finding the moment
tremendously humorous and fighting off an evil grin, I simply
agreed with her. “No, no you didn’t,” I said. “I guess this proves
you don’t want to be a mindless sex toy anymore.”

She grimaced for a moment,
as if she were fighting off an upset stomach. An instant later she
sat blank faced, and staring off into space. It was as if someone
flipped a switch and shut her down. It lasted only a few moments;
slightly longer than before, and when she snapped back there
lingered still a slight hint of daze.

“You used to really enjoy
it, you know.”

Melissa looked at me, blinked and then
smiled. “I’m sorry. I sort of zoned. What was it I
liked?”

I was hooked on this little game, so
it was with considerable pleasure I said, “Being a mindless sex
toy.”

I can’t remember how long this little
game went on. That those phrases no longer had the same effect it
was clear. Though it seemed it would take little effort to fully
reinstate them. Alas, my own moral compass kept me from doing so,
no matter the temptation.

With her early morning
flight we decided it best to get some rest. After announcing my
intent we parted that night with a warm hug and a heartfelt, but
chaste kiss, and then I excused myself and headed to my room.
Sometime after crawling into bed there was a knock on my door.
After allowing her entrance she made her way to the bed and asked
if she could sit.

Melissa stared silently at
me for a long moment before falling into my arms. “Thank you!” she
cried. “You have no idea how much all this means to me.”

I held her tightly and
kissed her head. “I know how much,” I told her. “But only because
you mean so much to me. But why are you thanking me?”

Melissa pulled back and looked me
straight in the eye. “For being my friend. For being able to be my
friend.”

I smiled and kissed her nose. “I will
always be your friend,” I told her. “Always.”

 


After Melissa’s departure
I life resumed its normal course. That meant a return to work
filling quotas set by Tom, my ever vigilant lawyer and business
partner. So notorious had I become for my latest invention that
demand for my other works had grown tremendously, and I wondered if
I would be able to keep up. Fortunately, I love working. So, while
my continuous labors left me quite fatigued, it was hardly a
burden.

As far as a social life; I
had none. I did venture to visit Tom and Marla from time to time,
and they, in turn, would visit me. There was little interest,
however, in other social activities. Eventually, I was convinced to
join Tom and Marla at a BDSM club in North Hollywood. It was there
I met Joanne, who was not only stunningly beautiful; she was on her
way to an MS degree in physics with plans for a PHD.

Joanne and I had instant
chemistry. Our first night together resulted in one of the roughest
sessions of sex I have ever endured; though I still had to be quite
careful with her.

The next day found us battered and
bruised and not a little exhausted; it had been a marathon, to be
sure. A pact was made then to be far more careful with our
lovemaking.

During the first few weeks of our
short relationship I had considerable hopes. We never seemed to
tire of talking and she was always ready for a night of rough sex.
Then, in only the third week of our knowing one another I saw her
dark side.

We had only just finished
a heated sexual exchange when the phone rang. It was Melissa. After
a brief conversation of less than two minutes Joanne demanded to
know who Melissa was. An instant after I told her there came forth
angry demands I sever ties with Melissa. My refusal was met with a
broadside of name calling followed by a quick lunge and a smart
right-cross to my face. My reaction was instant and with no
thought; I backhanded her, knocking her across the room. The next
several months were spent in and out of criminal court.

After winning the court
proceedings - if that’s what such expenses can be called - I buried
myself in work as never before. For the next several months I had
no inclination to return to the dating scene and refused any and
all efforts by Tom and Marla to join them in any social
event.

“You’re just jaded after
that psychopath,” Tom would often lament.

Tom was only half right; I was
actually quite content being alone and having no concerns for
another party.


Chapter 7

 


About a year and a half after my
failed romance with Joanne I would receive another visit from
Melissa. By this time we were the closest of friends. Her trip was
to be for two weeks, and, though she would visit with other friends
and relatives, she would bunk with me the entire two weeks of her
stay.

Melissa arrived early on a Friday
afternoon. Soon after setting her up in the spare bedroom not used
for storage we sat down on the couch for a little catching up. It
was then she began unloading the details of her most recent failed
relationship.

“He sort of reminded me of
you when I met him,” Melissa began her sad story. “He’s tall, with
black hair and, actually, looks and acts a lot like
you.”

The idea she would choose
to date someone who reminded her of me was a minor source of
irritation for me. In spite of accepting my place in her life as a
friend I was rather jealous of this man. Regardless, I flashed a
friendly smile and told her to go on.

“Well, there was chemistry
right away,” she continued. “I think I told you about
that.”

“Is this Travis, the guy
you blew on the first date?” I asked.

Melissa’s demeanor
darkened and she nodded affirmatively. “Yeah, that’s him. Anyhow,
we really hit it off well. Well, we started seeing each other.
About a month after we agreed to be exclusive he tied me up and
beat me the first time. He was good - really skilled with a cat -
and after about an hour I had kind of faded. Not like I used to
with you. This was different, but very similar.”

She adjusted in her seat, seemingly
uncomfortable. “I don’t know if I should tell you this stuff.
Should I?”

“Whether you tell me now
or later you’re going to tell me,” I said wryly. “It’s up to you
when you tell me.”

Melissa gave a sigh and then got on
with the sordid details.

 


“At first I mistook his
domineering attitude for him just being a strict master. I like
being told what to do so it really worked for me. He would tell me
what to wear, how to dress and even what color toothbrush to use.
When we went out somewhere I had to follow him a few feet behind,
and he always ordered my food and controlled every aspect what I
did and how I acted. It really turned me on.”

“On the nights we were
alone together he was just as controlling. After every date he
would take me to his house, make me strip and kneel beside him
while he watched TV. Most times, after a few minutes had passed, he
would make me unzip his pants and start blowing him. Because of my
ability to deep throat, he tended to make me hold him in my throat
for long periods of time without moving. He really liked that I can
do that.”

“After his programs were
over he would take me to his bedroom, make me get on my hands and
knees on the floor and then beat me with the cat. I was almost
always in a sort of haze before the beating thanks to the
humiliation of holding his penis in my throat for so long, so the
beating really pushed me deeper.”

“Once the beating was over
he pushed me more. I was his whore, his slut, his cunt - so he
said, and he made me say it too. Over and over he drove it into my
head that I was all of those things. As time went on those words
changed; I became a cock sucking sow, a milk cow and a fuck bitch.
He made me say horrible things about myself; things I began to
believe. He would make me thank him for even bothering to fuck such
a worthless and dirty pig as me. Pretty soon he didn’t need to make
me thank him. I just did. The worst part of it was that I really
did feel thankful.”

Melissa took a deep breath
and a tear rolled down her cheek, but she continued; “The
humiliation made me lose my head. I had no perspective on things,
and the more humiliation I received the more needful and thankful I
became for it.”

“As I sunk lower and
lower, thinking of myself as a worthless animal, he started to get
mean…really cruel. It was months into our relationship and he had
still not had sex with me. It was all blow jobs. Then one night, as
I knelt on the couch in front of him with his penis down my throat,
he grabbed me by the hair and told me he had a surprise for me. I
was pulled hard against him so my lips were wrapped around the base
of his cock. Then he told me to take a deep breath and to hold it.
Soon as I did I felt a warm flow of liquid down my throat. I knew
what he was doing but I didn’t resist. I just closed my eyes and
cried as he emptied his bladder.” Melissa took another deep breath
then cast a sad look my way before continuing; “After he finished
he pushed me away, then told me to go shower, shave and brush my
teeth. He had a big surprise for his cunt pig; I was going to love
it, he said.

“I should have left then,
but I didn’t. Instead I did exactly what he told me to do. I
showered. I shaved. I brushed my teeth. Then I went back into the
living room.”

“When I stepped into the
living room I was naked. But I was always naked at his house. Sort
of like you. He liked me that way. As soon as I entered the room I
saw there were other people there and immediately turned around to
leave. But he saw me, and I might have gotten half way to the
bedroom before he told me to stop. When I stopped he was already in
the hallway and when he got to me he grabbed me by the hair and
pushed me into the living room. Then he told me I was his fuck-hole
girlfriend and he wanted to show me off.”

“He told me I was going to
dance for them like a whore. Music started playing – stripper music
– and when I didn’t start dancing immediately he slapped my breasts
and ordered me to dance again. Pretty soon someone wanted a lap
dance. After I did that they all wanted lap dances.”

“After they all got their
lap dances one of the men moved the coffee table and I was pushed
in front of the couch. Travis told me to dance again. He told me to
put on a sex show and made me finger myself while they watched.
Then they threw beer bottles, vegetables and other things on the
floor in front of me and I was told to fuck myself with them. I
wanted to die but I still did what I was told. Everything they
threw on the floor ended up in inside one hole or the
other.”

Melissa was crying now. I thought her
story had ended but I was wrong.

“The humiliation was
horrible, and I thought I should zone out. But I didn’t. This
wasn’t safe; like with you. This was awful. Finally I got angry -
as I should have been when I first came in the room - and decided I
had enough. But when I tried to leave Travis stopped me. I told him
I was done, and that I was leaving. But I didn’t leave. He wouldn’t
allow it. I returned to dancing. Finally the music stopped and I
thought I was done - hoped I was. But the night had just
started.”

“A narrow bench made of
wood and leather was brought in and placed in front of the couch. I
don’t know where it came from but I was told to lie on top of it,
face up. My first urge was to run but I didn’t. Instead I did as I
was told. It was just long enough for my body, so my head hung off
one end, and as soon as I was on it they pulled my arms back and
tied them underneath the bench. Then one of them grabbed my legs
and pulled them up so my knees were almost at my shoulders and tied
a rope around them.”

“Travis came over and
looked down and at me and smiled. Suddenly the bench was being
raised somehow. ‘Her pussy is off limits, boys, but her ass and
mouth are all yours,’ he told them.”

“They used me the whole
night and then the next morning. I wasn’t untied until sometime
around noon. Then I was told to shower and brush my teeth. But I
knew they weren’t done with me.”

“After I got out of the
bathroom I made them all breakfast. Then some took naps and I had
to give blow jobs to others. Later when the ones who had been
napping woke up I had to blow them, too.”

“They used me all weekend
long. Sometimes I was tied up and sometimes I wasn’t. Mostly I was
gave head but sometimes they used my ass. Finally, I was sent home.
Before I left Travis told me what a good whore I was and asked me
how it felt to live off cum. I wanted to tell him to fuck off but I
didn’t. All I could think of was how much cum I had swallowed that
weekend.”

Stunned, I asked the first question
that came to mind. “How many were there?”

“About fifteen,” was
Melissa’s tearful answer.

“Must have been horrible,”
I said.

She shook her head. “No,
that’s not horrible. What’s horrible is that I didn’t break up with
him right away.”

“What?” I was
incredulous.

Melissa nodded. “You
remember when I told you my dad was sick and we didn’t talk for a
while?”

“Yeah,” I said, “I
remember.”

“That’s when I was with
him,” she informed me.

I gritted my teeth, angry at all she
told me. “But what possessed you to stay with him?”

“I think...I think it was
the control,” admitted Melissa.

“You’re just telling me
about one time, aren’t you?” I asked. “But it wasn’t just the one
time was it?”

Melissa nodded sadly. “No,
it wasn’t. It happened other times, too.” Melissa’s face was red
and covered in tears.

I took a deep breath, then asked the
obvious; “How many times?”

“It happened every weekend
for the next two months,” she said. “There was one week, when my
dad was with relatives, that it happened every day for a
week.”

For the second time I was stunned.
“Every day?”

Melissa nodded and a fresh
spring of tears came forth. “It was the
worst week of my life. I went to his place Monday and Tuesday after
work. It was like a revolving door; probably about twenty of his
friends came and went, using my ass and mouth relentlessly. He made
me call in sick the rest of the week, and from then on I was used
practically non-stop sex.”

“Wednesday night Travis
made me cook dinner for everyone. When I sat down to eat he slapped
me. ‘Fuck pigs don’t get human food, they eat cum,’ he told me.”
 

“I wanted to tell him to
fuck off; wanted to leave. But I didn’t. I just sat there with my
head down and took it like a lump. I don’t know why. I just
did.”

“After the first guy
finished his food he took me to the living room and made me blow
him. One after another his friends came in and either used my mouth
or ass. But when one of his friends complained about how filled my
ass was, that he didn’t like sloppy one hundredths, Travis laughed.
Then he put a bowl on the floor and made me squat over it. He told
me to shit out the cum.” Melissa dipped her head and covered her
face in her hands. She wiped the tears from her face, and then
continued in halting words. “Then he made me eat it. Disgusted as I
was, and as much as I wanted to refuse I didn’t I just lifted the
bowl to my lips and drank it down.”

I reached out and touched her thigh.
Melissa was trembling, and as I moved closer and tried to take her
in my arms she shook her head and motioned with her hands that she
needed a moment. “I’m okay,” she said. “It’s just hard to actually
talk about what I did. But I think it’s good for me.”

“You know you don’t have
to tell me anymore,” I said.

She smiled. “I know. But I think I
need to get it out.” Melissa smiled again, and then continued her
story.

“From then on Travis told
them only to cum in my mouth. He told them I had to eat something,
and since I wasn’t going to get human food they needed to keep me
nourished. It was like that until Sunday. By then most of his
friends had left, so I finally had a chance to rest. You can
imagine that I felt like the lowest piece of trash on the
planet.”

“It was only after I got
home and started my bath that I realized how sore and raw I was. My
lips were chapped and my jaw ached. Then I thought of you; at how
disappointed you would be if you knew how low I had sunk. But it
didn’t stop me from going over again and again; to be used like the
fuck pig he said I was.”

“After that night I simply
responded to his demands to go to his place when he called. If I
couldn’t stay the night he got angry and would send me home with a
hot pepper in my ass and an order not to remove it. That was the
only order I ignored.”

“After weeks of this, I
stopped taking his calls. Finally he stopped calling, and I felt
free until I ran into him at the grocery store. He talked me into
going over to his house that night, and he called some friends and
they used me again. That was about six months ago. He’s tried to
get me over since but I haven’t gone.”

 


Never could I recall being so
absolutely shocked and appalled as I was at the completion of
Melissa’s sad tale. Speechless, I simply sat and stared at her for
several minutes while she recovered her composure.

Finally breaking the
silence, Melissa said, “I know. It’s
horrible. But the really awful part of it was not what I did. It
wasn’t being used like a whore. It was the thinking of you and how
disappointed you would be. Worse than that, even, is the thought
that you might not want to be my friend after hearing about
it.”

“Is that why you didn’t
tell me until now?’ I asked.

Melissa nodded. “Yes. I couldn’t bear
to lose you as a friend; couldn’t bear to think you might think me
unworthy of you.”

I thought for a moment then asked,
“Why are you telling me now?”

“I think…I think because I
had to get it out,” was her sad reply. “And you are the only one I
can tell.”

I stood and held out my
hand, then led her into my bedroom and lay down with her, holding
her to me as she wept silently. “Life is full of mistakes,
Melissa,” I told her. “Some are bigger than others. But you’ve hurt
no one but yourself. So fret not that I might not want to be your
friend. I am your friend and always will be.”

Silent tears turned to
loud sobs. Melissa held me tight in her arms as I held her. She
thanked me profusely for my love, begged my forgiveness for the all
the hurt she had ever caused me, and then thanked me
again.

I comforted her best I
could, offering words of gentle reassurance as she balled,
childlike and without control.

“They used me like a
toilet,” she blurted amidst her now uncontrollable sobbing. “He
told them how I could deep throat; how I didn’t need to swallow. He
told them. Then they used me for their toilet! Every time, Bill,
every time I went over there I lived on cum and piss. Why did I let
them do that to me? Why?”

“It’s okay,” I comforted,
holding her ever more tightly. “It’s over.”

Nearly hysterical she
continued revealing the many terrible things she was forced into.
“They made me eat nothing but cum for days! Out of glasses and off
plates. They made me eat it out of my ass and off the floor! Why
would they do that? Why? What kind of person does that? Why did I
do it? Why didn’t I stop going over?”

Eventually Melissa settled down;
hysterical cries turned to soft sobs. Soft sobs gave way to quiet
tears. Finally she slept.

 


Melissa came to me a few nights later.
I was readying myself to bed when the knock came on my door.
Dressed in a tight white t-shirt and panties, she entered my room
carrying herself with defeat; head down, shoulders slumped and eyes
tired and red. She had been crying.

“I made a mistake. I got
scared because of how you could control me. But I know now that I
need to be controlled,” Melissa told me. “I also know that Travis
and everything

I let him do was because of that. I
need to be controlled.”

I stared at her, wondering
what to say; wondering what she would say next. My suspicions of
the words she would next speak tore me between happiness and
sadness. Suddenly I wondered at what I would do if her words were,
as I suspected they might, be a request to rekindle our previous
relationship.

“I’ve been tested,”
Melissa continued. “I went to the clinic three times and got
tested. I didn’t get anything.” She paused briefly, then wiped the
tears from her cheek and sniffed. “I know I hurt you. But, I need
you. I’ve always needed you, and if you take me back I promise
never to hurt you again.”

A shiver ran up my back,
and I knew at that moment I was still in love with her. But, for
some reason, I could not say the words that would bring her back to
me. Instead I simply held out my arms, bidding she come to me. We
embraced tightly. Then the words came out of my mouth; “I can’t.
Not this way.”

Sobbing, Melissa held me
tightly as ever she had. “I know,” she whispered. “But I had to
try.”

The remainder of the night, and well
into the morning, I held Melissa tightly against me, spooning,
while we talked about all she had told me and much more that she
had not. When she had finished her confession - for it seemed such
- I asked those questions that remained in my head.

“There are a few things
you’ve said that I have questions about,” I told her. “Do you mind
me asking?”

“You can ask me anything,
Bill,” Melissa told me.

“You say you’ve had three
relationships since we broke up, right? “I asked.

Melissa gave a slight nod,
her ebon hair brushing softly against my face. I inhaled deeply,
taking in her scent, and then said, “In all of these tales you’ve
been used hard. Never have you mentioned vaginal sex. It was all
anal or oral. You’ve never liked anal sex. So why no vaginal
intercourse, and how was it they came to only use you
anally?”

“I’m not using birth
control, so I wouldn’t let them do anything else,” she told me.
“Besides, sex toys like me only have oral and anal sex.”

Perplexed, I asked, “What gave you
that idea?”

Melissa turned slightly,
and then smiled as she looked at me. “You did. You told me you
didn’t want me any other way. I was your sex toy.”

The logic was flawed but I
didn’t pursue this avenue any further. Instead I decided to find
answer to another oddity that perplexed me. “In all the things
you’ve told me. Whether it was with someone nice or a prick like
Travis; never did you mention orgasms. You came constantly with me.
Hell, you couldn’t stop cumming most of the time.”

“I never noticed that,”
said Melissa. “The only thing I noticed was their selfishness in
how they seemed only to care for their own pleasure. I guess…while
I was being used I never felt like I was pleasing them. It was more
like they were pleasing themselves by using me.”

“So, it’s the pleasing
that makes you so…er…that makes you cum so much?” I asked. “Not the
sex itself?”

There was a brief moment
of silence when she seemed to be considering things. Melissa
released herself from my grip and turned to me, her face a mask of
wonder. “I guess that must be it,” she said at last. “Otherwise, as
much as I was used you would have thought I would have had at least
one orgasm.” Melissa turned back and I reasserted my grip. “Maybe I
can’t cum anymore.” She seemed strangely content with this
notion.

 


Melissa spent the next two
days visiting relatives; then spent the remainder of her vacation
with me. On the day before her departure we were paid a late visit
by Tom and Marla, who had no idea Melissa was in town. Both seemed
pleased to see her and were effusive in their hopes we might be
rekindling our relationship.

For the next few ours Tom
and Marla sat across from us, talking and laughing. Then we got
down to a couple hands of pinochle. Mid-way through the first game
Melissa remembered their experiment with the Shark Plug I had
invented and, with seeming innocence, asked about its
success.

Tom grinned when the
question was posed. Marla, quite conversely, blushed red and seemed
to shrink in her chair. I, having forgotten about it amidst the
turmoil in my life, simply awaited the results with a wide grin and
renewed curiosity.

“It worked!” Tom
announced, happily.

Melissa, who seemed quite shocked,
blurted a drawn out, “No!”

“She wore it for six
months straight,” Tom informed us. “When it came out her sphincter
closed, but not like a normal sphincter.”

“What do you mean?” asked
Melissa. “If it closed doesn’t that mean it didn’t
work?’

Tom grinned then began
explaining. “It closed because of where it is; between the cheeks
of her ass. But it wasn’t exactly the tiny pucker hole it used to
be. Frankly, it looks more like a vagina with how it’s shaped
now.”

“Oh my,” Melissa was
incredulous. “But does that mean you don’t have any control?” she
asked of Marla.

Marla nodded as Tom
continued; “As you may or may not know, frequent enemas tend to
reduce the proper balance of bacteria in the area,” Tom began his
lesson. “In short, she could not empty her bowels without an enema.
So I had to reintroduce the proper bacteria to her system. I won’t
describe how. After doing so, and after leaving her ass free of the
plug, I began making her wear adult diapers.”

Shock registered on Melissa’s face as
she realized the implications. Still she sought verification of her
thoughts; “You don’t mean...?”

“Exactly!” Tom was
exultant. “That was over six months ago and she still has no
control.”

Tom sat back in his seat, a triumphant
grin on his face. He looked at Marla who sat silent, red faced, and
looking as if she wanted to hide.

All was quiet but for
bidding as several rounds of cards were played. Melissa, all the
while, stared at Marla, while Marla, daring nary a look to beyond,
stared at her cards.

Melissa, unable to leave
well enough alone, leaned over the table in an attempt to catch her
partner’s attention. When at last Marla looked up Melissa
whispered, “Are you wearing them now?”

Marla nodded, affirming
Melissa’s suspicions, and then returned to hiding behind her
cards.

“She doesn’t leave home
without them;” Tom told Melissa. “That is, unless I’ve filled her
ass with the Shark Plug.”

Several games later, and after a
pleasantly filling dinner of New York style pizza from a local
vendor, we said our goodbyes; though not before a few more
questions that seemed to mortify Marla, while bringing forth
boisterous commentary from Tom.

Soon as the door closed
Melissa, her face evidencing her shock and excitement, turned to
me. “I can’t believe it!” she blurted. “I never thought it would
work. I mean, I can’t believe they went through with it, but that
it worked...no way did I think it was possible!”

“I wasn’t so sure myself,”
I admitted. “It’s a rather interestingly arousing
situation.”

 


Later, Melissa and I sat
sharing a drink on the couch while discussing the evening’s events.
After a few laughs and some interesting observations the
conversation turned reflective. After many reflections, some happy
and some less so, we fell into silence, staring at one another. “It
really has been good to see you,” Melissa told me, then leaned in
for a lengthy and warm embrace.

After our long embrace Melissa reached
for her drink, then sat back, feet on the coffee table and took a
long sip of her Margarita. “I remember when you were measuring me
for a computer model. You were going to make custom fitted bondage
stuff for me,” she told me, then asked, “Did you ever finish
it?”

I grinned and took a sip
of my own Margarita. ”Yeah, I made it.” Suddenly embarrassed by
what I was about to reveal I took a bigger draught, then said, “I
even made a number of bondage pieces after you left.” I thought for
a moment then added, “If your measurements haven’t changed more
than a little they should fit you like a glove.”

“Obsess much?” she
teased.

I grinned and took another swig of my
drink. “Well, shit happens.”

Melissa bit her lower lip and gave her
ebony hair a twist. “Where did you put it all?”

In the few brief seconds
after she asked that question I thought it best not to tell her the
location of the things I made for her. That thought fell away when
my mind’s eye imaged her enclosed by the metal trappings I had made
for her and I found myself telling her.

We talked for a few more minutes
before I noted the late hour. “We have to be up early, Mel,” I told
her. “I think we had better get to bed.” Gathering myself, I took a
final sip of Margarita and headed off to shower.

Truth be told, I was far
from concerned about the hour. It was the images of her in bondage
swirling about my head that drove me from her company. I could not
shake them, and feared I might, in my semi-drunken state, be
inclined to attempt to see them through. It was my hope that a hot
shower might serve to drive them from the forefront of my
mind.

Soon as I stepped from my bathroom I
saw her. She was kneeling by my bed, back arched and arms behind
her back. As I neared Melissa I could see she had locked thick
rings around her breasts so they appeared as two snow globes
attached to her chest. Around her neck was a posture collar, and
her arms were locked behind her back. Each piece was, of course,
made of highly polished surgical steel.

Walking to her, naked as I
was, I found my ardor increasing with each step. A sudden thought
of worry came to me when I reached her, and I quickly made her
stand so I could better inspect her bondage. “Thank goodness,” I
uttered with relief.

Melissa looked at me and asked me what
was wrong.

“I was worried you had put
on the wrong gear,” I told her.

“There’s a right and wrong
with this stuff?” she wondered aloud.

“Some of what I made can’t
be unlocked,” I revealed. “It’s designed to be
permanent.”

A look of wide eyed wonder crossed her
features. “You made permanent bondage equipment?
Really?”

I nodded.

Melissa reddened noticeably; though it
was always noticeable with her complexion. A strange look crossed
her features, as if she were hopeful I might be inclined to apply
those devices.

A sudden thought to
permanently enslave her crossed my mind but I shook it off. “Where
are the keys?” I asked, before realizing she probably didn’t know.
“I’ll get them. Be right back.”

Upon my return I found
Melisa, once again, kneeling on the floor. She was
crying.

I went to her and pulled
her to the bed. “It’s not right, Melissa,” I told her. “This can’t
happen. Not like this. I can’t be your safety net.”

“I just want one night,”
she whispered. Melissa slipped from the bed and knelt as I had
taught her so long ago. “I’ve been used by so many people; people I
didn’t love, and who didn’t love me. I just want to be used by
someone who does. It doesn’t matter what you do to me. It doesn’t
matter if I cum. I just want to feel what it’s like to be used by
someone who loves me.”

“A one night stand with me
won’t erase your pain,” I told her.

“Nothing will erase that
pain. But it will ease it,” said Melissa. “I can start fresh from
there. Just...just remind me how it feels to be used the right way;
for the right reasons.”

There was a long pause as
I considered her words. Before I could formulate a response she
licked my member then looked up at me with her big green eyes.
“It’s not a one night stand with us,” she said. “We’re friends; we
love each other.”  

She glanced at my now
semi-erect member. “Besides, your cock wants to be shoved down my
throat. It wants to fuck my face and asshole.”

The sudden crudity of her
language further caught me by surprise. It had never been her way
to speak so. For some reason I found it tremendously
arousing.

Melissa licked my member
once again then took it in her mouth and sucked. She pulled back
and smiled. “You want me. You want to fuck me; to use me like a sex
toy.” It was a simple and softly spoken truth.

There was no denying it so
I didn’t try. I simply nodded and allowed her to engulf my rapidly
hardening member. Then, stunning myself, I pulled from her mouth,
lifted and flung Melissa to the bed so she lay on her back then
pulled her so her head extended over the bed’s edge. What followed
can only be described as an act of violence; every thrust, each
movement was angry and with painful intent.

Not a sound came from
Melissa. Simply put, she was a limp rag doll, her throat brutalized
by swift, hard thrusts. She gave no struggle, nor did she give
indication of suffering. Melissa had become a sex toy; and I, for
the moment, her owner. It was not long before I found release,
climaxing with great shudders and spasms. The sounds of my own
groans deafened my ears as I came. Then, as my orgasms faded, I
fell backwards, my momentum halted by the wall behind, and
collapsed to the floor as one who had been dealt a mighty blow.
Then, as if a child, I wept.

I had slept where I had
fallen. When I awoke Melissa sat beside me, knees pulled against
her swollen breasts and head propped on my shoulder. At my first
stirring she lifted her head and smiled. It was a melancholy smile
and her face was streaked with dry tears. She too had
wept.

Shifting where I sat I stared out at
my bed, my thoughts drifting to the act that had so recently come
to pass. “How long was I asleep?” I asked.

The sad smile was replaced by a slight
look of reckoning, and then she glanced at my clock. . “Not long,”
she told me. She rested her head on my shoulder again, nuzzling
against me.

“I didn’t mean
to...,”

“I know,” Melissa cut me
off. “But I deserved it.”

“No,” said, nodding, “No
one deserves that. I’m sorry.”

Melissa pulled back and
smiled. “You’ve been angry at me for a long time; mostly for how I
left you. But, I think there is a part of you that is angry at me
for what I’ve done since, and the trouble I’ve gotten
into.”

I nodded in affirmation.
“Probably,” I agreed.

Melissa adjusted and then
awkwardly took to her feet. She padded over to the bed and sat down
and silently smiled. “It’s hard to sit that way in a posture
collar,” she said, smiling.

She was a sight to behold; still
beautiful and locked into bondage of her own choosing. Something
about the way her arms were bound behind her, hands peeking out
from both sides, that was particularly enticing; even more so that
the way her breasts jutted outward from her body. I had imagined
her this way many times, often thinking how it might be to keep her
this way indefinitely.

I shook the thought from my head. No
matter how enticing it might be there was nothing for it. Melissa
was going back to Massachusetts tomorrow. Besides which, even had
her responsibilities dissolved overnight this was not the time for
us. We both knew it.

The sound of her voice drew me from my
thoughts; “If you’re ready I would like to please you,” she
said.

Slightly embarrassed by my new-grown
erection I stood and stepped slowly to the bed. “I’d like
that.”

Melissa slid from the bed
and took my erection into her mouth. I watched as she slid down the
entire length of my shaft, marveling at her abilities to take me.
None but her had succeeded so. Her lips touched my body then I felt
her tongue tickling my scrotum. I shivered.

Allowing my member a brief
moment of freedom, Melissa said, “I’ll need a bit of help.” Melissa
slid her lips back down my shaft and again tickled my scrotum with
her tongue then pulled away and slowly took to her feet, then
turned to display her bound arms. “I really can’t do it without
your help, you know.”

Wordlessly I watched as she climbed on
the bed and kneeled on the far side and waited. In a moment I was
on the bed with Melissa straddling me, facing away and sitting high
on her knees.

She turned and smiled best
she could. “I want you to see it as it goes in my ass.”

As I positioned my hard
member she sat higher still until she could feel my cock at her
bottom’s opening. Then she pushed down and slowly impaled herself
on my hard member. There were groans, and I knew she suffered, but
never did she halt her motion; not until her bottom rested against
me. Melissa waited a moment then began rolling her hips forward and
back. She voiced a sudden, “Oh,” and climaxed immediately. My own
orgasm was not long in following.

Morning came too soon. We
had not slept, nor had we halted our sexual activity. All night
long we had made love and fucked. It was, it seemed, a single
lengthy session of sexual activity, culminating with Melissa nearly
passing out in an uncontrollable seizure of repeated orgasms, and
only halting at the first signs of day.

At the sound of my alarm
we stared at each other, sad that our time together had come to an
end. Melissa was soon dressed and sitting silently in the passenger
seat of my car as I drove her to the airport. Interestingly, each
bump in the road or hard brake of the car brought about groans and
forced her to fight off further orgasms. When I dropped her at the
airport we shared a chaste kiss, then I watched her walk slowly
into the terminal, still fighting off the urge to
climax.

We had made no promises to
one another, nor did we hold expectations of future encounters
similar to what we had just enjoyed. What the future held we knew
not, and it did not seem to matter. Our bond had grown and matured
into something transcending description, and it would carry us ever
forward.


Chapter 8

 


Some months Melissa’s
visit I was invited to a BDSM party. It would be, I was told, a
party of epic proportions. It had long been a tendency of Tom and
Marla to build up such invitations with grandiose promises that
never seemed to live up to their claims. Their excuse was, of
course, my own tendency to remain in the safe seclusion of my work
shop cum home. Like so many before, I refused. However, after
enough badgering and harassment I finally gave in an agreed to at
least make a showing.

I arrived shortly after
10PM and made my way through a group of people with whom I was only
mildly acquainted. Each wore a costume of outlandish proportions in
the spirit of BDSM eccentricities and gave me nods of recognition
as I passed. One, with whom I was not acquainted, was a woman who
introduced herself as Mistress Christie. She was a striking woman;
short but with a wonderfully athletic figure, and wearing
thigh-high, black leather boots and matching bustier. Being a
domina of some repute I recognized her name on introduction. With
her was a rather diminutive overweight man sporting a most
unflattering leather costume that hugged his bulges in a most
unflattering manner. In his mouth was a ball gag and around his
neck was a spiked, leather collar attached to a leash, the free end
of which rested in Mistress Christie’s hand. In spite of my
tendency to withhold judgment I have to admit to being nonplussed
by this odd juxtaposition of beauty and beast.

Throughout the night I
would run into them, each time engaging in both intellectual and
flirtatious conversation while utterly ignoring the leashed fat
man.

After a short meandering
of the club I spotted Tom. As was his custom, Tom was wearing
ridiculously tight, black leather pants and matching vest. Deep in
conversation with a rather tall man he ignored the smaller figure,
who I assumed was Marla, at his side. Immediately I made my way
towards him. It was only on approach that I saw Marla who, clad in
a black hooded cape, looked rather uncomfortable. I wondered what
outlandishness he had forced on the poor girl and quite looked
forward to its reveal.

“Bill, old man, how are
you?” he greeted, and then gave me a tight hug.

“Doing well, buddy,” I
said. I glanced at Marla and smiled, forcing myself to ignore the
chain that dangled from her mouth. “So, what are the main points of
interest tonight?”

Tom grinned and pulled
back the cape Marla wore. I had learned not to be shocked by her
apparel, knowing them as I did. Thus, it was no surprise to see
that she now wore the steel breast rings, belt and plugs I had made
for her. What did surprise me was her relatively new nipple
piercings; she had four, one that the base and one closer to the
tip. Through the former had been threaded a rather wide ribbon that
had been tied into a bow. Into the latter, and poking through holes
in each bow, were small bells that I had failed to hear ringing
amidst the din. Upon their reveal it seemed they rang with every
tiny movement.

“Is that a leash?” I
asked, pointing to the chain dangling from Marla’s
mouth.

Tom smiled and held up the
other end. “Of course it is,” he said, grinning widely.

I smiled and looked at Marla; she was
blushing. “When did you do all this?” I asked, indicating the
piercings with a hand gesture.

“About six months ago,”
Tom told me. “I took her to a shop to get her tongue done and
decided to do her nipples, too.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Looks good,” I
said. “I’m surprised you didn’t have me do it.”

Tom grinned, and then put his arm over
my shoulder. “Spur of the moment, old boy,” he said. “Now, why
don’t we check this place out?”

After meandering about the
party and the various themed rooms we found our way to the outdoor
bar. Shortly after ordering drinks there came an announcement that
the main show was about to commence. Fortunately, we were already
where we needed to be.

 


The man of the hour was
introduced as Sir Steve; an uninspiring name if ever there was one.
With him was his slave, Charlotte and Penny. All three were bald of
pate and wore garments of leather, though they varied in design;
both girls wore shiny, black, skin tight garments, while his were
loose fitting and decorated with shiny, silver studs.

There was a brief sound
check of their amplification system, after which a spotlight
illuminated the triumvirate. “I invite you all to pay close
attention to what I am about to do,” Sir Steve’s voice boomed from
the speakers. “Do not try this at home. In fact, do not try this
anywhere.”

The two women disrobed,
revealing stunning figures, and assumed a submissive posture; head
down with hands behind her back.

“Please note, ladies and
gentlemen, that my slaves have a fair growth of hair from head to
foot,” said Sir Steve. “On my orders, and in preparation for this
demonstration, they have not shaved for the last two weeks. I
invite you all to inspect them both to see if this is not an
accurate statement.

Tom and I approached the
girls, as did many others, Mistress Christie among them. A few
words were shared regarding the theatricality of the demonstration,
as well as open wondering at its point. When our turn at inspection
arrived we discovered that indeed neither appeared to have shaved
for a few weeks at least. Even their pubic regions evidenced a
recent lack of attention, and there was a full quarter inch of hair
growth on each of the girl’s heads.

With Mistress Christie beside us Tom
and I returned to our seats and waited for the act to
proceed.

Ominous music was cued.
Penny stepped away from the spotlight, while Charlotte held her
arms wide and spread her legs somewhat. Then Sir Steve began
applying some sort of liquid to her body. Suddenly all was
dark.

“Pay close attention,” Sir
Steve ordered, and then began a countdown from five.

At the count of zero there came a
bright flash of fire accompanied by a mild boom. Charlotte’s body
could be seen for a brief moment and then all was black again. Nary
a witness uttered a word.

The light suddenly shone. Charlotte
stood exactly as she had been standing. Then Sir Steve’s voice
boomed to the crowd, “Please feel free to inspect her.”

We did; everyone present
headed towards the girl, and after taking our turns we were all
properly impressed by Charlotte’s utter lack of hair. Not even
stubble remained.

“And that, my friends,
“Sir Steve’s announced, “is how you blow up subbies. The next and
final demonstration will be held in another hour.”

 


At the bar Tom, Mistress
Christie and I all sat talking. Each of us had been thoroughly
impressed with the recent pyrotechnics. Marla, meanwhile, knelt
silently beside Tom as she had been ordered.

“Where is your slave?” Tom
asked of Mistress Christie.

“Oh, that little worm
isn’t my slave,” she said, then sipped at her gin and tonic. “He
belongs to a friend of mine. I was just watching the little worm.”
Turning to me then, she asked, “Did you come alone? I’ve heard no
mention of a slave of any sort from you. Are you
single?”

There was a particular gleam in her
eyes and I knew she had taken a liking to me. “I am single,” I told
her, then added, “Happily so.”

Sir Steve, Penny and
Charlotte sidled up to the bar and ordered a drink. He smiled at
us, and then nodded at his denuded slaves. They knelt at his feet.
“Did you enjoy the exhibition, Christie?” he asked.

“I did. I’ve often thought
of doing similar but never had the nerve to try,” said Mistress
Christie. “As of now, however, I am without a slave. So I suppose
it’s moot.” She turned and looked me up and down, then
winked.

Sir Steve turned to me and asked,
“Aren’t you the guy who makes the metal bondage
equipment?”

“I try to keep a bit of a
low profile,” I told him.

Sir Steve laughed. “Good
luck with that,” he said. “Your plug...the one marketed as ‘The
Shark Plug’ has become rather popular. I hear the site marketing it
is making a killing; and that in spite of the price.”

Tom grinned at me. At
least he was able to keep a low profile. His take was a hundred
dollars over what I charged for them, making each plug a three
hundred dollar purchase. In spite of the high price they were
selling almost too fast for me to keep up with demand.

“I don’t keep track,” I
lied. “What are they selling for?”

“You’re a wily one,” Sir
Steve told me. “Anyhow, I think everyone knows who you are, even if
they don’t know what you look like.”

I laughed. “And how is it you know who
I am?”

“The club owner,” said Sir
Steve. “He told me you were going to be a guest and I asked him to
point you out to me. I’m very impressed. I hear you do custom work,
too?”

“Give any ideas to Tom,” I
put my hand on Tom’s shoulder. “He’s the man in charge of
business.”

“I heard about that plug,”
interjected Mistress Christie. “I hear they are excellent
for...hmmm...ruining assholes,” she said, laughing. She suddenly
seemed somewhat in awe of me.

A few drinks later
Mistress Christie and I were alone at the bar. Surprisingly, Tom
and Marla had departed rather early, and Sir Steve, Penny and
Charlotte had moved on to some other room of interest. After an
hour of conversation Mistress Christie and I departed, arm in arm;
though not before witnessing a second exhibition of pyrotechnics.
For the next two hours or so we sat at a nearby cafe deep in
discussing politics, religion and more personal topics. Before the
night ended we had exchanged numbers and made tentative plans for a
date the following week.

 


It had become rather a
habit for Melissa and me to talk on the phone every Thursday night.
This week was no exception. Since I tended to keep myself
sequestered in my shop I tended to have little to share. For this
reason, along with the subject matter, this night was rather a
momentous occasion and Melissa made the most of it.

“I can’t believe you’re
going out with a domme!” Melissa was both surprised and rather
aghast. “Does this mean you’re really submissive?”

I laughed at the thought. “Not quite,”
I answered. “It means we hit it off well. I like her and she likes
me. That’s all.”

“Yeah, but she’s a domme!”
Melissa laughed. “Does she think you’re submissive?”

Again, I laughed. “No. She knows my
interests and I know hers. We’re just getting to know each other.
If something happens it happens. If it doesn’t it
doesn’t.”

Melissa gave an evil little chuckle.
“And if it happens you could end up her little subbie boy,” she
said. “I can see it now; big bad Bill kneeling at the feet of his
mistress and begging to cum!”

“Laugh all you want,” I
told Melissa, “it won’t happen.”

Melissa continued her
harassment of me for the next half hour, and then shifted her
conversation to questions revolving around the BDSM party. Only
after she had exhausted her questions did the conversation turn to
her life. She, it turned out, had some rather interesting
developments of her own.

“You remember that I got a
new job, right?” she asked.

“Yes,” I answered. “You’re
a filing clerk for some sort of temp agency, right?”

“Right; anyhow, it’s owned
by three brothers,” she continued. “Well, the one who started it is
Vince. He’s the president. He’s also drop dead gorgeous and he
asked me out. We’re going out tomorrow. Look at that; we both have
dates tomorrow. Though I probably won’t get tied to the bed like
you will.” Melissa cackled.

 


By the time of our next conversation
my rendezvous with Christine (Mistress Christie’s real name) would
have disastrous results that far exceeded Melissa’s prognostication
abilities. To be sure, Melissa found it quite humorous. In
retrospect, I must admit, it was rather funny. At the time,
however, it was far from it.

“So I was right!” Melissa
gasped. “You are a subbie.”

“Don’t be a wise ass. You
know better than that,” I chided. “And you had best be nice to me.
My memory is perfect and you will visit again!”

Melissa gave a hearty
laugh, then, in mock solemnity said, “You’re right. This is
serious. I’m really sorry you had to go through it.” She cackled
again.

“You really can be a wise
ass,” I said.

Melissa laughed. “Details,
mister; I want details!”

I took a deep breath then began the
rundown of my date.

“We hit it off well. After a nice dinner and a long drive on
Mulholland, we went back to her place. We shared an after date
drink, a few kisses and some rather heavy petting, and when I went
to drop her off she invited me inside. Before I knew it we were in
her bed, making love,” I began. “Apparently I sleep rather soundly.
For, when I woke up the next morning it was to find my arms
handcuffed to the slats in her headboard. My legs had been spread
fairly wide and my ankles had been chained to the footboard.
Sitting on her knees and attempting to push a plug up my ass was
Christine. It was, in fact, the slight penetration of the plug that
woke me up.”

“Uh oh,” Melissa
said.

“No kidding,” I responded.
“And you know I was far from pleased with that
development.”

I continued my story;
“Anyway, as my senses came to me and I realized my predicament I
became rather angry. Immediately I demanded she cease her current
actions and release me from bondage. It was quite unfortunate she
did not.”

Melissa groaned. “So not good,” she
said.

“There was a brief
argument, during which time she insisted I would not have gone out
with her had I not had submissive fantasies, and she urged me to
relax and enjoy the inevitable. When I explained her the error of
her argument she refuted it quite vehemently. Then she returned to
her soon to fail attempt at putting the plug in my ass.”

“Infuriated, I demanded
she stop. Again, Christine refused.”

“I must say that it is
quite fortunate that I do the work I do. Much of it requires a
healthy amount of strength and a fair tolerance for pain. Otherwise
I might have had to suffer the ignominious results of her efforts.
As it was I was able to call on my strength and ability to
withstand pain; and with the cuffs digging into my wrists, I
quickly pulled my arms free of bondage, leaving her headboard a
mass of splintered wood.”

“You destroyed her
headboard?” Melissa seemed quite shocked.

I laughed. “That isn’t
all,” I said.

“Uh oh,” Melissa said
again.

“Never before had I witnessed a person move so quickly as did
she; Christine shot off the end of the bed and fell back against
her dresser, arms spread, to catch her fall and regain her balance.
Then she watched helplessly as I slid towards the end of the bed.
With two mighty kicks I succeeded in breaking the baseboard to
which my ankles had been chained.”

“Once freed, and with
broken headboard in hand, I demanded to know the location of the
key to the cuffs. Mutely, she pointed to the nightstand beside the
bed. With awkward steps, my ankles still being chained to the
headboard, I made my way to the nightstand, found the key and
removed the cuffs. Then I turned my attention to
Christine.”

“Staring mutely and with
eyes wide as ever I had seen, Christine made nary a move when I
approached, nor did she resist when I wrapped my hand about her
throat. ‘We will see who is submissive,’ I growled at
her.

“When Christine and I had
talked at the café the previous night she had admitted to me that,
while she enjoyed anal play, she had never been ass fucked. It was
with those words reverberating in my head I ordered her to climb on
the bed and bend over.”

Unable to contain herself, Melissa
interrupted my monologue. “You raped her ass?” she was incredulous.
“I can’t believe you raped her ass!”

“You can’t rape the
willing,” I told Melissa.

Melissa gasped, and then told me to go
on.

“I demanded to know where
she kept her lube, and after retrieving it squirted a copious
amount on her ass and my erection,” I continued. “It was a matter
of minutes before I had her asshole stretched around my cock. I was
careful, though. Much as I wanted to cause her pain I didn’t want
to injure her. But once she had adjusted, and in spite of her
tears, I fucked her hard and fast. When I was ready to cum I pulled
from her and made her take me in her mouth.”

“You weren’t afraid she
would bite you?” Melissa asked, shock registering in her
voice.

“After my display of
strength I was far from afraid of anything,” I said. “I knew she
wouldn’t dare.

“Anyhow, after it was all
over I gathered my clothes and went to take a shower. When I
returned to her bedroom she was laying on her bed, ignoring the
splintered wood, crying like a baby.”

“You must have really hurt
her,” Melissa said.

“No. She was crying and
asking me how I knew,” I told her. “When I inquired as to her
meaning she clarified, asking how I knew she was really
submissive.”

Shocked, Melissa blurted,
“What?”

“No shit! I had no idea
she was submissive,” I admitted. “We haven’t talked since; and I am
certainly not going to call her.”

“Why not?”

“I suspect she has a few
interesting issues and I do not want to get mixed up with that,” I
answered. “I have my hands full with you as it is.”

“You’re a funny man,”
Melissa retorted.

Proudly, I announced, “Yes, yes I
am!”

 


For the next week I spent most of my
time in the shop. Melissa took the time to call me a couple days
ahead of our schedule. She told me she had started dating her new
boss. When I asked if that was a good idea she waved it off,
dismissing my sense of foreboding as paranoia.

Melissa again broke habit the
following week, calling me Monday. After some minor chit chat,
wherein my own stagnant social life was discussed, we got to
talking about her recent dating life.

“We went out Friday and
Saturday night,” she began. “Then we spent all of Sunday
together.”

I grinned into the phone;
then said, “And I bet you blew him the first night, the second
night and maybe twice on Sunday.”

Melissa gave a frustrated sigh. “Must
you know everything?” she asked.

I laughed. “So I win my
bet?”

“Not quite, wise ass,” she
said. “I blew him three times on Sunday.”

“And I bet he didn’t
return the favor, did he?”

Melissa sighed again. “How do you know
all this stuff?” she asked, bemused. “I mean, I almost don’t have
to tell you the details. You already know everything.”

“I am wise, my dear,” I
said, amused by her comment. I thought for a moment and then asked,
“Do you think it’s possible he hired you to get in your pants? I
mean, you’re a hot little number. Any guy who wouldn’t want to get
in your pants would have to be blind and stupid.”

“Should I be insulted
because you think I’m not capable of doing the work or complemented
you think I’m that attractive?”

“Your choice,” was my
smart reply.

Ignoring my comment she went on. “So,
anyhow, we went dancing both nights and then he took me to a
carnival Sunday,”

“Blew him on the Ferris
wheel, didja?”

Another sigh graced my ears, then she
confirmed my question with an amazed, “Oh my God! How the Hell did
you figure that out?”

“I told you,” I laughed,
“I am wise.”

We continued along this vein until she
announced Rod was calling on the other line. “Gotta go,” she said.
“I’ll call you later.”

“Be careful,” I told her
before she switched over. “I’ve got a bad feeling about
this.”

My sense of foreboding was
seemingly borne out when, nearly three months later, she ceased all
contact with me. Not that I didn’t call her; I did. However, my
calls, no matter when or how many were made, never received an
answer, nor were they returned.

 


It was late when the call
rang. The ringer on my cell told me it was Melissa, relieving me of
a great worry; but when I answered there was silence but for a
quiet weeping.

“You were right,” Melissa
said at last.

Sadly, I waited. But after a long
silence I finally asked, “What was I right about?”

“He hired me because of
how I look.” Melissa sighed loudly, sniffed, and then continued.
“And I lied to you.”

“What did you lie about?”
I asked.

“All those nights we
talked after I had started dating him,” Melissa began, “were not
all I said they were. I mean, he was never mean to me...not at
first. But he had...expectations. If I didn’t do them he would be
mad. So I just did what he wanted.”

Feeling slightly gun-shy
about what to say, but needing clarification, I asked, “You mean
sex-wise?”

“No. It was never sex. We
never had sex,” she told me. “Not real sex, anyhow. It was all blow
jobs. That’s what he wanted me for. Oh, sometimes he used my tits
but as a starting place. But it was always blowjobs.

Still unsure what to say I simply
encouraged her to tell me what happened.

“You don’t really want to
know. And I don’t really want to talk about it,” said Melissa. But
after some trivialities she couldn’t help herself, and I was soon
listening to another sad tale.

“We had been together for
about a month,” Melissa began. “I was at work. When it was time for
lunch he called me into his office. As you might expect he called
me in to give him a blow job. It wasn’t the first time. I had done
it several times before, and it was fun. It made me feel sort of
naughty. But this time it was different; He made me take off my
clothes before I got under his desk.”

“Really, I didn’t think
anything of it. Being naked just made it more naughty and exciting.
But right after I crawled under his desk there was a knock on his
door and then in came one of his clients.”

“It made me nervous, at
first, but since his desk is big and goes down to the floor I just
kept on doing what I was doing. I even tried to work him a little
faster to make him nervous.”

“Anyhow, right when I
thought he was going to cum he stopped me. He grabbed my hair and
held me down. Being that there was someone else in the office I
went quiet and held still. That’s when I heard him ask his client
if he had met me.”

“Aghast, I shuddered,
refusing to believe, but still knowing what he
intended.”

“Well, the client told him
he hadn’t met me. That’s when Rod pulled me from under the desk. I
didn’t know what to do other than cover up. But when I tried he
slapped my hands away. Then he invited the client to come over and
enjoy my services.”

“What I didn’t know at the
time, but found out later, is that both of them were friends of
Travis. They had already used me and so had Rod’s
brothers.”

“How in Hell did you end
up working for him? I asked, stunned at this revelation.

Melissa was crying now. “He did a
search for me and found my resume online,” she told me. “I never
even recognized him at the interview, Bill. How could I not
recognize him?”

Swelling with anger, I could barely
utter a word. That he had searched for her to further use her had
so infuriated me I began making plans in my head to go to
Massachusetts and bludgeon him to death.

“Anyhow, the client - who
wasn’t even a client - came over and touched me everywhere. He
pushed his fingers inside my sex and my ass, and then he pushed
them in my mouth and made me clean them. Before I even knew what
was happening I was on my knees and giving him a blow
job.”

“After it was done, they
shook hands. The fake client told him they had a deal and left. Rod
praised me for helping him land such a big client and then made me
finish his blow job.”

“The next day, when I went
in to work...,”

“You went to work the next
day?” I cut her off, incredulous that she would do such a
thing.

“Bill, I had no choice,”
was Melissa’s sad reply. “Daddy’s Social Security and pension don’t
pay hardly any bills. If I didn’t have a job he would lose his
house and end up in some state nursing home. I can’t let that
happen.”

“You could have asked me
for help! I would have helped you,” was my angry
response.

“No, Bill. I can’t ask you
for money.”

Angry, I told her to
continue her story.

“Well, the next day I went
in and was immediately called into Rod’s brother Zach’s office. He
was angry with me, told me how he didn’t like being played for a
fool. He said he knew I was trying to get close to Rod so I could
marry him and take the business. I denied his accusation and
promised it wasn’t that way. But he wouldn’t listen to
reason.”

“If I had known it was an
act, that he had been one of Travis’ friends, I would have left
right there. But I didn’t. So I defended myself; told him I didn’t
want to marry anyone and that Rod and I were just
dating.”

“Suddenly Rod burst into
the office and then both of them started arguing over me. I didn’t
know what to do so I started to leave. But Rod stopped me. Told me
not to leave or I would be fired.”

“And you stayed, didn’t
you?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“How long were you working
there?” I asked.

“About three months,”
Melissa told me.

I knowing the answer, I asked, “What
did you do while you worked there?”

Melissa was silent for a long moment.
Then she said, “I mostly filed paperwork and made
appointments.”

It was a lie and I knew it. “You were
their little office slut, weren’t you?

There was another long silence.
“Yes.”

“And what were your
duties?”

“To give them all blow
jobs,” Melissa answered.

There was a long break
when I wondered how she could be so foolish, how she could repeat
mistakes so frequently. Was it her self-esteem that drove her to
endure such situations? Could her need to be controlled be so
powerful as to lead her down the path of
self-destruction?

“I am guessing you spent
most of your time under their desks blowing them,” I told her. “But
I imagine it wasn’t just them you serviced. Was it?”

“No,” she breathed. “I
took care of clients.”

“That’s a lie,” I said.
“It’s a temp agency, Melissa. They do business by
phone.”

“I know.”

Angrily, I asked, “So,
Melissa, who were the clients?”

“They were clients;” she
said “just not clients for the business.”

Suddenly I arrived at a preposterous
truth. Nonetheless, I had to know if my suspicions were correct.
“What were they clients for then?”

“They whored me, Bill!”
she burst out. “At first it was in the office. But later I went to
homes of people; friends of theirs they had sent my picture to. The
first time I was sent was supposedly to pick up papers. They told
me to take care of him. He was a big client. When I went in he gave
me the papers then demanded a blow job. I refused but he told me he
would cancel his account and I would be fired.”

“It was stupid, I know.
But in my state of mind I could only think of Daddy. Besides, I
reasoned it was just one more blow job; so why not? Later that week
I was sent out again. Then the next week I was sent out every day.
After that they didn’t even bother with the pretense of doing any
sort of business. I was just told to take care of their
client.”

“I should have stopped it
before it started. I know it now and I knew it then. But I couldn’t
afford to be fired. Daddy needed me. So I kept on doing what I was
told, and reasoned against reason.”

“Eventually, but only
after I found another job, I quit. By that time I was going out
three and four times a day, servicing their clients. That was on
top of taking care of each of them several times a day. On the day
I quit - yes, I went in to quit - they made me give them each a
farewell blow job.”

Nearly numb with disbelief, I asked,
“When did it dawn on you they were whoring you?”

“It didn’t,” she admitted.
“They told me everything when I went in to quit.”

“Wait!” Again I found
myself utterly unable to comprehend her actions. “They told you
when you quit that they had whored you out - made money off of you
- and you serviced them after? That can’t be right!”

“I wish it weren’t. But
that’s how it happened.”

To say our conversation
had me confounded would be an understatement. I had known one other
woman who had been taken advantage of to fair extremes, but never
to had I heard of such ridiculous things as told by Melissa.
Frankly, it seemed an impossibility and I wondered if she might be
lying; but for what reason? I endeavored to find out.

My first consult was with
a Brad Peat, a psychologist I had met some years earlier. He too
believed her stories to be wholly fabricated. He offered the notion
that, in her mind, it would engender a need in me to protect her in
order to regain the relationship she once left. Melissa had, after
all, made a few attempts to get back together with me.

Another hypothesis of his
was simply that she had a need for sympathy; that my thinking her a
victim would make me feel sorry for her. In such a case the goal
was, again, a likely attempt to get back together.

There was also the
possibility that she had such need to please that she felt
compelled to perform for anyone she felt any emotion for. He had
seen such things before and it was, he told me, far from
uncommon.

His final suggestion was
simply that she might have an overwhelming need to be controlled,
or even punished. For such people even control detrimental to their
health satisfied this need.

Of all his suggestions, the latter
seemed the most plausible. I could not imagine she felt strongly
enough about any of her abusers to wish to please them as she had.
Though, as I thought about it, there might be merit to her wanting
me to feel sorry for her in an effort to rekindle our relationship.
She did love me, after all, and she had made comments to that
effect.

I was in quite a quandary.

During my consultation I
had inquired into hypnosis. I wanted to discover if it might be
useful in determining the veracity of her stories. He confirmed it
might be and suggested discussing it with one better versed in
hypnotherapy than he, then gave me the name and number of a
colleague of his who specialized in that field of
psychology.

A few days later I had a consultation
with Dr. Leonard Crosby. He suggested that hypnotherapy might be
used to determine veracity of her stories. Though, he did admit the
contrary as well. “You can’t make someone do what they wouldn’t
ordinarily do,” he told me. “For instance, if you hypnotize a woman
and then tell her to remove her clothes in front of an audience she
won’t do it. In fact it tends to draw the subject out of their
hypnotic state.”

He went on to tell me that much of the
conditioning I gave her over the course of our relationship would
be considered a form of hypnosis. “Assuming she is as suggestible
as your story indicates, and considering the lengthy term of
conditioning, it is likely hypnotism would be an excellent tool to
discover the truth of what you want to know,” he told me. “If all
she says is true,” he went on, “it is plausible that your
conditioning was deeper than you thought, meaning that any sexual
arousal might tend to amplify her need to please. You said she
endured great physical pain to please you, no?”

“Yes,” I
confirmed.

“And you say it was that
which made her orgasm uncontrollably?” he asked.

“She couldn’t stop,” I
told him. “And afterwards she was often in a state that seemed like
catatonia.”

“I believe you also
mentioned a phrase that could put her in a similar
state?”

I nodded.

“I must admit,” he began,
“It’s a rare thing, but I have heard a few somewhat similar
stories. It seems to me that she is either lying or that your
conditioning is still in place. While I believe the former to be
the most likely scenario I cannot rule out the latter.” He paused
for a moment before adding, “Of course, that assumes her reaction
to your initial conditioning was, in fact, a reality and not a
whole cloth fabrication.”

After my consultations I decided to
learn all I could about hypnosis. After considerable reading I
decided to become a certified hypnotherapist. Interestingly, I
found the techniques I used in training Melissa, and others before
her, bore a more striking resemblance to hypnosis than I had
imagined.

At the same time as my hypnotherapy
training I enrolled in the local community college. There I took
classes in human sexuality and psychology. Most interestingly, I
learned about Stockholm Syndrome. I had heard of it before; knew
what it was, but never really had much understanding of it. While
it was never explored in depth I decided to research it on my own.
I found it most enlightening. Of course, I never told Melissa of my
studies. I expected it might make her wary of my plans.


Chapter 9

 


It was a rather balmy day in Los
Angeles when I received a call from Marla. She was crying and
seemed quite distraught.

“Do you mind if I stay at
your place for a few weeks?” she asked.

I told her she could, then
asked what was wrong. That unleashed a fir of crying accompanied by
complaints regarding her marriage - most of which could not be
understood - with the crux being that she and Tom were
divorcing.

When she hung up I was quite stunned.
I had little time to process the matter, however, as there came an
immediate call from Tom. It was then I learned why Marla was so
worked up.

“Hey, man,” were his first
words. He sounded tired, and as if he too had been crying. “Did
Marla call you?”

“She’s on her way over.
Asked if she could stay a couple weeks,” I told him. “She says
you’re getting a divorce.”

He gave a deep sigh. “Look, there is
something I have to tell you. You’re going to find out when she
gets there, so I may as well tell you now.” I couldn’t pinpoint it,
but it seemed as if he had the burden of the world on his back.
After a brief attempt to speak he halted. Finally, he blurted, “I’m
gay.”

I have to admit that I was
quite surprised. Tom and I had known each other a long time. Never
had he seemed, in any of his behaviors, to be gay, nor had there
been any evidence to support such a notion. I told him as much,
then asked, “Why now?”

“What do you
mean?”

I took a deep breath.
There was anger welling up and I tried to suppress it. “Why would
you come out now? Why not do it years ago before you got
married?”

“I sort of thought I
needed to be straight, I guess,” he told me. “I’m guessing, by the
sound in your voice, that you’re pissed at me.”

“Tom, you have no idea how
pissed I am,” I told him. “You’ve been my friend for a long time.
You’ve been married for something like ten years. Only now are you
telling me, and you just told your fucking wife; a woman who
worshipped the ground you walked on. You bet your ass I’m
pissed.”

“I can’t help it that I’m
gay,” he said, helplessly.

“No, you can’t. But you
can control your actions, man!” I was yelling now. “You took away
ten plus years of life from Marla; lived a lie! Now, after all
that, you tell her you’re gay? Yeah, I am fucking
pissed.”

We were both silent for a few minutes.
Finally, I said, “Look, man, I still love you like a brother. But
it doesn’t change the fact that this was an asshole thing to
do.”

“I know. I’m sorrier than
you can imagine,” he told me. “I need to know something, though,
and I know this is selfish and I have no right to be. But I have to
ask if this hurts our friendship. I need to know.”

“Tom, you are apparently
not a good listener,” I began, then slowly repeated my earlier
comments; “You’re like the brother I never wanted. I love you. It
does affect our friendship, though. Not because you’re gay; because
of your lying and what you’ve done to Marla.”

“Okay. That’s fair,” Tom
responded.

“Just don’t call while
Marla is here,” I told him, softening my tone. “She probably thinks
she turned you gay, or some stupid thing. You know how this sort of
thing works.”

Tom burst into tears. “Thanks for
being such a good friend,” he said, then hung up.

 


Marla sat on the couch
across from me nursing a tall gin and tonic. She had shed her
traditional cut-off denim shorts and form fitting t shirt for a
less revealing pair of blue jeans and a black and white, plaid,
flannel shirt. Her crying, nearly uncontrollable when she arrived,
had dwindled to an occasional tear. From time to time she would
burst into fits of rage, swearing she should kill Tom. Frequently
enough her rage would melt into embarrassed half smiles and she
would ask my forgiveness.

After a time, and after several adult
beverages had been consumed she said to me, “You know, he ruined me
for other men.”

I looked at her, then down
at my own gin and tonic. “I don’t follow, Marla. What do you
mean?”

“How many men do you know
who would want what he wanted?” Marla smirked, looked down at her
drink. “I’m talking the fetishes, Bill. How many would want those
things?”

“I’m not sure what his
fetishes were,” I admitted. “I mean, other than the nipple piercing
I saw at the party.”

She cocked her head, and
then took a sip of her drink. “You’re forgetting the plug you made,
Bill. You’re forgetting the vaginal and anal
stretching.”

I nodded, understanding
what she meant. “Guess that is a bit of the problem,” I
admitted.

“Can you get my vagina
back into shape or make my asshole work again?” she asked bitterly.
“That’s another thing. I left without taking the thing used to
deflate it.”

“Don’t worry about that,”
I told her. “I have plenty of those.”

Marla laughed bitterly.
“By the way, I’m back to needing enemas. The fucker couldn’t leave
well enough alone.”

“Hmm, I have the
equipment, so that’s not a problem,” I said. “I don’t know much
about this kind of thing, though. I know I made the plug but enemas
have never really been my sort of thing, oddly enough. Is there
some sort of enema that can make you not need them?” I was trying
to be tactful but discovered there is really no way to do so when
discussing matters of this delicacy.

She flashed a sarcastic
grin. “Do you know someone with a baby?” The questioning look on my
face must have spoken volumes. “You have to re-introduce the
bacteria,” she explained. “The only way I know to do this is with
baby shit. I need fresh baby shit enemas.”

“Yikes,” I said, shaking
my head, “That’s a huge problem. It makes me glad I never did that
to any of my girls.”

Marla nodded then muttered
something I couldn’t pick up. “I’m sorry to put you out like this,”
she said. “But, and I hate to ask, do you think you could give me
an enema tonight? Otherwise I will have to get Tom to do it; and I
don’t want to ask him for anything.”

Uncomfortable as I was I nodded and
told her I would do so. Suddenly I was quite sorry I had ever
invented that plug.

Conversations of this nature would be
a common thing over the next few weeks. During this time I
comforted her to the best of my abilities, and though words of
condolence and understanding failed to truly comfort her she seemed
to find solace in my very presence. Often would I hold her to my
breast as we lay in my bed, clutching her tightly while she cried.
 From time to time she would speak of time lost and of love
poorly spent.

One evening, as we sat watching
television over dinner she turned to me: “How did you get over
Melissa?” she asked.

I muted the television and turned to
her. For a long moment I considered her query. Finally I looked her
dead in the eye and said, “Suicidal depression.”

Marla laughed. It was her
first true laugh since she had come to stay with me and I was glad
for it. “I think I must be on my way to a full recovery then,” she
smiled. Then she leaned over and kissed me. “Thank you for being
here.”

“I remember the first time
I saw you,” I told her. “It was at that little BDSM place on
Lankershim. You were getting worked over by a short, plump lesbian
in overalls. I think she slept in them ‘cause I never saw her
without them.” Marla laughed. “I remember thinking how hot you
were. Then my best friend swooped in and charmed his way into your
life.” I stared into her eyes and smiled. “You haven’t change a
bit.” I tapped her nose with my finger.

Marla gave a wan smile then blushed.
“And you are just as charming as you ever were. I don’t know how
Melissa could have let you go.” She kissed me again.

Nervously, I quit the couch and made
for the kitchen. “Drink?”

“G and T,” she said.
“Thank you.”

I returned with two glasses, handed
her one and sat down beside her again.

“Is it hard to be her
friend?” Marla asked.

I took a sip of my drink,
and then asked, “Whose friend?”

“Melissa’s.”

“Yes,” I admitted. “Though
not for the reasons you might think.”

“If not for the reasons I
think, then why?”

I was quiet for a moment, wondering if
I should relate the truth. Finally, and only after securing her
promise to secrecy, I began relating the story of all that was
Melissa. Throughout the entire sordid tale Marla stared at me, a
rapt listener to every word. Frequently she would ask questions to
clarify what I told her, and by the end of my sad tale she sat in
stunned silence.

Finally breaking her silence, Marla
exclaimed, “That’s fucking insane!”

“Yeah, even if what she
told me isn’t true it’s insane,” I agreed.

Marla shook her head. “No. I mean that
you took classes in psychology and hypnotism for her. That’s the
insane thing,” Marla corrected, adding, “Unless you’re still in
love with her.”

I assured her I was not in
love with Melissa, explaining my actions as concern for a friend.
Truthfully, however, I wasn’t so sure. Certainly I loved her. That
was undeniable. But whether or not I was in love her was not a
surety; Marla remained, as evidenced by the doubtful look on her
face, quite unconvinced.

“I need my enema,” she
announced after taking the final sip of her drink. “Would you
mind?”

Marla had chosen to keep
the Shark Plug installed in her rectum in spite of her separation
from Tom. It was not a particular choice, she had told me, but
rather a convenience. Having no control over her sphincter, and
needing enemas to move her bowels, she reasoned it made more sense
to keep it in. Enemas were as simple as attaching a hose to the
plug and it eliminated the need for adult diapers in the case of
unforeseen accidents. Her reasoning was sound.

In the bathroom Marla pushed down her
blue jeans, and got down on her hands and knees. After removing the
Shark Plug’s core piece I attached the hose coupler, then fit the
hose to the bathroom sink’s faucet and began filling her with
lukewarm water. Once she was full I stopped the tap and closed the
plug’s valve, then waited a few minutes. “Okay,” she said,
indicating she was ready to be emptied, at which point I put the
hose in the toilet and, soon as she stood, opened the valve to
empty her out.

For Marla this was a
rather common procedure and had been for at least the last year;
maybe longer. Thus she seemed to suffer only minimal embarrassment;
and that only on the first few occasions of this process. For me,
and since Marla was not only a close friend but the wife of my best
friend, it remained terribly embarrassing, even after weeks of
doing so.

I left the room and headed
to my bedroom immediately following her enema. Marla, as always,
took a shower. I assumed she would go to her bedroom afterwards,
however the evenings activities soon took a change from the
norm.

A knock on my door roused
me from a semi-sleepy state. I assumed Marla was feeling down and I
bade her entry. When the door opened I was quite surprised to see
that she was completely naked.

She stood in my doorway
for a long moment. In spite of her sad state she was quite
beautiful. Her breasts, proud and full, held the near perfect shape
of a woman ten years her junior. But it was her nipples that caught
my eye. The piercings at the tips of her nipples held diamond
studded barbells, and her other piercings were connected with a
gold, diamond encrusted chain.

As my eyes drank her, and though I did
my best to suppress it, I could not help but feel a growing
arousal. She was beautiful and sexy; and her jewelry only made her
more so. Had she been any other woman I might ravage her
mercilessly. But she was my friend; a dear friend whose husband was
my best friend.

Marla slowly padded her
way to my bed and seated herself beside me. I began to speak but
she silenced me; two fingers to my lips and a nodding smile. “I
need to know;” she said softly, “what he did to me...does it make
me undesirable?”

I took her wrist and pulled her hand
from my face. Jerking her to me I kissed her hard and deep, then
pushed her away. “You are as desirable a woman as I have known,” I
told her. “That night I first saw you I wanted you. Tonight is no
different. But this can’t happen. You’re one of two true friends I
have. But you’re also my best friend’s wife.”

Marla negated my comment
with a bitter laugh. “You’re best friend doesn’t want me. Your best
friend is gay.” There was anger and bitterness in her voice. Then,
in a softer, somewhat distant voice, she said, “You’re best friend
lived a lie for the ten years we were married. In that time he
stretched my vagina, fisting it nearly every night and filling it
with large objects to keep it stretched. But was he satisfied with
that? No; my asshole was next. And after he ruined that he
discarded me so he could go and be gay. Ten years, Bill; that’s how
long it was. Now what am I going to do?”

I hesitated to speak.
There were no words that would negate all she said. It was all
true; what could I say? Mutely I waited, futilely grasping for
something to say.

“You told me you wanted me
that night we met so long ago,” she began. “But you let Tom have
me. Because you were friends you let him make the move, never
suspecting the truth. What has it gotten you? Where is your prize
for being a good friend?” There was bitterness in her voice again.
Tears ran down her cheeks. “You’re a wonderful man, Bill; a good
man. But what has it gotten you but a string of unhappy
relationships. But what if you had not stepped aside for him,
Bill?”

Her bitterness was
contagious, and I began to see her logic. I owed Tom nothing. He
had deceitfully romanced a wonderful woman, one whom I certainly
would have gone after were he not my friend; only to discard her
like yesterday’s garbage. “No,” I defended, pushing those thoughts
from my head. “He’s been a good friend and business partner. What
he did was out of fear, not disloyalty. He didn’t mean to
lie.”

Marla nodded in negation
of my argument. “Ten years, Bill. He lied for ten years!” she
insisted. “How can you say he didn’t mean to lie? He lived it for
ten years!” Marla stood and backed away from me. She turned round
and spread her ass, demanding I look. “I have no choice, Bill. I
have to wear this plug or diapers. Was that an accident?” She
turned to face me once again. “I ask again, Bill; was that an
accident?”

“No,” I said, sadly. “That
was intentional.”

“Yes,” she said softly,
“it was.”

Marla returned to the bed, sat down
beside me and wept. “Now...now what do I do? The man I loved for so
long has thrown me away. I have nothing to offer any man that he
would want. My body has been irreversibly destroyed. I’m a
freak.”

I pulled Marla to me, held her to my
chest as she wept. “Maybe if you stop wearing the plug long
enough...?”

“We tried that, Bill,”
Marla told me. “It’s ruined.”

“Have you seen a doctor?”
I asked.

“It’s not the same, Bill.
The muscle is atrophied and torn,” she said. “The nerves are
damaged, too. The doctor said he could repair it but the prognosis
is not good.”

“I’m sorry,” I said
wistfully. “If I had known I never would have made any of that
size.”

She raised her head from
my chest and smiled. “I know.” Suddenly she was kissing me full on
the lips. In a moment she had me wrapped in her arms with her
breasts pressing hard against me.

Our lovemaking, awkward at
first, became a thing of immense pleasure for us both. Never had I
been able to so freely make love to a woman; the size of my member
had always brought discomfort to my partner. It was not so with
Marla, and for all her worries, she too felt the pleasures of
intercourse as she had not felt in so many years. When it was over
we lay panting and bathed in sweat, our mutual pleasures dwindling
into memory.

For a long time after we
were silent; there was nothing to say. From time to time we would
look to one another and smile. At first light we began another
session of lovemaking. This time she had a request; “Take out the
plug,” she told me. “I want to feel you in my ass.”

I did as she requested; I
removed the plug. Then began a session of lovemaking unlike any I
had previously experienced. Never had I used a woman’s ass with
such delight. I had been cautious at first. But as I entered her
she pushed back, impaling herself on my hard member as deeply as
ever a woman had, and leaving me to stare in abject
silence.

Marla glanced back,
flashing a wild smile. “Fuck me hard!” she demanded.

My initial caution
instantly gave way to glorious abandon. Never had I found a woman
so capable of taking the full onslaught of my passions as Marla. No
matter how hard I fucked her she was equal to the task and soon it
was unclear who was fucking whom the hardest. Everything, no matter
how violent or rough, was met with welcome groans or demands of
more, harder or faster, and I was quickly exhausting my
energies.

Marla’s orgasm was
accompanied by a scream that threatened to deafen me. Her body
shivered and shook and a wave of terrible spasms wracked her body.
Then came a terrific pressure within, pressing against my swollen
member and threatening to force me from her ass; and it was this
that triggered my own violent orgasm.

Our passions quenched, we fell into
bed as before, breathing heavily, bathed in sweat and sharing
occasional smiles snatched in brief glances.

“My lord, you have a huge
cock!” Marla said, breaking our long silence.

I laughed. “Surprise!”

Marla, suddenly seeming her old self,
laughed too.

I’m not certain, but I
think I dozed off. Sometime later I was startled by the soft touch
of her hand on my chest. Opening my eyes I looked over at her and
smiled. Marla smiled back, and then pensively, she asked, “I know
this might be a silly question, but was it good? I mean, how much
of a difference was there?”

I took her hand and kissed
it, then rolled to my side, facing her. “It was good,” I told her.
I reached out and lightly pulled at the chain between her nipples.
“The difference, for me anyway, was a good difference.”

Marla pursed her lips and furrowed her
brow. “What does that mean?”

“As you know, I’m kind of
big,” I began. “Most women can’t really take me well either
vaginally or anally. At least not at first, and even when they get
accustomed to my size I have to be careful.”

“I can see why,” she
laughed. Marla began playing with my fingers. “Big hands,” she
said, laughing again.

“I had no trouble getting
in,” I continued, “and when things really got going I could really
let go with you. Really, it was a first for me.”

Marla nodded, staring at my fingers as
she played with them. A glance up was accompanied with a wan smile.
“So, at least for you, I’m not ruined.”

“Not for me,” I
agreed.

She flashed a broad smile. “Are you in
the market for a slave?” she asked, then winked.

 


The following day I was
faced with quite the unpleasant task of deciding what to do
regarding Tom. Marla suggested he had no need, nor the right, to
know what had transpired between us. Quite the contrary, I felt a
deep obligation. So I went to my bedroom, sat down on my bed, took
a deep breath and dialed Tom on my cell.

Tom’s demeanor was not
unpleasant. Though, he was of course not particularly happy. Such
was to be expected; he loved Marla, after all. We had a brief
exchange of pleasantries and a brief mention of business. Then I
took a deep breath and decided to dive into the reason for my
call.

Feeling somewhat the traitor, the
words were difficult in coming, and I shook with nervous
apprehension. Finally, I said, “Tom, I’ve something to tell you.
You may or may not be angry with me but I feel like I have to get
it off my chest.”

“Okay. First, tell me how
Marla’s doing, Bill.”

“She’s fine, Tom,” I said.
“Now...what I have to tell you...I want you to know it wasn’t
something I planned on. But you’re my best friend and I have to
tell you no matter how it affects our friendship.”

“You slept with her,
didn’t you?”

I took a deep breath then admitted my
crime. “I know you’re probably mad, but I really didn’t
mean…”

“I’m not mad, Bill,” Tom
cut me off. “What right have I got to be mad?”

“Well, she is your wife,
Tom,” I said, pleasantly surprised by his response.

He laughed bitterly. “Yeah, but it
might be different under other circumstances,” he told me. “I mean,
I’ve been hiding this thing for so long - the gay thing - and...and
it’s not like I hope to get back together with her.” There was a
long pause. “You know, Bill, you’re a good friend and I am glad
you’re looking after Marla. I fucked up big time. I hurt her so
much...so much. If...if I got to choose the man she was with I
would choose you. I know you’ll treat her right.” I heard him
sniff, and knew he was crying. “Come by when you get a chance, man.
I wanna talk. But I gotta go now.” The phone went dead.

I must have sat staring at my cell for
a long time before Marla came to investigate. Knocking, she called
to me and asked if everything was all right.

I chuckled and smiled inwardly.
“Everything is…well, fine,” I said, then invited her in to sit
beside me. Then I told her what Tom had said. “He must really love
us,” I closed.

Marla smiled warmly and
nodded. “Yeah, he really is a good guy,” she admitted. “I know he
didn’t mean to hurt me. But it was still fucked up.” A tear ran
down her cheek and she smiled. “I think I should go home tomorrow
and start getting things straightened out.”

“Probably,” I agreed. “The
sooner this is over the sooner you both can get to
healing.”

Marla got to her knees and
slipped behind me, draping her arms over my shoulders and nuzzling
my ear. “If you don’t mind, though,” she purred, “I would very much
like to enjoy a few more romps before I leave.”

 


Time passed quickly for
me. Heavily engaged in work I gave little thought to aught
else. Tom, having heard from Marla about
my recent foray into hypnotherapy, became a regular visitor.
Initially rather hesitant to ask my help he eventually became a
regular visitor, hoping to come to grips with the guilt he felt for
the years of lying. As a consequence, and having refused to accept
payment for my services, my refrigerator practically overflowed
with exotic beers.

Like Tom, Marla showed an
interest in hypnotherapy sessions. Her visits were far more
frequent and her offers of payment were of a different nature,
often including overnight stays. Eventually, though we called them
therapy sessions, she dropped the pretense and became a frequent
overnight guest. It was a most enjoyable time for me.

During this time I rarely
thought of Melissa. From time to time I would wonder about her lack
of contact but rarely gave it more than a passing thought. On those
rare occasions when I did think on it I assumed she was probably in
the midst of some new and ill-fated relationships; even if I did
doubt all she said. Simply put; life was drama free, though there
was a slight disagreement between Tom and me over my refusal to
produce any more of the larger variety of Shark Plug. He had little
to complain about, I told him, since the smaller versions still
sold quite well.

 


I was sitting on my couch
and enjoying a cold beer when the phone rang. Having been quite
some time since I had last heard from Melissa I was quite surprised
to see her name show on my cell phone. For a brief moment I thought
about not answering; it was late and I didn’t really wish to hear
any more sob stories. Then I thought again and decided to
answer.

Melissa’s greeting was
chipper and filled with excitement. After apologizing for not
calling me for so long she got to asking me the recent details of
my life, then asked about Tom and Marla. She seemed quite saddened
to hear of their impending divorce but quickly let the topic drop.
 Soon enough she began telling about the last three months of
her life.

After going over a long laundry list
of men she had dated, she blurted an excited, “I met
somebody!”

“Sounds like you’ve met a
lot of somebodies,” was my sarcastic reply.

“I mean somebody special,
wise ass!” she laughed.

“Ah, you mean someone you
haven’t blown yet?” I retorted.

“Hmph! I’ll have you know
I don’t blow everyone I go out with!” Melissa said. “I haven’t
blown this guy yet and we’ve been on several dates.”

“Obviously you don’t pay
attention,” I told her. “I said that you probably hadn’t blown this
guy. But I would bet you blew the others.” I was laughing now.
“Tell me you didn’t blow the others.”

Melissa made a sound of mock
disapproval then said, “Okay, I blew them all. Happy?”

“I’m just looking for the
facts, ma’am.”

She gave another “Hmph,” then got down
to telling me about her new friend; “I met him at a local bar. He’s
kind of tall and has dark hair. He has a sort of rugged
handsomeness that really turns me on.”

“How long have you been
seeing him?” I asked.

“I’ve been seeing him for
about two weeks,” she revealed.

She then proceeded to tell
me how he had wined and dined her several nights a week since
meeting him. Curious, I asked, “Why aren’t you out with him now? I
mean it is Saturday night.”

Suddenly embarrassed,
Melissa told me the one fact I knew would doom this relationship;
“He’s married,” she told me. I groaned audibly and she quickly
added, “But he’s leaving her,” Melissa added quickly.

For the next half hour I
listened to a ridiculous story of how he had children and was
waiting for them to leave for college – sometime in the next year.
Then, she said, he was going to leave his wife of twenty-five
years.

Not even attempting to hide the
disdain in my voice, I said, “So the guy is old, too,
eh?”

“He’s twenty years older
than I am. But he’s a lawyer, and he is going to handle his own
divorce.”

“I’ve heard this story a
million times before,” I said doubtfully. “It always ends up with
the guy staying with the wife. It never ends well for the mistress.
Are you really that stupid?”

I waited for her reply
only to discover the phone had gone dead. Apparently I had
thoroughly pissed her off to the point of hanging up, and decided I
would likely not hear from Melissa again until this new
relationship unraveled. On that count I was wrong. Her next call
came only a few weeks later, during which she announced the
‘wonderful’ news that she was going with this new man for a
weeklong stay in Vermont.

“I’m not surprised,” was
my weary response, and then followed with, “I am sure he is madly
in love with you, probably bought you tons of presents and wants to
get you liposuction for the parts of your body you
hate.”

Melissa sighed into the phone. “You
can really be an asshole, sometimes.”

“Tell me he hasn’t gotten
you a ton of gifts, Melissa.”

Belligerently, she demanded, “So what
if he has? And so what if he is in love with me? What does that
prove?”

I gritted my teeth. Her
idiocy was grating on my nerves. Suddenly I had in my mind an image
of her chained to the floor, arms bound behind her back so she
couldn’t hurt herself anymore. I grinned at the thought then
offered a weary, “Nothing, Melissa, It proves nothing.”

“Anyhow, he is going pay
to get my boobs done,” she told me.

The irony of her words astounded me.
“Finally going to get that reduction you’ve always wanted, eh? At
least you’ll get something good out of the deal.”

“No,” she said, surprising
me. “He likes them big. We’re going to make them
bigger.”

“Oh my lord!” I exclaimed.
“Are you freaking kidding me? What in the world are you thinking,
Mel?” I was beyond belief.

“I thought you would be
happy for me!” she yelled. “If this is how you’re going to be...my
best friend...I don’t think I want to talk to you!”

The phone went dead.

So fed up was I that I wished nothing
more to do with her. If she was bent on her own destruction then so
be it. I would not be witness, nor would I be there to pick up the
pieces. I was better off without her.


Chapter 10

 


After a rather late night
with Marla the night before, I was
enjoying a rare late morning in bed. I had only just woke up and
was groggily eyeing the ceiling when the phone rang. Having been a
month since I last spoke with Melissa, and considering the way we
ended our last conversation I was quite surprised to hear from her
so soon. For the first few minutes of our conversation we were
rather stilted. I asked if she was still seeing the lawyer; she
confirmed that she was, and tempted as I might have been I said
nothing more. Finally the reason for her call was voiced; “I need
my car,” she told me. “Is it still registered?”

I assured her it was;
informing her she would need to insure it. “I let the insurance
lapse some time back,” I informed.

“Look, I know things have
been sort of argumentative and unpleasant, lately,” she began,
pensively, “but I was hoping to stay with you for a short time. I
didn’t want to just come get the car and leave. I do miss you, you
know.”

I struggled to refuse her
a stay but failed. Instead I heard myself saying, “That would be
nice. I miss you too.”

Three weeks later she was
in my home.

The gap between what I wanted to do
and what I did was immense. In the weeks prior to her visit I had
review time and again the words I would say; how I would break the
friendship. But when I picked her up at the airport my intents
evaporated into the ether. Instantly I saw her I was awash in
feelings of love and protectiveness. Her first smile thrilled me,
and I berated myself for an instant then took her into my arms,
warmly embracing her.

The ride home was
pleasant. I offered compliments to her appearance, her dress and
shoes. She radiated a happiness I had never seen in her before. But
it was not a happiness that would last. I knew it, and promised to
tell her so. I never did. Instead I enjoyed her company for the
week she stayed. But I was not in love.

I set her up in the guest bedroom and
then repaired to the kitchen to make dinner. She would have none of
it, insisting she treat me to dinner at a nice restaurant. I
acquiesced to her wish. Conversation was light but stilted. I knew
she wanted to tell me about this man she was seeing but feared my
reaction. So we talked of nothing and then of Tom and
Marla.

The third day of her visit
I employed the techniques I had learned in hypnotism. I had to find
the truth behind all she said. The night before, in spite of my
plans, I struggled with the ethical implications of hypnotizing her
and extracting information without her knowledge. I struggled still
until the very moment of induction.

There is a delicacy with
extracting information in this manner. Marla and Tom had been
willing guinea pigs in helping further perfect the methods taught
to me. Interestingly, I had little need with Melissa. A simple
suggestion as to how she could best please me was all that was
required to access the information I wanted. Shortly after
beginning my interrogation I was almost regretful of my
actions.

 


Melissa’s life as a young
girl had been one of difficulty. Her fragile psyche drove her
always to search for approval. Her mother and father, whom she
loved dearly, were far from loving parents, and they berated her
seemingly at every opportunity. As a consequence Melissa’s quest
for approval was constant as the sun and there seemed little she
would not do in her quest. This became a habitual theme throughout
her life; deeply ingrained and utterly consuming.

For Melissa, high school
was the beginning of her downhill slide; her sophomore year being
the first step. Melissa’s boyfriend had been intentionally chosen
over a number of better fitting suitors due mostly to his
similarity in personality to her father. But he was also quite
controlling. In this she seemed to find freedom. The boyfriends
that followed were all cut of similar cloth.

In me Melissa found a sort
of salvation. Her drive to please me was rewarded with love and
approval. I had cared for her greatly and even offered her the
freedom of control. That, ironically, was what drove her from me.
Not only did she feel unworthy of my love and approval but she was
frightened at how my control fulfilled her needs and made her
happy. Unable to break free she had used her mother’s passing, and
the need to care for her father, as an excuse to quit our
relationship.

Then there came Travis. As I had
suspected there were lies intertwining all she had told me, though
not as I had expected.

Travis had proclaimed himself her
owner the night of their first date. They had met at a BDSM club in
Boston and he had apparently seen through to her nature
immediately. Melissa had accepted his proclamation passively. That
very night he had told her of his plans for her. She accepted this
with equal passivity and soon found him equal to his
promise.

Had Travis not been
physically abusive she might never have left him. However, his
interests lay in quite radical notions of what BDSM should be. Even
so, she had returned to him within a few weeks. Cleverly, he called
her with an apology that quickly turned into an exposition of
disappointment and how his friends would be let down if she were
not at his next party. So she went to his party, knowing full well
she was little more than a party favor to be handed from man to
man. The night she had called me and told me of his abuses she had,
in fact, only just left his house. Indeed, had she not spoken with
me it was entirely likely she would have remained with him for a
considerable time.

Her next big adventure had
been with Rod and his brothers Zach and Taylor. There were others
in between, most of who dismissed her as a slut to play with and
nothing more. But the brothers; she knew them for who they were
before she had hired on to work for them. When they began whoring
her she thought it apropos; a confirmation of value as a plaything
and little more. There was also a sense of approval, however
slight, when she had satisfied a client. But it wasn’t all blow
jobs, as she had told me. She was a bondage whore for cruel masters
with tastes for exotic punishments; suffocation resulting in
unconsciousness, torture with electricity and extreme breast
punishment were a common client fetish. It was only after a client
threatened to kill her she quit.

Then came Chad; the
married lawyer with two college age children. He promised her the
world, even as he abused her willingness to please. Already he had
taken her on a business meeting and used her for financial gain.
Another, she already knew, would follow as soon as she returned
home. It would only get worse, I knew.

 


Knowing all I knew of her
past, and how she was currently being used, I felt it my obligation
to stop her from returning home; and if I were unable to stop her
return I could at least attempt to put her off her current path. So
I made post-hypnotic suggestions in hopes they might trigger
reactions that might counter Chad’s wishes. It was all I could
think of, and I could do nothing but hope they worked.

Several days later she
packed up a few of her long forgotten belongings, got in her car
and began the long drive home. Melissa called me each night when
she stopped to let me know she was alive and well. Each night we
spent at least an hour on the phone. Four days after she left, and
on her arrival in Massachusetts, the calls stopped.

About two days after Melissa’s
departure Marla paid me a visit. I was outside, sitting in a
folding chair and nursing one of the many beers Tom had brought me.
She was smiling a friendly smile. I knew she was happy because she
was back to wearing her customary short shorts and a too tight t
shirt.

“You look tired;” she
called as she exited the car, “a little grungy too.”

I had been working in my
shop for most of the day and was covered in shop dust. I smiled and
cocked my head, then took a sip of beer. “I’m a steel-driving man,”
I said. “And I’ll die with this hammer in my hand. What have you
been up to?”

“Me and Tom worked out the
details of our divorce,” she informed, as she neared. “He’s pretty
much giving me everything without any sort of fight. I just have to
find a new house.”

I smiled. “So he gets the house.
What’s your definition of everything?”

Marla grinned back, stole
my beer and took a long drought. “Well, I’m getting about two
million dollars, two of the three cars, and whatever furniture I
want.”

“Good for you,” I said. “I
think you deserve it.”

“You’re damned right I
do,” she replied cheerfully.

I stood and invited her inside. “I
need a shower before I sit down. Do you mind waiting?”

A mischievous grin crossed
her face. “How about we shower together? You can tell me how things
went with Melissa while I wash that body of yours. Then maybe we
can have a little therapy session.” She winked.

Hot water rushed over my
body while. Marla slowly washed by body, sudsing me up and
massaging my muscles with each pass of her hands. It was sensuous,
relaxing and arousing, and I regretted the need for speech required
to answer Marla’s questions. Disregarding my mood I fed her the
details she requested. When she was satisfied and I was well washed
she grasped my head between her hands and stared into my eyes.
“You’re in love with her,” were Marla’s words. “Accept it. Now you
have to find a way to make her come back and stay with
you.”

Her words resonated deeply with me but
there was no way I could devise to make her stay. “Stop thinking
about it now,” Marla demanded, turning off the water. She grabbed a
towel and began patting me dry. “It will come to you on its
own.”

We stepped from the shower
and she dropped to her knees, giving my penis a lick and then
taking into her mouth. Staring down at her through the dense fog of
the bathroom I looked into her eyes. “Don’t think,” she said,
freeing my swelling member and then standing. “Don’t think,” she
said.

I nodded, and then
followed like a puppy when she took my cock in her hand and led me
to the bedroom. Marla pushed me to the bed, and then bent over in
front of me. “I need this out,” she said, referring to the plug in
her ass. When her ass was free she pushed me back and then pulled
me to the bed’s center. “Looks like you need a little therapy,
yourself,” she said, then giggled before taking my semi-hard member
into her mouth.

Marla pulled back and
smiled, then asked, “You know what I like about giving you
head?”

“What?”

Marla began stroking my
cock, gave it a lick, and then said, “I like how it gets so big it
makes my mouth hurt.”

Her comment pulled me from
my mood and I laughed. “That’s not all you like,” I said with a
grin. My cock was fully hard now, and I watched as her tiny hands
stroked it.

Marla’s eyes fixed on
mine, challenging me somehow. “No, it isn’t,” she agreed. Then she
took to hands and knees and crawled up the bed. Kissing me hard she
threw her leg over my body so she was straddling me. “Can you make
it hurt today?”

“I can always make it
hurt,” was my reply. Then I pushed her off of me and rolled her to
her back. Marla looked at me, a hint of fear in her eyes as I
pushed her knees to her chest. “Wrap your arms around your knees,”
I ordered. I spit on my hand, rubbed my saliva into her ass and
aligned by erect member with her hole. “Are you sure about
this?”

Marla smiled and nodded,
then closed her eyes. “I want to know it can still hurt,” she said.
Marla smiled and nodded again. “Don’t stop; no matter
what.”

I stared down at her
peaceful visage. Marla looked angelic and calm. Then I plunged into
her ass in a single, swift stroke that fully imbedded my cock.
Marla’s eyes went wide and her mouth opened wide in a silent
expression of terrible pain. She took in a breath and made a slight
chirp, before I pulled back and thrust forward. Still Marla seemed
unable to articulate the pain I knew she must be suffering. Then
with piston-like regularity I began fucking her, each thrust
bringing forth clicks and gurgles from her throat as she fought for
breath. Then, surprising me, she arched her back and screamed out,
and then shook as a massive orgasm wracked her body. Only then did
she find her voice; and it was then that I too was hit with a
tremendous orgasm.

When it was over, as I leaned over her
doubled body, she smiled at me. “Thank you,” she breathed. “That
was terrible and wonderful all at once.”

For a long while after we lay in bed,
letting the air cool our sweat beaded bodies. I stared at the
ceiling thinking of Melissa. “I wish we hadn’t talked about her,” I
told Marla.

“No, you wish you weren’t
in love with her,” I was told.

I turned and looked at
her. “Why would you tell me that? Especially right before we were
going to fool around?”

“The timing sucked; I’ll
give you that,” said Marla. “But I said it because it’s true. You
can refuse it all you want but it is.”

Perplexed, I asked, “Then why would
you fool around with me if you think I’m in love with
her?”

Marla turned to her side
and propped her head on her hand. “We’re friends, Bill, not an
item. Sure we’re fuck buddies, too. But we aren’t committed to one
another. I have no illusions about that.”

“You’re the first woman in
history of the world who is okay with being fuck buddies,” I told
her.

She tsked. “I am just out of a ten
year marriage. My husband turned out to be gay. My ass and pussy
are stretched so as to be useless to any man of normal size. Do you
think for a moment I want to give up enjoying your beautiful
cock?”

Laughing, I rolled to face her. “So
you just want me for my cock, eh? I’m just a piece of meat to you,”
I said. “What if I fell in love with you?”

“I would marry you in a
hot second, Bill,” Marla answered.

“That’s crazy!” I
exclaimed.

“Nope. I love you, Bill.
No, I’m not in love with you,” she began, “but I you’re a good man;
an honest man. I know I could trust you to take care of me and be
honest and faithful. Besides which, with my disabilities, you are
one of the few men on earth who can fully enjoy me
sexually.”

“I am sure it isn’t as
extreme as you say,” I told her.

“You know, Tom is not
small by any means,” she said. “But I could barely feel him after
he had stretched me. He even told me he felt like a clanger in a
bell.”

“Ouch!”

Marla nodded. “Ouch is
right. It sucks knowing that you have to have one hole plugged for
your man to get pleasure out of your other hole. It’s even worse
when he leaves you after ruining you for anyone other than someone
with similar fetishes or hung like a horse. And you know, Bill,
there are very few horses around.”

Marla switched the topic suddenly,
asking, “So what did you learn about Melissa?”

“I told you what I
learned,” was my stunned response. “Weren’t you paying
attention?

Marla smiled and nodded her head. “No,
you told me what her actions had been. You told me why you think
they happened. But you never told me what you learned.”

I quit the bed and grabbed some
clothes from my dresser. “You’ve lost me, Marla.”

Marla began slid to the edge of the
bed and shook her head. “You’re an idiot, Bill. You’re smart, but
you're an idiot.”

Stepping into my jeans, I laughed.
“Okay, tell me what I should have learned,” I said.

“You learned what she
wants, Bill,” Marla began. “You learned what she needs. Most
importantly, Bill, you learned what to do. The question is whether
you are willing to do it.”

“Hmmm, can you be more
cryptic? I asked sarcastically.

“I could but it would piss
you off,” she said. “What you learned is that she wants is to be
used. You learned that what she needs is to be controlled - not
just a little, but completely controlled. Now, are you willing to
give her what she needs?”

“She’s three thousand
miles away, Marla,” I complained. “How in the world am I supposed
to control her?”

Marla smirked then
gathered her own clothes and began dressing. “Mark my words, Bill,
an opportunity will arise. Just be ready to do something about it.”
She pulled her t shirt over her head, stepped to me and kissed me.
“Be ready,” she said staring at me with concern. “If I am right you
will have to do something very much against your sense of right and
wrong.”

I stared, utterly
confounded. “Tell me what you mean by that!” I demanded. But there
was no response.

“Plug me?” she asked as
she picked her plug from the ground where it lay.

“You aren’t going to
answer me,” I said. “Sure, give it to me.”

Plugged, Marla pulled up
her shorts and turned round to kiss me. “I would give anything to
have you do to me what you are going to have to do to her.” She
gave me a wink then left the room.

“What the heck to you
mean?” I called after. Then I heard the sounds of the front door
opening and closing; I was not going to get my answer. Suddenly I
felt stupid.

 


As the days turned to weeks I would
often ponder all that Marla had told me, hoping to understand what
she meant. Failing, I would often attempt to clarify her meanings
during our therapy sessions. My attempts were always met with a
friendly smile and a dismissive “You’ll see” that frustrated me
immensely.

Tom and I were occasioned
frequent visits, as well. Coming to terms with his homosexuality
was quite a struggle for him. Several times I was forced to talk
him out of interesting choices in attire. Such was his mind set
that he believed he had to change to be gay. To that notion would
often remind him, “Being gay isn’t that much different, from being
straight. You just have sex with different people.”

Truly, he was like a child
learning to walk and often defended himself behind his lifelong
pretense of being straight. My ever present response was to remind
him he was gay, not stupid; though sometimes I wondered.


Chapter 11

 


Melissa’s call, nearly six
months after her return to Massachusetts, came at a most
inopportune moment, and having only just begun a session with Marla
I was loath to answer. Unfortunately Marla refused to continue our
session, insisting I answer the call. “It’s been a long time,
Bill,” she said. “Something is wrong.”

Frustrated and irritated I
answered and was instantly glad I had done so. Melissa could barely
speak and was sobbing terribly when I answered.

“Daddy died,” Melissa
issued between sobs.

“Oh, Mel, I’m sorry,” I
lied. I hated the man after learning all he had put her through. My
sympathy was real but I detested the man.

“I don’t know what to do,”
she said, “His house wasn’t even his, he got some kind of mortgage
thing and now some company in Connecticut is taking it.”

The son of a bitch had not
even left her the house. He at pawned it for a reverse mortgage.
“What about his will?” I asked. “Did he leave one?”

“Yes,” she sobbed, “and he
left everything to charity, Bill. The will said I was a
disappointment and he couldn’t see himself leaving any of his
things to someone who had taken advantage of his goodwill and never
amounted to anything worthwhile.”

Furious, I could only
listen to her cries of hurt and sadness. Even in death, I thought,
the man had dealt one final, cruel blow. Silently I cursed the
man.

“What am I going to do,
Bill?” Melissa asked, sounding utterly without hope. “My parents
are gone; what am I going to do?”

I don’t know, Mel. I guess
you’ll have to find an apartment fast. Maybe your lawyer friend can
help you,” I suggested.

“Chad can’t help right
now,” said Melissa, “and I don’t have enough to get an apartment;
not with the security payment and all. Bill, tell me what to do…I
don’t know what to do.”

“Look,” I began, “I can
always help you with your money situation, but I think you need to
be around someone who cares about you. Gather up you shit – all of
it – and get your ass out here,” I ordered. “You can stay as long
as necessary. I’ll help you get it all figured.”

She sniffed, hiccupped,
and then sniffed again. “What about Chad?”

“Tell him. But get as much
of your stuff as you can,” I told her. “Do you have enough money to
get a truck and get it packed up?”

“I can put all my stuff in
the car,” she informed, “I don’t need a truck.”

“What about money?” I
asked. “Do you need money?”

“I have enough;” Melissa
told me, “I can make it out there.”

“Okay. You can stay as
long as you need. I can loan you whatever you need to get back on
your feet. But like I said, you shouldn’t be alone.”

“Thank you, Bill. I knew I
could count on you,” she said, then burst into another fit of
crying. “I’m gonna go start packing my stuff.”

I held her a moment longer, asking,
“How long do you have?”

“A couple weeks, maybe,”
she informed, “but that’s about it.”

“Okay. Pack your stuff in
your car tonight but stay there the night,” I ordered. Then a
thought occurred to me; “I can fly out there if you want. We can
drive back together.”

“No,” she began, “you stay
there. I think some time alone might be good.”

“Call me before you leave,
then.” I ordered.

“I will. Thanks, Bill.”
She said, and then hung up.

 


I put the phone down and
looked at Marla who gazed at me with concern and a hint of
self-satisfaction. “How soon will she be here?” she
asked.

I pursed my lips, reached
over and squeezed her thigh. “Maybe a week,” I answered. “It takes
about four days of steady driving. It could take a little longer,
but not much.”

Marla smiled, put her hand to my
cheek, then leaned in and kissed me lightly. “I think your moment
is at hand.”

Acknowledging her comment
with a nod, I said, “Maybe. Now if you would only tell me what you
mean,”

“I will tell you this,”
Marla began. “I think you are going to have to make a choice
between what is right and what is wrong. In this case, Bill, it
won’t be clear cut; it won’t be black and white.”

Confused, I could only
offer comment on the cryptic nature of her statement. “You girls
must love being so confusing. It seems like women are always
playing a game of riddles.”

“I can’t say that I enjoy
being confusing,” she told me. “IN this case, though, it’s sort of
necessary. Still feel up for a little therapy, or should I excuse
myself?”

I stared at her naked body
for a long moment, smiled and chided myself for a fool. Finally, I
asked, “Is it weird that it wouldn’t feel right?”

Marla shook her head. “Not really,
Bill. After all, you are in love with her.”

I shrugged. “I don’t know about that,”
I said. “What makes you so sure?”

“I know you,” was her
simple response. “Most important, though, I know you will do the
right thing, even if it’s the wrong thing. At least I think you
will.”

“Yeah; whatever that
means,” I said under my breath.

 


Melissa called me early the next
morning. She was on her way. Every night following I received a
call with updates on her whereabouts. A few days later she arrived
in Los Angeles.

With much difficulty I hid
my shock upon first seeing her. Her once raven tresses were now
blond as ever. Her green eyes seemed even more so, thanks to the
contact lenses she now wore. Even so, nothing was more startling
than her newly increased bust size and the startlingly plump lips
that now graced her face. Just so, I quickly put aside my surprise
and greeted her with a warm hug and a kiss on the cheek.

It was clear she was quite
fagged from the drive and she was quick to ask use of the shower.
After directing her to use my shower she kicked off her shoes and
padded down the hallway. When she returned I had drinks and snacks
on the coffee table. We talked long into the night, breaking only
when Chad called her cell at 10PM on the nose. It was then she
called it a night, thanked me for my care and headed to the guest
bedroom.

Later, as I lay in my bed
wondering at Melissa’s appearance, I called Marla. It being near
midnight, she was quite surprised to hear from me. But after
getting down to discussing Melissa and her cosmetic enhancements
she evinced even more surprised.

“Wasn’t she a double D or
something?” was Marla’s shocked response to my reveal of Melissa’s
increased bust size.

“She was an E,” I told
her. “These have to be – and I don’t know cup sizes – at least a
double F or bigger. They have to drag the ground when she’s on all
fours. I mean, it looks like she’s about to tip over, for Christ’s
sake!”

“My lord, what was she
thinking?” Marla mused. “And you say her lips look bigger?” Marla
asked.

“Yeah, but not in a way
that makes her mouth look like a frog,” I said. “This is more
like…like she’s been stung – top and bottom. I mean, it doesn’t
look bad; it just doesn’t look like her.”

“Wow. I am just stunned,”
Marla told me. “Way back when I was first getting to know her she
had talked about a reduction. I just can’t imagine what would make
her do such a thing.”

“You know as well as I do
that it wasn’t her idea!” I exclaimed. “You know it was
him.”

Marla sighed, and then
asked, “So, what are you going to do now that she’s
here?”

“You’re the fucking
know-it-all,” I said, angrily. “What do you think I should do?
Hell, what can I do? I mean, it’s not like I can stop her from
going back to him.”

“You can’t huh?” Marla
asked. “What makes you so sure about that?”

“What do you mean?” I
demanded.

“I’m not going to tell you
that, Bill; you know that,” she said. “Really, I can’t.”

Thoroughly irritated, said, “You know,
Marla, when you were fresh off your split with Tom I was there for
you. I gave advice and helped you work through your
insecurities.”

“I still have them,” she
reminded me, “and they won’t go away unless certain things – and
you know what they are – were to change.”

“That’s true,” I admitted,
“but nowhere and at no time was I cryptic with you. I gave you
answers and helped you find answers that weren’t obvious. The least
you could do is tell me what the Hell you’ve been hinting at for
all this time!”

“Calm down,” she
said.

“I am calm!” I nearly
shouted into the phone.

“Okay, Bill, I’ll try to
explain,” Marla offered. “But I can’t and won’t tell you what to
do.”

“Thank you.” I said.
“So?”

“Bill, you’re familiar
with the old homily about a poor man stealing bread to feed his
family?” asked Marla.

“You mean the one that
goes; if he steals the bread it’s wrong because stealing is wrong
and if he doesn’t steal the bread it’s wrong because he is letting
his children go hungry?”

“That’s the one,” she
confirmed. “You’re the man in this case, Bill.”

“But I still don’t
understand!” I insisted. “What does stealing bread have to do with
this?”

“It’s not about bread,
Bill.” Marla sounded frustrated. “It’s the conundrum of right and
wrong; for you and for Melissa.”

“Why can’t you tell me
exactly what you mean? I asked.

Marla was quiet for a long moment.
Finally, she asked, “Will you trust me if I say I’m an interested
party to all this and not telling you more is in the spirit of our
friendship?”

Frustrated, I said, “I
can’t see how. But I trust you. So I guess I have no choice but to
accept it.”

“Thank you,
Bill.”

“But I’m still stuck, you
know.” I said.

“I’m sorry,” she said.
“Look, I should be going. You have a lot to think
about.”

Marla was right, and all
through the night as I tossed and turned I pondered all she had
told me. By morning I knew what Marla meant.

Over the next few days I
found myself constantly pondering the choices before me; I could
enslave Melissa, thereby saving her from herself and guaranteeing
she would no longer be able harm herself. If I let her go back to
Massachusetts she was certain to continue down a path of
self-destruction. Then there came, too, the fact that I had no
inherent right or to even consider these things. But was it hubris
to think it was a duty?

My considerations were
never stronger than when I passed by the bedroom cum storage room
that held the gear I had made for Melissa. Often I would imagine
her locked in one form of bondage or another, and then curse myself
as a fool. I could not do such a thing! She was not an animal but a
human being; free to decide her own future. Then I would ask myself
what her future would be and always, I knew, it would end
tragically. It was not until a call from Chad cut off a serious and
emotionally charged conversation between us that I knew what I
would do.

I rose early the next
morning, long before Melissa was likely to rise. Sitting on the
edge of the bed I took a last assessment of my plans, decided on
their necessity and began making preparations. From my dresser
drawer I withdrew a large ball gag and placed it on my bed. Then I
traversed to the bedroom where resided the bondage gear I had made
for Melissa. From this room I retrieved the metal arm binders I had
made for her, and from my storage room I took two locks and fifteen
feet of chain.

I still didn’t know if I would go
through with my plans, nor if I should. Worse, I had several hours
in which to think on the moral and legal implications.


Chapter 12

 


“I really appreciate how
you’re taking care of me,” Melissa said over breakfast.

I smiled, and then went
about eating quietly. My mind was focused on my bedroom and whether
I would actually see my plans through. Melissa took note and asked
me if something were bothering me.

“I’ve been doing
considerable thinking, Melissa,” I said, speaking slowly, “about
you and me and all the things that have happened to
you.”

She smiled. “It’s been kind of tough.
But at least I’m with someone who isn’t an asshole now.”

My smile hid the anger I
had welling up within. “Lucky you,” I said.

Melissa smiled again. “So, you were
saying?”

“Well, you’ve been through
one bad thing after another,” I continued. “The last time you
seemed to be happy was with me.”

“And now with Chad,” she
added.

“Yes, with Chad,” I agreed
through tight lips.

 


When breakfast had
finished we retired to the living room. I stared at her as she
talked, still wondering if should commit to my plan. Suddenly, at
her next mention of Chad, I knew I would enslave her; it was for
her own good.

I rose from my seat and
beckoned she follow me to the bedroom, locking the door behind me.
Melissa noticed the items on my bed and made to inquire as to their
purpose. Realizing I meant them for her she smiled sadly and shook
her head. “I’m sorry, Bill, but I can’t,” she told me.

“Is that what you tell
Chad when he has you take care of his clients and friends?” I asked
angrily.

“I’m his woman,” she
defended. “He can make use of me in any way he wishes, no matter
what I want.”

I laughed bitterly. “You’re fool,” I
told her. “This fuck will never leave his wife and you know it.
He’s no better than any of those other assholes.”

A tear rolled down
Melissa’s cheek and she stepped forward and reached out to touch
me. Slapping her hands away I ordered she disrobe. “No, Bill! I
don’t belong to you,” she told me. Then in a softer voice she said,
“I’m sorry. This was a bad idea. I’ll get out of here; maybe find a
hotel for the night.”

“I am afraid I cannot
allow that, Melissa,” I said. “Now remove your clothes or I will
remove them for you.”

Angrily, Melissa exploded,
yelling, “It’s too late for this, Bill! You had me but didn’t do
what you needed to keep me. You had several chances to get me back
but you didn’t take them. You always had to take the moral high
ground and do what you thought was right. But it never was right;
not for me!”

“The only time you wanted
me back was when you had fucked up your life,” I reminded her.
“That’s a perfect basis for a healthy relationship. Fuck
you!”

“I suppose you think this
is the way; to force me into bondage?” she retorted. “I finally
find someone who makes me happy and you want to take it away. Well,
it isn’t going to happen. So get the fuck out of my way so I can
leave!”

Melissa bolted for the
door but I intercepted her and threw her to the bed. “Remove your
clothes!” I demanded again. “If I have to tell you again I will
remove them for you.” I waited a moment then added, “I won’t ask
again and I won’t be as gentle as I have been.”

Melissa gave me a hard look. “All
right,” she said. “I’ll get undressed. I’ll let you chain me and
use me. But eventually you have to let me go. When I go you won’t
ever hear from me again.” She said not another word as her clothes
fell to the floor.

Once her garments were
removed I had her kneel on the floor. Then I instructed her to put
her hands behind her back so each hand met its opposing elbow, then
clamped the arm binder around each forearm. After ensuring the arm
binder was snug, but not overly so, I secured the large ball gag in
her mouth, then ordered she follow me to the living room to kneel
on the floor beside the couch where I took my seat.

“Chad is going to call at
2PM,” I said, thumbing through her phone’s daily records. “When he
calls I am going to put him on speaker phone. I want you to remain
silent so I can ask him a few questions. Understand?” Melissa
nodded. “If, as you believe, his intentions are to divorce his wife
and marry you I will immediately let you go. If I am correct in my
assessments…well…I’m sorry.”

Melissa stared at me for a long
moment, then adjusted herself. I stared at the ridiculous size of
her breasts; large and perfectly round as they were they still
looked real, something I attributed to the fact that they were
mostly real. “You were an E cup before weren’t you?” I
asked.

Melissa nodded.

“What are they now,” I
asked, a double F?”

She shook her head.

“G cup?”

Again she shook her head.

“An H cup?” was my next
guess, for which I received a nod. “What were you thinking, Mel? I
can barely see your belly.”

She gave a sad shrug, and
then looked away.

“I want you to understand,
Melissa,” I said when the time for his call neared, that if you
make even one sound while I speak with him I will hang up the
phone, take you to the bedroom and beat you as you have never been
beaten. Nod again if you understand.”

Melissa nodded.

I was staring at the phone
when the clock ticked 2 PM. A few moments later the phone rang.
Putting my finger to my mouth, I made a shushing noise and then
answered the phone.

My conversation with Chad
was relatively short. I made clear to him my knowledge of his
affair with Melissa, then the cosmetic surgeries for which he had
paid. Then I made clear my knowledge of his law firm and the
clients he had secured with Melissa’s services. The groundwork laid
I needed only his admission of his intentions regarding his wife;
it was not difficult, and once that came to pass I extorted a
promise that he would, under no circumstance, contact Melissa ever
again. I finished by informing him of Melissa’s presence and an
order to tell her he never wanted to see her again. His compliance
closed the conversation.

I freed Melissa from the
gag shortly after ending the conversation with the lawyer then
leaned back. She looked at me sadly, and then asked, “How did you
know?”

“It’s a common theme, Mel.
I’ve heard it a thousand times.” I stared at her miserable
countenance and added, “But it’s over with now. You know the truth,
and it will never happen again.”

Melissa sniffed and looked
at me sadly, and then looked down to the floor and wept. Eventually
her crying came to a halt. She looked at me with eyes red and face
still damp. “Thank you,” she said. “I wouldn’t have listened if you
hadn’t forced me to.” She shifted uncomfortably, and then gave a
wan smile. “I guess you can take these things off now. I’m not mad
anymore.”

I leaned forward and cupped her hand
in the crook of my finger, drawing her gaze to me. “These are the
permanent arm binders,” I informed her. “They can’t come
off.”

She gave a slight laugh and a shake of
her head. “I know you better than that, Bill. You wouldn’t do that
to me.”

I took a deep breath,
exhaled and smiled. “You remember when you put on the arm binders
for me a long time ago?” Melissa nodded. “And you remember how
relieved I was you didn’t put on the permanent binders?” Again, she
nodded. “These are the permanent binders, Melissa. They can’t be
removed.”

“Permanent?”

“Permanent,” I agreed. “If
I could take them off I would not. But they can’t come off.” It was
a bold faced lie. The binders, while appearing permanent had a
failsafe in case of emergency.

Mouth agape, she stared at
me for a long moment, new tears springing forth from her eyes. “Why
would you do this to me?” she pleaded.

“Simply put, Melissa, you
have made a mess of your life,” I told her. “I decided to end that
in the only way I know; by making you, quite literally, my
slave.”

“But, Bill…I…you can’t
make me a slave for real,” said Melissa.

I smiled. Then, to drive home the
truth of the matter, I said, “Obviously that’s an incorrect
statement since I already have.”

“It’s against the law. You
can’t do this, Bill!” she was becoming frantic. “You’ll be
caught.”

“Melissa, your parents are
gone and you have no siblings,” I explained. “You’ve no friends and
no relatives, save a few distant relatives you rarely speak to. In
fact, I would lay money that you haven’t spoken to your relatives
in California in quite a long time. So, tell me, who is going to
catch me?”

Melissa was at a loss, and
seemed to be searching for some straw she might grasp to refute all
I had said. “Someone will wonder what happened to me!” she
insisted.

I stretched out my legs and crossed my
ankles on the coffee table. “Who is going to wonder what happened
to you, Melissa? Tell me.”

Mouth agape as she searched for an
answer, she issued little more than gasps of frustration. Finally,
she dropped her head to her chest and whispered,
“Nobody.”

“I’m sorry,” I
said.

Melissa lifted her head, looking at me
with a thin glimmer of hope in her eyes. “But Bill, it’s not
right.”

I laughed a thin, bitter laugh.
“What’s not right is watching a person you love destroy their life.
That’s not right. You were happy with me once, Melissa,” I told
her. “With any luck, you can be happy again. Only this time you
won’t be able to leave.”

 


Next day, I woke to the early sounds
of morning. Melissa, having been chained to the foot of my bed had
slept fitfully on the floor, often waking me with the murmurings of
nightmares; apparently reliving past abuses. My own sleep, with
exception of those moments when I was awakened by her stirrings,
was surprisingly sound.

After waking her I took
her into the shower and washed us both. As we showered she begged
me to remove her arm binding. “I can be a good slave without the
binders,” she promised. “But please take them off.”

I explained, once again
their permanence, adding the logistics of removing them and the
dangers involved in even attempting their removal. It was all quite
overblown, but having no understanding of metal she accepting what
I told her as fact. Having done so, she looked at me sadly, and
then bowed her head. “Then I really am a slave, aren’t I?” she
asked, her words barely audible above the sounds of the
shower.

Later that evening, and
with considerable worry, I first made use of Melissa’s considerable
oral skills. I was long in deliberation before deciding to do so,
considering the obvious risk to my own well-being if she decided to
bite. I determined, however, it was likely the most accurate
measure as to whether or not I had made the right decision in
enslaving her. I admit it may not have been the wisest of methods,
but it was all I could think of. Truth be told I believe that I was
in a state of shock after what I had done.

Having completed dinner
some time earlier I was relaxing on the couch and watching
television. Melissa knelt nearby on the floor. Having only recently
made my decision to make use of her I called her over, unzipped my
pants and presented her with my flaccid member. Melissa gave me a
slightly sad look, then inched close as she could manage,
considering the size her enhanced breasts, and took my cock into
her mouth. As my cock grew to its full size it was obvious she
could never take me as I wished; not in this position. So I
directed her to lay with her back arched over the arm of the couch,
and then pushed my erect member into her mouth and down her throat.
Melissa gave not a single complaint, nor was there any indication
of discomfort.

The sight of her breasts
in this position was entirely thrilling. Though they appeared far
more natural than most enhanced breasts they did not behave as
natural breasts. Instead, they virtually stood out from her body,
begging for attention. I mauled them, slapped them hard and pinched
her erect nipples. For my efforts I received groans and whimpers
that further fueled my ardor. In short order I found the release I
sought, shooting my semen down her throat as I growled out my
pleasure.

I stood for quite a while
after, my member softening in her throat, and admired her breasts
and how they stood out proudly from her body. Several times I felt
the contraction in her throat as she swallowed; each time I felt my
cock lurch and slow its return to a state of flaccidity.
Eventually, and with much regret, I pulled from her throat and
allowed her to return to kneeling beside the couch.

Sometime after using
Melissa a second time we retired to my bedroom. After throwing a
blanket on the floor neck and chained her to the foot of my bed
frame. It was then I informed her of her future; “From now on,
Melissa, you may consider yourself my oral slave. You will probably
never cum again.” Receiving next to no reaction I climbed into
bed.

As I chanced a glance at
her curled form from where I laid, I was hit with the full
realization and understanding of what I had done. Turning out the
light I pulled the covers over my body and contemplated my
position; compared it with others. I remembered back to so many
acquaintances, and even to Tom. Their slaves were playing a role
that could be left at any moment. It was a fantasy and nothing
more. But Melissa had no choice, nor could she quit her station as
a slave regardless of her wants.

Suddenly my mind became
populated with images of Melissa in various states of bondage,
entombed in layer after layer of all the various devices I had
conceived over the years. As each image came and went I felt a sort
of elated sense of power; it was heady and I felt as if any notion
I might have were possible. That night I slept as restfully as ever
I had.

It was early the next day,
before Melissa had awoken, I decided to call Marla and tell her
what I had done. My reason for calling Marla was entirely
self-serving; in spite of my newfound sense of power a slight doubt
had crept in on me and I had need of knowing I had done the right
thing.

A sleepy voiced Marla
answered the phone. After a short greeting she asked if Melissa was
still staying with me. She snapped to full alertness when I told
her what I had done, and then begged for details. The telling was
not long, and when I was at last finished with my story she seemed
quite impressed, if rather incredulous. “I can’t believe you really
did it,” Marla said in a low tone. “I never thought you would go
through with it.”

“It had to be done,” I
said, adding, “Melissa needed to be saved from herself.” As the
words left my mouth I cringed at how arrogant I sounded.

Marla seemed not to
notice; or maybe she agreed with me. “What are you going to do
now?” she asked.

Buoyed by Marla’s seeming
nonchalance, I said “Anything I want,” then cringed, again. But it
was true. There was nothing I could not do with her. I began
wondering if the truth would ever truly sink in or if I would
always have this strange feeling of awe I now felt. It was not a
piece of land or highly valued jewelry I owned. This was a human
being; I owned Melissa. The phrase kept reverberating in my head.

“Do you have any specific
plans?” Marla persisted.

“I know I will use the
Shark Plug,” I told her. “I think I’ll pierce her nipples; maybe
her labia and clit, too. I might even do her tongue. Probably I
will use some of the bondage stuff I made for her so long ago.” I
wanted to go on but held myself.

Marla breathed heavily, and then
sighed. “You’re going to ruin her ass, aren’t you?”

The thought had not
crossed my mind but I found the idea strangely appealing. “I don’t
know…maybe.”

We were both silent for
several minutes before I asked, “Marla, do you think I did the
right thing?”

“Even if you didn’t it’s
too late to change your mind,” Marla told me, then added, “But,
yeah, I think so. I think it’s what she wanted all
along.”

Relieved by her answer, I said, “I
think so, too.”

After our conversation I
proceeded to my storage room and retrieved a long unused piercing
kit, and then put it in my nightstand drawer. Plans were ruminating
in my head and I wanted it handy if I needed it.

Breakfast was served
fairly early. Melissa’s was served in a bowl on the floor next to a
bowl of water. As I was placing her bowls on the floor next to the
dining room table I explained the logic behind doing so; “Slaves
are for the pleasure of their owner,” I told her, ignoring the hurt
look on her face. “They should not be an inconvenience, and feeding
you is an inconvenience.”

After breakfast I decided
it was time to eliminate another inconvenience; her bowel
movements. Melissa’s reaction to my intent surprised me. Rather
than begging against the plug, she simply nodded, asking, “You’re
going to ruin my ass, aren’t you?” My answer was a simple,
“Possibly.” No other comments were made. I had her bend over, then
inserted the plug and inflated it, ignoring the tears streaking
down her face. From then on her bowel movements were utterly
controlled.

During the next few weeks
Melissa and I formed a schedule of sorts. Each morning I would
wake, unchain her from my bedframe and use her mouth and throat for
my pleasure. After breakfast I would go to my shop to churn out
product, returning to make lunch and, once again, enjoy her mouth
on my cock. At 5:30PM I would break for the night, shower and then
enjoy her mouth once again.

An interesting, and quite
surprising, fact was that Melissa seemed to accept her situation
quite naturally. She was unable, in spite of what I had previously
explained, to accept the arm binders as permanent. However, after
displaying to her a similar bondage device, Melissa understood
their apparent permanence. This she took with a surprising grace.
Even more surprising was how soon thereafter our relationship took
on a complexion that very much reminded me of days long
passed.

It was a late Sunday
evening when our common friendly chat turned serious. Quite to my
surprise Melissa, kneeling beside me on the floor, turned to me and
in a soft voice, said, “I know why you did this.”

I muted the television and looked into
her eyes. “Tell me, then,” I said.

“It’s because you love
me,” Melissa said. “You’ve always loved me. With Daddy gone you
think I need someone to protect me.”

I nodded in
acknowledgement. “You don’t think you need protection, do
you?”

Melissa shook her head. “No. I
don’t.”

I smiled, reached out and stroked her
hair. “I guess we have to agree to disagree, then,” I
said.

“What are you going to do
when I need to go to the doctor?” she asked.

“I guess I will get caught
and end up in jail,” I was my simple reply. “Of course, that
largely depends on you.”

Melissa stared at me for a
long time then turned her face towards the television. “You won’t
go to jail,” I heard her whisper.

By the time six months had
passed I had pierced Melissa several times. Her nipples I had
pierced twice; once near the tip of each nipple and then again at
their base. The former was graced with a thick ring, while the
latter had been adorned with an ornate shield that could not be
removed without extraordinary means. Her clitoral hood had been
adorned similarly to her nipples and her labia were graced with a
row of small rings. None of Melissa’s new adornments had made her
happy in the least.

The Shark Plug, now a
permanent installment, was nearly to half capacity. I discovered,
as I am certain did Tom, that anal stretching to the degree I
planned, was a slow process. Having seen fisting accomplished in a
relatively quick time I had assumed this sort of anal stretching
could be done relatively quickly. However, the fact that her ass
was constantly in a state of expanded tension changed things
dramatically. Thus, even a minor expansion of the plug led to a
fair amount of discomfort; too much expansion led to pain. As it
was nearly half full a single pump of the inflation bladder was as
much as Melissa could take.

 


It was a cool October
evening when Marla paid me her first visit since I had enslaved
Melissa. Her standard denim shorts and a t shirt had given way to
warmer blue jeans and a form fitted, long sleeved, cotton blouse;
blue but for white trim. Presently she sat on the couch opposite
me, staring at the girl who knelt beside me.

Until now I had resisted
such a visit, fearing she might be implicated as an accomplice to
my crime should Melissa ever, through some twist of fate, free
herself from bondage and report me to the authorities. Marla, ever
persistent in wanting to see Melissa in bondage had eventually
suggested I gag Melissa. “If she’s gagged she can’t tell me
anything; and you probably have a bunch of those hollowed out
mouthpieces you gave to me and Tom. It would be a normal thing for
her to be gagged knowing what I knew of your previous
relationship,” she had argued. I could find no fault with her
reasoning.

Marla greeted me with a friendly hug
when she arrived. Immediately we parted I offered her a seat on the
couch and a drink. “You’re looking well,” she called after as I
headed to the kitchen. “It looks like being a slave owner suits
you.”

When I returned I handed Marla her
drink – a gin and tonic – and sat on the couch across from her.
Marla grinned at me and took a sip, then said, “I had a look at the
arm binder and it looks like you’ve had her in them for quite a
while. How long to you plan on keeping her this way?”

I pondered the question a
moment and tried to calculate the time. “I guess it’s been about
six months,” I answered. “As far as how long she’s going to be like
that…well, it’s permanent.”

Marla looked at Melissa who was
sitting rather serenely. “You look sexy as Hell, Melissa,” she
said. Then she turned to me. “Seriously, Bill, how long do you
think you are going to keep her arms bound like that?”

“Oh, I was quite serious.
There is no way to unlock those binders,” I informed her. “They are
quite permanent.”

Marla gave me a look of
surprise. Then she looked at Melissa and smiled. “I really didn’t
think you were into permanent bondage, Bill.” Then to Melissa she
said, “I didn’t think you were either; not really.” Marla took a
sip of her drink.

“She’s plugged, too,” I
said.

“Shark plug?” Marla asked?
I nodded. “How big is it?”

“It’s little over half way
inflated,” I told her. “It goes slower as it gets bigger I’ve
learned.”

“It does get a bit slower
as you go,” Marla agreed. “But I was already a good portion of the
ay there when Tom started stretching me. By the time I had it in
six months it was pretty much fully inflated.”

Marla leaned back, drink
in hand, and crossed her legs. “Pretty soon you’ll be able to take
Bill like I can,” she said. “But your ass will never go back to
normal. It’s a pain in the ass, pardon the pun, and it ruins you
for other men. The good thing is that you’ll be able to take Bill
the way I can – hard and fast.”

I was a bit surprised at Marla’s
comments. At first I assumed she was showing a formerly unseen
sadistic side. But as her comments continued I began to wonder if
she were not jealous.

“Can I touch her?” Marla
asked.

Just then the oven timer rang
signaling the completion of the meal I had begun preparing before
Marla’s arrival. “Feel free,” I said as I headed to the
kitchen.

Dinner was a pleasant affair. Marla
caught me up on all Tom was doing; my recent contact with him had
been minimal, and I had only seen him when he occasioned to drop by
to pick up stock. Marla said he had a boyfriend with whom he was
spending most of his time. Since she and I had mostly spoken of
Melissa during our phone conversations she also caught me up on her
life.

After dinner we retired to the living
room and enjoyed some of the beer Tom had given me. Melissa I
allowed to sit on the couch. She, of course, remained
silent.

Not long after we began
talking Marla began inquiring as to my future plans for Melissa’s
bondage. “You told me one time that you made a bunch of fitted
bondage gear for Melissa,” she said. “Are you going to use any of
it?” There was an edge to her tone but I ignored it, preferring to
disregard the obvious jealousy she was exhibiting.

“I haven’t really
decided,” I answered. “Some of it won’t work anymore because of her
boob job.” I made a quick inventory of the things I had made. “I
suppose I could put the posture collar on her but that would
probably make blow jobs on the couch a bit difficult.”

Marla nodded, and then
looked at Melissa. “I imagine the plug has made anal a bit easier
for her to take you take you.” Again, the edge was
there.

“Actually, I haven’t used
her ass once,” I admitted. “It’s been pretty much just her mouth.
Well, I have enjoyed her boobs, but only as a precursor to her
mouth.” I grinned rather unabashedly, adding. “Well, it’s not so
much her mouth I fuck so much as her throat.”

Marla’s eyes narrowed. “She can take
that monster in her throat?”

“Like a pro,” I said,
grinning.

“I don’t see how,” Marla
told me. “I can barely get my mouth around it.”

“Maybe I’ll make you a
slave, too,” I teased. “Then I can train you like I trained
her.”

Marla’s nipples suddenly
hardened beneath her blouse and she shifted uncomfortably. Clearing
her throat, she asked, “What’s with the hair, by the
way?”

Melissa’s hair had grown
out considerably since her arrival. Being far from a hair stylist I
had failed to cut it, and so it was a rather strange looking
combination of black and blond. I explained all this to Marla,
adding. “He did do one thing right. She is pretty much hairless
below the neck – got it lasered off.”

“I had that done years
ago,” Marla responded.

It was nearing midnight when Marla
eventually decided it was time to head home. As we got to the door
she gave me a hug, then planted her mouth against mine and gave me
a deep kiss. “I need therapy,” she told me, then turned and headed
out the door.

Rather taken aback by
Marla’s aggressive posture that night I closed the door and stood
silent for a moment. A few minutes later I sat back down on the
couch, took the last draught of the remaining beer and pulled the
gag from Melissa’s mouth. “That was fun,” I said. “I’m a bit
surprised you didn’t try to let her know I am holding you against
your will.”

“I’m sure she knows,”
Melissa said. There was a haughty tone to her voice that surprised
me. She was quiet for a moment then turned a baleful glare at me.
“How many times have you fucked her?”

“I don’t see as to how
that’s your business,” I told her. “It’s not like we were a couple,
after all.”

Melissa nodded. “You’re right,” she
said. There was still a rather unpleasant edge to her voice. “You
probably fucked her the night you found out about Tom being
gay.”

I winced at her comment. That she was
right filled me with shame. Then I reminded myself of Tom’s
blessing and decided to ignore it.

“Have you fucked her since
you made me your slave?” Melissa asked. “Not that it matters since
I’m just a slave. I guess you can do whatever you want.”

I grinned at her, and then
laughed. “What the Hell are you laughing at?” she
demanded.

Leaning back, I kicked off
my shoes, propped my feet on the coffee table and clasped my hands
behind my neck. “Melissa,” I began, “I forced you to be my slave,
took your arms from you and stuck a plug in your ass; all against
your will. Yes, you took to it well, but it was still against your
will. But after all that…it turns out you’re jealous.
That is why I am
laughing.”

Her response was a
predictable denial. But after some coaxing, Melissa burst out
“Okay, I am jealous. I finally have you and she wants to take you
away. Do you know the worst part if Bill? Do you?”

“Tell me, Mel,” I said
softly.

“The worst part is that I
can’t compete with her,” she told me. “She’s beautiful, willing
and…and most of all she isn’t me.”

“Why would not being you
have anything to do with anything?” I asked.

Melissa appeared to be
fighting back tears. “Because…Marla isn’t fucked up like I
am!”

I stared at Melissa for a
long moment then sat up and grasped her by the shoulders, pulling
her to me in a tight embrace. I pulled back and stared into her
eyes, then told her, “You belong to me now, Melissa. You will never
have to worry about a Rod or a Travis or Chad ever again. I will
never – and I mean never – let you go free. I promise you
that.”

Immediately she burst into
tears.

“Why are you crying?” I
asked.

Melissa’s big, emerald
eyes fluttered as she looked up at me. “I’m crying because I don’t
deserve you. I deserve Rod or Travis or Chad. That’s what I
deserve!” She sniffed, and then her face became a mask of emotional
suffering and more tears began to flow down her reddened
cheeks.

I pulled her tightly against me. I
whispered words of comfort and care and love. But there was nothing
I could say that seemed to ease her pain.

 


Long after Melissa’s tears
had dried we remained seated on the couch talking about her life.
She admitted to the lies she told, detailed her family life and her
long suffering at the hands of those for whom she most cared;
things I had refused to seek out when I had hypnotized her so long
ago. Appalled, I listened as she detailed instances of physical,
emotional and sexual abuse by both friends and family. But of all
the things she told me, of everything I knew, nothing was more
appalling than how she excused them all with a simple shrug and
some outlandish reason as to why she was deserving of such terrible
treatment.

After listening to all she
said, and after calming myself, I remained silent for a long time.
Contemplating all I knew and her behavior since she had come into
adulthood I realized my original assessment of her had been
incomplete. It was not just control she yearned for but punishment
as well. When I shared my assessment Melissa nodded in agreement.
“Maybe,” she said.

It was nearing daybreak
when, exhausted and sleepy, we ended our night. Melissa was both
surprised and pleased when I brought her into my bed. It was as we
lay in bed facing one another, Melissa said, “She loves you, you
know.”

“What makes you say that?”
I asked.

In the dim early morning light I could
see her smile. “Men are so dumb, sometimes.” Melissa chuckled. “I
say that because it’s true. Did you even notice the snarky comments
she made to me?”

“I assumed that was
territoriality,” I said.

Melissa smiled again, and
then sighed. “No. She’s jealous of me, Bill. I think she would
trade places with me in a heartbeat.”

Not knowing what to say I closed my
eyes and began drifting into sleep only to be jolted to full
alertness when Melissa said, “You love her, too.”

“Tell me something,” I
whispered, “Did you enjoy how they treated you?”

“No,” was her
answer.

“Then why did you let them
treat you that way?” I followed, knowing the answer.

Melissa shook her head.
“Because I deserved it,” she said.

I reached out and stroked
her hair, asking, “What about now, Melissa; do you deserve what I
have done to you?”

Melissa was quiet for a
long moment. Finally she answered, “Yes and no,” When I demanded
she explain, she said, “This…all you’ve done to me…whatever you’re
going to do…I deserve it. You deserve it, too. You’ve earned the
right to make me your slave whether I want it or not.” Melissa
hesitated then added, “But I don’t deserve it.”

I repeated her statement in my head;
it made no sense. “I don’t understand,” I told her. “What don’t you
deserve?”

There was another long silence before
Melissa again spoke. When she did she sounded tortured and horribly
sad. “To be happy.”

Saddened by her revelation
I came near to tears, then asked for clarification; “You mean to
say that you’re happy being my slave?”

Melissa nodded then whispered a soft,
“Yes.”

After a few minutes of silence Melissa
asked, “Are you going to do more to me?”

“I’m not sure I follow,” I
answered.

“You said you made a lot
of bondage stuff for me,” she began. “I know there is more than
just the arm binder. Are you going to use it?”

“I don’t know,” I
admitted. “Maybe.”

We spoke not a word for
many minutes as we stared at one another. “I think I’m meant to be
a slave,” Melissa told me.

“I think you are,” I
agreed.

Then she exacted a promise
from me; I was to treat her like the sex toy I once promised to
make of her. Use her, she said, with no regard for her wants or
needs. Above all, she said, “If you love me you can never free
me.”

Promise given we drifted into
slumber.


Epilogue

 


 


In the upcoming months,
Marla became a common visitor to our home. Jealousy being what it
is, there was, of course, some initial tension between the two
girls. In a relatively short time, however, they remembered their
old friendship and became the closest of friends.

As for Tom; after failing
to find any sort of romance that tickled his fancy he buried
himself in work. Shortly after the start of the New Year had worked
out a licensing deal for several of the products I had invented;
most notably the Shark Plug. It would prove to be a windfall for
me, and before long I was in semi-retirement, only working when it
suited my restless needs.

Life had become calm and pleasant. My
closest friends were happy, my slave was happy and I was happy. The
only thing missing, I determined, was open skies and clean air. I
found both in Arizona, just outside the Prescott Valley.

The day of our move was quite
emotional. Tom, who I had assigned the dubious privilege of
organizing the removal and transport of my tools and other
belongings, was in Arizona awaiting my arrival. This left only the
packing of a few personal belongings, the saying of our goodbyes to
Marla, and our actual departure.

The truck packed, and with Marla and
Melissa crying, I gave Marla a heartfelt hug and kiss on the cheek.
“How are you getting on without Tom to give you enemas?” I
asked.

In spite of their divorce,
Tom and Marla had continued living together. It was an amicable
decision the two had made, though one more of convenience and
obligation than anything else; it being impossible for Marla to
give herself enemas with the Shark Plug installed in her
bottom.

Marla grinned, and then
laughed. “Depends,” she said.

Perplexed, I asked, “On
what?”

“Adult diapers, silly,”
she said.

I grinned at the joke then
gave her a heartfelt hug and kiss on the cheek. She was crying
suddenly. “I’m going to miss you,” she said, then turned to Melissa
and gave her a hug as well. “I’m going to miss you, too,” Marla
told her.

After helping Melissa into
the van I took my seat beside her and rolled down the window. “I
want you to visit us soon,” I said to a tearful Marla. She nodded
and promised she would. Then I looked at Melissa in the cab beside
me and smiled, inserted the key into the ignition and started the
engine.

As I put the van in gear
and began to pull away Melissa cried out for me to wait, then
demanded I let her out of the van. “Did you forget something?” I
asked as I reached across to open the door. Immediately the door
opened Melissa shot from the van and ran to where Marla stood
crying.

I waited and watched as
the two women spoke. Unable to hear them I could only watch
Melissa’s armless gesticulating. Several times Marla looked to me
and then back at Melissa as they spoke, leaving me to wonder what
they could possibly be discussing. There were nods and more
gesticulations and then Marla threw her arms around Melissa in a
warm embrace and the two girls began walking to the van.
.

“Are you sure about this?”
I heard Marla say as they approached the open passenger
door.

“Yes. Now help me in,”
Melissa ordered.

Marla virtually pushed Melissa in the
van and then climbed in and closed the door behind.

“Sure about what?” I
asked, utterly without a clue as to what had transpired or why
Marla was now in the van.

Perplexed, I stared at
Melissa who proceeded to inform me that I was now responsible for
them both. “You have two slaves now, Bill; me for oral and Marla
for anal.”

Marla turned slightly red
while Melissa grinned widely and then turned her head to the road
in front of us, demanding, “Now, let’s go home!”

“What about my car and all
my stuff?” Marla wondered aloud.

“You don’t need it;”
Melissa barked, “You’re a slave.”

Thus began our egress from the state
of California.

 


In the five years since
claiming Melissa I have never been happier, and neither have the
two girls. This I know because of the frequency with which they
speak of it and the obvious joy they radiate when sharing my
bed.

The bondage in which I
keep them is identical, and though Marla had some difficulty
adjusting to her inability to use her arms she has never
complained. I admit that I do, from time to time, take out a few of
my more interesting fetishes on one girl or another. I’ve a three
dimensional computer model of both and frequently design new forms
of bondage with which to torment them. They seem to enjoy the
little devices I make as much as they profess to hating
them.

Recently, and on a lark, I ordered a
two-wheeled horse buggy and the necessary gear to make both into
working pony-girls. I can barely wait for its delivery.

 


The End
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