
        
            
                
            
        

    
Dangerous Redemption

By Lance Edwards

ISBN 13: 978-1-935897-36-1

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright © 2010 Lance Edwards

All rights reserved




Part One: Oblivion


Chapter One

Among the many things I used to be, one of the most foolish was an atheist. This wasn’t a matter of strong conviction. It merely seemed the default position for one who’d never encountered anything the least bit supernatural. Then along came Julia, the hottest chick I’d ever picked up – or who’d ever picked me up.

Seeing her for the first time at an across-the-city nightclub made my mouth water, my heart pound and my knees go weak. After that, I was completely captivated. For weeks, I haunted the place, desperate for every glimpse.

Normally I’m attracted to either sculpted Amazons or mobile little sprites. But this was the exception that eradicated the rule. Of utterly average height and build, Julia was still head-to-toe outrageously gorgeous.

Her tiny waist accentuated by flaring hips and a bulbous ass, just as her hard flat belly made her big pointy tits so much more prominent. Revealed by her various skimpy outfits her arms and legs were firmly muscled and her exposed skin without a mark. Her very short but still incredibly fetching hair was shiny as fresh tar, while her coffee-colored eyes mediated between that glossy black and the brownish bronze of her lively, lovely face. Big straight teeth flashed a shocking white when she bared them, and her diminutive nose made a perfect contrast to her strong jaw and haughty cheekbones.

Vibrant and abandoned, she dominated the dance floor. Her singular beauty and hot Latin passion were madly intoxicating. Every guy in the place competed to be her partner. I couldn’t believe it when after a month or more I finally found myself dancing with her one blessed Saturday evening.

Slim and wiry, barely an inch taller, I’m of European descent. Yet somehow, I’ve escaped the white-boy curse of being rhythmically challenged. The neighborhood girls taught me how to dance growing up, and I’m actually quite good at it. Still it was all but impossible to keep up with this incredibly alluring dervish.

Bumping and grinding salaciously against me, undulating like water and whirling like a top, she had me panting like a dog (and lusting like one too) in seconds. Yet for half an hour Julia kept this up, pushing my stamina and arousal far past previous limits. Finally, I seemed to pass some private test. When the last song lapsed, she gave me a satisfied smirk and clasped my hand even tighter.

“Come on, boy. Buy me a drink. I’m Julia.”

“Mark,” I managed, hardly able to credit this development. “I’d love to.”

She drew me after her toward the bar.

Clearly a respected regular, Julia forced her way to the front. Space was made for us, and she pounded her free fist down.

“Shots!” she demanded, “Cuervo Black, lemon and salt!”

Quickly they appeared before us.

Julia brought up our linked hands, licked her own and then suggestively wetted mine. Still not releasing me, she salted us both. Head swimming already, I followed her lead by picking up my glass with my free hand. Somehow, I found my guts and voice.

“Here’s to you, beautiful!” Deferentially I toasted her.

“Here’s to me,” she calmly agreed. Then again, following her lead I bent to our clasped hands to lick up the salt.

Her dark eyes stayed on me as we drew together, and my heart jumped as our cheeks brushed. Our licking tongues were less than an inch apart. Then we were tossing back the shots (oh boy did I need mine) and sucking on lemon wedges.

Still holding hands, we discarded the latter. Then without a flicker of expression, Julia made my life.

“Pay up. We’re going to my place. I’m going to fuck you.”

Somehow, I contained my amazed elation. This girl was unbelievable!

“Whatever you say, m’ lady,” I imagined I was being cool, not offering an honorific. But right away, she accepted it as such.

“Whatever I say,” she agreed again most seriously. Only I didn’t realize how serious she was until we’d made it to her house (isolated amid a block of abandoned industrial buildings) and upstairs into her rather creepily appointed bedroom.

There she lit over a dozen tall black candles, and put on some wildly jamming Carlos Santana. Then turned on me and violently ripped off all my clothes.

Popping buttons and tearing seams indiscriminately, she destroyed my stylish garments in seconds and then shoved me brusquely down onto her enormous bed. As I caught my breath, rode my whirling head and sought to process all this, Julia yanked open a nearby cabinet and produced two sets of shiny steel handcuffs.

Whoa!

What had I gotten myself into here? Somehow, I again found my voice.

“What-what-what are you going to do with those?” I stammered.

“What do you think I’m going to do, stupid?” Julia sneered. “I am going to chain you to my bed. And you ain’t fucking leaving it until I’m damn good and done with you! In fact, I fully intend to fuck you absolutely senseless, until you’re out of your ridiculous mind. And if you value having anything left of that mind or even of your pathetic original self when I’m done, you had damn well better not ejaculate! At least not until I allow it. Believe me, failing me like that could cost you everything you have or ever will!”

Holy SHIT! Was this chick serious?

Clearly she was. Yet as unnerving (and obviously foolish) as it was to let a total (not to mention possibly crazy) stranger incapacitate me, I couldn’t resist. Obviously such a dominant woman would not take no for an answer. So what else was I to do: run out naked on the finest piece of ass I’d ever seen, much less managed to hook up with? Forget about it! Fucking a girl this gorgeous was worth whatever it cost.

In fact, the unexpected even added a dangerous spice of excitement (as if I needed it) to this impossibly compelling encounter. My cock was so hard it hurt as beautiful Julia locked each wrist into one cuff of her matching manacles. Then she spread my arms wide above me and linked the others to thick wooden bars (their finish extensively scarred) set into the solid oak headboard.

After that, I lay helpless in the middle of her sumptuous duck-down mattress, watched in disbelief as Julia picked up my ripped pants, and located my wallet. Without even a glance at me, she emptied it of cash. Stowing that thick sheaf of bills – shit, almost half a week’s pay – into her purse, she paused to sniff up several sparkling lines of high-grade cocaine. No wonder she needed the money. Then she began to strip. Too (literally) captivated and intimidated to protest at being so blithely robbed, I settled for staring avidly at Julia’s heavenly body as it was bared. As anticipated (and perhaps even proper), this incredible sight was worth the seven hundred dollars or so she’d just taken.

Forget about what I’d already seen: her satiny Latin skin was the same unblemished, exquisite shade of bronze everywhere. But now that flawless flesh was gleaming bright gold in the candlelight, as though both burnished without and intrinsically lit from within. Her close-cropped hair hid nothing of this, and I eagerly drank in every inch. The curve of her neck, the set of her shoulders, the slender small of her back: these amazed and aroused me no less than her familiar well-muscled limbs, pear-shaped rear and firm, upswept, perfectly matched oversized breasts. So dark they seemed almost black, her finally revealed nipples made big, hard, half-inch pegs centered on expansive alveoli. Glossy jet indeed was her trimmed-up pubic patch, and my fear-dry mouth watered at the sight of her finally revealed slit.

“Oh, my God, you’re so incredible,” I helplessly moaned, as Julia tossed her panties aside and purposefully approached the bed. Bounding atop my bound body and glaring down from only inches away she instantly corrected me.

“I am not your God!” she yelled. “I am your fucking Goddess! And so you will always address me! And I am indeed incredibly incredible! You, on the other hand, are a weak, worthless male and pathetic peon! And I’m going to bless you far beyond belief tonight by using you for my every depraved pleasure!” Julia paused for a second, checking me for signs of rebellion. Finding none, she proceeded.

“Of course, this is an honor so far beyond your worth that you could spend an eternity in my service and never deserve it! Therefore, you will meekly submit to me absolutely! You will satisfy me completely if you ever wish to leave. Understood?”

Holy fuck, was she unnerving! Julia was so fearsomely beautiful, so implacably determined and steely unyielding! She scared the fucking shit out of me. Yet having that incredibly strong, springy body squashed atop mine instantly eradicated any last remnant of will I might have harbored. Julia’s surpassingly potent sexuality had enslaved me the instant I saw her after all. Now with her amazing body upon me it claimed me absolutely. Instantly subservient, I obeyed without blinking.

“Yes, Goddess!”

“Good. I am going to take you now!” Striking with the swiftness of a snake, Julia’s face suddenly darted down and her thick lips battened on mine. Thrusting her tongue inside me, she began kissing so aggressively that all I could do was open my mouth, accept, and enjoy that oral onslaught. For many long minutes, she hungrily devoured me, while I lay quiescent beneath her and felt my impossibly hard cock throb.

Crushed flat by her straddling crotch, with my sensitive underside gripped by her slick groove, I moaned with maddening need and yet dared not even lift my hips. Already leaking pre-come I had no idea how I’d ever be able to hold off ejaculating once she actually started fucking me. Apparently, I still had quite a while yet in which to worry about this though.

My new Goddess Julia seriously believed in foreplay. From voraciously probing the opening of my face, her mouth soon wandered down to fasten on my neck. There she began sucking like a starving vampire, ratcheting up our mutual excitement until I was keening with need. Reveling in that madly erotic draining sensation, I somehow found myself fantasizing about actually being such a victim.

Talk about kinky! Just by giving me hickies, Julia already had me belonging to her in the weirdest way. And the more angry red love-bites she left all over my throat, the more bizarre the fantasies that accompanied her ravenous suckling.

I was a tender young virgin, and she an ageless succubus. Being drained of my blood and soul simultaneously, I gladly entered into her eternal service without a care for what it cost me. I moaned as my humanity left me, reveling in being reduced to a mere empty shell. I was less than chattel, a mere shadow of a being forevermore in thrall to the dark deity claming me. Oh how madly horny she was making me! But at last, Julia finished feasting at my throat and moved down to attack my nipples.

Not only did she lick and suck these. She bit and pulled them too. Seizing them in her teeth, she stretched them out from my body until I whimpered piteously. One after the other she aroused and abused these fundamental foci, until I found myself thrashing beneath her, turned on and pained in equal measure. More voracious by the minute Julia soon moved on to enjoy the rest of me – though not without leaving a potent reminder.

She slid up my body until she was straddling my belly, leaving my erection (wet with her discharge) to strain upward unattended. Reaching above me, she slid open one of three thin drawers set side by side in the headboard. From this, she withdrew a short length of fine steel chain with large toothed clamps at either end. Right away, she clipped each of these onto my tender erect nipples, bringing an involuntary cry of pain from me. Then Julia again fell atop me, this time burying my face between her breasts.

Incredibly aggressive, she proceeded to maul me sexually. Twining her fists into my shoulder-length hair, she held my head tight and began twisting her torso violently side to side. Growling angrily she thrashed my face with those wonderfully sumptuous tits: slapping my cheeks with their heavily hanging weight and scraping their large hard caps roughly against me. Pausing repeatedly to bury my mouth and nose in the silken press of her cleavage Julia smothered me to the point of autonomic panic before resuming her amazingly energetic battering. Finally, however she had a need I could not passively meet. She ceased her urgent twisting by pressing her taut left breast tightly against the lower half of my face, its protuberant nipple forcing its way between my lips. Naturally, I accepted this eagerly, and was only too happy to follow her harshly barked orders.

“Suckle me male! Feed my need for suzerainty!”

Suckle her I did, with all my energy and skill. In addition, when Goddess demanded that I use my teeth as she, had I nibbled, nipped, and even chewed on that rubbery tip, bringing cries of masochistic ecstasy from her. She paused then to batter me briefly about some more, grinding that spit-slick point hard against my entire face before forcing the other nipple upon me for equally fervent treatment. All this time of course my poor cock remained utterly ignored – which was probably a good thing. Writhing in place, chafing my wrists against the tight manacles, I became more outrageously turned on by the instant. Pulsing with the rapid beat of my heart that harder-than-ever hard-on showed no inclination toward softening. Eager as I was to put it to use I still dreaded the challenge of trying to maintain it once that holy ecstasy was finally upon me.

Of course, my trial of suspense was far from over. As I’ve indicated, Goddess Julia’s coked-up idea of foreplay was as sustained as it was incredibly aggressive. Finally satisfied with my work on her breasts Julia yanked them away from me. Rising to her knees, she moved forward until she was straddling my face. Looming above me she began to finger herself, coaxing open the glistening pink of her labia. Pulling upward she un-hooded her clitoris, which proved to be remarkably large as it sprang forth – by far the biggest I’d ever seen. Lowering herself to push this against my mouth, she continued ordering me about in the most scathing fashion – a manner I for some reason found to be as perversely arousing as the rest of her imperious personality.

“Suck on it, boy! Suck it like it’s a dick, and you nothing but a cheap little cocksucking slut. That’s what it is, after all. A clit is a penis that never developed in the womb. So suck my cock until I come all over your face!”

Let’s have no misunderstanding here. I don’t have a homo bone in my body. I have nothing against gays of course. That’s the worst kind of bigotry. And I find lesbian sex as exciting to watch and fantasize about as any guy. But the idea of man-on-man intercourse is unspeakably repellent to me. If someone tried to stick a cock in my mouth, I’d undoubtedly puke all over it. So it wasn’t the image this Goddess was conjuring I found so inexplicably arousing. It was the sense of coercion, the feeling that she could force me to do absolutely anything she wanted and that I was utterly helpless to resist her. Charged to overflowing with this electric excitement I formed my lips around that tender protrusion (practically the size of Julia’s erect nipple tip) and suckled it as fervently as before. And as she continued to verbally humiliate me, I burned ever hotter for her.

“That’s right peon, suck my big stiff erection. Service it like you can’t get enough. Your entire existence is now about providing me with pleasure. So get on with it slave! Suck me off, you disgustingly greedy slut!”

Apparently, I was already providing her with plenty of pleasure. Soon Julia lapsed into incoherent moans, and began thrusting her crotch rhythmically against me, forcing her ever more engorged clitoris in and out of my pursed, sucking lips. She was actually fucking my mouth with it as though it were indeed a penis. Her fingers again knotted in my hair, holding me helpless as she used me, and oh, my own unacknowledged cock throbbed, bobbed, and seemed to radiate enough heat to warm the entire house.

Five short minutes of this and those moans turned to cries, which in turn escalated to piercing screams that seemed to reverberate around the high-ceilinged room. I had a second to wonder about the neighbors, another to recall the isolated nature of the house, and then Julia thrust hard against my face, crushing me into the pillow, and going as rigid as a statue. Then my mouth was flooded with liquid as she ejaculated.

Once again, this was unprecedented in its magnitude, and I almost choked as she gushed into me. Her issue overflowed my lips, and then promptly smeared all over my face as Goddess gasped and growled and began grinding her crotch roughly against me. Trimmed short enough to form wiry bristles her pubic hair scoured my lips, chin and cheeks, abrading me mercilessly, and the heavy press of her vulva and surrounding saddle so restricted my breathing that I could only get scant sips of air through my nose. Still she held my head tight in her fists (pulling my hair painfully), crushed me beneath her and rocked atop me until every shuddering throe of her extravagant climax had run its course. Then she rose up just enough to permit me helplessly gasping access to her sticky, dripping genitalia.

“Clean me, peon! You caused this mess, now tidy it up!”

Still madly if inexplicably excited about being so abusively used I eagerly complied, lapping away at every crevice, fold, and silken surface. And even when I had, her pristine I continued licking and probing with my tongue and nibbling with my lips, performing the expert cunnilingus she’d not given me a chance to earlier. This quickly got Goddess groaning again and encouraged I became ever more fervent in my attentions. Soon enough though I was forced to revert once more to that state of humbly submitting passivity Julia’s innate aggression required and which I found so surprisingly stimulating.

“Just stick your tongue up me as far as you can and keep it there!” she ordered vehemently. “Let me fuck it like a dick!” And of course, she proceeded to do just that.

Once again my hair was painfully pulled by the roots as my head was held captive by fists and thighs; once again my face was roughly abraded as it was rudely ridden by pumping hips and a rocking crotch. Once again, I found myself struggling to breathe as her pussy obstructed my airway, and soon this difficulty increased to a seriously distressing extreme. Then once again, I experienced a perversely compelling frisson that would have enormous implications for my future.

After wildly fucking my outthrust tongue to another incredible climax, Goddess Julia suddenly shifted fractionally forward before once again using her wet, fragrant crotch to compress my captive head deep into the pillow. Now though the heavy press of her flesh not only sealed away my mouth but completely blocked my nostrils as well. And she showed no intention of moving despite my sudden frantic struggles. She even giggled sadistically at me as she effectively smothered me.

Overwhelmed by panic I thrashed about, scraping the wooden bars my wrists are cuffed to even as I chafed those wrists worse than they already were. Of course those bars were also already deeply scored by the struggles of Goddess knew how many bound men who’d suffered here previously. However, I was well past worrying about damaging the woodwork or even the far more vulnerable flesh and bone of my suddenly extremely peripheral extremities. Eyes bulging I looked up past the flat plane of her belly. Between the shadowed rounds of those heavy breasts, Julia’s bared teeth gleamed and her dark eyes sparkled with mirth as she peered down at me.

“I am your Goddess, yes? Then you should always be prepared, even eager to make the ultimate sacrifice for me. To give up your life to my sexual service would be the most surpassing ecstasy possible, ensuring an eternity of rapturous submission to me as a favored member of my heavenly harem. And what better way to pass on to that blessed state could there be than suffocating under my pussy? You should be grateful for such a gloriously rare ascension!”

Flickering fire-gold shone on Goddess’ flawless skin, lined her tar-black hair and danced in her impishly glittering eyes. Despite my most violent, adrenaline-fueled struggles, she remained implacably in place, easily subduing my attempts to dislodge her and taking a fiendish glee in my panicked reaction. Yet she remained inconceivably beautiful to me, her effortless omnipotence madly arousing even in my extremity.

Darkness began to close in on me, a tunnel vision through which she loomed remotely above me in celestial splendor, truly a deity of wondrous femininity just waiting to triumphantly claim me. My energies exhausted at last I slumped into flaccidity and willingly took the option she’d afforded me, surrendering my soul to her eternal possession even as consciousness fled and my mortal life seemed certain to follow suit.

But of course, that wasn’t the end. At that penultimate moment Goddess’ richly appreciative laughter pealed forth again and her smothering weight lifted off my face. The air of the room, warm and redolent of her sex as it was, instantly revived me, and as I gasped and panted in renewed respiration the room spun about me, a vertiginous career that was sickening and yet desperately welcome. Still beautiful Julia laughed on and on, and when my head finally steadied, it was to see her still towering over me in all her irrefusible loveliness, grinning down and smugly shaking her head.

“Forget about it, male! You haven’t nearly earned admittance to my harem yet. I haven’t even tried your cock for heaven’s sake! Let’s see what that thing can do for me before I even begin to consider adding you to my mortal stable. Then you’d still have an interminable purgatory to endure there before achieving the transcendence you seek. In the meantime, let’s wallow in the garden of earthly delights for a while!”

Swiftly coke fiend Julia backed down my body until she was straddling my quivering legs and confronting my still amazingly upright prick. Still gratefully scooping in huge panting breaths through my open mouth, feeling my heart gallop in my chest, I felt rather drugged my own self. Everything around me seemed drenched in exquisite significance. The irregularly spaced candle flames gleamed spectacularly, the black satin sheets and depthless duck down mattress cradled me in incomparably smooth softness and my crazed lover’s body seemed the absolute epitome of feminine desirability. Everything seemed newly minted that very moment, specially conceived to entice me and imbued with a thrilling nimbus that reached me on a level just beyond the subliminal.

Perhaps it was merely the swooning relief and oxygen rush after an overload of adrenaline. But the sense of heightened, almost paranormal clarity that suffused me not only rendered the entire scene in excruciating detail but also raised my emotional awareness as keenly as the perceptual. As Goddess Julia gripped my throbbing erection in her fist and began briskly, pumping on it the sensation was more exquisitely arousing than anything in my experience was.

Despite (or surely because of) my recent brush with mortality I was instantly brimming with desperate carnality. Within a dozen strokes of her strong right arm (those incredible breasts jiggling an amazingly exciting dance); Julia had brought me to the brink of orgasm and over. Helpless to prevent this appalling proof of inadequacy I cried out both in wretchedly guilty release and woeful terror at what this felony might cost me as my balls suddenly convulsed and my hot load fountained messily out of me.

Of course, that cost was unfathomably excessive, both on the instant and in its incredible eventual entirety. Despite Goddess’ dire threats and obvious capability to carry them out, I’d failed her miserably, and in her view clearly deserved the worst. She lost no time in meting out my initial punishment.

“How DARE you!” she screeched. Instantly she released my still spouting prick and slammed her hard fist directly into my balls. Then as I writhed, retched, and tried fruitlessly to come to terms with the nuclear bloom of red-hot agony that exploded within me she continued her furious tirade.

“I warned you! Didn’t I warn you what would happen if you failed to satisfy me, if you dared to come before I gave my permission? It seems you want to go straight into my heavenly kingdom without even any earthly pleasures or interminable purgatory in my basement stable first! Believe me, when you go by that route you’re nothing but the lowliest slave up there, fit only for eternal toilet service!

“At the very least you may have just sacrificed the ability to ever climax again, either here or in the afterlife with that appallingly egregious sin! We’ll just have to see. It depends on how much other pleasure – and recompense – I can extract from of you this evening. Besides punishing you extensively and draining you of everything of mortal value, I have at least one other particularly rewarding use for a disgustingly weak and sinful piece of shit like you. There’s more than one way to fuck a man after all. So you just wait here and think about what you’ve gotten yourself into. I’ll be back in a bit. I need to coke back up and get properly outfitted for this action!”

Seething with fury, Goddess Julia rose above me. She climbed off her enormous, cloud-soft bed and disappeared through a nearby door – probably a closet. Still gasping, weeping, and broiling with a sweat of nauseated agony, I was left alone to follow orders and contemplate my suddenly hideously precarious situation.




Chapter Two

Gradually the agony subsided enough for me to think properly. Yet this was the last thing I wanted to do. Every time I tried to get my head around Julia’s outrageous threats and their murderous implications (serious or not?), I kept being diverted by the strangely compelling memories of being pitilessly smothered, and the almost hallucinatory aftermath of that.

Never had any experience been so arresting – or arousing. Never had I achieved such sublimity of perception, or reached an orgasm so easily. Then of course, there was Julia herself: so surpassingly lovely and desirable, fearsomely demanding, cruelly dominant and effortlessly omnipotent. She truly seemed a goddess of sorts, and worthy of my instant unlimited devotion. Already the thought of the agony she’d just inflicted on me was being subsumed by other memories: the taste and shape of her nipple in my mouth and the firm warm press of the breast behind it; sucking her engorged clitoris while she thrillingly humiliated me; and most of all the slick groove of her sex sliding along the rigid underside of mine as she lay undulating atop me, her hot mouth fastened insistently upon my throat and engendering the most exciting of submissive fantasies…

Even had I been free to get up and flee (unconsciously I rattled my shackles, perversely reveling in the helplessness of my bondage) it was doubtful I’d have been able to make myself do so despite the very rational fear for my life beautiful Julia inspired in me. Like a moth drawn to a flame, I was so mesmerized by the brilliance of her attraction that I was able to disregard its possible fatality. Finally, overwhelmed by contradictions and confusion, I sought distraction from this turmoil in a study of my surroundings.

I had been too captivated by the spell of Julia’s presence to take in any but the most general features of her bedroom yet: its high-ceilinged spaciousness, the enormous square bed, the rather sinister ambiance created by its décor. Now I had leisure to really register each feature. And sinister it certainly was.

The overwhelming impression was of darkness. The brightness of fifteen or so flickering candle flames (perched on shafts of thick black wax) seemed not only to sink but actually be sucked into the identical, nearly unrelieved blackness of the walls, ceiling, floor and bedding. Everything but the darkly varnished oak of the bed itself (the only piece of furniture other than a compact stereo and that tall steel cabinet) painted a deep flat black, and heavy curtains of sable silk and a deep-pile black carpet completely concealed the windows and floor. There were only two further exceptions to this creepy totality. A large mirror, eight feet wide by six high, affixed to the wall just above the head of the bed. On the opposite wall, reflected in this, the stenciled cover art from Pink Floyd’s iconic Dark Side of the Moon album: a central triangular prism, with a slender beam of white entering one side and a rainbow fan of color exiting the other.

This musical motif recalled the aural component of the room’s sinister ambiance, long unheeded but surely continuously contributing. In the same lunar spirit it was Santana’s Moonflower playing, a double album consisting almost entirely of long, wailing electric guitar jams, each track and even note seemingly sustained more than the last: a fluid, ceaseless, melodic river of sound overflowing with Latin passion.

For a bit, I let this entrancing flow carry me thoughtlessly along, gazing at everything in general and nothing in particular. It was enough to just lie there naked, spent and helpless, feeling a twining of unease and excitement inside me as I waited for the goddess of this particular universe to return and wreak whatever terrifying and exciting vengeance she had planned upon me. Then out of the gloom above me, my eyes picked out one last feature of this place that had gone hitherto unnoticed. And just like that I was forced abruptly back into an acute contemplation of Julia’s dire warnings and the possibly eternal consequences of my shameful failure to satisfy her.

Centered above the bed, set into that high ceiling and painted an identical jet black, was a motorized winch. Descending a mere foot or so from this, black as well and blending in so effortlessly as to make it nearly invisible, was a thin but stout cable formed into an unmistakable noose.

Holy shit!

Suddenly this went from a kinky if decidedly creepy disporting place to an actual execution chamber! Here was tangible, heart-freezing evidence to give credence to Julia’s nebulous threats and supernatural intimations. Suddenly my heart was racing again; my balls drawing up and astonishingly, my recently exhausted erection springing quickly back up into urgent rigidity.

How in the hell could this sudden mortal terror be turning me on at all, much less so intensely?

The part of me that had reveled in terminal fantasies and even suffocation seemed to have some idea. But before I could drag this into full consciousness the closet door suddenly crashed open, and the deity in question dramatically emerged. Her changed appearance immediately scaled my intermixed terror and arousal to new heights – along with an additional horrified realization that threatened to topple my reason altogether.

Exacerbating my sudden awareness that I rested comfortably if inescapably on a gallows, Julia’s fetchingly short hair and most of her severely lovely face were now hidden beneath the black leather half-hood of a medieval executioner. Only her ears, strong jaw, gleaming teeth and darkly blazing eyes were visible. On her formerly bare limbs, she wore black leather stiletto-heeled boots and knuckle-spiked gauntlets that rose just above the knees and elbows respectively. In one gloved fist, she clutched the handle of a Bowie knife, its enormous notched blade keenly shining, and trailing from the other was the sinuous lash of a bullwhip. Yet it is what is displayed between the bodily extremes that really roiled my insides and made my erection strain traitorously upward.

Julia’s breasts, wondrously upswept and disproportionally large already, were further raised, separated and supported by a scant black harness of thin leather straps glittering with pointy silver spikes. And clinging seamlessly to her hips, low around her waist and cut high around her crotch and buttocks, were tight latex panties of shiny black. Shiny black as well and sprouting out from low down front and center of these however was the instant focus for all my shocked, horrified, terrorized, exquisitely arousing and humiliating realization: a slightly up-curved, fully erect phallus over eight inches long and perhaps one and a half thick.

Immediately almost the last words Julia spoke to me recurred in their suddenly monumental significance. There was more than one way to fuck a man? Indubitable there were multitudinous ways. Yet this one was so depraved that it had honestly never occurred to me.

Of course, I was aware that faggots fucked each other in the ass. But I’d never really considered the matter beyond a distracted disgust and as a fodder for jokes and metaphors. That a woman might force this extreme indignity upon a heterosexual male seemed as shocking as an atrocity.

Naturally, I clamped my legs together, shook my head in desperate denial and began babbling incoherent pleas. Yet as when Goddess Julia had thrust her abnormally large clit through my lips and fucked me with it, degrading me all the while, this even more wildly extreme and perverse prospect blackly and almost sickeningly excited me in the same inexplicable way. And of course, given the far greater magnitude of the depravity on offer, my shameful reaction was correspondingly more powerful.

Nearly swooning with the stew of conflicting impulses swamping me I at least temporarily forgot all about the fatal implications of my devastatingly attractive and fearful lover, my recent proof of inadequacy and the deadly noose impending above me. I only had eyes and brain space for the menacing organ bobbing so jauntily as my omnipotent Goddess brought it closer to me with each cocky stride. Then she spoke, compelling my attention and compounding my uncontrollable upset.

“Prepare yourself for rape, peon. I’m going to fuck your ass until I come about a thousand times. However, don’t think this is your punishment for failing to satisfy me. I was going to do this to you anyways.

“You see, long before I was a goddess I was a helpless child of ten cursed with an early developing bosom and great physical attractiveness. Some asshole male bastards like you took advantage of this.

“They took turns raping me for hours, and the damage they inflicted left me barren. Now I live for the opportunity to exact revenge. Thanks to police indifference – the fucking pigs were all asshole males too – those particular perpetrators got off scot-free, instead of suffering incarceration, repeated rape, castration and execution like they deserved. I consider all men guilty as sin however. And so I take what satisfaction I can by punishing my despicable assaulters by proxy.

“You will be the latest to stand in for them. So go ahead and struggle with me all you like. Every bit of resistance you offer will just enflame and excite me further. And if I find raping you to be particularly satisfying, I just might reconsider dispatching you shriven and sexually useless directly to my harem as a lowly toilet slave. Once again the fate of your eternal soul is in your own hands.”

Just like that, all of my doubts about the seriousness of Julia’s threats were banished. Not only did she mean to kill me if I failed her again but to cut off my genitals too! As she climbed grinning onto the bed and set the whip and knife aside within easy reach, I suddenly couldn’t tear my eyes from this latter object.

Gleaming in the candlelight the heavy blade was about fifteen inches long and clearly honed to a razor edge. As I imagined it slicing effortlessly through the base of my balls and cock that threatened member pulsed paradoxically harder still, and my breath seemed to stick in my lungs. Frozen with inexplicably exciting terror, my skin crawled with gooseflesh, the hair prickled on the back of my neck and despite my mortal jeopardy, I found myself unable to move a muscle. Then Julia knelt by my feet, seized my ankles, wrenched apart my legs and made to move between them. Instantly my strange stasis shattered.

Right away I began kicking and thrashing frantically. All of my terror for my manhood and life, all my unspeakably perverse excitement at my unbelievable predicament and more I poured into my galvanic struggles. Yes, I was urgent to satisfy Goddess’ demand of resistance and possibly save myself. However, this autonomic panic needed no rational reason. Desperate to escape despite the obvious impossibility of this I wrenched against my manacles more furiously than ever, bucked and bounced on the bed and tossed my head violently from side to side. Unexamined at the time, I’ve come to believe this was the last ditch resistance of some innately male self-conception facing certain eradication at the tool sprouting from Julia’s groin.

The prospect of submitting to that organ was incredibly secretly exciting to me on one level and as terribly final as castration and death on another. I would never be the same afterwards, and even if my subsequent life was measured in mere minutes it would be another being entirely who was summarily shriven and dispatched. It was this remnant of the man I used to be before falling into the seductive and transformative clutches of Goddess Julia that was fighting so terrifically for life. Unfortunately, for the former me, that effort was unsustainable and ultimately futile. Even had that primal determination not been insidiously undermined by the emerging persona that craved helpless submission to this icon of feminine omnipotence, that unlimited power embodied in her was far more unconquerable than even my own self-destructive perversion. She could have overcome and taken me in seconds, and only her predatory enjoyment of the thrill of the struggle caused her to draw it out to several intensely exciting minutes.

Forcing her way between my thrashing legs, Goddess Julia fell forward atop me, once again burying my twisting face between her oversized breasts. Her big stiff prick, slick with some kind of lubricant, pressed into my belly and her knees trapped my thighs. Leaving my lower legs to kick fruitlessly about she crushed these to the mattress and nudged them inexorably apart. Her hot breath ruffled my sweaty hair as she hissed excitedly (and excitingly) down at me.

“That’s right my pathetic peon, struggle for all you’re worth! Fight for your junk and your life! If you want either of these to make it through the night you’d better make this experience worth my effort!”

Overcharged with chemical stimulant and overweening zeal she wrestled with me, the hot springy press of her flesh and domineering power arousing me insanely. Aside from my lower legs, the only part of me completely free was my genitals, and oh, how my amazingly urgent erection raged to sheath itself in her surely heavenly wetness!

Panting in synch we struggled maddeningly on, with me writhing and bucking ineffectually beneath her and Goddess pinning me squashed and spraddled to the bed while laughing richly at my helpless terror. Soon enough she trapped my thrashing head between her forearms, and bringing all her weight to bear on me began once again battering my sputtering face with her breasts before smothering me between them.

Spurred by panicked anoxia – and keenly increased arousal – to even greater efforts, I at last managed to shift her enough to snatch a breath and even almost succeeded in throwing her partway off me. And with that playtime was over. Snarling a terrible vindictive curse Goddess Julia suddenly brought a knee up hard into my open crotch, slamming a powerful blow into my balls for the second time in less than half an hour. With that all the strength left my body and I collapsed in retching agony, hers to have her way with to her mad heart’s desire.

She wasted no time.

With my resistance, defeated Goddess Julia rose up and moved back until she was crouching between my spread legs. She lifted these up, hooked her elbows through my knees and fell forward again, raising my ass and legs even as she dropped between them atop me. Despite the agony, roiling in my midsection I remained immensely turned on, and this only increased it. Indeed because it was my Goddess who’d inflicted it on me the pain seemed to add a special spice to my arousal. I could almost envision coming to crave this with enough repetition, like a searing hot sauce in chili, or the particular panic-thrill I experienced when my life seemed threatened. In any case with beautiful Julia sneering and snarling at me through her chillingly impersonal mask only inches away, with the weight of her body squashing my splayed crotch – and my alternately bruised and raging genitals – and the big blunt head of her erection probing roughly for my opening, I was caught squirming between breathless lust and that desperate terror of what this inconceivably shameful experience was about to make of me. Then of course, it was upon me in all its unavoidably invasive reality. Finding access at last Goddess Julia’s long, hard, painfully thick cock suddenly forced its way through my defensively puckering anus. Then aided by its residual lubrication this rammed deep up into me with one unstoppable thrust of the overdeveloped muscles of her butt.

Naturally I cried out in an inarticulate mix of pain, shame, dismay at the quick extinction of my confidently unconscious masculinity and reluctantly excessive arousal at being so fundamentally claimed and changed by my now certainly eternal soul owner. Heaving her body forward, that owner slid into me to the hilt, piercing not only my body to its absolute limit but also my even more vulnerable psyche. Holding my legs spread high and wide above my head, pinning me to the bed in more ways than one, she bared her teeth in a gleaming leer and met my weeping eyes with her own hotly blazing ones through the holes in that black leather mask.

“Take it male! Take every agonizing, humiliating inch! How do you like being raped, huh? How do you like having a big stiff cock forced inside you against your will and then pounded relentlessly in and out until you can’t even walk? Well you’re about to find out you evil, disgusting peon! You’re about to suffer what I did and so much more. I hope it cripples you as a man forever!”

And with that Goddess Julia began fucking me. Pouring all of her hatred, vengefulness, drive to wound, humiliate and subjugate me, along with all of her already considerable cocaine-aided energies into this unspeakably domineering act she rose up onto her toes, gripped my shoulders tightly with her hands and began violently pumping her divinely desirable body against me.

Oh, Goddess it hurt! Oh, it degraded me so comprehensively! It was so incredibly, limitlessly exciting! Grunting with effort Goddess worked her body atop mine, her big firm breasts mashed against my chest, her leather-covered cheek pressed to my tear-wet one, her undulating abdomen rhythmically squashing my iron-hard cock and her glorious weight crushing me deep into the slick soft mattress. But most evocative of all of course was the brutally penetrative thrusting of her cylindrical thickness deep into a part of me that had never known the entrance of anything. Even as she obliterated my anal virginity Goddess Julia instantly eradicated the last remaining vestige of my hesitation to accept a helpless new sexual use to which I was now forever to be put.

All of her inexplicably thrilling dominance of me might have been solely dedicated to preparing me for this ultimate in sexual subjugation. Though I was sobbing uncontrollably, it was more from an overload of emotional intensity than physical or psychological distress – though those made up an essential component of this truly transformational experience. The pain and shame of being forcibly raped were integral to the ultimate sense of submission swamping me, and the harder Goddess drilled herself into my formerly most private self, the more cruelly and completely she made my body and soul her own, the greater the ecstasy of abnegation I wallowed in. Meanwhile mistaking my barking sobs and uncontrolled keening for the undiluted misery, she craved in me inspired viciously vengeful Julia to ever more frenzied efforts of her own, until she was battering me with her hips and stabbing me with her prick in a downright murderous transport. It was as if she believed she could make an exquisitely torturous end to me and all of masculinity if only she wielded the weapon of her cock with sufficient force and fervor. She fucked me; ah, Goddess she fucked my helpless, vulnerable, tender little ass with a frothing, snarling, downright demonic passion, driving me to extremes of sensation, emotion, and physiological arousal more intense than I could ever have possibly conceived. Then she began accelerating her way toward orgasm.

I’d thought I was being brutally butt-fucked out of my impossibly naïve mind. I’d thought Goddess’ pace, power, and drug-aided drive to dominate and punish me were at an impossible peak. How woefully inadequate my imagination, even maybe my innate ability to comprehend the divinity enjoying me! She had bodily resources and sources of malign motivation that beggar description. Soon even that monstrous bed was shuddering with the insane impetus of her pneumatically hammering butt-thrusts, and soon I was screaming right along with her as her already incredible exertions escalated toward some unutterably divine consummation. And yet even when that first peak was achieved, when her piercing screams and accompanying sewing-machine speed reached an unmistakably orgasmic pitch, this transcendent ecstasy was merely a plateau, a jumping off point from which to pursue orgasms number three, four, and five of the evening.

Over the course of the forty or so minutes in which Goddess relentlessly stab-hammered into me, I was of course inevitably left behind while she scaled ever more stratospheric heights of psychosexual abandon. My mortality simply wasn’t the equal of her supernatural needs and abilities. Eventually I was reduced to lying slackly under her unendurable onslaught, fucked to a simmering puddle of unsustainable or relievable arousal and supremely defeated masculinity. Battered insensate, she might have been fucking mud as far as my extensively wounded rectum was concerned. And although her amazing performance and limitlessly intimate proximity kept my own sexual excitement at an excruciating pitch, the impossibility of orgasm for me had driven me into a debilitating delirium by the time Goddess finally gasped and shrieked and stabbed out and into me her most transcendent climax of all. Then as she finally collapsed panting explosively atop me, her perpetually erect prick still buried to the hilt and bodily fluids gluing us together, my bawling of unabashed relief was entirely genuine.

I’d found my sexual calling in life, my singular overriding purpose, that much was obvious. Undeniable as well however was the fact that I was still a contemptible novice at such use. I needed a lifetime at least, if not truly an eternity of such quintessential physical and emotional subjugation to be worthy of such a limitlessly superior goddess. Now if only I could manage to earn the opportunity!

At least I had hours more in which to pursue such a goal.

Once the incomparable Goddess Julia recovered enough to move she withdrew from me, sat on the foot of the bed and smoked a cigarette, eying me appraisingly all the while. Unwilling to risk anything that might ultimately count against me I remained silent and submissive under her scrutiny. Lying limp and splay-legged in my implacable bonds I concentrated on my own slow recovery, eschewing all thought of where this unprecedently extreme and fundamentally transformative night might lead.

Finally, Goddess rose, poured out a hefty portion of tequila and knocked it back without a grimace. She moved to the stereo, replaced Moonflower with an even more jamming instrumental album (Shut Up & Play Your Guitar, by Frank Zappa) and did several more lines of coke. Then, sniffing, grinning, and wiping her nose, she moved purposely back over to me.

“That was fun, my poor little peon. But you still have an unconscionably impudent erection. I seem to remember telling you I was going to fuck you absolutely senseless tonight, until you were out of your ridiculous mind. And we’re obviously not nearly there yet. So we’re going to do that again, and again, until I’ve finally had my fill of you. And you’d damn well better make each time as exciting as the first one. Otherwise an eternity of dick-less toilet service awaits you.”

Again, my glorious Goddess climbed onto the bed, her big cock and breasts bobbing enticingly. Again, she fell eagerly atop me, determined to have her brutal way with me. And again, I struggled wildly against her. This time however despite the dire threat to my genitals, life and afterlife I was unable to muster the same level of frantic resistance. My formerly imperiled and desperately defended self-conceptions had of course long since succumbed to my slavishly submissive new identity, and whether Goddess recognized it or not this act was no longer rape by any stretch of the definition. Despite my incomplete recovery from our previous marathon copulation, I was intensely eager to be so quintessentially sexually subjugated again. And frankly, I was exhausted.

I didn’t have any bottomless wells of vindictive fury to tap, nor did I have any additional artificial stimulant coursing through my bloodstream. Of course, this night of endless adrenaline, unprecedented sexual indulgence, mortal terror and profound personal change had been tremendously debilitating already. All I had to bring to this second extremely unequal wrestling match was the breathless excitement of proximity: to Julia’s heavenly body, lavishly potent personality and the imminent prospect of more intensely arousing domination. To add to this however I was able to muster up a grim determination of my own: to prove myself worthy enough to merit such insanely compelling subjugation on a regular basis. Never had I wanted anything more. So in spite of my leaden limbs I once again bucked and thrashed and kicked and twisted like a madman, whimpering continuously in what I dearly hoped was an enflaming manner as I supposedly fought to protect my non-existent virtue.

Still this was no contest of course. And as I’ve indicated, it was a much lesser of one than before. This time no crushing blow to the testes was needed to incapacitate me. Goddess merely fought me for as long as I was able to maintain an exciting challenge. Then she instantly overpowered me as soon as I faltered. Once again, she flung my legs up over my head, dropped atop me in the missionary position and violently forced herself upon me.

Therefore, to my unalloyed delight the ultimate expression of female domination commenced once again. Goddess Julia clutched me to her body, crushed me into the mattress and fucked, fucked, fucked the absolute shit out of me. Increasingly I found myself unable to contain or conceal my extreme sexual excitement at such appallingly degrading treatment, and finally I quit trying. Though I knew it might be inviting a sentence worse than death (and how inconceivably intense would that experience be, I found myself wondering with suicidal excitement), I considered it unwise to attempt a charade I had little chance of carrying off. Unable to weep and suffer convincingly enough to satisfy Julia’s lust for vicarious vengeance in any case, what further harm could there be in honesty? Perhaps an enthusiastic appreciation of her efforts, an open display of the bottomless devotion she’d coerced from me would provide my salvation where everything else had failed.

The success of this approach remained in considerable doubt.

In response to my growing moans, my lifting of the hips to meet her endless assault and finally my ecstatic cries of agonized affirmation Goddess continuously escalated the savagery of her sadistic sexual attack. Whether this was a consequence of her complementary arousal or an ever more determined effort to wring some modicum of genuine distress from me was impossible to tell. In any event she eventually fucked me longer, harder and even more viciously than before, taking more than an hour this time to pound out a second succession of earringing, exceptionally ass-impaling orgasms that left her temporarily exhausted again and me even more horribly debilitated than before. Yet I remained urgently erect, deliriously aroused and practically foaming at the mouth from my inability to climax during this insanely perverse form of intercourse. Still unsure of where I stood with my Goddess after this, I was soon forced to take the ultimate gamble and clearly articulate my position.

Julia returned from changing the music, gulping another drink and inhaling another prodigious amount of cocaine. Caressing a breast with one hand and pumping her hard cock meaningfully with the other, she grinned evilly down at me lying limp (except for my own irrepressible erection), sweat-drenched and chained inescapably to the bed.

“Well peon, shall we go at it again? And this time I want you to struggle like you really mean it!”

“I can’t,” I whimpered brokenly. “Oh my wondrously beloved Goddess, I just can’t!” This was no lie. My arms were dead to the world, and I felt drained of every iota of energy, will or subterfuge. I had nothing left to offer her but the unvarnished truth.

“How can I possibly struggle against something I want and need so damn much, even to save my eternal soul? I absolutely live for you to fuck me this way now. Even denied climax I’ve found being brutally butt-fucked by you to be the most amazing, exciting, limitlessly fulfilling thing in the world. It just epitomizes our incredibly appropriate relationship. If I could do anything in the world forever, it would be eternally submitting to your magnificently dominating dick. Please, oh please, just come back here and fuck me one last time, even if you decide you then have to do the worst with me!”

Goddess Julia’s eyes widened, and beneath the hood, I pictured her brows arching elegantly with interest. All around us crashed the hallucinatory cacophony of an early Pink Floyd number (I believe it was Interstellar Overdrive or maybe Astronomy Domine) and for a moment this was the only sound in the room. Then Goddess collected herself.

“Well, you are a daring piece of work peon, if disgustingly deficient. Since I haven’t nearly had my fill of fucking you yet I will grant your final wish. Better yet, since you can’t bring yourself to struggle with me, we can explore a few positions my slaves usually don’t get to experience until they’ve been in my stable for weeks. Count yourself incredibly blessed, peon.”

“Oh I do, Goddess, I do!” I babbled with heartfelt gratitude. “Just meeting you is the best thing to ever happen to me! I want nothing more than to belong to you, worship you, and submit to you forever! My body and soul are yours!”

Smirking superiorly at me following this outpouring Goddess climbed once more aboard her gigantic bed, picking up one of the big black satin feather pillows as she did so. Moving between my already spread legs (which I at once lifted and splayed even wider in eager accommodation) she snapped a peremptory order at me.

“Lift up your ass, slave!”

Right away I obeyed, whereupon she wedged that pillow beneath me, elevating my hips so that they were well above my head. Then she moved into place, crouching upright before my infinitely welcoming if horribly sore portal on spread knees. Without any need to subdue me she used her hands to firmly pry my cheeks out wide. Then with a satisfied grunt – matched by a cry of exquisitely pained ecstatic shame from me – she punched her entire thick length deep into me yet again and resumed blessing me with her most divine sacrament.

Truly, this different position had much to recommend about it! Denied the wildly exciting full body contact, the breast-on-breast press of flesh and the intimate mix of panting breaths, there were compensations just as arousing. For one thing, Goddess’ hands were free to grip my thighs where they were folded over my elevated hips. This gave her increased leverage and power in her thrusting of which she took magnificent advantage. In addition, our respective positions made for deeper penetration than before. If she’d formerly been stabbing me with her big blunt penis, now that wonderful weapon was a veritable spear, goring further enough into me to make me a gratefully weeping and gasping virgin all over again.

Whereas previously her lovely face was pressed against mine or panting hotly in my ear, it now loomed visibly over me in all its shining-eyed glory. Surely only the protective half-hood served to keep my own eyes from being burned out of my head by too much unobstructed exposure to the searing cynosure of Goddess’ spectacular countenance. Best of all, in lieu of those wondrously generous breasts being mashed so tactilely against my chest they now thrust out in superlative display right in front of me. First bobbing beautifully, then slapping energetically together, they finally began dancing madly about in all their gorgeously jiggling abundance, as her butt-thrusting, hip-pumping rhythm climbed from rapid to inspired and then once again to maniacally possessed. Yet even this undisputed heaven was eventually superseded.

After pounding me to ecstatic oblivion this way for Goddess only knows how long she inevitably began building yet again toward orgasm. At this point, she required even more power in her movements, and at last leaned forward, propping herself up on palms placed to either side of my face. Then as she once again bludgeoned into me with the speed of an industrial sewing machine and the force of a medieval battering ram those incredibly animated tits hung pendulously just above me.

Drawn out by gravity into elongated udders capped by hugely stiffened tips this configuration alone was mind-bogglingly arousing. Add in the way they flew constantly about just inches from my nose, consider Goddess’ ferally bared teeth, blazing gaze and primal screams as she loomed over me in climactic action, and perhaps you’ll understand why not even the threat of increasingly certain death could outweigh my addictive craving for belonging to this clearly divine being.

Therefore, Goddess Julia fucked herself to her umpteenth orgasm and me quite literally out of my ridiculous mind. Then she lifted my lower body even higher, practically inverting me until only my head and shoulders remained in contact with the bed. Standing over me then she fucked me in the infamous pile-driver position, which made up for what it lacked in practicality with the deliciously extreme degradation it offered me. Finally, confident in the knowledge that escape was the very last thing on my mind, Goddess Julia unshackled my wrists from the headboard long enough to roll me facedown atop a pair of pillows stacked under my groin. Setting one pair of manacles aside, she promptly used the other to lock my wrists together behind my back. Then first kneeling between my spread legs; then leaning over me propped on her arms and finally crushing me beneath her firm, springy, wonderfully muscular body she fucked and fucked and fucked me senseless, just as promised. After she recovered, pulled out of me at last and refreshed herself with another drink, Goddess had to slap me back to full awareness before she delivered her verdict on my suitability for eternal sodomy.

“Well peon, once again I have to admit that was more than moderately enjoyable – not enough for you to escape gelding and an endless perdition of exclusive toilet service however. You cheated us both out of a lot of eminently satisfying suffering.

“I can make up for that though. Besides being a congenitally guilty male, you’re also a limitlessly contemptible sinner guilty of premature ejaculation and denying me the pleasure of riding you. You still have to pay for failing me like that, and in more ways than one. So let’s see how gratifyingly you respond to torture. Perhaps you can earn an eternity of this as well as consuming my waste, if not temporary addition to my earthly dungeon. So prepare yourself for pain like you’ve never even dreamed!”

Callously ignoring my heartbroken sobbing – truly the prospect of never again receiving the heavenly blessing of her piston-driven penis was more torturous to me than death, castration, or any ephemeral physical suffering she might proceed to inflict – Goddess Julia seized my legs, pressed them together and bent them back at the knees. There she used the other pair of cuffs to shackle my ankles, passing the connecting chain through that linking my wrists in the process. Leaving me hogtied and bawling unabashedly then she removed her latex panties and the attached penis, which had given me such a protracted and yet all too brief taste of paradise.

She changed the music again, to some heavy metal outfit I was unfamiliar with. In any case, its bludgeoning beat, hoarse, incomprehensible vocals and screeching guitar riffs set my teeth on edge – music to eviscerate puppies by perhaps, or torture some particularly sensitive, discerning and well-deserving soul. Then after yet another heroic intake of cocaine, she strode over to her bedside cabinet and began rummaging within it for whatever sinisterly designed items she needed for punishing me.




Chapter Three

Once again I waited, this time in terrible trepidation and despair.

There was no nebulousness about the immediate future now, and very little about the indefinite. Goddess had been perfectly explicit about her intention to horribly torture me, and her conviction that I was unworthy of further sodomy seemed unshakable. Likewise, her determination to castrate and execute me before morning remained unwavering. As for spending a hopelessly pining eternity relegated to fawningly consuming her bodily waste, the truth or not of this would soon be proved. However, as I had freely and emphatically acknowledged her to be my Goddess, the Supreme Being I had willingly pledged my soul to, it seemed more than likely I would end up doing just that.

Sobbing miserably at this state of affairs and yet still desperately in love with and wholly devoted to my chosen deity, I struggled simultaneously against bonds of high-tensile steel and even more implacable emotional ones.

My ankles and wrists were chained up tightly together behind me. Before this night, I’d never been restrained in my life. Now I was cruelly hogtied.

Hogtied! I rolled the powerfully evocative word around my head even as I rolled futilely back and forth on the bed. Hogtied, I was hogtied.

The term conjured up images of frantically kicking rodeo calves having their limbs lashed together, and far more apt, a trussed-up suckling pig awaiting slaughter.

That was me: a helpless little piglet, all bound up and waiting for my pitiless owner to kill and consume me. The sense of degradation this engendered was bottomless. My face burned with humiliation. Then my recently unearthed perversion for submission flared to life as well, bringing with it a long-delayed realization.

From my first fantasies of vampirism to the easy obliteration of my previous identity and especially my uncontrollable excitement at being slowly suffocated, my newfound self-conception as a helpless but willing victim of my sexual superior quite logically found its ultimate expression in inviting the prospect of death at her hands.

Yet even while understanding the irrationality of this compulsion I remained powerless to resist it. That in itself was illuminating. That the allure of this imperious female’s incredible desirability and inconceivably potent sexuality should overwhelm even my most basic instinct for self-preservation suddenly seemed proof positive of her divinity. My formerly mysterious acquiescence in the face of imminent extinction made perfect sense in this light, and I suddenly found myself free to fully indulge it.

The pain in my raw wrists as I struggled, the exquisite futility of my efforts, the pathetic misery of my condition, my reflexive animal terror and even the (almost) total certainty of my approaching end now combined in a deliciously sickening excitement as I breathlessly anticipated the commencement of that slow, torturous finish. Hard as a red-hot rock, throbbing like a particularly vulnerable external heart, my now indefatigable erection signaled more clearly than anything did my suicidal eagerness to make that ultimate sacrifice to my Goddess. Reveling in this I squirmed and crushed it deliberately between my body and the bed that I didn’t expect to leave alive. Yet despite all this, I still discerned a faint hope in one possible interpretation of her latest decree.

Perhaps this admittedly welcome consummation could still be postponed.

Perhaps I still could earn addition to her fabled earthly dungeon. And perhaps in the interminable purgatory there I might again receive the incomparable blessing of her violating prick, or even (blasphemous thought!) eventually be allowed another opportunity to sexually pleasure her myself. Perhaps the possibility even existed for me to overcome my many innate deficiencies and enter her heavenly harem as a favored slave after all. In that case, if my remaining time in Goddess Julia’s mortal presence could be measured in weeks, months, or even years rather than hours and minutes, how much more intense, exciting, arousing, rewarding and transcendent would my eventual ascension be after so much more anticipatory build-up?

As far as hopes went this last one was faint indeed. Yet the possibility burned brightly enough for me to do as Goddess decreed, and prepare myself properly for the terrible torture approaching.

She wanted to find my reaction particularly gratifying. Yet of what did that consist? Did she want to see me stoical and resilient or wildly demonstrative of my unendurable excruciation? Perhaps being enthusiastically, masochistically avid for every increase in it would be preferable. How was I to know? The difference between heaven and hell hung from the slenderest of threads here. Yet I was just too excited, debilitated, and emotionally overwhelmed to think the matter through.

At last, I realized I’d have little option in my reaction besides the honest one anyways. As with the previous ordeal, once I was in extremity my response would speak for itself regardless of any strategic considerations I might make. I could only pray to my blessed, beloved Goddess that it would be the right one.

Therefore, I steeled myself: coming to rest at last with my urgent erection pressed firmly between the flesh of my groin and the mattress. Rocking my bound-up body back and forth on it and wallowing in my finally explicable yet no less madly compelling excitement, I deliberately stimulated myself physically and emotionally in preparation for the upcoming ordeal. Whimpering and still giving voice to the occasional choked sob, I watched in bated expectation as beautiful Julia finally backed away from the cabinet. Her strong, gauntlet-clad arms clutching and cradling an esoteric assortment of objects, she kicked the door closed with a black-booted foot and turned back to me. Smiling with delighted, sadistic zeal at the prospect of inflicting extreme suffering on me she strode eagerly up to the bed. Then one by one she began adding items to the bullwhip and Bowie knife already lying next to me.

First, she set out a small remote control with a single unlabeled switch. Then grinning significantly at me, she lifted a handheld taser and pressed the trigger. Electricity sparked and crackled between its pointy poles, and I swallowed hard in a suddenly dry throat as she added this weapon to the growing collection on the bed. Next came a big battery operated vibrator and a dildo even larger than the one she’d used on me and equipped with an angled handle. Goddess set these aside by themselves however, indicating perhaps that they were intended for later use, not so for the rest of her increasingly unsettling items however.

Two sets of large hemostats appeared: toothed surgical instruments intended to clamp off severed blood vessels, which I’d often seen pressed into use as handy roach clips. I highly doubted that would be their function here. Perhaps the bit of home surgery she had planned for me was even closer than I feared!

Moaning with sick excitement I rocked harder on my desperately pulsing, blood-filled engorgement, milking it for every bit of pleasure I could while I still had it. Meanwhile I watched mystified as Goddess next set out a very small leather collar fitted with a pair of rings and a number of heavy lead disks, like dumbbell weights for a pygmy. What on earth are those for? No matter. The final items were more readily recognizable. One was a hand whip of about a dozen braided and knotted foot-long nylon thongs, the next a rather complicated harness of buckling leather straps linked by small steel rings. The nexus of this was a wide, thick strip of black leather with a large plastic ball of blood red fixed to the inside. Clearly this was the kind of gag used by aficionados of bondage games – which I now indubitably was, though this was obviously no game.

The last object was also of blood-red plastic. Tapered on one end and conical for most of its seven-inch length, the other end beyond the wide base of the cone featured a short, narrow neck, with a small dial set into its terminus. Perhaps four inches through at the cone’s greatest breadth and one at its narrow neck, Goddess’ use for this enigma didn’t penetrate me (double entendre definitely intended) until she produced a tube of sex gel and began to lubricate it heavily. Then despite the extensive, exquisitely painful-pleasurable use to which my tight little fuck-hole had already been put I sucked in an automatic gasp of horrified understanding. Goddess laughed richly at this reaction, and rubbed it in before shoving that in.

“That’s right peon! You need a butt plug, and not just for its torturous effects. I’ve been known to beat the shit out of peons like you, and I don’t mean that just figuratively. And nearly everyone loses their bowels upon ascension to my heaven. I will not have you fouling my air or soiling my sheets!”

With that, Goddess hefted her glistening, diabolic object by its narrow neck and climbed onto the bed. She moved behind me and maneuvered it under my locked-together limbs until its tapered tip kissed my still substantially dilated opening. Accepting the inevitable (and damningly thrilled beyond belief at the approach of such extremely agonizing and humiliating subjugation), I cocked my hips upward, raising my ass to accept that monstrous intrusion. Then I clamped my teeth together hard, wishing for a bullet to bite on as my giggling Goddess began to force that enormous plug in.

At first it wasn’t too bad – or good, depending how you classify madly excited, shamefaced agony. Due to recent anal adventures, I hardly even felt the entrance of the first inch or so. Then as my sphincter began to stretch far past anything nature ever intended I went from whimpering and twitching to shuddering and sobbing to pouring out rivers of sweat and trying desperately not to scream. Soon ‘trying’ was not an option however, as my eliminatory exit (now also an entrance of the most mortifying sort) was forced open to the diameter of a birthing mother’s dilated cervix. Great glassy cramps and a tearing sensation that felt surely fatal forced scream after scream of extreme excruciation from me as I was stretched tremendously. Finally, however the point of maximum circumference was passed and my sphincter was allowed to snap closed around the relatively narrow neck that now protruded from my anus. Still that tight ring of muscle felt hardly tight at all, as though sapped of elasticity for all time. Meanwhile my insides were now so outrageously stuffed that I felt as though I hadn’t taken a crap in a year. Agonizing cramps and uncontrollable spasms still wracked me, and I sobbed, squirmed, and ground my raging hard-on against the bed as I simultaneously reveled in the extremity of my distress and fought futilely to come to terms with it.

As desperate as my body was to expel that monstrous occupier, I had to wonder if that would even be possible. Going in it had the benefit of its tapered shape, and the stretching of my sphincter had been relatively gradual. Removing it backward all at once was sure to be orders of magnitude more traumatic. Of course the chances were good that I’d be dead before that happened (if it ever even did), and I took paradoxical comfort from that exciting/dismaying thought as I writhed and cried and strained at the steel chains so pitilessly restraining me.

“Yeah, boy!” Goddess gloated over me as I suffered. “How do you like it? Exceedingly? You know, all slaves in my earthly stable are kept similarly stuffed at all times, unless I happen to be raping them or allowing them to eliminate. So in the miniscule chance that you somehow do earn admittance to my basement dungeon you’ll have this pleasure to look forward to for the rest of your life. See, I’m not completely cruel. And this should enliven things for you considerably…”

Chuckling appreciatively Goddess twisted the small dial on the inch-thick plastic neck sticking out of my ass. Immediately that huge hard plug so fulsomely filling me up began to vibrate violently, bringing another shocked scream from me. Shuddering all over and weeping terribly I found myself once again squirming wildly as that hot electric buzzing continuously tortured me. Goddess Julia actually clapped her hands at this, exclaiming over me with sadistic glee.

“Oh peon, we’re having some fun now, aren’t we?” She reached in front of me and picked up that complicated ball-gag. “However, don’t get your hopes up yet. You still aren’t within a parsec of earning admittance to my harem as anything but a dick-less, eternally butt-stuffed toilet slave. So this is likely to be your final chance to say anything to me before you’re shriven and dispatched and your mouth becomes nothing more than my lowly commode. Do you have any last words male?”

Fighting valiantly to concentrate past the horrible sensory storm in my ass I wracked my brain for something eloquent and persuasive to say: some valedictory that would concisely encapsulate all the monumental things I felt about this amazing deity, and which might win me the least modicum of her grace. Unfortunately, I was tongue-tied, incapable of articulating all she meant to me even to myself. Finally, with time running out I opened my mouth to say something, anything. However, unfortunately again that singularly precious opportunity had passed.

“Too late!” Goddess Julia cheerfully cried, and into my opening mouth, she crammed that suddenly gigantic, seemingly billiard-sized ball.

Bruising lips already abraded raw by the relentless humping of her crotch, she forced wide my jaws to their absolute creaking limit, until that ball was lodged as irretrievably behind my teeth as that hugely buzzing plug was beyond my sphincter. Tongue squashed and with my oral cavity stuffed to the palate, I gagged helplessly, doggedly determined not to drown in my own vomit.

That would surely be the most unforgivable failure of my Goddess imaginable! Meanwhile blithely ignoring my life-or-death, heaven-or-hell struggle the divinity in question went happily about securing her gag harness over and around my face and head. When every strap was tightened and buckle secured, I found the entire lower half of my face from just below my nostrils to the tip of my chin and all my sprung jaws and cheeks from ear to ear sealed tightly away behind stifling black leather.

Similarly tight thin strips bracketed my nose, met at a ring between my eyes and were joined there by multiple straps wrapping the top and sides of my head in a snugly fitting grip. Thus comprehensively restrained I rolled my eyes, wriggled my nose, and tried unsuccessfully to shift the huge ball stuffing up my orifice even fractionally. Then I turned my pleading, defeated gaze up at my impersonally hooded Goddess and met her own fiery eyes through the holes in her mask.

As befitted both our positions, and in accordance with our most compulsory needs, there was no mercy to be found there. I saw only a cruelly vindictive zeal and a grimly sadistic excitement that the time to begin actively inflicting extreme suffering on me was very nearly at hand.

“Now peon,” she breathed excitedly, lifting that simple remote control. “Now we really see what you’re made of!” She flicked the switch. High above us that motor-driven winch whirred into life, slowly lowering that deadly noose toward my gagged, stuffed, helplessly hogtied body.

I had nearly a full minute in which to crane my neck and watch it descend, a minute as long as a lifetime in which to savor every flavor in the incredibly complex emotional stew churning sickeningly within me.

Gone was all consideration of recent revelations, justifications, and the need to understand my motivations in what was happening to me. Now there was only that supremely heightened clarity accentuating my mortal terror, extreme excitement and anxious apprehension: an abject craving to be judged worthy of my Goddess, sexual arousal so limitless that it roiled my insides and tingled in my extremities and above all a madly compulsory awareness of personal subjugation culminating in the ultimate abnegation the self. Nearly hyperventilating with upset I watched as that noose finally halted just above the bed and inches away from my stuffed, goggling face.

Confronted with one last opportunity for pathetically futile resistance, one final chance to make a mute statement of defiance (or a howling, thrashing, hopelessly inarticulate one) to both my murderer, and myself I didn’t even consider it. Instead, I raised my chin and stretched out my neck to make things as easy as possible for gorgeous Goddess Julia. As she slipped that sturdy loop over my tightly harnessed head and tugged it up snug about my neck my testicles clenched, my squashed erection strained harder than ever and I moaned with indescribably intense titillation. Breathing heavily and obviously wildly turned-on herself, Goddess retrieved her remote and without further word or hesitation flicked that single switch in the opposite direction.

Immediately that cruel noose tightened even further, the thin but unbreakable cable closing about my throat in a strangler’s grip. My head was pulled up and back until my breath was nearly cut off altogether, and finally I began to struggle, wrestling furiously against my shackles with an unexpected energy that was part pure animal panic and part immensely exhilarating arousal. Still the crushing pressure on my throat increased as I was pulled remorselessly upward.

First, my chest lost contact with the bed and then my belly as that grinding winch high above me hauled me upright. Next, my unprecedently tumescent erection sprang up, wobbling and bobbing in insanely stimulating fashion as it was freed from the press of my body and the bed. The horrible constriction of my pipes worsened even more then as my thighs were drawn up, the angle of my body and the draw of gravity on my bowed torso putting maximum pressure on my throat where that cable cut deeply into it.

My head pounded horribly and black spots bloomed across my vision as the flow of blood through my aorta was drastically cut back. Choking and gagging, I expelled the last breath in my lungs and couldn’t draw another. Still thrashing frantically, with my body convinced its end was at hand though my brain knew better – Goddess would never make my ascension to her heaven as swift and easy as this – I peered through the gathering darkness and searched my deity’s eyes in a desperate quest for reassurance.

Those windows on an unknowable soul shone through leather eyeholes with an unmatched brilliance of gleeful appreciation as she witnessed my terrified distress. My chest hitching spasmodically in a fruitless attempt to expand my lungs, this glimpse provoked another interminable moment in which to wonder if this was truly the end after all. Then at last, my body reached the upright, with my stretched spine perpendicular to the bed and only my kneecaps in contact with the mattress. Provisionally satisfied, Goddess switched off the winch, and at last, I realized some relief.

Relieved of the need to haul me upward, the noose about my neck loosened some. Even better, thanks to my upright posture that thin cable now pulled primarily on the shelf of my jaw and the base of my skull rather than the vulnerable flesh of my throat. This eased considerably the cruel constriction of my windpipe and blood vessels. Not enough to allow me to breathe unobstructed of course – the air whistled through my nostrils like steam escaping a pressure-cooker as I frantically panted half-strangled. At least I was no longer effectively garroted. As the encroaching spots retreated from my vision and my mortal distress fell to a more manageable level I wept briefly with relief. Then I blinked my eyes clear and sought to focus on the glorious, limitlessly significant figure of my Goddess. What came to my gaze first however was the shockingly exciting sight of my own exquisitely suffering self.

In that huge mirror just above the foot-tall headboard I was reflected crystal-clear from the tops of my thighs on up. In my slightly protruding eyes (flanked and separated by thin leather straps), I saw a frenzy of crazed extremity that looked completely foreign on me. The sight of the rest of my face, purple and puffy where visible but with my amazingly sprung jaws and stretched, hollow cheeks completely concealed behind implacable black leather, was by far the most queasily arousing spectacle in my experience. With my limbs all pulled radically back behind me the acuity of my perverted turn-on at being in bondage (hogtied, I was hogtied hogtied!) returned to me in redoubled intensity. The thin black circle of the noose about my throat and the taut line of the cable stretching me upright compounded this frisson immeasurably, and in the interest of increasing it even further, I struggled suddenly with an absolutely delicious futility.

In response the parabola of shiny chain linking my cruelly clamped nipples (their keen bite long subsumed by all the other torments afflicting me) swung and twinkled prettily in the glow of all those candles. Lowest in my view but highest in my mad regard were those organs whose disobedience had brought me to all this. Bruised purple and perceptibly swollen my drawn-up testicles jiggled fetchingly, and my amazingly red erection, bloated to a size I’d never considered possible and standing up and out so immeasurably proud, waggled wildly about. Of course, the sensation this generated coupled with the sight of my struggling amply achieved the desired effect, and I writhed and twisted on, more stimulated than I can possibly convey. Once again the torturous prelude to and potential of my predicament took a back seat to its overwhelming actuality, and I utterly forgot about my original intention to focus on Goddess.

No matter – she shortly recalled to herself all my attention, and restored to my awareness everything my (truly) breathless arousal had banished.

“Now toilet slave,” Goddess Julia suddenly exclaimed, “you begin to pay for your unforgivable failure to satisfy me.

“Shortly I will drain you of everything of value I can. But of course, I want far more from you than material things, and even your immortal soul, which I have already claimed, will not suffice.

“Beyond punishing you for disobeying me by ejaculating without permission, I intend to extract from you all the extreme pain and suffering I should have been allowed to mete out to your baby-raping brothers.

“I could punish every man on Earth for that and still not consider justice sufficiently done. Every despicable male I can add to my tally lowers the debt your sex owes me by that much more. And as I indicated earlier, there’s something for you in this as well. Gratify me sufficiently, and I’ll allow you to keep paying down that debt in my heavenly harem, where in addition to toilet service you’ll be allowed to undergo eternal torture. And who knows? If you really impress me, I might even consider keeping you around for a while on Earth.

“I happen to have an empty cell in my dungeon just now. If you can somehow beat ridiculously long odds and earn addition to my mortal stable, you can keep paying me daily pain installments – along with so much more – until I finally relent and grant you ascension. Imagine that now as you endure my attentions!”

Goddess paused, allowing me to ecstatically consider this as she herself considered the various items ranked on the mattress below us. Finally, she lifted those identical objects of shiny surgical steel: eight-inch long hemostats. Ignoring her Bowie knife (to my immense relief) she moved in close to me on her booted knees. Exuding a palpable and contagious excitement, she addressed me again.

“All right peon. We’ll start out simple and easy. Then we’ll raise the bar for you and the payout for me as we go.”

Holding both hemos in one hand, she reached out and seized the chain connecting my nipples. Without ceremony, she yanked on this, ripping the attached clamps free of their toothed grip on my tits in an instant. Tiny beads of blood flew at this, and I screamed with as much force as the scant air at my disposal afforded. Of course, the big ball and wide expanse of leather stuffing and sealing away my lower face stifled this easily, but it was still audible. That choked cry and the tears that immediately streamed from my eyes testified to the acute agony this simple prefatory act caused me, and I swayed helplessly between my knees and noose, my tender nipples absolutely on fire.

The pain of removal of those clamps was greater by many orders of magnitude than their application, appalling me with both this initial cost and the thought of all that was to come. Still my proud erection diminished not a bit; on the contrary, it pulsed harder as the perverse excitement of subjugation surged within me again.

I recalled that earlier knee to the balls, and my thought that with sufficient repetition I might actually learn to crave pain if only it was my Goddess who personally inflicted it. Here was evidence that dictum might be proved true. Of course, I’d already sickly reveled in the excruciation of having my ass so outrageously violated, but that reaction had been abetted by the coincidental deep personal mortification involved. This was a sterner test, a more singular challenge.

Still it was all subjugation, and at the hands of the Supreme Being, I was lavishly in love and lust with and compelled to submit to beyond all rationality. Surely, I could nurture this nascent streak of masochism me until it became as integral a part of my new identity as my lust for sodomy, enjoyment of bondage and helpless death wish. All I needed to do was face each increase in agony as it came and fold it into the overall submissive experience until I learned to properly appreciate and need it. Then, if this accomplishment somehow earned me an eternity of torture in addition to toilet service (I hardly dared to hope beyond that), sating this craving until the end of all time might somewhat redeem my consummately disgraceful afterlife.

And so this latest test commenced. Dropping the chain Goddess took a set of hemostats in each hand. Slipping her strongest digits (thumbs and index fingers) through the rings in the scissors-like handles, she opened the corrugated, tweezers-like tips used to clamp off blood vessels. Reaching out with a relishing grin, she clamped these instead onto my still screaming, bleeding nipples. Pinching them as tightly as possible, she engaged the clamps in the handles, so that no effort need be expended in maintaining that agonizing, vise-like grip. Then pitiless Goddess Julia put all that available strength into simultaneously stretching out and twisting back and forth both of those already wounded, acutely erogenous buds of sensitive flesh.

Again, I screamed – or tried to – and again I writhed in terrible pain, my body swaying forward. This time my knees even shifted on the mattress, the noose tugging dangerously on my throat. But there was no possibility of these clamps ripping free. Despite my slim frame, I have rather large nipples perhaps three-quarters of an inch in diameter. Taking advantage of their aroused, erected state Goddess had clamped the entirety of these, tips and aureoles both, into the steel teeth of her hemostats. As powerfully as she pulled and as viciously as she twisted, she seemed more likely to rip my nipples from my chest than free that uncompromising grip.

Groaning and sobbing (I no longer had air enough to scream) I writhed desperately in place, rattling my shackling chains like a storybook ghost – the tormented Earth-bound dead. This description of me was too close to reality for comfort. Still wretchedly aroused because and in spite of my intense agony, I fought to maintain and increase my craving for this pain as planned. The bite of that steel recalled to me the earlier torment of Julia’s teeth – already it seemed eons ago – when she’d used them to seize and pull on me earlier. She’d even ordered me to do the same to her. Fanning the heat of these memories into flame, I melded that burning passion with my present torment, and quickly managed to accommodate even Goddess’ cruelest twists, in which she rotated the handles of her hemostats to the very limits of her wrists.

My hugely erect penis jutting emphatically out, I soon found myself writhing as much in arousal as agony, and keening appreciatively rather than crying. Mission accomplished, at least so far. Omniscient as ever Goddess Julia was quick to recognize the perverse enjoyment I was getting from this admittedly limited form of torture. She kept it up for perhaps another ten minutes, just to see if my masochism was genuine. Then leaving those steel teeth clamped deeply into me she slipped her fingers from the handles and left her hemostats dangling from my chest. As she picked up two of those heavy disk-weights (I noticed belatedly they had small hooks protruding) and hung one from each of those handles in order to keep my nipples screamingly stretched while her attention was elsewhere, Goddess spoke frankly to me.

“You are a perplexing subject, peon. I don’t know quite what to make of you.” Task accomplished, she paused a moment to organize her thoughts before continuing.

“Never have I had a captive male fail me so quickly. And yet never have I seen one learn to love being butt-fucked so much so soon, or take to torture so readily. Your cock can’t stay hard when I need it for a bit of simple sex, and then it stays erect forever while I do my worst to you. I can’t figure out if you’re my greatest disappointment ever or my most exciting challenge.

“Part of me wants to just give up on you: chop off your cock and balls, slit your throat in the most expedient manner, toss your body into the furnace and just start fresh with some other guy. You are robbing me of much of the pleasure I get from methodically destroying a man. On the other hand, part of me wonders how immensely gratifying it will be to break you, to break through your eagerness for abuse to inflicting truly hellish suffering on you no matter how long it takes…

“Ah well,” she sighed at last. “There’s no need to rush things. We’re just getting started after all.” Goddess turned, knee-walked across the bed to the headboard and carefully picked up one of those tall, flaming candles. Then she turned back to me with an eager gleam of renewed zeal shining in her eyes. “Let’s see how that perplexing erection of yours takes to being tortured!”

With that bright flame throwing a glorious glow on her large, black strap-accented breasts Goddess returned to me. Smiling ferally at my frightened whimpers she held her heavenly fire to my crotch and used it to singe away my pubic hair.

Playing that agonizing flame slowly over my groin and balls she inflicted a uniform burn and left me with only shriveled black scraps clinging to my seared flesh. Laughing at my gasping and shuddering reaction, she chided me playfully.

“Now, if you hadn’t been writhing around so much the job would have been neater and quicker. You’d damn well better stay still now, unless you want to lose your disobedient junk earlier than planned…”

Setting that candle carefully down, she picked up her Bowie knife, kicking my already racing heart into trip-hammering overdrive.

Named after Jim Bowie, the famed frontiersman killed at the Alamo, this oversized hunting/combat knife boasts a huge blade with a wicked dip at its pointed tip. Honed to razor sharpness, this one could clearly make but an instant’s work of slicing off my genitals or even opening my throat as she’d suggested. Hell, it could probably decapitate me in well under a minute. Gazing at that enormous blade, the light of the nearby candle flickering in its mirrored flat and gleaming along the curved sweep of its edge, I imagined it doing all three of these things.

Talk about the thrill of subjugation! Keening excitedly into my gag, I watched and felt my bone-hard penis throb hotly.

Truth be told, it actually wanted to be severed from my body, sharing the same mad urge to sacrifice itself on the altar of my beloved deity’s sexual omnipotence as the rest of me – only not quite yet. It wanted to be terribly tortured first. So although my surging terror and arousal urged me to further stoke them with another violent bout of wonderfully futile struggling, I had to deny this nearly irresistible impulse. Exerting all of my considerable will I managed to quell even my autonomic shivering as Goddess Julia laid that razor edge coolly against my skin right at the base of my pulsating penis.

For an instant, I was convinced that she’d decided to geld me and then cut my throat after all. Then rather than slicing downward and shearing away my suspect manhood that heavy blade scraped upward, stripping away the crisped remnants of my pubic hair. Working with the effortless efficiency of a well-lubricated barber’s tool that monstrous knife bared my burned skin as smooth as the proverbial baby’s bottom. After clearing above my erection, it did the same around and below, titillating me wildly with further intimations of my eventual castration as it shaved my entire scrotum as bald as a cue ball.

Finally, Goddess finished that clearly enjoyable chore and I sobbed and shuddered violently in reaction as she returned her knife to the mattress. Involuntarily the muscles in my groin spasmed over and over, spreading their message of upset to my rectum, which clenched randomly about its enormous occupier, reminding me forcefully of its painful, humiliating, electrically buzzing presence. This came just in time to reinforce my exciting subjugation fixation, and I braced myself to appreciate the return of fiery hell to my genitals as my soul-owner once again picked up that handy candle.

Her heavy breathing once again betraying her arousal and mocking my own thinly whistling respiration, Goddess Julia lifted that black wax shaft – over an inch thick and nearly a foot tall – and tipped it over the tender, quivering, questing head of my immensely engorged member. From less than half an inch away scalding molten wax drizzled directly onto the wonderfully sensitive nerve-rich tip, sending my bound body into instant paroxysms of unparalleled agony. Again, the noose tightened about my neck as I thrashed and danced on my knees, cutting off my desperate attempts to scream or even breathe. Of course, Goddess again laughed gleefully at my bulging eyes, frantically hitching chest and snapping muscular contractions. Pausing only to let my wrenching spasms subside enough for me to snatch a lifesaving breath she tipped the candle again, this time coating the entire purple cap in slowly solidifying black.

Fortunately, for my body its reaction was less extreme this time. And although my submissive thrill was also correspondingly less intense I was glad of the respite. I couldn’t properly appreciate and passively participate in my own torture if I was choked into unconsciousness after all. So when Goddess proceeded to thickly coat the less sensitive top and sides of my vein-wrapped, rigid shaft right down to the base (leaving no millimeter of skin uncovered) I was grateful to be able to suffer every scalding drip and running runnel.

This took her at least ten minutes. During every second of this, I wept, shuddered, clenched my rectum uncontrollably around the giant buzzing plug stuffing my ass and my teeth about the ball in my mouth and mutely blessed my Goddess for every exquisitely suffering instant.

My masochistic aspirations were so far being commendably met. I was wildly, perversely excited to be tortured so, and even a little disappointed at the lesser degree of agony I suffered when she moved on to pour her scalding little streams all over my bare groin, belly, shoulders, neck and chest. More satisfying to both of us was the application of a thick layer of wax to my still screamingly pinched and stretched-out nipples and especially the similarly sensitive soles of my feet. Still I couldn’t help but feel an uptick of mad anticipation when after half an hour or so of this Goddess returned her candle to the headboard and prepared to mount some hopefully unspeakably insidious new assault. Then I remembered the old saw about being careful what you wished for…




Chapter Four

Still banging and crashing and screeching through the sinister room where my boring old life ended, my unspeakably exciting new one had begun (and seemed certain to finish) was that appallingly discordant heavy metal music.

Despite my burgeoning masochism, this was at least one form of torture I found myself unable to relish or even appreciate. Struck by this thought as a particularly talentless and trite composition thundered around me I felt anew that foreboding that perhaps pain of another order entirely was approaching, a kind or level of suffering I’d be as incapable of accommodating as that horrendous music. But when Goddess Julia returned to me and selected another item from her fetish collection, I was given no particular reason to suspect this – at least not yet.

What she chose was that tiny collar of – you guessed it – supple black leather.

Perhaps two inches long by half an inch wide, this had an entirely ordinary buckle on one end and a couple of small steel rings about evenly spaced in the middle. It resembled nothing so much as a dog collar with fittings to attach a leash and tags – if the dog in question happened to be the size of a mouse. In any case, Goddess picked this up and moved right in close to me, kissing distance almost. She reached beneath my wax-encased hard-on – still as perversely urgent as always – and cupped my bruised, burned, bald balls in her free hand. Roughly (and wonderfully) fondling these, she gazed smugly into my bulging eyes and crooned warningly to me.

“I see you’re still as hard as ever. My wax job didn’t even make a dent in your ardor, did it? Maybe it even increased it. Well don’t you worry! That was just a ‘warm-up’. I still have some shockingly extreme things to do to that poor little fellow before I’m done with him for good. First, it’s the turn of these other little fellows to provide me with some valuable payback.

“You want some irrefutable proof that gods don’t exist, that the universe was created and is ruled by divine femininity? What loving masculine god would create his mortal counterpart with his most important and vulnerable part hanging right out in the open where any vengeful woman could so easily get at it?”

Suddenly Goddess Julia’s delightfully fondling fingers and palm turned into a crushing vise, practically pulping my balls. Roiling nausea erupted within me and my precarious equilibrium disappeared along with the last remnants of my strength.

Slumping in my bonds, I retched uncontrollably as that noose once again closed tightly about my throat, stopping my already extremely limited breath. Grimly fighting for my life against the urge to puke and the weakness that kept me from easing the garroting clutch on my throat, I was amply convinced by the words Goddess hissed into my ear as she continued to squeeze, squeeze, and squeeze.

“That pain you feel is proof that men were designed by and exist for the sadistic pleasure of the feminine divine, embodied here by me! You exist solely for my pleasure, and my greatest pleasure is to make you suffer! You will suffer for me, and for all eternity! Don’t you ever doubt that!”

At last, Goddess Julia eased the pressure on my balls a bare second or so before I would have vomited and drowned in it, passed out due to oxygen deprivation, or both. Then as I struggled my way back to some semblance of life – feeling not an iota of sexual excitement – she stretched those woefully mauled balls out away from my body and wrapped and buckled that little leather collar tightly about the base of my scrotum.

This pushed my compacted testicles way down in their sac, leaving them purple, bulging, and even more vulnerable to abuse than the feminine divine had originally designed them to be. My embodiment of that universal ideal left no question that she now intended to take ruthlessly cruel advantage of that.

“Now,” Goddess snarled more menacingly than ever, “the real punishment is about to begin!”

She shifted back a bit on the bed. Craning my head the tiniest bit, I peered down.

My impossible erection had finally wilted a bit, cracking its wax casting. Below this, rather than dangling straight down my purple-red balls jutted out from my body at an angle, making quite an inviting target. Despite the horrible ordeal just passed (and the surely worse one about to commence), the shaved, bruised, burned and bulging sight of these was paradoxically arousing, immediately reawakening my passion for subjugation. My cock quickly regained its rail-spike rigidity and I trembled from head to toe in excited terror. Then the worst test by far of my new submissive identity resumed.

Taking advantage of her increased room to strike, and the greater accessibility of the target presented, Goddess Julia reached out and slapped that target smartly.

This was exquisitely painful of course, but nothing like the crippling agony of having them ruthlessly pulped. Hell, even a full-on knee to the nuts earlier had been the blow that, debilitating as it was, first inspired me to masochism. Now that great pain allowed me to regain some of the ground I’d lost, and then more and more as she slapped me repeatedly. Soon Goddess was using both hands, right and then left, back and forth, smacking my compacted testicles around like a handball. In response, I writhed and gasped excitedly, and was able to fold even the first recurrence of nausea into the renewed thrill of subjugation. However, of course my demented deity was just getting started punishing me. She shortly became bored with this rather tame sport and began using both hands at once, clapping rather slapping them on my vulnerable gonads.

This soon had me weeping again and struggling to maintain my appreciative outlook. Then suddenly she seized them once again and began twisting violently. While still not approaching the unmitigated excruciation and autonomic distress of having them brutally crushed, this agony was crippling in its own right. Determinedly I fought to keep my knees under me and my gorge from rising, and for the most part I succeeded, though I once again began streaming rivers of sweat and losing touch with the fact that it was my inexpressibly holy and beloved Goddess inflicting this wholly appropriate and even necessary suffering on me. Then once again, this essential perception fled altogether, as about ten minutes into the testicular torture she once again began to ruthlessly squeeze.

This time of course my balls were pushed down and out and tightly compacted within my scrotal sack, making it much easier to apply crushing force. Obviously, Goddess could have irreparably ruptured them without even using all her strength. They looked and felt like firm ripe plums in her implacable grip, easy to squash completely with but the appropriate application of force.

Fortunately Goddess was either as omniscient as I believed or extremely well practiced at this. As my grim, interminable struggle for continued existence against an unspeakably ignominious end resumed (I was willing, even eager to die for my Goddess yes, but not to fail her by choking accidentally on vomit), she seemed downright prescient in her relentless squeezing.

Repeatedly I approached the point where nausea and/or anoxia threatened to end me. Always at the penultimate moment, her crushing grip would relent enough to allow me to recover enough to continue. Crushing one testicle or the other, or both of them together, she tortured me this way for the Goddess only knows how long, well after I’d lapsed back into agonized delirium. Several times she interrogated me, asking if I preferred to end the torture immediately by having her slice them right off, or continue to endure it indefinitely. Despite the fact that all enjoyment had long since been banished from me, and that I would have instantly traded an exalted sexually delivered ascension to her heaven even as a toilet slave for continued torture by this point, I stubbornly shook my head in refusal each time. I was convinced the only available path to true paradise for me was to gratify and indulge Goddess’ bottomless thirst for vengeance to the fullest, and taking the easy escape would be the worst kind of cop-out.

Therefore, the torture continued, until in her infinite wisdom Goddess recognized that I truly could not survive any more. Immensely (I hoped) gratified at my drooling, shuddering, broken state – my burned penis had at last retreated to complete flaccidity, shedding its wax casing, and my wounded testicles were contrastingly grossly swollen – Goddess saw fit to apply one last cruelty to the latter before turning her attention elsewhere. Picking up two more of those waiting disk-weights she hung these from the two rings set in the sides of my scrotal collar. These of course had the effect of continuously stretching and crushing my nuts throughout the remainder of the night. However their weight was only enough to keep a low-level agony and nausea roiling within me, accentuating but not distracting me from whatever other tortures she saw fit to inflict: similar to but greater than the endless bite and drag on my nipples.

With that accomplished Goddess Julia leaned back and surveyed me delightedly, her gloved fists cocked on her hips. Her sparkling eyes met my pain-glazed ones through the holes in her mask and she gloated over me appreciatively.

“Well slave, I have to admit that was rollicking good fun! I’m gratified to see your impudent erection is finally history. After all, you can’t find torture to be ecstatically arousing or it isn’t really torture, is it? You have finally made a significant payment to me. However, it’s once again time for me to return my attentions to your condemned, disobedient penis. And for this I need your boner. So let’s just see what level of pain it takes to get you excited about submitting to me again.”

Goddess picked up her hand whip of heavy nylon thongs. Then once again, she backed up a bit, giving herself room to swing, and swing she did, slashing those foot-long knotted braids powerfully against my pitifully dangling penis.

The pain of them striking my tender burned flesh was instant and significant. True to her expectation, it was also intensely arousing.

Here at last was agony of a manageable level, devoid of debilitating effect and with an acutely sexual component! Inhaling strenuously through my nose I rattled my shackles and bowed my body outward, eager for that blessed blow to be repeated. Of course it was, innumerable times, and with precisely the desired effect.

Within three lashes, I was writhing erotically, reveling in the burning, stinging sensation. Within five, my formerly quiescent penis was twitching, thickening and rising. Soon it was lifting its abused head to the level, whereupon Goddess changed her angle of attack. Striking straight down at that questing head and scorched shaft she flogged me mercilessly, as if seeking to beat down my irrepressible manhood.

Of course, her intent was the exact opposite of this, as was the resulting effect. With every agonizing strike, I throbbed harder, rising up in response as those rough little knots scored dozens of overlapping welts into my already wounded dorsal surface. Soon I was extensively raw and seeping red-tinged liquid, and still I stiffened and climbed, twisted and writhed and keened erotic excitement into my gag. As soon as I was once again impossibly turgid, rigidly upright and madly pulsating, Goddess reverted to her earlier side-armed rhythm. Then it was the so far entirely spared, acutely sensitive underside of my erection being wickedly whipped. For perhaps a quarter of an hour my blessed owner flogged her stinging thongs against my eagerly accepting flesh, until the bottom half of my hard-on was just as abraded and tenderized as its top side, and I was squirming and crying in masochistic avidity. Then she judged my condition right for whatever shocking new torment she had in mind.

First however, intentionally or not, she nearly drove me out of what was left of my mind (how truly she’d spoken at the very beginning when warning me the original state of this would be long gone before she finished) with unadulterated ecstasy. Sinking into a low crouch before me Goddess confronted that seeping, straining, burned and abraded tumescence on its own level. Her warm breath maddeningly caressed this as she offered a word of warning.

“I need you good and wet for this to work properly.”

Then utterly unbelievably, wonder of incredibly heavenly wonderful wonders, she opened her mouth wide and took in the entirety of that badly abused organ right down to the shaved bare root. There her thick soft lips clamped pursing about its circumference and she slowly pulled back.

All the way up my tortured shaft that firmly compressing warm wetness stroked me as I gasped in extremely pleased amazement.

Limitlessly shocking indeed was this incomprehensibly benevolent treatment, and ever the more so the longer it continued. From just sweetly kissing the urgently tingling tip to back down over the head and entire shaft Goddess Julia’s angelic lips slowly engulfed me again, pulled back and engulfed me again, and again and again repeatedly.

Each almost unbearably soothing and arousing insertion bathed me in more of her saliva, until this was dripping from my base and beginning to trickle down onto my inflamed and still agonized testicles. Within less than a minute of this immersion in paradisiacal pleasure and blessed wetness my hips were jerking uncontrollably, and I felt myself creeping toward the surely immediately fatal brink of a second unauthorized orgasm. Desperately I gritted my teeth on that gigantic ball, squeezed shut my eyes and tried to concentrate every iota of my remaining will on preventing such a calamity. Oh Goddess, how I needed a distraction from the insanely stimulating, wildly unexpected ecstasy she was overloading me with!

Goddess answered my prayer. Yet she did so in a manner so equally unanticipated, unprecedentedly excruciating, and yes literally shocking that erupting into orgasm instantly became the very least of my worries.

As Goddess Julia’s heavily drool-lubricated lips slid almost frictionlessly over the knob of my glans, kissed the dendrite-packed tip of my prick and pulled back from me at last I felt an intolerably searing agony and truly galvanic jolt as sudden and explosive as a lightning bolt strike me directly through that same exquisitely sensitive conduit that had been transmitting such wildly unendurable ecstasy just a split second before. Like a lightning-struck tree, or even colliding tectonic plates, that colossal jolt of energy blasted all through me, crackling throughout my nervous system and convulsing every muscle in my body. Tendons creaking, spine snapping, and limbs thrashing against their bonds, my torso arched and bowed spasmodically, drawing my knees up off the bed and leaving me flopping and flailing uselessly at the mercy of that strangling noose.

Of course, this immediately cinched tight about my neck, garroting me as I hung from the ceiling in a spastic dance of agonized reaction. For at least sixty seconds I suffocated in unmitigated terror as I bucked and twisted and jittered like a live wire, the rigid and dripping pointer of the organic extension that had served as a conduit for this impossibly energetic infusion swinging this way and that uncontrollably like a compass needle caught in an electromagnetic maelstrom. And of course, all these similes were excruciatingly apt. When at last the neuromuscular storm raging through me subsided enough for me to get my knees back under me, ease the almost total constriction of my airway and gasp my way back to sentience I saw Goddess still crouching before me, electric with excitement and holding her taser in one gauntleted fist.

After liberally soaking the spot on my body most profusely and directly connected to the electrochemical network than ran the whole show, she’d taken truly insidious advantage of the increased conductivity supplied by her saliva to hit me there with Goddess knows how many amps of pure electricity.

As madly aroused as I had already been it was a wonder she hadn’t induced a heart attack. Seeing that she had my attention again after providing her with what must have been supremely gratifying entertainment, she grinned evilly at me.

“Well peon, was that quite ‘shocking’ enough for you? If it wasn’t you needn’t worry. We’re going to repeat that procedure as many times as is necessary for you to get a killer charge out of it!”

Oh my Goddess! A killer charge? Did she mean that figuratively or literally?

There was only one way to find out. With the nut crushing, I once again had to suffer seemingly endless brushes with death. Only this time I quickly found this to be by far the most wildly exciting, supremely stimulating experience of all – with the sole exception of being brutally buggered for hours on end.

Over and over, I enjoyed the undeserved heaven of having the glorious Goddess Julia expertly deep-throat fellating me to the very brink of climax. Then instead of orgasm, I received the even more electrifying apotheosis of being shocked into convulsive, horribly strangling spasms. Unlike the first such shock, I had full awareness of its approach, a slow build-up of terrifying anticipation while I was pleasured out of my mind before being extravagantly punished.

Add in the very real possibility that each time my heart might give out or my muscles refuse to relax before I was cruelly garroted right in front of my beloved’s avidly watching eyes, and the adrenaline rush, panic thrill and hallucinatory perceptual clarity accompanying my anticipation of making that ultimate expression of submission, and I was constantly at the peak of exaltation.

This was no abominable possibility of drowning in vomit, or physically unendurable testicular trauma. In fact, as I hung by the neck and flailed spasmodically about I came to appreciate the low roiling of nausea and debilitating agony boiling up into me from below as the weights hanging from my bloated gonads swung sickeningly about. Lacking the singular intensity of earlier this distress simply became another flavor in the multitudinous stew of agonies assaulting me: that additional spice I’d hypothesized earlier while writhing about from a knee to the nuts.

In any case I hung and swung, bucked and shook, jerked and twitched, strangled and spasmed and mindlessly reveled in the unprecedented exhilaration of gladly paying down my congenital debt to Goddess for what felt like hours as she alternately sucked me, shocked me, and eagerly watched me thrash about like a hooked fish dangling from an unbreakable line just above the saving surface below. How long it truly was I have no idea – one doesn’t count the minutes in such a supremely subjugated state, but Goddess Julia must have had her eye on the clock. At last, she climbed from the bed, moved back to her cabinet and returned her taser to its mount to recharge. When she returned she didn’t climb back onto the bed but instead picked up from it last of all the very first weapon she’d deposited there: that snaking, six-foot black leather bullwhip.

“Okay slave, the night is growing old. As is traditional, you will ascend to my heavenly harem at dawn. First you still have more payment to make, material and otherwise. So I am going to whip you know.

“Pay attention! I am going to whip you forty times, in increments of ten. I will count strokes for you, one through ten, four times. During each increment, you will nod vigorously at me when the stroke number matches the appropriate numeral in the four-digit PIN code on the ATM/debit card I took from your wallet. So if the number is 4680 for example, you will indicate this by nodding at the fourth, sixth, eighth, and tenth stroke, in the proper sequence.

“Tomorrow I will drain your account. You will almost certainly have no need for money after sunrise anyway. Thus, there is no reason to lie to me. However, if you do I will make you hideously sorry, whether you’re in my heavenly harem or mortal stable at the time. Do you understand all that?”

I nodded as vigorously as the noose about my neck allowed.

Money? Who gave a shit about money? Money was part of my old life. All I cared about was that Goddess was still holding forth the slim possibility that I might actually earn admittance to her fabled dungeon.

I would gladly cash in every investment I had, liquidate every remaining asset down to the least dirty sock and old roach trap in exchange for that! If that earthly paradise were withheld from me in the end, at least I’d get to experience the surpassing thrill and unrivalled honor of taking my subjugation to its ultimate extreme soon, and then hopefully enter Goddess’ heavenly harem and get to spend eternity with her in her surely inconceivably glorious divine manifestation. So bring it on!

As if she could read my thoughts – and who was I to suggest she couldn’t – Goddess Julia nodded back at me and did just that: she brought it on.

And how! Stepping back once again to give herself room Goddess swung that whip around above her head a few times to gain momentum. Then crying the word “One!” in a primal scream of release she stepped forward and flung the lash at me with what was clearly all the power of her awesomely fit body and well-muscled arm.

Traveling at well over the speed of sound the last foot or so of incisively thin leather impacted my chest just above the clamped and weighted nipples. Braced for the pain as I was, I still almost blacked out at the explosively intense flash of agony. Lacking the air or energy for a scream of my own I could only bite down on the ball filling my mouth, writhe wildly in place and wait in vain for the unmatched excruciation to gradually dissipate. Of course, before that could happen, Goddess repeated the whole process with another screamed numeral. This time the incredibly livid welt she carved into me started high by my collarbone and wrapped around the side of my shoulder.

Gasping desperately for breath and once again feeling the weights swinging from my nipples and testicles and my abysmally sore rectum clenching spastically, I nodded as frantically as possible. Already we’d reached the first digit of my PIN code. Of course extracting this information so quickly didn’t diminish Goddess’ zeal for inflicting suffering on me in the least. As she’d said, she wanted far more from me than my money. This was all about vengeance on my sinning sex so she delivered each of the succeeding eight lashes with exactly the same force, fury, and scream of consummation. By the time that first ten had striped my chest and upper left arm and shoulder with overlapping weals of red and even broken flesh I was swaying helplessly between my neck and knees and wondering how I would ever survive the entire forty.

At that point, I received a bit of a respite though, as Goddess paused to jot down that first number and refresh herself with a drink and another quick line of coke. When she returned to the attack, she shifted her position around the bed some, where I was allowed to use the mirror to watch her and her strokes would fall on a slightly different part of my body.

This time I had to endure to the count of five before nodding. By the time I did my jaws, already sore as hell from being stretched so wide for so long, were truly aching abysmally from clenching so hard on that gag-ball, which was proving a blessing despite the pain and danger of asphyxiation it caused me. Now those supersonic slashes of agony were striking the right side of my chest and shoulder, and one even whipped around the base of my neck, giving me a collar of pain and red to match the higher one surely cut into me by that garroting cable. Five more whip-cracks then, and I was truly at the end of my endurance – if only halfway through this ordeal.

Once again, I was finding it very hard to feel any excitement at this kind of subjugation. As I’ve said the money meant nothing to me, even though I had close to eight thousand dollars in the account that card accessed. The thought of Goddess robbing me of so much, which should have engendered that perverse thrill of victimization, hardly moved me at all. At first, the incredible level of the pain I was suffering stimulated me masochistically, but was quickly becoming redundant. After the exhilarating paroxysms and fatal uncertainties of my recent adventures in electricity, even the most vicious bullwhipping seemed anticlimactic despite the relatively higher intensity of pain involved. Truly, I just wanted it to be over so I could either die by Goddess’ hand and ascend to her heaven or learn that I’d earned the even greater reward of an interminable purgatory being buggered by her in her basement dungeon.

Alas, I still had twenty lashes to go. Reminding myself that Goddess’ pleasure was everything to me and my suffering, which fed it; I raised my head, marshaled my last resources and faced Goddess like a man as she returned from recording that second number and took up her original position again.

Her whip whistled through the air as it circled her head, picking up momentum and centrifugal force as it spun. Then it dropped as it lashed out at me, cutting this time into my lower belly and side, and so the counting began for a third time.

The skin down there was thinner and the agony correspondingly greater. Thus, the last twenty lashes passed in a nightmare of truly miserable suffering for me. Nineteen long, thin welts, some of them seeping fluid or even dripping blood crisscrossed my lower torso from my navel to just above my once again limply dangling penis and around my flanks and hips. The last, exceedingly vicious slash of that whip was delivered with fiendish accuracy directly against my already tortured member and surrounding groin, the latter area still thickly coated with wax. This absolutely worst agony of the night again sent me into violent spasms that again stopped my breath for more than a minute. When at last I regained control and wind enough to take notice of my surroundings, the sight of my lovely Goddess Julia, the sweat of her exertion beading on her breasts and trickling down her own flat, unblemished belly as she coiled up her whip greeted me.

My PIN code obtained and her lust for torture temporarily sated she wore a satisfied smirk on her masked face and was eying me with amused indulgence. Shaking her head in either perplexity or negation, she dropped the whip on the bed and studied me a bit more before finally speaking.

“I’m pleased to say that was a very gratifying torture-slave. Yes, you have earned the right to eternally suffer thus as well as serving as my lowly commode. But it’s almost dawn, and I remain unconvinced of your suitability for my mortal stable. Don’t despair though. You remain a bit of an enigma to me. I’m not convinced I should geld and slay you outright either. So I’m going to give you one last passive opportunity to truly satisfy, impress or at least intrigue me enough to keep you around. I am horny as hell after taking all that wonderful payback! This is truly your last chance. Should you fail me here, by sunup you will enter my heavenly harem as a shriven, permanently butt-plugged and disgraced toilet and torture slave. Your Goddess has spoken!”




Chapter Five

What an unbelievable night, and (probably) unbelievably brief and intense new life was about to end for me. As Goddess Julia turned back to the stereo once again, a cascade of sequential images and emotions flooded through me.

From being danced into the ground, chained naked to the bed, aggressively sexually mauled and smothered to being fundamentally transformed by impossibly rewarding sodomy, then hogtied, hung, and shocked, tortured and whipped to within an inch of extinction I’d run the entire gamut from infatuation to arousal to anxiety to panic; hallucinatory ecstasy through awe, horror, shame, complete prostration, unprecedented personal fulfillment, rapturous worship, suicidal self-abnegation, terror and agony to my final state of eager acceptance tinged with desperately unlikely hope. My wrists and ankles were abraded raw, my nipples and scrotum the next thing to being torn off, my genitals were burned, bruised and terribly inflamed, my rectum had been brutally bludgeoned and outrageously stuffed, my skin latticed with over three dozen terrible welts and my neck extensively decorated with hickies and cruelly noosed in a nearly terminal fashion. Yet still, on the brink of my own murder at the tender age of twenty-six, I remained unfathomably excited not only by that prospect itself but by the caveat to it, my Goddess had just decreed for me.

She said she’s incredibly horny, and that I had one last chance to satisfy her and redeem myself! What did this portend, and exactly what did she have in mind for me now? As critically compelling as this question was, I was distracted from it when that abominable heavy metal ‘song’ was suddenly cut off in mid caterwaul.

Finally! Let that be the last of that torture at least, I prayed fervently to my Goddess as she tapped new instructions into her state of the art MP3 player. Then my prayer was not only answered but also amazingly superseded as the entrancing opening strains of Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony graced both my unbelieving ears and the suitably sinister atmosphere of the room.

Oh empyrean glory and unadulterated bliss! If I was about to make my ascension, it could be to no better accompaniment than the immortal “Ode to Joy”. Now I only had to make it through to that truly transcendent last movement…

Humming excitedly to herself with the music, Goddess returned to the bed. She climbed aboard (spike-heeled boots and all as always) and slid open one of those thin drawers in the base of the headboard. From this, she produced another wonder of digital technology: a compact video camera. She set this on top of the headboard and positioned it pointing directly at me, no doubt preparing to make a keepsake recording of my death. Then gathering all the pillows she plumped these up and arranged them into a pile against that headboard just below the camera. She moved aside, made sure the lens was trained on me precisely, and started it recording. Then she spoke clearly for the record.

“This is Mark, pathetic male peon number twenty-seven. He is about to ascend to my heavenly harem as an eternally butt-plugged and utterly unmanned torture and toilet slave, the second-lowliest afterlife I offer. His only chance to escape this fate is for me to find his ultimate performance orgasmically satisfying. Let the show begin!”

With that unbelievably exciting pronouncement, Goddess Julia snuggled down into her pillow pile facing me from less than two meters away.

Reclining there with her head and shoulders up and her heavy breasts sloping beautifully out with their big dark nipples pointing perkily up at me she drew up her knees, let them fall out to either side and spread her black-booted legs out wide. This put her wondrously lovely pussy on full display, causing my once-again madly urgent erection to throb hotly and strain mightily toward paradisiacal territory it had never yet entered and almost certainly never would.

Grinning at my ravenous appraisal (who was supposed to be performing for whom here?), Goddess Julia reached out a gauntleted arm and moved two of three objects sitting next to her over to the black satin expanse between her legs.

These were of course the bigheaded, long-neglected vibrator and that huge handle-equipped dildo. She picked up the third object then – her remote control – pointed it at me as if I were a TV and flicked the switch.

Immediately understanding flooded into me, bringing terror and exhilaration with it as the winch above me whirred, the cable noose about my neck tightened and I was slowly hauled bodily into the air.

As my knees lifted off the bed I began struggling automatically, only to find this pulled the noose even tighter. With a monstrous effort, I managed to quell this animal response until only a reflexive twitching and jerking shook me. Finally, the winch quit and I was left dangling about two feet off the bed. By heaving mightily, I was able to squeeze the tiniest sips of air past the cable choking me, enough to allow me to focus my panicked gaze down on Goddess sprawled out indolently beneath me. As she set the remote aside and picked up her dildo and vibrator, she smiled up at me.

“Yes slave, now you will hang, and slowly asphyxiate for me. Consider yourself lynched. You see, lynching is much slower and crueler than quick-drop hanging. A given victim can last anywhere from a few minutes to half an hour this way. So you have that long to inspire me to orgasm.

“Fail to provide me with a satisfying enough performance and you won’t come down from there until it’s time for me to add your genitals to my collection and dispose of your body. So it’s your choice: hang limp like that and try to last as long as you can, hoping I come on my own, or put on a briefer, far more exciting show for me and hope that it’s good enough to get me off.”

With that, she snapped on the vibrator. Applying this to her clitoris she used her other hand to begin working that big dildo up into herself, preparing to masturbate to the live snuff show of my slow demise.

So much for me hanging on until the last movement, the first was already wending its slow way toward the finish. But no way was I going to last through all twelve. Jerking my gaze up from the sight of Goddess Julia’s spay-legged glory, I found myself once again reflected in that large mirror, this time in my exciting entirety. Swaying slightly from the cable with my limbs all locked up behind me, the pale skin of my body striped everywhere with curving whiplashes, eyes bugging frantically out from my gagged, purpling face and my erection as emphatic a statement of my terminal arousal as possible I presented a truly electrifying spectacle to myself at least. Of course, it wasn’t my excitement that mattered here – or was it?

Surely the more intense the emotion I felt – and conveyed – the more my audience would appreciate it. Since my chance of surviving this experience was practically zero anyway, why not milk every bit of perverted enjoyment from it that I could. What was the sense of suffering a slow, gasping, lingering strangulation that would cheat both Goddess of the display she craved and me of the transcendently ecstatic finish I’d been fantasizing about? What was to be gained but a few minutes of ignominy set against the cost of absolutely everything else?

Seen in that light the choice I’d been given was easy. So thinly sucking in all of the scant air available to me I deliberately marshaled all of the many sources of arousal my sickly thrilling situation presented.

There was the powerfully stirring classical composition booming from the stereo, the last and greatest work of the pre-eminent musical genius of all time. There was the heavenly spectacle of the loveliest, most desirable woman I’d ever seen dressed in limitlessly arousing scanty black leather just below and in front of me: cruelly dominant, pitilessly in control of every facet of my new existence from beginning to end. With her eyes shining avidly up at me, big breasts jiggling vigorously as she masturbated, this incomparable divinity held the fate of my immortal soul in her hands, yet she’d incomprehensibly granted me this one slim chance to influence it.

There was the helplessly compelling vision of myself in all my pathetic extremity: implacably bound, extensively wounded, both sexual orifices outrageously stuffed, suspended helpless from the thin cable claiming my life, wide eyes filled with frenzied terror increasingly protruding, nostrils flaring desperately, bruised testicles crushed and stretched, and yet with my disobedient penis as hugely, throbbingly, proudly erect as any sex organ ever. There was – of course – the purposely and barely held in check adrenaline rush of mortal terror, the unthinking animal response of the body when confronted by an immediate threat to its continuance. And above all there was that irrational yet absolutely compulsory addiction to being subjugated and victimized by my supremely sovereign sexual superior, the unquestionably holy and divine, gloriously gorgeous Goddess Julia. This empyrean deity had somehow chosen ridiculously undeserving me to join her eternal harem, to sate her savagely sadistic needs on me until the end of all time. The incredible honor of being allowed to make the ultimate sacrifice to her elevated me so far above my former self that I was practically giddy with the sense of importance her selection bestowed on me. Filled to overflowing with all these emotional and physiological energies I suddenly channeled and explosively unleashed them in a wildly thrashing spastic outpouring of frenzied struggling.

Straining every muscle and sinew almost to the point of rupture, and the bones of my wrists and ankles to that of fracture I fought mightily against those tight steel shackles. Chains jingling loudly, the weights hung from my nipples and balls flying wildly about I bucked, thrashed, and twisted back and forth like a madman on the brink of extinction – which I indubitably was. Jerking and flopping about like the demented marionette of an epileptic puppet-master I began to swing and spin from the cable suspending me. Predictably, this pulled tighter and tighter about my throat with every violent movement, until not even a molecule of air could get past that throttling noose. Of course, the autonomic panic this engendered only fueled my madness further, sending me into insane conniptions of thrillingly excessive exertion. And blessedly this effort began to have the necessary effect.

Below me, Goddess Julia was gasping with passion, hammering her big phallus into herself with both hands. Legs flung wider than ever and vibrator cast aside she pounded her pussy frantically, crying out up at me as her blazing eyes and recording camera took in every least nuance of my final performance.

“That’s right male, struggle for me! Struggle against death for my divine sexual pleasure! Suffer and die, you pathetic piece of shit!”

Amazingly, these exhortations moved me to even wilder efforts. Gripped again by that hallucinatory clarity it seemed as though time slowed down for me, allowing me leisure to experience every tendon-snapping jerk, every percussive crash and soaring violin note in Beethoven’s masterpiece, every drop of blood from my chewed up wrists trickling onto my clenched fists and every pounding throb of my madly laboring heart.

Blood pounded in my head as well, congesting my features and bugging my eyes out ever further as the flow through my aorta was increasingly constricted. Still I rattled my shackles like the ghost I was about to become and strove with every fiber of my expiring being to enhance and prolong this final performance. Yet gradually that almost paranormal clarity began to fade from my dimming senses, as my oxygen-starved brain lost contact with the rest of me. Sooner than I’d imagined my frenzied struggles began to lose urgency as well, as my already overtaxed resources began to fail and those last primal energies were expended. Darkness encroached on the periphery of my vision, and even my autonomic panic began to seem remote and unimportant. From bucking and thrashing madly I was gradually reduced to jerking and twitching spastically, this more a product of my short-circuiting nervous system than anything else. Still my lungs burned desperately for air, my chest hitched uselessly and by some bodily quirk my erection strained upward and out harder than ever before, feeling as if nothing so much as superheated steel seeking quenching in a tempering bath.

Dimly perceiving that my end was truly upon me, feeling a paradoxical peacefulness creeping through my numbed extremities toward my soon to be stilled heart, I cast my failing gaze back down toward my beloved Goddess Julia. Swimming in a distracted sadness for my failure to satisfy her, I wanted my last sight to be of the earthly form of the divinity I would soon be meeting as nothing but her lowly commode, consuming her holy waste in lieu of any worthier use.

Just as I fought to focus on her however a last, reflexive convulsion shuddered down my spinal column from brainstem to tailbone, bringing with it the last-ditch evacuation that always accompanies death by hanging. My bowels being loose, I would have spilled my shit on the bed if not for the hugely buzzing plug filling me. At the same time, my impossibly rigid erection reached its seemingly endlessly delayed apotheosis as well, spasming, shuddering, and pumping out one last load of semen in an orgasm of truly unsurpassed intensity.

This was what drove the autoerotic asphyxiation freaks – no wonder! Feeling this exquisite release wracking me like the final blissful blessing of my glorious Goddess I fought with renewed urgency to bring my dying sight to focus on her. There she was, the heavenly light at the end of the tunnel, her eyes boring into mine through her executioner’s hood and her hips bucking wildly as she pumped her pussy and screamed out a magnificently extravagant simultaneous climax of her own. Then everything went dark, and quiet, and my awareness as a sentient being left me.




Part Two: Limbo


Chapter Six

An unknowable interval later – it could have been an instant or eternity – consciousness returned to me. Before I had a chance to wonder if I was in heaven, and whether my endless sentence of torture and toilet service was about to begin, bodily agony convinced me that I was still somehow alive.

My throat was on fire, and I was wracked with terribly painful hacking coughs. My shoulders and upper back were horribly cramped, the arms below them completely dead. I tried to ease their numbness and contortion, only to find I was still hogtied. With that and everything I’d undergone and endured since setting out for the club came crashing back into awareness.

Still coughing painfully I gagged with revulsion. Wonder and gratitude at finding I was still numbered among the living couldn’t compete with that overwhelming surge of mortifying memories. The knowledge of how I’d willingly abased myself so extremely appalled me beyond belief. Only a twinge of the submissive excitement that had driven me to within scant instants of death accompanied this, and I began to sob wretchedly over all that I’d done and had done to me. No alcoholic or drug fiend coming to after a disastrous fall off the wagon and subsequent ruinous binge felt more remorse and self-loathing than I did. All I could do was cough and cry and bury my face in the slick black satin under me and wonder how I could possibly have gotten into such a predicament. Gradually I regained control of both my sobbing and hacking cough however – though my throat still felt as rough and dry as sandpaper, and as raw as an open wound – and I cautiously began to explore my situation.

The room around me was substantially unchanged. Soft yellow light came from a pair of lamps on either end of the bed’s barred headboard rather than candles, but the huge bed itself was as disheveled as if it had hosted a full-blown orgy. No music came from the stereo, and most importantly, no lovely and pitiless Julia haunted the room, preparing to perform who knew what new perverted insanity on me.

Still putting off any contemplation of what her absence – and my continued presence – might portend, I moved on to take a gingerly bodily inventory.

I was still hogtied, yes, and naked: check. But the complex harness and huge ball gagging me were gone, as was the vibrating plug from my still abysmally sore rectum.

The hemostats, scrotal collar and weights formerly torturing me were similarly missing. Small scabs decorated my nipples, and my testicles were woefully swollen and terribly tender. My penis (still firmly attached to my body thank you) flamed with an almost uniform first-degree burn, and felt somehow curiously confined between my body and the bed. Though I couldn’t see it there was no doubt love bites still decorated my throat, as well as a deep weal cut into me from the cable that had almost killed me. More painful welts still intaglioed my torso, yet that seemed to be the extent of my injuries.

The damage to my self-esteem and formerly happily complacent state of awareness seemed far more permanent and extensive. However, as I still couldn’t face trying to tally that up yet I turned my mind to more mundane concerns.

What time was it, and how long had I been here? The room was a black box, sealed away from the outside world. A digital clock on the headboard said it was eight thirty-six, but that could have been morning or evening of any day of the week. The only other clues were the aching hollowness of my belly and the uncomfortable distension of my bladder, which suggested I’d been held captive here a few less than twenty-four hours. I decided it must be Sunday evening and if my captor didn’t return soon I was likely to soil her satin sheets and surely incredibly expensive feather mattress.

As if the thought had summoned her, booted footsteps and the creaking of stair risers and then floorboards signaled the approach of the truly terrifying female in question. Keys jingled as one was fitted and rattled in the door lock, and then that door swung open, and in at last strode the gorgeous Goddess Julia.

At the sight of her all of my mad devotion and personal prostration returned in an instant. She was so incredibly beautiful, so effortlessly sexy, that right away I was ready to die for her again if only I could spend eternity in her presence.

She still wore those spike-heeled boots, and carried a small alligator skin handbag. Diamond pendants dangled from her earlobes, and another hung from a small necklace. Otherwise, she wore only the quintessential little black dress: short and sleeveless, tight and skimpy enough to be smashingly sexy yet not in the least cheap. She looked elegant, sophisticated, and privately elated about something as she flashed me a dazzling smile of greeting.

“Good evening, peon. I see the chloroform I’ve been giving you since you passed out has worn off. That’s good. I need you to be awake for this.”

Whatever ‘this’ was remained unsaid as she strode over to where I lay hogtied on her bed. Unsure of where I stood with her I remained silent, sticking to the traditional submissive rule of speaking only when spoken to, and then with the greatest respect. Still smiling widely, Goddess reached me and looked down, then stretched out a hand to tousle my hair playfully.

“You’re cute. I like that about you. And that’s not all. I’ve just returned from draining your account, and doing a bit of shopping. You just bought me these lovely earrings and necklace. Don’t they look good on me, slave?”

“Yes Goddess,” I rasped out of my horribly sore throat. “They look fabulous on you but they pale in comparison to the greater luster of your divine eyes, and the heavenly gleam of your smile. The white of your teeth make the finest pearls look dirty, and the sparkle in your gaze is like that of the Milky Way. I could buy every diamond in the world for you, and I gladly would, but already I see all the glories of heaven in your face every time you look at me.”

Goddess’ laughter pealed forth appreciatively, warming my heart like the heat of those aforementioned suns, and she beamed down at me.

“You are good, I’ll give you that. That’s what makes this such a shame.”

She reached into her purse. Still smiling, but with a hint of pity now creeping into her gaze, she pulled out a small automatic pistol, a .380 Walther PPK. Without hesitation, she racked the slide and pressed the barrel of this to the center of my forehead.

“I’ve had everything I need from you in this life,” she said with fake commiseration. “Now it’s time to send you on to my heavenly harem where you can spend eternity consuming my waste. I’ll see you up there shortly peon, with a warm drink to soothe your no doubt sore throat.”

Just like that, I was cast right back into the emotional maelstrom of the previous night. Without warning or transition, I was again flooded with terror, excitement, adrenaline panic and the compulsory thrill of the ultimate in subjugation. My cock began to harden, bringing an inexplicable painful pinch with it but I had no attention to spare for anomalies. I had only time to smile widely and focus my last adoring sight once again on Goddess Julia, anticipating the thunderous crash that would send me straight into her humbly fawning eternal service.

Goddess pressed harder, her finger tightened and the hammer fell with a profoundly anticlimactic snap on an empty chamber. Realizing I’d been cheated of ascension again, I burst into miserable tears of upset, both unable and unwilling to try to sort out all the contradictory emotions churning within me. Despite all this turmoil, I noticed that Goddess seemed a bit upset herself.

I’d expected her to burst out laughing again, full of glee and derision at my entertaining reaction to this mock execution. Instead she was frowning, regarding me with a troubled look. After a minute, she returned the pistol to her purse and took out a pack of cigarettes. She shook one out and lit it. Then the seriously unpredictable Goddess Julia sat on the edge of the bed near me and smoked, flicking her ashes carelessly onto the rug and frowning at her unsettled reflection in the mirror. Wondering how I’d disappointed her now, I quelled my own upset and waited quietly to see what she’d eventually say to me.

“You are truly a conundrum for me, Mark.”

I started a bit at this – it was the first time she’d ever used my given name. Always before I’d been peon, or slave, an excitingly degrading term of disparagement, or even the generic ‘male’, said with such venom it was clear this was the worst insult she could imagine. Still I held my tongue while she considered.

“You inspire the strangest feelings in me, things I don’t understand nor care to. Most males beg, grovel, and piss their pants when it’s time to ascend to the eternal. That’s what makes it exciting for me. And when finally, after weeks or months of abuse they come to accept and look forward to it, that’s an even greater triumph.

“But you are clearly willing and even indisputably eager to enter my harem after less than twenty-four hours, even knowing that an eternity of torture and toilet service awaits you up there. I can’t decide if you are my greatest triumph, the ultimate proof of my divinity, or something entirely different. More than what it says about you, I’m confused as to what it says about me. More and more I’m tempted to just cut the game short and dispatch you out of hand. But what if by doing so I deprive myself of some rare opportunity that will never come again? Goddesses don’t make mistakes…”

Beautiful Julia fell silent again, smoking and scuffing the sole of her boot contemplatively through the black shag carpeting, dispersing her ashes. Then she went off on an unexpected tangent.

“You see that painting slave?” With a nod, Goddess indicated the large Pink Floyd motif on the wall opposite her bed. “I had that done not only because I love that album, but because I think that symbol makes a nice metaphor for my purpose in life.

“I am the prism. The single beam of light entering from the right is the congenitally evil male. By passing through me, he is transformed to a thing of beauty: pure soul, eager and willing to atone for eons of male perfidy with an eternity of humble service to the female godhood. You seem to fit that image perfectly. And yet still I feel this restlessness I can’t dispel, this feeling that something’s amiss here…”

Goddess looked at her cigarette, which was down to the filter. Then she shrugged and twisted to face me.

“Open your mouth, ashtray!”

Immediately I complied, knowing what was coming and feeling that by now familiar queasy thrill that accompanied a particularly painful and degrading act of subjugation. Goddess dropped her smoldering butt on my tongue, which was as parched as a desert after the last night’s excesses. Hell, I hadn’t even had a drink since that shot of tequila at the bar. So the immediate flame of terrible pain in my mouth was not only welcome in the usual perverse way but also at least temporarily beneficial in that it provoked a sudden flow of saliva where before had been only desperate desiccation. After gagging on the taste of ash, and briefly chewing and choking down the filter, I forced my horribly sore throat and blistered tongue into use at last.

“Thank you Goddess Julia.”

“You see?” she responded in mock indignation. “Almost nothing dents your reflexive devotion, your instinctive submission to me. You are either the most perfect or the most exasperating male in existence!”

With that exclamation though, Goddess finally reached a decision – though it was actually a decision not to decide, at least not yet.

“All right: I clearly can’t elevate you just yet. As eager as you are to make the ascension, perhaps it would be crueler of me to deny it to you. However, neither are you worthy of joining my mortal stable, nor am I even sure I’d want you there if you were. So I guess my only choice is to release you, at least provisionally. You can go back to your old life for a bit while I think the matter through. However, don’t get out there in the wicked world and start thinking you can escape me. You are mine. Roll over onto your side and you’ll see what I mean.”

For a moment, I was slow to obey my Goddess, trying to get my befuddled head around what she’d just decreed for me.

She was what – sending me away, banishing me from her holy presence? No heavenly harem for me, no interminable mortal purgatory, just a strange unsettled limbo? How could this be? I was on the brink of pouring forth the flood of whining supplication her mock execution had failed to inspire. Then I belatedly realized I’d been given an order, and I hastened to obey it.

With a groan of effort, I rolled onto my side, freeing my exquisitely pinched hard-on from beneath me. Revelation came crashing in then, and I didn’t need Goddess’ pointing finger or explanation to grasp the inescapable hold she now had on me.

Goddess Julia hadn’t unmanned me and added my genitals to her collection while I was unconscious, but she’d certainly claimed them for her own regardless. Locked tightly around them where they joined my body and encasing all but the swollen, protruding head of my penis in a shiny, down-curving steel sleeve was an implacable chastity device.

No wonder my erection felt pinched. It couldn’t even be properly called an erection. Even with the horrified excitement that suddenly suffused me, pumping blood and urgency into that imprisoned member, it could only swell a tiny bit before being painfully stymied. And as for climbing proudly upright in its eagerness to be put to use, that was laughably out of the question. As long as the small lock on the side remained engaged, having an orgasm or even a proper stiffy was a patent impossibility.

“Yes boy,” Goddess gloated. “You belong to me now, and that includes your ridiculously disobedient penis and male sexual capacity. The only opportunity you will ever have to use that thing is with me. So unless you want to remain celibate for the rest of your life you will return here for further submission sessions. I will most graciously allow you further opportunities to earn admittance to my dungeon – only not just yet.

“I want you take a few days to dwell on all the wonderful things I mean to you, while I in turn ponder the riddle you represent to me. Then you can get in touch with me by calling your former cell phone, which I will be keeping. If you’re very lucky, I will invite you back over to explore your potential some more. If not, you will wander the Earth in frustrated celibacy until I finally elevate you to my heavenly harem.”

Once again, I hesitated on the brink of begging abjectly to stay with her, or of at least being summarily dispatched but then I controlled myself.

After all, this was more than I’d really dared hope for. I was to be allowed another chance to prove myself worthy of joining Goddess’ fabled mortal stable. I might at least be allowed more wildly exciting torture, or (dare I even dream it?) wonderfully subjugating butt fucking. Temporarily content, I restrained my urge to beg for more, and rolled quietly back onto my belly and thrillingly caged mini-erection when ordered to.

Picking keys out of her purse – as well as retrieving and racking her handgun – Goddess Julia unlocked the manacles hogtying me and removed them from my wrists and ankles. Rising from the bed and stepping back she pointed her pistol threateningly at me. Once again cruelly dominant and coldly beautiful, she snapped further orders.

“Get up, get off my bed and get out of here. If you can’t walk then crawl!”

Walk? I could barely even move! My arms were dead to the world and my legs hardly better. Nevertheless, I somehow wormed my way to the edge of the bed and toppled over, hitting the floor with a teeth-rattling impact. My clothes lay nearby torn to pieces, yet Goddess had said nothing about them. Abandoning them without further thought, I began crawling torturously toward the door.

Stabs of renewed circulation began working their way down my arms, and at last, I managed to get to my knees. Swinging my arms and working my shoulders vigorously, gasping at the agony in my limbs as they came slowly back to life, I shuffled naked across the carpet this way toward where the achingly lovely Goddess Julia held open the bedroom door. Beautifully imperious she held that gun on me as I passed, then fell into step behind me as I crippled my way down the corridor. Still weak as a kitten from dehydration, inanition and bodily debilitation I managed to gain my feet by the time I reached the stairs. Proceeding cautiously down these like a man three times my age I made my way finally to the front door. There just a dozen steps away by the curb waited my car where I’d left it a short twenty-four hours, an interminable age and a lifetime ago. However, before I could step out onto the luckily deserted street my Goddess stopped me.

“One last word of warning, slave: once beyond my immediate sphere of influence you might entertain outlandishly foolish notions of betraying me despite that lock on your worthless cock.”

Forestalling my immediate horrified attempt to hotly dispute this blasphemy she overrode me.

“That would be idiotic in the extreme. Were you to let a single word slip about what has passed between us I would be motivated to torture and slaughter you in a way that not even the most ardent masochist could find rewarding. I would slowly crush your balls flat as paper, pull your fingernails one by one, drip acid on you for hours or days and slowly flay you alive one inch at a time. So remember that if your unlimited devotion to me begins to waver. I will expect your call. Here, take these.”

Goddess Julia handed me my keys and wallet, the latter empty except for various forms of identification and a few lonely photos. Then she pushed me naked, penniless, cock-locked and impotent and comprehensively enslaved out of her house and slammed the door behind me.

For a moment, I just stood there, utterly at a loss without her domineering presence: an orbit-less speck in an infinite universe in search of a missing sun. Then I shook myself, cast one last uneasy glance about the empty industrial neighborhood, and scurried haltingly for the sanctuary of my car.




Chapter Seven

On Monday morning, I woke to the alarm clock from a troubled and minimally restorative sleep. The first thing I did was to call work and tell the boss I wouldn’t be in – I was sick. This was no lie. Besides the wounds that still partially crippled me – my bruised and horribly swollen testicles foremost – I was suffering a profound emotional and psychological crisis that was just as debilitating.

I remembered staggering to my car, getting in and driving away. I made it about a block before pulling over on a stretch empty of streetlights, climbing back out and pissing for what seemed like an age. To do this without soiling myself I was forced to perch on the curb, hold onto the car door and squat splay-legged like a girl. Clearly being locked into a chastity device would require more adjustments than just learning how to get by without jerking off every day. For starters going to the gym to work out and playing on my amateur soccer team were both out of the question. The only person I could afford to be naked around now was Goddess Julia.

Naked I arrived at my apartment and skulked low in the car for twenty minutes until the coast was indisputably clear. Then I hobbled to the door as quickly as possible, let myself in and locked it behind me with an enormous sigh of relief. After that, I went straight to the fridge. I drank an entire two-liter carton of apple juice and bolted half a cold pizza naked, and made my way to the bedroom. Deliberately shunning all thought of all that had happened I crawled into my own safe and cozy bed and was asleep within minutes despite having spent nearly the entire day in drugged unconsciousness.

My wounded and radically overtaxed body needed substantial regeneration. Yet despite my attempts to put Julia and all that had happened with her out of my mind, the subconscious obeys no one. All night long, she harried me mercilessly in dreams, and I woke repeatedly to find my mouth dry, my heart pounding with terror and/or excitement and my cock a painfully throbbing and compacted mass within its confining sleeve.

Repeatedly I jerked gasping out of sleep clawing for a strangling cable and finding only the painfully inflamed groove it had left on me. By morning, it was obviously futile to try to shirk any longer the serious thinking I had to do about my suddenly tenuous, upsetting, and supremely compromising situation. Nevertheless I put it off long enough to make my way slowly and painfully to the bathroom.

Again, I had to piss like a racehorse. I stepped to the bowl, reached for my dick, and encountered that tight steel sleeve that kept me pointing straight down between my feet. I groaned miserably, yet still felt the maddening thrill that came with sexual subjugation. I lowered the ring, thinking that I’d have to get in the habit of leaving it down. There was no woman in the home to nag me about this, but the one I’d pledged my life and soul to could reach out across the city to coerce me just fine. I sat down, pissed, and then used a swatch of toilet paper to blot the last drips – another female habit being forced on me I’d have to get used to. I got up, flushed, and moved to the sink for a glass or two of water. I was still terribly thirsty after my recent dehydration. Setting the glass down afterward I caught sight of my reflection in the mirror and stopped cold.

My sandy blonde hair, all the same shoulder length and parted down the middle in classic soccer-star fashion, was tangled, matted, and clinging to my scalp. My pale blue eyes were haunted and unsure, but it was the rest of my pitiable reflection that caught my attention.

All around my throat under the shelf of my jaw was that angry weal left by the noose. Below this was an uneven necklace of obvious hickies, and lower still was a thin inflamed welt left by Goddess’ whip. Of course, over another three dozen of these extensively decorated my torso and shoulders. My nipples were puffy and scabbed, and dried clots, drops, slabs, and streaks of wax still adhered to me everywhere. Fingering that hanging wound, it occurred to me I couldn’t have gone to work like this even if I’d been able. And what about tomorrow or the rest of the week? Even if I’d owned a turtleneck (which I did not), it wouldn’t conceal that circular weal.

Slowly I traced this with my fingers, caressing it almost lovingly. Then I ran my hands over my other wounds, feeling the scabbing where the skin had been broken and brushing off crusty bits of dried blood and other fluids that had leaked from me along with the omnipresent flakes and even cakes of wax. Burned red flesh came awake at my touch, and I felt my cock trying painfully to harden in its confinement. Trying hard not to acknowledge my reawakening excitement at the condition I’d been left in I reached down and gently palpated my swollen balls. Groaning at the pain there (and that growing in my futilely pulsing penis too) I let out a wretched whimper of upset.

Now was not the time to be indulging these feelings!

I needed to stay rational, think things over and soberly assess the ramifications of my situation. I’d willingly come within a whisker of death, and still felt a mad attraction to the idea. I had to ponder my options here, if any. Finally, with a subconscious agenda already tickling me, I decided the obvious thing to do was take a hot bath.

I needed to wash, treat my wounds, soak and explore my entire sore body (briefly that unacknowledged intention stirred at this), and relax so that I could find a proper frame of mind. Of course belying all this responsible nonsense, my cock strained harder than ever in its prison, the pain and futility of this only serving to increase my treasonous arousal. Still I pretended to myself that all was on the up and up as I fitted in the drain plug and filled the tub with water as hot as I could stand. Then I slipped gingerly into it.

Hissing at the pain as my welts and especially burns encountered that wet heat I submerged myself completely in the big old claw-foot tub. Then I broke the surface with my head and shoulders and swept my hair behind my ears, leaving the washing of this for last. Then I soaped up a washcloth and began scrubbing everything I could reach with it, starting with my face.

The minor wounds on my torso, hips, arms and shoulders reopened as I scrubbed them, stinging sweetly in the hot water and tingeing it red where they bled clean. The heat soon brought a familiar flush to my skin, a potent reminder of the way my face had burned earlier with that thrilling humiliation. This and my masochistic enjoyment of the pain in my wounds took a steady toll on my supposed intent to concentrate rationally on my predicament, and soon I was indulging and even wallowing in helplessly compelling memories. By the time I reached my groin my balls were tingling wildly and my cock agonizingly swollen to the very limit of its confinement. With no washcloth able to do an adequate job there, I took down the handheld shower unit and turned the water back on, tuning it steaming hot and as forceful as possible.

Bracing my feet and shoulders, I lifted my hips (flushing even hotter in the face as memories of doing this in Goddess’ bed surfaced, and my barely hidden agenda tried to) until my bruised, burned, welted, wax-coated and caged groin surfaced. Then I played that hot, powerful needling spray directly against myself. Blasting away the wax and accumulated dried sweat and other bodily fluids I groaned, whimpered, writhed, and lifted myself even higher, reveling in the unholy pleasure of acute genital pain. Oh, I was so hard and hot! Deliberately I scalded and scoured the intensively sensitive, grossly swollen plum of my protruding penis head, guiltily reveling in mad recollections of Goddess Julia repeatedly sucking and then shocking this. Damn I needed to masturbate, yet this was impossible, right? At last, I sank back to the bottom, turned off the water, draped the showerhead over the side of the tub and reached for the loofah.

This was a natural vegetable sponge for scrubbing hard to reach places, a cylinder about eight inches long and three through – though it could compress when wet to about a third of that diameter. Telling myself I just wanted to wash my back even though I was panting with toe-curling arousal by now I grasped this by its angled twelve-inch handle. Right away, my traitor brain flashed on a memory of Goddess Julia grasping a similar handle with both hands in an inverted fashion. I groaned again, and with a last desperate attempt at self-deception, I banished this telltale image as I squirted soap all over the loofah and liberally lathered it up. Then ridiculously telling myself I needed to clean ‘down there’ before doing my back I grasped the handle as Goddess had, drew up my knees and spread my legs as wide as I could (as Goddess also had), and used the end of the sponge to rub and scrub my anus and the surrounding area. Then of course, my ability to deceive myself faltered in the face of overwhelming temptation.

My hidden agenda for this whole exercise hidden no more, I at last gave a tortured whimper of wildly conflicting emotions and gave in to my overriding need for sexual activity of a kind I could never have countenanced before Saturday night. Making the insufficient excuse that this was the only masturbatory avenue left open to me I lifted up again, spread out wider and pushed that big coarse cylinder into my urgently hungry ass.

Oh, it hurt so well! I twisted it around, then began working it in and out, slowly and shallowly at first but then with increasing depth and fervor. Emulating Goddess Julia’s actions as I hung strangling in front of her, I fucked myself ever more brutally, falling quickly into fantasies I’d foolishly tried to forbid myself.

Goddess was choking me as she violently fucked me, her throttling hands wrapped about my throat and her dark eyes blazing through the holes in her mask. Then she had her whip wrapped around my neck, the butt in one hand and the lash in the other. Biceps bulging she leaned back, yanking it tighter and tighter as she used it as leverage to further empower the pneumatic pumping of her hips and stabbing of her prick. Facedown over a pile of pillows, my head pulled radically back as I was strangled, I was ascending to her heavenly harem even as I received the all-out balls-on, brutal-ass butt fucking of a lifetime. Once there I would spend all eternity enduring such rampant raping.

“Ah Goddess yes, fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME TO DEATH!” I cried, thrusting maniacally with the loofah and splashing gallons of water everywhere. For nearly an hour, I fantasized about my gorgeous Goddess and frantically sodomized myself, until I was exhausted and the little water remaining in the tub had long since gone cold. Then I collapsed gasping, acutely sore once again and woefully shamefaced.

I felt terribly guilty and yet eased at heart. Though I hadn’t reached any kind of orgasm, the great physical and emotional expenditure had provided a catharsis, allowing me to work the sexual upset out of my system. Once I recovered a bit I stood, rinsed the rather frayed looking loofah and used the showerhead to wash my hair and rinse off the rest of me. Then I stepped out of the tub (being careful not to slip on the extensively puddled floor) and examined myself as I toweled dry.

My many wounds were open and seeping again, but not seriously. I sprayed each one with Bactine, and then left them to scab back over and heal on their own. Running pretty much on autopilot I combed my hair, brushed my teeth and slipped into my bathrobe. Then I went to cook some breakfast. I was absolutely starving.

Cholesterol is a problem for other people, not me, as is obesity. Half a dozen scrambled eggs smothered in salsa, fried potatoes and sausage, toast with butter and jam, orange juice: that’s the way to start a fucking day. I went about the mundane business of cooking and eating with my usual skillful pleasure and animal enjoyment, my troubles far away for the moment. As I returned the juice to the fridge, my eye fell on the staples stored on one side of the top shelf: seven or eight bottles of Becks beer and a mostly full liter of Jack Daniels. Suddenly despite the earliness of the hour (it wasn’t even noon) I wanted nothing so much as to sink a double shot of booze into each of those beers and chug them one after another as I sat and watched classic World Cup soccer games I’d seen dozens of times on DVD. With a sigh, I shut the door and went to wash the dishes.

It’s almost axiomatic that whenever you really need to get drunk you can least afford to. Now that I’d reached a state of at least temporary equilibrium, I absolutely had to sit down and consider my options. Getting drunk would just lead to fantasizing, being swept away by arousal again, and before I knew it, I’d be calling Julia (on my own damn cell phone) and begging her to do the worst imaginable things to me.

Domestic chores finished, I moved resolutely to my computer, determined to be scientific about this. I sat down and opened a blank document for making notes and listing options and their relative drawbacks and advantages. Surely I had some options other than mindlessly turning my life and soul over to this woman, as perversely exciting as that prospect was. What if I decided to avoid her completely?

I could just pull up stakes and move across the country after, and as for the chastity device locked onto me, well the world was full of locksmiths. Having it removed might entail some minor difficulty – not to mention major embarrassment – but it was by no means impossible. Moreover, moving would be even less of a problem.

My ties to the area were minimal. My only remaining family was a whacked-out, born-again Christian fundamentalist brother who lived above the Arctic Circle in Alaska preaching Jesus to the Eskimos. He’d refused to have anything to do with me since his ‘conversion’, when I referred to him and his cultish church as the Flat Earth Society for maintaining to the point of hysteria things like the planet was only six thousand years old, the Grand Canyon was carved by Noah’s flood and that dinosaurs and cavemen never existed. Apparently that makes me hell-bound.

Whatever. I found the notion of Julia’s divinity a fuck of a lot more credible than the Christian drivel about how a cosmic Jewish zombie who was somehow his own father committed suicide to remove an evil force from humanity that was present because a talking snake convinced a rib-woman to eat from a magical tree.

I had a few good friends, both at work and on the soccer team. However, there were jobs and soccer teams everywhere, as well as potential friends. I hadn’t had a steady girlfriend in three years, and we’d stopped speaking when she left me for some other asshole. So no worries there either. On to option two: going to the police.

I’d been the victim of a number of crimes, robbery and false imprisonment to begin with. Yet proving not everything between us had been consensual – when of course it mostly had been – presented difficulties, and involved even worse public humiliation than quietly seeing a locksmith. Then there was the matter of her threats.

I had credible reason to believe this Julia was a serial killer of sorts. Didn’t I have a civic duty and responsibility to my brother men to see that she was apprehended? Yet she’d vowed the worst kind of vengeance on me for telling anyone, and if insufficient evidence were found to hold her, she would be free to carry those threats out. Now that I considered it, what evidence did I have to even believe all her talk about basement dungeons and dozens of victims? That could all be fantasy, part of the elaborate sadistic sex games she liked to play. Perhaps my life had never really been in danger after all, and Julia just got off on terrifying me and stringing me along for the fun of it…

Of course, reflection like this soon led to detailed recollection. Before long, my heart was racing again and my cock a cramped and throbbing agony. Soon enough I was staring blankly into space, madly fantasizing about what incredible possibilities might await me if only I did earn admission to Goddess Julia’s basement dungeon. Therein lay the greatest argument against either of the above options: as sober, rational, responsible, and even necessary to my continued existence as they might be, I simply didn’t want to pursue either of them.

Even the most analytic of us can find our logic trumped by emotion. Even as memories the excitement of being sexually dominated, the quintessential subjugation of being tightly bound and brutally buggered, the addictive rush of adrenaline-fueled terror, the primal thrill of autonomic panic; the hallucinatory clarity of its aftermath and the unmatched ecstasy of orgasmic release in such circumstances were still hopelessly compulsory. Whether I had ever truly been in imminent danger of death or not, it was indisputable that I’d never felt more alive than when in Goddess Julia’s unlimited power.

Finally, I tore myself away from the computer (where I hadn’t made a single note) and began pacing restlessly around the apartment. I needed to do something, anything to occupy myself for a while. Otherwise, I’d end up right back in the bathtub shamelessly abusing myself, or sticking my finger (or some other appendage) into a light socket just for the charge it would give me.

Under normal circumstances, I’d go for a run, bike over to the health club to work out or try to find a pick-up game of soccer or basketball even if it was with a bunch of street kids. This was out of the question however, with my neck looking the way it was. I didn’t dare leave the apartment. Finally, I got out my jump rope and tried to exercise that way. Unfortunately, my swollen balls were in no shape for this and I was soon forced to stop. Worse still I found myself running that rope speculatively through my hands and wondering if I couldn’t somehow tie myself up with it, and then spend the afternoon rolling around desperately aroused on the living room floor.

Casting it aside with another groan, I went back into the living room. There I tried watching TV but nothing could hold my attention. It seemed every show was trite, every concept done to death decades ago.

Of course, that was probably true, but it had never bothered me before. For a while then I succeeded in diverting myself with video games. However, these had never really appealed to me. Preferring the active physical life and ostentatiously deriding fatties who spent their days glued to the couch courting diabetes and carpal tunnel syndrome, I’d never accumulated much of a collection. The few games I did have I’d mastered long ago, and these no longer provided a sufficiently distracting challenge.

Finally, I convinced myself that a couple drinks would be medicinal, damn it, just the thing to soothe my frayed nerves. It was after two o’clock, and the sun was over the yardarm somewhere in the world. Spiking a beer with bourbon just as I’d earlier contemplated, I pounded this down right in the kitchen. Then I prepared another one, put some soothing music on the stereo and settled down on the couch.

There I was indeed able to relax a bit. But still I could come no closer to convincing myself that the smartest thing to do would be to simply never see Julia again: to pack up, leave town and see a locksmith (or metallurgist if necessary) to free my cock and return me to my formerly safe if now insufferably boring sex life. At last, I decided that the only way to proceed was to take things one day at a time and do exactly what Goddess Julia had ordered me to: return to my normal life as much as possible and meanwhile think about what she meant to me.

Fortified by this decision – not to mention fine German beer and even better Tennessee whiskey – I called my boss back. Explaining that I wouldn’t make it in for another couple of days I arranged to have the paperwork for the most pressing accounts I was working on emailed to me so that I could carry on at home. With that accomplished, I settled in to continue drinking and begin seriously following orders – to think about what my Goddess meant to me.

That was so all encompassing and yet ill defined that I hardly knew where to start. At the very least she represented an entire new existence for me, one so intensely exciting and perversely rewarding that I couldn’t properly contemplate it without considerable sexual upset. Nevertheless, I eagerly did so. Freed from responsibility and inhibition by decision and drink I whiled away the afternoon and evening turning flowery phrases over in my head and endlessly indulging in the kind of fantasizing I’d begun the day determined to avoid. Shedding my robe at some point, I lounged naked on the couch, drinking non-stop and idly caressing my many wounds.

Naturally that wasn’t all I caressed however. I started out rubbing and then even squeezing my swollen balls, using the pain to recreate more fully the feelings Goddess aroused in me. I flicked and cruelly pinched the bloated head of my woefully stymied erection and finally began to rub and finger my hungry bung. Of course, after that there was no turning back. I ended the day as I’d begun it: sprawled in the bathtub for hours, frantically splashing about and ‘masturbating’ with the loofah.

A short time later, drunk and exhausted both physically and emotionally, my last thought before dropping heavily asleep was that I really needed to get myself a proper dildo, like the one Goddess Julia used on her own lovely love portal.




Chapter Eight

Thanks to the expedient of taking a few aspirin with a large glass of water before going to bed I woke Tuesday without a hangover.

I generally take showers in the morning, rarely going to the bother of filling the tub. Self-deception finished, I put in the plug and ran the water though I was already plenty clean enough for just my own company. After bathing (and masturbating) again I dressed in shorts and a tank top, had breakfast and sat down at the computer. Determined to resume my former life – as much as possible anyway – I retrieved my email, organized the files I’d been sent and got straight to work. Unfortunately, those good intentions couldn’t compete with the new me for long.

All the exacting minutiae I used to find interesting and satisfying to wade through were now simply tedious. Still I pushed on for well over an hour despite being constantly forced to go back and correct obvious mistakes. Concentration eventually went from being difficult to muster to downright impossible however, and well before lunch, I put my head in my hands and stared morosely at the spreadsheet before me.

This was hopeless. No, not hopeless precisely: it was shallow, empty, and pointless, like the rest of my existence before meeting Goddess Julia. I no longer gave a shit about any of it. Bleakly I considered an endless future mired in such banalities, and then the phone rang, providing a welcome distraction and a mad stab of hope.

As well as the cash and ATM card, she’d confiscated from my wallet Goddess had taken my library card as well. This listed such personal information as my full name, address and home telephone number. Perhaps she’d decided to recall me to service already; perhaps she even pined for me as desperately as I did her! I snatched up the phone on the second ring.

“Hello?”

“Mark! Where were you yesterday? We missed you at practice buddy!”

Shit: soccer practice! I’d forgotten all about it. Already the sport I’d loved since I was big enough to kick a ball and toddle after it seemed as pointless as the career I’d for some reason dedicated myself to. Still Coach Schmidt prattled on, requiring some invention on short notice.

“I tried calling your cell phone a few times but there was no answer. So what gives, brother?”

“Yeah, I’m sorry about that coach. My phone got stolen, and I was stuck in the hospital yesterday and the day before. I got mugged Saturday night – beat up and robbed. Remind me to stay off the south side from now on.”

“Shit buddy that sucks! You okay? You going to be able to play this weekend?”

“I don’t know,” I lied. “It’s doubtful. I’ve got a bit of a concussion, and my nuts are swollen up like cantaloupes. I got coshed in the head and kicked in the groin. I should have been wearing my cup.”

“Ouch! Well at least you’re alive. Some of these scumbags will kill you for the change in your pockets, or just for the damn fun of it.”

“They actually tried to,” I replied, still giddily inventing as inspiration struck me. “And they came too damn close for comfort. One of them wrapped a piece of phone cord or something around my neck and choked me until I passed out. I’m just lucky he quit and ran off before finishing the job.”

“Damn brother! Lucky as hell is right. And luckier still they didn’t have a gun or a knife. Any idea who they were?”

“Nope. That’s what the cops wanted to know. Four black guys is all I can say.”

Coach muttered something unintelligible, probably a racial slur. Then he returned to the standard script: expressing commiseration, get well soon wishes, and general condemnation of the state of America’s inner cities. He wrapped up by urging me to return to practice as soon as possible, and finally hung up. With a sigh of great relief, I did the same. Then drumming my fingers I pondered what I’d just done.

I’d established an alibi for my absence from both soccer and work, and even concocted an explanation for the weal around my throat should it be slow to heal. Unfortunately I’d also told an elaborate lie without any actual documentation from police or medical authorities to back it up. However, it occurred to me then that I’d also laid plausible groundwork for an explanation for suddenly cutting my ties and disappearing, whether into lonely exile or an unbearably exciting purgatory in Goddess Julia’s mortal stable. I could say my ‘mugging’ and narrow escape from murder had soured me on city living and that I’d decided to move somewhere rural and safer.

With that established, I turned my attention back to work. However, of course this was hopeless. The thought of disappearing into Goddess’ dungeon coupled with my general ennui finally utterly killed any possibility of getting anything done. Soon I was staring blankly into space and fantasizing again, and even wrestling with the temptation to return to the tub and spend a few more hours pounding my submissive little fuck-hole. This led to wondering just how long my loofah might hold up under such unorthodox use, which in turn reminded me of my final thought before passing out last night: I needed a real dildo. Happy for the exciting diversion of shopping for one I closed all my work programs, opened my internet browser and began running searches.

Wow, what an unexpected cornucopia I found! From hundreds, nay thousands of perfectly innocuous masturbatory and marital aides, to a thriving subculture of ‘pegging’ featuring all manner of strap-ons, penis pants and ‘feeldoes’ to the most monstrous devices designed for the sadomasochistic lifestyle I was so helplessly embracing I spent over an hour surfing with my lower jaw resting against my neck. Finally, I used my PayPal account to order a dildo similar to but even more exciting-looking than the one Goddess had used. Ten inches long by two through, jet-black and realistically shaped of hard rubber right down to the simulated balls, this featured the same two-handed handle angled for optimal effectiveness.

I gladly paid extra for express overnight shipping, and then surfed on, more excited by the minute. Soon I’d also ordered two pair of handcuffs like those that Goddess had used on me as well as a few other items I knew I could make good use of – at least until I finally earned my way back into her presence. Then I continued on, following link after link through ever more unimaginable realms of cyberspace, where I found endless troves of stories, studies and articles involving dominance and submission – not to mention unlimited amounts of the most explicit pornography.

With only brief interruptions for lunch and dinner, I spent the entire day wallowing in this unexpected world, becoming ever more wildly excited and pining terribly for my glorious Goddess’ diabolical attentions. More importantly, immersion in this culture served to validate my own compulsory needs. It was a profound relief to feel I wasn’t crazy, or singularly perverse in some damningly depraved way. Millions of others shared the same fixation as me, and if not exactly normal, my strange compulsions at least shared a broad acceptance among similar souls. All this encouraged me further, and finally I could stand the suspense no longer. Goddess Julia had said to give her a few days, and it had only been two. Nevertheless with my heart hammering in my chest and my swollen cock screaming at its confinement I picked up the phone at ten minutes to ten p.m. and dialed my own cell number.

Just as Coach Schmidt had reported, I received no answer. I’d always disdained voice mail (along with text messaging) and never paid for either service. Therefore, I couldn’t even leave a message. Disconsolate I hung up, masturbated with my crumbling loofah again and went to bed.

The next morning I didn’t even try to work. Nor did I eat, dress, or masturbate. Anticipating the arrival of my toys, I purposely tormented myself with hunger, postponed self-abuse for the planned orgy later, and sat naked at the computer all morning and afternoon building a nearly intolerable suspense by reading stories, browsing pictures and watching movies of maddening intensity. When the doorbell finally rang at nearly three p.m., I almost busted a gut slipping into my robe and hurrying to answer it.

Peering through the security port, I confirmed it was a deliveryman from Federal Express. I opened the door just enough to accept the many packages he’d brought and sign for them. Bidding him thanks and farewell, I closed up behind him, secured both the primary lock and deadbolt, and cast an unnecessary glance around to ensure that all the blinds and curtains were drawn. Then I hurriedly dumped the boxes on the floor, shucked off my robe and pushed all the living room furniture back to create the greatest possible area of floor space. There I settled down amongst my purchases, feeling like a kid on Christmas morning.

One after another, I tore open my packages, lovingly examining and excitedly gloating over each. First, I attacked the largest box, which of course held my new dildo. Gripping this with both fists, I marveled over its shiny finish, realistic contours, and downright scary size. Of course, after so much anticipation I could hardly wait to try it out. But proper appreciation – and maximum enjoyment – of that experience required the build-up of much more suspense than even that I’d already generated. At last I set my killer new cock aside and continued my delighted unwrapping.

The smallest package contained a tube of the same silicone-based sex gel Goddess had used, and after a cursory examination, I set this too aside. Next, I unwrapped my very own ball-gag. This was a simpler affair than that which Goddess Julia had used, with the same large ball affixed to the inside of a wide leather mask for sealing away the lower half of the face, but with only a single buckling strap rather than a complicated head harness. I’d also purchased a vibrating butt plug inspired by my recent adventures but on a lesser scale. While still excitingly substantial, it was well over an inch lesser in width. I had no idea how Goddess managed to withdraw hers from my body without rupturing something, and I had no desire to find I needed a hospital visit to remove my own. I inserted (great word, that) batteries in this and switched it on.

Immediately it snapped into buzzing life, transmitting its electricity figuratively all through me, making me moan and squirm with an almost sickening tension. Shivering with a delicious mix of arousal and trepidation I finally switched this off and set it aside as well. The second to last package contained an item of my own inspiration: a blindfold. Actually, this was a black leather eyeshade similar to those used by sleepers on airplanes or in other well-lit places, with an adjustable elastic strap. But it fit the bill perfectly for me. That left only the last box, the next-to-largest one, which of course held the second-most important items – my new handcuffs.

Hefting their substantial weight (a pair in each hand) and admiring their gleam and glitter of high-grade stainless steel, I felt my already urgent mini-erection throb painfully harder. Sparing an excited glance at the equally shiny and implacable restraint that already confined me I wasted no time in locking one set of manacles tightly around my ankles. Then I locked my wrists together – in front of my body, at least at first – and spent several minutes practicing with the tiny keys.

Once I’d assured myself of my ability to release myself even without looking, I left one cuff locked about my wrist and the other dangling and swinging from its short length of chain. Then I finished preparing myself for play.

First I fit the blindfold on properly before shoving it up onto my forehead. I donned the gag, stuffing and sealing away my mouth and buckling everything tightly up. Then I heavily greased both that wicked-looking plug and my shamelessly eager fuck-hole. Biting down hard on that ball and giving vent to a sharp, muffled cry of pain and arousal I forced it home.

I switched on the vibrator. Moaning and squirming once again as its hot buzzing filled me, I actually fell to the floor in writhing excitement. I retained enough control to mark where the handcuff keys lay on the carpet. Then I pulled down the blindfold, shutting myself off from the light and rolled onto my side.

I bent up my legs, pushing my heels against my agonizingly stuffed and wildly thrumming butt. Then with a few minutes’ blind fumbling I managed to pass the last free cuff through the chains linking my ankles and lock it tight about my other wrist.

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmm!”

Right away, I began thrashing, rolling, squirming around on the carpet and straining mightily at my bonds. I was hogtied hogtied hogtied HOGTIED! Chanting that mad mantra in the blackness of my mind, I moaned and cried desperately into my gag, clenching my buttocks tight around that huge intrusion and reveling in both my acute helplessness and the excruciation in my pitilessly imprisoned penis as it raged futilely to erect. Oh, I wormed and squirmed, twisted and rolled, sweated and strained, moaned and panted through my nose and of course imagined that Goddess Julia was right there with me. Holding her crackling taser in one hand and pumping her huge prick in preparation with the other she watched my mad struggles avidly, her eyes blazing with sadistic pleasure. Only that exquisite satisfaction she got from watching me suffer restrained her from cutting this entertaining foreplay short and torturing, choking, and simultaneously fucking the worthless life out of me right now! Determined to provide her with a good enough show to soon earn that ecstatic apotheosis I wrestled wildly on, adding countless rug burns and bruises from knocking against furniture legs to the wounds she’d already gleefully inflicted on me.

It must have been an hour or more that I frothed, flailed, and fantasized like mad, more aroused and excited than at any time since I’d hung from her gibbet and watched my bug-eyed, purple-congested face fade in reflection. And of course, that was only foreplay, the appetizer to the orgiastic feast ahead.

At long last, my desperate hunger for fucking overwhelmed the insane thrill of bondage. I scraped the blindfold against the carpet until it slipped off. Dimly surprised to find I’d made it all the way into the hallway to my bedroom, I rolled and squirmed my way back over to the handcuff keys. Panting breathlessly, I fumbled myself free only to immediately lock my wrists back together in front of me. I lubed up the giant cock I’d bought to temporarily take Goddess Julia’s place, and then with unimaginably tearing agony I worked free the vibrator filling me. Tossing this aside I pulled the blindfold back down over my eyes. Then, with my wrists and ankles still bound and my face sealed away I fell back onto the carpet, bent my knees up and splayed my thighs out wide. Roughly probing for my still wide-open hole, I gave a sob of unutterable consummation and drove that big black woman-cock viciously up into me with all the power of both my arms.

Grunting and gasping and sobbing and snorting I fucked myself until my ass was an unbearably battered agony. I fucked myself until my arms were too weak to deliver another stroke and the Goddess behind my eyes (sternly looming over me in grimly demanding judgment) nodded her approval. Then I collapsed on the carpet, panting raggedly through my nose, burning with shamefaced humiliation and wondering dimly what had become of me. One thing at least was certain.

Gone was all thought of fleeing town or going to the police.

I would follow Goddess Julia to the ends of the Earth and beyond and then serve as her lowly commode forever if only she would agree to tie me up and butt-fuck me regularly. With that in mind, I at last pushed off the blindfold and removed my big ball-gag. Still bound hand and foot I crawled on my belly toward the phone as though it was her beautifully booted feet I was coming to kiss and weep upon and beg for acceptance. Squirming with need and anxiety I dialed the cell phone I’d gifted her with and waited in an agony of suspense while it rang and rang.

Once again, Goddess Julia didn’t deign to answer.

For all I knew she’d thrown it in the trash, dismissed me from consideration entirely and was even now pounding her big hard cock into some other screaming, weeping asshole while she throttled the lucky life out of the guy.

Bawling in bitter disappointment and terrible worry, I hung up the phone. Then forgoing dinner as well as breakfast and lunch – superstitiously praying that tormenting myself with privation might earn me her favor – I crawled back to the couch. There I pulled a pillow and knitted Afghan down and made my cold hard bed on the floor among my scattered toys. Eventually a thin and troubled sleep claimed me.

The next three days passed in much the same manner. I continued to live like an ascetic hermit, behind a double-locked door and drawn shades, plagued by constant, ever increasing anxiety. Whenever I wasn’t writhing around blindfolded and frantically hogtied I remained hobbled hand and foot, and ball-gagged and butt-stuffed when not eating, eliminating, masturbating or talking on the phone. Superstitiously determined to earn my omniscient Goddess’ favor I even took to sleeping hogtied, gagged and stuffed, as well as eschewing the comfort of my bed for the hard living room floor. Several times a day I called my old cell number, becoming ever more upset when it rang unanswered.

Of course, I couldn’t ignore my own phone much as I’d have liked to, since Goddess had the number. So whenever it interrupted me in my voracious study of internet porn (female domination, or ‘femdom’ as it was called I soon learned was the subculture I now belonged to) I was forced to scramble the gag off and answer, heart racing in idiot hope. Alas, it was always the boss, Coach Schmidt or friends from my amateur soccer team. Naturally, the latter were far more understanding about my disappearing act than the former.

Disgruntled that no completed work had been returned via email, and made surlier still when I pointed out that I wasn’t being paid to work while convalescing – and that most firms provided paid sick leave – the crotchety old fuck informed me that my position was in jeopardy. I made the appropriate apologies and promises, but in a rather less ass-kissing fashion than such a personage was accustomed to. I didn’t care. I actually came close to telling him to shove his job in the same place currently occupied on me by a painfully large and incessantly vibrating foreign object.

There was now only one being in the universe I wished to express deference to and I was madly desperate to do so. Imagine my ecstatic relief then when on Saturday evening, almost exactly a week since she first captured me, Goddess Julia finally deigned to take my call.

“Hello, toilet slave.”

“Oh Goddess, thank you, thank you, thank you so much for speaking to me! I can’t begin to express how happy and relieved I am to finally hear your heavenly voice!”

“Oh really?” she purred in my ear, sending violent shivers all through me. “What have you been doing all week without me?” As if she didn’t know!

Burning with a wonderfully thrilling humiliation, I described in detail the penance I’d done, and the orgiastic fantasizing, self-bondage, abuse and masturbation.

“And what else?” Goddess pressed when I finished. “Have you been dwelling obsessively on all the wonderful things I mean to you as you were ordered to do?”

“Oh Goddess, you know I have!” I cried, my voice cracking with emotion. “Every minute of every day! You are all I can possibly think about!”

“Then why don’t you tell me about them? Flatter me with some of that poetry of yours. Convince me that you’re worth taking my precious time to further evaluate your suitability for my mortal stable.”

Immediately I poured forth a gushing flood of devotion, all the flowery phrases I’d been practicing all week tumbling out of me.

“Why you mean absolutely everything to me Goddess Julia! You’re my entire unlimited universe! Without you, I am an utterly empty non-entity, more void of existence than the abysm between the stars. Even the vast desert of space has isolated specks of dust more significant and less lonely than me without you. Even more, you’re my entire past, present, and endless future. My life began when you first chained me to your bed, exposed me to your divine glory and effortlessly claimed my puny mortal being and hopelessly enthralled soul. The man you danced with is gone forever, as if he never lived. Now there is only your desperately eager torture and toilet slave, whose only ambition is to serve and service you in every way possible and somehow, through the extreme application of every iota of will, earn your brutal sexual attentions until you finally see fit to grant me the transcendent ascension to your heavenly harem. There I will eagerly imbibe and even eat your excreta for all eternity, honored beyond belief.

“You are the undisputed love of my life. You are my ultimate sexual fantasy. You are the epitome of superior femininity. You are my incomparably sacred Supreme Being, the omnific deity to which I have committed my mind and body, heart and soul forever. You are my most glorious gorgeous, divinely desirable Goddess Julia, and without your heavenly regard I will promptly wither and die like a tender shoot of grass uprooted from the soil, trampled underfoot and forever deprived of sunlight.”

At last, I came to a panting halt, my heart squeezing painfully within me as I waited in unbearably anxious mingled hope and dread for what my deity would say next. For the longest moment of my life, she left me hanging more cruelly than the tightest noose. Then at last, she laughed softly.

“I said it before: you are good. I’m tempted to keep you around just to flatter me like that but unfortunately my own feelings toward you remain unresolved. You cause me to explore emotions I maybe can’t afford. If I bring you over here, I might suddenly decide I have to dispatch you at any moment. And that might be an even worse mistake.”

“Please, oh please, oh please Goddess!” I sobbed shamelessly into the phone. “Please don’t leave me adrift. Life is hell without you!”

Goddess was silent again for an excruciatingly long time. Every interminable second I expected her to drop that phone on the floor and crush it to powder beneath her heavenly heel, and the only meaning in my existence with it. At last, she sighed.

“I’ll tell you what. Let’s give it another week. Another week for you to prove your devotion, and for me to consider your worthiness.”

“I’m going to quit my job Monday morning!” I babbled immediately. “No, I’m going to do it right now by email. I’m going to cut all my ties, burn all my bridges. I’m going to cash in my investments, and transfer all my savings to the account you can access. I’m turning over everything I ever had or ever will to you, Goddess Julia!”

“That’s a nice start,” she breathed seductively. “Call me in a week at five.”

With that she hung up, leaving me in the proverbial tizzy of hope, worry, and manic determination. Right away, I turned to the computer and began the fervid burning of those aforementioned bridges.

My boss came first. With an inventively profane and deeply derogatory missive, I tendered my resignation, and added his address to my spam filter. Then I sent a more apologetic message to Coach Schmidt, claiming that I was planning to move as soon as I recovered my health. After that, I used an electronic transfer to move the money in my savings account over to checking. Any other financial business would have to wait until Monday of course. Then I was preparing to have a prodigious bouquet of roses sent to Goddess Julia when I realized I knew neither her last name nor address.

Well, there was only one thing to do. For the first time in days, I unshackled myself. Leaving that buzzing butt-plug in place, I dressed hurriedly, grabbed my keys and finally left my apartment. I locked up behind me and hurried to my car, determined to retrace my route home Sunday night and get that damn address!

Despite some early worries, it didn’t prove that difficult once I located the neighborhood. As almost the only residence in a mostly industrial area, the rather large house was easy to pick out. Though it was well kept, it still shared a certain air of abandonment with its gloomy environs. All the curtains were drawn for one thing, and it was marked only with a simple street number.

That would have to suffice. Torn between a desire to sit and reminisce about my time inside and worry about the consequences should the mistress of the house discover me here uninvited, I lingered for only a few minutes. Then I hurried back home.

Once locked back in behind my own drawn curtains I quickly stripped again. I gagged and shackled myself back up and returned to the computer. I arranged for the flowers to be delivered, addressing them simply to Goddess Julia. Then indulging in the reminiscence I denied myself on that rundown, benighted, undeniably spooky street I masturbated for a good ninety minutes. After that, I retired hogtied on the living room floor as usual, where I slept better than I had in days.

All week long, I continued this pattern. Gradually I liquidated my investments – despite my youth these were not inconsiderable, as my bills were few and my former job had paid quite well. I transferred all assets to my checking account, and closed the others down and every day I arranged for some new gift to be express shipped to my Goddess. These varied in value from the monetarily impressive to those of more meaningful import to both. In the latter category, I included an antique jeweled straight razor and a riding crop with a pearl-studded ivory handle. Relatively negligible in price but of great personal significance were the fetish wear and dildoes I sent her.

I got Goddess a corset of exquisite black leather that would outlandishly emphasize her already disproportionate breasts and buttocks, and boots similar to the ones she had except for the fact that they stopped at the knee and featured pointy toes, stiletto heels and ornamental rivets all of gleaming steel. I had to guess at the sizes of course, and specify provisions for return or exchange. That wouldn’t be a problem with the penises I sent however. I had no doubt she’d be able to make supremely satisfying use of those right away – on me, or so I fervently prayed.

The first of these was a typical strap-on, though of such a prodigious size that it made my palms sweat and gut churn helplessly at the thought of suffering its assaults. The other, the ‘feeldoe’, was of more normal dimensions, but brilliantly designed to provide Goddess Julia with a particularly rewarding and stimulating experience that I dearly hoped would be unprecedently intense for her.

Some particularly clever lesbian or ‘pegger’ must have come up with the concept for this. Although a double-ended dildo, it was like no other I’d seen. Its two halves were set at an angle to each other to enable a proper thrusting motion. Joined at a corrugated ‘saddle’ designed to rest firmly against the clitoris when in place, this was reputed to provide incredible stimulation when in use.

Even better, from the wielder’s point of view, the inner vaginal extension ended in a round bulb that pressed hard against the g-spot with every rocking motion. If Goddess achieved endless screaming orgasms merely by fucking me with a conventional dildo, what ecstatic extremes might she reach using this?

I shivered to even consider it. Best of all however, thanks to that inspired design no straps or harness was required to hold it in place. According to every glowing review I’d read, once inserted vaginal pressure alone was enough to secure it through the most spirited use. This not only made for a far more natural look and feel but also eliminated the bothersome slipping and dislodging that can occasionally plague even the most expert wielder of a conventional strap-on.

I sent this gift last, arranging for it to arrive on Saturday morning. After an additional week of wildly exciting self-imposed bondage, madly fantasizing masturbation and unrelieved terror that Goddess might yet devastatingly spurn me, I was pinning my hopes on this gift most of all. Please let it pique her interest enough to motivate her to try it out on me, please…

With this urgent prayer in my heart, I finally popped out my ball-gag and dialed my Goddess’ phone early on Saturday evening just as ordered. This time she answered on only the second ring. Tremulously I waited to learn my fate then as her warm contralto greeted me.




Chapter Nine

“Hello, slave. You’ve been busy this week, haven’t you? Aside from showering me with presents, I just checked the balance on our joint account. It’s gone from under one dollar to well over a hundred thousand. I had no idea you were so well off.”

“I work hard and I live frugally, Goddess,” I replied, a quaver of excitement betraying my ecstasy that she sounded so approving of me. “My parents died young, leaving me enough to get a comfortable start out of college, with no loans to pay off. But I don’t care about any of that now. I quit my job. That was no longer me in any case. I live only to make you happy and fulfilled now. I’ve transferred all my assets to that account. What’s mine is yours.”

“How sweet! And how timely too – I’ve been dreaming of buying a motorcycle, and now I can. And those other gifts you’ve sent me were equally thoughtful. You are forgiven for appearing outside my house uninvited last week. I even dare say you’ve earned another chance to come and submit to me. What do you think about that, slave?”

For a moment, my ecstatic gratitude choked me, and I found it impossible to speak. And when I was able, my voice cracked and warbled out of register.

“Oh Goddess, thank you! It’s what I’ve been dreaming of ever since you dismissed me! I just can’t express my excitement and delight that you’ve given me another chance to prove my worth to you!” An involuntary sob escaped me at this. Then I held my breath to hear Goddess Julia’s response. When it came, her warm voice had chilled considerably, and taken on an incisive edge.

“Very well: this is what you will do. You must never appear over here as yourself, do you understand? That was foolish of you. You must come here in disguise and to be safe, I want you disguised a woman, from head to toe, inside and out.

“You will have your bum stuffed and kept dilated for me with your vibrator. You will shave your legs and all other body hair. You will wear sexy lingerie underneath a nice dress. You will come in high heels with your hair in pigtails, your face made up and your fingernails painted. Your carriage and mannerisms must be entirely and convincingly feminine. I don’t want any possible onlooker to suspect for even a second that you are really a man. Is that understood?”

“Yes Goddess!” I gasped, my mind whirling, gut churning, and face brightly burning at this fantastically humiliating prospect. “Is there anything else?”

“Yes. Don’t come directly here. I want you to park down the block, in the lot behind the big empty warehouse that says Mallory Paper Incorporated on it. I own it. Then walk to my door and ring the bell. The sooner you get here, the sooner I can start exceeding all of your darkest, most depraved dreams!”

With that, Goddess Julia terminated the call, leaving me once again in a breathless tizzy. Naturally, I didn’t waste a bit of this energy or an instant of time.

Removing the cuffs from my wrists and ankles, I hurriedly brushed my teeth and hair. Then switching off the vibrator but leaving that big plug in place I dressed as fast as I could, grabbed my keys and wallet and ran out to the car. It was time to do some more shopping, and luckily, my neck had healed enough for me to go out in public.

Driving like a madman I headed to the nearest large mall. Once there my first stop was Frederick’s of Hollywood. Posing as an amorous husband choosing a birthday gift, I selected a sheer, lacy ensemble of a pale pastel yellow that included stockings, garters and a belt, skimpy split-crotch panties and a matching C-cup brassiere.

From there I went dress and shoe shopping.

Here it was rather harder to pretend I wasn’t shopping for myself, especially when trying to find shoes that would fit. Finally, I gave up, went to a different store and told the clerk I needed them for a play my office was putting on at work, where a lack of available ladies meant I would be playing the female lead.

Whether the girl bought this or not she remained professionally non-committal. With her assistance, I settled on a pair of white pumps with three-inch heels that were only a little too tight. This was a mortifying process of course, but being humiliated in front of an attractive woman was something I was finding keenly arousing now thanks to Goddess. I even modeled them and tried walking around for the young saleslady, who offered me some helpful tips on keeping upright and not moving in such a masculine fashion. After that, she turned me over to someone in the dress department, easing the transition for me by passing along my cover story.

This lady (Jeanine was her name) was skeptical, I could tell, and could hardly keep a smirk off her face as she insisted on taking my measurements. My bright red face must have betrayed my mortification, and only my chastity device prevented my perverted arousal from being equally noticeable. Still she did her job well: helping me choose a size, style and color that would both effectively disguise my sex and flatter my dubious attributes

“Will there be anything else?” asked Jeanine as she rang up the dress.

“Well,” I stammered, “I suppose if I’m going to look the part I need make-up and such, nail polish you know.”

“Of course,” Jeanine replied with a knowing smile. “That’ll be in cosmetics. Come on, I’ll take you.”

Luckily, this was the dinner hour, so the place wasn’t busy despite it being Saturday evening. Jeanine led me across the large department store and introduced me to the girl in cosmetics, a vivacious little Latina with short black hair and big dark eyes who reminded me excitingly of my waiting Goddess.

“Hi Nina, this is Mark. He has to pass for a woman soon – what did you say the name of the play was Mark?”

Here the teasing twinkle in her eye left no more doubt that she knew my story was crap, and my hesitation as I scrambled to come up with a name must have condemned me as an aspirant cross-dresser further. Finally, I blurted out the title of the last movie I’d rented, which probably finished any hope of pretense.

“It’s called Men at Work.”

“I see. Well, Mark needs some help shopping for cosmetics – as well as advice in applying them I imagine. See what you can do for him. Good luck on your performance, Mark!” Jeanine added with a snicker and a wink as she strode off back to her station.

As well as being cute and vivacious, little Nina proved most helpful of all and even enthusiastic as she talked me through the various substances and their application. She pointed me to the right shade of eye shadow to complement my rather striking irises, and when it came time for the nail polish, she matter-of-factly dispensed with the bullshit.

“This isn’t really for a play, is it, Mark?”

“What makes you say that?”

“Well, the Frederick’s of Hollywood bag you’re carrying, for one thing,” Nina pointed out with an impish smile. “Or is there a scene in this play you’re supposed to perform in your underwear?”

The game truly up at last, I smacked my palm theatrically against my forehead in genuine chagrin.

“Okay, you got me. My new girlfriend is a little bit kinky. She wants to explore a little role playing. And I just can’t say no to her.”

“That’s all right,” said Nina reassuringly. “I’m glad you’re so willing to accommodate her. All the guys I know, black and Hispanic mostly, are way too macho to even dream of something like that. All their asshole posturing gets on my nerves you know? What’s your girlfriend’s name?”

“Julie,” I responded automatically. “She’s white like me.”

“Well, she’s a lucky girl, isn’t she? Anyway, if I knew the color of your underwear, I could help you find the best shade of nail polish to go with it.”

Surrendering at last, I showed her what I’d bought. Right away Nina chose a deep red polish for me, and then switched the lipstick she’d initially supplied me with for one with a matching color. She even suggested perfume, which Goddess hadn’t specified and yet I agreed might add a nice touch, and picked out one that wasn’t overly floral or sickeningly strong. Finally little Nina added nail polish remover and cold cream, gave me a few last tips on how to remove everything she’d so diligently taught me to apply, and rang up my many items with a delightfully sly and sexy smile.

“There you go, Mark. Have fun!”

I thanked her most sincerely, and then hurried out the side door and around the outside of the mall to my car. It would be seriously bad luck to run into someone I knew laden down with such compromising purchases, and absolutely disastrous to meet a member of my soccer team, who all believed I was still too laid up to play. Fortune was with me however. I made it to the car unchallenged and back into my apartment without encountering any of my neighbors, who were also no doubt curious about my recent disappearing act. Once inside I headed straight to the bathroom.

There I piled my packages on the floor by the sink. I stripped, finally worked the plug out of me (two weeks’ worth of considerable stretching making this easier than I’d have once dreamed) and sat on the toilet. After draining and dropping ballast, I gathered up a new disposable razor, shaving cream and a styptic pencil and climbed into the tub. After a thorough if hurried shower, I turned my attention to the required shaving.

Being blonde, I am incapable of growing much of a beard, and need only shave my face a couple times a week. Similarly, the hair on my legs is rather fine and light rather than heavy and coarse. After closely scraping my face, I carefully stripped clear my legs and even my ass, nicking myself several times but not too badly. The styptic pencil took care of the bleeding fine. Next, I shaved away the short growth that had returned to my balls and groin, and finished up by clumsily doing my armpits.

I rinsed off, dried off, and used the blow drier on my hair, something I rarely bother with. I brushed this out all clean and shining, and then carefully used a pair of elastic pony-tail holders to give myself the ordered pigtails. These looked exceedingly silly on me, so I averted my gaze from the mirror and prepared to dress.

First, of course I greased, reinserted and switched on my vibrator. Then quivering inside and out with sexual excitement I stepped into my filmy, lace-trimmed yellow panties. Sliding these up my smooth bare legs and over my hips and butt, I felt an erotic charge that was equal parts humiliation, coercion, and simple self-reflective sexiness. As I parted the split crotch to let my balls and caged cock protrude through, this organ began to harden in all its usual pained futility. This madly thrilling circumstance continued to worsen then as I carefully donned my stockings and belt, and hooked up the dangling garters. Finally, I put on the matching bra and stuffed the cups with a pair of tennis balls. I couldn’t help myself anymore – I simply had to look.

Meeting my reflection in the mirror, I blushed hotter and redder than ever.

To my own eyes I still looked exceedingly silly – very much a man in drag despite my newly pneumatic bosom. Despite this, however my perverse arousal surged. No matter my appearance I felt – there was no other way to put this – extremely sexy. Vulnerable, humiliated, pitilessly coerced into doing something fundamentally at odds with my nature, I felt very much my ruling Goddess’ new creation – and I liked it. I wanted nothing more than to splay myself out before her, finger my welcoming hole and beg her to pound me with her big hard manly erection. For a minute, I caressed myself, my hands slipping delightfully from satiny smooth skin to feather-light silk fabric and back while my anomalous cock screamed in its confinement. Then abruptly I hurried to complete my transformation. Goddess was waiting, eager to exceed my darkest dreams…

Thank heaven for Nina’s expert instructions. Without them, I wouldn’t have known where to begin. As it was, I did a reasonably competent job with the cosmetics, especially for a first try. When I finally finished with the foundation, blush, eyeliner and shadow, mascara and lipstick, I actually looked like a rather slutty young lady, and not a kid playing dress-up or a ridiculously posturing queen. Satisfied I spritzed on the perfume and painted my nails – short of course but well kept. Helpful Nina had recommended multiple coats, but I had barely enough patience to let one dry before finally donning my low-necked, knee-length, belted red dress and painfully tight shoes. Finished at last I paused for a final appraisal in the bathroom mirror.

Would anyone I knew recognize me? Probably, I conceded. But would a stranger know I was a man? Doubtful, I decided, unless my mannerisms or body language gave me away. With that in mind, I spent a few minutes preening, tossing my hair and trying on facial expressions, experimenting with the set of my body and casual gestures until I felt reasonably comfortable with them. Then with my cock pulsing and aching continuously at my transformation, I practiced walking about the apartment.

This was quite a bit more difficult to get the hang of even with the coaching I’d received at the mall. At first, it was a challenge merely to stay upright and not turn an ankle. Then when I finally achieved simple ambulation, I had to practice the hip-swinging sashay of a confidently sexy woman blithely going about her business. For at least twenty minutes, I worked on this, making my way between bedroom, kitchen, the bathroom for evaluation and the front door and living room windows for cautious peeks at the street.

By this time, it was after eight, and the parking lot and sidewalks were busy with Saturday night traffic. Yet Goddess was waiting, and I burned for her with all the desperation of our interminable separation and all the queasy excitement of my coerced transvestitism. Finally, I was impatient and confident enough in my carriage to risk emerging when at least none of my immediate neighbors was around.

I slipped out the door and locked up behind me. Then with what I hoped was a casual glance around I tugged at my dress where it bound up briefly on my hips and headed for the car. I made it there without any wolf-whistles of appreciation, but also without any mocking guffaws or accusing shouts. That was good enough for me. I started it up, pulled out, and less than fifteen minutes later was easing into the empty parking lot Goddess Julia had directed me to. I switched off the lights and engine, rolled down the window and spent a cautious moment gauging the night’s silent darkness.

It was utterly unlike the spirited revelry of my own neighborhood, or the no doubt raucous drug dealing, gang fights and occasional gunshots of the south side. Here not even a stray cat could be seen creeping through the shadows. It was definitely spooky. Granted the industrial buildings were long abandoned and residences rare but you’d think transients and the homeless might have moved in, or kids and gangs turned the area into an arena for late night shenanigans. Oddly enough, this corner of the city seemed forgotten by the reputable and disreputable alike.

Well, that was good in a way I decided. There was no one around to ridicule my inexpert charade. A supposed woman walking alone at night might be a target for mugging, rape or worse on a dark street like this. Still, I was less than a block from Goddess Julia’s house, and my appointment with the insanely exciting subjugation I’d come to crave so intensely. With the lure of that hanging in front of me, I rolled the window back up, got out, locked up the car, and slipped the keys into the pocket of my dress. Taking a deep breath to settle the queasiness of my excitement I set out.

The empty paper products warehouse loomed darkly above me, and I moved close into its shadow for the walk around it to the street in front. Deserted neighborhood or not, the less visible I was on the way to my assignation the better. Determined to perform for Goddess as though she was watching me from on high – omniscient deity and all – I put a sexy swing in my step, squared my shoulders, thrust my new chest proudly out and held my head confidently up. Soon I was feeling daringly feminine, listening to my high heels clicking on the pavement and masochistically enjoying the growing pain in my cramped feet and anticipatory mini-erection. The buzzing in my nether regions was anticipatory as well, and I moaned happily at the prospect of soon having the lovely and imperious Goddess Julia brutally pounding me down there. Consciously I quickened my step, eager as ever to replace that yearning with reality. Then suddenly reality of another kind came crashing in on me like a ton of bricks.

Without the slightest warning, I was seized from behind. A strong arm wrapped about my chest, pinning my arms against my sides while a rough hand was clapped over my mouth, smothering my cry of surprise. A second assailant – all I could see of him was a dark shape with some kind of mask over his face – scooped up my legs and held them tight. Before I knew it I was being carried backward even deeper into the shadow of the hulking old warehouse. Automatically I tried to kick and thrash, but my captors were too strong. Then a cold voice grated chillingly in my ear.

“Be still bitch! Quit it or you’re dead, you hear me?”

At this threat, I lapsed in my struggles, as much from the weakness of disbelieving dismay as fear. Had I not just been thinking about the terrible things that could befall a woman alone on a dark street at night, or the suitability of abandoned industrial buildings for all kinds of criminal activity? Here I’d been impersonating a female for less than an hour, and I’d already been mistaken for one and abducted by a pair of rapists or worse!

What might they do to me when my true sex was discovered? I wondered. Say, gee, sorry fag, we thought you were a chick, and let me go? On the other hand, would they slit my throat in cheated disappointment? Behind me a door creaked open, and my terror escalated as I was hauled from the shadowed darkness outside into the almost pitch black of the building itself. How could this happen to me, especially just as I was finally about to see my Goddess again? What might my Goddess mistakenly assume about me when I failed to show up as ordered?

The thought that I might be losing my wondrous chance to earn purgatory and eventually ascension to Goddess Julia’s heaven was more horrifying to me than whatever these criminal brutes might chose to do. Again, I began struggling automatically as the door closed behind us, shutting me away from the outside world and into pitch-black darkness indeed. Still all my efforts were useless as I was manhandled down some kind of hallway, through another door and then down a long flight of stairs.

How my captors could navigate in the dark without breaking their necks was a mystery. Obviously, they knew their own lair well enough to move surely through it even while blind. Another heavy door creaked open at the bottom of the stairs, then slammed shut with terrifying finality after I was carried through it and into a dank, echoing area that seemed by its ambiance indicative of a great open space.

There I was finally lowered to the floor and roughly rolled over onto my stomach. Right away those pawing hands began to rip at my clothing, and I sobbed wretchedly as my new dress – three hundred and fifty dollars retail – was torn apart and stripped away from me in shreds. Trying unsuccessfully to muster enough breath to protest what a mistake this was before my perfidy was discovered I felt a knee come down hard on the small of my back, pinning me to the cold concrete floor. Then suddenly a new voice spoke coldly out of the encompassing blackness that was relieved only by a sullenly glowing spot of red some distance away.

“Well done. You will both be rewarded as promised. Now let go of her and move back. Return to your places.”

The hands and knee left me but before I could try to scramble my limbs under me a series of bare incandescent bulbs came on in succession, garishly lighting my terrifying surroundings. Blinking my teary gaze clear as my eyes adjusted to the sudden illumination, I looked up at the figure standing about five feet in front of me. Wearing the boots, corset and feeldoe I’d so far seen only in pictures and carrying the open straight razor and ivory handled riding crop I’d given her this week was my glorious Goddess Julia, smiling grimly down at me past her lovely bare breasts.

“Welcome to my dungeon, slave twenty-seven.”




Part Three: Purgatory


Chapter Ten

Miserable terror of a species wholly unrelated to that to which I’d become addicted collapsed into confusion, which was then superseded by enormous relief.

Goddess was here! I was saved! Relief then climbed into amazed elation as what she was saying penetrated me. Groveling meekly at her feet I wanted nothing more than to squirm forward and slobber kisses all over those steel-toed boots.

“I have decided to tentatively accept you into my mortal stable. From now on, you will live here in my basement dungeon with my other current slaves – provided you make it through this night. In any case you will never see your car, cozy little apartment, or even the light of day again.”

Backlit by those yellow bulbs, and looming above me in surroundings infinitely more sinister than her bedroom, Goddess Julia seemed to blaze like a cynosure: all divine beauty, stern judgment and fitting potentate in one. How could I possibly have forgotten how perfect her splendidly emphasized breasts were, how lovely her face, how glossy black her hair or how emphatically superior her manner? And of course the completely natural and yet breathtakingly threatening way her new erection curved organically up from her closely-trimmed yet otherwise totally bare crotch unmanned me utterly. Regarding her with heart-squeezing love, rampant lust and pure worshipful awe, I wept in sheer gratitude even as her smile turned to a sneer and she laid down a chilling caveat.

“That doesn’t mean I’ve made my mind up about you however. I still find myself confounded by your reaction to me, and by my own to you. Therefore, I have devised this combination further test and initiation for you.

“As before in my bedroom, how satisfactorily you respond to the uses to which you are about to be put will determine among other things whether your genitals, you, both or neither survive this night. I want you to look around yourself now at your new home, and take note of the most significant items here.”

Turning my head as bidden (initially to the left), the first thing I saw were cells about twenty feet away, and the aforementioned slaves. Cinderblock walls partitioned perhaps the first half of this side of the dungeon into stalls about twelve feet square. Floor-to-ceiling close-set iron bars closed off the ends of these, with barred doors set in the center. Two of these doors stood open and halfway between me and the empty cells lurked the slaves who’d captured me. Both of these men were naked except for tight leather hoods that concealed all but their eyes (fixed worshipfully on Goddess of course), their nostrils and mouths. Both wore chastity devices identical to mine except for their greater size. Envy smote me woefully as I saw they were each hung like studs, with sexual equipment that dwarfed my own not inconsiderable endowment.

The next four cells were locked shut and occupied by identically anonymously hooded men. All of these were shackled into various painfully contorted positions and chained to the walls of their cells. One slave was similarly naked, well-hung and cock-locked like my captors but the other three shared a profoundly disquieting difference.

These were dressed in high-heeled shoes and the ragged scraps of once-fine lingerie. Where their genitals should have been there was only a large ugly scar emphasizing their absence. The last cell, lucky number seven, was currently empty – no doubt waiting for me to occupy it. Swallowing hard, I swiveled my head around, taking in the rest of the huge underground space in all its ghastly particulars.

The open central area housed any number of cruel-looking medieval devices for torture and execution.

Closest at hand was a pillory: heavy wooden stocks for securing a prisoner uncomfortably bent over. A long, low table fitted with shackles, chains, and a large spoked crank was clearly a rack for stretching, and there was a circular wheel for inverting or even giddily spinning the subject strapped to it.

There was another, stationary and semicircular contraption with clamps designed to hold a sufferer bent stressfully back, and beyond this a classic Iron Maiden: an upright coffin-like enclosure with strategically placed spikes for impalement on the inside of the lid. Less gruesome but just as lethal, there was an actual guillotine straight out of the French Revolution and next to that of course a motorized winch and noose for hanging. Other less recognizable but still incomprehensibly fearsome devices were ranged around this space, and bolted to the far wall were a number of apparatuses for suspension.

There were simple iron rings, placed well apart to increase the stress on the one hung from them, and a pair of heavy wooden crosses. One was the iconic Roman crucifixion device and the other an x-shaped St. Andrews cross, both equipped with adjustable straps and clamps for securing the prisoner by the hands, feet or both either right-side-up or upside down. Finally, in the corner beyond this stood a huge coal bin, and set into the wall an open iron door disclosed a large furnace, the sullen red glow of which I’d noticed earlier. Leaning against this were a giant double-bitted axe, various pokers and other tools, and jutting out of the fire were the handles of still more.

Obviously, what Goddess Julia had already put me through was mere improvisation, child’s play compared to the kind of suffering she preferred to inflict. This blood-curdling perception was further borne out by the many heavily laden racks and shelves scattered around. These were hung and piled high with restraints from the most mundane coils of rope and chain to the bafflingly arcane, along with innumerable dildoes and implements of torture and discipline of every kind, style and size. Finally however, and closest nearby, my eyes fell upon the shelf Goddess obviously felt was most significant for one in my current cross-dressed and unresolved predicament.

Rather than sundry restraints, toys and weapons, this housed only a row of somewhere between one and two dozen large, sealed glass jars.

In all but one of these, floating a clear preservative liquid, were the severed genitalia of hapless male slaves: Goddess Julia’s collection. The very closest jar however remained open, and empty of all but liquid.

Once again, this obviously awaited my willing or unwilling addition. Agonizingly confined and trapped between my prone body and the floor, my condemned erection throbbed madly as I contemplated this sickeningly thrilling horror. Unconsciously my appalled gaze returned full circle at last to focus on my pitiless Supreme Being gleaming down at me with sadistic delight. Portentously she used her thumb to test the edge of that ridiculously expensive antique straight razor I’d given her.

“I want to thank you for the wonderful toy, peon. I can’t wait to try it out on you. As you know, I reserve gelding for those ineffectual sissies I consider not worthy of ever riding, either here or in my heavenly harem. Once shriven, these become eternally condemned to performing only toilet, torture, or sissy service, or any combination thereof depending on their eventual status. As of now that includes you, and only for the first two. Tonight we’ll at least find if you’re worthy of the third. So I want you to stand up and pose prettily before me.”

Eagerly I rose to my feet, my elation returning instantly at this oblique confirmation that I’d soon be not only receiving the incredible depredations of Goddess’ dildo, but also the opportunity to earn it for all of eternity, whether I was soon summarily shriven and dispatched or not. Right away, I assumed a hipshot stance, trying on the sultry expressions I’d practiced in the mirror and running my hands suggestively all over my body. Plumping up my breasts, caressing my hips, butt and flanks and suggestively snapping my garters I performed shamelessly before her, begging with my every feminine mannerism to be shoved down and brutally pounded until I cried.

Goddess Julia observed me critically. Tapping a steel-capped toe with her fists planted on her hips, she arched an eyebrow and at last put the question to her two currently favored slaves.

“What do you think? Does this slutty little sissy look good enough to fuck?”

“Yes Goddess!”

“Oh Goddess, very much so!”

These opinions were delivered with such obvious longing that I shuddered despite the hope and pride I felt at the success of my transformation. Then my elation got another boost, as did the sickly exhilarating humiliation I felt when Goddess substantially agreed.

“I think so too. She should have worn a girdle – her hips are too narrow and her tits too small. I like the lingerie and I love the way the lipstick and nail polish exactly match. In fact, the entire makeup job is remarkable for a first try. The perfume is a nice touch too, and she’s an absolute natural at playing the part. Not surprising of course when she’s done nothing but pump her own sissy-pussy for the past two weeks.”

Goddess straightened up and snapped her fingers imperiously at me.

“Okay, stop playing with yourself and listen up!”

Right away, I came to respectful attention, absolutely dying to hear what she had to say. It was suitably degrading and transformative for me, not to mention once again queasily exhilarating. “You’ve told me slave, that the old you was driven into oblivion the first time I fucked you and that an entirely new being was created in its place. This is now proved: you are no longer a man but a simpering little sissy. So clearly this new you must have a new name too. From now on, you are no longer Mark, not even in the privacy of your own heart. Your new name is Marcy. Now get on your worshipful knees before me, Marcy! I can’t wait to try out my other new toys too, and my brand new sissy-slut in the process!”

Mentally savoring my demeaning new name, marveling at how easily and completely Goddess Julia was able to transform me when the reward was a good butt-fucking (I mean sissy-pussy pounding) I went daintily to my knees in front of her. Determined to preserve my feminine manner I looked shyly up at her, fluttering my mascara-enhanced lashes coquettishly as I did so. But of course, it wasn’t my painfully stuffed and buzzed sissy-pussy destined to be pounded first.

Goddess stepped forward, until her elegantly curved cock thrust out from her crotch less than an inch from my heavily lacquered ruby-red lips. Breathlessly anticipating the inevitable, I squirmed a bit in place, my own anomalous cock a pitilessly squeezed scream of barely bearable pleasure-pain. Then I received the order I could never have even dreamed of greeting so eagerly just a few short hours before.

“Okay sissy, show me what you’ve got. Suck my fucking cock!”

Thrilling with exhilaration at this abysmally degrading command, my face on fire and my scalp actually tingling with the blushing rush of blood I leaped to the task and yet took my time. Determined to milk this first oral service for every bit of subjugated fun I could, I put out my pointy little tongue and used it to first teasingly tickle that big bulbous head. Moaning with mad appreciation, I slipped a hand under my bra to pinch and pull my nipple and used the other to squeeze and rub my own swollen protruding penis tip as I did so. Flicking, licking, and giggling helplessly as Goddess’ cock bobbed gently in my face I pleasured us together this way for as long as I thought I could get away with it.

I know Nina told me to have fun tonight, but this was just insane! But then that lively little Latina’s older soul-sister smacked the exposed side of my ass with her riding crop, compelling me to seriousness.

“Stop that, Marcy! Quit playing with yourself! Sissies are supposed to pretend their ugly little worms don’t exist. Unless you want me to slice it off right now and sear shut the resulting wound with a red-hot iron from my fire, put your hands behind your back and give me a proper fucking blow-job right now!”

Yes ma’am! Right away, I clasped my hands together behind me (incidentally fantasizing that they were cuffed that way), opened up and engulfed both that big ovoid head and the first inch or so of shaft. Though it was obviously the first time I’d ever had a cock in my mouth I didn’t let savoring this blackly exciting novelty detract from my fervency or technique. Painted lips pursing, powdered cheeks hollowed out, I sucked it like the most luscious lollipop ever devised. Right away saliva gushed into my mouth, but rather than swallow this I let it leak out around my lips, providing the perfect lubrication as I began bobbing up and down, slipping the shaft I was clamped upon slowly in and out. A chorus of moans greeted this maneuver.

One came from me of course, in depraved delight at performing for my Goddess that act my former self had once most enjoyed receiving. Goddess herself moaned as well, as the pressure of my lips on her prick was no doubt transmitted to her clit and g-spot just as advertised. Audible as well were the groans of envy and frustration as our captive audience was forced to witness a particularly demeaning and rewarding sexual pleasure they had been denied themselves for Goddess knew how long.

Emboldened to stretch myself I began bobbing faster and taking more of that lovely big cock, until it was probing my throat.

This caused me to gag a bit and leak tears from my eyes, but naturally, Goddess Julia showed me no pity. Her hand cupped the back of my head and pulled me to her, pressing her big erect penis home until it filled me in its entirety. Soon I was retching uncontrollably and weeping freely. Still she held my face flush against her groin, lips kissing labia around the thick mass of erection connecting us.

“That’s right Marcy, take it all. Get used to having a hard cock filling your throat right now. All sissies must be expert at sucking even the biggest dicks. Your education is barely beginning in that regard.

“Once your own pitiful little organ is gone you’re going to have to get your sexual fulfillment from servicing others. You need to learn to do it right before you can take proper pride and excitement from your performance. So deep-throat me right down to the root. I want you to revel just as much in having your face fucked as you do in offering up your shameless little sissy-pussy.”

Driven by autonomic revulsion as much as these demeaning exhortations I struggled mightily with my gorge. With my head trapped between Goddess’ hand and her crotch and my throat full of cock, I fought the spastic hitching of my diaphragm until it finally settled. With drool depending from my lower lip and chin and tears still running down my cheeks (black smudges at the edge of my vision attested to the hopeless mess of my mascara) I at last subsided into acceptance. Breathing heavily through my nose (my recent extensive experience being gagged coming in quite handy) I waited then for Goddess Julia to take the next necessary step in educating me. This didn’t take long.

Once satisfied that I wasn’t going to puke on her cock my omnific deity – capable of creating anything through the simple power of her will, even the perfect sissy from a formerly normal male – closed her razor and tucked it into her corset. Then she added a second hand to the one holding my head and began pumping her hips.

Withdrawing all but the head of her cock from my mouth and then thrusting its entirety right back in, Goddess began fucking my face just as she’d inferred she would. Shifting her booted feet wider apart, she settled into a stance that would provide greater comfort and power both and began soothing, ridiculing and encouraging me all at once.

“There now, Marcy, I told you that you could do it. Look at you deep-throating my wonderful new erection like the sluttiest young sissy in the stable! You’re going to learn to love this, you disgusting little come-funnel. You’re going to take so much hard pounding cock from both ends that you won’t be able to distinguish between holes. Sperm-bucket or sissy-pussy, it won’t matter which or both are being brutally penetrated to you. You’ll be in pervert heaven regardless.

“Now then, I can already tell this cock you’ve given me was an inspired choice. Money, motorcycle, or cock-shearing razor aside, this gift alone has earned you a certain amount of indulgence from me. I might even say it’s the best present I’ve ever been given. My pussy certainly thinks so at least. Let’s just see what it can really do for me!”

With that, Goddess Julia’s moderate thrusting abruptly increased its force and velocity. Pounding powerfully enough into my throat to start me gagging and weeping again, she pursued her own pleasure with an utter disregard for my ability to accept it. Dropping her crop to the floor, she shifted her grip from the back of my head to the handy handles of my pigtails – don’t tell me this wasn’t exactly why she’d mandated them. Then in addition to manically pumping her hips, she began pulling my helpless face back and forth in syncopation with her rhythm.

The slaver dripping from my firmly gripping lips began to leap and splatter, each warm splash against my neck and chest aiding my humiliated arousal at being so used. More exciting still was Goddess’ response to the rhythmic rocking pressure being so forcefully applied to her most sensitive anatomy. Moaning appreciation quickly gave way to sharp cries of combined effort and excitement. These in turn escalated to echoing screams of ecstasy that rang thrillingly around the cavernous underground and bounced off the dungeon walls only to see these reverberations superseded by freshly pealing shrieks of sexual glee.

Once I’d regained control of my gorge this endlessly redundant evidence of the extreme pleasure of my latest present and helplessly willing fuck-hole were together providing her with continuously stimulated my own mad passion. The subjugation-craving being she’d created of me treasured Goddess Julia’s carnal fulfillment more than anything in the universe. The ultimate benison to my enslaved soul, it inspired every sacrifice imaginable and provided proportional sexual satisfaction even under the worst torture. Just as she’d assured me it would, I soon found having my face violently raped to be exquisitely exhilarating – perhaps not yet on the order of having my sissy-pussy pounded, but what could possibly compete with that for sheer sexual subjugation? In any case, as my limitlessly beloved divinity hammered her way to and through her first orgasm of our second assignation (reaching it faster and sustaining it far longer than anything she’d exhibited previously) I was truly in sissy-slut heaven. The only thing that might have excited me more was the promise she delivered shortly after pulling out of my exhaustively pounded mouth at last.

Trailing ropes of saliva that broke and splatted against my neck and chin, Goddess Julia’s heavenly erection exited my brightly painted and dripping lips, leaving me nearly hyperventilating in aftermath. Staggering back from my worshipfully kneeling form, she armed sweat from her face and gave vent to a whoop of satisfaction.

“All right! That was the best standing up face-fucking I’ve ever enjoyed! Marcy, you are already proving quite a useful new sissy. But I won’t know what wonders this new cock is truly capable of until I try it out on a tighter hole. Your ass is mine slave, and it’s high time I fucked the shit out of it again!”

Goddess gestured commandingly at the two envious slaves who’d lurked near the door of their cages ever since delivering me.

“You two – I want Marcy here secured in the stocks for me. I need to snort some more of the primo blow she just bought me before I have at her again.”

Right away these two brutes – and they were brutes, both of them substantially bigger and stronger than me and covered everywhere with interlacing scars, tattoos and other marks like an attestation to their toughness – came forward. Each of them grabbed me by an arm. Then they pulled me roughly to my feet and dragged me over to the pillory I’d noticed earlier. This consisted of a pair of heavy oak boards supported horizontally waist high off the floor. Set on edge one atop the other they together measured about six feet long, a foot and a half high and were at least two inches thick. They were joined at one end by a heavy iron hinge and at the other by a flange and hasp with a large open padlock dangling through the loop. Of course between the boards matching curved cut-outs formed three circular holes, the middle one about six inches in diameter and the two smaller ones flanking it two feet to either side less than half that. While Goddess Julia sniffed up several spoons of coke, I was manhandled over to this device.

The lock was removed and the top board lifted on its hinge. Though I moved willingly enough, a sudden punch to the pit of the stomach folded me over at the waist. As I gasped incapacitated for breath, my neck was fitted into the central cut-out and my wrists lifted, spread, and set into the others. The top board was lowered back down, the lock fitted through the hasp and snapped shut, and just like that I was held bent over at the waist and secured in classic Colonial-era stocks. The hooded brutes restraining me weren’t quite finished yet however.

From a pair of widely separated ringbolts set into the concrete floor behind me short chains led to steel shackles. Brusquely my legs were kicked back and spread uncomfortably far apart. The shackles snapped closed about my ankles, and thus all four limbs and my head were locked immovably in place. My bra was shoved up off my breasts, sending those tennis balls bouncing and rolling away, and just as in Goddess Julia’s bedroom toothed clamps trailing heavy weights bit into and cruelly stretched my nipples. A collar compacted my finally healed testicles, and more weights stretched and crushed these nauseatingly.

With that, my captors retreated to their assigned places, sniffling and grinning Goddess approached me, her cock still jutting excitingly up and her expensive new riding crop once again clutched in her good right hand. Big dark eyes sparkling with a high that was as much enthusiastic sadism as chemical accentuation my gorgeously gorgeous soul-owner circled around behind me.

Seconds later I felt my filmy silk panties go the way of my expensive new dress: ripped to shreds and torn from my body. Cramped toes trying to curl with torturously intense suspense then I felt Goddess’ firm hand appreciatively caress my bare, freshly shaved left buttock. Her voice carried a cruelly teasing lilt in it as she mockingly addressed both me and her envious audience.

“Oh my, look at this! Have you ever seen such incredibly clear, milky white, silky smooth, utterly unblemished skin? Why I’m just now realizing that this ass I’ve fucked a good dozen times already has never yet been paddled, whipped or even spanked black and blue, to say nothing of being marked more permanently.

“That will never do. Fucking this simpering sissy will just have to wait a bit. It’s far past time for me to mark my property properly, and make use of this other delightful toy my slave has so generously gifted me with. One of you peons, go and get my initials.”

Huh? What the fuck did that mean?

Already in acute discomfort from my cruelly enforced posture, in an agony of anticipation for the now unbearably delayed butt-fucking I’d been craving so desperately for so very long, I watched as the elaborately scarred and decorated backside of Goddess’ slave moved briskly across the room to the far wall. There he stepped to the furnace, seized an insulated handle protruding from it and withdrew an iron shaft glowing a bright fiery white from the coals. Promptly he turned and ran smartly back to me, holding this aloft like an Olympian’s torch.

Horrified understanding crashed in on me even before I noticed that the glowing end of this iron formed the intertwined initials ‘G’ and ‘J’ in radiant reverse. Lower than cattle in the eyes of my Goddess, I was about to be branded like such. As that horrific instrument rapidly approached, Goddess Julia spoke ceremoniously behind me. “Sissy-slave Marcy, as I have already laid my indelible imprint on your freely conceded soul, I shall now permanently mark your mortal body as my eternal property. Do you willingly submit to this appropriate expression of your utter enslavement to me?”

More desperate than ever to get past this most momentous delay I swallowed hard in my wood-encircled throat and spoke up loud and clear.

“Yes I do, my gloriously beautiful and divinely desirable Goddess Julia. I submit and commit everything I have or ever will to your eternal possession. Please mark me as your property forever.”

“And so I shall!” she sonorously intoned as she took possession of that still glowing golden iron. “If you remain in my mortal stable past this night you may earn other brands signifying your increasing status in my esteem. For now though bear with pride this evidence of my ownership.”

With that, Goddess Julia pressed that brightly heated iron firmly against my left buttock and held it there for a count of at least three seconds.

There was no question of stoicism here.

As the smell of cooking flesh rose on the air, I screamed as loud as the constriction of my posture allowed. Never had there been excruciation like this! Involuntarily my buttocks clenched like my teeth and fists around that still busily buzzing, largely forgotten plug stuffing up my sissy-pussy. At last, Goddess ripped the smoking iron free of my flesh. She handed it back to her slave, who dutifully returned it to the furnace. Then as I blubbered uncontrollably and tried in vain to take masochistic enjoyment from the still flaming pain in my ass Goddess Julia switched her new riding crop back to her good hand and took up a position just behind me and off slightly to one side.

“Now sissy, it’s time for me to try out this other new toy. I still can’t believe that only your front and sides have yet felt the searing kiss of my whip. There isn’t a slave in my possession whose backside should ever be anything but extensively wounded!”

The first swat of that crop hit the crease between my buttocks and thighs.

Though painful, this was exquisite bliss compared with the residual agony of my burn. Again and again, Goddess wickedly whipped my ass, and I cried out each time in masochistic delight. This was more like it! Being spanked by my owner deliciously fed my submission fetish, and pain of this lesser magnitude remained wonderfully arousing to me. But every so often those hard smacks impacted directly on my fresh brand. Then again, I was forced to contend with a much more challenging kind of excruciation, and I sobbed and screamed piteously. Still I did my best to take what appreciation I could from this experience. The many truly medieval torture devices ranged around attested quite emphatically to the fact that even my worst sufferings in Goddess Julia’s bedroom were but a tease next to the agony I could expect to endure throughout my stay in purgatory.

Therefore, Goddess cropped my ass until the state of its wounding, her lust to begin fucking me or both reached a critical threshold. Then at last, she dropped the crop again, moved up directly behind me and used both hands to appreciatively caress my cheeks. Her voice purred approvingly at me, spiking my anticipatory arousal back up to astronomical levels.

“That’s more like it: red everywhere, overlaid with overlapping welts and marked with a big open burn that should heal into a simply beautiful brand for me. This is the kind of butt I truly love to fuck! Now at last I get to see what my brilliant new cock can do for me when pounding a tight little sissy-pussy. It better not be too tight however – I ordered you to keep it accessible for me. Let’s just see what you’ve got up here…”

Goddess pried my cheeks apart, seized the butt of the vibrator protruding from me and wrenched it out.

This caused an intolerable stretching agony followed by an achingly loose emptiness that just begged more abjectly than ever to be violently, rhythmically, repeatedly and endlessly filled by my deity’s rampaging penis. Still she tortured me with suspense just a little longer, holding up that plug for appraisal and scornfully dismissing it before tossing it aside.

“This is what you’ve been using? I suppose I shouldn’t complain – it’s probably got you dilated just about optimally for me. But down here, you’ll live with a much more powerful and sizeable sissy filler. Think about that while I pound your ass!”

And then oh yes, oh thank you, Goddess, more than any words or deeds could possibly express, pound my ass the utterly magnificent Goddess Julia did at last. After weeks of listless limbo and terrible agonies of the cruelest anxiety, after leaving me in crippling doubt that I’d ever be judged worthy of this quintessential sexual subjugation again, she slipped her elegantly curved, bigheaded erection into my most personal portal and finally began fucking us both to unprecedented ecstasy with it.

Oh, it was everything I’d dreamed and fantasized it would be as I endlessly pounded myself in the bathtub or on the living room floor! Standing braced behind me Goddess got all the power of her body and all the increased incentive of her feeldoe into each of her wonderfully punishing impalements.

Perched in those unfamiliar heels on my crammed-together toes my feet hurt exquisitely and ever longer the more. Driven relentlessly against that uncompromising oak my wrists and especially neck were galled increasingly raw and my bent over posture became ever more torturous. The weights hung from my nipples and nuts swung constantly about with the impetus of her thrusts, stretching, pulling, and crushing these tender organs abominably. My imprisoned penis screamed unceasingly in its fruitless attempts to erect beyond its already pinched-off bloat and every endless spanking slap of Goddess’ hips and crotch against my bruised, welted and excruciatingly branded ass incessantly added to the exciting agony she’d already inflicted on me. Every deeply drilling stab of her beautifully curved, bulbous-headed penis pleasured, humiliated and fulfilled me further than anything else ever possibly could. Just as on the occasions in her bedroom that had so excellently eradicated the old me and created this madly enslaved, dick-craving sissy-slut in its place, Goddess’ appetite for this degrading act of consummate domination was so prodigious as to be indisputably superhuman. Only now she had a variant of it and other avenues for physical discipline that enabled her to keep it up for far longer without diminishing the intensity of the experience in the least.

After Goddess Julia pounded me to an unprecedented string of consecutive climaxes, she came around and fucked my slavering mouth to another such series before tooting back up and once again returning her attentions to my insatiably greedy sissy-pussy. Alternating holes this way – and occasionally interrupting herself to redundantly whip my butt raw with her crop or batter it black and blue with a heavy, perforated wooden paddle – Goddess spent uncounted hours both re-confirming my perfect suitability for an eternity of sissy service and enthusiastically enjoying the orgasmic potential of that brilliantly conceived feeldoe. Yet still she had other challenges and tests planned for this crucially determinative night. So finally, she withdrew at last completely from my ass. Standing unseen behind me, she sniffed up still more coke and then spoke sternly to me as she busied herself with some new unknown preparation.

“Well Marcy, that didn’t teach us much we didn’t already know about you, did it? However, I have one more delightful new present to try out on you before we get to use the razor, and a further bit of very necessary groundwork to lay before the ultimate examination of your worthiness for sissy service. It would be a sin to make that experience overly pleasurable for anyone.”

She sniffed with disapproval and then continued.

“So far you haven’t been suffering nearly satisfactorily enough tonight; once again I’m faced with the same vexing dilemma of your already ridiculously excessive pleasure at submitting to my righteous vengeance. At this rate, you’ll be shriven if not ascended to my heaven tonight for sure. I still can’t shake the nagging suspicion that I might someday regret that action. So let’s just see how you respond to the rest of your initiation to my wonderful dungeon.”

With that, Goddess Julia once more moved back into my field of vision. There with her fists on her hips and her eyes glittering with the chemical and natural high of her truly diabolical intent she posed before my appalled, excited, terrified eyes in all of her devastatingly endowed divine glory.

Gone was the feeldoe that had given us both such limitless sexual ecstasy. Strapped securely in its place was the gargantuan shape of the other new cock I’d so idiotically given her.




Chapter Eleven

Dear Goddess above, what the hell had I been thinking? Clearly my imagination and desperation had been allowed to run ridiculously away with me.

From its irregular ellipsoid head, up its vein-wrapped shaft (those simulated blood vessels substantially upraised in ridged relief) to the false balls resting directly against Goddess Julia’s clitoris that hard rubber dark gray cock was cast to be exquisitely lifelike. There was nothing at all lifelike about its titanic size however, unless one considered it modeled after the actual Titans of Greek myth. I suppose some human somewhere probably had a penis exceeding twelve inches in length. Surely no one sported one with a girth like that of the fat end of a baseball bat.

Now that I actually saw this monstrous organ in all its adamant actuality it seemed inconceivable to me that someone would even design such a thing, much less purchase it with the intention of being on the receiving end. Yet that had been me. Besotted by my anal cravings I had actually thrilled with excitement as I charged it to my account and arranged to have it shipped to someone I ardently prayed would use it on me.

Now that unimaginable moment had arrived. Suffused with sadistic zeal at the prospect of cruelly capitalizing on my moment of madness, Goddess Julia seemed to glow with otherworldly energy as she reached down and clicked a small switch hidden at the base of those testicles. This activated the powerful vibrator concealed within the shaft, and immediately that entire prodigious prick began to tremble perceptibly. Grinning with triumphant intent Goddess moved in on me then, until the buzzing head of that phallic immensity nudged against my heavily lacquered lips.

“Suck my giant cock, sissy. Get it good and wet. From now on spit’s the only lubricant you ever get.”

Gulp! Already terrified dry by the thought of submitting to this gargantuan organ, my mouth seemed to desiccate further at this news. Still I stretched as wide as I was able to admit the Goddess prick, but it was instantly clear this was an absurd impossibility. Goddess Julia giggled gleefully at my futile striving.

“What’s the matter sissy? Are your teeth getting in the way? Perhaps I should get the pliers and yank the front ones out for you. Then you’ll have the widest, smoothest, most accessible fuck-hole ever. Not just yet, you say. Very well, just use your tongue. Lick it all up spitty and slippery for me, so I can cram it up your sissy-pussy without tearing you open. If that happens, I’ll have no choice but to dispatch you. You’re certainly not going to the hospital to get stitched up!”

Chilled even further by this image I ran out my sandpaper tongue and began stroking that fist-sized head with it. Luckily, that hot buzzing soon stimulated my salivary glands, providing me with the necessary wetness. I soaked the head as well as I could, and when Goddess considerately shifted to give me access to the shaft, I liberally slathered that as well. Perhaps not surprisingly, this degrading labor had the additional benefit of rekindling the old black excitement that had been temporarily scared out of me.

This anal adventure was going to be something to brag about, even if only to myself! Surely the bodily agony would be soul searing, but so would the commensurate emotional sense of unparalleled subjugation. Perhaps I knew what I was doing when I ordered Goddess this monstrosity after all…

As she at last pulled it away from me and swaggered around to my backside, Goddess Julia certainly looked supremely appropriate sporting such an enormous organ. This led me to the realization that unexpected gift or not, my Goddess certainly came by her titanic endowment honestly.

According to Hesiod, was not the queen of the mythical Titans, Gaia, the Earth Goddess? Moreover, was not Gaia the universally accepted identity of the divinity at the pinnacle of female-worship? With Goddess Julia the mortal incarnation of this Supreme Being, it was only logical that she should lay claim to the sex organ of a Titan. Shivering with religious awe at the thought that humbly mortal me was about to receive the supernatural size and Olympian passions involved with such truly divine copulation, I moaned with exhilarated trepidation and tried to shift my stance wider despite the implacable shackles on my ankles. Then long before I could possibly be ready for it and sooner than I dared hope my transcendently lovely and powerful deity moved in behind me and prepared to mount my unworthy body.

Strong hands gripped my battered and branded buttocks and spread them to their ultimate limit. Still largely dilated (yet nowhere nearly enough) my nether fuck-hole gaped open in quivering invitation. Without hesitation, Goddess Julia pressed the huge head of her saliva-slimy erection against this and began to force her pitiless way in.

At first this assault was more than just bearable. It was as limitlessly thrilling as I’d convinced myself to expect. After all, the buzzing plug I’d been penetrating and occupying myself with for almost a fortnight had been just as big around, and the one Goddess had used on me considerably larger. Feeling myself so outrageously stretched and stuffed I couldn’t help but cry out in an excess of holy ecstasy.

“Ow, yes, my gorgeous Goddess! Mistress of immortal might, fill me up with your incredible largesse! Make me suffer an eternity of such potent surfeit!”

Growling an acknowledgement at this unrehearsed worship – or maybe signaling her displeasure at my unseemly enjoyment – Goddess Julia seized my hips in her hands and drove harder into me. Inch by inch that insanely hefty shaft rammed into my rectum, far deeper than any plug or indeed previous prick had reached. Now I screamed in splitting agony, now I wept tears of purest misery as my unsuspecting ass was brutally violated beyond anything nature could have intended. It was like I’d sat on a fencepost, or a piling meant to support an industrial wharf. Scrambling madly for masochistic appreciation, my bottomless lust for sexual subjugation instantly outstripped by such intensely intimate excruciation, I writhed wildly in place, desperate to accommodate that bodily insult. Still the intolerable stress of that stretching and stuffing increased as my Titan Queen forced her prodigious phallus ever deeper into me.

“Not begging any more, are you?” she snarled, as at last her busily vibrating balls pressed against my stretched and compacted ones, her leather-strapped groin smacked into me and her entire hotly buzzing monstrosity of a cock finally occupied my acutely suffering body. “Let’s see how you like it when I start pounding your fucking lights out, you shamelessly craving penis-slave! You’ve pissed me off now. I don’t care if I do tear you up. I’m going to make you pay as if you were the rapist who originally ruined me!”

That was an interesting choice of words, or perhaps Freudian slip. Did she really consider herself ruined? Unfortunately, I had no concentration to spare pursuing this idea.

As for people being robbed of their virginity, I instantly felt as though this was happening to me all over again. Goddess reared back and lunged forward, partially withdrawing from me only to plunge violently back in. The enormous size of her boner sent me right back to that initial tearing agony of having my inexperienced tightness stabbed into for the very first time. I wept and groaned and gasped and screamed, unable to believe she wasn’t indeed rupturing something vital in me as she proceeded to ‘pound my fucking lights out’ just as she’d threatened. Bludgeoning brutally into me with all her omnipotent force and supernatural passion Goddess Julia drove me practically into rabidly frothing insanity with her idea of sissy-suitable intercourse. Somehow, she even found breath to spare for further mocking and chastising me.

“Yeah girl, now we’re fucking! Now you’re learning what I had to endure as just a pubescent little girl! I’d say we finally found just the right cock to make raping you appropriately punishing. I’m tempted to start using this one every time I do you from now on. How’d you like an eternity of taking this prick, you disgustingly greedy slut? It would be exactly what you deserve.

“You asshole, you should have found me a feeldoe in this size. That would have been the perfect present for me to ensure you an interminable purgatory here. Now I just don’t know. Every time I use this on you I’ll be missing that inner probe pushing on my g-spot, and every time I enjoy the probe I’ll be missing hearing you scream and sob and suffer like a toy poodle being impregnated by a Clydesdale. You stupid little slut – I’m going to make you pay for that too. So take it, sissy, for tonight at least! Take every agonizing inch of my monstrous bull cock!”

I did – oh Goddess, how I did! For easily over another hour she raped and rammed and reamed me out, cored me like a rotten apple and pounded me like a pile driver. Gloating incessantly over my intolerable agony Goddess Julia savored every second of it. Immeasurably gratified to have banished my unholy pleasure at being buggered at last, she drove me against those stocks until my neck and wrists bled and my helplessly quivering legs could barely support me. Of course support me they had to or I would have simply choked to death as the oaken noose around my neck crushed my fragile throat. In any case I somehow managed to get through to the end of this ultimate test of my addiction without sustaining any unrecoverable trauma even in my horribly bored out backside. Then Goddess sprang another limitlessly horrifying surprise on me: the worst one possible and the culmination of my education in proper sissy service.

Pulling from my abysmally drilled out fuck-hole at last – and I do mean ‘abysm’ in the sense of a bottomless pit, a vast immeasurable cavity – she remarked approvingly on the enormous opening she’d created in me.

“There now: that’s a properly stretched slut-cunt. That should diminish the pleasure of fucking it enough to be acceptable to me. All right, seventeen and twenty-three, you may take your reward now. Present yourselves for unlocking.”

Craning my terribly pained neck at this, I was just able to see Goddess Julia removing the chastity devices from her two favored slaves’ own remarkably large cocks. Grinning with infinite relish at the abhorrent understanding crashing in on me she waved a hand at where I stood bent way over and inescapably restrained.

“There she is, peons: my newest sissy slave, just waiting for you drive home to her what it really means to be a cock craving come-funnel. And you’d better be damn careful too. If either of you fills her with sperm before an entire hour is up Marcy won’t be the only slave being gelded here tonight. I want her to get the incredibly extended and unavoidably educative experience of being truly double-fucked before I make up my mind what to do with her.”

“No Goddess, please!” I immediately begged with groveling desperation. “I’m not gay; never have been, never will be!”

“And what fucking difference does that make?” she sneered, pulling out and setting up the compact digital video camera she’d used to record me before. “As a slave you’ll submit to whatever I say. And I say I want to see you fucked from both ends with real live cocks before I decide whether to geld and kill you or not. So shut your fucking mouth until someone sticks a dick in it. I’m warning you right now: use your teeth in the least and I will yank them right out of your head. I actually prefer my sissies that way. So don’t give me the slightest reason!”

Gulp and double-gulp! Horror and abomination! Nevertheless, Goddess warning – and merely the intolerable expression of her displeasure – cowed me immediately. Vainly I tried to make my mind an utter blank, to not think about what was happening and just survive it. But of course, that became impossible as soon as I saw one of those brawny studs hurrying toward my captive face.

Already urgently erect – Goddess knows how long it had been since he’d been free of confinement – that impressive member looked even larger than I expected. Once again, feeling personally diminished and naturally inadequate, not to mention unbearably repulsed, I nevertheless opened my upper fuck-hole wide as he arrived. Carefully cushioning my teeth behind my lips, I sobbed in purest dread and misery as he aligned himself. Then I gagged and choked helplessly as he drove straight in to my throat.

Oh, Goddess, it was so awful! The smell alone was enough to make me retch. The inescapable knowledge that it was another man grunting gutturally and eagerly filling my face was even worse. Shuddering autonomically all over I struggled mightily not to puke. Then remembering that my performance here would once again dictate my fate I made the supreme effort to clamp my lips tightly to the hot throbbing shaft skewering me and meekly submit to its homosexual assault.

Oh how I needed a distraction as that disgustingly pungent penis began fucking my face! Anything to take my mind off what was happening to me would do. Of course, I promptly got one, but this fresh outrage only compounded my bottomless shame and revulsion. Another larger-than-normal organ pulsing with heat and life suddenly stabbed into my sissy-pussy. Big hard hands gripped my hips. Before I could properly credit it, shaved bare crotches were slapping against me violently from both ends.

Big hard penises stuffed and drilled both of my sissy-holes simultaneously. Moaning with unadulterated ecstasy, the two pitiless brutes that had captured me grunted and thrust and double-fucked me mercilessly as I sobbed and shuddered and still tried desperately to shirk all thought of what was happening to me. Goddess Julia wasn’t going to let me get away with that. “All right, Marcy! Now you’re really a sissy! How do you like it, having both of your nasty little slut-holes stuffed full of real live man-cock? I could arrange for this to happen to you all the time you know.

“Sometimes, if a slave really offends or disappoints me, I decide I don’t want him in my heavenly harem after all. So instead of granting him ascension, I cast him down into the worst Earthly damnation I can conceive. I sell him to a gay slavery ring in San Francisco, where he lives out his years being tortured and gang-banged by the most hard-core fetish fags, and instead of imbibing my heavenly nectar he gets his daily hot piss straight from the cock in his mouth. So don’t you ever let me down, you disgustingly slutty little sissy!”

Good Goddess, how many inconceivable horrors could I be presented with in one night? Such a future indeed would be the worst damnation I can imagine and the images conjured up made my ongoing ordeal even more unendurable. But of course endure it I had to. Locked in the stocks and shackled to the floor I certainly wasn’t going anywhere. Goddess Julia had decreed that this culmination last an hour at the very least. Not surprisingly, her stud-slaves quickly proved very adept at preventing the forbidden early ejaculation that had condemned me.

From slamming relentlessly into me with a speed that rivaled Goddess’ most exuberant attacks one or both would occasionally slow down to a sedate, measured pace as they fought to retain control. This proved even worse for me however, as I then had leisure to dwell on every slippery inch sliding hotly through my lips and anus and plumbing the depths of my throat and butt. Listening to their ragged panting and groans of indescribable pleasure as they used me caused a flaming shame and abysmal degradation that shared none of the thrill I felt when inflicted on me by my feminine icon.

Mad to conjure up even a bit of this I sought to recall the powerful sense of coercion I felt when Goddess fucked my face with her abnormally large clit, ridiculing me all the while with the ontogenic implications of that protrusion. Unfortunately, the difference between fantasy and reality was too monstrous to overcome, and I continued to sob brokenly around my throat-full of pungent male meat. Still it pumped endlessly in and out of me, from the velvety soft head sliding along my tongue on the backstroke to the root mashing my lips and bloated-full balls slapping my drool-slickened chin at each full insertion. Meanwhile the pulsing heat of the tool stabbing my sissy-pussy made it impossible to pretend it was Goddess’ glorious erection pleasuring me, which turned all of my rightful ecstasy into a horribly personal torture.

At last, I truly understood the reality of rape in a more than just academic fashion, which was no doubt Goddess’ intent in subjecting me to this. Moreover, of course she wouldn’t let me forget it for an instant, scornfully deriding me non-stop and even gleefully reveling my obvious extreme emotional suffering.

“That’s right sissy, feel that unwelcome cock in you! Amazing that something that should be so enjoyable can instead be such a torment, isn’t it? In addition, you have no choice but to stand there, bent over at the waist like the dirtiest sleaze in the schoolyard, while everyone who wants to steps up and does what they choose to your helpless body. So take it, slut-girl! Take those two big cocks non-stop and pray that you never give me a reason to condemn you to an entire lifetime of this.”

Of course, I never would. My infinite love of and devotion to her aside, I would do anything to escape even a second of this, to say nothing of decades. Suddenly she addressed my rapists then, and for a ridiculous instant, I actually believed that Goddess had received my silent prayer, and was finally calling an end to my ordeal. However, of course she was only interested in compounding my suffering.

“All right you two, pull out now. Switch places, and let Marcy enjoy the taste of her own ass on the big prick raping her face. And don’t forget, she’s got another forty minutes of this before you get to pump those months’ worth of come all over and into her. I want to see if she eventually learns to love even this.”

No chance, my Goddess!

Retching uncontrollably on the smell and taste of that soiled cock as it was rammed right back into me where the other had just finally vacated I continued to suffer an eternity of the worst possible hell throughout that entire interminable ordeal. The absolute nadir, the experience I would have traded the most gruesome death for, came at the culmination of that dual rape; that wretchedly nauseating forced homosexual congress. When Goddess Julia at last considered herself satisfied that my extreme revulsion and excessive suffering were genuine and intolerable enough, and that her favored slaves had been sufficiently rewarded for their service, she called out imperiously to them.

“All right slaves, that’s enough fucking fun. Blow your filthy loads and let’s get this over with. The night is getting old, and I still have to dispose of Marcy’s car and sanitize her apartment before dawn. As far as the world is concerned, she’s disappeared off the face of the Earth.

“She’s passed her test. So let’s baptize her appropriately into her eternity of sissy service, mark her with her new status and get her settled into her new home in my mortal stable. Cell number seven is waiting.”

Instantly the already manic panting, moaning and thrusting accelerated even further, distracting me from my enormous relief that not only was my double-fucking drawing to an end but that I’d also been granted approval to stay in my Goddess’ dungeon for the immediate future. So great was that relief in fact that I failed to fully consider all of what Goddess had said, and its implications for my very immediate future. The carnal crescendo assailing me from both ends quickly brought that home to me. I had an instant of horrified realization. Then as if this understanding had opened a set of floodgates the brute violently pounding my ass suddenly released a cry of insanely delayed climax, and began pumping hot volumes of spunk into me along with his maniacally inspired thrusts.

Feeling this unbearably demeaning injection wrenched a sob of agonized mortification from me. Suddenly that basement wasn’t nearly deep enough – I wanted to drop right down through the center of the Earth to get away from what was happening to me. And of course far worse was about to ‘come’.

Even as those last urgent dick-stabs were impaling and injecting me, the burning pole of pulsing meat ramming through my tightly gripping lips began to spasm in a dreadful precursor. Then as the hung stud fucking my front unleashed his own eloquent cry of consummation and began to pull back out of my throat his awful organ too erupted. Straight into my mouth, onto my tongue and palate and down my gullet spurted out a hideously disgusting slimy mess. Still spurting though, it continued to withdraw, and even as I fought grimly with my gorge, that slippery prick slipped from my lips. Seizing it immediately, my defiler pointed it and pumped. Then scalding ropes of long-hoarded semen looped out and were laid down over my lips, chin, philtrum, cheeks and nose in the most abominably revolting and humiliating fashion.

While Goddess Julia cheered this abysmal baptism, and the last few clots and drops were still splatting against my forehead and even my eyelids, I wailed in the most debilitating desolation imaginable. The smell, the sticky trickling, and worst of all the adhesion of that loathsomely viscous liquid to my flaming features all emphasized for me the irredeemable nature of the denigration done to me.

Such ignominy could never be overcome, and of course, Goddess was right there to make it all worse. Pulling her spent slave rudely aside, she pushed right into my face with her video camera. Laughing with vicious contempt, she recorded a close-up shot of my dripping, sordidly soiled features. Then backing up a bit for a wider view at last, she spoke formally for the record.

“Come-filled and defiled Marcy, my latest sissy and slave twenty-seven, you have been judged worthy of eternal sissy service, both here in my mortal stable and after your eventual ascension to my timeless heavenly harem. Congratulations! Your new status shall now be branded upon you for all to see.”

Already one of my horrid rapists was returning from the furnace, bearing a different iron with the entwined initials ‘SS’ glowing brightly on the end. Once again, this was pressed against my woefully wounded ass, the right butt-cheek this time. Once again, I screamed in extreme excruciation as the smell of cooking flesh wafted over me. And once again, I bawled unabashedly in aftermath as Goddess left me alone in the stocks with semen slowly crusting on my face as she saw to her other slaves.

In short order she once again had these locked back into their chastity cages, gagged, plugged, shackled uncomfortably up, and secured in their steel and concrete cells. Then she returned to stand in front of me. Once again tapping her foot with her fists on her hips, that gargantuan prick still sprouting from her crotch with beautifully fitting significance, she regarded me with frowning concentration.

“I suppose I’ll let you keep your genitals for now too. I really don’t have time to properly shear them away. And you really pleased me tonight with your reaction to this thing.” With a nod, Goddess indicated her own monstrous penis. “But just because I haven’t gelded or killed you yet, doesn’t mean I’ve ultimately made my mind up about you. You still stir up the most contradictory feelings in me.

“Heavens above, I almost felt sorry for you back there for a minute! Watching you bawl and gag on your first real cock should have been nothing but supreme vindication for me. Instead, I almost felt like putting you out of your misery. So be warned Marcy, if you provoke that kind of distressing weakness again in me, I may be driven to just dispatch you out of hand at any time. Your sojourn in my stable here is conditional. All right then,” she finally sighed, “let’s get you settled in.”

Too physically and especially emotionally exhausted to feel more than a wan gratitude that I’d made it through the night with my junk and life, I submitted quietly while Goddess fitted me with the head harness and giant ball-gag I’d previously worn in her room. Over this went a snug-fitting, stifling leather hood like those worn by her other slaves. Once this was in place, my still come-crusted face was completely sealed away except for holes over my eyes and nostrils. Then she moved around to my behind.

Into my horribly stretched out and sperm-filled sissy-pussy was forced that giant vibrator she’d also used on me previously. This monstrous plug was switched on, and at last my ankles were freed from the shackles and my wrists and neck the stocks.

With limitless relief, I was at last allowed to straighten my cramped posture, only to almost pass out on the spot. As I staggered woozily in place Goddess Julia removed the collar and weights from my scrotum, but left the others still dragging at my nipples.

“Okay Marcy: March!”

Hooded head still spinning, teetering precariously in those terribly punishing heels, I somehow made my way across the concrete and into the cell prepared for me.

Prepared? That was a bit of a joke. Aside from a jumble of shackles and a chain draped over a pulley hung from the ceiling the cell was utterly empty. There wasn’t a single ragged blanket, pile of dirty straw, or even a bowl of bread and water on the bare cement floor. Apparently this was a seriously Spartan dungeon I’d just joined.

“Get on the floor, on your belly!” Goddess snapped.

Hurriedly I complied, shivering as my nakedness encountered the cold concrete. Once down Goddess quickly bent all four limbs behind me, and used a set of four linked shackles to hogtie me. Pricking up a bit at this, and the old reliable thrill of bondage, I began to feel a bit easier. After all, hadn’t I spent most of the following fortnight rolling around gagged, plugged, and hogtied on the floor? Now I had Goddess’ glorious feeldoe to look forward to, and not my own pathetically frantic masturbation. Unfortunately, Goddess Julia had other ideas for me.

Chain rattled in the pulley, as she pulled this down for me.

“I don’t want you rolling around on the dirty ground Marcy. We have to keep those brands clean until they heal up properly. I told you, no trips to the hospital. You’ve seen the light of day for the last time.”

Locking that descending chain to the junction of the linked shackles hogtying me, she then moved to the wall of the cell where the other end was spooled on a crank. Turning this she hauled my bound limbs up behind me until I was hung from them, spinning slowly a couple feet off the floor. The pain in my ankles and abraded wrists, and the stress on my wrenched shoulders and bowed back was so great that I could hardly notice those swinging weights once again yanking pitilessly on my stretched-out nipples.

“The keys to your car and apartment are in the pocket of your dress, yes?” my omniscient, omnipotent, and omnific Goddess Julia needlessly asked me. Choking back yet another tortured sob I nodded.

“Good. In a few hours time there will be almost no evidence that Mark Schwartz ever existed. There will only be sissy Marcy, my mortal slave number twenty-seven. I will see you later Marcy, for some truly exhilarating torture – oh, and for one other little initiation ritual. I’m sure you’ll enjoy that one immensely!”

She stepped out of the cell, and closed and locked the door with a ringing clang. Her steel-heeled boots similarly ringing on the concrete and echoing around the vast underground she strode away.

“Sleep tight, my sissies and slaves!” she called out gaily. “Be sure to dream exclusively of me!” Then she doused the lights. Passing through that heavy wooden door she slammed and locked it behind her, leaving the seven of us trapped gagged, plugged, and agonizingly contorted in the dank, chilly pitch blackness of her hidden basement dungeon.




Chapter Twelve

So truly began my new life underground, and of course, that first stretch without Goddess Julia rapidly became an intolerable torture. If the stress of being locked for hours in the stocks was bad, then that of being hung from my wrenched up and back arms and legs was truly horrific. There was no handcuff key available to free me, and no blindfold to scrape off when the darkness became too oppressive.

Unlike the play bondage I’d engaged in at my apartment, I couldn’t roll or even writhe deliciously around in perverted arousal. Suspended from my shackles by a single chain, even the least bit of struggling would start me swaying and spinning. Even in unrelieved darkness, (the slave who’d brought the last branding iron had closed the furnace door, depriving us of even that sullen hellish glow) such looping revolutions quickly became actively sickening. Nausea being fatally dangerous in this situation, I was forced to quell almost entirely my mad need to struggle, and just hang there in ever-growing unrelieved agony. There was no bout of frantic masturbation waiting for me whenever I deemed the suspense and anticipation intense enough.

There was instead the much greater reward of Goddess’ return to look forward to. Naturally, this made the wait and suspense truly unendurable, especially with no way to keep track of time and no way of knowing when or if ever she might arrive. Of course, I couldn’t question my fellow sissies and slaves about her habits or even while away the hours with conversation. Every one of us was tightly gagged as well as bound. There was nothing to do but hang helplessly in the interminable dark and obsess on my various agonies, which in the lack of any other sensory stimuli were endlessly magnified.

First, there was the dank chill of the air. There was the pain in my feet, which were utterly unused to such cramping shoes. Even with my weight no longer on them, my toes were a terribly pinched misery to me. I was thirsty and growing ever thirstier, and mad to wash the horribly bland taste of spunk from my mouth. There was the ever-present feel and smell of it crusted still on my face, with all the revolting associations it carried. These too were magnified by the dearth of other available sensation. There was the still flaming pain of my brands to contend with. There was the acute soreness of my neck endlessly either supporting the weight of lifting my head or suffering the drag of letting it hang. The pain of teeth biting into my stretched nipples and steel shackles into my ankles and raw wrists was cumulative and unceasing. Cumulative and unceasing too was the strain on my radically wrenched and bowed shoulders and back, by far the worst torment of all.

It felt like needles and knives digging ever deeper into me, gouging and twisting. Yet even the release of crying in my misery was denied me. With only my nostrils to breathe through the danger of suffocation was ever-present. In no way could I risk being stuffed up. Alternately, the option of deriving masochistic excitement from my many agonies soon proved futile as well. Without Goddess Julia’s holy presence standing there laughing and gleaming at me as she actively inflicted it, pain soon lost any significance beside the simple dance of electrical signals across my synapses. It was nothing but hell to me: the interminable perdition I’d been promised in Goddess’ mortal stable.

Desperate for a distraction from all this physical excruciation and emotional anguish, I eventually remembered a trick I’d once employed in the dentist’s chair to get me through the extraction of my wisdom teeth: mentally reciting song lyrics.

As a serious music fan, I have an encyclopedic memory for these. This situation called for far more than mere pop drivel, or even the tried and true favorites of classic rock and roll. No, this called for a truly prodigious feat of memory combined with the esoteric exaltation of indulging in some masterworks.

In the early nineteen seventies, the British progressive rock band Yes put out a series of albums of breathtaking vision and incredible complexity: Close to the Edge, Relayer, and Tales from Topographic Oceans. Between them, these featured six compositions of album-side length – each one over twenty minutes in duration. As a high school and college student I’d listened to these hundreds of times (high as a kite on reefer of course) until I knew every intricately crafted instrumental and incredibly stirring word by heart. By far my favorite work – and particularly apt for this situation – was 1974’s insanely jamming “The Gates of Delirium”. Feeling that I was literally trembling on the threshold of those gates myself, I began belting out the powerfully martial beginning in the private concert hall of my head.

After stumbling a bit over the first two verses I finally settled in with the oft-rehearsed, particular potent and significant third. Even in my woeful condition, the rousing call to arms ‘throwing chains to the floor…’ lifted my heart. Forgetting all my agonies I charged ahead through the rest of the galvanic opening, my heart thumping bass and percussion and memory filling in the unbelievable guitar work.

Blissfully lost in recollection I faithfully filled in the long instrumental interludes, the more subdued, at first introspective but then viciously vengeful middle and crashing climax before at last soothing myself with the slow and soaring ending. This was of course particularly poignant to me in my own unshakeable dedication to Goddess Julia.

I must have repeated this cycle of mad passion and devoted acceptance to myself half a dozen times before moving on to other compositions, only to return to it repeatedly. Finally, I exhausted my emotions enough to slip into a thin and tormented doze as I hung there agonized in the dark. Yet when this troubled ‘rest’ retreated from me I soon found myself suffering torments of an even more insidious type.

The pain that had haunted me even while asleep seemed to have climbed exponentially upon waking, wracking my entire body. Indeed this seemed the only way to differentiate between states of consciousness. The blackness behind my closed lids was indistinguishable from that which greeted my open eyes. Even worse, the false images of dreams pursued me into the waking world.

As anyone familiar with prolonged sensory deprivation knows, this quickly leads from disorientation to outright hallucinations. Suspended excruciatingly in the dark I became prey to phantom sounds and sights, from the mere phosphene dance of light and color to full-fledged illusions. I saw people from my past, imaginary rescuers of every stripe followed by phantasmagoric creatures that leered and capered mockingly at me and of course always my cruelly beautiful Goddess coming at me with her dildo. Constantly my heart leapt with love, joy and relief at the supposed sound of that heavy door being unlocked and opened, and the ringing of steel heels on cold concrete as she returned to release and fuck me. Then inevitably these hopeful sounds would peter out, fading back into the kaleidoscopic stew of noises and images tormenting me. Unable to tell reality from delusion I began writhing in my bonds, seeking any kind of movement that might slightly alleviate my agony or orient me in the sensory abyss surrounding me. Unfortunately, this only made things worse. Soon it became impossible to tell whether it was the world spinning vertiginously about or just me, and I added a potentially lethal nausea to the stimuli afflicting me. Occasionally I wept despite the added danger of this, messily expelling the mucus that threatened to clog my nostrils. Tossed on a sea of agony and insanity, propelled well past the gates of delirium and deep into its demented realm I spent what could have been hours or days wandering terrified through the perverted landscape of my own mind. When at last the clash of door against jamb and the banishment of blackness by yellow incandescent light truly signaled Goddess Julia’s return it took me quite a while to credit the reality of this.

Blinking my sore eyes furiously to clear them of the dregs of dismayingly persistent illusions and adapt to the change in illumination, I finally brought them into focus on the figure unlocking my cell door and swinging it open.

Yes, it was my heavenly Goddess at last! Still I feared this to be yet another trick of my fevered mind: she appeared almost exactly as she had when she’d left me. She wore the same knee-high steel-heeled boots, the same small corset of supple black leather and the same expression of eager, excited sadism lighting up her lovely face. The diamonds I’d unwittingly given her hung sparkling from her ears and around her neck and her teeth gleamed whitely as she smiled at me. The only difference I could see was that her titanic cock was no longer girded about her bare crotch, and this at last convinced me that she was no heartlessly cruel illusion.

In every image I’d conjured of her in my timeless madness, she’d boasted that monstrous erection, sometimes elasticized to three or four times its true size. Not even my exceedingly perverse consciousness would be capable of imagining a Goddess so cruel that she would be unable or unwilling to brutally sodomize me. Tears of inconceivable relief mixed with crushing disappoint blurred my vision again, and I sobbed helplessly in this excess of emotion. Goddess Julia laughed richly at this as she stepped into my cell and approached my horribly suspended form.

“Good evening, my lovely sissy Marcy! I take it you missed me!”

Despite the agony and difficulty of even holding my head up on my terribly sore and cramp-wracked neck I nodded as vigorously as possible. Again, Goddess tinkled off a string of merrily sadistic giggles.

“That’s good! I knew you would!” She stepped up in front of me, bent over a bit and began loosening and removing that stifling hood and jaw-cracking ball-gag.

“Tell me, slave, are you thirsty after all this time?”

Immediately the increasingly desperate dehydration I’d been suffering from throughout my maddening ordeal seemed to leap up in me, and I hoarsely croaked through my desiccated mouth and throat as soon as that ball was popped out from between my teeth and dropped casually to the floor.

“Oh Goddess yes, I’m absolutely dying for a drink!”

Again, she tinkled off into delighted giggles.

“Well you won’t be dying yet, and certainly not before you’ve proved the worth of your word.” Her strong hands caressed the top of my sweaty head in what might have been a truly affectionate fashion. “You see, before I let you down from there you have to demonstrate your professed intent to serve as my eternal commode. I’ve been saving up a drink for you all day, and I am ready to absolutely burst!”

One of her hands left my head to gently stroke the visibly bloated dome of her abdomen, and once again reality crashed in on me with appallingly stunning force.

Oh my Goddess, it wasn’t all talk after all! Yet why should I be surprised? Goddess had never been about idle talk. In addition, hadn’t I agreed, even pleaded for this honor as the price of her continued subjugation? Well now, I would get it. I was so desperate to be lowered, and desiccate from my ordeal, that like a thrown switch I immediately became eager for that degrading baptism. At the very least, it would surely scour away the taste if not the memory of the one I’d received the previous evening. Promptly I opened wide and gazed up at my chosen deity in eager beseeching. Again, she laughed affectionately at me, and with a finger stroked my cheek.

“There you go again: so instantly happy to be debased! I honestly don’t know what I’m going to do with you – beyond this very minute at least. Right now, I’m going to fill you with my heavenly nectar. Enjoy your first feeding at my sacred fount!”

With that, Goddess Julia returned her free hand to my head, and used both of them to tip it back as far on my neck as possible. She shifted in closer, spread out her stance and knees and squatted a little to bring her sex down to the level of my face. Then my glorious Goddess pressed herself against me, sealing my lipstick-smeared mouth around that sacred fount. She took a deep breath, let it out in a sigh of almost orgasmic pleasure and release, and started peeing.

Stinging hot waste flooded into my face.

Wreaking of ammonia and urea her stream sizzled into me, slaking my desperation for fluid and domination simultaneously. While far more noxious than the teaspoon or so of sperm I’d been fed the night before it was far less revolting, and right away I opened my throat and let it spray down my gullet. Not even trying to swallow I funneled it down, a liter at least it seemed, swelling my belly even as her bloated abdomen deflated. Then gasping for breath I licked and slurped and kissed the last drops from Goddess’ heavenly generous genitalia. As she stepped away with a smile on her face, I shuddered uncontrollably and then beamed gratefully up at my benefactor.

“Thank you for the blessing, my Goddess. Let it regularly be the most holy sacrament between us!” Her mouth twisted with bemusement at this.

“You’re welcome, toilet-slave. There will be no punishment for you this night. Instead, you will observe the goings on in my dungeon, and learn how to behave as a proper slave. But first I have some chores to see to.”

Goddess Julia moved to the wall. With a ratcheting sound I must have imagined a thousand times during that long dark day, she lowered me to the floor. Already miserably chilled from the cool air underground I shivered violently upon contact with that cold concrete. Nevertheless, the relief was indescribable and once again weeping gratefully I laid my flushed face down as well, shuddering all over as my overstressed body relaxed into blissful euphoria. I was actually on the verge of dropping off to sleep when the scrape of metal on concrete roused me.

From a rolling cart outside my cell, Goddess had placed a pair of battered old pie tins on the floor just in front of my face. One was filled with clean water and the other food: an assortment of grapes, strawberries, bite-sized pieces of cold chicken and a torn-up end of French bread. Despite my inanition, I gazed stupidly at this, futilely stretching my still shackled-up limbs.

“Eat up now Marcy,” Goddess admonished me. “Despite being bound immobile at almost all times, my slaves need serious energy. No more until tomorrow, so clean your plate like a good little sissy.”

With that, she left the cell, moving on to no doubt see to the rest of her property. Sighing wearily, I squirmed forward and did as ordered. Sticking my face in the bowls like a dog, I methodically emptied them both. Then pushing them away with my nose I laid my face back down, whimpering at the continued strain in my bound limbs. Once again, I was nearly asleep when Goddess returned.

This time she finally unshackled my ankles. Gripping her taser unnecessarily with one hand she hooked the other through my elbow and pulled me woozily to my feet.

“Let’s go.”

Goddess Julia marched me down the line of cells, past other bound slaves and sissies with their faces similarly snuffling through tin dishes of food and water.

Near the locked exit was another heavy door, this one standing open. She pushed me through it and into a small tiled cell that must have once been a bathroom. Nothing remained of the facilities however but a large-bore hole in the floor no doubt leading to the septic system, and an ordinary garden hose hooked up to a water spigot. Goddess shoved me impatiently toward the hole.

“Take out your plug, then squat and shit. You get this one chance a day to do it. Piss too, though if you’re good you get a bucket in your cell, or a condom catheter and a drainage bag if you’re too tied up to use it. I must have forgotten about that last night.”

Or purposely overlooked it – Goddesses don’t make mistakes. In any case my bladder was once again bursting. I squatted as directed and again sobbed with relief as the urine ran out of me. Somehow, I used my numb, shackled hands to work that enormous vibrator from my ass, though I screamed in agony as it pitilessly stretched me. Then despite the deep mortification of squatting on the floor like a dog and defecating right in front of an impatiently waiting owner I did that as well. Of course, I had no toilet paper, but Goddess Julia had that necessity amply covered.

“Stand up!” she ordered, holding that hose pointed at me. When I complied she let fly, using a powerful jet of warm water to wash me all over, even directing me when necessary to turn, bend over and clumsily spread myself open. After finishing, she forced me dripping back into my cell.

There finally my wrists were unshackled – if only to free me for binding in a more convenient configuration. Nevertheless my shoulders and arms quivered in relief and flamed with renewed circulation, both of which I was profoundly grateful for. Wielding four sets of handcuffs – two of which I recognized from their brand-new sheen as the ones I’d left at my apartment – Goddess proceeded to shackle me standing up spread-eagled to the bars of my cell facing out.

Arms and legs locked out wide above and below me, perched again on those terribly tormenting shoes, I grunted and cried out as Goddess Julia forced that enormous vibrator back into me and switched it on. Next I was once again head-harnessed, ball-gagged and anonymously hooded. Leaving me standing thus on spastically trembling widely spread legs Goddess exited the cell, swung shut the door and locked it.

“Remember Marcy: watch and learn!”

She strode off to the next cell in line, continuing her clearly long established evening routine.




Chapter Thirteen

I waited. Peering through the eyeholes in my hood at all the sadistic equipment ranged around the huge room, I listened to the banging and clanging of barred steel doors and the peremptory issuing of orders as the other willing prisoners were taken to and from their regular hygiene. Goddess’ voice was harsh and cold; never did I hear the warmth that occasionally crept in when she addressed me.

Was there something special about me, I wondered, perhaps this ambivalence she continually expressed? On the other hand, was this merely a function of the many gifts I’d given her and the relative wealth I’d recently turned over? Perhaps it was simply the newness of my presence. They say familiarity breeds contempt, and Goddess Julia certainly sounded viciously contemptuous as she at last led one of her handcuffed slaves straight from his wash-up into her vast torture arena.

This was the third of her unshriven males, and the only black guy here. His extensively scarred and decorated skin looked particularly dark compared to the dungeon-pallor of the others, who had clearly spent long months if not years down here away from the sun. Inside his tight chastity device, he was even more well-hung than the others, which sent another pang of envy and inadequacy through me. The thought occurred to me then: there were three gelded sissies in residence, and three hung studs. And then there was me, lucky number seven, who fell somewhere in the middle.

I had a good-sized cock; I wouldn’t hesitate to brag – except in the company of tool-swingers like this. Was it truly just a matter of time until I lost it, and would I ever get to use it again before that happened? These vexing questions grew steadily more important and uncertain as the evening progressed, and I watched and absorbed the lessons Goddess Julia no doubt wanted me to.

Armed with her taser, her beauty and invincibility and above all the supreme confidence of her sexual omnipotence, Goddess prodded her current choice toward that medieval stretching rack, which surely not coincidentally stood directly in front of my cell a mere twelve feet away from me.

“Let’s go, twenty-two, move your worthless fucking ass! Get onto that rack before I give you a little electrical help!”

Without delay or complaint – of course, a gag filled his mouth and a hood hid all facial expression – slave twenty-two climbed onto the low, horizontal, heavy oak plinth as directed, lay down on his back and raised his cuffed hands above his head.

Goddess Julia locked tight heavy shackles about his ankles, chaining his legs to the stretching mechanism. She removed his handcuffs and did likewise to his wrists. Then she moved eagerly over to the huge spoked crank standing directly across the machinery from me.

“Here we go, slave!” she snarled vindictively. “It’s time for you to start – and maybe even finish – paying yet again for being of the same sick color and species as the fucking animals that raped me!”

Goddess began turning that crank, passing the spokes from hand to hand and stretching her slave by the arms and legs until he was panting and moaning through his nose and tossing his head in pain. Then she left him suffering there while she moved to the big furnace in the far wall.

I found myself breathing heavily in sympathy with number twenty-two, and feeling my caged cock swell again for the first time since Goddess approached me wearing her new titanic cock. Mad as it was after all I’d recently been through I was envying him his session with Goddess. And why not? Interacting with her in any way was worth any amount of pain. Eager to learn what she had in mind so that I could properly crave it, I watched her don a pair of heavy gloves and open the furnace door.

The fire inside had died considerably during the day. Moving to rectify this, Goddess picked up a shovel and began scooping coal into it from the nearby bin. She stirred the fresh fuel into that which was already burning, then withdrew a shovelful of the mix. Dumping this into a small barbecue grill, she added a short-handled iron and a pair of stout tongs, picked it up and carried it over to set down next to the rack.

Perhaps there was more branding in the offing. Whatever her intentions were, Goddess Julia didn’t allude to them. Instead she produced a familiar ring of keys, unlocked and removed the chastity device from lucky slave number twenty-two. Then she reached into her corset and pulled out the jeweled straight razor I’d given her. She opened this, and flashed its gleaming blade before a pair of suddenly terrified eyes.

“Do you like my new toy, boy-toy? It was a present from my new sissy Marcy.” Briefly she flashed me a grin where I stood watching stretched up and out in breathless suspense. “What did you ever give me? You gave me nothing, that’s what!

“Look how keen and sharp this edge is: even more so than on the blade of my big Bowie knife. You should thank pretty Marcy. This should do a smoother, less painful job of shaving you than the knife ever did. And if by chance, my hand should slip, or if this is finally the time I give in to my need for vengeance on your kind – you can see I’ve brought the cauterizing iron over – why, your cock will be gone almost before you feel it happen! So let’s just start shaving, shall we, and see exactly where that leads us…”

Already that big black erection was jutting fiercely up, exposing the vulnerable balls below. My own cock strained to emulate it, and my heart pounded hard with sympathetic arousal and suspense. It was there that Goddess began, seizing that prick and pulling it up hard so that her other hand could slowly, expertly skate that razor over the fear-tight scrotum below. Stripping away the short stubble that had grown since she’d last performed this ritual, she giggled and taunted her clearly terrified property further.

“Oops, almost took off a testicle there! Maybe I should have…it’s never going to be emptied again anyways. Why not just get rid of it, and sear shut the hole? You know if I take them both that chastity device will be a lot more comfortable. You’d probably never get hard again, even if I left you your dick…”

Trailing off, Goddess continued shaving. Leaving that dreadful possibility hanging in the air she moved on to the other testicle and then the rest of the groin, constantly pulling up hard on that urgently engorged organ as she did. By the time she finished she was humming happily. Then everything abruptly changed.

Well-defined biceps suddenly bulged, and Goddess Julia yanked so hard on that cock that twenty-two’s hips were lifted right up off the rack despite the acute stretching of his body. She laid that gleaming blade flush against his bared flesh and right up against the root. Instantly transformed into cruel malignancy Goddess shrieked out of a face that suddenly seemed all hatefully blazing eyes and gnashing teeth gleaming through wrinkled-back lips.

“NOW MOTHERFUCKER! NOW I TAKE YOUR WORTHLESS STINKING PRICK AND ADD IT TO MY COLLECTION!”

My racing heart leaped into my throat, I braced myself against a sudden spout of blood, a choked-off scream, and perhaps a victory dance with that irrevocably severed organ upraised, brandished triumphantly about and shaken like a blood-dripping rag doll. The stifled scream I got of course, as twenty-two immediately went into eye-bulging, futilely thrashing panic. Then just as abruptly, Goddess Julia lapsed back into grimly controlled satisfaction.

“Or perhaps not,” she breathed, releasing that amazingly tumescent erection at last and letting her slave’s butt thump back onto the rack. “Perhaps I could have a little fun with this thing first. You just never know, do you? That’s what makes it so exciting.”

Those last two sentences, I reflected as my pulse rate gradually retreated from its sudden insane spike, pretty much summed up life with Goddess Julia. It could go from heavenly ecstasy to hellish agony, any perverse mix of the two or even to sudden extinction without warning. Painfully poised on terribly pinched tiptoes and stretched spread-eagled in the Spartan cell that had just become my home I again felt my own condemned member throb powerfully in acknowledgement, feeling even more exquisitely pinched than my toes. Taking the lesson I’d just been given seriously to heart, I watched with bated breath as Goddess Julia set that still open razor aside within easy reach and picked up a small harness made (of course) of thin black leather straps.

She wrapped and buckled this extremely tightly around the base of that temporarily reprieved organ and all around the bulging balls below. She thumped these with satisfaction as she finished.

“That’s another thing I love to see: horribly bloated-up blue-balls, just bursting with tons of ever-accumulating sperm that will never be spewed. That’s what the cock-harness is for of course,” Goddess added, casting me a significant glance, “to ensure no possible ejaculation no matter how desperately excited the torture subject gets. I might forgive it once – highly unlikely, but possible. Come twice without orders though, and I’d have no choice but to take that offending prick and put it through a meat grinder, before serving it to the asshole slave as his last mortal meal.

“Now then!” Goddess Julia pronounced. “It’s time for some warm-up before we get back to the intense and extended genital torture that will make this slave devoutly wish I really had collected his prick!” She moved back to the crank and gave it a couple more turns, further stretching that already gasping and blubbering subject. Then she went to a nearby rack and selected a particularly incisive single-tail whip.

From neck to knees, she laid a lattice of fresh welts over the existing intaglio of scars and marks. Pausing only to occasionally admire the results or turn a few more spokes on the crank Goddess released a primal cry of exultation with each slash. Then she moved on to tortures that are more serious. Donning those heavy gloves again, she repeatedly heated the tempered steel blade of her new razor to glowing over the coals of that brazier before pressing it here, there and everywhere on his suffering body. Cauterizing any places where her whip had broken the skin, she chortled appreciatively at her slave’s useless attempts to thrash.

“We’re having some real fun now, aren’t we?

“You know, I could just use this hot razor blade for the eventual unmanning, couldn’t I? I could castrate and cauterize you in one sizzling swoop. Why haven’t I thought of that before? Perhaps it’s because I just love seeing that quick spurt of blood every time a slave adds his contribution to my collection. It’s just so satisfying!”

At last she set the razor aside again in favor of those short little tongs. Carefully picking up a brightly glowing coal from the brazier with these, she held this flaming rock perhaps an inch above twenty-two’s bulging, terrified eyeball where it peered through the hole in his hood. Close enough so the heat from it made his eyes stream tears, she giggled again with infinite relish.

“Can you imagine if my fingers slipped, or weakened for an instant? There’d be a hiss and then a pop, as the eyeball is burned right out of the head. You could still worship me with one eye, couldn’t you, twenty-two, or even totally blind?”

Once again watching with sickly fascinated, excruciatingly suspenseful arousal I saw that slave, his erection straining more desperately heavenward than ever, nod urgently. In response, Goddess twitched startlingly, pretending to drop that smoking coal. Laughing then at twenty-two’s bleating, head-twisting reaction, she at last moved that threatening fire down over his torso, where she began randomly touching it to selected, widely-scattered spots of unblemished flesh.

For a while, she seemed determined to get every one of them. Finally, Goddess Julia arrived at the primary target of this night’s torture: the genitals.

Selecting a fresh coal she touched it maybe a dozen times to those bulging bulls, gleaming with enthusiasm as her agonizingly stretched slave thrummed like a violin string and constantly howled a symphony of suffering into his gag. Then she began working her way up that impressive erection: burning it all around in an excruciating series of climbing circles. Not even neglecting the sensitive head or nerve-packed tip, she covered that entire poor organ with burns almost certain to blister before finally returning the tongs to her makeshift brazier and stripping off those heavy gloves.

“Now twenty-two, are you beginning to wish I’d taken them instead?”

Panting hugely and blubbering non-stop, this slave nevertheless urgently shook his head in negation. Goddess Julia laughed yet again in response.

“Well neither am I – yet. Because now it’s play time for me. And it’s time for the worst torture of all for my new sissy Marcy, who gets to watch all the fun. Let’s just see how she handles it…”

She gripped that terribly wounded erection tightly, easily using both hands to do so. Then my incomprehensibly cruel Goddess began pumping it briskly up and down. Twenty-two cried out audibly in combined pain and pleasure, and I moaned in terrible jealousy. And of course, that was just the beginning of my worst torment ever. Goddess Julia proceeded to use every expert trick in her extensive repertoire to wildly stimulate that incredibly lucky organ.

She jerked and jacked and flogged and pumped it for what seemed like hours, constantly varying the pace of her pumping and the angle in which she held it. Then she actually pressed it between her magnificent breasts and used these to simulate intercourse, a heaven she’d never seen fit to bestow upon me but one that must have been maddeningly arousing beyond my wildest dreams.

Oh, how I burned with ever-growing jealously as that fortunate fuck-head moaned and cried and endlessly wept! I envied him even the extreme pain he was obviously feeling as the silken press of that holy flesh scoured his badly burned length. Then of course she teased him to near insanity with tickling licks and quick tongue flicks before torturing me and titillating him worse than ever by taking him into her mouth.

Showing me how pathetic my own skills were Goddess performed an incredibly protracted act of fellatio that would have driven me out of my mind and straight into gay-club damnation no matter how restrictive the harness trying to prevent ejaculation.

She sucked just the head while once again pumping the shaft with both hands, slathering the sensitive underside with her tongue the whole time. She slipped the tender rim of the helmet in and out of her tightly compressing lips at great speed, still sucking on the soft head and moaning with epicurean delight all the while. Goddess gobbled the whole thing, grunting hungrily as she bobbed rapidly up and down, ecstatically impaling her face and filling her throat to the absolute limit. Varying these techniques unpredictably and in expert succession, popping that glistening rod out to again pump it occasionally between her breasts, she even combined these unimaginable heavens. Sliding the hard shaft up and down between her breasts and the visibly pulsing head in and out of her gripping lips simultaneously and sucking hard all the while Goddess had her hung slave desperately trying to writhe while I squirmed madly in our separate frustrations until it seemed impossible either of us could endure any more. As always, this was only foreplay! Finally, it was time for the main event.

After pausing to turn a couple more spokes on the crank – how the hell could that slave’s skeleton not be coming apart – Goddess Julia climbed right up onto the plinth and actually straddled that impossibly stretched body. Hearing my whimper of agonized anticipation Goddess looked over at me with the wickedest grin of sadism I’d ever seen.

“Enjoy the show Marcy! Even if you manage to keep your puny prick this is an experience you’ll never, ever enjoy, while some of my slaves get to wallow in it for all of eternity. You blew it with that early ejaculation. Think about that while you watch!”

Dismissing me at least temporarily she positioned herself, grabbed that horribly wounded pole and pointed it up into her holiest of holy holes. Then with an inconceivably blissful sigh and the most eloquent of cries she sank down onto it, encasing the entirety of that luckiest of organs in her vagina. Then she began riding it, simultaneously subjecting me to a torment worse than an eternity of hell and gifting this slave she claimed to despise with a paradise beyond my ability to imagine much less describe.

Goddess Julia immediately proved just as adept, inventive, energetic and voracious at traditional fucking as the kind she limited me to. Though restricted to the female-superior position – how incredibly appropriate – Goddess still seemed to have an endless number of ways in which she pursued her satiation.

She leaned far back, supporting herself on palms braced on either side of twenty-two’s shins, her head cast back between her shoulders and her breasts jiggling up at the ceiling as she pumped her hips. She sat straight up as she pumped, her hands gripping him under the thighs with her shoulders squared and those magnificent tits thrust proudly out. She even pogo-ed up and down this way, tossing her short hair with her big boobs beautifully bouncing as she rhythmically lifted and then impaled herself. She actually squirmed her hips from side to side and in circles, clockwise and then counter-clockwise as she sat on that big hard cock-spike and ground it around and around inside her.

Occasionally she dropped flat forward atop her slave, mashing her breasts against his chest and glaring into his eyes from inches away as she pushed her hips relentlessly back against the cock she’d come so perilously close to slicing off. By far the most intense and effective method of intercourse was the one she indulged in the most: leaning forward with her weight propped on palms spread to either side of his chest. The benefits of this position were too many to really be credited.

Seated firmly astride him this way afforded the deepest possible penetration, according to my former girlfriend, and by pumping her hips furiously back and forth she could rock that big embedded cock against her g-spot in a way similar to but far superior to the pleasure that feeldoe generated. My former lover had preferred this so much that she’d refused to do it any way else.

I had certainly made no complaint.

From the submissive position beneath her I had free access to her breasts dangling inches from my face if I wished to squeeze and fondle and wonderfully plunder them. I rarely did. Prey to gravity and posture they hung down in the most alluring manner imaginable – drawn into pendulous U-shapes with the erect nipples lowest and tantalizingly closest. Even better, they swung wildly about thus with the impetus of her thrusting: jiggling gelatinously, dancing like mad or even slapping wildly together.

Add in the compelling sense of subjugation that came with being pinned down and roughly, helplessly ridden like a beast of burden or inanimate pleasure machine (recognizing this essential component now was a revelation, shedding light both on my urgent addiction to this position and the ease to which I’d succumbed to Goddess’ dominance) and it was no mystery why slave twenty-two was clearly being driven beyond all endurance right before me.

I had been cozy in my bed beneath a gently loving partner with only moderate sized breasts and an exciting but comparatively uninspiring demeanor. I had been free to use my limbs as I pleased and ejaculate wonderfully at the apex of the experience. This slave was chained immobile to a board, stretched agonizingly out almost to the point of spine-popping dislocation and with no orgasmic ability to relieve the endlessly escalating sexual energy being concentrated within him. And of course, constantly stoking that carnal conflagration was no ordinary woman. This was the transcendent Goddess Julia’s no doubt exquisitely tight and talented cunt gripping and slipping against and undulating along his terribly traumatized and unrelievable erection: Goddess Julia’s perfectly matched and much larger than average breasts flopping and flying about inches above his captive face. And of course, it was Goddess Julia’s divinely lovely, estrus-driven features gloriously blazing down at him; Goddess Julia’s imperiously demanding regard and manic exhortations beating down upon him.

“Give me that cock, give it to me, give it to me, give it to me, give it to me; give it to me bitch! Serve your fucking purpose slave! Give me all the dominant ecstasy I crave! Give it to me forever, right now and in the endless afterlife! Serve me sexually, you fucking peon! Give me all the cock I want and never stop!”

Like he had a choice! Chained and pinned like a bug on a board, sexually driven in a way that would force anyone to orgasm within minutes, slave twenty-two was reduced to passively suffering this maniacal assault and providing this limitless pleasure whether he wanted to or not. Yet how could he not? From my station chained spread-eagled to the bars of my cell with my agonizingly pinched toes and similarly restricted sympathetic attempted erection screaming unceasingly, I watched his madly bugging eyes shine, his incredibly stretched body quiver uncontrollably and listened to the breath whistling through his nose in certain imminence of hyperventilation. I imagined his heart hammering like a runaway locomotive on unsteady tracks, his burned balls boiling like a capped pressure-cooker and his pitilessly harnessed and unprecedently hard cock having its horribly wounded head and length impossibly stropped by a compressive friction of the most insanely intense sort. Every second I envied him more, hated him more, and wished ever worse endless tortures upon him for being where I’d have bartered the entire world and everything in it to be. My raging jealousy, exponentially increasing frustration, lacerating heartbreak and vicious self-hatred at my early unforgivable failure and Goddess’ consequent decree combined to indeed form the worst possible torture ever for me. The merciless crushing of my nuts, my subjection to dual homosexual rape, even my recent night of endless excruciation, dehydration and rampant delirium all faded into insignificance next to being forced to watch my lovely and beloved Goddess, the sole meaning and purpose of my new existence, subject another to such surpassingly impactful intercourse in the knowledge that it would forever be denied me. Moreover, of course the torment had barely begun.

Like a knife to my vitals, Goddess Julia soon began shrieking out her first climax of the night. Or perhaps I should say her first series of climaxes, for as was her wont she refused to be satisfied with just one. With the same crazed insatiability she showed wielding her own cock, she pumped on and on, pursuing and achieving orgasms number two, three and four before finally depleting her energies to the point where she needed a minute to recoup them. But of course, she displayed no intent to relinquish her frantically panting and shuddering toy. Staying astride him and firmly socketed onto his cock she merely sat up straight, wiping sweat off her face and panting too while she continued sedately pumping her hips. She turned her head then and cast me an evilly grinning and gloating glance that pierced me to the very pit of my hopelessly devoted soul.

“Are you doing as I told you and enjoying the show, sissy Marcy?”

Somehow I nodded, though surely my miserable whimpering and the tears streaming down my face, neck, and splayed-out body gave the lie to any traditional notions of enjoyment. Goddess gleamed triumphantly in response.

“Excellent! I want you to know exactly what you’ll be missing throughout eternity. Aren’t you truly sorry now that you failed me back in my bedroom?”

I nodded extra vigorously, my tears splashing everywhere. Goddess Julia nodded back at me.

“Good! Let’s impress the lesson more profoundly yet. I’m having the time of my life riding this despicable slave.”

With that, she turned back to her hapless, suffering, irredeemably lucky captive and resumed fucking him more furiously than ever. It continued for what surely again must have been hours, as Goddess Julia rode her boy-toy to and through an unbelievable four such multiple-orgasmic extravaganzas. Yet still she wasn’t finished. Goddess was relentlessly propelling herself toward her fifth when she was suddenly unthinkably interrupted by something.

Her jaw dropped in astonishment, and her manic rhythm faltered and came to a halt. Despite the patent impossibility of this, I thought for a second that twenty-two had somehow come. Then I feared the opposite had occurred – that he’d gone.

Finally driven beyond the capacity of his terribly traumatized, excessively stimulated body to bear, perhaps the man’s heart had given out. I watched in shocked trepidation as Goddess Julia’s flushed, beautiful face filled with the same possibility. Then my own cardiac organ lurched alarmingly as Goddess exploded with rage.

“HOW DARE YOU?” she screamed.“How dare you quit on me? I was getting close to coming again!”

Seething with fury and ignoring me entirely – for which I was exceedingly happy, believe me – Goddess Julia climbed off the cock she’d been so extensively enjoying. With that, I was able to see that slave twenty-two hadn’t actually died. He’d just passed out. His chest still rose and fell to the rhythm of his breath, though his unconsciousness was so deep as to render him as temporarily useless as if he had died. Still cinched up by the harness his erection had nevertheless lost its iron-like rigidity and begun to droop a bit. Goddess seemed to address this directly as she picked up the razor I’d given her.

“Well despite my earlier psych-job I had planned to let you remain intact, and use you like that throughout eternity. But you can damn well forget about that now. You’ll be nothing but the lowliest of my toilets up there!”

She seized hold of those offending organs and raised the razor.

I simply couldn’t watch this – the residual male in me quailed. I turned my head and squeezed shut my eyes, staying that way until I heard Goddess Julia screwing the lid on a jar of preservative and placing it on its shelf. I opened them then. Still unwilling to witness that essential subtraction I kept my gaze firmly on the floor, as if showing proper deference to my enraged Goddess.

Luckily, she continued to ignore me. I followed her movement with my ears as she returned to the rack, released the shackles and shoved the unconscious body tumbling down onto the floor. Grabbing him by the ankles Goddess Julia dragged him back to his cell. There she was occupied for nearly fifteen minutes, doing I knew not what. Nor did I want to know. Finally, she made her way back to my own cell. Still too terrified to look at her directly I panted through my nose and quivered fearfully as she opened the door, stepped inside and moved around behind me.

Without a word, Goddess removed the handcuffs, pushed me back into the center of the cell and forced me to the floor. Within a minute, I was once again shackled up and suspended from the ceiling exactly as I’d been at the evening’s beginning. Despite the immediate return of agony and despair at this renewed predicament, I remained too intimidated to whimper in protest. When Goddess Julia addressed me at last, I still didn’t dare to raise my gaze past her boots.

“You won’t be seeing him again. So remember, I want you to think hard about what you’ve learned today slave, particularly this: you don’t ever, ever want to let me down in any way! Is that understood?”

Once again, I nodded vigorously. Apparently satisfied, Goddess left without another word. The cell door clanged shut and locked behind her. I saw her return the brazier to the furnace – how I’d have loved to have its heat in the cell with me – and busy herself tidying up a bit. Then the lights went out, the door slammed behind her and I was left again hanging alone and agonized in the unremitting blackness.

There I did as I was told and committed the lessons just impressed on me indelibly to memory.




Chapter Fourteen

So went my new life shut away from the sun and yet occasionally bathed in the more invigorating, blazing radiance of the glorious Goddess Julia. The rhythm of her visits became my clock and my calendar, my only means to judge the passing of time.

The days I spent hanging in excruciation and sensory deprivation, my only entertainment – aside from the occasional groan or rattle of chains from another cell – that which my mind could provide. Once my brands healed up, I was no longer suspended at least, or not all the time and in the same fashion anyway. Goddess began chaining me up in any number of cruel contortions, some of these pure torture to endure and some even more perversely rewarding than being hogtied. Whether whimpering endlessly in agonized immobility or rolling and writhing and squirming and struggling in wild arousal I spent my time fantasizing about my beloved Goddess and counting each second until she finally returned.

Then I spent the nights – at last I assume they were nights, I had no way of knowing of course – in horribly miserable frustrated jealousy as Goddess Julia tortured and butt-fucked and sexually enjoyed one of the others right in front of me. Or I spent them in exalted excruciation, terrible trepidation and/or dangerously excessive ecstasy when my own turn for use came around. Then I would be shaved (never knowing when I might be suddenly gelded of course), locked to some arcane piece of equipment and subjected to the most extreme physical and psychological stresses between bouts of buggery and endless sissy service. Over the weeks or months, I came to know well nearly every bit of apparatus in Goddess Julia’s basement dungeon.

Of course, I already knew everything necessary about the pillory but that didn’t stop Goddess from returning me to it regularly. Once secured in the stocks and shackles I was available for all kinds of abuse. My out thrust buttocks again received the enthusiastic attentions of the riding crop and a variety of paddles, as well as whips of various kinds, leather straps and floggers and even the heavy, corundum-coated strop she used for keeping that razor keen. Naturally, with my mouth and sissy-pussy at the optimal level for fucking, I also spent endless hours having one or the other pounded with any of a dozen or so dildoes, the feeldoe and titanic model I’d gifted Goddess with foremost.

This put me in sissy paradise of course. It easily more than made up for all the torments and deprivations I was subjected to that I found harder to appreciate. Despite her expressed dissatisfaction that raping me lacked the revenge element she so craved, Goddess Julia never tired of doing it. More, she obviously enjoyed it immensely, and would become downright affectionate toward me at times as she hammered her hard cock home. Though she often threatened or taunted me with the prospect of letting her cock-harnessed stud-slaves have me again, she never followed through on this. Perhaps she simply didn’t consider them deserving of such a reward yet. But I remembered her professing a bit of divine pity for me after that first encounter, and I chose to believe I might actually be finding a small place in her hard, vengeful heart that wasn’t predicated solely on enjoying my suffering.

Whether that was the case or not, my sufferings continued to escalate without any hint of eventual easement. I learned firsthand all about the incredible agonies of the stretching rack, and why it was such an effective tool of the dreaded Inquisition. Pulled nearly to pieces by those shackles and chains I suffered the dripping of molten wax and hot fat, the touch of burning coals and superheated steel and of course simply monstrous whippings, just like number twenty-two.

Of course, I never enjoyed the unthinkable exaltation he had of Goddess Julia riding him, fellating him, jerking him and titty-fucking him. As a sissy-slave, my poor cramped penis was never even let out of its cage. As the weeks or months went by with no possibility of release for my constantly accumulating sexual ecstasy and mad frustration my balls filled up with unspent sperm and my attempted erections screamed unceasingly against confinement. I became ever more devoted to and sickeningly thrilled by the prospect of my eventual ascension to Goddess’ heavenly harem, the more so as my mortal purgatory dragged on and on. The alternatives to this were too horrific to contemplate, as I learned shortly after spending a long session being introduced to that other, semicircular stretching device.

This was even worse than the traditional rack. With only eight feet of total arc, being stretched face up over this bowed the spine terribly, and with my head suspended lower than my torso the blood congested my face and pounded in my brain unceasingly. Breathing alone was increasingly stressful even without the whippings, burning, random pinching and twisting of the flesh with pincers or the brutal fucking of my inverted face that I interminably endured. In any case, after I was returned to my cell without a single wonderful sissy-pussy pounding, and bound up in a horribly restrictive ball (my folded up legs jammed into my torso and encircled by my shackled arms), I heard a screech of outrage as Goddess Julia passed by the cell next to mine on her way out.

This stall housed another sissy, slave number twenty named Sindy – apparently for her imponderable propensity for committing what Goddess considered to be sins. This time however she’d clearly gone too far.

“What the fuck is this? You’ve knocked over your urine bucket? You know damn well I can’t stand the smell of piss! Why do you think I gave you that bucket in the first place? I will not have my dungeon reeking of urine! Well that fucking does it Sindy. I have absolutely had it with you. But first, you’re going to lick up this mess!”

Listening to the heartbroken sniveling and sobbing, the futile pleading and then slurping and lapping coming from the next cell I shuddered violently on my own cold concrete floor. And indeed before the week was out sissy Sindy was packed up stuffed, gagged, bound, and fitted with a shock collar into a traveling kennel and taken away, leaving only five of us – two studs, two sissies and me – in Goddess Julia’s mortal stable.

This meant I received more attention than before, which I reveled in despite my deity’s ill humor over the next week. I endured more – and more vicious – bouts of pussy pounding and face fucking and of course far more torture. I renewed my acquaintance with hanging from a noose as I was mercilessly abused, never knowing if the end might be at hand – Goddess never let me forget that she remained strangely conflicted about me and was apt to dispatch me any time. In addition, I endured other kinds of suspension as well.

Goddess Julia liked to shackle my wrists – or my ankles – to those iron rings imbedded in the far wall and hang me from them. With either my face or my back pressed to the concrete, my feet or my head hanging down, she would torture me endlessly. I was hung from the crucifixion cross – a steadily accumulating torture in itself – for use, and taunted and threatened with the prospect of being left up there until death. Goddess professed to be curious how long it would really take for muscle spasms and respiratory distress to really finish a person. But mostly she shackled me to that St. Andrew’s cross, and enjoyed me there.

I enjoyed this too. In addition to all manner of punishment, Goddess Julia displayed a propensity to shackle both my wrists and ankles to the top half of that X. This left me hanging doubled up with my butt and genitals thrust out, and between bouts of belaboring the former and torturing the latter, she would inevitably step right up and fuck me out of my literally ever-loving mind.

With me hanging and Goddess standing braced right before me we were beautifully face to face as we fucked this way. I could feel every puff of her breath as she panted and gasped her deliciously degrading insults at me and revel in every expression that crossed her lovely face. I caught every fugitive gleam of affection in her eye as she pounded me with her feeldoe, and occasionally she was even moved to give me hickies as she worked her body urgently against mine. Jabbing me with her cock and mashing me with her breasts she’d fasten to my neck like a vampire, recalling to me that very first kinky submission fantasy from before I’d so grievously failed her. There were other tortures I was subjected to that involved little or no physical discipline at all, and were thus consequentially much worse. Besides strapping me to the wheel and spinning me vertiginously about Goddess had one particular trick she employed only when in the very foulest of moods. This was the trippin’ coffin.

After dosing me with LSD and cocooning me head to toe immobile in wrappings like that of an Egyptian mummy she would lock me into a very tight and confining wooden box and leave me there while she enjoyed some other slave. This was sensory deprivation and distortion similar to but far worse than I experienced when shut alone in my cell during her interminable absences.

I have never enjoyed hard drugs, particularly hallucinogens. Even the incredibly potent strains of marijuana available these days occasionally freaked me out. I simply don’t like being that out of control of my own head. Trapped immobile in darkness in a tightly confining coffin with no assurance of ever being released limitlessly exacerbated the terror and disorientation of these trips, and the hallucinations I suffered through were phantasmagoric, nightmarish, and soul-searing in the extreme. At the opposite end of the torture spectrum from this insanity of helpless immobility, there were the incredibly draining and exhaustive pony-girl workouts.

Goddess Julia insisted on keeping her slaves in excellent shape.

Almost constant bondage could lead to muscle atrophy, and a less pleasing physiognomy for her to admire, torture, and enjoy. I learned about this particularly stressful requirement perhaps two weeks after joining her stable, and endured it perhaps every week or ten days thereafter.

After my hosing off one evening Goddess marched me out still soaking wet and wearing only the high heels and frayed lingerie I’d sported ever since first putting them on. Even my usual ball-gag and hood were left behind, and for a quite compelling reason. I soon found myself positioned in front of a piece of equipment I hadn’t noticed before: a small three-wheeled cart or chariot, or maybe open coach. Goddess Julia grinned beautifully at me as she explained her intentions.

“You need some exercise Marcy. We can’t have your heart getting weak from inactivity. Let’s get you outfitted and harnessed up.”

The hood she pulled over my head was like no other that I’d yet been fitted with. Springing up from the top then falling back to trail well down between my shoulder blades was a decorative plume of coarse white horsehair.

Rectangular blinders beside my eyes blocked all vision except for what I could see straight in front of me, and instead of a large plastic ball, a cruel steel bit was forced far back between my teeth. Next, my arms and torso were buckled into a heavy leather harness. Once in place, this locked my elbows tightly together behind my back, bowing and straining my shoulders far more than the worst hogtying, and my wrists were widely separated and locked to a belt about my waist at either side.

Heavy leather traces were snapped onto big iron rings at my shoulders and hips, and light reins to smaller ones on either side of the bit squashing my tongue. Carrying her favorite whip tucked under one arm, Goddess Julia gave one last tug at this, ensuring the snugness of its fit, and smiled fondly at me.

“What a cute little pony-girl you make, Marcy. And as a former athlete, I’m sure you’ll run like a thoroughbred, and not the plodding oxen or wimpy shits I usually keep down here.

“Take this opportunity to further impress me, why don’t you? Bear your beloved Goddess on her regular round with speed and style. You might get to ascend to my heavenly harem unshriven and intact yet!”

She moved around behind me, and I heard her climb into the comfortable seat of her little coach. I felt a slight tug on my stretched-back cheeks as she gathered up the reins. Then with a whistling crack the whip bit agonizingly into my ass and Goddess Julia cried out cheerfully at me.

“Move, Marcy! Giddy-up now, pony-girl!”

Right away, I started running, only to almost break an ankle in my high heels and be pulled over backward by the weight I was tethered to. Again the whip licked against me like a tongue of flame and at last, I managed to get it in motion. Puffing and pulling strenuously, I started forward, dragging my giggling Goddess behind me, only to shortly be turned leftward by a cruel yank on the bit to that side. Guiding me this way Goddess soon had us out of the island of equipment in the center of the huge room and into the clear space between it and the concrete walls. There with another lash of the whip and cheerful holler she started me on the first of what must have been dozens of terribly painful, exhausting circuits of the dungeon’s perimeter.

Believe me: no workout of my life could come close in comparison.

To start with that whip made a far more effective goad than any coaches’ whistle. Constantly it sang out and sliced into me: my ass, my arms, shoulders and sides. While less profane than those of Coach Schmidt, Goddess Julia’s laughing exhortations were far more effective.

“Come on sissy, faster! Let me see those sexy buttocks pumping! Stand up straight, lift those knees! Hold your head up high and thrust those sissy-tits proudly out! Imagine you’re my prancing pony-girl on parade before the entire world! You want your performance to reflect well upon your owner, don’t you?”

Of course I did. Therein lay the real motivation: to impress my Goddess enough to remain on her good side. No meaningless score-line, no shiny piece-of-shit trophy, not even the solid gold World Cup could compete with that prize. Plus there was the exquisitely thrilling humiliation I felt, being ornamented up and hooded and harnessed with an iron bit pulling painfully at my cheeks and causing drool to spill helplessly down my chin. Being reduced to Goddess’ beast of burden, or even better her show animal, was an entirely new and wildly exciting species of subjugation for me. Thus, my own inspired will and penis-pinching arousal drove me on far more effectively than any other goad could. This was a good thing too.

It was amazing how much a mere month devoid of exercise, along with so much bondage and torture, had debilitated me. Along with the fact that I hadn’t been allowed to stretch out and warm up first with some calisthenics, this made pulling my Goddess around frightfully difficult, to say nothing of doing it with speed and style. Once I got that little carriage moving along well it got easier. But still running in high-heeled shoes a size too small was terribly painful and awkward. I was at constant risk of turning an ankle or even falling right down and being run over by the chariot rolling along merrily behind me. Awkward and unfamiliar too was trying to run without pumping my arms, which of course remained locked behind me at the elbows and down by my sides at the wrists. Goddess Julia wanted that high-stepping, tit-presenting, proudly upright gait.

Despite all these difficulties, and the constantly climbing agony in my feet and wrenched-back shoulders, my determination and natural athleticism stood me in good stead for a while. Soon I had my Goddess speeding nicely along that big rectangular ‘track’, the plume of my hood streaming out prettily behind me. She began whooping with glee as she whipped me on, constantly egging me to go faster.

Of course this couldn’t last. After a mere circuit or two, I found myself enduring an agony of exertion. Pouring sweat, stumbling and wobbling along on the verge of collapse, lashed interminably on by Goddess Julia’s whip and cries, I performed any number of torturous turns around that huge room.

When I finally did collapse for good and no amount of whipping and berating could get me to rise, Goddess at last removed the bit and hood and revived me with a draught of her stinging hot nectar straight from the sacred fount. Then she rewarded my efforts further (which she actually called ‘splendid’) by un-tethering me, dragging me to the nearest piece of equipment and shackling me there before enthusiastically fucking my lucky sissy-pussy for the entire rest of the night. Eventually the only bits of apparatus I didn’t have personal experience with were the iron maiden and the guillotine. Only the former remained entirely unused. The latter was (at least I assume) put to its ghastly intended function some time after Goddess Julia expelled sissy Sindy.

After this incident, her foul humor was slow to dissipate, as I’ve said. It was also swift to return. Ever unpredictable, Goddess could go from almost lovingly stroking or fucking me to viciously reviling and torturing me to horrific extremes in the span of a day. Her other slaves fared even worse. One evening it happened that I was lying plugged, gagged, hooded, hogtied and ignored on the cold floor of my cell when Goddess Julia marched slave seventeen – one of those favored studs who’d first abducted and then raped me – past and over to that guillotine. She forced him to lie supine on this and strapped him securely down, with his neck fitted into the stocks above the chopping block and his imperiled head facing up at that glittering blade. Then Goddess removed his chastity device.

None of this was particularly remarkable. As well as the stretching rack, Goddess Julia often rode her studs while strapped to the guillotine. The fatal imminence of that heavy blade hanging up there like the sword of Damocles surely made for some intensely exciting sex. Indeed so horribly jealous was I of this lucky fuck not only enjoying riding by my beloved Goddess but also facing the surpassingly exhilarating possibility of enjoying his ultimate ascension that I just couldn’t watch. I got as far as noting that Goddess Julia hadn’t bothered with the cock-harness, and listening to her usual warning that any unauthorized orgasm could be fatal, and then I squirmed into the back corner of my cell. Just listening to their coupling was more torture than my aching heart could bear.

If I could have stopped up my ears, I would have. Unfortunately, I was prey to every gasp, grunt, moan and groan and cry of exhortation from my beloved as she spent her usual hours showering heavenly sex of a kind I’d forfeited forever on someone else. Uncounted were the number of times I heard her familiar escalation toward orgasm followed by those climactic shrieks echoing around the vast underground. There was something increasingly sadistic and vicious in her sexual pleasure this time however. At the ultimate culmination of this, at the screaming peak of vengeful satiation I finally heard an unfamiliar whistling hiss, followed by a thunk! That chilled my blood worse than anything yet. And the next time I was hung up for torture on the far wall I saw that there were four empty cells (counting my own), and not three.

Goddess seemed mollified for a while after this. Yet eventually her ill-humor returned, and grew ever worse. From growing ever more openly affectionate towards me, she turned angrier, more vicious, and often seemed to teeter uncontrollably on the brink of finishing me. I could see no outward source for this change in attitude – indeed as I adjusted to my life underground I suffered less from the things that had originally afflicted me: terror and disorientation in the darkness particularly. The regular sodomy and subjugation I received made my stay in purgatory often as heavenly as I’d dreamed about while rolling around pining on my living room carpet. Goddess couldn’t have failed to note the sappy love and addled adoration with which I constantly regarded her. Yet while formerly this had elicited the odd fond smile or caress of the head, soon it only instigated curses, and ever more extreme torture.

Clearly the unexplained conflict I inspired inside Goddess Julia was coming to a head. Despite her barely restrained urge to dispose of me once and for all and replace me with a less troublesome slave, it was the other denizens of her dungeon she continued to rid herself of instead. Within a period of only ten days or so both of her remaining dick-less sissies were condemned and banished into gay-club damnation for what were essentially trivial offenses.

I viewed this development with both burgeoning delight and gut-churning anxiety. One the one hand it left me as the only sissy in residence. I was the sole outlet for Goddess’ constant need to brutally fuck a man’s face and ass. I wallowed in this of course. Being pounded day in and day out nearly made my torturous existence complete. However, the unpredictability of Goddess’ behavior left me in terror that I might be next. Any instant my blessed purgatory might end with the worst kind of exile imaginable.

And still Goddess Julia grew angrier, her tortures ever more extreme, as though she was determined to sear the sappy devotion out of me before elevating me at last to her heavenly harem. Yet still she didn’t finish me, and still she didn’t geld me – though sometimes her razor hesitated and her arm quivered with the obviously almost ungovernable urge to do so every time she shaved me. In any case, Goddess Julia finally got to carry out her stated wish to perform a true crucifixion – or at least an extremely convincing simulation of one.

After riding him to one last mind-boggling succession of screaming, bucking, skin-clawing orgasms – and portentously allowing him one of his own – Goddess hung twenty-three shackled from that upright cross for what must have been days in which she never left the dungeon and ignored all but the most rudimentary maintenance of me.

Constantly she tortured him: whipping his suspended form and branding his writhing, shuddering body with a seemingly endless assortment of arcane symbols. How long this went on I have no way of reliably measuring. However, I awoke one day from a troubled sleep to find myself once again in impenetrable darkness, and no longer hearing his gag-muffled screams or labored breathing. When I was at last led to my hygiene every cell I passed was empty, and a new jar of severed genitals had joined those already resting on the collection shelf. I was the only remaining member of Goddess Julia’s mortal stable. Surely my own ascension or damnation couldn’t be far off…




Chapter Fifteen

“Now, Marcy! Now it’s finally time for you to make the ultimate sacrifice!”

Looming over me like a Goddess-colossus, my soul-owner’s coldly murderous voice penetrated me to the core of my madly enslaved being. In response, I shivered with exhilarated exaltation as Goddess Julia glared down at me and continued. “I have decided. I can’t endure the fucked-up feelings any longer. This has to stop. It’s far past time for me to finish with you. So: are you ready to demonstrate unreservedly your absolute subservience to me?”

Comprehensively gagged as usual, I looked up through the eyeholes in my hood at the upside-down vision of divine loveliness towering above me. It seemed every feature of Goddess’ breathtaking appearance caused me to flash back on some vitally significant bit of our blessed time together.

Just like the night when she’d first claimed me, Goddess Julia was almost totally naked save for the most telling exceptions. Seen from directly below her fabulous breasts looked more magnificent than ever, reminding me achingly of how she’d ground and battered them so wonderfully against my face before forcing the stiff nipples between my lips and demanding that I suck and suck and even bite on them. Rather than the penis pants she’d worn that night to eradicate the old me and create in its place the desperately submissive dick-slave sissy I was always destined to be, Goddess sported the elegantly curved, far more evocative feeldoe I’d given her thrusting organically up from her crotch. Moaning with the maddeningly addictive need to feel this penetrating me yet again, I wrenched my gaze away to the other woefully familiar weapons she wielded.

On her matchless legs were the steel-toed stiletto-heel boots I’d given her, forcibly reminding me of far more recent agonies. But clutched in her fists – these covered by those bicep-high gauntlets once again – was not only the jeweled razor I’d provided her to geld me with but also the taser she’d first used to truly torture my wax-burned penis, wet and dripping from her lusciously sucking mouth. Oh how I could still feel her soft wet lips, expertly stroking tongue and then the convulsive excruciation of her electricity raving so unstoppably into me through that ultra-sensitive organ!

Dangling from Goddess Julia’s earlobes and throat were the sparkling diamond pendant and earrings she’d first bought after whipping my PIN code out of me, and I couldn’t help but see them twinkling once again as she leaned over me on her bed, pressing the muzzle of her pistol to my forehead before pulling the trigger. I remembered the expectant bliss of that moment, the thrill of supreme subjugation accompanying my imminent execution, followed by the heartbreak of being denied my fondest wish when the hammer fell on an empty chamber.

Since then I’d backslid a bit. Animal panic and the ungovernable desire to submit to all the mortal perdition I could get had blunted for a time my suicidal impulse to experience this epitome of submission and earn an eternity of torture, toilet and sissy service. But the sight of Goddess Julia once again finally wearing the tight black half-hood she’d worn while masturbating to my almost-execution before, along with the recent unmistakable escalation of her vengeful rage and the unthinkable severity of the torments she’d exclusively subjected me to, had me returned to maniacal eagerness to finally make my long-delayed ascension to her transcendent heaven.

That escalation of intensity had been daunting indeed: terrifying, thrilling, agonizing and exhilarating. For what must have been a month since becoming the last current inhabitant of Goddess’ basement dungeon I suffered the full focus of her inexplicable, ever-worsening fury, enjoyed, and endured her undivided attentions all night and every night. Spiteful and contemptuous of me, every hint of affection banished, she practiced cruelties on me I formerly couldn’t have credited.

To start with, I became Goddess Julia’s only ashtray. As she had before (but only once), she began putting every cigarette out in my mouth. Luckily, smoking was only an occasional vice with Goddess. Nevertheless, my tongue was soon horribly blistered and even swollen, a condition she took cruel advantage of by also making me her official boot polisher and foot and crotch washer. With dirt, sweat, and urine ground into these oral sores my every inhalation stank and what should have been a delightfully degrading duty quickly became pure agony for me. However, this was nothing on the order of the pain I endured serving as her punching (and kicking) bag.

Goddess Julia took to shackling my wrists together high above my head and my ankles to widely separated rings on the floor. Then with my body stretched, spread out and vulnerable she practiced her well-honed self-defense techniques on me.

She threw endless punches against me, and continued to beat me, throwing in a Karate chop or two until I was hanging weakly from my wrists and bawling helplessly. Then there was the body modification. She used a purposely blunted needle to pierce my earlobes, nipples, tongue; my septum and the protruding head of my penis so that she could install rings of more than just decorative use. These also proved handy for hanging weights from and enforcing cunningly contorted bondage postures. Yet still nothing could compare for true torment to when Goddess Julia finally took to riding me.

With no one else to provide her with the kind of pitifully submissive conventional sex she craved, Goddess was finally reduced to using me for this. But that doesn’t mean I was allowed out of my chastity device or Goddess forbid into that holiest of all orifices. It just meant she found a far worse way to sexually frustrate and taunt me with my inadequacy than riding some well-hung stud right in front of me.

Stretched agonizingly out on the rack, I gazed blearily at Goddess Julia as she paused in her endlessly inventive torturing of me to choose a substantial and so far unused dildo from a nearby rack. I became further befuddled when she didn’t attach this to her groin or ram it up into my sissy-pussy, which was in any case already occupied by that omnipresent buzzing giant plug. Instead, she mounted it on the outside of my cock-cage just above the sleeve that so maddeningly imprisoned me. Meeting my eyes at last, Goddess glared hatefully at me.

“I need cock! And since you’ll never be worthy of providing it for me, this will have to do. Frankly you aren’t even worthy of this ridiculously inappropriate honor. But desperate times call for desperate measures. You drove me somehow to dispose of all my other slaves, and I haven’t felt yet like hunting up some new ones. So riding you will just have to do. Don’t let it go to your head!”

With that cruel double-entendre, Goddess Julia then actually climbed atop me and straddled my hips for the very first time. She pointed the huge – and completely insensate – erection I now sported into her and slid down onto it until her weight pressed down on me and her heavenly crotch straddled my hips. Then she began riding me as wildly as she ever had any of her harnessed-up studs.

Oh, why didn’t I go completely insane? It was as if I was actually finally being fucked by my glorious Goddess – and yet I wasn’t. I was privy to all of her incredible sexual energy; I had an unobstructed close-up view of her dancing breasts, her beautifully flushed face and felt every shift of her weight as she pumped her hips wildly atop me. Yet my penis felt only the terrible pain of being crushed between us and miserably confined within its tight little sleeve. I was so close to and yet so far from experiencing the ultimate paradise that the mindlessness of utter madness would have been a blessing. But as it was I had no choice but to endure the most incredible arousal and most excruciating frustration simultaneously for what must have been hours as Goddess Julia rode my bound and agonizingly stretched body to her usual sequential strings of ecstatically screaming orgasms. She did this at least a dozen times before finally deciding she couldn’t put up with me anymore.

Truly I didn’t think I could put up with it anymore either.

I had learned by that time to take a perverted appreciation from even the worst physical torture. Masochistically avid for her abuse I gleamed love at my Goddess even as I used my blistered tongue to scour the gritty sole of her boot, or accepted its reinforced toe slamming repeatedly into my swollen, sperm-filled testicles. I shuddered spastically at the whim of her current coursing into me through my metal-encased penis and writhed in agony as I hung gagged from the crucifixion cross being whipped, branded, and pierced and still begged her mutely with my adoring gaze to never stop abusing me. Having her endlessly ride my body while my eternally impotent penis strained at its cage and the vicious self-loathing born of my inadequacy scourged me was truly more than I could bear.

For this reason alone – on top of all my bottomless devotion, my depraved drive to submit to her supreme subjugation and my manic eagerness to finally ascend to an eternity of slavish sissy-service – I didn’t hesitate to answer Goddess Julia’s query about my readiness with urgent sincerity. Staring up at her looming so divinely desirable and ominously hooded over me I nodded frantically from my rightful place on the floor at her feet. In response she snorted with vexation as she at last uncoupled the chain from my chastity cage, releasing that monumental strain and letting my stuffed butt thump back down onto the concrete floor.

“Goddamn you, Marcy! If only you weren’t always so eager. What’s the point of wreaking vengeance on a willing subject? You just infuriate me sometimes! Then sometimes I just want to cuddle and coddle you, which infuriates me even more. Well I will not let you change what I am! It’s time to dispatch you into my heavenly harem and then find some new meat for my dungeon.”

Goddess Julia flipped her razor open. For a quick, terribly thrilling moment, I thought she meant to simply geld me and slash my throat right there. Instead, she used it to cut the ropes binding my arms and legs together.

“Get up, on your feet, peon! We’re going to the guillotine. Now march!”

How many condemned prisoners on their last walk to the gallows feel what I was feeling? Stumbling on deadened legs in cramping shoes I hadn’t removed in months, being jabbed threateningly in the back with a taser every time I faltered, my caged cock screamed with its need to climb up urgently erect. My breath whistled in my nose and my heart raced alarmingly. Yet terror of the end was but a small part of what I felt. This helpless animal response was easily overruled by the overwhelming excitement and anticipation I felt at finally being allowed to make the ultimate, irretrievable statement of submission to my glorious Goddess.

Soon I would be meeting and submitting to her eternal, ethereal true self, and how much more mind-blindingly, inconceivably glorious would her unmasked divinity be compared to this already incomparably wondrous earthly manifestation? I quivered with awe and arousal to even contemplate such a thing. As we reached the waiting guillotine at last I clambered eagerly onto it, whimpering not with dread and despair but with unrestrained excitement.

I lay down supine on the low, narrow plinth, facing upward at the poised blade that would soon free me, and at Goddess Julia’s heavenly harem waiting to welcome me beyond. My neck rested in the semicircular wood notch, and immediately Goddess fitted and locked into place the matching half of the stocks. Then moving with a sadistic eagerness of her own she set aside the razor and taser and secured the rest of me.

My arms were pulled around behind my back and locked crosswise into shackles built into the underside of the plinth. Heavy belts of black leather were passed around my chest and shoulders, belly and waist, pulled tight and buckled up, strapping me immovably to the execution board. Then one after another, my legs were lifted up high to either side of my body. My ankles were secured in more built-in shackles, these bolted to the outside of the stocks that held my neck presented for severing. Folded up at the waist in classic pussy-pounding posture I felt an additional thrill of gratitude toward my deity that she obviously meant to send me on in style, with one last incredibly rewarding mortal bout of butt-fucking first.

My only real regret was that I wouldn’t be allowed a real riding and last orgasm. Goddess Julia had obviously meant what she said that first night in her bed. My early, unauthorized orgasm was to be my last ejaculation ever. That being the case, it was also a shame I didn’t get to experience the incredibly intense, quintessential subjugation of being gelded by my Goddess. As horribly as the vestigial maleness in me rebelled at the idea of this, the hopelessly devoted, eternally enslaved sissy she’d made of me craved such a profoundly telling amputation.

Well there was still time, and hope for that to happen.

Goddess Julia had left that beautiful jeweled razor open, and within easy reaching distance of her good right hand. In any case, once she had me in inescapable bondage for the final time (how I squirmed at this thought, absolutely loving the futility of my efforts) she wrenched her gigantic vibrator from my bottom, switched it off and set this aside as well. Then she straddled the bench and sat down on it, her heavenly feeldoe pushed up tantalizingly close with just the head nudging into my always open and insatiable sissy-pussy. Her hatefully blazing eyes met my limitlessly worshipful ones through the holes in our respective hoods, and she proceeded to pass some formal, final judgment on me.

“Slave Marcy, you are guilty of being a biological male, and thus culpable for all the myriad innate and historical sins of your species.

“You have also been found incapable of providing me with sufficiently satisfying sex. In return, you have been condemned to eternal and unending impotence, torture, toilet use and sissy service. In acknowledgment of this, you will now submit to the most punishing pussy pounding ever followed by your immediate ascension to my heavenly harem. Prepare yourself for the transcendent experience of your worthless mortal existence! Soon you will be suffering endlessly under me in my own personal paradise!”

With that incredibly stirring speech finished – and her camera already set up and recording – Goddess Julia lunged suddenly forward, once again penetrating me with the entirety of her penis and commencing that promised best-ever butt-fucking.

Ah, how can I possibly describe that superior experience without being tiresomely redundant? By now you know well how insanely arousing, how supremely subjugating, how properly painful, exquisitely exciting and purely pleasurable I immediately found having my Goddess’ divine penis rhythmically impaling me to be. Such profoundly personal penetration alone was orgiastically rewarding on so many levels: physical, emotional, psychological and spiritual. Moreover, all my other senses wallowed in a glut of amazingly intense stimulation as well.

The smell of Goddess’ sweat wafted over me, carrying pheromonal messages of arousal and domination that my body responded to on an instinctual level beyond the mediation or control of higher thought. More consciously perceived but no less thrilling came the sounds of our uniquely special coupling: the panting of animal exertion, the moans and groans, keening cries and guttural grunts of ecstatic effort and sexual excess; the constant slap of flesh on flesh as Goddess Julia’s unclad crotch smacked endlessly into mine and of course the wildly arousing verbal denigration she poured continuously out at me as she fucked and fucked and fucked and fucked me for hours on end on that eighteenth century execution device.

There were all the other wonderful tactile stimuli of being bound to that guillotine: the hard, unyielding board supporting me, the implacable steel of the shackles gripping my ankles and wrists and enforcing my uncomfortable, wonderfully degrading contortion, and of course the hard oak circle confining my neck and never letting me forget for even an instant the swift decapitation coming at the culmination of this last instance of mortal submission. And oh yes, naturally there was that heavy blade itself. Two feet wide, angled for efficient slicing, as keen as the edge between life and death itself this impended over my throat in all its irrefusible reality.

Somehow, I found the sight of this instrument of my extinction just as thrilling as the heavenly vision of Goddess herself as she tirelessly worked her beautiful body. Of course familiar as they were to me I could never get enough witness of her constantly joggling breasts, her relentlessly pumping hips, her flexed arms bulging with muscles, her lovely throat corded with effort, her gleaming teeth bared in a feral snarl of wrinkled back lips or her big eyes blazing at me with an unquenchable fire of need and demand. Yet competing with these equally, and constantly tearing my gaze away from them was that giant razor blade: hovering above me and awaiting my Goddess’ whim to drop swiftly down, severing my head from my neck and my unlimited if strictly proscribed future from my wonderfully splendid present and mostly wasted past with emphatic finality.

What might I see, in the instant after the blade fell? My Goddess and her dungeon whirling around my still briefly seeing eyes as my head dropped and rolled? Or would the mortal veil be instantly torn away, revealing the most unimaginable wonders as I ascended to and took my place in Goddess Julia’s heavenly harem? With all that blessed sensory input swamping me, and all the usual physical and emotional turmoil that accompanied a holy righteous butt-fucking flooding me these spiritual speculations were necessarily scattered and brief. Moreover, they were driven out of me entirely every time Goddess escalated toward and stab-hammered out another succession of wondrously divine climaxes. Then with her banshee-like screams echoing around that cavernous underground, her body belaboring mine with impossible ferocity and her feeldoe drilling my eternal and ignominious purpose into me more undeniably than ever I could only groan and cry and revel in mind-blanking ecstasy myself. Still during all those long hours I spent strapped into the guillotine enjoying this ultimate sissy-pussy pounding I had plenty of time to speculate about and savor my upcoming demise.

This took the form of more fractured reminiscence, particularly about that first weekend. There was being smothered under Goddess Julia’s pussy, and the instantly addictive panic thrill followed by hallucinatory clarity after my reprieve. There was the stunning revelation of how far my submission compulsion could actually take me. There was the mad exhilaration of watching Goddess masturbate while I hung strangling above her to the sublime accompaniment of Beethoven’s Ninth. There was the eager acceptance I felt with her pistol to my head, and the crushing disappointment of hearing the hammer fall on an empty chamber. Between regular extremes of submissive ecstasy I had a chance to reflect on how intensely exciting and perversely rewarding my brief new life had been, how unimaginably thrilling its imminent ending, and how gloriously blessed would be my infinite afterlife in Goddess Julia’s heavenly harem.

How fortunate I had been to escape the decades of pointless drudgery, shallow sexuality and spiritual anomie that my old existence had offered me! As an atheist-by-default who believed in and worshiped nothing, I could have expected to just wink out like a snuffed candle after this dull, uninspiring span. Now I had an eternity of devotion to the most Supreme Being possible to look forward to! Truly, I was ready, willing, and thrilled with anticipation to make that transition.

As much as I was wallowing, reveling and orgiastically indulging in my hours-long, all-night, more vehement and extended than ever pussy pounding, I had uncounted eons more of that just in front of me, and on a far more glorious and degrading scale. The only way to be delivered into that exalted state was for the blade hovering above me to finally come down. At long last then I began to receive signals that the fall could only be minutes or seconds away.

The fearsome and even irrational anger that had been building in Goddess Julia for weeks – and inspiring this more violent-than-ever intercourse – began to reach an insanely screaming peak. I suspect it was being fueled yet again by my own uncontrollable response to her. The more brutally punishing and viciously demeaning her attempted rape of me, the more ecstatic my enjoyment of it became. No matter how wildly she tried even Goddess’ limitless omnipotence always proved powerless to wring an appropriately satisfying suffering from me this way. As she yet again dropped forward toward me and escalated her way toward the convulsive orgasm of her life, her eyes gleamed with more than just incandescent fury and her shrieks took the form of endlessly repetitive curses at me.

“Damn you! Damn you! DAMN YOU SLAVE!”

Bludgeoning into my ecstatic acceptance with force and fervor to dwarf anything that had gone before her tumultuous upset was evidenced by the splash of tears on my chest. Shocked out of my own transcendent transport at this, I was utterly unprepared to properly appreciate the moment I’d invested so much of myself in when it suddenly came. At this climactic pinnacle of orgasmic distress, Goddess Julia reached out and tripped a switch on the stocks encircling my neck.

The heavy blade poised fatally above me came whooshing down, and instantly insensibility claimed me.




Part Four: Paradise


Chapter Sixteen

Once again – damn I’m getting tired of saying that – I regained awareness in unexpected circumstances.

I was not in Goddess Julia’s heavenly harem, being introduced to all the wonderful eternal tortures and duties I’d been promised. I was alive, intact, and still locked and strapped to the guillotine in her dungeon purgatory.

The immense blade that should have provided for my ascension was blocking most of my vision: stopped somehow a mere fraction of an inch from my throat. I must have fainted at the penultimate moment, and just now returned to consciousness. As disappointing and upsetting as I found this repeated cheat to be however, what I could see over that blade and hear with my ears was infinitely more distressing.

Goddess Julia had removed her executioner’s hood. Her face was still hidden however behind her hands, and she was sobbing with the most heart-wrenching soul anguish a deity could be capable of. Tormented worse by this spectacle than I could have believed possible I bleated pitifully into my gag. At this sound Goddess dropped her hands from her wet, blotchy face and fixed me with her miserably bloodshot gaze.

“Oh damn you, damn you, damn you, Marcy! What have you done to me? I never dreamed I’d say this to anybody. But I think… I think… I think I love you!”

She burst into fresh tears at this appalling pronouncement, looking hatefully at me as she did so. I was still trying to get my head around those last three amazingly unexpected words when she went resentfully on. Seemingly, in the grip of a shattering epiphany, she was obviously trying to explain herself to herself as much as to me.

“I just don’t think I can do this anymore. I mean wallowing in hate and vengeance. It’s poisoned my entire life. Before you came along, I used to get such cruel satisfaction from raping and torturing a man, and terrorizing him to near insanity with the belief that I was going to kill him, though I never actually did. But you changed all that. You made it simply wonderfully fun. You showed me an even more satisfying outlet for my needs. At the same time, you robbed me of the whole meaning of my existence.

“This pissed me off even more of course. But the more driven I was to recapture that righteous sense of justice the more it slipped away from me. So I give up. From now on, I’m going to spend my life using and abusing just you, my wonderfully willing subject. Together we can indulge and explore and wildly satisfy our most depraved desires without hurting anyone.”

Goddess Julia wiped her eyes and face, and smiled shakily at me.

“Would you like that Marcy? Would you like to spend the rest of your life as my perfect mate, the sole slave in my mortal stable until we finally ascend to heaven together? Loving you has redeemed me of evil. But that doesn’t mean my tortures will be less painful, my rule less strict or my fucking any less fervent. It just means it will be decades more before I can fulfill your ultimate goal of ascension at my hands.”

Still stunned beyond belief I could only goggle at my Goddess for a moment. But then I nodded like a bobble-head as a tsunami of emotion crashed through me.

This outcome to our amazing relationship was so unbelievable that I couldn’t possibly have even dreamed of conceiving of it. Goddess Julia loved me? She actually valued me as more than just a handy target for her hatred. While this lessened the addictive degradation, I craved by imbuing me with a sense of self-worth, truly this shift in perception could only be healthy for me as well. From now on our exchange of domination for submission, of worship for subjugation, would be purer, untainted by negativity and ultimately even more fulfilling because of it. Washed away on my own inner tide of revelation, gratitude, unalloyed love and desperate devotion I began streaming tears of my own. The glorious vision of the supremely wise and benevolent Goddess Julia before me blurred as though too divine for mortal eyes. Nevertheless, I continued to soar ever higher inside as she formally announced her new decrees.

“Good. From now on, it’s just you and me, slave Marcy. And since I’m going to need more conventional sex than ever, and since you have demonstrated a certain worthiness after all by helping to cure me of the damaging darkness in my soul, I hereby rescind my decision to never let you use your penis again. Conventional sex will henceforth be a regular component of our interaction.

“You will remain incarcerated in my dungeon and unknown to the world. However, on certain rare, very special occasions you will be allowed into my house and bed for your use. This is one of those occasions: the celebration and consummation of our new mutual understanding. So let’s get going. Dawn is near, and I only intend to move you during the cover of night.”

Weeping even harder with ecstatic happiness I felt Goddess rise from the board and heard a jingling as she accessed a nearby rack of restraints. In short order, she’d unlocked and removed the shackles from my arms and legs. Lowering the latter at last she hobbled my ankles with a new pair of cuffs linked by a fifteen-inch chain and then unstrapped my upper body as well. Finally, she raised the blade to its original position, released my neck from the stocks and sat me up. My hands were cuffed together behind my back and a leash clipped to my chastity cage. Pulling me to my feet by my penis – surely I needn’t tell you this was more madly engorged than ever in its exquisitely painful confinement – she picked up her camera and led me away from that device I had been thrillingly positive I would never be leaving in one piece.

Stumbling in my hobbled high heels, I followed Goddess’ imperious lead to the wash room, where I was allowed a brief and very necessary chance to squat and pee. Then carefully up the stairs and through the dark hall she tugged me on to the door I’d been carried frantically struggling through months before.

There I waited while Goddess backed up her car and opened the trunk. She hustled me the few steps to this, forced me inside and slammed the lid. Minutes later, this was opened again in the dark behind her house, and once again, I was hustled through a door and dragged by my excitedly screaming penis down halls and up stairs until we were once again safely ensconced in Goddess Julia’s heavenly earthly domain.

As she had on that formative first night so long ago Goddess lit candles, started music playing (Joe Satriani this time, my how she loved her madly jamming guitar instrumentals) and sniffed up a little energy refresher. Then gleaming with a truly unprecedented surfeit of that oh so contagious vitality, arousal, and limitlessly sadistic intent she unlocked one cuff of my manacles and shoved roughly onto her bed.

Panting already with sexual excitement Goddess Julia set up her camera again and positioned me on my back with a pillow elevating my hips and another my head. She raised my arms above me and cuffed my wrists back together around one of those headboard bars, securing me inescapably (as if that would be a problem) for her always voracious sexual pleasure. Then she removed the stifling hood I nearly always wore.

Smiling down at my still hugely gagged face Goddess stroked my cheek and then chapped lower lip with a gentle finger.

“You are cute Marcy. And pretty too – I don’t think I’ve ever seen a prettier sissy. But you badly need a fresh makeup job, and a fetching new hairstyle. We have to get you scads of new lingerie as well. But all that’s for later. Right now, I’m going to make your wonderful new life by truly riding you out of your mind. You’ll never have experienced anything even close to this. And neither will have I. For the first time ever I’ll actually be having sex with someone I love.

“They say that makes it truly divine. Well I can’t wait to find out if they’re right!”

Without hesitation then – indeed fumbling in her eagerness – Goddess Julia fitted a tiny key into a lock that for all intents and purposes might have been cemented permanently shut before this day’s wondrous changes. With no time or sympathy to spare for consideration – and none desired in the least –, she roughly extracted my swollen appendage from its agonizingly tight, once-assumed eternal confinement, scraping it raw in places as she did so. Of course, this pain only contributed wildly to my maddened excitement. The instant it was free my penis sprang impossibly rigid, pulsating hotly and straining insanely toward the heaven it had been so long denied. There was just one little bit of preparation necessary first…

Goddess reached up and opened a drawer in the headboard. From this, she removed a familiar little harness of thin leather straps. Responding to my woeful groan of need and dismay, she smiled reprovingly at me.

“Now Marcy, you know you’re not able to control yourself and just because I’m allowing you sex doesn’t mean you get to ejaculate during it. Be grateful to your Goddess for what you’ve been blessed with!”

Oh I most definitely was! However, this prospect promised to raise the insane sexual frustration of being ridden to another order of magnitude entirely! Nevertheless I obediently subsided, biting down on the huge ball in my mouth as Goddess tightly wrapped and buckled those straps about the base of my scrotum, erection, and genitals altogether. I had ample need to stifle my outcry.

Having never worn such a harness before, and only seen it applied from a distance, I’d been unaware that the insides of the straps were lined with blunt little metal spikes. These bit agonizingly into my flesh as the harness was cinched tight enough to prevent any issue. Of course, to a devoted masochist like me this was just an additional delightful spice to the churning stew of excitement roiling me. I gazed amazed at the incredible size, hardness, and angry red color of my greatest-ever hard-on once it was prepared thus, and Goddess Julia cooed with appreciation too.

“There now: look at you! That’s plenty big enough for me. Oh Marcy, we are going to have such an incredibly fulfilling sex life in addition to all the torture, bondage, buggery and domination we both crave. I’m going to ride you out of your mind!”

With that emphatic promise repeated Goddess immediately straddled me. Still she put off the seemingly eons-postponed, formerly eternally forbidden, surely unbelievably fantastic moment of penetration just a maddening bit further.

She reached between her legs and worked free the lovely feeldoe she’d just used on me for uncounted hours. Setting her own hard cock aside nearby, she finally settled atop my pillow-supported hips. Yet even now she didn’t mount me. Instead, just as she had that first night in her bed she used the groove of her sex to press my impossibly raging erection down flat. Only this time she bent it agonizingly backwards, until it pointed between my legs at my shackled feet. She lay down atop me completely then, squashing her breasts against my chest and placing our faces barely an inch apart. Gazing deep into my eyes with her own dark, depthless, possessively shining ones, she began slowly pumping her butt. Sliding her hot wet crevice deliberately up and down my painfully inverted hardness, she breathed a mind-blowing benediction at me.

“Now my precious, blessed little sissy-slave, Marcy: I’m going to make all of your most forbidden fantasies a reality; your formerly useless life complete and your eventual status as the absolutely most favored slave in my heavenly harem irrevocable by having sex with you. May you enjoy and appreciate the inconceivable honor of this first of innumerable fuckings to the very limit of your pathetic mortal abilities!”

She kissed me: on the nose, forehead, on each eyelid and at last on the leather exterior of the gag stuffing and covering my mouth. Then as my heart hammered, my breast swelled with uncontainable emotion and my harnessed cock tried to burst with urgency Goddess Julia sat back up and raised herself just enough to free my manhood. The instant that formerly imprisoned, condemned, and nearly severed erection leaped upright she unerringly found its velvety-hard head with her divine opening and sank immediately and completely down onto it.

Ahhhhhhhhhhh, Goddess! Words fail me here. No earthly language can adequately express the physical, emotional, and spiritual ecstasy of that initial sheathing. Any high-flown rhetoric would be just as inadequate as saying ‘it felt kind of good’ and moving on. Nevertheless, I must make the attempt.

With my butt propped up by the pillow under it, Goddess Julia was able to enjoy the absolute maximum penetration possible, while I was encased right to the leather-wrapped, metal-spiked root and more in wonderfully wet warmth and trained-muscle tightness. I keened unbelievingly as my genitals immediately convulsed, saved from a disastrous orgasm only by that cruelly strangling hardness-harness. Goddess meanwhile cried out in heavenly bliss herself, shifting her hips all around and reveling in every angle of her impalement possible. At last, she reached back, hooked her hands under my thighs and began breathlessly pumping against me.

Who needed a guillotine? I was already in heaven – or at least the closest earthly approximation of it possible. Dimly I recognized the music blasting around us as the title track from Flying in a Blue Dream. I was flying in some kind of dream all right, and I didn’t need those soaring progressions of impossibly clear, crisp guitar riffs to articulate it for me. With Goddess Julia’s head thrown back to face the heavens, her bobbing breasts thrust forward at me in all their glorious perfection and her wondrous body atop me already in wildly rhythmic motion I might have been the magically animated carpet she was riding through the sky on her way to her paradisiacal domain.

No doubt about it – that harness was an absolute necessity, and I was exceedingly grateful for it. It seemed my bloated-blue balls continuously convulsed, constantly trying to empty themselves of what could have been gallons of stored up sperm. As that endless day progressed this became more and more the interminable torture I’d expected. Despite having already been up all night fucking my ass to uncounted orgasms, my loving Goddess Julia showed no sign of ever being satisfied.

Lavishly displaying the supernatural sexual stamina that conclusively proved her divinity she continuously subjected me to all the seemingly endless modes of fucking as she had to slaves seventeen and twenty-two. Leaning forward, back, or lying flat atop me, pumping and rocking back and forth or bouncing wildly up and down she fucked me to orgasmic extremes I found difficult to credit even in a deity. And of course, my base mortality was driven to its very limits as well. Worse than the torturous jealousy of watching her enjoy another thus, worse even than the agony of frustration of being ridden for hours without the freedom or insertion of my formerly horribly cramped cock, this unendurable ordeal of endlessly escalating pleasure without possibility of release truly drove me out of my ecstasy-addled mind. Shut up in that black-walled box all day as the candles burned down, the music soared all around and Goddess used me to the most inconceivable sexual excesses I eventually suffered like never before. Yet I wouldn’t have traded a second of it for anything else.

This became particularly true when Goddess Julia had at last exhausted nearly all of her immense sexual energies. When at last she shrieked out her penultimate climax of that marathon twenty-four hour stretch – her slickly gripping femininity undulating along my extensively abraded, still impossibly hard length – she blessed me yet again in ways I once again find myself helpless to adequately convey.

First, of course she collapsed gasping atop me and planted kisses on every bit of my face her soft lips could reach – all the while murmuring affirmations that fulfilled me more than the most draining orgasm ever could.

“Oh Marcy! Oh, that was so heavenly! Oh, they were right, they were so right!

“Love is a much finer and far more sustainable aphrodisiac than hate and vengeance could ever be. And I love you, oh, I love you! That was the most rewarding experience I ever had. Now you must have your reward too. It’s only right after the way you’ve changed my life…”

Goddess Julia slipped off me at last. Then to my astonishment and burgeoning delight, she removed the cruel harness both emphasizing and imprisoning my erection.

“Roll over, slave. Press your pretty penis deep into this pillow.”

Crossing my cuffed wrists, I eagerly complied. Goddess meanwhile returned her feeldoe to its rightful place, unshackled my ankles and spread my legs wide. Then she fell between them. Ramming her hard cock back into my sissy-pussy for the umpteenth time in just that day she lay down atop me and put her lips to my ear.

“You have permission to ejaculate now Marcy. If you can come from being fucked this way, then go ahead. And you’d better hope you can because this is the only way you’ll ever be allowed to climax, and only on exceedingly rare occasions. After I fuck you to one final orgasm of my own, that chastity device goes back on until I want to ride you again. You have that long to get off, my slave!”

As if I would need it!

Despite the surpassing heaven of true sexual service I’d just finally been introduced to – and surely I’d earned another brand for that – I still found and always would find being butt-fucked unbelievably exciting. That ultimate in personal subjugation pressed buttons deep inside me that were impossible to deny.

Nor would I ever want to. And of course I’d just endured months of the most maddening frustration imaginable followed by hours and hours of cruelly enforced impotence while being ridden clear out of my mind by the epitome of divine femininity. With my raging, ridiculously rigid maleness pressed deep into that satin-covered feather-stuffed plush I wailed into my gag with consummate ecstasy has Goddess Julia started drilling herself yet again deeply, forcefully into me.

Anchoring her efforts with hands gripping my shoulders, her hot breath panting exhortations into my ear as she crushed me to the bed and fucked, fucked, fucked me, Goddess drove me to climax in a matter of mere minutes.

“Yeah Marcy, yeah, blow your filthy load! You want to, you need to; you absolutely have to! Who knows when you’ll get another opportunity? Do it, do it, do it you disgusting slut! Come for your Goddess while she pounds your shameless little sissy-pussy! Spew that stinky slime!”

As always, my Goddess’ least wish was my absolute command. With my body squashed submissively beneath her and my erection slipping back and forth between my hot abdomen and the soft smooth pillow it was buried in all those months of torture, frustration, and exhilarating subjugation finally came to a head at last. Responding to Goddess’ gasped demands, her exquisitely stabbing thrusts and of course, my own overwhelming imperatives, I suddenly succumbed to the most draining, impossibly sustained and limitlessly fulfilling orgasm of my bodily existence.

Reacting to my stifled scream of release and unmistakable convulsive shuddering, Goddess Julia immediately escalated her attack to a climactic crescendo of her own. Prolonging my wrenching spasms with the rough prostate massage of her hammering prick and further spiking up my already stratospheric ecstasy with the evidence of her own apotheosis, she used the wonderful cock I’d given her to fuck us both to a simply superlative simultaneous consummation. Then she breathed immaculate approval at me.

“Well done, slave. Now we are truly wedded. And my goodness, it’s almost night-time again. But I am just too tired to return you to your cell yet. Tonight you shall sleep in your Goddess’ bed. Won’t that be heavenly? Let’s just get you properly fixed up first.”

Goddess Julia pulled her cock from me and climbed off my utterly enervated body. In its place, she crammed in the omnipresent giant vibrator and switched it on. Then ordering me to roll back over she re-imprisoned my spent, shriveled penis just as she’d decreed she would. After that, she sealed my head back inside its hood, un-cuffed my wrists and rolled me back onto my belly.

There I was hogtied up tighter than ever. Goddess went around and blew out all the candles then, changed the music to a soporific collection of George Winston piano solos, and returned to the bed. Lying down beside me she pulled me to her until my leather-covered face was nestled between her breasts.

Goddess Julia promptly went contentedly to sleep. Mentally, physically and emotionally exhausted and yet transcendently happy at having found paradise at last right here on Earth, I soon followed suit.
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