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My ten-thirty appointment would be here soon, and I was putting the last few adjustments to my custom-made mock guillotine, this time going a little extra heavy on the makeup, and taking care of some last minute details. The devil is always in the details, and that’s why I pay so much attention to the little things that keep them coming back for more. I have always from as far back as memory serves me been a stickler for the most intricate detail so to me… it’s just second nature.

I listen carefully to the yearnings of my pet slaves, reading them like a book and listening for the unspoken word through body language…for example, their favorite outfits, what shade of expensive red lipstick or nail lacquer I’d sport that turned them on, it was the little things that enabled me to feather my nest into a luxurious dungeon befitting the most hardcore BDSM relationship. My maggots helped me to not only acquire but also to  maintain a lifestyle the rest of the world would never understand, and to finance the exorbitant jump from just acceptably mediocre toys and trimmings inherent to our unique lifestyle to an enviably WOW status. Cheap leather bullwhips were slowly replaced by expensive and dare I say, exquisite hand crafted Italian leather whips, masks, and a wardrobe to fulfill every fantasy they could conjure up.

Hindsight is always twenty- twenty,  and the more I thought about my ex-husband along with the hatred and disdain that only grew stronger over the years, and finally resulted in a divorce, the more I came to appreciate and love my slaves.

My date today was Doug, and he reveled in being an adult baby with a few mommy issues thrown into the mix. My “baby” and I had our own special set of rules and also our own private talk that made sense only to us. We understood each other in a way that was alien to the conventional and sometimes intolerant outside world populated by Vanilla creatures. I would always greet him with my tight-fitting black leather Dominant outfit, and after a while, I would change into my size D cup nursing bra that I had specially monogrammed with his name on it.

I was their master, they were my slaves, and it was just that simple. It excited me to know that I held the power to make or break them and nothing brought me greater satisfaction than to humiliate them and torture them not just physically, but also mentally. Physical abuse eventually goes away, but mental abuse does not, and I learned over the years to read people and discover their insecurities and the secret painful chambers of their minds.  Perhaps because of my cunning but well planned methodical rise, I had grown from one simple walk-in closet to five over the span of two years, resembling a fetish supermarket of sorts with almost everything under the sun to please the most discerning slave.

I heard his footsteps echoing through the hallway as he approached my door. A light three times tap signaled his arrival. Doug was a forty-something run of the mill businessman who I am sure was the pillar of his community and who would never arouse suspicion with either his family or community of the double life he enjoyed with me as his Mistress and he, as my slave.

His vanilla face had the makings of a German descendant, and he had the robust body of an athlete in his better younger years. Clean shaven, and very well-mannered, mirroring his refined upbringing, Doug was one of my favorites because of his quietness.

Were it not for his specific requests to be gagged with a Fels-Naptha soaked Handi-Wipe (pink), I wouldn’t have to duct-tape or ball gag him at all. Pink because he was such a fuckin’ doormat. If he wasn’t paying me handsomely for his services, I would gladly buy him a leash and walk him in public, just to further humiliate the wimp. He was just that quiet…not a peep. It was sometimes unsettling to me that no matter how much pain I inflicted upon him, he would never so much as flinch.     

It was a full twenty minutes after his knock that I chose to open the door to him, and my maggot just stood there. I always make him wait, this time five more minutes than the last time. He knew I was standing behind the door, and I know he’d enjoy the suspense of the wait, just waiting and wondering if today he would get his just desserts punishment, or if today was the day there would be no answer, and his anticipation would end in a void of nothingness where nobody wins.

He needed the pain just as much as I needed to give it to him, it was just that simple. I already had his bowl with my number two remains in waiting for him. The smell was overpowering. Last night I indulged myself, eating a full quart of the heavenly Caramel Sea Salt Ice Cream following a meal of liver with onions and pepper. What can I say, my tastes are eclectic. I sprayed the bowl of brown goodness with Lysol, just so I could stand the presence. 

“You’re late maggot”

I took the bowl and inverted it on his head. He said nothing.                     

He wasn’t really late, but whether he was or not remained inconsequential and irreverent. I would punish him anyway.

I signaled for him to get on all fours like a dog as he apologetically nodded his head and just stood there holding the dozen white roses he brought me, thorns and all. Most florists remove them and I never knew one to keep the thorns, I wonder where they were bought. Maybe he grows them just for me, to impress me; at least, that’s what I like to think. Fuckin’ wimp. I grabbed my special bouquet from his hands and placed them in the Waterford Crystal vase he had brought me for Christmas. I always try my best to “surprise” my maggots with unexpected little gifts to show how much I care for them.

Today would be no different, he looked around my spacious duplex/dungeon in anticipation for what awaited him today, and it didn’t take him long to spot the surprise, a small mountain of popcorn with ground up shards of glass, purposely leaving out the stinging nettle powder until next time… 

He didn’t dare to challenge me by making eye contact or uttering a sound; this would be construed as disrespectful, and would make me deliver twice as many blows.

After an hour I finally extracted the makeshift Handi-Wipe gag from his now raw and I’m sure very sore mouth. A glass of cold milk would probably relieve his discomfort, yet all I could do was sitting on my uber comfortable chaise longue and glared at my pitiful creation that was Doug. I tugged at his leash to signal another order.

“Fetch me my nail file and a glass of milk.” He obeyed me silently, stoically, perhaps thinking to himself I would offer him some milk to take away the burning sensation from his lips.

I took the glass and slowly drank the white liquid, taunting him, challenging him. I enjoyed every sip, every slow ass sip that he should be drinking and not I.

“Would you like some milk you piece of  Shit?...yeah, I bet  you would.”

I couldn’t help but start laughing at the man in front of me and ordered him to open his mouth as wide as he could.  I needed to inspect just how raw he was. He obliged gratefully and stuck out his tongue as far out as it could go.                           

“Ahhhhhhh”

I pulled out his tongue with my needle nose pliers forcefully and mercilessly, and for a faint moment I almost felt sorry for him.

I pondered for a moment what could possibly have happened to him, somewhere along his journey into adulthood that would bring him to the point of having sought out someone who would inflict the pain I gladly give. That would be my Holy Grail, to piece together the pieces of the puzzle that was their lives into a coherent explanation and understanding.  I never asked, and he never told, but sometimes, things are just better left unsaid and unspoken.

I threw my good for nothing worthless subject some crumbs by rewarding his efforts with a compliment.

“Good boy, you’re my boy”

“Who’s my boy, my obedient boy? Answer me!”

I shouted at him at the top of my lungs.

“I am your boy…I love you mama”.

For five hours once a month, I was his mama. I would call out his name, belittling him, shitting on him or making him enjoy the most base and vile of human existence, and of course, always mocking him, during our sessions as he cried out softly in pain from the disciplinary actions I would take. He wanted to be called Dungdougie during our sessions, just as, I could only speculate; his mother did when he was a child. He never spoke of the intimate details of what had transgressed between him and his mother, but actions speak louder than words, and there had to be some twisted history between them to result in the man he is today.  Sometimes he would suckle at my breast like a baby, gently sucking and sometimes biting ever so softly my very sensitive nipples, searching for the imaginary breast milk that never came, all the while enjoying the cigarettes I would put out on his stomach. Sometimes I would allow him to fuck me with one of my toys. This was the only way he would climax with me.

“Remember that pile you saw when you came in?” I asked him.

“Yes Mistress.”

“I want you to kneel on said pile. Do not face the wall, face me, and put on your diapers first…do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress” he replied sheepishly.

It was time for me to have another cigarette break. I waited for him to remove his garb and replace them with his adult white starched diaper, and, as I waited, poured myself a glass of Merlot.

“Look at you how pathetic, just like a sissy boy” I read my script perfectly and felt his arousal when his diaper clearly displayed his huge erection.

This is what he loved to hear. He was made to kneel like a soldier at attention without moving a muscle for a full thirty minutes. I could almost feel the painful pressure on his knees, absorbing the full force of his weight on the broken glass. He held up like a champ. It made me horny to think of his suffering. I reapplied my blood red lipstick to my pouty lips and adjusted my black vinyl corset and fishnet black stockings. I signaled for him to come towards me to relieve me with his tongue.

No kissing, no eye contact, all I wanted from him was his extra- long and super thick tongues deep inside my wet and awaiting pussy. He wouldn’t even be allowed to touch me, just fuck the shit out of my pussy with his talented tongue.

“Remember what I wanted from you today?”

“Yes Mistress…I mean, mama”

“Go get it then you piece of shit”

He walked towards the bowl I had prepared for him. It was a mixture of Tabasco and Dave’s Hot Sauce, supposedly the worlds’ hottest sauce. I tried this only once before with him, but it was much milder and wimpier with Franks Hot Sauce, today he would graduate to a real man by taking it like one. It felt good to have his burning tongue inside me with the hot sauce, the burning only served to increase my arousal as I gave myself to him.

His face was red as a beet and he began sweating profusely as his tongue entered my feminine wet pearly gates. I grabbed at his hair and pushed him onto the floor and on his back. I stood over him towering over the wimp, I knew what he wanted. I squatted myself on him urinating all over his face growing redder as the Hot Sauce kicked in.               “Open your mouth, let’s see that tongue.”

He followed my command and his tongue was erect, waiting for me to signal his onslaught of my cunt with his tongue. His tongue was as big as a large carrot as I mounted it I could barely contain myself. The heat from the hot sauce was exquisite and other worldly .I knew what he wanted to hear.

“Fuck your mamas pussy you faggot”

“Fuck me hard you wimp pound it!”

It was sheer heaven for me as I pounded and rode his tongue with my oozing cunt until I reached an excruciatingly pleasurable climax. I wasn’t done, and he knew I would require another climax before I would release him of his services.

“Do you want a glass of milk now?”

“Yes please Mistress…I mean mama”

Yes, I was his mistress, and he was my slave and he knew that his next round of lessons would soon begin. I ordered him to lay on the floor like a cockroach, further breaking his will to the breaking point. Each of our sessions that began innocuously enough with verbal degradations ended with a new level and a new round of discipline and pain. Today would be no different.

I told him that he was late two minutes at his arrival time, and he would have to be punished for this indiscretion. In reality, he was not late, he was on time as always, but that did not matter, all that matters is what I say. I kept the switch I had made from Weeping Willow branches harvested from a nearby park in a salt and vinegar brine. This archaic tried and true hillbilly contraption lacked the supple refinement of the more expensive Italian leather bullwhip in my collection, but I believe it created a higher degree of pain after being kept in the brine. It was beautiful in its simplicity and the braiding created welts of unimaginable girth.

I would begin softly and gradually apply more and more force for a total of seven lashes, whipping harder and harder until I heard the “safe” word, indicating me to stop, or continue with my brush and his back as my canvas applying an abstract of welts on his back. I would always end with my guzzling Grey Goose Vodka and spitting it on his vulnerable and swelling flesh. I would extend his lesson for no longer than ten minutes, and in spite of his cries for me to stop, I knew what he really meant was different than his utterances, stop lights would mean go, I have never once heard the “safe” word so I continued.

Next month there would be no whipping, since it would take over a month for the welts to heal without risking infection. He wore his wounds as a warrior bracing for the worst in battle, and my lessons created an abstract but interesting map on his back that resembled a road map. I almost felt sorry for the poor bastard, and as I examined my latest masterpiece and wondered at how resilient this piece of shit proved to be.

The session would be over soon, and I ordered him to remove his pinkish blood spotted diaper and take a shower. There were no traces of blood anywhere on my outfit or shoes, and it pleased me. There would be hell to pay if he had. His cock glistened with pre-cum, still erect and ready for the long-awaited release, and stood there, lonely and unattended. One day I will surprise him and allow him to fuck me, but not today.

I think I will pick his birthday for this grand event, and it will be a surprise gift from me. I will tie him to my luxurious sprawling bed with leather sheets, tie his hands with barbed wire pulled taut over silk scarves, and slowly caress his cock as he lies helpless wearing the Total Deprivation Mask I reserve for those special occasions. 

I would have to hook him up to my machines to monitor his blood pressure and heart rate, and only when I am comfortable that nothing will go wrong will I mount him and ride his big cock until I cum.  I could feel the heat emanating from his body, covered in a sweaty grimy film, but tonight it would be about me, and only I was allowed to climax today. His buildup would result in nothing more than a bloodied and scarred backside, raw burning mouth, humiliation, and blue balls. I will have to ask him next time just how he manages to explain away the cigarette burns on his stomach. Maybe his relationship with his hag wife is the reason why he begs for my company and torments.

I was satisfied with tonight’s session.

After his shower, I relieved him of his duties and sent him on his way to his wife, his family, and his complacent Vanilla world as I swiped his American Express card.

Life was indeed good.  
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