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		Introduction to Lorenzo’s Story - Book One

		

	
		

		This is the prequel to the series, “Perchance to Dream”. That seven-book series chronicled the adventures of Dr. Francesca Doram, a self-described sleep doctor. What she really tested, however, were the sexual proclivities of her patients.

		

		“Perchance to Dream - Book Two” introduced Lorenzo, the Italian Adonis, who quickly became Frankie’s favorite sub, much to the dismay of Sayo Li, the doctor’s nurse practitioner and alpha sub.

		

		This book tells his story before he met the doctor.

		

		

		Lorenzo’s Story - Book One

		

	
		

		Lorenzo’s parents died in a car crash when he was a baby. With no other relatives to take him in, he was adopted by the Benedictine Monks of St. Paul’s Abbey.

		

		The monks adopted a handful of babies each year to fulfill their community duty and to perpetuate the teachings of Christ. Lorenzo, or “Loren” as he was christened, grew up in the monastery.

		

		Brother Gregory joined the abbey when Loren was fifteen. Gregory was twenty-six, and he was in charge of gardening and farming. Every monk was expected to work in the farms, and Loren did his part.

		

		Gregory encouraged Loren to learn the healing powers of plants. He took to it so well that by time Loren was seventeen, the abbot, Mark, had apprenticed him to Gregory.

		

		The pair spent many hours in the fields together. It was never questioned.

		

		There was no reason to question.

		

		All were servants of the Lord.

		

		It would’ve been nonsense to think anything different.

		

		Yet Gregory struggled with impure thoughts of Loren, and he punished himself at night for having them.

		

		He didn’t think he was alone in the thoughts, though. When they were potting seedlings, Loren had wiped the back of his hand against Gregory’s. That had to have meant something.

		

		Also, the way Loren always lingered to ask questions. So many questions!

		

		And the way Loren looked at him with those beautiful eyes. Those looks from the boy had to mean something.

		

		Boy. He was almost eighteen.

		

		Gregory would wait.

		

		* * * *

		

		On his eighteenth birthday, Loren showed up for his regular morning work.

		

		“Good morning, Brother Gregory. I’m so excited to be here this morning!”

		

		Loren had to feel it, too. Perhaps he had been waiting for the same day!

		

		“Good morning, Loren. You’re always excited to be here.”

		

		“I love the plants... and learning from you.”

		

		“I thought we could do something different today, Loren... Brother Loren.”

		

		The title had first been used at breakfast, but it sounded more meaningful when Gregory said it.

		

		Loren was shy but didn’t understand why. He looked at the plants.

		

		“Would you like to do something different?”

		

		“I always want to learn anything, Brother Gregory.”

		

		“Good. I’ve planned a late morning snack. A bit of a picnic, actually...”

		

		Loren looked at the wicker basket on the potting table.

		

		“Are we going to collect samples again?”

		

		“No, Brother Loren. Come.”

		

		Gregory led Loren out of the greenhouse and through trails until they came to a secluded meadow by a river. He spread a blanket and sat.

		

		“It’s so beautiful and peaceful here, Brother Gregory.”

		

		“Yes. I like to come here and meditate. Somehow, I feel closer to God here.”

		

		“I’ve felt the same way walking on trails but I’ve never been here, I don’t think.”

		

		“It’s a special place. Off the beaten trails... where no one can see us.”

		

		Gregory glanced at Loren, but Loren was fully occupied by the beauty that surrounded them.

		

		The pair shared a light snack and some wine while they discussed God’s plan.

		

		Everything about the encounter was pleasant.

		

		Each man felt comfortable with the other, but Gregory’s pulse quickened.

		

		Gregory cleared his throat. “So, um, Lor--Brother Loren...”

		

		“It’s okay if you don’t call me Brother. It sounds kinda strange still.”

		

		“No, it’s proper, though. I know you grew up here and led a chaste life. But um, has anyone ever talked with you about... basic human needs?”

		

		“We brushed over it in health. But I kinda don’t see the point. I mean, I feel so lucky to be at the monastery, with everyone who’s taken care of me. I don’t ever want to leave or change anything about my life.”

		

		Gregory picked at the grass and wondered if his plan should be put on hold.

		

		When he looked up, though, Loren’s brown eyes were watching him carefully.

		

		He HAD to feel it, too!

		

		“That’s very admirable of you, Brother Loren. But it’s okay if you get urges once in a while.”

		

		“Yeah, they talked about it in health. It’s normal. And it’s only a sin if you act upon them.”

		

		“Yes.” Gregory nodded. “Do you get urges, Loren?”

		

		Loren blushed and looked away.

		

		“It’s okay, I won’t make you say it.”

		

		They watched a twig float down the river and tried to ignore the awkward silence.

		

		“I get them, too,” Gregory confessed.

		

		They faced each other.

		

		“Get or got?”

		

		“Get.”

		

		“Oh.” Loren sighed. “I thought they’d go away once I reached adulthood.”

		

		“I thought so, too. Sometimes they become worse... or more intense.”

		

		“Have you ever had sex?”

		

		“Yeah...” Gregory blushed and turned back to the water.

		

		“I... I’m sorry, Brother Gregory. I’m always being scolded for talking without thinking.”

		

		“Being inquisitive is a virtue I value, Brother Loren.”

		

		Loren beamed.

		

		“But yeah. I’ve experienced the beauty of true love and intimacy. I didn’t grow up in a monastery,” he added.

		

		“Right. You speak of it fondly, so how’d you get to be a monk?”

		

		Gregory’s face clouded over. “That’s not an appropriate story for your birthday!”

		

		“Oh, I’m sorry if that was a bad question.”

		

		“No questions are bad, Brother Loren. It’s just that I’d rather concentrate on positive things today. It’s a big day for you, entering the monastery officially.”

		

		“Yeah, but kinda no, too. I mean, I always knew all my life I’d be doing it, so the fact that it’s come, today is not all that great. You know?”

		

		“Yeah, I think I know what you mean. So... I wanted to do something for your special day, something out of the norm.”

		

		Gregory shifted closer to Loren, who sat facing the older man.

		

		“Thank you, Brother Gregory, but it’s not necessary. Everyone’s been so nice to me every day.”

		

		Gregory nodded, trying to find the strength to continue.

		

		“I... I wanted to be extra nice to you, Loren. I... I think you want it, too.”

		

		“I don’t think I deserve special treatment, Brother Gregory.”

		

		“Oh, but you do, Loren. You do. And if it’s okay with you, can you not call me Brother today?”

		

		“Sure, Bro--I mean, Gregory.”

		

		“Thank you.”

		

		Gregory played with a blade of grass before continuing.

		

		“I... I think about you a lot.”

		

		“I do, too.”

		

		“No, I mean, like, when we’re not together. When we’re in our rooms with lights out.”

		

		“I think about you sometimes then, too, Bro--Gregory.”

		

		Gregory was encouraged.

		

		“What... can I ask what you think of me?”

		

		“Oh. Well...”

		

		Loren played with grass.

		

		Gregory put his hand over Loren’s and brought it to his chest.

		

		“Can you feel that?”

		

		“Mmm hmm.”

		

		“You’ve got me so nervous right now.”

		

		“Why?”

		

		Loren’s eyes were innocent yet hungry.

		

		Gregory ignored the question.

		

		“I know we don’t believe in material possession, so the only present I could think to give is one of myself.”

		

		“Yourself?”

		

		“Yes. I... I’d like to give you your first kiss, Loren. If you’ll let me.”

		

		Loren looked at his hand, which was clutched in Gregory’s, on his heart. When he looked back to Gregory’s eyes, Loren saw his own hunger mirrored.

		

		Gregory leaned in but, with every muscle strained, didn’t connect.

		

		“This has to be voluntary, Loren.”

		

		Loren nodded, unable to speak. He’d had urges but thought he was a sinner. Begging God for forgiveness and guidance, Loren had thrust himself harder into botany.

		

		He’d never experienced anything so powerful, aside from God’s love.

		

		He thought he had overcome temptation.

		

		But sitting on the blanket with Gregory... and with him leaned forward and poised, Loren was in an impossible situation.

		

		“What... what’s voluntary?”

		

		“Just tell me that you want me to kiss you, Loren.”

		

		“I... I want you to kiss me.”

		

		Gregory took Loren’s face in his hands and pulled slightly. He gently touched his lips to Loren’s and pressed.

		

		It was the softest kiss Gregory had ever experienced.

		

		It was the first kiss for Loren.

		

		They were both ignited.

		

		Gregory, with experience, grasped Loren’s hair with his fingers and pulled him closer. Gently but firmly, he pushed his tongue into the eighteen-year-old’s mouth.

		

		It was electric.

		

		Along for the ride, Loren allowed himself to be possessed by Gregory as he struggled to curb his emotions.

		

		Passion.

		

		Piety.

		

		Desire.

		

		Guilt.

		

		Confusion.

		

		Lust.

		

		Gregory pulled back. He didn’t want to overload the boy on his first foray into anything sexual.

		

		“Well?”

		

		Loren licked his lips. “Um. Are you even allowed to do that?”

		

		“No.”

		

		Gregory looked away, guilty for having tainted Loren.

		

		“Then why did you? And aren’t you supposed to do that to girls instead?”

		

		“Ah...”

		

		Gregory shifted toward the river again.

		

		“I’m sorry--”

		

		“No, they’re fair questions, Loren. I felt the passion in you, Loren. But I won’t force you to do anything. My first kiss was at church when I was younger than you, and it wasn’t nearly as soft or sweet.

		

		“It’s kind of accepted, kind of like circumventing what the bible says... if it’s not with girls. I can’t really explain it. I kinda don’t want to. I don’t want to ruin our moment, Loren. If that’s all we share, I’ll accept that. And I’ll treasure that kiss for the rest of my life.”

		

		“Have you ever kissed a girl?”

		

		Gregory laughed. “I love your questions, sweet boy! I have, yes, but it’s for another time. How do you feel... about the kiss?”

		

		“I... I liked it. But... I dunno. I feel like... I feel so many things, I dunno what to feel.”

		

		“But you... you liked it?”

		

		“Yeah, and I think that’s bad.”

		

		“I don’t think anything that’s that sweet can be bad. Do... would you like me to kiss you again?”

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		Gregory and Loren spent the next several minutes lip-locked, and Loren grew more responsive.

		

		True to his convictions, Gregory didn’t push anything beyond kissing.

		

		“I think we’ve been gone long enough, Loren.”

		

		Gregory began to clean up, and Loren helped.

		

		“Okay. Do we... should we confess this?”

		

		“Unfortunately, if you do, we’ll both be kicked out of the monastery.”

		

		“Oh.”

		

		“I’m sorry I put you in this position, but--”

		

		“I liked it. I don’t want it to stop... I want to do it again”

		

		“I don’t want to stop, either, Loren. But we’ll have to be careful moving forward. You can’t talk about this with anyone.”

		

		“Yeah, no, for sure.”

		

		“We’ll both lose, but I have more to lose.”

		

		“Okay.”

		

		Gregory stopped Lorenzo before walking back. “Are you happy, Loren?”

		

		“Yes, Gregory,” he smiled.

		

		“I always want you to be happy, Loren.”

		

		* * * *

		

		For the next several weeks, Gregory found reasons to go on nature walks with Loren. They returned to the picnic place but not frequently.

		

		It was best not to give any reason to raise suspicion.

		

		Gregory kept their contact brief. Stolen kisses behind a large tree. A lingering touch when they both reached for the same thing. The pressing of bodies as they moved around the greenhouse.

		

		Loren clamored for more.

		

		Gregory wanted to savor the entire experience.

		

		He knew it couldn’t possibly last.

		

		Before it came to an end or he had to share Loren, Gregory wanted him all to himself.

		

		During their walks, Gregory would delve into sexual chats.

		

		“Have you ever masturbated, sweet boy?”

		

		“I... it’s not...”

		

		“You can be honest with me, Loren.”

		

		“Yeah, I have.”

		

		“Have you orgasmed?”

		

		“I... I think so.”

		

		They’d discuss Loren’s masturbation sessions in detail. Every conversation added to the build-up while allowing Gregory to savor the experience.

		

		At one point, the discussions came to a head.

		

		“I’d like to be the first one to give you an orgasm, sweet boy.”

		

		“How?”

		

		“That’s an answer I’d rather show you.”

		

		Gregory made them both wait several more days, until he couldn’t take it anymore.

		

		He prepared another picnic but packed things in collection containers. Gregory grew more paranoid the closer he got to Loren.

		

		For one, it was a sin because of his vows.

		

		For another, it was a different sin because they were both male.

		

		Yet another was their eleven-year age difference.

		

		But Gregory was twenty-nine and hope outweighed rationale thought.

		

		Lust had a way of doing that, too.

		

		Claiming the ripeness of plants with the time of day, he took off with Loren during morning prayers, knowing they’d have time to themselves.

		

		After settling onto the blanket and pouring wine, Gregory kissed Loren tenderly.

		

		“Your kisses seem to get sweeter,” Gregory told him.

		

		Loren blushed and licked his lips.

		

		“I want you to know,” Gregory began huskily, “that your birthday kiss and everything up to this point has been for you.”

		

		When Loren nodded, Gregory continued.

		

		“Today... right now is for me.”

		

		Loren looked wide-eyed but said nothing. He completely trusted his lover. He’d been horny since his birthday without relief, so Loren would’ve agreed to anything. But their connection was real.

		

		“So I want you to just lie back and let me do all the work. I’ll be sure to stimulate you, but make no mistake; the pleasure will be mine.”

		

		Loren stretched out and supported himself on his elbows. He didn’t want to miss anything.

		

		Gregory went slowly, savoring each step.

		

		Kissing Loren was like a pool of warm silk, and he wanted to stay there forever.

		

		Mindful of the time, however, Gregory pressed on.

		

		Pulling the cords around Loren’s waist, the rope floated to the ground. Gregory could only imagine what he’d find, based on his minimal gropings and body brushes.

		

		His cock pulsed at what he was about to do.

		

		Loren watched Gregory’s every movement. It felt so good to be giving himself to an expert. He was naïve in all things sexual.

		

		But his body was on fire, and his cock was striving to be recognized.

		

		Gregory gently slid the robe up Loren’s body, which trembled under his touch. Every inch revealed another chiseled section of the boy’s physique.

		

		Gregory throbbed and leaked.

		

		So did Loren.

		

		Time stood still.

		

		Loren was fully aware of the moment, though... he wanted to remember it forever.

		

		As his body was being teased, he forced himself to concentrate on his surroundings.

		

		The leaves rustled in the warm, lazy wind, which made shadows. They seemed to share the excitement.

		

		The river gurgled its approval nearby.

		

		The sun was high and seemed to kiss his bare skin with positive energy.

		

		Loren felt at one with nature.

		

		When his garments were completely removed, Gregory inhaled deeply at his naked form.

		

		“You’re an Adonis, Loren!”

		

		Gregory traced his fingertips, fingers and hands over every inch of Loren’s body, which responded with gentle flutters, goosebumps and soft moans.

		

		As hot as the sun was, Gregory’s fingers, seemed hotter, especially since his cock was kept for last.

		

		The anguish of his cock being ignored was too much for the virgin boy. He twisted his body to create contact. The result, though, was a spanking. The sting was electrifying but not what he sought.

		

		He cried out and was slapped again.

		

		“Please, Gregory. Please, I want to be touched so bad.”

		

		“Ah, you’re learning, sweet boy. You’ll not squirm and act petulantly with me. Your job is to serve and beg.”

		

		It was a new dimension to Gregory, one that caused Loren to squirt precum.

		

		Loren instantly reverted into a subservient mode with his entire focus on pleasing Gregory.

		

		Gregory felt Loren’s body acquiesce.

		

		“That’s right. Let me do everything. I want to watch you experience pleasure for the first time.”

		

		Gregory licked Loren’s body from head to toe and back again... omitting his most needy member.

		

		Loren fought to keep still... but precum seeped down his pole.

		

		Gregory nestled between Loren’s legs and licked his cockhead.

		

		Loren moaned but kept his hips on the blanket.

		

		When Gregory wrapped his lips around Loren’s ridge and sucked, Loren moved in a heavenly rhythm.

		

		With limited exposure to anything sexual and being teased unbearably, not to mention being eighteen years old, Loren exploded as Gregory began his descent.

		

		Gregory locked his lips and drank the sweet nectar, careful not to swipe his tongue around Loren’s tip.

		

		“Holy mother of God, sweet Jesus, Mary and Joseph!”

		

		“Oh my. Invoking everyone seems to imply that you enjoyed what I did to you, hmm, sweet boy?”

		

		“Enjoy... yes! I loved it!”

		

		“I’m glad.”

		

		Loren didn’t understand premature ejaculation and, therefore, didn’t apologize. However, he was conscientious of others.

		

		“I want to give you the same feeling, Gregory.”

		

		“I’d like nothing better, Loren. But I’m afraid our time is up for today. We’ll have to do it another day.”

		

		* * * *

		

		As they continued their clandestine and heretical relationship, Gregory knew it would change quickly. He tried to prepare Loren.

		

		“There will come a time in the near future where you’ll be called upon to perform some similar acts for others, Loren.”

		

		“What others? And I don’t want to. I only want you. I thought you only wanted me, too.”

		

		“I absolutely do, sweet boy. But as you know, there’s a higher power who runs things around here.”

		

		Loren felt his stomach constrict, as it always did when he considered his lifelong teachings in comparison to his physical desires.

		

		He always ended thinking that God couldn’t possibly be against anything so beautiful... despite being taught the exact opposite.

		

		He was optimistic.

		

		Or a fool.

		

		Or just infatuated.

		

		Being eighteen, Loren lived in the moment. Life was good with Gregory. He never considered it wouldn’t continue... or somehow change.

		

		Gregory explained that the abbot initiated the adoption program to satisfy his own sexual pleasure.

		

		Mark, the abbot, was a short, fat man with a balding circle on the top of his head. His desk chair and the one on the altar were purposefully tall to compensate for his lack of height.

		

		He wasn’t considered nice or polite but he was known for getting his way... in all things.

		

		Loren hadn’t considered men’s attractiveness before Gregory. But if pressed, he’d say that what he shared with Gregory transcended physical beauty.

		

		They had a meeting of the minds... and bodies.

		

		“What are you saying; that in order to continue our relationship, I have to have sex with the abbot?”

		

		“Not exactly.”

		

		“Phew. Because that’s the last thing I wanna do, not gonna lie.”

		

		“No, I’m sorry, Loren. What I meant was you’ll be forced to perform sexually for him... but I don’t know how or if we can continue our relationship.”

		

		“What?!”

		

		Loren felt like he’d been punched in the stomach.

		

		“You know I absolutely don’t want this to ever end, right?”

		

		Loren nodded.

		

		“And I’ll do whatever I can to make sure it doesn’t. But. It’s not up to me. I know for certain the abbot won’t permit us to see each other. In fact, he’s never to know that we do. Do you understand that, Loren?”

		

		“Yeah, sure.”

		

		“It’s really important. Not only can he make our living situation an absolute hell, but he can see to it that we don’t ever go to another monastery... that our names would be tarnished into damnation.”

		

		“So what do we do?”

		

		“We continue sneaking around and stealing time, like we have been. And if the abbot summons you, you’ll need to go to him and do whatever he asks. If you please him and he favors you, he’ll reward you. Grant you certain freedoms, say, that will make your life here a lot easier.”

		

		“My life is easy as it is.”

		

		“My dear boy, if you don’t do what he asks of you, that will drastically change.”

		

		“How can he get away with that?”

		

		Gregory provided a condensed lecture on human nature.

		

		* * * *

		

		The lecture weighed heavily upon Loren. He’d only known peace and happiness. Happiness based on the trust he felt toward his brothers in Christ.

		

		His foundation was cracking.

		

		He didn’t know how God could let such an abuse of power exist.

		

		Loren couldn’t imagine the abbot, Brother Mark, acting like the devil since Mark had always been fair with him. In fact, Mark had taken a special interest in Loren’s schooling, of which the boy had felt prideful... and then self-remonstrated.

		

		His angst and conflicting feelings were too much for Loren to handle. He opted to trust Gregory, who hadn’t led him astray yet.

		

		After a week without being summoned by the abbot, Loren started to breathe easier, despite Gregory’s constant warnings.

		

		Then, a month after his eighteenth birthday, after morning vespers, the abbot walked alongside Loren.

		

		“My dear boy, come. I’d like to take a walk with you.”

		

		“Oh, that sounds nice, Brother Mark, but I need to get to the greenhouse.”

		

		“I think that can wait, don’t you? Surely, one day apart isn’t going to make a plant live or die, am I right, Brother Loren?”

		

		“You’re right, Brother Mark, as usual. But today is a very special day.”

		

		Gregory had promised they’d go to their special place that morning.

		

		“Oh? Pray tell, what is so special about today?”

		

		Loren realized his error, and remembered Gregory’s words about appeasing the abbot.

		

		“Actually, Brother Mark, I’ve got my days mixed up. I’d be happy to join you for a walk. If we’re going to be long, should I tell Greg--Brother Gregory I’ll be late?”

		

		“I’m sure he’ll figure that out when you don’t show up.”

		

		“Yes, Brother Mark.”

		

		“Come. Tell me about your decision to join our priory.”

		

		The “walk” turned out to be a short stroll to his office.

		

		The abbot had kept a keen eye on Loren’s upbringing. A beautiful, good-natured baby, Loren turned into a beautiful boy, who became a sculpted, Italian god.

		

		Mark never crossed any lines until the boys turned eighteen. Then, he forbid contact for another month. It was his perverse idea of penance.

		

		He’d salivated over Loren for years. The time had come.

		

		Instead of sitting at his desk, Mark sat next to Loren on the couch. The entire conversation was driven by Mark, who found ways to touch Loren... in the name of the Lord.

		

		Loren allowed Mark to do whatever he wanted. Gregory’s instructions were in his head so clearly, it was like he was a party to the conversation.

		

		Mark led Loren through a blow job. He always received one first to solidify his dominance.

		

		Gregory had advised Loren not to be too good at first, lest Mark become suspicious.

		

		Normally, a blow job was all Mark did on a first “meet” because he liked to demonstrate his supremacy. With Loren, however, Mark was overly-eager to suck his cock.

		

		He made Loren lean back on the couch as he sucked.

		

		The boy was heaven-made; sweet, chiseled and innocent.

		

		The antithesis of Mark.

		

		Despite Gregory’s recent lessons on stamina, Loren remembered to come quickly with the abbot.

		

		After he spewed from sheer will and not because Mark aroused him, Loren exaggerated his compliments.

		

		Even though he was proud, Mark shifted gears to condescension.

		

		“This is what I’ve been talking about. If you were truly chosen by God, you wouldn’t have ejaculated. We’ll need to do more training to ensure your place with God. This will be kept between you, me and God. Don’t discuss it with anyone else. There’s no need to taint your good name and reputation when I know how to fix this. Do you understand me, Brother Loren?”

		

		“Yes, Brother Mark. Thank you for helping me.”

		

		“I help all the brothers. It’s my job.”

		

		“Yes, of course. Thank you, Brother Mark.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Loren told Gregory the details of the encounter, since Gregory had surmised what had happened after Loren didn’t show up.

		

		Details included Loren’s disgust at having to suck the abbot’s small dick and at having to watch his own be crudely sucked.

		

		“Loren, you’ll serve yourself well to never repeat your dislike for anything associated with the abbot ever again.”

		

		Gregory reminded Loren that they needed to be extra careful going forward.

		

		“I don’t want to lose you, Loren.”

		

		“I hate it when you talk like that, Gregory!”

		

		Loren didn’t understand why they couldn’t face the abbot together and ask for their freedoms, since the abbot seemed to be the biggest sinner... at least Loren and Gregory had a true bond and relationship.

		

		Gregory recounted the reasons against it, and Loren reluctantly agreed to play the game.

		

		* * * *

		

		The abbot highly favored Loren. He offered him any position within the monastery but Loren politely requested to stay with farming.

		

		“It’s too much manual labor, and it’ll destroy your beautiful hands.”

		

		“It’s not so difficult, Brother Mark, and I really, really enjoy it.”

		

		Mark grabbed Loren’s cheeks. “If that’s what my cute, little pet wants, he shall remain where he is.”

		

		“Thank you, Brother Mark.”

		

		The abbot had a system for indoctrinating new subjects. It included a lot of oral in the beginning, since he waited so long before entering into a relationship.

		

		With the frequent, quick releases upon converting his prey, Mark would then ease back and make himself wait before the actual deflowering.

		

		Gregory was aware of his process, having experienced it when he had first arrived. So he knew how much time Loren had.

		

		“The abbot is going to want to pop your cherry, Loren. Do you know what that is?”

		

		“No?”

		

		“Take your virginity.”

		

		“How’s he going to--”

		

		Gregory touched Loren’s butt crack.

		

		“Ohh.”

		

		Loren considered the situation. Despite everything Gregory had shared with him, the act of anal sex seemed unpleasant.

		

		Especially with the abbot.

		

		“I could...” Gregory started but then stopped himself.

		

		“You could what?”

		

		“No. I told myself I wouldn’t. It’s not fair to put you in that position.”

		

		“Gregory, please. Is it something you want? Because I’m glad to do anything for you, Gregory.”

		

		Gregory caressed Loren’s face.

		

		“It is something I desperately want... but he’d know, and it would put you in a bad position.”

		

		“Please let me give you something; you’ve given me so much!”

		

		Gregory explained the tightness of the sphincter. Also, given the abbot’s lack of length and girth, the disparity would be even more prominent.

		

		“But if that’s what people do in real relationships, I want you to be my first. I don’t care about the abbot! I can just explain that I have a large asshole!”

		

		Gregory laughed. “It doesn’t work like that, sweet boy. But maybe we could figure out something for you to say.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Gregory prepared to take Loren’s virginity before the abbot did. He fingered Loren and got him used to several different sized butt plugs.

		

		At first, Loren was uncomfortable. But Gregory’s touch was so loving and gentle, and he seemed to truly enjoy it, that Loren relaxed.

		

		Soon, he enjoyed wearing the plugs.

		

		“It makes me feel like we’re together even when we’re apart, because I know you put it there, and it belongs to you.”

		

		Gregory accelerated the preparation due to the time constraints. During a public visitation weekend, where people could live at the monastery to learn piety and inner peace, Gregory took Loren to their place by the river.

		

		“If you don’t want to go through with this, I understand.”

		

		“No! I’ve been trembling all morning. I can’t wait, Gregory! Please, take my virginity. I want to be connected to you like all the romance novels speak of ‘the first time’, okay?”

		

		Gregory answered with a possessively passionate kiss.

		

		He broke it to look at Loren. Holding the boy’s head in his hands, he spoke.

		

		“It angers me that I don’t have the time to make love to you slowly and sensuously. I’ll do my best to make it magical for you, Loren.”

		

		“Just being with you is magic alone.”

		

		Gregory stroked Loren’s already-hard cock.

		

		“I’d lick you and suck you to orgasm before I even started to get into things. I wish I could do that now. You have a heavenly cock, Loren, and your cum is the sweetest.”

		

		“Just concentrate on the positive things. We’re here together now.”

		

		“You’re right, my sweet boy. You’re sounding more and more like me with each passing day.”

		

		“Then I take that as the highest compliment you can give me.”

		

		Gregory kissed Loren again and slid his fingers between Loren’s butt cheeks. He tapped the plug, sending vibrations to Loren’s P-spot, which made his cock throb.

		

		Maintaining the kiss, Gregory twisted the plug, then pulled and pushed it, simulating intercourse.

		

		Loren moaned into the kiss and clutched onto Gregory tightly.

		

		“Lie on your stomach, Loren.”

		

		Gregory spread the boy’s ass and played with the plug some more. He removed it slowly and watched the anal curtain close into a star.

		

		Then, he licked the star and fed off of Loren’s moaning.

		

		He applied a generous amount of lube to his cock and Loren’s hole.

		

		Then, he teased the star with his tip.

		

		“You don’t have to do this...” Gregory barely got out.

		

		“I want to. Please, Gregory!”

		

		“Then roll onto your back and hold your knees.”

		

		Loren fluidly switched positions and locked eyes with Gregory.

		

		“This...”

		

		Gregory realigned his tip to Loren’s star.

		

		“...is the way...”

		

		Gregory pushed in his cockhead.

		

		“...lovers do it.”

		

		The pain wasn’t as bad because of the plug training and, more so, because of Gregory’s words.

		

		Loren was grateful for the position so he could see Gregory’s pleasure. It heightened his own.

		

		Gregory slid in all the way and held, allowing Loren to adjust.

		

		The two looked at each other, and Gregory kissed Loren.

		

		Then, Gregory began to slowly and sensually saw in and out.

		

		“Pump yourself, Loren. I want you to come with me. I want it to be a dual explosion of love!”

		

		Loren stroked his hard stick while maintaining eye contact. His pleasure sensors worked overtime.

		

		“I’m close, Loren. Come with me.”

		

		Loren nodded.

		

		Gregory sped up.

		

		Loren moaned as his hand furiously bobbed.

		

		Gregory thrust one last time and exploded as he yelled, “Lorennnnnn... Ohhhhh!”

		

		Once spent, Gregory collapsed onto Loren; both chests heaving.

		

		With his cheek to Loren’s chest, Gregory shyly asked how it was.

		

		“It was incredible!”

		

		Gregory lifted his head and smiled. “I wanted it to be special.”

		

		“It was.”

		

		“I love you, Loren.”

		

		“I love you, too, Gregory.”

		

		Loren smiled.

		

		“What?”

		

		“It’s just when you... just then, you held my name and then said ‘oh’, it kinda flowed together and sounded like Lorenzo.”

		

		“You’re not defined by a name... but I think Lorenzo suits you. It’s much stronger. And you are fierce, Loren... may I be permitted to call you Zo when it’s just the two of us?”

		

		“I agree but have no authority to grant you anything... it should always be as you wish, Gregory.”

		

		“Zo,” Gregory said, as if tasting the word. “I like it. I love you. And I will do whatever I have to in order to protect you.”

		

		Lorenzo smiled. “I believe you.”

		

		“That thing you just said, ‘as you wish’? You should use that, Zo, with the abbot. It’ll make you seem subservient even when you’re not feeling it.”

		

		“Then I will... as you wish, Gregory.”

		

		They smiled at each other.

		

		“Are you happy, Zo?”

		

		“I’m so happy, Gregory!”

		

		“Then I am, too.”

		

		* * * *

		

		In the wee hours of the morning the following weekend, Lorenzo was summoned to the abbot.

		

		As he walked the stone passageways, Lorenzo reflected about Gregory’s preparations. He knew what to do.

		

		But he didn’t want to.

		

		The abbot made Zo suck him hard. Mark enjoyed the force part of the act. Being small, the ability to peer down at the tall boy made Mark feel larger and more important.

		

		As a form of self-punishment--both to himself and his prey--Mark never used enough lube. If there was a bit of pain and suffering, it couldn’t possibly be a complete and total sin.

		

		Unceremoniously, he shoved his stump into Zo’s hole.

		

		Coached by Gregory, Lorenzo faked a grimace and cried, “Oh, you’re hurting me! Stop, you’re too big!”

		

		Mark loved being told he was big. He also enjoyed hearing cries of anguish.

		

		He was fueled into pummeling.

		

		After butt plugs and Gregory’s thick cock, Lorenzo could barely feel anything.

		

		He had to pretend.

		

		Within minutes, Mark shot his seed as far as he could thrust. Then, he smacked Lorenzo’s ass.

		

		“Tell people you need to see me after vespers tomorrow morning. We need to talk, Brother Loren.”

		

		“As you wish, Brother Mark.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Lorenzo went to the greenhouse first thing in the morning and told Gregory about the entire encounter.

		

		“Zo, we don’t have much time.”

		

		“What? Why?”

		

		“C’mere.”

		

		Gregory took Lorenzo’s hand and pulled him toward a desk.

		

		“I want to give you this but you have to be very careful.”

		

		Gregory opened a drawer, pulled out a book and handed it to Lorenzo.

		

		“I already have a bible.”

		

		“This is a special one. Open it.”

		

		Lorenzo opened the front cover, and a pair of red, silk panties nearly slid out. He caught them and looked confusedly at Gregory.

		

		“Getting to know you has been something I’ll never forget, Zo. I think if we were to explore each other in our own time, you’d discover the hidden pleasures of women’s lingerie. I want you to have this to remember me by... red is my favorite color.”

		

		“Remember you by?”

		

		“I heard some of the brothers talking last night. I don’t want to get into it, really. Just know I’m sorry and that there was nothing I could do. The abbot found out about us somehow.

		

		“I didn’t want to believe it, but listening to your account... well, he never lets his boys return to their rooms on the first night.”

		

		“But he told me to come after vespers.”

		

		“He’s going to sell you, Zo.”

		

		“Sell?!”

		

		“The abbot only uses boys for a short time before he gives them a job on the grounds and moves onto his next one. Sometimes, though, he sells those he can’t use or doesn’t like. That’s all I know.”

		

		“But you said you’d fight for me.”

		

		“I would if I could. But I can’t. I just can’t. I’m so sorry. I love you, Zo. Please, one day, forgive me.”

		

		“Gregory, I don’t understand. We’re supposed to be together. I did everything you said with the abbot, told him everything, moved like you told me. Let me talk to him.”

		

		Gregory squeezed Zo in a tight bear hug, kissed him passionately, and then pushed him away. “My sweet boy. You have to leave here. It’ll be worse if he catches you with me.”

		

		Lorenzo was bewildered. Seeing no reprieve in Gregory’s eyes, he slowly walked out; the bible heavy in his hand.

		

		Gregory watched Zo through misty eyes, not wanting to lose sight of his love.

		

		* * * *

		

		The abbot had discovered about Gregory and Lorenzo, and had swiftly made arrangements to sell Zo... but not before he took the boy.

		

		He needed to confirm his suspicions.

		

		Lorenzo’s complaints, moans and praise were one thing but they couldn’t overcome a gaping hole.

		

		He didn’t meet with Lorenzo the next morning because he couldn’t bear to lay eyes on him. Mark had high hopes for his new, favorite pet... who turned out to be an utter disappointment. It was better to sell him than to have the betrayal known throughout his monastery.

		

		* * * *

		

		Lorenzo expected to plead his case to the abbot and return to his good graces. He was surprised to see two burly men instead of the abbot.

		

		They didn’t give him a chance to speak before gruffly forcing him into a locked van and transporting him across town.

		

		When they arrived, a beautiful but naked female climbed into the van. He tried to convince her there’d been a mistake, but she cooed at him and removed his clothes.

		

		Lorenzo mistook her sounds of affection for understanding.

		

		He was so focused on returning to the monastery that he didn’t even notice the female handcuffed and locked him in chains.

		

		She hit the side of the van when she was done.

		

		The burly men opened the doors and grabbed Lorenzo’s leash. The pull from the chain didn’t require words.

		

		Lorenzo had no choice but to follow.

		

		“But you’re going to let whoever’s in charge know that there’s been a mistake, right? That I need to get back to the monastery. Right away!”

		

		“Bitch, you ain’t got needs no more,” the naked female spat.

		

		Her biting tone contrasted sharply from her previous coos.

		

		The cooing prevented the slave from fighting against the chains.

		

		Naïve and inexperienced, Lorenzo didn’t give up.

		

		“I’m sorry, but there’s been a huge mistake! Please, you’re the only one who can help me!”

		

		“You may be right but it ain’t gonna happen. Whaddya think’ll happen to me if I help you?!”

		

		“I can make anything right for you if you just help me.”

		

		She cackled. “Y’think so, eh? You’re a fuckin’ slave. Just like me. You’re pretty, so I’m gonna give you some advice. Forget about your past life, the monastery or whatever fuckin’ mistake you think’s been made. None of that matters. You’re here now. To serve the pleasure of our queen. Ya got that, bitch?”

		

		Lorenzo couldn’t comprehend the situation. Plus, the men were pulling.

		

		Slave?

		

		He understood about being a slave for God.

		

		For the abbot.

		

		And he willingly would’ve been Gregory’s slave.

		

		But for the pleasure of a queen? He had no idea what that meant.

		

		Despite the advice, Lorenzo focused on getting back to Gregory.

		

		The burly men released Lorenzo’s chains onto a purple carpet before a purple, velvet throne. The “release” was more of a yank and a shove, which caused Lorenzo to drop to his knees.

		

		The men bent on one knee and moved their right fist onto their left shoulder as they bowed their heads.

		

		The naked female flitted to the feet of the queen, who absently stroked the female’s hair.

		

		Lorenzo watched the entire sequence.

		

		“Please, there’s been a mistake--”

		

		The naked female looked at him and smiled wryly. She’d done her duty to warn him and would experience the satisfaction of watching her queen ruin him.

		

		“What is that horrific howling I hear?” bellowed the queen.

		

		“It’s the new slave!” the female squeaked, rising to her knees and pointing at Lorenzo. “He dares to speak even after I told him to hold his tongue in your presence, Your Excellence.”

		

		“Does she speak the truth, slave?”

		

		“No, there’s been a mistake--”

		

		As Lorenzo said “no”, the queen hauled off and smacked the naked female so hard, her head rotated forty-five degrees.

		

		The smack! filled the room before the moan and groan.

		

		Lorenzo had never witnessed gratuitous violence... and he was confused by the female’s apparent enjoyment.

		

		The naked female hugged the queen’s legs.

		

		The burly men didn’t move.

		

		“This bitch lies all the fuckin’ time. I don’t know why I keep her,” the queen said to Lorenzo; though it appeared she was waiting for an answer.

		

		“I... I... no, that’s not--”

		

		“I... I...” she mimicked. “For fuck’s sake, don’t tell me they sent me another stuttering sissy!”

		

		“Sister, please, if you would just hear me--”

		

		There was a collective gasp.

		

		“What did you just call me?!”

		

		“I... I’m sorry, I don’t know what your name is, Sis--”

		

		She glared at him.

		

		“Please. There’s been a huge mistake.”

		

		“You’re goddamned right there is! Slave, do you think you’re in a house of worship? A priory? A convent?”

		

		“I... I’m not sure where I am, Sis...” Lorenzo let his voice trail off.

		

		“This is no place of worship... as you know it!”

		

		“Oh? While I enjoy learning about new religions, Sis--I really need to return to the monastery to clear up--”

		

		Thwack!

		

		Lorenzo heard the sound moments before he realized he’d been hit. There was a sharp pain on his left shoulder.

		

		He watched as the queen flicked her whip again, connecting with his right shoulder.

		

		Thwack!

		

		The pain was more immediate.

		

		Lorenzo didn’t understand, and he was too stunned to react.

		

		“Ooooh,” the queen squealed, “a pain slut?”

		

		Lorenzo tried to regroup and began to plead again, because he knew all of God’s creatures were merciful and benevolent.

		

		The queen cut him off.

		

		“You’re more boring than interesting, slave. I don’t give a fuck about whatever mistake you think’s been made. So you’ll never mention it again. Right now, I need to know whether this cunt,” she pointed to the naked female, “told you the rules or not. You gave conflicting answers.”

		

		Lorenzo looked at the queen’s hand, poised over her head, ready to strike the female again.

		

		“No! No, no. I mean, yes. Yes, she did tell me not to address you--”

		

		“Then you’ve caused her unnecessary punishment. The only fair thing to do is have her reciprocate. Cunt, go and take your revenge.”

		

		The female loved the new and confused ones. It happened the same way with every single one.

		

		She got double pleasure, because she was a pain slut and received the blow from her queen. But she also enjoyed causing pain, and she was about to inflict it upon Zo.

		

		“Up, up. All can watch,” the queen told the burly men.

		

		All four watched the naked female search the implements on the wall, carefully fingering then discarding several of them before she selected a leather paddle.

		

		As she sauntered to Lorenzo, the men rose and held onto his chains.

		

		While Lorenzo heard the words that had been spoken, his young and inexperienced mind couldn’t fathom their meaning.

		

		“Ahhh!” he shouted as the paddle repeatedly connected with his rear.

		

		“No! Ahhh!”

		

		Lorenzo continued yelling throughout her tirade while the queen smirked and the men smiled.

		

		“Cease,” ordered the queen.

		

		The naked female instantly returned the paddle to its place and walked back to the queen.

		

		Lorenzo lurched forward when the striking stopped, and the men relaxed the chains. Dropping to his knees, he wept.

		

		“Hmm, pity. I was hoping for a pain slut. But I see he’s nothing more than a sissy.”

		

		Murmurs of agreement floated around Zo, who was too tender and confused to respond.

		

		“Take him to get fed... only protein. Give him an enema. Then bring him to my chambers.”

		

		“Gladly, queen.”

		

		* * * *

		

		“Here.”

		

		In the kitchen, the naked female shoved a bowl of mush at Lorenzo.

		

		“I’ve already eaten--”

		

		“Did you hear anyone ask you what you wanted, bitch? You were told to eat. So, eat!”

		

		“I don’t have any clothes on.”

		

		“So? All the slaves are naked.”

		

		Lorenzo picked up the spoon and slowly ate.

		

		“I’m sorry back there, I didn’t mean to get you beaten.”

		

		“Ha!” she cackled. “You still think you have any power?! You didn’t do anything except be predictable.”

		

		“There’s been a--”

		

		“Mistake, I know,” she finished for him. “No one gives a fuck about your mistake. Keep mentioning it, and I get to beat the crap outta you some more!” she grinned.

		

		Lorenzo tried a different approach.

		

		“You were injured pretty bad. I could pray with you,” he offered. “God has a way of providing solace.”

		

		She laughed. “Omigod, you actually believe that shit?!”

		

		“Even if you’ve lost your way, He’ll take you back. It might be what you need.”

		

		“What I need is for you to shut up and eat your protein so I can clean out your asshole.”

		

		He considered telling her the mush wasn’t good and he wasn’t hungry but started shoveling.

		

		“I don’t know what happened where you came from, but I know this sale was a rush job. Means you did something wrong. And the queen said something about domming the gay out of you, so I’m guessing the abbot caught you stickin’ your pole in another holy hole!” she cackled at her own joke.

		

		“It wasn’t like that. The abbot himself--”

		

		“Bitch, I already told you no one gives a fuck, least of all me. We all know about the abbot here.”

		

		“I only allowed him to so I could be with Gregory,” he ignored her comment.

		

		“Ohhh, I get it now. You fell in love, is that it?”

		

		“Why, yes. Yes, I did.”

		

		“And you think you’re here because of a mix-up and, once you clear it up, you’ll be reunited with your precious faggot?”

		

		Lorenzo nodded almost imperceptibly.

		

		She cackled again. “Then let me be the first to tell you that ain’t gonna happen, bitch! Here’s what happened. The abbot found out about you two and sold you in a rush. And your precious faggot didn’t give two shits about you neither, ‘cause he let you get sold!

		

		“You ain’t goin’ nowhere but to serve the queen. She’s gonna turn you straight. That’s your life now. C’mon!”

		

		She took pleasure in crushing the hopes of the new slaves. Once accomplished, she focused on the queen’s wishes.

		

		In the bathroom, she perfunctorily cleaned him and administered an enema.

		

		Remembering the queen’s term, “sissy”, the female lined the bed with an assortment of women’s lingerie.

		

		Lorenzo stood numbly in the center of the room and watched.

		

		“What are you doing standing? Don’t you know anything?”

		

		Lorenzo lifted his hands to shrug and the chains rattled.

		

		“The queen doesn’t like training someone with no foundation. You’re gonna get wrecked. Too bad she won’t let me watch!”

		

		The female left with another cackle.

		

		* * * *

		

		Lorenzo waited for a long while. His experience over the previous few hours was diametrically opposed to his entire life’s learning.

		

		God couldn’t let such atrocities happen. He would shine His light upon Lorenzo and save him, just like He had when his parents died.

		

		Zo clung to that belief... a mistake had been made and would be rectified.

		

		It had to be.

		

		He faced the large, wooden door when it creaked open.

		

		“Why aren’t you in proper position, bitch?”

		

		The queen wore a long, black cape and black, high heels, which made her Lorenzo’s height. Her black hair was long and straight.

		

		“I... I was told to wait.”

		

		“But not how.”

		

		“No,” he answered, even though she didn’t ask.

		

		“That cunt wants to fuck with you. She’ll be dealt with later.”

		

		“Please, Sis--please don’t hurt her.”

		

		The queen practically flew across the medieval room to smack Lorenzo’s face.

		

		“You don’t get to ask or suggest. You’re here to serve me. I tell you what to do and say. You don’t even get to think, bitch!”

		

		Lorenzo didn’t know what to say. He clung to a modicum of hope that she was joking.

		

		But she looked serious.

		

		“Do you understand?”

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Then tell me you understand, bitch!”

		

		“I understand.”

		

		“Queen.”

		

		Lorenzo stared at her.

		

		“Oh, for fuck’s sake. Seriously?! I. Understand. Queen. Say it!”

		

		“I understand, queen.”

		

		“Finally. Do you know yoga?”

		

		“Oh yes. It’s very calming for the mind and body, and it brings one closer to God.”

		

		She backhanded Lorenzo on the other side of his face.

		

		He saw her smile spread as his head reeled.

		

		Lorenzo had never been beaten, and it was shocking. He concluded his entire adventure was a test from God. He vowed to sustain everything for the Lord, but he couldn’t keep from shivering.

		

		“Your responses will be kept to a minimum. ‘Yes, queen’ is the one you should use the most. Don’t address me like we’re friends. And for fuck’s sake, don’t you fuckin’ go on about God or I’ll haul your ass outta here so fast, you won’t know which end is up. Do you understand, bitch?”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Better.”

		

		“Get into child’s pose. Now!”

		

		When Lorenzo tucked himself into position, the queen explained, “This is how you’ll wait from now on.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Good. Now stand up.”

		

		She grabbed a chain and tugged Lorenzo to the bed.

		

		“Since you were such a sissy before and since I was hoping for a female slave, you’ll be my new gurl. Model everything for me so I can choose which best suits you.”

		

		The queen perched herself on a smaller throne, which had kinky accoutrements in holders at the base.

		

		If Lorenzo was moving too slowly, she used the whip.

		

		If he didn’t put something on correctly, she used the paddle.

		

		If she was bored, she used the crop.

		

		It was a very trying time for Lorenzo. He didn’t like to be beaten but he found comfort in the garments, remembering Gregory’s parting gift... which was in his room at the monastery.

		

		Between model and punching bag, Lorenzo could feel Gregory’s presence. As he was trying to maintain sanity, it seemed like Gregory’s spirit floated around him.

		

		Lorenzo was still enveloped by Gregory as he paraded a red, lace ensemble.

		

		“You seem to prefer this one. I do, too. It shall be your new uniform, bitch.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“On your knees!”

		

		Lorenzo dropped, confused.

		

		The queen cropped his face, trying to ferret out any sarcasm.

		

		“Why did you say that?”

		

		“I’m sorry, queen. I mean, yes, queen.”

		

		“No, no. Say it again.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		She nodded and caressed his face with the crop.

		

		“I like it. You may continue to say it.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“Now that I’ve selected your uniform, it’s time for your initiation.”

		

		The queen led Lorenzo to the dungeon.

		

		As they walked, Lorenzo took in his surroundings. The building appeared to be a castle. The walls were stone, the doors were dark wood, and the sconces contained lit candles.

		

		The ambience was solemn, severe and cold.

		

		It was a sharp contrast to the brightness of the monastery, where all buildings contained many windows to let in as much light as possible... as if God himself were peering in.

		

		The biggest contrast between the two places was the windows. The castle lacked them, and Lorenzo felt trapped.

		

		* * * *

		

		The queen walked Lorenzo to the center of the dungeon where she strapped his feet into restraints on the cement floor. Then, she locked his arms in restraints that dropped from the ceiling.

		

		Her voice echoed off the walls.

		

		“I hear you don’t like girls, huh, little gurl?”

		

		Lorenzo didn’t know how to respond; it seemed like a trick question.

		

		“I don’t wish to disagree with you, queen, but I like all God’s creations.”

		

		Smack!

		

		“What the fuck did I tell you about God, bitch?!”

		

		“I’m sorry, queen.”

		

		

		Lorenzo was trying his best to please the woman but felt that she couldn’t ever be pleased.

		

		“I hear you like to fuck boys. Is that true, bitch?”

		

		Lorenzo reddened.

		

		“I’ll take that as a yes. Do you know why you’re here, slave?”

		

		“To serve you as you wish, queen?”

		

		“Hmph. That’s a good answer. But no. You were sent to me to teach you how to please a woman.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“Sexually.”

		

		Lorenzo blanched. There were many justifications for seeking the comfort from Brother Gregory but...

		

		“Do I disgust you so much?!”

		

		Zo didn’t have time to think.

		

		“No, queen. Never.”

		

		“Have you ever seen a naked woman before?”

		

		“Just the one who greeted me in the van, queen.”

		

		“That cunt doesn’t count. You’re in for a treat.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“First, I need to monitor you.”

		

		She reached into Zo’s panties and fished out his flaccid dick.

		

		It didn’t flinch in her hand... whether from fear or homosexuality, she couldn’t be certain.

		

		She kneaded his shaft and pressed her body against his.

		

		“Does this feel nice?”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		As she continued to tug and remain in his space, she felt a fluttering in her palm.

		

		“Well, well. What do we have here, hmm?”

		

		Lorenzo coughed.

		

		The queen released his cock and took a few steps back.

		

		“Eyes on me.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		She unlaced her cape and swirled it around Zo, tying it under his chin.

		

		“You like that?”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Little Red Riding Hood in a black, satanic cape.”

		

		Lorenzo flinched at “satanic” but didn’t speak.

		

		She smacked his cheek.

		

		“You like what you see?”

		

		The queen was in a black leather dominatrix outfit. Without the cape, Lorenzo saw her boots were over her knee.

		

		Her medium-sized breasts were exalted in her corset, and her dark pink nipples were pointy.

		

		Lorenzo pulsed.

		

		Her scent wrapped itself around him and squeezed his dick.

		

		He’d never considered women in that way.

		

		The queen’s eye was on his rod.

		

		“Hmm, it appears you just haven’t experienced enough sex yet to know what you like. Is that true, slave?”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“But you like this,” she said as she showcased her body with her hands.

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Looking at me makes you hard.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“You wanna poke your stick in my hole, bitch?”

		

		“M--my what? Where?”

		

		“For fuck’s sake, you don’t even know how sex works between a man and a woman?”

		

		“We’re taught that men and women make babies together, queen. But the particulars of it aren’t necessary to our enlightenment.”

		

		“I’m not talking about making babies, bitch!” she spat. “I’m talking about the carnal act of lust. Sex. Pleasure.”

		

		She walked around him and trailed her hand over his body.

		

		“You have a very nice body, slave.”

		

		“Thank you, queen.”

		

		She squeezed his ass and rubbed the side of her hand in his crack. Peering around his side, she saw drops of precum form.

		

		Then, she faced him.

		

		“I understand now. You’ve only been a fuck bucket. You haven’t actually fucked anyone yet, have you, boy?”

		

		“No, queen.”

		

		She smiled wickedly.

		

		“At last, I’ve found something interesting about you!”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“You’re more leaky because you want something shoved up here,” she touched his anus, “don’t you?”

		

		“Um...”

		

		“Just shut up. I’m going to use you both ways tonight, slave.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“Yes, that’s right. As I wish. Always as I wish, bitch!”

		

		She swatted his shaft, and his stomach retracted. Taking the half-step that the chains allowed, Lorenzo groaned.

		

		“It’s too bad you’re not a pain slut.”

		

		“I’m sorry, queen.”

		

		“I bet you have no stamina, either, right?”

		

		“Stamina?”

		

		“Yeah, like how long can you last before you come?”

		

		“Oh, um...”

		

		Lorenzo blushed and looked away.

		

		“It’s a disappointment but it’s not unexpected. You’re what, fifteen?”

		

		“Eighteen, queen.”

		

		“Meh, all the teens run together. Same issues. There’s no point having you eat me since you’ve never even seen a pussy before. You’ll have to be taught by the other slaves to do that. I’ll expect a demonstration before the week’s over.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“For now, you’ll need to get off because I want to ride you for a while.”

		

		Lorenzo stared at her as she dragged her hands across his chest and inner thighs.

		

		He was confused by his body’s reaction because he didn’t want to be aroused. His body belonged to his one, true love.

		

		Love and relationships were sacred.

		

		Plus, the queen was a woman!

		

		“Open your eyes, you whiny bitch. Whoever it is you think you’re in love with isn’t here. I’m here, and I own you now. I’m skilled and experienced in sex, and you will, accordingly, be grateful for my attentions.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“You keep your eyes on me and forget about the one who’s already forgotten about you.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“He no longer exists.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		Lorenzo was crushed but he heard Gregory saying to go along with her and it would be easier.

		

		“Your cock rises for me because I’m your love now.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“I do like the sound of that, slave.”

		

		The queen continued to denounce Gregory and herald herself as she licked, stroked and sucked Lorenzo.

		

		The boy tried to hold onto Gregory’s image as he looked at the queen but it was difficult. He needed to close his eyes to do it, but the queen forced him to look at her.

		

		The queen’s skill coaxed an orgasm in minutes.

		

		Lorenzo didn’t have time to compare the blow jobs.

		

		He exploded without warning, but the queen knew.

		

		Lorenzo didn’t like the restraints while he came. They made him feel sinful and like he’d betrayed Gregory.

		

		At the same time, though, he was panting heavily, happy for the release.

		

		The queen rose with her hand as a cup.

		

		“Open your mouth, bitch.”

		

		His submissive auto-pilot took over, and he obeyed.

		

		She dipped two fingers into her palm and streaked them down Lorenzo’s tongue.

		

		“Swallow it. That’s your first seed spilled for me, your new love. You’ve betrayed your old lover just like he’s forgotten about you.”

		

		She smeared cum in his hair, down his face and across his chest.

		

		“This is how you’re marked as mine for the other slaves to know. You won’t be allowed to shower for several days. Your cum will grow hard and you will smell it twenty-four-seven.

		

		“It’ll be your reminder of what happened tonight. The quicker you realize that I’m your owner, the better things will be for you. Do you understand?”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		It took every ounce of willpower for Lorenzo not to vomit. He was disgusted by the physical act as well as the underlying betrayal.

		

		The more he heard the queen speak of Gregory’s abandonment, the more he began to believe it.

		

		The power of suggestion is greater during the weakness of sex.

		

		His abs contracted as he fought the reflex.

		

		“Your first time tasting and smelling your own cum, bitch? It won’t be the last. And next time, it probably won’t even be your cum!”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“You still hoping for a fairytale ending, slave?”

		

		“No, queen.”

		

		“Good. There aren’t any of those here... and definitely not any in your life.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Let’s see what your recovery looks like.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		Lorenzo slipped into auto-pilot and let his mind go numb. He blindly answered to appease.

		

		The queen walked away and returned with an object.

		

		She brought the plastic tube to his mouth, and he could see a pink slit at the top.

		

		“This here’s what a pussy looks like, slave. The slit’s just like that. Lemme just see what you can do. Lick it.”

		

		Her body was pressed against his, and the restraints bit into him. The only part he could move freely was his mouth.

		

		But the foreign object had no taste, no smell--save plastic--no folds or crevices, and definitely no movement.

		

		Not that he would’ve known what to do with a real pussy, anyway.

		

		He began to lick.

		

		The queen tried to stave her boredom by shoving the toy onto his tongue and pulling back, making him stretch to connect.

		

		“You definitely need lessons.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“And this isn’t making you hard. Well, at least not from sucking it.”

		

		She stared him in the eyes, pressed her tits against his chest and said, “Hold your tongue still.”

		

		Lorenzo held his tongue out, and the queen sucked it.

		

		It reminded him of a blow job but on the tongue. His cock stirred.

		

		She’d been watching, and she smiled.

		

		“That is one good thing about the inexperienced... they bounce back very quickly.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Let’s see what you think if I shift the position. Spit in it.”

		

		After his automatic compliance, she moved the fleshlight from his mouth to his semi-flaccid dick.

		

		Fucking his dick with the toy made him grow hard, and he automatically thrust his hips.

		

		She quickly removed the fleshlight and swatted his cock.

		

		“You weren’t given permission to thrust, slave. I let you get away with coming before because you’re a novice. But you need to learn your lessons... and your place.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		She was teasing him, bringing him to the edge then pulling him away. He hadn’t experienced it before, and it was wrecking his senses.

		

		Which was the point.

		

		“I’m going to unlock your arms, and then I want you to get on your back on the floor.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		With his feet still in cuffs and spread apart, Lorenzo sank to his back; the cuffs rotating to accommodate.

		

		“No moving your arms. Place them above your head.”

		

		He had difficulty carrying out the order because his arms were numb.

		

		“Looks like you don’t only like boys, slave,” she said, eyeing his rigid cock.

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		She stood above him with her feet on either side of his hips.

		

		“Who owns you, boy?”

		

		“You do, queen.”

		

		“That’s right. I do. And since I do, I get to do whatever the fuck I want with you, whenever the fuck I want to do it.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“Damn straight. Now, keep yourself hard and show me you’re not a faggot, bitch.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		She slid her wetness down his pole, and he grunted and pulsed.

		

		Smack!

		

		“Ahh!”

		

		“Your last free ejaculation happened minutes ago. You no longer get to come unless I tell you.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		Lorenzo was being tested like he’d never been tested before... and he thought God had been rough.

		

		She bounced on his cock, and he was lost.

		

		The queen needed to smack him two more times to redirect him from the edge.

		

		He didn’t feel the second one. His submission took over, and he silently invoked God’s assistance.

		

		He was able to hold out long enough for the queen to come.

		

		She knew enough to speed up her pleasure. She’d learned her lesson with young, innocent ones and endurance.

		

		It fucked with her dominance lesson.

		

		Providing an orgasm beforehand and riding fast and furious to the finish line, the queen perfected her taking.

		

		Lorenzo was barely holding onto the thought that he’d soon be allowed to come.

		

		The queen stood up, and his dick flopped onto his stomach.

		

		She walked to his head, and lowered her messy sex onto his face.

		

		Grinding as she spoke, “This is my other mark so that all the other slaves know I’ve made you mine. Get used to that scent, bitch, because you’ll be living to taste it soon.”

		

		Lorenzo couldn’t have spoken if he knew what to say, because she left him no room to breathe.

		

		When the curtains of unconsciousness began to close, the queen stood up.

		

		Lorenzo gasped for air. If he could feel his arms, he would’ve brought them to his throat.

		

		“You’re pathetic.” She spat on his face. “Stay here until I feel like sending a slave to take you to your quarters.”

		

		“As you wish, queen,” he croaked.

		

		* * * *

		

		A different naked female found Lorenzo on the floor. She woke him up with soft cooing, and she brushed his cum-stained hair.

		

		“Am... am I dead?” Lorenzo asked.

		

		“No, silly,” the female smiled. “You had the greatest sex of your life because you were with the queen.”

		

		Everything flooded Lorenzo’s consciousness.

		

		“Yes, but there was a mistake.”

		

		“Really? Tell me all about it as I walk you to your room.”

		

		Lorenzo breathed easy for the first time that day, knowing he had someone who would listen to him, and possibly help him get back to Gregory.

		

		She walked with her arm around him, almost supporting his weight.

		

		She seemed to be paying attention to his story. Lorenzo’s hope grew by the moment.

		

		It didn’t register that she dipped her free hand into the wet cum on his chest nor that her eyes seemed glazed and fixated on all of his glistening parts.

		

		She stopped them at a door.

		

		“So this is yours. Think you can get to the kitchen in the morning?”

		

		“Um, I wasn’t really paying attention. I was concentrating on telling you my story...”

		

		“Right. Wellll, if you wanted, I could wake you up and take you there.”

		

		“Really? That would be wonderful of you. You’re a very nice person...”

		

		“What’re you gonna give me if I do?”

		

		Lorenzo had dropped his sentence, hoping she’d say her name.

		

		“Um, well, I don’t really have anything to give you...”

		

		He tried again.

		

		“You do! You have the queen’s cum!”

		

		Lorenzo scrunched his face.

		

		“That’s true. But it’s not something I--”

		

		“Why won’t you trade it? I’m only asking for a few licks!”

		

		She’d been kind to listen so Lorenzo sought to appease her.

		

		“I guess you--”

		

		The female shoved Lorenzo into the room, shut the door and pushed him onto the bed. Then, she pounced on his chest and licked his face.

		

		Before it registered what she was doing, she leapt to the door. The candlelight from the hallway shone in, and the female looked more scullery rat than human.

		

		“You’ll get me for breakfast, right?”

		

		“Yeah, I said I would, god! You’d better be ready when I get here!”

		

		Lorenzo didn’t know how he could, but wasn’t afforded a chance to speak, as the female left.

		

		When the door clicked shut, darkness nearly choked him.

		

		Lorenzo lay awake wondering how his perfect day had turned so horribly. He wanted it to be a nightmare, from which, he’d wake up in the meadow.

		

		Then, he compared and contrasted the queen with Gregory.

		

		Both had given him blow jobs. Both were able to get him off.

		

		Gregory’s mouth was exquisite. And he was also a beautiful human being.

		

		The queen, though, was closer to the devil. It seemed impossible that she should be able to make him feel so divine.

		

		When he rolled onto his side, the cum on his chest hairs cracked and pulled his skin. His bra strap bit his back.

		

		Lorenzo prayed that the Lord would reunite him with Gregory soon.

		

		* * * *

		

		True to her word, the second female took Lorenzo to breakfast the next morning.

		

		She proudly led him by his chains down the hallway. Murmurs of congratulations were bestowed upon her from other slaves.

		

		Lorenzo wasn’t used to being naked in front of others but he redirected his focus.

		

		“So, I was hoping you could show me the exit to this place so I could find my Gregory.”

		

		She looked at him and burst out laughing. They were at the entrance to the large kitchen and dining hall.

		

		“I didn’t believe how stupid you were,” she laughed some more.

		

		She tugged his chain and led him to the queen’s table.

		

		The queen was already eating, and her most trusted subjects were waiting until she finished.

		

		The female dropped to her knees by the queen’s side, and tugged on Lorenzo’s chains to get him into a similar position.

		

		“Eat!” the queen bellowed through the hall.

		

		A clatter of utensils scraped against plates.

		

		“My queen, great leader of all things, I bring you news. Please hear me, great one.”

		

		“Speaking without being spoken to first, cunt? You’d better bring me great news, indeed, or you’ll be punished!”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Carry on, then, don’t make me wait, slave.”

		

		“Queen, I brought the new slave to his quarters, as you bid me do last night. Upon arrival at his room, queen, he begged me to join him in bed and lick your cum from his person since he wasn’t permitted to bathe, queen.”

		

		“How say you, bitch?” the queen asked Lorenzo.

		

		Lorenzo was devastated. He thought he’d found someone kind and sympathetic to his plight.

		

		He wasn’t programmed to lie, and said, “No, I didn’t ask anything of her, except her help.”

		

		“He says you’re lying, cunt!”

		

		The queen moved her hand into striking position.

		

		“No! Wait! My queen, I wouldn’t lie to you. I adore you, my queen. This bottom feeder did ask for help. Help to escape! He thinks you’re dumb and made a mistake. He said he needs to be reunited with his lover at the monastery!”

		

		The queen loved to play her slaves against one another. She was about to punish the female when she heard about the escape.

		

		“I thought I made it clear last night, bitch, what your role was.”

		

		Lorenzo was speechless. He thought the female would keep his secret and help him.

		

		Not only did he not wake up from the nightmare but he continued to live it... and it was worse the second day!

		

		“I’ll take your silence to mean I was clear and that you purposefully disobeyed me. Punishment is in order! I need volunteers!”

		

		The mess hall filled with raised hands.

		

		The queen had Lorenzo placed on his back on a long table. Slaves locked his wrist and ankle chains to posts under the table.

		

		Then, she ordered several male slaves to jack off and come on Lorenzo’s chest, crotch and legs.

		

		She instructed two squirting slaves be fucked over Lorenzo’s head and stomach.

		

		Choreographing the entire punishment, the queen controlled the crescendo and the explosions.

		

		The onlookers clapped at the conclusion.

		

		There was an encore.

		

		The queen climbed onto the table and stood above Lorenzo with her feet on either side of his head.

		

		Squatting over him, she declared, “You are in servitude to me!”

		

		She released her bladder onto his face.

		

		“Clean up the table but do not clean up the ungrateful bitch!”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Everyone finish your breakfast. Someone see to it that the bitch doesn’t drip while he gets his food.”

		

		* * * *

		

		After breakfast, another naked female returned Lorenzo to his room.

		

		“I’m really sorry that last slave betrayed you like that.”

		

		“I didn’t get her name... or yours.”

		

		“We don’t have names.”

		

		“What?”

		

		“The queen doesn’t permit them. We’re all the same to her. Interchangeable. So there’s really no need for them.”

		

		“Wow. Well, I just thought she understood and would help me.”

		

		“No, she’s a bitch. She only used you to get closer to the queen.”

		

		“The queen seems to rule through negativity.”

		

		“Yeah, it’s difficult to adjust, especially from where you came. I remember my first days. It takes awhile to get used to things.”

		

		“I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to some of these things.”

		

		“You really want out that bad?”

		

		“Yeah. I need to get back to... my Gregory.”

		

		“Tell me about him.”

		

		She was sympathetic and compassionate. Her warm, green eyes penetrated Lorenzo’s cum- and pee-soaked body.

		

		And he desperately needed a friend.

		

		She listened without interrupting. And, when they arrived at his room, she sat with him on his bed until he was done.

		

		“I know it sounds harsh, but you probably need to forget about him and concentrate on surviving in here.”

		

		“Thank you. You’ve been so nice. Why isn’t anyone else nice here?”

		

		“The queen doesn’t want us to be, I guess.”

		

		“What’s your name?”

		

		“Slave, slut, cunt, bitch, or just ‘you’; take your pick.”

		

		“No, I mean your real name. What you were before you came here.”

		

		“I don’t remember before I came here. It’s better that way. I might be able to help you if you let me lick a bit?” She eyed him.

		

		“That’d great if you could. Sure.”

		

		She gave him an odd expression before she left.

		

		Lorenzo stared at the closed door and tried to make sense of his predicament.

		

		He was still in red lingerie and chains, and he was covered in caked-on cum and pee. When he moved, it pulled, so he tried to remain still.

		

		Never before had he longed to bathe so badly.

		

		He held out hope for the new female to help him somehow but, even if she didn’t, her compassion was a welcome balm.

		

		Lorenzo fell into a troubled slumber and smiled knowing Gregory would like his uniform.

		

		* * * *

		

		The sound of a key in the lock awakened Lorenzo. With no window and no candle, he didn’t have a way of telling what time it was.

		

		The previous naked female appeared and tugged his chains.

		

		“I get to deliver you to the queen!” she said gleefully.

		

		“Has the mistake been realized and I get to return to the monastery?”

		

		She yanked him around the corner and looked around to make sure they were alone.

		

		“Listen, I meant everything I said to you earlier. The biggest thing you need to face, though, is that, in here, it’s survival of the fittest. You’ll find yourself doing things you never considered doing out there. It goes for me, too.

		

		“There was a time when I’d hope you wouldn’t hold it against me. Now, I really don’t give a fuck. I’m only telling you because you seem nice, and nice just doesn’t survive here. I wish I had someone explain things to me when I first arrived, so I’m doing my good deed.”

		

		“I don’t understand...”

		

		“You will.”

		

		She led him through many hallways; all were dark and somewhat dank, with candles or torches on the walls. There was no acknowledgment of any other slaves they passed. It was lonely.

		

		Lorenzo couldn’t have kept track of the maze had he wanted to.

		

		While he remained embarrassed about his appearance, the fact that no one acknowledged or even looked at each other made it bearable.

		

		She opened the door to a smaller dungeon. It looked like the rest of the castle, with stone walls and a few candles.

		

		There were wooden racks containing various leather or wooden implements of torture.

		

		Lorenzo didn’t get a chance to fully look at his surroundings before the female pulled his chains from below. She was in child’s pose.

		

		“You need to be down here,” she whispered.

		

		“Oh, right. Thank--”

		

		“Shut up!”

		

		After several minutes, Lorenzo couldn’t help himself.

		

		“How long do we have to be--”

		

		“Everything is up to the queen. Everything is a test. Just stay in this pose and shut up.”

		

		Being in child’s pose made the cum, pee and chains droop and tug at his body hair.

		

		Lorenzo concluded that everything he had been made to endure was God’s way of punishing him for his love of Gregory.

		

		He vowed to earn God’s respect again, so he remained rigid and quiet until the queen entered.

		

		The opening and closing of a door boomed around the pair, and click-clacking of heels echoed against the concrete floor.

		

		Noticing that the female next to him didn’t move, Lorenzo also kept his pose.

		

		“On your knees, slaves.”

		

		The queen was on a small throne. Her corset shelved her bare breasts, and her black hair was pulled into a high ponytail. The only other thing Lorenzo saw were black leather boots with laces above her knee.

		

		“There has been a complaint filed by one slave against another for breaking the castle’s rules... and thereby, my rules. Both slaves will have a chance to state their cases to me, and I will be the judge, jury and decision-maker.

		

		“The accuser will go first and outline her case. Then the accused will get to state his defense or he can agree with the charges against him. Then the accuser will get a final say before my ruling.

		

		“State your claim, slave,” the queen said to the female.

		

		“Yes, your excellency. Thank you, kind queen, for providing this most kind opportunity for lowly slaves to prove their worship to you by exposing another slave’s disobedience. It is this same disobedience that brings me here, kind queen, because I don’t like to see you disrespected by anyone.

		

		“Especially since you are always kind and look out for all of the slaves. It’s insulting to have someone so new come--”

		

		“Enough with the patronization, bitch. I said, state your fuckin’ case.”

		

		“Yes, my queen. I’m sorry, my queen. Please know that I hate coming to you with such disturbing news but, at the same time, I can’t not bring it to your attention because you’ve trained us so well, my queen.”

		

		“You’ve got two fuckin’ seconds to state your case or I’ll decide in favor of the new slave-boi, and you’ll be sentenced on the spot!”

		

		The female shuddered and rushed her case.

		

		“My queen ordered me to take the new slave back to his quarters and make sure he didn’t bathe. Following orders, I never spoke to him. He, in his ignorance--or maybe it was outright disobedience, I’m not sure, it’s for you to decide--but he told me his story and begged me to help him escape.

		

		“He said a huge mistake had been made, that he’s not heterosexual, that he has a gay lover back where he came from, and that he needed to get back.

		

		“Of course I told him there was no way I’d do that for him, even if I knew how to do it. But he kept at it.

		

		“When we got to his room, he grabbed me, pulled me in and shut the door. He threw me on his bed and demanded that I give him a bath. Of course I told him there’s no way I could. But he’d heard of the value of your pee, my queen. He learned that much in his short stay here.

		

		“He bribed me, my queen. He said I could lick your great pee from his body if I agreed to help him escape.

		

		“Please forgive me, my queen. He’s bigger and stronger than me, and he held my arms and legs down as he hovered over me and shoved his chest against my face. I’m sorry, my queen, but I licked.

		

		“My only thought was that I was somehow doing good because it was your pee I was licking, my queen.

		

		“When I sobbed and told him I’d help him escape, he let me go so I could put plans in motion. But there are no plans, my queen. I ran straight to your chambers to tell you of this stubborn new slave who refuses to recognize the goodness of his queen!”

		

		The queen looked bored as she shifted her gaze between the slaves.

		

		“Are you done with your presentation, cunt?”

		

		“Yes, my queen.”

		

		The queen sighed. “And what do you say when you’re done?”

		

		“I’m sorry, my queen. I rest my case, my queen.”

		

		“Those are some pretty weighty counts against you, slave,” she turned to Lorenzo.

		

		Lorenzo paled with each new lie the female had told about their encounter. His mind was split between trying to figure out why someone would be so cruel and trying to figure out how to escape more punishment.

		

		“New bitch-boi slave! If you choose to stand mute, I’ll dole out your sentence now.”

		

		“No!”

		

		“Excuse me?”

		

		“I’m sorry, queen. I mean to say that all things said against me are lies.”

		

		“Is anything she said true, slave?”

		

		Lorenzo took a moment to think as his heart raced.

		

		“Yes, queen. She walked me back to my room. I told her about Gregory--”

		

		“No names!”

		

		“I told her about my situation from before but I never asked for help to escape. Yes, she walked into my room and closed the door but not because I forced her. She did so of her own free will.

		

		“I never forced any part of myself on her. But yes, she licked your pee from my chest and face. It was on her initiation, though. She told me it was precious and if I wanted her help, that’d be her payment.”

		

		“What help was she referring to, slave?”

		

		“To get me in touch with Gre--with my past, queen.”

		

		“So you did ask her to help you escape.”

		

		“No, queen! I promise you, no.”

		

		Lorenzo was confused. The queen was twisting his words.

		

		“You permitted the cunt to lick my pee from your body.”

		

		“Yes, that’s true.”

		

		“And she didn’t do it because you forced her.”

		

		“No, that’s right. I didn’t force her to do anything, queen.”

		

		He was hopeful.

		

		“Did you offer her to lick my pee from you?”

		

		“No, queen.”

		

		“And you told her about your past.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Even though you were told specifically never to mention it to anyone.”

		

		“Yes, queen. I’m sorry, queen.”

		

		The queen looked at the female, who pulled herself up and prepared to give another recitation. However, the queen held up her hand.

		

		“I don’t need to hear anything else. Since the two of you are the only witnesses to this action and the stories are fairly similar, there’ll be no proving the truth. Therefore, I’ll punish you both. Together.”

		

		“But my kind queen, I--”

		

		Thwack!

		

		The queen’s whip snapped out of nowhere and landed on the slave’s back.

		

		She wanted to cry out but her time in the castle had taught her to end her plea.

		

		“Thank you for the correction, my kind queen.”

		

		“You know all decisions are final, bitch.”

		

		The female bowed her head.

		

		The queen turned to Lorenzo. “Any final words from you?”

		

		Many thoughts swam through Lorenzo’s head but he relied upon Gregory’s whisperings and opted for:

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“Have you ever heard of the St. Andrews’ Cross, slave?”

		

		“I don’t think so, queen.”

		

		“Care to venture a guess?”

		

		“Some type of pendant, queen?”

		

		The queen laughed and walked to the X.

		

		“Come along. Cunt, get your back on it. Slave, lock her in.”

		

		As Lorenzo fumbled his way through the locks, his eyes met the female’s.

		

		She half-glared and half-accepted her fate.

		

		Lorenzo knew that she blamed him even though she was to blame for the entire situation.

		

		The queen handed him a flogger.

		

		“She accused you falsely. Now is your time to punish her.”

		

		“Oh, queen, it is the Lord’s place to judge not mine.”

		

		“There is no god here, slave.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Keep in mind, I find you both at fault. When we’re done with her, she’ll be doing the same to you.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Hit her.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“Hit her.”

		

		Lorenzo flopped the flogger against the female’s forearm in a pathetic swish.

		

		“Hit her with it!”

		

		Lorenzo smacked harder but still wasn’t menacing. The queen grabbed the flogger from him and smacked his arm.

		

		Thwack!

		

		“Do you hear that?”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		“Strike her that hard.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		Lorenzo still couldn’t get the smack hard enough, so the queen gave him a better incentive.

		

		She pulled his panties to his knees, and wrapped rope around the base of his cock and balls; thereby separating the two.

		

		Whenever Lorenzo’s strike wasn’t hard enough, the queen tugged the rope.

		

		The sharp pain in his most sensitive region caused his body to jerk, which promoted a powerful flog against the female.

		

		“I have a way of training everyone, no matter what they think their sexual orientation is.”

		

		“Yes, queen. Thank you for teaching me.”

		

		“If you don’t strike her to my satisfaction, your balls will feel like they’ll fall off.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		The queen watched Lorenzo turn the female’s limbs slightly pink.

		

		“And now it’s my turn. Because I can’t tell who’s lying, and because someone is lying, I’ll punish you both.”

		

		She took back the flogger and turned the female’s skin red... all over her front side, including her sex.

		

		The female alternated between crying and moaning.

		

		When the queen switched the slaves’ positions, the female grinned broadly. She didn’t need to be told how hard to hit Lorenzo.

		

		She held onto the ends of the strands until right before contact, creating a more powerful sting.

		

		Lorenzo clenched his jaw and imagined the Lord’s struggle on the cross. The two weren’t comparable but it provided a focal point for Zo.

		

		Just before the female was about to break skin, the queen took control. She whipped Lorenzo’s cock and balls until he whimpered.

		

		“You’re released,” the queen told the female. “Find yourself in this position again, and it’ll be harsher punishment.”

		

		“Yes, my queen. Thank you, my queen.”

		

		The queen slowly walked to Lorenzo; the sound of her heels reverberated against the walls.

		

		Lorenzo held her gaze; not all hope eviscerated from him yet.

		

		She smacked his cheek with her right palm and struck his other one with the backside of her hand.

		

		It was a wake-up call and, compared with everything else, didn’t hurt.

		

		“You’re a very pretty slave.”

		

		“Thank you, queen.”

		

		“I bought you because I love a challenge but also because of your beauty. I have great things planned for you, should you keep me amused.”

		

		“As you wish, queen.”

		

		“Oh, I wish. But my methodologies won’t be compromised, slave. Be sure you’re not in this predicament again.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		A door opened, and yet another naked female approached the queen.

		

		“This is your fourth slave. She’ll walk you back to your room, where you’ll remain in solitude until such time as I see fit to send you for more training.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		“I wish that you’d keep your fuckin’ mouth shut and just do as you’re told!”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Lorenzo smelled badly and his body was on fire.

		

		“May I go to the bathroom, please?”

		

		“Of course. There’s a small bowl in the corner of your room. You’re free to use it whenever you like.”

		

		“A bowl--yes, that’s great. Thank you very much.”

		

		Perhaps it was his beauty mixed with despair that made the naked female want to help Lorenzo. She didn’t analyze it, but she went into his room and encouraged him to talk.

		

		Something about him tugged at her heart strings.

		

		Lorenzo opened up again, despite his harsh punishment and warnings.

		

		He had only encountered people who were good and kind. The sinister undertones that the castle thrived on didn’t make any sense to Lorenzo.

		

		When he was finished, the female held his hand. Her eyes were wet as she told him, “I want to help you return to Gregory, but there’s nothing I can do.”

		

		He wiped her tears. “Shh. I’m sorry for burdening you with this. The fact that you listened is more than helpful to me.”

		

		When she left, the weight of loneliness set in. His tears loosened the cum in its path but it left him feeling stickier.

		

		After he used the bowl in the corner, he tried to keep his nose closed from his own stench.

		

		On top of everything, he had to remain on his back from the punishment.

		

		* * * *

		

		At some point later--Lorenzo didn’t know whether it was hours or days--the same naked female returned to train him on pussy eating.

		

		She took him to a communal bathroom and watched him shower; under orders not to let him leave her sight.

		

		Lorenzo was no longer embarrassed by being naked and observed. Greater was the luxury of cleaning himself.

		

		The female took Lorenzo to a candlelit dungeon with a crackling fire. It also contained a couple of burly men, who guarded against Lorenzo reliving his story and plans of escape.

		

		When Lorenzo successfully brought the female to orgasm, she rang a bell, and three more naked female slaves entered.

		

		“You have to get these slaves off next to make sure it wasn’t just a fluke,” the teacher slave explained.

		

		Lorenzo didn’t react except to shift to the next female and begin again.

		

		When the three orgasmed and left, the lead female nodded to one of the burly men.

		

		He left and retrieved the queen.

		

		“I understand you’ve developed a new skill, slave.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		With a flick of her wrist, the queen dismissed the burly men, leaving her, Lorenzo and the teaching slave.

		

		The queen settled into her throne and snapped her crop to the floor on her right.

		

		“Here, slave,” she said to the female.

		

		The teaching slave crawled next to the queen and became her ottoman.

		

		It was at that point that Lorenzo saw the whip marks on her back. They were red and puffy, so it wasn’t too long ago that she’d been beaten.

		

		The queen stretched her right leg onto the slave’s angry back and beckoned Lorenzo.

		

		Pointing at her bare pussy, she ordered, “Prove it.”

		

		“As you wish, queen,” Lorenzo said while he crawled.

		

		Lorenzo tried to commiserate with his eyes but the slave kept her gaze lowered.

		

		He ate the queen the same way he’d eaten the four slaves.

		

		But the queen wasn’t happy.

		

		Pressing her boot’s sole to Lorenzo’s face, she pushed him back.

		

		“I thought you told me you taught him.”

		

		“I... I did, queen. He got me off and three other slaves.”

		

		“I don’t know how, since he doesn’t appear to have been taught how to roll the clit. Did you teach him that, and he’s an idiot?”

		

		The slave looked at Lorenzo. Her eyes apologized but her voice wasn’t able to betray him.

		

		“No, I... I forgot that part, queen. But it’ll only take me a--”

		

		“You summoned me! I gave you all the time you needed! I don’t understand what’s with slaves these days. I hadn’t planned on another whipping, but I can’t not whip you, cunt.”

		

		“No! Please, queen. Anything but that. Please!”

		

		“My instructions were very clear. Unless you have an extraordinary reason for my not proceeding...”

		

		“I do, queen!”

		

		The slave glanced at Lorenzo and apologized again... and found her betrayal.

		

		“I... I must’ve overlooked it with the amount of talking he did when I took him back to his room earlier this week.”

		

		“You’re saying you were distracted by something that happened four days ago?!”

		

		“Well, yes, queen... and in here today.”

		

		“You’re telling me he broke the rules again when my guards were here?”

		

		“Y-yes, queen.”

		

		“You realize that if I bring the guards in and they tell me otherwise, you’ll be punished harder than just a whip.”

		

		“Yes, queen.”

		

		The female performed sexual favors for the burly men in exchange for various luxuries.

		

		Still, it was a risk to count on them without discussing it beforehand.

		

		However, they corroborated her story, much to Lorenzo’s despair. The burly men always took advantage of any situation.

		

		The fact was that the queen was going to beat someone. If they spared the female, they’d be able to hold something over her in the future.

		

		The queen glared at Lorenzo, who clutched the queen’s legs.

		

		“No, queen! It’s not true! She didn’t teach me. Please. Please let her show me... or you can show me what you’d like, and I promise to learn it quickly and perform it for you now. There won’t be a need to use the whip at all, queen. Please.”

		

		The queen used her heel to kick Lorenzo from her person.

		

		“I don’t compromise, slave,” she said in a chillingly even tone. “But I do like your thought about not using the whip.”

		

		Lorenzo breathed a sigh of relief.

		

		The female, however, held her breath, recognizing the deception.

		

		“I do love my whip, but I’ve used it too much recently. It’s time for something new... something to get your attention and keep it, perhaps, slave.”

		

		“Yes, queen. Thank you, queen.”

		

		Lorenzo’s own markings were far from healed, and he only heard the reprieve.

		

		He wasn’t equipped to comprehend sarcasm.

		

		Yet.

		

		The queen opened a drawer on her throne and took out a cigarette and lighter. She inhaled deeply and blew the smoke out her nose.

		

		“Mmm, it figures these things are bad for you. All the good stuff is.”

		

		“Yes, queen,” the two murmured.

		

		“Bitch-boi slave, stand here,” she pointed to a spot in front of her.

		

		Lorenzo half-smiled at the female, because he had renewed hope that by being kind, good things would come.

		

		The female glared at his ignorance.

		

		Lorenzo approached the queen and knelt when she lowered her hand.

		

		“I don’t suppose you smoke,” she said as she took another long drag.

		

		“No, queen.”

		

		She enjoyed two more puffs before pushing the lit end against Lorenzo’s right, upper forearm.

		

		There was no warning.

		

		The queen said nothing.

		

		Her movement was casual.

		

		It took a few seconds for the pain to set in.

		

		As Lorenzo realized what had happened, his eyes widened and shock flooded his body.

		

		The queen held his gaze. Her smile widened with his realization.

		

		He didn’t think to move... his focus was the horror of the situation and the queen’s glee.

		

		The female took a wicked satisfaction in Lorenzo’s burning.

		

		* * * *

		

		For the next several months, Lorenzo struggled to maintain his faith.

		

		How long would God’s test take?

		

		Did Gregory fight for him at all?

		

		If his religious teachings were correct, then the atrocities of the castle couldn’t exist.

		

		Despite everything, Lorenzo believed people were good, and he clung to the fading hope that he would be reunited with Gregory.

		

		As such, Lorenzo continued to talk about his past to every new slave he encountered. He was encouraged by each one’s offer of assistance.

		

		Consequently, he endured the queen’s wrath.

		

		The queen, on the other hand, tried many different methods of breaking Lorenzo; all of which left her frustrated.

		

		Normally, she would have given up a lot sooner but Lorenzo was beautiful, and breaking him would’ve been immensely satisfying.

		

		However, it didn’t look good to have a resistant and disobedient slave. So, she decided to cut her losses.

		

		The queen sold Lorenzo to Madame Nicki, a kinky brothel owner.

		

		* * * *

		

		At Madame Nicki’s, Lorenzo was placed under the wing of Sophia, an older whore.

		

		“You’re looking pretty scruffy, Loren.”

		

		At the use of his Christian name, his eyes moistened.

		

		“Yes, we use names here. We’re also treated a helluva lot better’n what you’ve been through, by the looks of ya. I hear ya put the queen to the test, eh?”

		

		Lorenzo, trained for obedience, replied, “Yes, ma’am.”

		

		“First you need a super long bath. Then, we’ll get some food into you. For the next week, you’ll be working with me to get you healthy and to teach you some skills.”

		

		Some of the queen’s methods had been to starve him into submission, lock him in solitary confinement and beat him. All methodologies were reinforced with lack of proper hygiene.

		

		“Also,” Sophia touched Lorenzo’s beard, “all of this fur will have to go.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		

		Madame Nicki didn’t meet Lorenzo until he had been restored to his previous Adonis state.

		

		She did, however, silently observe his progress.

		

		And heard his cry for help to return to Gregory.

		

		Sophia never acknowledged his pleas; she merely focused on her tasks at hand.

		

		* * * *

		

		“Loren, I’m Madame Nicki, and I’ll take over your final training.”

		

		“As you wish, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“I like your attitude, Loren. However, there’s one thing that needs to stop. This fixation you seem to have over this Gregory person.”

		

		Lorenzo had fared well with the week’s training and kindness. His hope was renewed each day, even though Sophia never promised anything.

		

		His stomach fell when the madame mentioned Gregory.

		

		“I understand the queen did everything she could think of to separate him from you... except to utilize reason. So let me tell you this, Loren.

		

		“It’s been months since you’ve left the monastery. If Gregory was inclined to get you back, he would’ve done so by now.”

		

		“But--”

		

		“And if he was inclined to get you back and hasn’t yet, it means there are people preventing him from doing so. Either way, the result is the same: You and Gregory are not meant to be together.”

		

		She paused and watched him digest the news.

		

		It was a simple message; one that had been conveyed before but not with such clarity.

		

		Lorenzo had been clinging so tightly to hope that he’d failed to face reality.

		

		In that instant, he turned his back on God and his lifetime of learning.

		

		Instead, he vowed to concentrate on obedience to prevent additional punishment.

		

		“I trust you see things clearer now, Loren?”

		

		“Yes, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“That’s a good boy. Now we can focus on being more productive, hmm?”

		

		“As you wish, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“I’ve observed your recent training, and I’m very impressed with you. There are a coupla more fine tuning things I will do. But first, you should know that I run a very tight ship here, Loren. My clients come to me for discretion, selection and fantasy fulfillment.”

		

		“Yes, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“You’ll be servicing both men and women, and you’ll do whatever they want.”

		

		“As you wish, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“Because of your looks, my male clients will want you feminized so as to overcome their own fear of homosexuality. So, you’ll need to be hairless. I’ll shave your entire body, but you’ll have laser removal treatments so we don’t have to worry about it in the future.”

		

		“As you wish, Madame Nicki.”

		

		With the sudden loss of God and Gregory, Lorenzo went on auto-pilot. As long as he wasn’t beaten, he could handle anything.

		

		“I also need to turn you into a switch. Do you know what that means?”

		

		“No, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“It means you’ll be both dominant and submissive. Something I wasn’t clear about from the queen... have you fucked anyone, Loren?”

		

		“Not really, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“Explain.”

		

		“The queen used me--”

		

		“Yes, yes. I’ll take care of that, too.”

		

		“Thank you, Madame Nicki.”

		

		Nicki shaved Lorenzo in a bathtub, where she felt his muscles. It was an intimate setting, and Nicki cooed sexual whispers to see which ones made his cock stir.

		

		“I see you’re aroused by both female and male sexuality.”

		

		“Yes, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“There’s nothing to be ashamed of. In fact, it’ll serve you well in your position here.”

		

		“Thank you, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“Now that you’re smooth, we’ll shift to the bed and roleplay a lonely or married woman needing excitement who wants to be made love to by a professional.”

		

		“As you wish, Madam Nicki.”

		

		“This is all about sensuality. You’ll first put your oral skills into action.”

		

		“Yes, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“I mean now.”

		

		“As you wish, Madame Nicki.”

		

		Lorenzo performed Sophia’s teachings, and swept her into his arms and kissed her passionately while he effortlessly removed her clothes.

		

		Then, he rained kisses down her neck, chest, breasts, and stomach. Fluidly, he moved between her legs where he concentrated on her inner thighs, back of her knees, and her thigh-brow. He expertly mixed arousal with tease.

		

		Nicki was impressed and counted the money she’d make off of him.

		

		“Make sure you talk while you do it. The entire thing with women seeking dominance is they want to be talked to.”

		

		“As you wish, Madame Nicki.”

		

		Lorenzo had a difficult time exerting dominance, and Nicki provided him with specific phrases to use.

		

		The more dominant he was, though, the less aroused he became. Nicki taught him to split his mind and concentrate on whatever made him aroused.

		

		“A hard cock makes a happy client, in more ways than one.”

		

		“Yes, Madame Nicki.”

		

		“So do what you gotta do to get hard, and then fuck me.”

		

		“As you wish, Madame Nicki.”

		

		Lorenzo thought of Gregory’s insertion as he slid into the madame.

		

		Soon, he only thought of his dick, and nature took over.

		

		Nicki wasn’t as impressed with his fucking and trained him over the next few days.

		

		She also brought in an effeminate worker, with whom Lorenzo popped his male cherry.

		

		* * * *

		

		For the next year, Lorenzo excelled at his skills and was only used by veteran clientele who enjoyed training the newcomers.

		

		Lorenzo received the largest tips of any first-time whore.

		

		He even surpassed some of the veterans.

		

		But all his earnings went to Nicki.

		

		Despite the good treatment and looking after, Lorenzo was nothing more than an owned prostitute.

		

		Over the course of nearly five years, Lorenzo learned to block out his past. He lived to serve his next “client”.

		

		His uniform for the gay lounge was a red, lacy bra and panty set. His age and looks made him favored.

		

		His uniform for the straight lounge was jeans and a T-shirt during the day, and a business suit at night.

		

		Lorenzo participated in so many kinky scenarios that nothing fazed him anymore.

		

		On particularly slow days, Lorenzo’s mind would drift to the monastery. He only unfolded those memories on rare occasions, as if there was a time limit, and excessive thought could make them disappear.

		

		Nicki kept a close watch on him, and used him at will. She kept him longer than she normally would, given his intellect.

		

		The ones who were meant for greater things, she sold to Dr. Francesca Doram for big bucks.

		

		Lorenzo’s earning income was huge, and Nicki couldn’t turn her back on it. Once whores hit mid-twenties, though, their favor diminished... for both sexes.

		

		As such, Nicki contacted Frankie and made the introduction herself.

		

		“Loren, I have a special assignment for you today. This is Dr. Francesca Doram.”

		

		“I’m pleased to meet you, Doctor.”

		

		“Ma’am, Loren,” she corrected.

		

		“I’m pleased to meet you, ma’am.”

		

		“Good boy. The doctor is here to observe your interactions with a female whore of your choice. She will only watch. If she likes what she sees, she’ll be back with other specifications.”

		

		“As you wish, ma’am.”

		

		

		THE END
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