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Wine, hats and two slavepigs

Unmatched in her toughness. Without regard for losses. Mercilessly sadistic.

This is how Dominika is described by all her slaves. No half measures are taken with her. If you go to her and get involved in her game, you will need strong nerves, a good portion of courage and an abysmal masochism. If you look into her pretty face, you can hardly imagine how many submissive, masochistic men she has already done in her way. How many pain-distorted and mercy-whimpering faces she has already laughed into. And yet they all keep coming back to her. Because only she manages to give the truly pain-loving slave the kick of his life. Only with her can you hear that haunting, gleeful laugh that she gives at the moment of her slave's pain. Because it gives her so much fun by nature. And even if I was already allowed to experience some sessions with her, which have thrown me completely off track and she has brought me incredibly cold, close and even beyond my limits, with her sadistic games, I am now again standing in front of her door. I canceled all my friends who invited me to celebrate with them on this New Year's Eve. When the message from Dominika reached me, in which she ordered me to her place to start the new year together with her best friend and yet another slave, whom I also already know, it was clear to me that I can not say no. Her friend Sarah is also sadistically inclined and the two already know each other since school days. I've had the pleasure of serving the two of them twice before and it was excruciating pleasure on my part, I can tell you that. I have never experienced or seen anything like this anywhere before. But that is another story.

Now, together with Andreas, that is the other slave who will also enjoy the attention of the two ladies today, I stand in front of Dominika's front door and press the bell. I have a short talk with Andreas, whom I already know from other sessions, and he is also very excited and eager for the evening. The door opens and Dominika looks at us smiling, with her dark brown eyes and long, pitch-black hair. She wears black eye shadow and mascara in the same color. Her upper body is dressed in a sheer dress with lace under which her black bra and panties are revealed. As an accessory, she wears a leather BDSM harness over the top, with buckles extending from her neck and back to just below her breasts. Her beautiful long legs lead to her bare feet embedded in black high heels. As soon as we catch sight of her in the getup, we instantly get on our knees in front of her and look at the woman to whom we willingly put our fate and well-being in her hands for this evening.

"Sarah, our two slavepigs are here!" she calls out to her friend in a cheerful voice with her head turned toward her living room.

"Well, if they knew what we were going to do with them, they might not have come at all," I hear Sarah's amused-sounding reply muffled to me.

"Make your way into the good parlor," Dominika finally turns to us and, with a few kicks on our backsides, directs us into the warm living room, where Sarah is already waiting for us with an amused look on her face as she relaxes on the couch. On the front table are two red wine glasses and the corresponding wine bottle, which is only one-third full.

"Strip, strip," Dominika calls out in a voice that suggests tremendous anticipation for the evening as she sits down on the sofa next to her friend. Soft pop music plays in the background. So, to the laughter of the two women, we undress.

"Well, Andreas, your belly has gotten even fatter, hasn't it?"

"Look, its Johannes, no wonder he only lets women beat him instead of fucking them!"

"I would do that in his place too, with the mini dick! Don't you even want to have it operated away?"

"I have a sharp knife there!"

"Oh, he'll still get enough off today!"

The two women are visibly having fun bullying us. And both Andreas's cock and mine show that we also enjoy this in our twisted sexuality.

"We thank you today to be allowed to receive audience with you," I say and we both go again, meanwhile stripped of all our clothes, on our knees before our goddesses, who will surely soon put fire under our asses.

"Well, that's the way to do it, good, good!", Sarah answers laughing.

"I taught them well, what a difference a new whip like that can make. Last time Johannes could hardly drive home in his car because he couldn't sit down anymore," Dominika makes fun of me with her bright, loud laugh.

Suddenly she gets up, goes to her wooden cupboard that stands in the living room and takes out two small, shiny party hats, one in green, the other in red and throws them at our feet.

"Put them on! You're our party clowns today!" shouts Dominika to us.

"And afterwards you pour us red wine, we want to toast already," Sarah adds with a grin.

I grab the little red hat and hand the green one to Andreas, who lets me go first for the pouring with a brief nod of his head pointing to the wine bottle. I then take Dominika's glass, Andreas also crawls to the front table and takes the glass for Sarah. We hand the glasses to our ladies with bowed heads. This must make a really nice picture, I think, as we two slaves with the little hats on our heads hand the wine glasses to our mistresses. Too bad there is no photographer.

The two women toast with their newly filled glass.

"To us!" exclaims Dominika.

"Here's to us, and here's to ruining the New Year for those two assholes up front!" laughs Sarah.

I am thrilled by the crude manner of the two, which always puts me in the mood to throw myself at the feet of these unscrupulous women. Andreas also seems to be happy to let the laughter tirade wash over him. However, I am afraid that by the end of the evening we will no longer be so happy-go-lucky. The tension in me is rising. There is no mercy with Dominika, once something is started, it is not stopped.

"It's your own fault if you come to me," she had once laughed in my face when I honestly whimpered for mercy and gentleness, and then was shocked by her enormous sadism, which my whimpering seemed only to intensify. The adrenaline rush of pain she inflicted on my bottom with her new, thick, very high quality whip cracking was breathtaking. It was covered in welts by the end and after the session I had to go for a walk for three hours before I could even get in my car. When I told her that, she couldn't get out of laughing. But that is exactly why I love this woman and keep coming back to her! There is just no mercy or compassion with her.

"They don't even know what they're in for today," I hear Dominika say as I remember this incredible session with her. 


Ass or mouth?

"Remember how we used to chase the boys at our school?" asks Dominika to her friend, who grins broadly at her.

"Yeah, well, sure, I slapped one of them once because he wouldn't give me his homework for the next lesson to copy during recess!" replies Sarah.

"Remember Tobias in our class? We always stole his pencil case and wrote something on it, so he always got in trouble with his parents," Dominika replies, laughing with pleasure.

"Yes, it started early for us," smiles Sarah, who is sitting on the couch in black sneaker socks, blue jeans and a black top.

"You losers! My dad told us before, 'There are women who are used by men just for fun.' There are women who let men put them down. And then there are women like you," Dominika addresses us with a smug grin.

"Delightful, isn't it? We don't let you limp dicks fuck us, we fuck you," Sarah joins in the jovial mood. "But that's just what you like, isn't it?"

"Yes, Mistress," comes a shout from Andreas and me, as if from the same mouth.

"But today we're not just fucking you, we're fucking your lives," Dominika laughs heartily. "But suffering and pain and humiliation is your sex, isn't it?"

"Yes, mistress," we say again like the Hail Mary.

"Your stupid little maso cocks don't belong in any woman. That would be disgusting! But we've got something better for that!" exclaims Sarah, suddenly pulling something out of her bag, which is lying next to her on the couch.

It's two enormously large strap-on dildos. One in black and the other in pink. I have an idea what the two sadists have in mind. The two highnesses strap them on.

"We have much bigger ones than you, wimps," laughs Dominika, who has grabbed the black strap-on.

"Off, on all fours and turn around, ass up!" shouts Sarah in a stern, authoritative voice. "We're going to fuck you first and your lives at midnight!"

As we both turn around and stretch our asses upward as commanded to make it as comfortable as possible for our mistresses to take us from behind while standing, I feel the attraction emanating from these, albeit artificial, penises of my two queens. I used to not be able to do much with them, but now the idea of me sucking the magnificent, powerful looking strap-on of my mistress turns me on a lot. My little limp dick, as my mistresses would dub the piece between my legs (and rightly so!), suddenly rears up again strongly in eager anticipation of what is about to happen.

Dominika gets behind me, while Sarah takes care of Andreas.

"Oh, Johannes, your ass has already had enough. I'll be nice for once, you may turn around," I hear her say and turn to face her. Woah, that would be so nice to be able to suck that cock now, it escapes my mind as I see it very close to my face.

"Not a bad spot either, but I definitely want to ride Andreas' ass too," says Sarah, who knows full well that Andreas hasn't done this before and is visibly nervous, holding his trembling ass out for the kill. I hear the cap of a bottle being opened and Sarah rubbing her pink, monstrous-looking cock with a liquid. Barely fifteen seconds later I hear a loud scream from Andreas next to me.

"Oh, that's where I took your virginity, did I ram it in too hard, huh?" asks Sarah with a laugh as she moves the strap-on in and out with seemingly no regard, to loud moans from Andreas.

"Not that you'll destroy his asshole," Dominika exclaims with an enthusiastic face.

"Oh, and even if I do, there's still enough shit coming out of his mouth!", the two of them can hardly contain themselves from laughing, while Andreas, with his head red and breathing heavily, almost screams himself into unconsciousness next to me.

"Maybe it won't come out of his mouth then, but will slide right through the bottom without him being able to do anything," Dominika amuses herself while she watches Sarah's merciless thrusts into Andreas' ass with a joyful, shiny look.

"Afterwards he can kiss my feet in thanks for solving the problem for him," Sarah laughs at the top of her lungs. She likes this destructive, sadistic idea. "We told them we'd fuck their lives, didn't we?"

"That's why they come to us!" retorts Dominika with a grin and then turns to Johannes kneeling in front of her, who himself follows the hard movements of Sara's pelvis with his gaze in amazement. Poor Andreas meanwhile just suffers to himself, hoping that Sarah will soon shift into a slower gear.

"So, Johannes, open your stupid slave mouth for me," Dominika says to me, with a stern look from her brown eyes. Her hot, see-through clothing and the black, fat strap-on cock in front of my nose turn me on. Bravely I open my mouth for my favorite sadist. Hardly done, my breath is already gone. Up to the stop Dominika has pushed her really long, wide cock brutally into my throat, so that I am pressed with my nose against the leather of the strap-on. I start to gag, then she pulls it out again, so that the glans hangs in my front mouth. Tears have welled up in my eyes. I feel her hand on the back of my head, pressing against me. I moan slightly. There she pushes again with the whole dildo into my throat, quickly pulls it forward again and now starts to penetrate my mouth and throat again and again with her cock in fast rhythmic movements.

"You've probably never been fucked so beautifully, have you Johannes?" she calls to me laughing from above while she pushes her dildo deep inside me again.

I don't manage to say anything in reply, only an inarticulate gibberish would come out of my mouth anyway, on the verge of gagging. I feel completely at the mercy of my mistress. The iron hand on the back of my head does not let me free and she rams the strap-on deep into my gullet again and again. I'm completely busy enduring everything, so I don't even notice the loud moaning sounds of Andreas next to me.

"You are only here to be fucked by us," I hear Sarah laugh out loud. "We'll really show them today, those whiners," she then says directed at Dominika, who with violent jerky movements of her pelvis sinks her cock over and over again into Johannes' slave mouth.

"Well, I really like my new mouth pussy!" replies Dominika, looking at Johannes, who is kneeling in front of her with his head high red and his eyes watering.

"Oh, it's almost midnight, we have to go outside with those idiots!" exclaims Sarah suddenly. "Well, come on, everyone one more really deep fuck!"

"Ow yes!" replies Dominika, thrusting deep inside me once more. Her hand presses me even closer to her with all her might. She pushes the dildo in me as far as she can, makes a few small back and forth movements and tries to get a little deeper inside me with each further thrust. I feel myself barely holding it in and inwardly praying that she pulls it out again immediately. As if she had read my thoughts, she finally pulls it out completely. Coughing and choking, tears run from my eyes, down my red, strained face, and I feel my throat all irritated from her thrusts. Breathing heavily, I sink to the floor and must first recover briefly. Andreas is doing the same next to me and seems to be glad that the time is already so advanced.

"Off, outside with you! That was nothing yet! Today you will be bombed into the new year by us," Dominika laughs and I have a horrible feeling.


Screaming into the new year

It's a quarter to twelve, the new year is about to dawn, and the two ladies put on a thick winter jacket. Dominika throws Andreas and me two old bathrobes on the floor.

"You can wear that, you don't need shoes," she grins wickedly at us.

So the four of us are still marching outside. I'm actually almost used to walking outside barely clothed at the feet of my mistress on all fours. At least at night. But Andreas looks around nervously the whole time.

"Nobody recognizes us here, it's way too dark to see your face," I try to reassure him, which seems to help. We trot along behind our mistresses, who are walking quickly towards a large green area that seems to be quite dark and not too busy. Finally, we arrive at a medium-sized tree and stop.

"So, you maso dorks," Sarah says and takes a champagne bottle out of her bag that she has taken with her and two champagne glasses. She pushes everything into Andreas' hand, who is allowed to open the bottle and then pour into the glasses. But before that we are allowed to get rid of our bathrobes and are, as it should be for slaves, fully naked again in front of our adored sadists. Fortunately, it is a relatively mild New Year's Eve, but we are still cold. Dominika also rummages around in Sarah's bag and pulls out a thin rope.

"Now, Johannes, I'm going to tie you around that tree so that you won't be able to resist when we heat you up!" says Dominika in a stern, yet thieving voice. "Go on, lean against the tree!"

I comply with her command immediately, but have a queasy, just-too-fearful feeling spreading through me. Dominika first ties my hands, which I hold together around the tree while I lean my back against the cold, scratchy bark. Finally, it's my turn for my feet as well.

"Yeah, that's a good look for you jumping jack. Nice and wide legs!" laughs Sarah.

In the meantime, Andreas has gotten the bottle open and holds out the two champagne glasses to his two mistresses with an awed look.

"You can hold these a little longer," Sarah says to him, taking off her Nike sneakers and the socks underneath, getting a pair of high heels out of her bag and putting them on.

"Look Andreas, I'm wearing these just for you today," Sarah calls out with a laugh, pointing her finger at the shoes. They are black, high platform high heels, but with a special feature that causes a fright in Andreas: on the front, where the toes sit, there are numerous, very large, pointed studs.

"Come on, spread your legs, slave pig!" shouts Sarah to Andreas, who changes his position while still holding the two champagne glasses. "That's how you stay!"

In the meantime, Dominika has retrieved something else from her friend's bag and is walking back towards Johannes, who is stuck there helplessly awaiting his fate on the tree.

"Look, Johannes, what we made," she holds a round ribbon in front of my nose, from which several small green packets with fuses are hanging. "These are firecrackers, and guess where we're going to attach them now," she shouts in my face, laughing.

I suddenly get hot as I understand what she is up to and instinctively move frantically as if to free myself from my bondage.

"Well, does the rag get scared," I hear Sarah a few meters away, but now she also strides to me at the tree.

"He'll have to go through it for us," Dominika answers her with a grin.

"Oh God, I don't know...", I mutter. Eyes wide, I look at the construction, which I'm sure no one else has ever tested on themselves.

Dominika comes close to me, holds me by the chin with one hand, and tells me in a forceful and ice-cold voice, "You're here for our pleasure, and if we're going to light a fire under your ass or bang your balls off, you have to thank us for it, got it?!"

I nod and take a deep breath in and out.

"Good boy," Dominika then smiles at me.

"The loser is ready," she calls to Sarah with a laugh.

"Strap it on him then, come on, it's almost zero o'clock!" comes back impatiently from Sarah, who has already positioned herself in front of Andreas. "Just in time for the New Year, I want to show this jerk here what I wish him for the next year!", pointing at Andreas kneeling in front of her.

Dominika puts the ribbon, which has four large firecrackers on it, around my penis and testicles. She has to try around a bit, but then it sits tightly on me without being able to fall off. I look down at myself nervously and feel the explosives around my sex. Finally, my mistress gets four cigarettes and lights them all.

"So I can light the fuses all nice and at the same time too," she tells me with a nasty grin.

"Are you done? Thirty seconds to go," Sarah enthusiastically calls out to her friend.

"Yes, the cigarettes are burning, please count down then," she calls back and kneels down in front of me to hold the burning butts up to the fuses right away. She blows once more against the embers, which flare up in the breeze. I look up at the sky and pray it won't be too bad. Panic rises in me. I look to Andreas, who may suffer a far less dire fate, I think. Sarah is just taking the champagne glasses from him and joins us.

"I'm so excited to see how these things work," she says, looking enthusiastically at my junk.

"We'll blow his balls off, it'll be so much fun!" laughs Dominika.

"Fifteen seconds to go," Sarah says, glancing at her smartphone.

"On the count of five, I'm going to light this sucker on fire," Dominika retorts.

"10."

She moves closer to me, now has two cigarettes in each hand set up so that it roughly fits on the fuses as she moves even closer to me now.

"9."

"8."

"7."

"6."

She moves closer to the fuses with the burning embers and waits. I feel like I'm in hell. My fear is rising and my adrenaline at the same time. Their sadism is pushing me to my limits.

"5."

The fuses start to burn, I hear the crackling of the fire, I look down and see them burning slowly and about to reach their destination. Now I can't stop it. Everything is spinning inside me. I would like to leave, to give in to my instinct and just tear myself away. But that is no longer possible. Sarah quickly hands Dominika her champagne glass and sets it up in front of Andreas, who kneels next to us.

"4."

"3."

Dominika stands next to her and they both watch the spectacle spellbound.

"2."

"1."

The fire reaches its target. I hear several bangs form into one loud one. The bangs explode on my junk and my tail. An incredible pain reaches first my scrotum and then my penis. The pain spreads throughout my body. I scream like a banshee.

"AAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaah," a shrieking, desperate cry escapes my irritated throat. With my eyes closed, I shake desperately and as if out of my mind at my bondage. The pain doesn't want to stop. It feels as if my private parts are being charred in the fire, as if my penis is on fire and my scrotum is burning from the inside out. The embers still burn after.

"It's burning after, it's burning after!", I scream desperately. I can't see anything around me anymore. Why am I doing this to myself? An indescribable rage at myself spreads, the pain makes me cringe inside and yet the serotonin also rises in my head, because this cruelty, this brutal sadism of my mistress makes my Maso inclination spill over. In this mixture of feelings I scream my soul out of my body for my mistress, who has toasted with Sarah in the moment of my outrageous, indescribable pain.

"To us and that we have already worked off a resolution: To really spoil the beginning of the year for these morons," Dominika had said while laughing loudly.

"Here's to us," Sarah replied, barely containing herself, but then put her glass down directly and started kicking poor Andreas in the balls with her spiky studded heels at full force, and not exactly squeamishly.

Dominika comes running to me, tears down my bangers, which are still afterglow and bring me to the brink of despair and looks at the damage.

"This will make a nice scar," she laughs into my red, gasping-for-breath face. "Let's see if you can even use that anymore," pointing to the red, swollen something with the burn blisters dangling there between my legs, still burning like hell.

"Say Happy New Year," she calls to me with a laugh, "Go on!"

"Happy, New Year," I stammer with a contorted face as my mistress laughs her head off at me. I feel like a skewered suckling pig. Dominika's merciless laughter sticks in my ears. Slowly I calm down a little.

Meanwhile Andreas is writhing on the floor next to me. He is not much better off. The sharp, large rivets bore into his flesh again and again and are already slightly bloody. Sarah can hardly contain herself from laughing and enjoys watching her slave writhing there on the floor in front of her in New Year's Day in barely tolerable pain.

"Look at those two douchebags, they'll never forget this for the rest of their lives," she laughs out.

"Maybe one of them can't even use his dick anymore, it almost popped off," Dominika laughs gleefully.

"The scream of that one, was really horny. Shocking to the marrow," Sarah gloats.

"And the jerk down there won't come up at all," she points at Andreas.

"I'd say that was a wonderful start to the new year," Dominika toasts with her best friend.

"Let's see if they come back again," Sarah says with a grin.

"Oh sure, they never get enough of us," Dominika laughs, enjoying her champagne and the view of the two completely bruised slaves whose start to the year she has turned into a parade of pain.

This woman is unique and whoever dares to enter her care will be changed forever. I have definitely drawn my conclusion from this breathtaking New Year's Eve. I can't help but continue to serve her. My soul needs to be treated this way by a woman who revels in my suffering and enjoys my pain. I am trapped in my masochistic love for her and cannot get out of her web no matter what she does to me. My cock hurt for weeks after this ordeal. But this is my tribute to this divine sadistic woman who remains unsurpassed for me in her dominance, mercilessness and brutality.
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