

ORDINARY WOMEN, UNSPEAKABLE ACTS: THE WATCHER


Chapter 1


This story is as much a confession as it is a warning, I guess. I had intended it to be a warning to other wives who think it would be exciting to watch their husbands being tortured, but after reading what I've written here, it seems to be even more an attempt to justify what happened to us. Please bear with me while I start at the beginning.


Jeff and I had been married for just long enough to become frustrated with our sex life, which in our case was slightly less than seven years. I was thirty-three years old when we walked down the aisle, and he was just barely twenty-two. He had graduated from college about two weeks before the ceremony, and I was one of his teachers during his time as a student. We were able to keep our affair secret, and even our marriage was unknown to most of our acquaintances, since we didn't announce it, and it had been done at a wedding chapel in Las Vegas.


I don't know if Jeff saw me as a mother figure, or he was simply attracted to older women. It really didn't matter, since the outcome was the same. During our "courtship" I was always in charge, seemingly continuing the teacher-student relationship in our private lives. I always decided when he would come to my house, which was the only place we could meet in private, and when I decided it was time for us to initiate sexual intercourse, of course I was the one who took the initiative.


When Jeff's graduation was a sure thing, I told him that it was time for us to get married, and that we were going to drive to Las Vegas for the ceremony and our honeymoon. He was not at all shocked by my announcement, but merely said, "I'm glad".


Since I knew there would be problems, in the social sense as well as the professional, with me marrying a former student who was eleven years my junior, I decided to resign from my position at the college and seek a similar job in another state. That proved to be the simplest part of the process, since there always seems to be a demand for qualified teachers of Business Administration, especially if they helped the college meet the "quota" of females who are also Hispanic.


Following the ceremony at the wedding chapel, we hit the hot spots in Vegas for about a week, and then drove to our new city in north-central California. Jeff would be working for a communications company there, and I would be teaching in the local college. We had decided that he would state his age as 28, which was certainly believable, since he looked much more mature than his actual age of 22.


Like many Hispanic women, my appearance suggested that I was actually younger than my true age, and we did nothing to disabuse people of that notion. All in all, there were probably some of our acquaintances who thought that my husband was a couple of years younger than I, but it was certainly not worth noting.


Our sex life was varied and interesting during the first two years, and Jeff was never reluctant, and in fact seemed almost eager, to experiment in that arena. Given his submissiveness to me, it was only natural that we gravitated more and more toward a sex life that featured bondage and discipline. Many were the times when he was tied to the bed, with various sex toys being used on him. Far from feeling reluctance or pain during our sessions, he was always eager for more. His cock was always at it longest and hardest when I was attaching the clamps and stretchers to it, and on many occasions he would beg me to "punish" him even more.


As is usual in this sort of situation, we became more involved with our chosen lifestyle. By the fourth year of our marriage, he was being routinely suspended by his wrists in our garage, with clamps attached to his nipples and balls, and the weights suspended from them becoming heavier and heavier. He had begun bringing home S&M magazines by the time we had been married for five years, and they seemed to cause him to become even more entranced by the thought of being sexually tortured.


It was during our sixth year of experimenting with this lifestyle that we ordered a mean-looking black leather whip, known as a "cat", from an advertisement in one of the magazines. As soon as it was delivered, Jeff almost demanded that I use it on him. He was soon once again hanging in the garage, with clamps and weights attached to his nipples and genitals, and I was "threatening" to whip him if he didn't behave. Of course he didn't comply with my demands, and his punishment was soon underway.


It was then that I seemed to meet some sort of mental barrier. Everything we had done up to that point had been just as arousing for me as it had been for him. The whipping, though, was another matter altogether. I think it was the sight of blood seeping from the stripes on his butt that turned me off, but I'm not completely sure about that. Whatever it was, I lost my ardor. Jeff sensed right away that I was no longer as aroused as he was, but the fire in his ass was driving him to new heights of passion. He begged me to please whip him in front, and as I reluctantly did so, his ejaculation was probably the most intense he'd ever had.


It was my usual practice to lower him to the floor and then sit on his face so he could eat me to climax. Even though I was not nearly as hot as before, I did that, and soon his tongue was eagerly licking my pussy. I was sitting on his mouth, facing his crotch, as usual. Normally I would either slap his cock and balls or jerk on the clamps and weights to further arouse myself. Since he had already ejaculated, his penis would be only semi-hard, but that never seemed to reduce his attentions to my crotch.


Following the whipping session, his cock was still rock hard, even though he'd climaxed only a few minutes before. The thought of how aroused he was, combined with his tongue work, began to restore my arousal. When I was close to cumming, I again visualized him being whipped, but for some reason, in my mind the person wielding the whip was a neighbor woman. It seemed that just the simple thought of Jeff being whipped by someone else, while I watched, was all it took to push me over the edge, and I ground my pussy into his face with the intensity of my orgasm.


That experience set the pattern for our love play for several weeks. I would stretch him, clamp his nipples and balls, and then attach heavy weights to them. I would then drape the thongs of the whip across various parts of his body (use your imagination). That would always drive him to new heights of arousal, and he said one time that it seemed to do the same for me. What he didn't know was that I was fantasizing about sitting in a nearby chair, watching him being tortured by another woman. By the time the whip was actually used as intended, I was completely convinced that I was merely an observer, and not a participant. The simple fantasy allowed me to become just as aroused as my husband, and it never took more than a few flicks of his tongue to bring me off.


The real turning point in our relationship entered our home with another magazine that he brought. That one was the most extreme of any we'd read so far, and some of the tortures described in it were so far beyond what we were doing that they boggled my mind. Far too many of the stories and pictures were concerned with females being tortured, as neither of us had any interest whatsoever in that part of sex play. There were a couple of the stories, though, that had the "proper" orientation of women torturing men, and those were the ones we read immediately.


The story that changed our lives forever described various punishments being inflicted on a man. It started out with descriptions of things that were very similar to what we had been doing for a few years by that time, and then escalated to the next level, where the punishments became tortures, and the marks left on the man's body were permanent.


Jeff and I were lying side-by-side on the bed as I read the story aloud, with both of us undressed. That was the usual way we began our sessions, and by the time I would take him to the garage, we were both very aroused. This instance seemed to be progressing as usual, as evidenced by his erect penis jerking back and forth with a bead of pre-cum on the tip, and my own moistening vagina.


As I turned the page and we began reading the description of what the woman was doing to her husband, Jeff seemed to become almost unconscious with his arousal. He began to moan and move his hips up and down in short movements. As his hand began to stray towards his cock (always a no-no), I had to slap it away more than once. He appeared to me to be deep in some sort of fantasy, and was almost unaware of my presence.


The part of the story we were reading was also making me hot, although it didn't have quite the extreme effect on me that it did on Jeff. In the paragraphs we were reading, the man was hung by his wrists, similar to the way I suspended my husband in the garage. However, what came after that was far beyond anything I'd ever thought of doing. In the story, the woman had used a spreader bar to hold the man's legs far apart. She had then used a razor knife to open his sac by slitting it along one side, after which one of his balls had been forced out. After performing several interesting and bizarre tortures on the exposed nut, she'd used the knife to cut it off.


As I finished reading that sentence, Jeff hugged me as hard as he could and repeated over and over, "Please. Please."


As I pulled away slightly and looked into his eyes, I could tell he was deep into a fantasy, and probably didn't even know where he was. I have to admit that reading about what the other woman had done to her husband made me very hot also, but not nearly so much as it had Jeff. His mouth was hanging open and his breathing was ragged. I knew that he was just seconds away from cumming, and based on past experience, I knew that if I asked him a question then he'd have no reservations in answering it.


I asked, "Do you want that? Do you want that done to you?"


He was barely able to speak, but finally gasped out, "Yes. Please do it."


Even as aroused as I was, it never occurred to me to do such a thing to him. However, the more I thought about watching it being done to him, the hotter I got. Again I fantasized that I was sitting in a chair, watching Jeff suspended by his wrists and undergoing various tortures given to him by another woman. This time, though, his legs were tied widespread.


As the woman approached my husband, holding a razor knife in her hand, I pushed Jeff onto his back and mounted his penis. The thing hadn't even fully entered my pussy before it was spurting its cum. As soon as his spasms stopped, and even though his cock was still rock hard, I moved quickly to sit on his mouth so that he could lick me to orgasm. When, in my fantasy, Jeff's sac was opened and the ball removed, I began to climax, and it seemed to go on forever.


Finally I moved off his face and lay beside him on the bed. His dick was still fully erect, and his hips were bucking. His training never failed, and he was able to keep his hands off the thing. At last I took pity on him and gave him permission to jack off. I'm sure that it required fewer than half a dozen strokes before he was once again spurting.


We never made it to the garage that night, since we were both so exhausted by our orgasms that we fell asleep immediately. It had been our practice to have "normal" sexual relations once or twice during the week, and then have our garage sessions on Saturday night. That schedule was changed slightly over the next few days, since just reading the story aloud to Jeff got him incredibly turned on, and my thinking of watching another woman do that to him had pretty much the same effect on me.


As time went by, the story's effect on us began to lessen, as could be predicted. Even the hottest fantasies will pale with time, and that applied to this one also. It was about that time that we discovered the darker side of the Internet, as it related to sex anyway. While surfing one night, Jeff found a Website dedicated to female domination, and by clicking a succession of links to other sites, soon arrived at one that was concerned with the more extreme aspects of that lifestyle.


Our computer is in my study, and I was in there at the same time catching up on some schoolwork, so that I'd be ready for classes the following day. We had been chatting back and forth every now and then, but after awhile I noticed that he was very quiet. When I looked at him, I could see him staring at the screen, apparently fascinated by what he was seeing there.


I walked over behind him to see what was so intriguing to him, and was stunned when I saw what he was looking at.


The computer was displaying a short movie of a man lying on a table, with his legs held widespread by leather straps. The camera was focused tightly on his crotch, and as I watched, the man's sac was opened and then removed, leaving his balls lying unprotected on the tabletop. Something like string was then tied around the tubes that connected the balls to the man's body, and before I had time to even grasp what was happening, a knife was used to castrate the "victim".


Jeff was moving as if in a dream, and his hand slowly clicked the mouse to start the movie clip over once more. Again we watched as the castration was repeated. By that time, I was very aroused by what was happening on the screen, and I began to fantasize that it was Jeff secured to the table, and his balls that were being removed.


Almost without thinking, I ordered him to get undressed and lie on the floor. I almost bested him in the disrobing "contest", and as soon as he was in position, mounted his cock. Again, no more than the head of the thing was in me before he was cumming. Again, I quickly moved to his face so he could lick and suckle my pussy to cause my own orgasm.


As we lay side by side on the floor a few minutes later, I whispered, "Did you like what you saw on the computer?" He struggled to speak, almost as if afraid to confess his innermost thoughts. Finally he whispered in return, "Yes". After a short pause, I said quietly, "Maybe it'll happen someday if you wish hard enough." That seemed to awaken him from his after-sex stupor, and he turned on his side and hugged me fiercely. I could feel his still-hard cock pressing against my leg, and knew that his fantasy was still uppermost in his mind. My own passion had cooled by then, and as I stood to get back to work, I told him to go to the bathroom and jack off if he wanted. He wasted no time in leaving the room to do just that.


As I sat at my desk trying to get back to work, my mind simply refused to cooperate. I replayed over and over the video we had watched so shortly before. I simply couldn't understand my fascination with thinking of my husband being castrated by another woman, but there was no denying that it was a powerful sexual fantasy. At that time, I was utterly convinced that it would never be anything more than a fantasy.


In the weeks following that incident, Jeff continued to search the Internet for Websites that catered to our shared fascination. He used our credit card to become a member of several of the sites, which allowed us to read stories about, and even see photos and movies of, the subject that had become our fixation. After reading and seeing those things, it was more than we could do to delay our orgasms long enough to give us time to get to the garage. It was probably more than a month after viewing the first movie clip before we again were out there, with Jeff suspended by his wrists, and me using our toys on him. My constant fantasy was of me sitting in a nearby chair watching those things being done to him, and I'm sure his was of me being the one doing them. It didn't seem to matter that we weren't sharing the same fantasy. The result was always the same: our orgasms.


As always seems to happen with sexual fantasies, ours began to pale after a few months. It was taking longer and longer for us to climax while visualizing our wet dreams, and I knew that I was wanting more, and was sure that Jeff was also.


It was that situation that led me to consider responding to an advertisement that had been placed on several of the Websites that we had been using.


Chapter 2

The advertisement was simple enough. The layout showed a landscape photograph of a beautiful setting, dominated by a large Spanish-style building. It could have been a typical ad for a vacation resort anywhere in the world. What made it different was the name of the resort, La Casa del Tormento. Since Spanish is my mother tongue, I knew that it translated to English as, "The House of Torture". Everything below that part of the display confirmed the name of the place. The text was headlined with, "Bring your lover, your wife, or your husband to us. We offer a full range of discipline and training, and can cater to any tastes, no matter how extreme."

There were two stylized photos at the bottom of the advertisement that left no doubt as to the nature of the training offered. The first showed an older man standing beside a kneeling, naked younger woman. In one hand he was holding the end of a leash which was fastened to a collar around the woman's neck. In his other hand, he held a riding crop. The red stripes on her back left no doubt that the crop had been recently used.

The other photo was almost identical, except that the roles were reversed. A severe-looking woman of approximately my age was holding the leash of a naked younger man, and his back also displayed the same marks. I knew then that I'd found the place we had been looking for.

I don't know how long I sat there staring at the screen before I made up my mind to contact the resort and request more details. Uppermost in my mind was personal security. If our sexual lives were to be made public, we would have to leave town to escape the shame and humiliation of the exposure. There could be no hint as to our fantasy, and what we were doing to satisfy it. I knew that if there were any doubt as to the security of the contact, I'd simply not make it.

The ad suggested three ways of establishing contact. The first was to call their toll-free number, which I rejected immediately. I knew that the telephone company keeps records of all calls, and that the records could be subpoenaed by any police organization. That made that method a no-no to me.

The second way involved writing a letter and mailing it to the resort. Again, I rejected that because of security concerns.

The third procedure was the one I elected to use. It involved using the e-mail address provided in the advertisement. I was sure that method would be the most secure, and if I were careful to cover my tracks, would prove almost impossible to trace to me.

I mentioned in the first chapter that my work is as a teacher of Business Administration. Because of that, I'm familiar with the use of computers, although mainly as they are used in a business setting. Internet security is another matter entirely, and for that I had to rely on a conversation I had recently heard at our faculty lounge. Most of the talking had been done by a man from the Computer Science Department and an acquaintance of mine who worked in the college library.

The librarian had opened the conversation by referring to the Patriot Act, which had recently been passed. One provision of that act allows police agencies to obtain patron records from local libraries. My friend said that sort of thing went against every principle that librarians honored, and she told us what her organization was doing to restrict such access.

Since the police were mainly interested in records related to a patron's use of the computers for Internet access, the library directed most of its efforts to that area. Each computer was already networked, of course, and that made it easy to perform identical operations on each machine, provided one had administrator access. That made it relatively simple for the librarian to do a central hard drives reformat and then re-install the operating system. My friend said it was their practice to do that before closing the library for the night, and then each computer would be "clean" when the building opened in the morning.

That made the choice of a library computer obvious to me, and so the next weekend found me seated before a private terminal in our local public library. I had written down the address of the resort and was prepared to contact it as per their directions. However, there was one other thing that I knew had to be done, and that precaution was also a result of the conversation I'd heard.

The Computer Science teacher said that virtually any e-mail letter could be traced to the server where it originated, and for that reason anyone who desired to remain anonymous should use an Internet-based mail service. He had mentioned several names, and I chose the one I recalled. In a matter of minutes I had established my new account, using made-up information, of course, and soon my letter requesting further information about their services was sent. I mentioned in my letter that I would like to bring my husband to them for possible "modification", knowing that was the code phrase used in many Websites when referring to our fantasy. Hopefully, they would understand just what it was that I wanted, and would respond accordingly.

The next day, I returned to the library, and again used one of their computers to access the Internet. There was a letter in the Inbox of my online mail account, and I anxiously opened it. It began:

Senora,

Thank you for contacting La Casa del Tormento regarding your needs. Let me assure you that we offer every possible service you could desire in proceeding with your husband's modification.

We have available three levels of modifications, and I have listed them here with the prices for each. Please note that those prices are for the modification only. In addition, there will be a charge of $100 per day, per person, while you stay with us. Most of the modifications will require a recuperation time of at least a week, although you should allow more time if certain other treatments are applied to your husband.

You may choose to enjoy our facilities at your leisure while our staff performs the modifications. If you choose to participate, you may watch us perform the procedure, you may assist us, or you may perform the procedure yourself, with assistance from us. The charges will be the same, no matter your choice.

Our prices are as follows:

Partial castration - $1,000

Total castration - $1,500

Penectomy - $2,000

Total nullification - $3,000

We require a deposit of $500 be made to confirm your reservations with us. If you choose to do so, you may visit our secure server at https://www.xxxxxx.com. Please specify the date you wish to arrive, the type of modification to be performed on your husband, and any other treatments you wish applied to him. Please be assured that you will be allowed to make additions or changes to your requests when you have had a chance to inspect our facilities.

I don't know how many times I re-read that letter, but I seemed like I sat there for hours absorbing all the nuances. I wanted to print it for later reading, but was too concerned with the privacy issues to do that. It was simply amazing to me that such things as castration and penis removal would be discussed in a letter sent to a stranger, and that there was even a price schedule established for doing such things to a man. My brain seemed to be in a fog then, and I knew that I couldn't trust myself to make any decisions before I recovered my composure. For that reason, I left the letter on the service's server, and told myself to not make any choices or take any actions for at least a week.

Our session that night was certainly memorable, for Jeff as well as me. I kept him in the garage for several hours, torturing him endlessly but not allowing him to cum. When I felt the need, I'd lower him to the floor and make him lick me to orgasm. As soon as I'd recovered, back up he went for the next round. Over and over, I visualized sitting in a chair and watching as his testicles and penis were slowly and painfully removed. Each new fantasy was more detailed, more agonizing to him, than the first. When I finally whipped his crotch long enough for him to climax, his erection did not subside at all. His case of blue balls must have been the worst he'd ever had, and I finally took pity on the poor man and allowed him to jack off. After we had both recovered enough, we made our way to bed to sleep exhaustedly until late morning.

I never did tell Jeff during that time just what sort of plans I was making. Part of it was that I wanted it to be a surprise for him, but the biggest reason was that it simply never occurred to me to ask his opinion, or his advice, on the matter. Our lifestyle had been based on him being totally subservient to me for several years now, and I saw no reason to change that at this time. I guess it was a case of, "If it's not broken, don't fix it". I never thought that he would try to get out of the situation if he knew what I was planning, or would try to change my mind. By that time in our relationship, he was my literal slave, even if we kept secret that part of our lives.

By the time the next weekend arrived, I had made my decision regarding our visit to the resort. I again visited the library, re-read the letter, and then clicked the link to the secure Website. Entering my credit card information was very simple, and almost immediately the transaction was confirmed. I was assigned a six-digit number that was to be used when checking in at the front desk of the resort, and assumed that was done to protect my privacy. I liked that part a lot.

My next step was to write the letter stating when we would arrive, and just what sort of "treatments" and "modifications" I wished to be applied to Jeff. I had been formulating that letter for a few days by that time, and it was quickly written. My requests were simple and easily stated: I wanted to watch my husband being tortured by another woman (or women). I wanted him to feel the pain of being clamped, stretched, and whipped. Finally, I wanted to watch one of his balls being removed. That pretty well summed it up, and seemed simple enough to me. He and I could both live our fantasies, and at the end he'd still be able to enjoy his remaining "toys".

I specified our arrival time as being in approximately six weeks. By then the school year would be over, and I would be free for about three weeks before the start of the summer session. Jeff's annual vacation was two weeks in length, and I had already told him to schedule it for that time. The resort was located in Mexico, less than 100 miles below Tijuana, which meant that it was about 700 miles from our home. We could drive that easily in two days, since nearly the entire trip would be on Interstate 5.

I planned for us to spend the first night in a motel at the approximate halfway point, and there Jeff would spend his next-to-last night as a whole man. I would allow him to have "normal" sex with me, but I wondered if either of us could get excited about that sort of thing anymore. Maybe we'd end up just rolling over and going to sleep. I guessed that my secret knowledge of the true purpose of our trip would allow me to become as aroused as usual, and maybe my arousal would stimulate his.

Time has never flowed more slowly for me than it did in those six weeks. After two or three weeks, our sessions began to pale for me. I wanted more than ever to live my fantasy, and now that the time was nearly at hand, just imagining it was no longer good enough. Jeff was still enthusiastic during our visits to the garage, but I knew that he could sense my lack of concentration. Several times, I almost told him what was planned for him, but at the last moment was able to bite my tongue.

Finally the anticipated day arrived, and we loaded our suitcases and travel supplies into our SUV and headed for the highway. Jeff took the first stint behind the wheel, and we were soon underway, heading south toward our vacation in beautiful Mexico, ostensibly to visit the land of my ancestors, and maybe locate some long-lost relatives. As far as Jeff knew, that was all that was planned, and I said nothing to enlighten him.

As Jeff drove, I began to talk about all the Websites we'd visited during the past year. I recounted the various stories we'd read together, and the photos and drawings we'd looked at. As I described in detail all the things that had been done to the men in the stories and photos, he became more and more aroused. At one point, I reached over to him and unzipped his trousers. I reached inside his undershorts and withdrew his erection, letting it stand free to demonstrate his arousal. After several minutes of describing one particularly painful session that we'd read about, a drop of pre-cum formed on the tip of his penis, and it was soon spread over the lower portion of the steering wheel. As a transport truck passed us, I heard its horn blaring loudly. Looking up at the driver, who was then right beside us, I saw him signal a "thumbs up", and knew that he had seen what was going on in our car.

Nothing of any real importance happened during that day's drive. We spent the night in a motel about 300 miles north of the Mexican border, and Jeff did seem to enjoy the sex we had. I hadn't brought any toys to use on him, but apparently my story-telling efforts during the day had served to get him as aroused as necessary. As I sat on his mouth after he had climaxed inside my pussy, I tried to call up my fantasy so that I could also climax. Nothing happened with it, though, and I finally gave up after deciding that at this stage, nothing but the real thing would suffice. I knew that I could certainly wait for a couple more days to cum, and that delay would probably just make it better for me.

The next day passed pretty much as had the first. Jeff took the first duty behind the wheel, and I again used my story-telling ability to get him turned on and erect, after which his penis was again allowed to breathe fresh air. I was driving when we reached the border, and decided that he should probably put his little thing back in his pants before we passed through the customs station. The Mexican official there seemed to be impressed by my fluent use of his language, and my obvious command presence. With little delay, he waved us through, and we were at last in the country where Jeff's last moments as a whole man would be spent.

We soon reached the turnoff that would take us to the connecting road that would take us to the highway that would take us to the part of Mexico where the resort is located. Sorry to carry on like that, but that's just the way the road system is down south. Those of us who live in the States usually don't appreciate just how good our road system actually is. It's only when we travel to a foreign country that we notice the contrast.

Jeff was driving when we at last came within sight of the entrance to the resort. I was impressed by the well-kept fence that surrounded the acreage, and by the guarded gate at the mouth of the driveway. As the attendant left his booth, I motioned him to my window and gave him the six-digit number that had been assigned to me. He returned to his post, spoke briefly into a telephone there, and then hurried to open the gate. As we drove through, he called out, "Enjoy your stay, Senora". I smiled and thought inwardly that I planned to do just exactly that.

Chapter 3

The drive from the gate to the building took about two minutes, and it was along a tree-lined lane that completely blocked any view of our surroundings. We were less than one hundred yards from the resort when we at last cleared the trees, and the building came in to full view. It was beautiful, even more so than the photograph in the advertisement, and definitely much larger than I had imagined. The place simply reeked of money, and I knew that it must be a very successful business. Apparently Jeff and I were members of a very large group of people who required the sort of services that were provided here.

Before the car had even come to a full stop in the parking lot, there was an attendant standing beside my door, waiting for it to be unlocked so he could open it for me. He greeted me in a very respectful manner, using halting English. I replied in Spanish, and was rewarded by his smile. Our bags were carried to the door of the building, which a uniformed doorman held open as he bowed us through. So far the service had been impressive, and I hoped that it would continue to be so.

It was mid-afternoon when we arrived, and as soon as we checked in and were escorted to our room, we decided to stroll the grounds of the resort. We had walked less than five minutes before the heat of the day proved exhausting to us, so we decided to return to our room and observe the time-honored custom of "siesta". That's what we were doing when a subdued knocking on our door awakened me.

I was about half awake when I opened the door, and was greeted by a beautiful woman who was a few years younger than I. Her flashing brown eyes and raven-black hair told me immediately that she and I shared a common ancestry, and when she spoke quietly to me in Spanish, I responded in kind. Everything I write of our conversations has been translated to English, for the benefit of my readers who don't share my knowledge of the beautiful language of my forefathers.

She said, "Greetings, Senora. I am Maria. I've been assigned to assist you in every way possible during your stay here. Your session has been scheduled to start at approximately this time tomorrow, in order that your husband can be properly prepared in the meantime. Is he ready to accompany my assistants to the preparation room?"

I was befuddled for a few moments, both due to my recent nap and the unexpected question. I hadn't realized that Jeff would need "preparation" for the session, but was certainly willing to defer to the practices followed by these people, who had done this many times. I said simply, "I'll get him now. Will he need to take anything?"

She replied that he needed to take nothing at all, as everything would be supplied. She then asked me to bring him to the door and instruct him to follow her orders, and those of the two assistants who were waiting in the hallway, to the letter and without hesitation. I smiled at that, glad to see that my wishes were being followed, and that other women would be in charge of Jeff's punishment.

Jeff came awake as I shook his shoulder, seemingly as groggy as I had been a few moments before. I told him to get off the bed and follow me to the door. He was momentarily surprised when he saw Maria, and it took him a couple of seconds to respond when she introduced herself and held out her hand. As soon as the handshake was completed, she looked directly at me and waited. I realized immediately what was expected of me, and said, "Jeff, you are to follow any and all orders that Maria, or any other woman here, gives to you. There must be no hesitation at all. Assume that any orders they give you came directly from me, and act accordingly. Do not shame me. Do you understand?"

I could see understanding dawn on his face, and knew that he was beginning to realize this was no ordinary vacation. He quickly accepted the situation, nodded his head, and said, "Yes. I understand."

Maria then directed her attention to my husband, and issued her first order. "Remove all your clothing now. Do it quickly."

I was very proud of Jeff when he didn't hesitate, or even look to me for confirmation of the strange order. Instead, he removed his shirt, bent down to peel off his socks, unbuckled his belt and stepped out of his trousers, and finally removed his undershorts. His penis was shrunken due to the strangeness of the situation, and I saw Maria glance at it with a large smirk on her face. Finally she shook her head and motioned to her two assistants who were standing in the hallway. She said, "Go with them. Do exactly as they say. Do you understand?"

Again he nodded his head, then said, "Yes. I understand."

One of the women stepped behind Jeff and reached into a pocket of the pants she was wearing. She brought out a pair of handcuffs, pulled his arms behind his back, and secured his wrists together. The women then took ahold of his elbows, one on each side of him, and walked down the hallway.

As Maria closed the door, I asked her, "What does the preparation involve?"

She smiled warmly, then replied, "The things you have requested be done to your husband will prove quite painful and stressful to him. In order to avoid any unpleasant 'accidents', he must be thoroughly clean inside and out. During the next few hours, several enemas will be administered, and he'll be given a drug that will cause his bladder to empty completely. He will be shaved over his entire body, except for his head. Unless you prefer that part be shaved also?" She looked questioningly at me, and I shook my head before replying, "No. He'll need to look as normal as possible when we get back to our home, so leave that part."

She nodded, then continued, "He'll be given a powerful, but short-lived tranquilizer, as soon as the initial preparations are complete. That will cause him to sleep for several hours, at which time he'll be awakened for the final steps in the preparation. We want him to be well rested, don't we? Otherwise he'd be unable to fully enjoy what's in store for him." We both laughed at that, and I again visualized Jeff hanging by his wrists, his sac open and one ball dangling, ready to be removed. I sincerely hoped that he'd be able to enjoy the session as much as I anticipated doing, but knew that it would proceed either way.

Maria then said, "Approximately one hour before the session is to begin, your husband will be given two drugs by our resident doctor. The first will reduce the effects of shock, and make it virtually impossible for him to pass out, no matter how much pain is given to him." She could see that I wanted to ask a question, and paused.

I asked, "Do you mean that he won't be able to feel as much pain as he normally would? Is that why he won't pass out?"

She smiled, then answered, "He'll not only be able to feel as much pain as ever, but the drug will actually increase his perception of it. What used to be only a bee sting will now be as painful as the plunge of a knife blade. It is a wonderful drug, no?"

I nodded my head, then smiled as I thought of how apt was the reference to a knife blade. I then said, "You mentioned a second drug would also be give to him. What will it do?"

She answered by saying, "Many men seem to find it difficult to maintain their erection while they are being castrated. I don't understand why, since I've always found it very exciting and arousing." She paused while we both joined in laughter, then continued, "The second drug is similar to a very strong dose of Viagra, in that it will serve to harden his penis and keep it that way no matter what. However, it also has a secondary effect of preventing a man's orgasm. No matter how excited he becomes, no matter how much he wants to cum, his body simply won't cooperate. In many ways, it is that part that's the worst torture of all, don't you agree?"

I was quick to agree with her assessment, remembering our recent session in the garage the day I had received the first letter from the resort. I had over and over brought Jeff to the brink of his climax, then denied it. After that had been done a couple of times, he simply became an unreasoning animal. He begged to be allowed to cum; he promised me anything if I would only let him do it; he pleaded with me to whip him harder. Given that he'd be feeling an increased level of stimulation during the upcoming session, but would be unable to orgasm, I was sure that he'd be driven completely out of his senses. I think I had a greater understanding right then of the old adage about a man's brain being centered in his crotch. It certainly made them very easy for a woman to control, if she knew which strings to pull.

I asked Maria if I would see her again before the session, assuming that our present meeting was about to end. She smiled and replied, "Senora, I am assigned to you as long as you are here. It's my duty to see that you lack nothing, and that your every wish and desire is met. You may dismiss me if you want, but I hope that you won't, since that would imply that you're dissatisfied with me."

I quickly stated that I was certainly not dissatisfied, but I questioned how the resort could afford to assign someone to serve me full time when I was being charged only $100 per day. She smiled wryly, then responded, "$100 is an impossible fortune to most of the people in this part of the country. An entire family can be fed on $1.00 per day. A very nice house can be rented for less than $25 per month. People come from miles around to beg for the chance to work here at the resort. It's for that reason, more than any other, that the grounds are fenced and patrolled. Never fear, Senora. I am well paid to attend you."

I had no response to that, but was certain that she was telling the truth. The standard of living in the States, and the daily incomes there, seem unbelievably high to many people in other countries. I suppose I had known that also applied to Mexico, but it was now being stated plainly and clearly by this beautiful young woman who planned to act as my personal servant during the next few days.

Seeing that I had no further questions, Maria said, "I'm sure you're hot and tired from your trip. Please let me bathe you now. The tub was filled prior to your arrival, and it should be at the proper temperature now."

I was momentarily taken aback by the thought of being "bathed" by another person, especially an attractive young woman. It took me only a couple of seconds, though, to accept the situation with the philosophy of, "When in Rome, do as Romans do", and I nodded to indicate my agreement.

Maria then asked me to follow her to the bathroom, and I did so. As we entered the room, I saw what appeared to be a large round tub with several openings spaced evenly around the edge, and below the surface of the water. I recognized it as a run-of-the-mill hot tub, and was assured by the familiarity, since Jeff and I had a similar thing on our deck at home. This one was of similar size also, looking as if four people could fit comfortably in it.

When she reached out to me and started to unbutton my blouse, I lifted my hand to brush hers away. Before the action could be completed, though, I dropped the hand to my side, determined to accept whatever new and strange things unfolded on this one-of-a-kind vacation.

As soon as my blouse fell to the floor, Maria knelt in front of me and removed my stockings. When she reached to my waistband, I again made a slight movement to stop her, but as before did not complete it. My pants were soon laying on the floor by my other clothes, leaving only my panties still clothing me. Without hesitation, she hooked her fingers in their waistband and slowly worked them down, until I was standing before her completely in the nude.

She smiled pleasantly, then said, "You are very beautiful, Senora. Your husband is a lucky man to have a woman like you to care for him." When I thought of what that "care" would bring to him tomorrow, I had to smile. Then, as I quickly thought that Jeff wanted this just as much as I, if not more, I realized that Maria was entirely correct. Jeff could have easily been trapped in a marriage to a woman who would refuse to give him what he wanted, and what he so very much needed. When I thought about it, I realized that he was indeed very lucky to have a wife who would do this for him, and I nodded my head to indicate my agreement with her appraisal.

She then stood, took my hand, and assisted me as I stepped into the tub. She said, "In order to bathe you properly, I must also be in the tub. Allow me to join you." She did not hesitate for my permission, but instead began to undress herself. As she removed her clothing, I could not help but look at what was being revealed. Her body was almost perfect in proportion, and the overall effect was of great beauty. Never before had I thought that the sight of a nude woman would be pleasing to me, but it certainly was in this situation.

As she settled onto the molded-in seat in the tub, Maria pressed the switch on the edge that turned on the water pump. Soon the soothing streams of water were being forced from the jets, and I could feel them massaging my body. I smiled lazily and allowed myself to slump back against the backrest and enjoy the massage to the fullest. The other woman was seated almost opposite me, and through half-closed eyes I could see her also relaxing.

We chatted easily for several minutes, each asking about the other's life. I had no qualms about revealing how Jeff and I had met, and where we lived now. It seemed very natural to talk to Maria, and at no time did I feel at all uneasy, even though this was the first time in my life that I'd been this close to another woman when we were both in the nude. She had a way about her of putting me at ease, and our conversation was pleasant.

At one point, I asked her how she had come to work in a place like the resort. In answer, she said, "My family, like most others in this area, was very poor. La Casa is just about the only employer around here that pays good wages, so naturally everyone tries to find employment with it. Both my parents had begged for jobs, as had my two brothers. When I was almost 13 years old, I too came to the gate begging for a job."

"It was my good fortune that the manager was at that moment driving through the gate. She told me later that she was impressed with my beauty, as well as a maturity beyond my years. She interviewed me on the spot, and then brought me to La Casa in her car. I was put to work doing menial cleaning jobs, but even that brought in more money in a week than my father was able to make in two months. When I began to send home an income like that, I became the star of the family."

"I made up my mind to impress the manager, and worked as hard as I could. At that time, I simply had no idea what really went on here, but as the months went by, the things I saw and overheard convinced me that this was not the usual type of tourist resort. There were many times that I saw nude people, both men and women, walking on the grounds or in the building. In nearly all the cases, the nude person was either handcuffed or was wearing a collar and leash. I probably don't have to tell you how far beyond my experience such things were. However, rather than shocking or offending me, those sights seemed to be strangely exciting. I was at that time well past puberty, and my breasts and pubic hair were growing."

"I'll never forget the first time I saw a man being whipped. A woman I presumed to be his wife was leading him around the grounds. He had apparently done something to anger her, and she ordered him to hug one of the trees while she used her whip on his backside. When he finally turned around, his penis was monstrously erect. That night, as I lay in my bed, my hand was busy in my crotch while I relived that sight."

"After that, I began to deliberately seek out such sights and sounds. Believe me, they're not hard to find here, as you can imagine. Now that I was looking for them, I began to see such things more frequently. Although there were many instances of women being punished by their men, that was never exciting to me. While I would barely glance at such a thing, I would stop and stare any time a man was being abused. In my bedtime thoughts, more and more it became me doing those things to men."

"After I had worked here about a year, I was promoted to the job of novice assistant, like the two women you saw take your husband away for preparation earlier today. I learned quickly what is involved in preparing a man, or a woman for that matter, for the torture chamber. I soon became skilled at shaving a person's body, and that provided many detailed anatomy lessons for me, as you can imagine. Since the assistants do their work in the nude, I learned just how exciting the sight of a naked 14-year-old girl can be for a man. I rarely saw a penis that wasn't erect, and I was struck by how much variation there is in the things. I've seen them smaller than 4" long, and I'll always remember the one that was measured at almost 14" long. I have to admit that the bigger ones are much more fun to torture."

Here we both laughed, and I agreed that the thought of living with a man with a 4" cock seemed pretty sad. Soon I again prompted her to continue with her story.

She began again, "The novice assistants do not enter the torture chambers, other than to escort the 'victims' there. I guess that their tastes aren't sophisticated enough for that just yet. At any rate, I worked as a novice for almost a year before my first invitation. I did nothing that time but hand the various 'toys' to the torturer, but even that was very exciting to me. The sight of those things being done to a man, and the sound of his cries of pain, caused me to orgasm just by squeezing my legs together. I began to live for those few short hours in the chamber, and hoped that someday I'd be promoted so that I could actually be the one who was giving that pain and torment."

"I'll never forget the first session I conducted, even though it was over ten years ago. It was a man of ordinary proportions, which around here means a cock about 6"-7" long. I had helped with his preparation, and was escorting him to the chamber for his session. Just as we approached the door, the manager rushed up to me and said that the woman who was to conduct the session had fallen ill with food poisoning, and asked if I felt that I could substitute for her. I knew that my chance had come, but I was still uneasy about being the person responsible."

"The manager reassured me that I was ready for the job, saying that she had observed me several times and could tell that I always became sexually aroused while watching a man being tortured. She said that enthusiasm was the main requirement for the job, and I certainly had that. I admitted I liked seeing men being tortured, and that was that. At that moment, I became a torturer. It's amazing how simple the job really is, for those of us who enjoy it. All I have to do is experiment with various toys until I find the ones that cause the most pain. Then I continue using them until the session ends."

I found Maria's recounting of her life story to be very interesting, and maybe even exciting. I had never considered a life dedicated to torturing men, but knew that it was certainly exciting when I did it to my husband. Perhaps it would be even more so when one had a continuous parade of men to take to the chamber. In any case, Maria certainly seemed to enjoy doing what she was doing, and it was obvious that she was well suited to the job.

I then asked, "What is your favorite toy to use on a man? Or do you like all of them?"

She smiled warmly, then her face assumed a dreamy, reflective look. Finally she replied, "It's true that all the toys are amusing and exciting at times, but there is one that's my favorite. Just thinking about it, and how it's used on a man, and the terrified expression on his face as he realizes what it'll do to him, still makes me very excited. It's pretty extreme, so maybe you don't want to hear about it?" She again smiled, and I knew that she knew what my response would be.

I begged, "Please, tell me. You can't possibly not tell me now. Go ahead, please."

"It's suppose it's best described as a tube about this big around, and about this long." She had held her finger in a circle of about 1/2" in diameter, and then her hands about a foot apart. "There is a knob on one end that does something very interesting when it's turned. We call the toy 'The Cactus', and I think you'll see how it got its name when I describe its use to you."

"Even though you have elected to allow your husband to keep his penis, some of our clients do not do so. There must be literally thousands of men in the world who have no sexual equipment at all, based on my experience here at La Casa. Many women who bring their husbands and lovers here do so for the purpose of having their penises removed. Even among those like yourself who don't originally intend that, many often change their minds during the sessions, and request that a penectomy be performed. I guess maybe they get caught up in the passion of the moment, or something. Whatever it is, the outcome is the same. What came here as a man leaves as an 'it'. Maybe you'll make the same decision tomorrow night."

I shook my head to indicate that wouldn't happen with Jeff. We were here to fulfill our fantasy of one of his balls being removed, and that's all that was going to happen. I had to admit to myself, though, that the thought of seeing his penis being severed from his body was exciting. Maybe we would be paying another visit to the resort in the future.

Marie continued, "When the woman chooses a penectomy for her man, and specifies that it be tortured in the extreme before being removed, I always choose to finish the session with The Cactus. Thanks to the drugs we use to keep the man erect and conscious, and able to experience pain even after several hours of being tortured, he is able to realize what is going to be done to him. To me, that part is the most enjoyable of all. I love describing to him what I'm going to do, and seeing the look of fear in his eyes, and hear his whimpers. That always makes my pussy tingle and glow with heat."

"As I said, The Cactus is the final toy I use before the penectomy is performed. By that time, he has been clamped, stretched, whipped, pierced, burned, and whatever else his wife and I can think of to do to him. He is hanging there semi-conscious, wracked by pain, his throat hoarse from screaming. I know then that the time has come to introduce him to The Cactus."

"I walk slowly to the wall panel where all the toys are displayed. We always have the man facing that as he is suspended, so that he can see all the fun things there, and anticipate their use. I pick up The Cactus and slowly walk toward him, holding it in front of me so that he has time to inspect it carefully. The fear grows in his eyes, and I love to see it."

"I hold the toy before him, never saying a word. Finally I grasp the shaft of The Cactus, right below the knob, in one hand. Very slowly I turn the knob. As the knob is rotated, dozens of steel pins begin to erect from the shaft. Each is about an inch long, and as sharp and narrow as a sewing needle. When the knob has been turned as far as possible, the pins are standing straight out from the shaft. I'm sure you can see how it got its name."

As I visualized what she was telling me, I could indeed see how The Cactus had been named. A steel tube with dozens of one-inch long spines sticking out of it would be very similar in appearance to the branch of any of the cactus plants that grew in this area. I nodded for her to continue, not trusting my throat to form coherent words. I knew my nipples were as hard as rocks, and that my pussy was lubricating a lot at that point. Her description, and my guess of how it would be used, was making me hotter by the second.

She continued, "At that point, it is time for his penis to be banded. That is always done prior to removal, since it prevents extreme blood loss. We wouldn't want to do any real harm to our clients, you know." Her smile at that soon became laughter, and I had to join in as my own amusement increased. Her descriptions of all the ways men were tortured here, followed by her profession of interest in their well-being, became more hilarious by the moment.

As we laughed, we seemed to unconsciously move closer to one another. We continued to laugh as our bodies touched, and even as she placed one arm around my shoulders. At last we calmed, and she softly asked, "Shall I continue?" I nodded as I leaned closer to her, waiting eagerly for her description of what was to come.

"As realization and understanding dawns on the man, he begins to jerk his body as much as the restraints will allow, trying with all his might to escape his fate. He raw throat struggles to form the words to beg for his release. I like to draw out that part as long as I can."

"Finally I began to slowly lower The Cactus to his crotch. My assistant is standing there holding the banding pliers, and as she stretches the band and guides it over his penis, I pull his cock as far from his body as I possibly can, telling him that it's so tiny that I need to stretch it as much as possible to make it worth my time. I know that this is the last time ever his cock will feel the touch of a woman's hand, and that thought seems to excite me even more. When his thing is stretched to the limit, my assistant gets the band as close to his body as possible, and then pushes it off the pliers. It tightens around his shaft, and will prevent blood loss."

"I then retract the spines into the shaft of The Cactus, making sure that he can see what I'm doing. Finally the shaft is smooth again and ready for use. I begin to insert the shaft into his penis, fighting to overcome my excitement which makes me want to simply shove it deep into him and open it as quickly as possible. His fear almost overcomes him then, and he tries to struggle and scream for mercy at the same time. No matter what he does, I push the shaft deeper and deeper into him."

"Finally the tip of the shaft reaches the banded part of his cock, and I stop. I turn to his wife, and say, 'Senora?'. By that time, her own arousal has made her almost as incoherent as he is, and she can do little more than nod her assent. As everybody watches in fascination, I begin to slowly turn the knob. His agonized screams begin at that point, as he feels the spines begin to pierce his precious little dick from the inside out."

"I continue to turn the knob until finally dozens of small dimples begin to form on his cock. Another slight turn is all it takes for the tip of the spines to break through the skin, and then to protrude farther and farther as the knob is turned still more. By the time I have finished, his pathetic little thing looks like the tail of a porcupine, and everyone in the chamber knows it's ruined forever. The final step is the removal, or course, but even such an extreme thing as that is a letdown. That's why I say that The Cactus is the best toy ever. Don't you agree?"

I simply had no way to respond. The arousal I was feeling at that point would not let me even attempt to speak. I wanted nothing more than to finger myself to orgasm, but was unable to do so with this stranger sitting beside me.

Maria knew what an extreme state of arousal had been produced in me by her story. She placed her hand beneath my jaw and turned my head to her. Our lips met in one of the most passionate kisses I've ever experienced, and I had no other thoughts than pleasing this woman, and finding pleasure myself. As I felt her hand at my crotch, I parted my legs to allow it entrance to my burning pussy. It took no more than two or three strokes of her probing finger to bring me to orgasm, and it was so intense that Maria had to support me to keep my head above the water.

As I regained my senses, I realized that we were still kissing, and had done so all the time I'd been in the throes of my climax. I decided that the time had come to return Maria's attentions, and I tried to place my hand between her legs, as she had done for me. She pulled away from me, saying simply, "Not yet. There are better places for this."

She stood and helped me climb out of the tub, and then began to towel me dry. She began with my back, and then moved to dry my front side. Her use of the towel was the tenderest thing that had ever been done to me, and as she dried my breasts, and then my pussy, I almost climaxed again.

When she finished, she handed the towel to me with a questioning look. I immediately began to dry her, trying with all my power to be just as tender, just as loving, as she had been with me.

Finally the job was done, and I dropped the towel to the floor. She took my hand in hers and led me slowly to the bed. At no time did it ever occur to me to resist what was happening. It just seemed so natural, so right, for this to be. Never in my life had I had sex with another female, and don't even recall thinking seriously about such a thing. But, right then, it seemed the most exciting, most passionate, most arousing thing that could ever happen, and I truly wanted it to happen.

As I lay on the bed on my back, Maria again kissed me very passionately. She then began to very slowly kiss my neck, and then my breasts. Her lips were truly driving me wild with arousal, and by the time she had reached my waist, my legs were already parted, seemingly welcoming her to her eventual destination.

As her mouth reached that destination, and I felt her gently probing tongue, I was simply overcome with the disparity between her ministrations as compared to those of my husband. She was interested in nothing but my pleasure, while Jeff always seemed to be interested in nothing but his own. Her slow licks and gentle kisses were truly arousing, while his more vigorous attentions were merely exciting. I know that explanation is not adequate to express what I was feeling then, but it's the best I have. Any woman who has been there, and done that, will know what I mean. Women are better at eating pussy, and you men will just have to get over it.

I don't know just when I realized that Maria had swung her leg over my body, and her crotch was poised over my face. I watched in fascination as her pussy slowly descended closer and closer to my mouth. Finally I could wait no longer, and I placed my hands on her hips and drew her to me. As my tongue began to duplicate the actions of hers, I heard her sigh deep in her throat, and then began to moan softly.

I don't know if we climaxed at the same time or not. It's simply not important. What is important is that whichever of us climaxed first continued to stimulate the other until both of us had orgasmed. I don't know if that had happened more than half a dozen times with Jeff. He always seemed to cum first, and then to lose interest. Again, I was struck by the difference.

When I regained my senses, Maria was lying beside me holding me close to her. We kissed again, and for the first time in my life I tasted my own juices on the lips of another. Rather than disgusting me, it seemed to add further excitement and interest.

We finally broke the kiss, and lay side by side, snuggling close to each other. Maria began whispering softly in my ear, telling me how exciting tomorrow night would be for both of us, as I watched her torture my husband. She described in detail the many things she would do to him, each more painful to him, and arousing to me, than the one that had come before. Even though I had climaxed twice in the past hour, I found her descriptions arousing. When she sensed that I was again becoming excited, she whispered, "Please let me do it to him. Please let me use The Cactus on him. I want so very much to see the fear in his eyes, to hear the terror in his screams. Please let me do it."

Again and again, the image of the shaft being pushed deep inside his cock, and then the knob turning to erect the spines, flashed through my mind's eye. Over and over, I saw the skin dimple, and then the spines break through. I knew that I wanted to see that more than anything else, but could not bring myself to ask her to do it. Finally I said, "No. Not now, my love. I can't do that to him yet. It's the most exciting thing I've ever heard about, but I just can't do that to him. Maybe someday we'll come back, and then you can have him."

She whispered softly, "I'll always be here for you, waiting for you to bring him to me. As time goes by, you'll think of nothing else. You'll dream of seeing his useless little thing filled with the spines, and you'll bring him to me. Then you can watch as I slowly push it into him, and very slowly turn the knob. You'll see the spines push their way through him, and hear his terrified screams. Then you'll have the most intense orgasm of your life. Believe me, I know it will happen. I've seen it many times. Many women have brought their husbands to me, and all have screamed with the passion of their release as they watch his little thing destroyed. You'll do it someday, I know."

At that time, I was utterly convinced she was correct in her assessment. It was simply impossible for me to think of anything else, and her whispers nearly drove me to agree to her request. In the end, though, I was able to resist. I said, "I know you're right. Even now, after you've given me two orgasms in an hour, I want very much to watch you do it to him. When I've had time to rest and recover at home, I'm afraid the urge will be too powerful to overcome, and I'll think of nothing else other than bringing him to you. I'm so afraid of doing that, but yet I seem to want it more than anything else."

Maria chuckled softly, saying, "It will happen if you want it to. I'll always be here for you." We kissed again, just a small one this time, and then she said, and “Now I think you need to rest It's been a busy and tiring day for you. Just relax and sleep now. Later we will have dinner, and I'll show you the other delights of La Casa."

Chapter 4

I did indeed fall asleep then, and awakened about two hours later. Maria was still lying close beside me, our arms wrapped around one another. She was still sleeping soundly, and I was content to gaze at her lovely face. I could see the traces of my juices that had dried on her cheeks, and was sure that my own face was the same. I was almost overcome with love for her then, and I kissed her forehead lightly.

That awakened her, and she stretched languidly, then smiled and hugged me again. She asked softly, "Did you sleep well?"

I assured her that I had, although given the dreams that I recalled, doubted that I'd rested very much. At my mention of dreams she said, "I'm sure I know the subject. Most women, when told of my favorite toy, are unable to think of little else. Was it that way with you?"

I simply nodded, knowing that she understood the images that constantly flashed through my brain, as she was probably sharing them with me. If ever anything was an obsession with me, it seemed to be watching The Cactus being used on Jeff. I vowed to resist the pull of that fantasy, and limit his modification to "only" the partial castration that had been scheduled for him. Even given the intense excitement and arousal I would undoubtedly experience when watching his cock being impaled on the spines, I knew that when we left this place, he had to have his cock still attached to him.

Maria seemed to accept my resolve then, and changed the subject by suggesting that we again bathe, and then dress for dinner. I followed her to the tub again, and we entered the water. We spent a pleasurable half hour soaping each other, then getting out of the water and drying the other. Even after the amount of time that has passed since that moment, I'm still amazed at how accepting of her attentions I was. As I said before, I've never in my life had lesbian tendencies. However, right then I was enamored of Maria's beautiful body, and felt not a bit ill at ease with our mutual nudity. I'm sure that the strangeness of the setting made it so easily accepted, and have decided to not dwell on it any longer.

We had dinner in the large dining room of the resort, being just another two people in a gathering of about 25 other couples. When I say "couples", I mean just that. I thought it odd that every table had two people sitting there, no more and no less. When I mentioned it to Maria, she said that each guest had been assigned an assistant, as she had been assigned to me. At the tables where two men were seated, it meant that one was undoubtedly the husband or lover, and then the assistant would torture his wife or partner or help with the session. The tables with two women were either other examples of my situation, or a lesbian who had brought her partner here for training or modification.

There were no more than six tables occupied by one man and one woman. Maria told me again that one was an assistant, and that the partner of the other was probably in the preparation room, getting ready for his or her upcoming session. How strange that this very ornate, though ordinary-appearing dining room, could be the scene of so much that would seem strange to the outside world.

Following our meal, we sat on the veranda sipping after-dinner drinks. I was simply astounded by the clearness of the sky, and the sparkling brightness of the stars. Not since my childhood had I lived away from city lights, and I had forgotten just how entrancing the night sky can be.

We sat talking for a long time, and at one point I told Maria that, based on what she had told me that day, she seemed to truly enjoy torturing men, even to the point of destroying their genitals. She smiled languidly and agreed, saying, "Yes. You have the truth of it. I truly do love what I do here. When I have a man in my power, hanging helplessly from the wheel, with his pitiful little cock standing proudly out from his body, I want nothing more than to destroy it in the most painful manner possible. His begging, his fears, his screams of terror, are as food and drink to me, and just as essential. I not only want those things, I need them."

After taking a few moments to absorb that bit of information, I asked, "Do you know why it is you hate them so?"

She hesitated so long to answer that I feared I had crossed some boundary, and was in forbidden territory. At last she began to speak, and the tale she related led me to understand her overwhelming motivation to destroy a man's genitals. I'm sure that very few of my readers are interested in Maria's background, so I'll take only a short time to describe it here.

She told me that when she was 18 years old, her two male “best friends” had begun to molest her sexually. The attacks had gone on for quite some time before she could muster the courage to tell her parents and the authority, since the two “best friends” had threatened her with death if she talked about what they were doing to her. Because of the threats from the two men, Maria never told anyone else.

By the time she had finished her long and painful story, both of us were openly crying. I rushed to her chair and pulled her to her feet, hugging and kissing her. Over and over I told her of my sorrow, trying to ease her pain with my love and concern.

At last she regained her composure, and said, "It's late. We both need to rest for a busy day tomorrow. Do you want me to share your bed tonight?"

I laughed and kissed her again, telling her that I wanted that more than anything else in the world right now. So that's how that night ended. You can use your imagination as to what we did to pass the time.

We both slept late the next morning, and once again I awakened first, to the sight of Maria sleeping soundly next to me. As before, I spent several minutes just gazing at her lovely face, trying to memorize every detail. I think that my brain knew how very short my time here would be, and it wanted to be able to recall her even when we were separated.

At last she awoke, and I drew her to me. She hugged me briefly, and then pulled away, saying, "No more sex for you until later, my love. I want you to be nice and horny for the session. Just let your desire build by thinking of all the nice things I'll be doing to your husband in a few short hours." We laughed at that, and I thought that it would certainly seem "nice" to me, but maybe not so much to Jeff. Then again, he was a willing participant in, if not the instigator of, this evening's events, so he certainly had no grounds for complaint.

I could see the wisdom in her suggestion, and didn't press the issue. I knew that it would be more exciting for me to watch Jeff being tortured if I didn't orgasm for several hours, and resolved to keep my hands off Maria for at least that long.

We again made use of the hot tub, and this time I bathed Maria in turn, loving the feel of my soapy hands running over her body, and in turn loving the feel of her hands on me. She seemed to delight in arousing me as much as possible, then letting my passion cool. I had used that same technique on my husband several times, and knew that it made the eventual orgasm all that much more intense. By the time we were dressed, I had a continuous feeling of unsatisfied arousal, and my pussy was suffused by heat and desire. Tonight's session promised to be a good one for me.

I had expected the day to pass very slowly, but Maria didn't let that happen. The resort truly was a tourist destination, albeit far from an ordinary one. Following a leisurely breakfast, which was actually more of a brunch, given the lateness of the hour, we strolled the grounds, arm in arm. Maria pointed out to me the various outdoor activities that were available for the guests, and explained how they were used.

If you're expecting me to describe the usual volleyball and tennis courts, or golf courses, forget it. La Casa was dedicated to the training and torture of one's love interest, and that orientation was carried into the outdoors, as well as the indoor. There were several whipping posts scattered about the place, each equipped with cuffs, chains, or ropes an needed. I saw at least three sets of stocks, and where you might expect to see horseshoe pits, there were tiny cages for confining a misbehaving lover.

I saw something that completely dumbfounded me as we walked, and when I asked Maria to confirm my guess, she replied, "Yes. It's a gallows."

What was standing before us was a raised platform with thirteen steps leading up to it. There were two large posts on opposite sides of the platform, and they were supporting a horizontal beam. Hanging from the beam was a rope, the end of which had been tied in a hangman's noose. I could see a lever on one edge of the platform, and after a closer inspection could see that it was rigged to open a trapdoor in the center of the floor, below the noose. All-in-all, it was an excellent recreation of the gallows that were a featured part of many Western movies.

I was impressed by the time and effort that had been put in to building the thing, and said so. Then I asked, "It's not for real use, is it?"

Her enigmatic smile was her only answer for several seconds, and then she replied, "Many of our guests are entranced by the thought of hanging, or being hanged. Those who are so inclined are welcome to use this facility."

I pressed for details by asking, "But has it ever been used for real? Has anyone ever been hanged here?" Again she smiled before answering, finally saying, and “Many guests have placed their ‘significant other’ on the platform, with the noose around his or her neck. Most of them never pull the lever, though. It's all just play-acting."

My brain immediately caught the word "most" that she had used, and I couldn't stop myself from questioning her again. "Are you saying that people have actually, really and truly, been hanged here?" Again all she would do was smile, although she finally did reply, "I can't say, my love. Please don't ask me about that."

I knew that I'd have to be satisfied with that answer, as lacking as it was in satisfying my intense curiosity. As we continued our walk down the path, I looked back several times at the gallows. I somehow couldn't stop myself from picturing Jeff standing on the platform, with the noose around his neck, his arms tied behind his back and his ankles tied together. I was standing at the edge of the platform, my hand on the lever. It was strangely exciting to me to think of that, even though hanging him was not my intention.

Maria seemed to be guiding us on a return path to the main building, even though I could see there was another large area we had not explored. I asked if there was anything interesting there, and she replied, "Nothing that would be of interest to you. It's what we call the 'Picnic Area'. There is a barbecue pit there, and a group of our regular guests likes to meet there and cook meat for their meals. I tried it one time, and it was not to my taste."

That explanation satisfied me, and we continued down the return path.

By the time we returned to our room, it was siesta time. We lay side-by-side on the bed, talking quietly. I couldn't clear my mind of the image of the gallows, and Maria's intimation that it had actually been used in the past. Finally I said, "Speaking on a 'what if' basis, how could an execution here be carried out, and the participants not get in trouble with the police?"

She again had that sly smile on her face before answering. "I'm sure you've heard the expression, 'money talks', haven't you? In this part of the world, that's probably truer than nearly any other place you can name. What others would call bribes is simply a way of life down here. You already know that a physician is on staff here, and he is fully licensed to sign death certificates. If he were to do such a thing, and indicate the cause of death as 'heart failure', who's to say anything different? A few dollars given to the local authorities would make them quite agreeable, and there would never be an investigation."

That Maria was talking about such a thing in her matter-of-fact manner simply astounded me. When I envisioned all the trouble that would result if such things were done in the States, I was again struck by just how different life was here south of the border.

I don't recall any other thing we said at that time, and am sure that's when I drifted into sleep. My final thought was of the upcoming session, and as I visualized my lover standing before my suspended husband, she was lowering The Cactus toward his raging hard-on. If I dreamed at all then, it was probably related to that subject, but I don't recall doing so.

Maria awakened me about 5:00 that afternoon, and as I regained consciousness, I could feel her amazingly soft caresses seemingly everywhere on my body. I was lying on my back then, and when her hand reached my crotch, I opened my legs to her. She did no more than just tease me, and as I tried to respond to her attentions, she said, "Not just yet, my love. I just wanted to arouse you a little bit. Remember, the longer you delay your orgasm, the better it'll be."

I knew once again that she was correct, but it was hard to not demand that she make me cum right then. Instead of doing so, I asked her what her plans were for us until the session began. She replied that we should have an early dinner right away, so that we'd both be strong for what was to come later. She said that even though Jeff wouldn't be eating anything at all until the next day, there was certainly no reason for us to experience hunger. I agreed with her, and we both stood to get dressed for the meal.

Chapter 5

Even the slowest clock must eventually move, and so did the one that controlled when the session would begin. As we finished our after-dinner drinks on the shaded veranda, where we had been watching several couples engaged in public displays of their particular "kinks", Maria at last announced that it was time for her to prepare me for the evening. I hadn't been aware that I needed any preparation, other than her making me extremely horny by her attentions and stories of past sessions. However, when she stood and held her hand out to me, I took it and allowed her to help me to my feet.

We re-entered the resort building, but instead of returning to my room as I had anticipated, we walked down a long hallway on the opposite end. Maria opened a door and indicated that I should enter, and I did. I had expected to see Jeff suspended naked from the ceiling, but was surprised to see nothing more than a padded table about six feet long and maybe three feet wide. There was another woman in the room, although I should probably refer to her as a girl. She surely wasn't more than 16 or 17 years old, but I could see her body was mature.

Maria introduced her as "Donna, my assistant", and she offered her hand to me. I could tell by her assured manner that she was completely familiar with this situation, and remembered Maria telling me that she had also become an assistant at a young age.

Maria then announced that it was time to prepare for the session, and the two women began to remove my clothing. Again, I momentarily raised my hand as if to stop my disrobing, then dropped it, determined to accept whatever was to come. In a matter of seconds, I was completely naked, and was somewhat embarrassed, although also pleased, to hear Maria and Donna praising my beauty, and commenting on how ripe and delicious-looking my breasts were. When Maria said that my pussy was also delicious, I'm sure I flushed bright red.

The two women then helped me get onto the table, where I was instructed to lie flat on my back. As Maria gently parted my legs, Donna approached with a pair of scissors. I was momentarily frightened, but Maria assured me that they were only going to remove my pubic hair, which would increase my enjoyment of the session many times over. Again I was reluctant, but put my fate completely in her hands.

As soon as the hair between my legs had been trimmed, lather was applied to the area. Both women participated in the shaving, and their sensuous caresses and erotic words soon had me aroused. By the time a towel had been used to pat me dry, my nipples were hard and my pussy was lubricating.

Donna then brought a small wooden box to the table and opened it for Maria. Two shiny spheres, less than an inch in diameter were displayed to me by my lover, and she then explained their use. "These are called Ben-Wa balls. They are partially filled with mercury, which gives them a curious motion when they are moved." She then placed one of the balls on my abdomen and pushed it gently with her finger. The thing rolled a short distance, then seemed to take on a life of its own as the mercury inside it reacted to the movement. I had no idea how the things would be put to use, but assumed they would somehow increase my arousal and excitement.

Maria continued, "Women in the Orient began to use the balls many centuries ago. In use, they are inserted in the vagina. The woman then seats herself in a rocking chair, and begins to rock. The action of the balls in her pussy soon begins to stimulate her, and she rocks faster and faster. When the action has reached a certain pitch, she will experience an orgasm better than anything a man can give her. I've tried them many times, and can assure you they work very well."

She and Donna then stood on either side of me and lifted my legs slightly and spread my crotch. Before I had time to react to this invasion, Maria pushed both of the balls into my pussy. She then said, "Now we need to use something to hold them in place."

As my legs were lowered once again to the table, the balls reacted to the movement. I could feel them moving in me as if alive, and when they bumped into one another, the effect was very stimulating. I knew that I had to have a set of my own, and aroused myself even further by imagining having them in place while torturing Jeff. Each movement of my body would arouse me even more, and he would soon feel the results of that.

Donna brought a device to the table that looked very much like a G-string, except it was constructed of black leather. The strap that would cover my pussy had a metal protrusion on it that looked to be about the size of one of the Ben-Wa balls cut exactly in half. As the device was placed between my legs, and then fastened around my waist, I could feel the little dome of metal just barely enter me.

As soon as the thing was in place, Maria touched a small metal stud and I heard a quiet click. Immediately a tingling ran through my vagina, centered on the half-ball between the lips. The effect was very, very arousing, and I gasped aloud from the effect. The two women smiled, and my lover said, "There is a battery attached to the belt, and it's sending a very small electric current through your pussy. Do you like it?"

I think I said something to the effect that "like" wasn't nearly strong enough to describe it. I resolved to also get one of those belts just as soon as possible.

Maria then said the words I had been waiting so long to hear. "Now, my love, it's time to begin the session. May we escort you to the torture chamber, where you can watch the delightful things we're going to do to your husband?" The effect of the balls, and the electric current, was such that I could only gasp a soft, "Yes!"

The women helped me to my feet and stood on each side of me. They took my elbows and began to lead me toward a door in the back wall of the room. As soon as I'd taken the first step, I knew why they were supporting me. The balls moved vigorously inside me, seeming to amplify the effect of the electrical stimulation I was feeling. Surely I'd not be able to walk even as far as the door before cumming!

Seemingly right on the verge of climaxing, I could not get over the edge. Every step aroused me even further, but always by less than the amount I needed. By the time we walked through the door, my legs were almost too weak to support me.

The sights presented to my eyes as soon as we entered the chamber were enough to distract me momentarily. In the approximate center of the room, and hanging from the ceiling, was a wheel. It looked like an old-time covered-wagon wheel, except it was on its side, so that the axle, if there had been one, would have been vertical. It seemed to be suspended by a steel cable which ran to a pulley in the ceiling, and then down to a hand-cranked winch fastened to the wall. There were two wide leather cuffs mounted on the rim of the wheel, on opposite sides. I remember that Maria had referred to having a man on the "wheel", and quickly understood its purpose.

Approximately eight feet in front of the wheel was a large wooden panel mounted to the wall. It was literally filled with devices of all shapes and descriptions. I recognized many of them as clamps, weights, straps, and whips similar to the ones that I had used many times on my husband. There were many, many other devices there that were unknown to me.

What drew my attention though, and held me riveted in place, was mounted in the exact center of the panel. It was about a foot long, with a shaft 1/2" in diameter, and with a knob on one end. That could be nothing else than The Cactus. Immediately my mind was overcome with images of it being used on my husband, and each image seemed to increase the effect of the stimulation I was feeling in my pussy.

Maria must have seen where my attention was centered, for she said then, "Is it not beautiful? Such a simple thing, really, but it can give so much pleasure to you, and so much pain to him. Please let me use it." My arousal by that point was at such a pitch that I actually considered giving my consent. However, I once again overcame my lust and shook my head in the negative. Maria said simply, "It's a pity to waste such a good opportunity. Maybe some other time, yes?" I whispered, "Yes, maybe."

The third item that caught my attention was a large chair that was setting slightly to one side of the wheel, and was facing both that device and the panel that displayed all the toys that Jeff would soon experience firsthand. The thing appeared to be an oversize rocking chair, and was very ordinary in appearance except for some interesting modifications.

There was what seemed to be a footrest on the chair, and fastened to it were two leather cuffs similar to the ones on the wheel. Each arm of the chair had a single padded cuff attached to it also, and it was immediately apparent that I would be seated in the chair, then secured in position. I didn't understand the need for that, since I was more than eager to watch the proceedings, but again decided to place myself in the capable hands of Maria and her assistant.

They escorted me to the chair, and then assisted me in seating myself. As I had suspected, the cuffs were then used to secure my ankles and my wrists. It was certainly a comfortable prison, due to the luxurious padding and pleasing proportions of the thing, so I didn't feel at all ill at ease. Given the amount of vaginal stimulation I was receiving then, I probably wouldn't have complained if I'd been tied to a bed of nails.

As soon as I was securely in place, Maria turned a knob that was mounted low on the side of the chair. I heard a subdued electrical hum, and then the chair began to slowly rock back and forth, undoubtedly driven by an electric motor. Immediately, the Ben-Wa balls reacted to the motion, and I could actually hear them clicking as they bumped into one another inside my pussy. The motion of the chair was agonizingly slow, and I longed for it to be speeded up so that the horrible itch deep in my crotch could be satisfied. I was sure that if I were left in this predicament for the duration of the session, my need to climax would drive me out of my mind.

I saw a door at the other end of the room open just then, and looked toward it. I wasn't surprised to see Jeff being escorted into the room, just as I had been. His situation was slightly different than mine, though. His wrists had been handcuffed behind his back, and his ankles had been shackled together. The shackles were joined by a piece of chain about a foot long, causing him to shuffle as he walked. His entry was as that of a condemned man being taken to his execution. Given what Maria wanted to do to him, that was probably a very apt comparison.

The thing that riveted my attention, though, was his penis. It had never seemed overly large to me, being in the 6"-7" range. The thing preceding him now, and pointing directly at the wheel as if eager to arrive there, was surely two inches longer than that. The only part that convinced me it was his normal cock was the diameter of the thing, which was its usual size. It was then I realized that his body, except for his head, had been completely shaved. The missing pubic hair had always obscured my view of the first inch or two of his cock, and that part was now revealed to my gaze for the first time, making the thing appear to be much longer than ever.

That he was more aroused than usual was evident from the rock-hard appearance, and large drop of pre-cum that glistened there. His balls were drawn up tighter than I'd ever seen them, and I couldn't help but wonder how the appearance of that part of him would be changed in a short while.

The two who were escorting him by the elbows were even younger than Donna. Surely they couldn't have been any older than 14, even though their breasts seemed to be fully developed, and their pubic hair was full and glossy. I remember thinking at the time that the only items of "clothing" being worn by the six people now in the room were my belt and strap, and Jeff's handcuffs and shackles. I'm sure he was in heaven then, surrounded by five nude females. If he, like most males, could smell female juices, then he must have been half-crazed with the scent of five pussies in close proximity to him. No wonder his little dick was so hard.

He was guided to the place below the wheel, and then we all watched as Donna slowly used the winch to lower it to a position just barely higher than his head. His handcuffs were removed then, and his wrists were secured in the cuffs on the rim of the wheel. At a signal from Maria, the wheel was raised. Soon his arms were stretched above his head and only his toes were still touching the floor. Rather than stopping at that point, Donna continued to turn the winch handle, stopping only when his feet were well clear of the floor. I heard him groan as his shoulders accepted the strain of supporting his weight, but knew that he was well used to that, since I'd been suspending him in our garage for quite a while by then.

His two escorts then knelt at his feet and unfastened the shackles from his ankles. They then stood and left the room, their part in the session being at an end.

Donna walked to the display panel then, returning quickly with an ordinary-looking spreader bar. I had used such a thing on Jeff many times, but what made this one different was that, instead of the 4' long bar I had used, this one was over 6' long. I knew that if his ankles were attached to the ends, his crotch would be so widespread that the skin would almost split.

It took the full effort of both women to fasten the bar in place, but soon my husband was suspended before me, his legs farther apart than he'd ever had them, and the look of pain on his face, and his moaning and groaning, telling me that he was indeed experiencing more pain than ever before.

I saw that Jeff was staring intently at the various toys displayed before him, trying to guess their purpose and use. He seemed to be looking with the most concentration at the center of the panel, and I was sure that he was trying to guess just what The Cactus actually was. I was sure that he had no idea of what the thing did, or the intense pleasure it would give Maria to demonstrate it for him. I remember that by that time, the stimulation I was receiving from the rocking of the chair, the motion of the balls, and the electrical current had me in a state or arousal that seemed much greater than any ever before.

Maria was a master at conducting a session like this. She allowed Jeff almost a full minute to inspect the panel, and try to decipher the uses of the devices there. She seemed to know instinctively that anticipation of pain could be more terrorizing than the pain itself. When she was satisfied that he was ready, she signaled to Donna.

The other woman walked to the cabinet, returning with two small things that resembled earrings more than anything else. I immediately recognized them as nipple clamps, because they were almost identical to the pair I had at home. Maria massaged one of Jeff's nipples until it was fully erect, and then placed the ring of the clamp around it and tightened it in place. His slight moan told me that the drug, which was supposed to enhance his ability to feel pain, was indeed working. He took hardly any notice at all when I clamped his nipples in our garage, usually noticing the pain only after several minutes.

The other nipple was soon clamped also, and then Donna again went to the panel. She brought back two large lead weights and handed one to Maria. When it was shown to me, I could see that it had a short chain for attaching it to the clamp, and the number "5" stamped in the metal. I knew that meant it was a five-pound weight, and knew Jeff was in for considerable more pain that I'd given him there. The weights I used at home were only two pounds, and even as small as that, their constant tugging on his tender flesh caused his nipples to stretch to almost an inch long. I was eager to see what would happen when these much larger things were attached to him.

Maria quickly fastened the chain to the ring on the clamp, and then lifted the weight as high as she could get it. Almost before I could fathom her purpose, she dropped the thing. It fell quickly to the limit of the chain, which snapped tight. Jeff cried out with the sudden pain, and then whimpered a few times. As I watched the lead weight swinging back and forth, I could see his nipple slowly stretching to accommodate it. It actually wasn't all that much longer than it had been at home, but I was sure that the pain was much more intense.

As Maria fastened the second weight in place, then lifted it, Jeff began to beg her to stop. He whimpered, "No. Please don't drop it. Please don't."

That seemed to anger her, and she replied sharply, "Do not ever say 'no' to me, little man. I do not allow that." She then lifted the weight as high as she possibly could, then actually threw it straight down, rather than just dropping it. At his howl of pain, she said, "Remember that the next time you want to tell me what to do!" Jeff continued to whimper in pain as the two women laughed at him.

Maria again signaled that she was ready, and Donna went to the panel again, this time returning with a normal-looking riding crop. I had never used one of those on him, but had considered it. I was sure that it would be even more painful than the whip he was used to.

She grasped the crop as close to the end as she could, then raised it high above her head. She turned to me, saying, "Do you remember when I told you that the drug given your husband would make it nearly impossible for him to lose his hard-on?" I was barely able to nod my head, and quite unable to speak. Everything that had been done to Jeff had seemed to increase my already overwhelming lust, and by then my throat was so tight that it couldn't form words.

She continued, "Let me demonstrate." She then brought down the crop as sharply as she could, striking the top of his erection with it. Her almost instantaneous reward was the scream of pain that tore from his throat, followed by incoherent babbles. His head had snapped back so strongly that I was sure he had broken his neck, but soon saw him again lower his gaze to his burning member.

I had been looking directly at his penis when the crop struck it, and was sure that the thing had bent almost double with the force of the blow. As soon as it had straightened, the site of the blow turned white, then immediately showed a bright red as the blood returned. There was no evidence of softening in the thing, and it almost seemed to grow. I know that the effect his screams of pain had on me was to make my own excitement grow.

Maria then stood directly in front of him, with the riding crop lowered. She looked directly in Jeff's face, then said quietly, "Now, little man, it's time to loosen your balls. I can't do much with them when they're drawn up tight like that." She smiled as she saw understanding dawn on his face, and then as he began to plead, "No! Please, no! Don't hit them with that! Please don't!” she actually laughed. It was obvious that she truly did enjoy her work, and that giving a man pain caused her much excitement.

She said softly, "You apparently forgot my instruction. Never, ever say 'no' to me. What would have been one blow will now be five. If you say 'no' again, I'll add another five. Do you understand, little man?" Jeff's terror was evident in his eyes, and he quickly answered, "Yes, I understand."

Maria then whispered, "Good. Don't ever forget this lesson. Never again say 'no' to a woman." She then brought the crop up with all her might, smashing it into his sac. I'll never forget the howl of pain that tore from his throat then. I found it hard to believe that a human throat could even form such a thing, but the evidence was right before my eyes. At last it subsided to a sobbing whimper, and his eyes, which had snapped closed at the impact, opened. Maria, ever the master of timing, again brought up the crop, and again was rewarded by his scream.

I was fascinated by what she was doing to my husband, and could not take my eyes off the scene before me. I had seen his sac almost disappear into his body when the stroke landed, and then reappear seemingly larger than before, and blushing a bright red. The second stroke was directed to a different part of the thing, and I heard the sound the impact made before it was drowned out by my husband's screams of pain.

Again Maria paused, allowing Jeff time to lower the volume of his cries. She then delivered the third stroke to his balls, with the same results as before. By that time he had been reduced to an uncontrolled beast, screaming and babbling in pain, his body jerking wildly as it hung suspended before me. His head was thrown back, and I could see that his eyes were no longer focused. Maria then gave him the final two strokes in quick succession, then stepped back as if to inspect her work.

His sac by then was blazing red, and it was as loose and low-hanging as I had ever seen it. If her purpose was to "loosen his balls", then it had been achieved. His sobbing was continuous, but his body had stopped jerking and he was looking at Maria with fear evident in his eyes. I found that look to be very arousing, and wanted nothing more than to see it increase, and even to see it there when he looked at me. I think that I suddenly understood the real allure of power at that moment. To have another person fear you is the pure embodiment of power and control. Maria obviously had it, and I wanted it also.

She continued to stand quietly before him, never moving or saying a single word. Finally his sobs subsided, and every fiber of his being was focused on Maria and her whip. At last she said, "Now, little man, I want to continue whipping your pitiful, useless, little balls. Do you want me to whip them for you?" The sheer terror on his face was priceless. He said quickly, "Please! N. . ." The word froze in his throat before he could utter it, and I knew he was recalling her instructions, and the terrible consequences if he said that word to her.

Again she asked, "Do you want me to whip your balls for you?" His eyes darted from me to Donna, trying to find someone to help him avoid this. I knew that Donna certainly would do nothing to interfere, and I was unable to, even had I wanted to do so. Far from that, I actually wanted to see him whipped, to hear him scream in pain, to see his tortured body jerking about as it hung there.

At last he whispered a very quiet, "Yes." Maria asked angrily, "Yes, what? What do you want me to do to you?" The look of a trapped animal was in his eyes as he again whispered, this time saying, "I want you to whip my balls. Please whip them." Her face bore a very pleased expression as she turned to me and smiled. She then turned back to face him, lowered the whip even farther than before, and brought it up with more force than ever. His screams started even before the crop struck its target, as he anticipated the agonizing pain to come. Again it took several seconds for them to subside to whimpers and sobs.

Maria appeared to be satisfied with his training so far, and handed the crop to Donna to replace on the panel. As she knelt in front of Jeff, the other woman returned carrying two short lengths of cord that had a slipknot tied in one end. She also knelt there, and each woman gripped one of my husband's balls and began pulling them to the side. Jeff's screams again rang forth as fresh pain shot through his tortured balls, and that seemed to inspire the women to greater efforts. By the time they stopped pulling his nuts apart, slipped the loops in place and drew them tight, there was easily four inches between them.

Donna then stood, walked to the panel, and this time returned with two items that looked to be metal rings that had been flattened on one side. Their shape was that of a large letter "D" that was lying on its side. Lengths of chain about three feet long had been attached to the top of the arc in each ring, and the cord around one of his balls was passed through a chain link and tied off. The metal ring was by that time dangling about 4" above the floor. I remember being disappointed with the size of the thing, since it couldn't weigh much more than a couple of pounds. I'd hung much larger weights on his balls in our garage, and thought he was getting off pretty easy.

Maria quickly attached the second ring so it was also dangling the same distance above the floor. She stood then, facing Jeff and looking directly into his terror-filled eyes. He didn't know what she had planned for him, but was sure that it would be very painful.

When he finally directed his full attention to her, Maria said, "Now, little man, I want to tear your balls from your body. Do you want me to do that to you?" When he understood what she was asking of him, he began to whimper, and then to sob. Again he was unable to say "no" to his torturer, and finally he gasped out a simple, "Yes."

Maria said softly, in a very threatening voice, "You have obviously not yet learned your lesson. Answer me correctly right now, or I will get my crop once again." That produced even more fear in him, and after trying for several seconds to understand what was expected of him, he said in a defeated voice, "Yes, I want you to tear off my balls." The thrill I had in my pussy at that moment was beyond description. By that time, my whole body was dedicated to satisfying my lust. I had no focus other than achieving my orgasm, and knew that it would happen all the sooner, and have a greater intensity, when Maria was finally finished torturing my husband. I know that sort of justification is probably barely understandable to my readers, but it's the truth. His being tortured was further arousing my lust, and I wanted it to continue.

Maria then gripped the nipple weights firmly in her hands and began to pull them downward. Her reward was Jeff's cry of pain. She then placed her foot in one of the dangling metal rings, and I immediately understood their purpose. They were not weights, they were stirrups!

She used his nipples to support part of her weight, then lifted herself so her other foot could find the second stirrup. As he felt his balls being horribly stretched by her weight, his raw throat tried to once again give voice to his pain. I watched in fascination as his sac stretched lower and lower, in response to the force of gravity that was being applied to it. Even though Maria had a slight build, she surely weighed at least 110 pounds. My brain at that time was not capable of any sort of rational thought, but I know now that, even with the part of her weight borne by his nipples, each of his balls was surely supporting 40 pounds.

I'm quite sure the things would really have been torn free, except for the fact that by the time they had stretched about 4", her feet touched the floor. The pain must have been tremendous even so, for he never stopped crying out and sobbing all the time she stood there. Surely the sensation must have been as if his intestines were being pulled from his body.

When she finally decided that the stretching was causing no further pain, Maria stepped out of the stirrups and released her hold on the nipple weights. I was surprised to see that none of his things shrank to their former positions, and wondered if his nipples would always be that long, and his balls (or ball, in his case) always hang that low. I was allowed no more time to dwell on that topic, though, because just at that moment Donna returned holding a shiny metal tray.

Maria took the tray and then held it out to me so that I could inspect it. What I saw there caused me more confusion and indecision than any other thing ever before in my life. There was a small knife on the tray, which I thought was probably a surgeon's scalpel. That part had been expected so it didn't cause much surprise. There was also a syringe laying there, filled with a clear liquid.

What did concern me was the shape of the tray itself. Pressed into the surface of the metal were three shapes, and I immediately knew their intended purpose. At the bottom edge there were two round depressions, about 2" in diameter and spaced 4" apart. Between those was a single depression that was about a foot long, and maybe 2" wide. At the top of that shape a perfect replica of the head of a man's penis had been pressed into the metal. There was no doubt whatsoever as to the nature of the objects that were to be placed on the tray.

As soon as Maria saw that I understood what I was seeing, she showed it to Jeff. His reaction would have been comical in other circumstances, but here it served to further inflame my lust. He seemed to be fixated on the thing being held before him, and had eyes for nothing else. A constant moaning was the only sound he made. Slowly his hips began to thrust back and forth as much as possible, given his position. His cock, which had never softened the least amount, seemed to become even harder, though I doubted such a thing was possible. There had been a constant drop of pre-cum on his penis since he had first entered the room, and now his excitement was causing his body to produce even more of the stuff. I saw the drop grow larger, and then begin to trail its way to the floor on a silver string.

Maria stared directly at his face until he finally directed his attention at her. At last she asked, "You know what this is, don't you?" He moaned again, and then nodded his head. I was sure his throat was so raw and tight by then that he was simply unable to speak.

She continued, "Your wife has brought you here to be modified. She has instructed that you are to have one of your balls cut away from your body. I would prefer to remove both of them, and also your useless little cock. I want to take everything from you and place the pieces on this tray. Do you want me to do that?"

Although he must have been nearly unconscious from the pain and the high degree of excitement and lust he was feeling at that time, he finally responded with a hoarsely whispered, "Yes. Please take everything. Put my things on the tray. Please."

I tried to cry out to ask Maria to stop, but my own throat was so constricted that I could not utter a sound. It was beyond my power to stop this, even had I wanted to. Reliving my situation now, as I write this, I know that I truly did not want her to stop. I wanted her to sever every last bit of his manhood and place the things in their proper places on the tray. Anyone who has ever reached the intense level of arousal, of pure lust, that I was at then will understand. The rest of you never will.

Donna had walked to the winch by that time, knowing what was to come. At Maria's signal, she raised the wheel until Jeff's crotch was at a convenient height. She then came back to stand beside her mentor, holding the tray that Maria handed to her.

I watched the events unfold in what seemed to be slow motion. Maria first removed the cords from Jeff's balls and dropped them to the floor. She then picked up the scalpel and very carefully made a very shallow incision in one side of his sac. After replacing the knife on the tray, she began to force the ball out of its hiding place, and soon it was hanging free.

I truly had never seen such an ugly thing in my entire life. It resembled nothing more than a swollen sack of jelly, and it deserved nothing more than to be cut away for all time. The sight of his naked ball hanging there drove me to greater efforts to make the chair rock faster, and thereby provide enough stimulation for me to cum. Nothing could alter its slow rhythm, and the only thing I accomplished was to further rub raw my imprisoned wrists.

Maria then picked up the syringe and injected the liquid into the base of Jeff's cock. I had no idea why she had done that, and to tell the truth, did not care. My only goal then was to cum, and I could focus on little else. Again I tried to grind my pussy into the seat of the chair, but the soft padding made that useless.

She took the scalpel in one hand and stretched the naked ball with the other. With one quick slice, she severed it from the cord. After holding it in front of his face, she placed it on the tray. It was obvious from his glazed, vacant eyes that Jeff was far away, deep in his fantasy. Maria turned to me, still holding the scalpel, and said, "Your husband is no longer able to respond to me, so the choice is yours. Please let me take the rest of his manhood. You know you want to watch me do it. Tell me now to do it to him. When they are on the tray, I will let you cum."

"Yes" and "no" are such simple words, but I can tell you now that never in my life have I found it so difficult, so nearly impossible, to utter one of them. I was overwhelmed with my lust, and it ordered me to beg her to unman him. Several times my lips tried to scream my answer, but a tiny, secret, part of my brain stopped me. Finally I whispered, "No."

Maria stared at me for several seconds, then said softly, "So be it." She replaced the knife on the tray, and then said to me, "Your husband will now be rewarded for giving me what I wanted. You will have to watch him cumming, while your own release is denied." She then held the tray under the tip of his penis with one hand, and began to masturbate him with the other. As she pumped the thing, she spoke softly to him, saying, "Jeff, you have been a good slave. You have given me your balls and your cock. I want to take them from you, and you want me to do it. You want to see them on the tray. Someday you will bring them to me again, and I will take them from you. You want that with all your heart and soul. You will make it happen. I want you to cum now, Jeff. Cum now!"

Never in my life did I think it possible for a man to ejaculate with such force and volume. As Maria continued to stroke his cock, it began to spurt gobbets of semen. She had to adjust the tray to catch the stuff, and to direct it onto his ball lying there. By the time his jerking stopped, the thing was completely covered with cum.

I don't know at what point I began to scream with rage and frustration, but that's exactly what I did. I don't know that any of the sounds I was making were actually words, but still they expressed my anger at him for cumming when I could not, my frustrated denial due to my imprisonment, my total rage at Maria for allowing him to cum, but not me.

The next memory I have is of Maria standing beside me, saying, "Look at your husband, my love. Is he not peaceful now?" When I did as she directed, I could see that Jeff was unconscious. I didn't know if he were alive or dead, and to tell the truth simply didn't care. I wanted to cum, I needed to cum, I had to cum! I was so jealous of him that I'm sure I'd have agreed to anything just then, if only Maria had asked it of me.

Instead of repeating her earlier demand for permission to unman my husband, she asked simply, "Do you want to cum now?" Every fiber of my being went into the, "Yes!” that I hissed.

She then said, "You must promise to bring him to me again. I must use The Cactus on him, and then cut away everything so that he is as smooth as you. If you promise to bring him to me before a year has passed, I will let you cum now."

I'm sure I spoke with no hesitation whatsoever, and at my impassioned, "Yes! I'll bring him! Please let me cum! Please!" She then said, "Think of how good it will be to watch me pushing it deep inside him, to see the spines slowly breaking through his cock, to hear his screams of agony and terror. You must do it! You promised!" She then turned the knob on the side of the chair and immediately the speed increased. A small metal stud on my belt was then pushed sideways, and I could feel the electrical current in my pussy grow stronger. That was all my body needed to reach its long-denied goal, and my orgasm overwhelmed my body and my brain.

There has to be the break you see above, because I actually have no coherent memories from that time until I awoke late the next morning, in my bed. Maria was lying beside me, gazing lovingly at my face. Even given the way I had been treated the night before, with my overwhelming need for an orgasm denied for what seemed an eternity, I still felt love for this young woman. When the first words she whispered were, "Do you forgive me?", I began to cry and to hug her fiercely, saying over and over, "Of course! What you did was the most wonderful thing that's ever happened to me! I've never in my life had an orgasm like that. In fact, I didn't even know such a thing was possible."

We kissed then, and it was probably the deepest, longest, most erotic kiss I have ever had in my life. When we finally pulled apart, there was no hesitation whatsoever in my turning in the bed and burying my head between her parted legs. I felt her pull me over her, and then onto her own mouth.

We spent the remainder of that day shuffling between the hot tub, the bed, and the dining room. We seemed to have eyes for only each other, and other than my single question about Jeff, our thoughts were the same. Maria told me, in response to my question, that Jeff was fine, and was at that time sleeping soundly. He would remain asleep until the doctor discontinued the intravenous application of drugs, and when he awoke the healing process would already be well underway. That satisfied me completely, and I had no other concern for my husband.

I did visit Jeff the next day, after he had awakened. Other than a small amount of bandaging on his sac, and his monstrously swollen nipples, he appeared unchanged. The change in his personality, his attitude, and his bearing was evident, though. He had always been subservient to me, and I had come to expect that. Now, however, there was an element of fear in the way he looked at me through lowered eyes, and I have to admit that I loved the feeling of power that gave me. I had thought before that he was my slave, but now knew that was a pale imitation of the real thing. He was now truly in bondage to me, and both he and I knew it. It gave me a special tightness in my chest, a special thrill in my pussy, to see that. I loved it!

When Jeff was released from the infirmary two days after the session, he moved back into our room. This time, though, there was no husband-wife relationship between us. He slept on a pad on the floor, while Maria and I used the bed to continue our passionate lovemaking. We allowed him to bathe us, and to perform other housemaid chores. I took special delight in walking around the grounds, arm-in-arm with Maria, while leading him by the leash attached to his collar. He was naked at those times, of course, and it gave me a feeling of extra arousal when the other guests would look pointedly at his bandaged sac.

On the third day, Maria presented me with a small box that had been gift-wrapped. I excitedly opened it, and was somewhat mystified by the contents. What appeared to be a wrinkled prune had been encased in clear plastic to form the shape of a teardrop? It had been mounted to a gold chain, to form what was clearly a necklace.

Maria smiled mysteriously at me all the while I was trying to guess the meaning of this gift. Then it dawned on me what was the true nature of the "prune". We laughed long and loud after that, and I just couldn't wait to again have our little parade, this time proudly wearing my necklace for all to see.

When the morning dawned on the day we were to return to our home, I awakened before Maria. I don't know how long I gazed lovingly at her face as she lay sleeping. My heart was breaking at the thought of leaving her, but I knew there was really no other choice. When she finally opened one sleepy eye, we began to repeat the sharing of love that had been our practice for such a short time. I wanted it to go on forever, but knew such a thing was impossible.

When we could delay our departure no longer, we summoned the servants to carry our luggage to our car, and then reluctantly followed them. Jeff had been allowed to dress, the first time since his session. I proudly wore my necklace as we walked to the parking lot, holding Maria as close to me as possible. She was holding two more gift-wrapped packages in her hands, and she presented them to me as we stood in tears. When I opened the first, I saw the Ben-Wa balls, and as I suspected, the second contained the belt and strap that had brought me so much frustration, and then so much pleasure. I knew that both presents would find much use in the days and weeks to come, and would always remind me of my lover here at this strange place.

As we hugged and kissed for the final time, we spoke in Spanish, as was usual for us. She hugged me fiercely and said, "You must return to me. You promised you would bring him to me once again. It will be very good, I promise. There is nothing to compare to watching The Cactus do its work. I must have him."

I replied simply, "You'll have him, my love. We'll return, and when you have him on the wheel, do what you will with him. I promise to bring him to you."

We drove away then, my eyes so tear-filled that I could not see for almost two minutes. As we passed through the gate, returning to the "normal" world, I saw a cholla cactus standing beside the road. One of the branches was about 2" in diameter, and maybe a foot long. It was completely covered with spines. As we passed it, I turned my head slowly to continue gazing at the thing.

I don't know how long it took me to realize that Jeff had spoken to me, but I finally turned to him and asked him to repeat his question. He said deferentially, "Will you bring me back here someday?"

I answered simply, "Yes."

The End

Thank you very much for your support.

If you like this story, please visit

www.amazon.com/author/matildashields

..and kindly check out my other stories with similar themes.
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