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Chapter One

As rehab clinics went, this place was top of the line: classy, exclusive, and expertly staffed. Unfortunately it was too exclusive. Submitting to his morning hygiene, Karl Jensen sighed. His eighteenth birthday was only two days away. Once that milestone was reached, his already disastrously ruined life was sure to take a turn for the far worse. 

It was ironic: if he could only bring himself to care, he might not be in this shit. As it was, he could only regret that he was going to lose the best nurse in the world too. Picking up as always on the least subtlety of his mood, the angel in question paused as she soaped up her sponge-mitt. She sought him out with a sympathetic frown.

“No luck with the social worker, huh?”

“Nope. It looks like my options are the state home or nothing. Without insurance that’s what I’m stuck with.”

Those lovely brown eyes were like quicksand: depthless wells of compassion trying to suck him in. Karl looked away. 

He couldn’t take it; didn’t deserve it. 

She was too good to him. Despite the powerful emotional bonds that had developed between them over the past year and a half he felt the usual lessening in her presence. 

Doreen Drake was a far better person than he could ever be. And at thirty she was so experienced – not to mention wise and perceptive – that he felt not only naked (which he was) but utterly transparent before her. 

By now she knew him better than he did himself. She knew what he’d done, what he’d caused and what the doctors said about his condition. Yet despite his weakness, his moral if not criminal culpability she still doted on him. 

She openly proclaimed him her favorite patient. She worked endless extra shifts for him and generally devoted herself heroically to his recovery. Within the bounds of propriety she’d become closer to him than anyone since the accident – and only one before. Now as she picked his arm up and began to gently scrub it, Karl took a moment to consider their relationship. He hadn’t really done so until now, just passively accepting its development along with so much else. Now that he was on the brink of losing it forever, he was finally moved to appreciate it.

On its most elemental level Nurse Drake was his primary caregiver. Karl was currently (perhaps permanently) nearly completely paralyzed. He couldn’t scratch his nose, eat or even past waste without her help. Naturally this dependency, humiliating as it was, fostered a sense of intimacy between them. Yet that was just the seed from which beautiful gardens bloomed – and unsettling thickets too. Before long the dependency was emotional as well. Doreen came to represent much that Karl responded to in complementary ways.

Spending weeks and then months in regular interaction drew them into companionship. Their personalities proved compatible and they bonded over easing the burdens of his affliction. The character of Doreen’s caring accrued dimension then, informed concern and affection overlaying instinctive solace. Her commitment gained fervor, until her devotion to her charge became downright proprietary. Eager to delve into Karl’s case, she swore that she would fix what the surgeons and shrinks could not. 

In truth she’d been proving more effective. With her feminine perceptiveness, her uncanny emotional intuition, she effortlessly penetrated his defenses, even those he set up against himself. She gave him a stout heart, a scalpel mind and a shoulder to cry on. Yet Nurse Drake’s psychological succor went far beyond just shared courage and guidance. 

Her intimate affinity soothed him, filling the immense void left by his losses: girlfriend, family, innocence, ego, and nearly all physical function the least. Recognizing this at last, Karl’s diminishment deepened. 

While he’d been taking her for granted, Doreen had been vastly surpassing the call of duty, always doing her damnedest to meet his myriad needs to the best of her abilities. How wonderful was that? And she did all this in a way that was irresistibly appealing, particularly to someone of his age, situation, and sexual inclination.

A familiar hand was laid on his nape as she used the handheld sprayer to rinse his arms. Warm and loving yet properly detached when called for, indulgent when possible yet unyielding when necessary, heavily invested and determinedly protective, Nurse Drake had come to fill overlapping, occasionally melding, hugely archetypal roles in Karl’s limited new life. 

Two-thirds again his age, she embodied sources of primal authority far beyond the simply situational. Her primogeniture, superior education, professional elevation and the almost maternal tenor of her custody all had a claim on his adolescent psyche. Every aura about her validated how voluntary his unavoidable submission to her was, easing the debasement inherent in her absolute control over his physical form and indeed his least well-being. Meanwhile all this was complicated by only subtly mutually acknowledged sexual yearnings.

Though their love (and yes, it was love, Karl finally realized) was platonic by necessity, they were both attractive and unattached people of breeding age. Indeed each was in their procreative prime, and in their prolonged intimate contact their bodies had begun to exchange irrepressible animal signals that circumstances forced them to ignore. This was uncomfortable (yet strangely compelling on an almost organic level) enough. But they were often required to interact physically in ways that had inherent erotic overtones too. 

Given the power dynamics in play, this created an increasingly kinky tension between them that Karl found ever more tormenting – and yet ever more compulsory. Even as he recognized this it was playing out again. He was slouched in a shower wheelchair, naked and helpless. He was sequestered in a steamy, black-tiled cubicle, alone with this multiply-vested figure of female authority. And as always lately his sense of inferiority was slipping into a spell of erotically charged complaisance as she ministered to him. 

Karl had come to think of this as being enraptured. The implications were mystic, religious, even cosmic. This lifted responsibility for the demeaning nature of his arousal from him. He was personally eclipsed and irresistibly attracted by the heavenly body looming over him. Captured as if by gravity, all his will was effaced by its influence. The blatant desirability of that Venusian form (lushly voluptuous with matronly still a ways away) was enhanced by its trappings in much the way his craving for this goddess’ dominion fed on his diminishment. 

Leaning closer as she proceeded to soap his chest and belly, Nurse Drake’s uniform belled out. Weighted perhaps by its ID badge, this exposed abyssal depths of cleavage. Despite his blasted life and the terrible grief, remorse and self-hatred he associated with matters of love and sex, Karl couldn’t help but ogle that gap between globes. 

Glands and pheromones have their own imperatives. After twenty months of celibacy even the smell of this lovely intimate stirred the beast in him. It was hardly poetic (rather it was pathetic), but by the time those assured ablutions reached his groin it was hardly surprising either: Karl found himself with a supremely embarrassing erection. 

Consummately professional, Nurse Drake made no reference to this as she spread his legs wider for him. First she scrubbed his scrotum and all around his crotch. 

Suspense thickened as she hygienically rinsed and re-soaped the mitt. Then without hesitation or any other signal of significance she clasped what he jocularly called ‘the monster’ in her soapy, sponge-buffered fist. Talk about situations with unmistakable erotic overtones! Karl slouched helplessly immobile while this epitome of everything that evoked his allegiance began to stroke him slowly up and down. 

The similitude to a hand job was maddeningly exact. Her grip was firmly possessive, the enveloping sponge delightfully yielding yet compressive. The pearly soap made a delirious lubricant. His cheeks burning, barely able to suppress a groan of terribly conflicted pleasure-shame-guilt-horror, Karl scrabbled for a distraction. Perceptive as always, Doreen supplied one.

“I can’t let that happen, Karl.”

For a moment he thought she could actually read his mind. 

It seemed she was referring to the climax she sensed building in him, an apotheosis he dreaded more than craved and hadn’t achieved since the accident – at least while he was awake. But then Doreen continued.

“You are not going to the state home. 

“To start with, you would be raped there. You are too attractive and too helpless: red meat before wolves in that place. Worse, you will never get better. 

“You will just lapse deeper into institutional torpor, never confronting the issues that afflict you. You will persist as you have been indefinitely until you deteriorate away, wasting your entire life over a thoughtless teenage mistake. I could never live with letting that happen.”

“I don’t see how you can stop it,” Karl croaked. 

Distracted perhaps by her umbrage, Nurse Drake continued to scrub him well past hygienic necessity. Her deep cleavage still beckoned and curds gathered in a lather until it seemed an analogue churned inside. Crazed by sexual ecstasy he hardly deserved, couldn’t prevent or effect or resist, Karl clung to her retort as much in desperation as amazement.

“I’ll stop it all right. I’ll take you home and cure you myself.”

At last Nurse Drake seemed to recall herself to her duties. 

Even as she elaborated this avowal she stopped stroking the monster so maddeningly up and down. Instead she used her other hand to pull the already retreated foreskin back as far as possible while she thoroughly scrubbed around the rim.

“Let me summarize the situation here. Nearly two years ago you were at a party. Five years underage, you were all drinking. You needed to get your girlfriend home by a specific time so that you could sneak her out to some tree-house to have sex before returning home yourself. So despite her unwillingness you bullied her into the two of you accepting a ride from a friend who was not only heavily intoxicated but notoriously irresponsible.

“Naturally there was an accident. The friend was at fault. He was killed, an innocent in the other car was maimed, and your girlfriend was killed. To make things unimaginably worse, your parents were speeding to the hospital in response when your father had a heart attack. He crashed his car, and they too were killed. You on the other hand suffered only a broken arm, bruised vertebrae and a spinal shock that you should have recovered from ages ago. Yet for some reason you remain almost completely paralyzed.”

Now Karl couldn’t help but groan, tears slipping down his cheeks. Hearing the recital of his crimes even as the sensitive head of his erection was unbearably stimulated by this cherished authority was almost more than he could stand. Firm in her conviction of what was necessary however, Nurse Drake continued relentlessly.

“That almost is extremely telling however. Despite only being able to move your head and neck, you suffer from no respiratory deficit at all. You can breathe, cough and yell as well as anyone. If there was a neurologic cause for your paralysis, your diaphragm would be affected too. You’d still be on a ventilator. Nor, I might add, would you be likely to have such complete sensation everywhere – not to mention nocturnal emissions. 

“Only a quarter of quadriplegics are able to ejaculate, Karl. Together all these anomalies, along with x-ray and CT scan evidence, are convincing proof that the problem is psychological. Everyone consulted agrees that this is a textbook case of conversion disorder: what used to be called hysterical paralysis. Any idiot can understand what’s going on.

“You have survivor’s guilt. You are punishing yourself for living by passively sacrificing what fate spared. You even accept this intellectually. But no amount of therapy has been able to free you of the blame that holds a lock on your subconscious. 

“And now even that ineffective therapy is coming to an end. You’re to be shipped to the state home, where abuse is rife, the level of care will be abominable and an endless succession of doctors that don’t know you will pass your case along with no honest effort to resolve it. Well, I say no way! Everyone else may have given up, but not me. And you may have passed sentence on yourself young man, but I am damn well commuting it. This is what I’m going to do.”

At last Nurse Drake finished her redundant scrubbing of the glans and played that warm spray slowly over Karl’s entire quivering rigidity to rinse it.

“I’m going to take a year’s sabbatical from working here. And I’m going to arrange to care for you privately during that time. You will live at my home with me, under my exclusive responsibility, undergoing continuous one-on-one therapy and submitting to my own rather unorthodox but amazingly effective treatment. 

“I’ve seen cases like yours before Karl. I understand your deepest needs in a way all these blinkered shrinks never could. I promise you that I will cure you within that year. If I fail, then you can go on to the state home, be raped day and night and waste away. I will have done my best. But I have no fear of that happening, and neither should you.”

At first Karl could only goggle at his proposed savior, his erection an emphatic salute to the power of her appeal. But at last propriety made him protest.

“But…but how can you possibly do all that?”

“I can afford it,” Doreen shrugged. “The work and your redemption will be their own reward. And I have influence here. I even have a kind of informal practice for cases like yours, one that’s approved at the highest level and discreetly recommended nationwide. In fact I was assigned to you specifically when it became clear this was a conversion case. 

“It’s been suspected all along my skills might become necessary. Now you’ll just have to give consent in front of one of the board members. I should get approval to take you as soon as your insurance runs out. So, will you come home with me and let me cure you young man, or are you going to insist on wasting away on the state?”

Still Karl gaped at this angelic benefactor. Angelic? Hell, she was downright divine, a whole collection of goddesses packed into that incredible body. 

Just as he’d been belatedly appreciating all she meant to him, and how unconscionably he’d been taking her for granted, Nurse Drake insisted he accept a redemption of such staggering generosity that he was again both blessed and demeaned beyond belief by it. And enraptured as he was growing by the allure of her control, she was now proposing to make that truly total… 

Defying his discomfort, Karl’s erection strained upward still. It even bobbed slightly with the pulse of its urgency. Of course anything was better than the state home, and refusing this impossibly potent pantheon anything she insisted on was as unlikely as a spontaneous cure without her. It took only long enough for Karl to master his shock, euphoria, abashment and unease to make it official.

“Of course I’ll come home with you! Are you kidding? Thank you so much! I don’t know how I can ever possibly repay you.”

“Of course you do,” Doreen replied, soaping up the mitt again. Smug satisfaction and possessive love seemed to radiate from her. “You will repay me by getting better. By committing yourself fanatically to my private therapy and submitting willingly to my treatment no matter how unorthodox you might find it.”

“It’s a promise!” 

Karl’s enthusiasm was immediate and unconsidered. Despite what some people (among his late girlfriend’s family perhaps) might say, he was not malingering. 

He had no desire whatsoever to live in this helpless, degraded fashion another minute, much less forever. Just because he despised himself didn’t make him a masochist. He’d try anything to get his function back, the more unorthodox the better. Standard psychotherapy was getting him nowhere.

“Excellent!” 

Doreen smiled at him in a way that flooded Karl with the only joy he found in life now. Then she couched down, reached between his legs and under the commode-style seat to scrub the rest of him clean.


Chapter Two

It was before breakfast the next morning, before bathing even, when the board member Doreen had mentioned stopped in. Stripped of his gown and wearing only a condom catheter and collection bag adhered to his penis (hence the need for such conscientious scrubbing), Karl was in bed with Nurse Drake. Kneeling half atop him on the narrow mattress, skirt riding high on her thighs, she raised and bent his legs repeatedly, putting his inert body through passive range of motion exercises. This was done daily in addition to physical therapy to try to preserve his limberness and muscle tone. It involved no little exertion on her part. After twenty minutes her lovely oval of a face was flushed and a lock of honey-brown hair had escaped her cap. This hung by one ruddy cheek with a fetching curl, a stunning accent to the overall flawless perfection of her features and complexion. Breathing heavily and even glowing with a faint sheen of sweat, Nurse Drake seemed oblivious as always to the effect she had on her patient. Of course the rubber of the condom was stretched obscenely before it managed to painfully crimp off Karl’s attempted swelling. Yet blind she was not. When a knock came at the door she set down his leg, moved aside and pulled the sheet up over his immodesty before answering.

“We’re decent; come on in.”

The woman who entered was about fifty. Elegantly – and expensively – attired in a black silk suit, white blouse and pearls, she was severely beautiful and intimidatingly dictatorial in bearing. Yet taking in Nurse Drake tugging her uniform into place as she climbed flushed and breathing heavily from the bed (and Karl could swear noting the way the sheet stood up at his waist), she expressed only cold satisfaction. Her arched eyebrows lifted.

“Yes, I see,” she said, apropos of apparently nothing. Then she nodded and came straight to the point. “Well, you are quite right Doreen. This looks like an excellent candidate for your techniques. And after studying the case I can’t imagine any other hope. Approval is granted. We’ll see to the paperwork today, and you can have him tomorrow. That should be quite the birthday gift for our little victim here.”

This nod toward Karl was openly disdainful, shocking in health care circles. He was left humbled and disregarded and parsing this potentate’s word choices while Doreen expressed her gratitude and confidence. They referred to a few obscure procedural details he couldn’t be bothered to follow, and then both formidable women turned to him. The elder held up a cell phone, obviously recording him on video.

“Very well, Mister Jensen, I understand that you wish to be released into the sole care and custody of Nurse Drake here. All legal responsibility for your upkeep and treatment will be hers for a year. She will report to this clinic quarterly but will otherwise operate without oversight. Is all this in accordance with your wishes?”

“Absolutely ma’am!”

Doreen beamed at him, her approval flushing Karl with warmth. The older woman merely nodded sternly. “In that case, I urge you to hang on her every word. You must submit to this treatment heart and soul if you wish to heal your mind and body. Nurse Drake here is the best there is. You are extremely lucky she has committed herself to your redemption.”

“I know that, ma’am.”

“Yes…well, see that you remember that throughout the year.”

Again came that shaming look of disdain, the faint sneer of contempt that Karl knew he merited yet had somehow ceased to expect in this setting. He lowered his eyes, and was further chagrined to see the sheet still tented up at his waist. A faint but unmistakably derogatory sniff closed these proceedings.

“Nurse Drake, good luck. I’ll see you in three months for your first report.”

“Of course! Thank you so much once again. I won’t let you down.”

“You never have.”

With that the board member (Karl never did get her name) left. Still effervescent with joy and now filled with a fervor of purpose, Doreen climbed back onto the bed, deliberately hiking her skirt back up. She stripped the sheet back and for once Karl caught a fleeting smirk cross her face at the sight of his crimped-off hard -on still jutting adamantly up. She lifted his right leg, set the calf on her shoulder and leaned over his torso, stretching his hamstring in the manner of a distance runner preparing for a marathon. Smiling down at him on the bed below her, she was immediately all personal affection, professional integrity, quietly confident authority and irresistible erotic appeal again. Karl basked in her approval like a plant granted sunlight.

“Wonderful! That couldn’t have gone better. I’ve made your situation plain, and that I’m uniquely suited to take command of it. The circumstances truly are ideal: my poor little cripple is an orphan, an indigent and by this time tomorrow a legal adult. I will check you out of here shortly after breakfast young Karl, and I will redeem your life with ease!”

Nurse Drake leaned into him further, one stocking-clad leg coming down across Karl’s previously free one to keep it from rising as she held the other straight and stretched it above his head. The weight of her torso pressed down on his up-flung leg, crushing him into the bed. The front of her uniform belled out again and the swell of one impressive breast (trimmed in white lace) bulged in the opening. The look of loving possessiveness she focused on him from only a foot or so away was so hot and fierce that Karl throbbed harder than ever in his painful confinement. Though he still felt a sickening wave of self-hatred embittering his arousal, his excitement was as automatic as his fealty to the impossibly alluring authority eliciting it. For as long as he could stand to Karl met that oh-so evocative regard, gasping a bit with more than just the distress in his muscles and tendons. Finally he took refuge in practicalities.

“So we just wheel me down the hall and check me out of here?”

Doreen’s smile widened, became almost smug again.

“That’s right young man. Since you can’t really sign out and have no parent or guardian or legal representative to do so for you, we’ll just make a quick video of you checking out freely on your own recognizance. Then it’s out the door, into my car, and on your way back into life again, my precious young victim of fate and your own mistakes.”

That was the second time Karl had been called a victim this morning. And that he certainly was: a victim as much of his own selfishness, recklessness, thoughtlessness, meanness, weakness and lust as physics and fate. Yet the word still pricked his unease. It wasn’t lost on him that he was both supremely vulnerable and alone in the world. He could disappear tomorrow and no one would notice. In fact, that was basically what he had just agreed to do. For all he knew, these people planned to chop him into hamburger and serve him in the cafeteria. Yet what did any of that matter? What fate could be worse than the one he’d apparently already condemned himself too? What could be worse than he deserved? He’d killed his whole family and the girl he loved in one fell swoop. And seriously, when it came to his well-being, who better could he trust with it than this professionally conscientious, obviously extremely devoted nurse who’d done so well at it so far that he’d come to love and practically worship her for it?

“I can’t wait,” he responded sincerely.

“Good!” 

For a moment as he held that gaze again Karl thought he saw a certain curve to her smile, a hint of erotic promise in the loaded look she focused on him. This may have been his teenage imagination however; the next moment he was panting with relief as Doreen finally let his leg back down and moved to pick up the other one.

With the subject of his immediate future settled, a companionable silence fell between them as they continued with his exercises. Still a current of sexual tension persisted. 

The laptop computer salvaged from Karl’s old life sat plugged in nearby, unspooling the passionate paeans of Inner Secrets. Doreen had loaded this and several other Santana albums onto it herself. Among so many other blessings, she’d been introducing Karl to tons of fantastic old seventies’ music – stuff that was before his time, closer to hers, and unbelievably hot. Now as she bent and flexed, bent and flexed his legs to the sultry but charged “Open Invitation”, her uniform kept shifting progressively up at the bottom and gaping open up top. 

She sang along softly and nodded her head to the beat, that single curling lock brushing her flushed cheek in time with her movements. Her warm smile offered comfort while her honest eyes insisted on endurance. Relentlessly, even rhythmically she worked his flaccid helplessness, and the springs of the bed creaked and twanged suggestively with their demands on the mattress. And all the while Karl’s nudity and vulnerability under his beloved’s assured manipulations evoked that familiar humiliated submissiveness. Again he found himself unsettlingly reveling in this, no longer so mortified or reluctant. By the time they were finished and he was due for another shower he uneasily realized how fraught the coming year was sure to be. 

Still dealing with lingering grief and trapped in self-recrimination as he was, Karl was also awash in all the accumulated testosterone most adolescent males purged themselves of daily – sometimes twice daily. And despite the un-settle-able debt he owed his lost mate, he finally accepted that he was also (almost unforgivably) only about one step removed from being in mawkish puppy love with this new woman in his life. The prospect of even closer, prolonged, entirely exclusive and no doubt far more intense interaction with such a consummate erotic sovereign was suddenly as daunting as it was exciting. 

He was in for as much anguish as arousal, he had no doubt. Still Nurse Drake made no more mention of her plans for treating him, and was as gentle and considerate and circumspect as always while performing his morning hygiene. It wasn’t until Karl was dressed and presentable (and damned handsome, she assured him) and set up in his rolling throne for the day that she brought up the matter again at all. A tray was attached to the armrests of his wheelchair and his breakfast laid out on it. As she forked chunks of melon into his mouth (never slopping or even dripping much on him as others did hurrying through this chore), Doreen smiled fondly.

“I’m sure you’ll want your laptop for the day. But while you’re at PT I should pack up everything you won’t need and load it in my car. We don’t want to be bothered with it tomorrow. And tonight I can set things up so you can settle in quick and easy when we arrive at my place.”

Smug possessiveness was back in her expression as Nurse Drake blotted his lips with the napkin for him. Karl felt the usual wave of cosseted bliss at being the object of such a look. 

There could be no heaven like her loving custody. For a moment he thought to pursue the subject, wondering about the size and accessibility of her home and what kind of accommodations she had planned for him. He couldn’t think of a tactful way to frame his questions however, so he stuck to the original subject.

“All I need here is a single change of clothes, a few toiletries and my computer. Thank you again by the way for setting up that voice recognition software for me, and installing all the music, movies and books. It helps pass the time wonderfully when you’re not here.”

“My pleasure, Karl. It’s all shared files though. I trust you won’t turn me into the authorities for a little copyright violation.”

“Are you kidding? I wouldn’t turn you in for anything. You are the only authority I recognize.” Karl felt a blush of embarrassment at this confession, and another swoony rush of favor as the older woman who meant so much to him gave him another charged and even suggestive smile in response.

“Good boy. I may hold you to that. Now, is there anything you want from the storage locker where the rest of your things were left when the bank foreclosed on your parent’s house?”

“No ma’am. You still have the key though, right?”

“Of course I do. And incidentally, I may take some of your clothes there. You really won’t be needing much at my place. I prefer you naked in any case. It makes you so much meeker and eager to please for some reason. And you really do have a lovely young body, though you’re letting it waste away. I will put a stop to that, Karl. You can take it to the bank.”

Again came that hot prickly rush at this downright risqué talk, and for the first time Karl allowed himself to really wonder just how intimate this private therapy his nurse had in mind for him was going to be. 

He’d been dutifully reading a lot of psychology texts since his accident, enough to know that most men consistently over-interpret the sexual signals of women. He mustn’t let his dirty imagination run away with him. Still the impish twinkle in his beloved’s eyes as she dropped these hints made Karl twitch toward erection again. 

Of course the new condom catheter fitted over his penis made this as much an ordeal of pain and frustration as a compelling carnal yearning. To take his mind off this (or conversely give fodder to the monster) he wanted to question her again, this time about her supposedly rare and unorthodox and wonderfully effective treatment techniques. But again Karl found himself unable to frame his queries in a way that might not hint at doubt or ingratitude on his part. He could only smile back at Doreen with timid trust and hopefulness as she set down the fork, held up a cup for him to drink from and then blotted his lips again.

“Okay Master Jensen, breakfast is finished. And they should be coming to take you to physical therapy soon.

“I’m sorry, I’m afraid I won’t be here when you get back. Once I load up your stuff I have a number of meetings with the rest of the staff to attend to. This is my last day here until you’re cured after all. Then I’m going straight home to prepare for my new roommate. God I can’t wait to have you all to myself! So Marybeth will be here for you this afternoon and evening, and Jeremy will get you up tomorrow morning. 

“Don’t fret now, Karl. I know you prefer female nurses. So does every other guy in here. But after Jeremy you’re going to have the best nurse in the whole world, male or female, day and night until you’re all better. Isn’t that something to look forward to? I know I’m looking forward to having just one patient, my favorite patient ever, under my loving care around the clock!”

Doreen lifted his breakfast tray from Karl’s lap tray. With her other hand she deftly unplugged his laptop and set it in front of him, though he had only a manner of minutes to kill until his own next appointment.

“So I’ll see you about this time tomorrow, cutie. Think of me while I’m gone, and prepare yourself for a year or less of very intense, one-on-one continuous therapy at my hands. We have a lot of work – and fun – ahead of us.”

With that Doreen gave her soon-to-be exclusive charge a final look that brimmed with mischievousness. Then for the first time ever she breached professional etiquette by planting a soul-soaring kiss on his forehead.

“Have a nice day now, Karl. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

With that Nurse Drake gave him a grinning wink and carried the tray from the room.


Chapter Three

On his last night in the clinic Karl lay awake long after he’d been put into bed. He lay awake even after the movie he was watching on his laptop ended, leaving him in the silent dimness of his denuded room. Three things kept him from sleep.

First was the thought of the state home he’d somehow escaped – provided Doreen’s confidence was well-placed and he didn’t just end up being admitted there unchanged after another year. His ambivalence about the place had passed. With no control over his destination, he hadn’t bothered to worry about it. Like the accident it was something he couldn’t change, and so had to be accepted with deadened affect. Sometimes repression is the only alternative to suicidal despair. Now that he’d been given this miraculous reprieve however he was finally allowing himself to consider what he’d escaped.

There would have been no private room and beautiful doting nurse there, that was for sure. And his laptop full of entertainment would have been stolen within hours. The food would have been even more (probably far more) institutionally unpalatable and the level of care abysmal: again, no highly trained and motivated RN seeing to his daily hygiene, feeding, positioning and exercises but scruffy, minimum-wage orderlies and aides. That meant bedsores, urinary infections, contractions in his arms and legs, neglect and cruelty whether casual, malicious or systemic and yes, the unrelenting attentions of the predators in residence as well. And while he no doubt deserved all this and even more he was still enormously relieved now to have escaped it – at least temporarily. It remained to be seen if his saintly sweet Doreen could indeed redeem him completely. And that was the second thing keeping him awake.

How exactly did she propose to unravel the subconscious tangle everyone was convinced was keeping him crippled? It really did seem there was some sexual subtext to her portents. Did she mean to kiss (or even screw) him back to life like some kind of male sleeping beauty? As unbelievably exciting as this idea was (and as profoundly upsetting to his lingering grief, blame and self-hatred) Karl remained dubious about its efficacy. 

He wasn’t about to forget what he’d done, much less forgive himself for it, just because the most wonderful woman in the world took an inexplicable fancy to him, or smothered him in affection and ecstasy that was the opposite of what he deserved. No, he couldn’t afford to get his hopes up for a cure, or even for the possibility that his reluctant lust was going to be indulged.

He could only do as he’d promised. He must fight off the ennui he’d been languishing in for over a year and commit himself heart and soul to this intense new therapy, this unorthodox new treatment no matter what it entailed. Nurse Drake was making enormous sacrifices and assuming herculean burdens on his behalf. He owed her a commensurate effort in return. Perhaps he could use the change in surroundings and situation as a spur to finally seriously confront the issues afflicting him. It was his only chance for healing after all, and to escape from a lifetime of helpless suffering, degradation and unspeakably repellent abuse.

With that resolution in place, the last thing keeping Karl from rest was the usual source of his insomnia. Simply put, he was afraid to go to sleep. He was haunted almost nightly by recurring dreams of the only other girl he’d ever loved, the one he’d killed through his unconscionable behavior. These generally ended in one of two ways, the one slightly more endurable than the other. Karl dreaded both in what they collectively said about him.

Even a body as sedentary as his needed its down time however. Eventually this overcame his anxiety, and Karl dropped off. Soon enough a familiar tragedy in three acts was playing out: a shadow-play from his subconscious on the stage of his awareness.

At first this was an awesome dream, one he entered into eagerly. There was an uneasy foreboding lurking behind his revelry, a prescient knowledge that such heaven couldn’t continue, that he was only being set up for disaster. That didn’t matter though. For now the clock had been turned back. Some shattering episode had been abrogated. He was sixteen again, fit and happy and glorying in the function of his athletic young body. He was in love with a girl who loved him in return, one of the hottest girls in the school even. Last fall he’d been captain of the JV soccer team and she’d been the captain of the JV cheerleading squad. This year they’d both be moving up to varsity and next year they’d rule the school. This was still summer however: sunny and seventy-five and just an absolutely beautiful afternoon. They were on the back patio at Krista’s house, playing a little one-on-one basketball. Karl dribbled, faked, dodged around his girlfriend and went in for a layup, exulting far more in the mere ability of mobility than in gaining two points they weren’t bothering to count anyway. They were just killing time, waiting for the right opportunity to slip away for a far more intimate, energetic encounter.

Both Krista’s parents worked during the day. Her brother Taylor, home from college for the summer, was expected to serve as chaperone. Unlike the stereotypical overprotective older brother however, he remembered his own teenage days. He didn’t care what his sister did, was even sympathetic as long as she was discreet and he remained un-incriminated. Now he poked his head out his bedroom window and called down to them.

“Hey, I’m trying to read up here. Why don’t you guys find something better to do?”

“You’re the boss!” obliged Karl. Taylor ducked back inside. Karl looked at his girlfriend. God, she was so beautiful! Flaming red hair twisted into a thick cable down her back, her china-blue eyes alight with love and invitation, gorgeous Krista gave him a smile like a dollop of whipped cream and made a little jerk over her shoulder with her head. That was enough for Karl. He rolled the basketball away and jogged after her as she hurried across the lawn to the path through the woods.

She was running now, and pulling away from him. As he passed from sunlight into the shadow of the trees, sleeping Karl’s foreboding recurred. Anxiously he ran faster, a couple hundred feet through the massive old oaks, maples and other hardwoods. Finally he caught up with Krista at the tree-house. 

This had been built by Taylor and his friends and was a damn respectable structure. It was also extremely convenient. Karl hurried up the ladder (two-by-sixes nailed to the trunk) after his girlfriend, panting with more than just exertion. Milk-white and edged with orange freckles, Krista’s inner thighs pumped and flashed, beckoning him upward. Her perfect ass worked in the tight shorts she wore and the shape of her vulva was sweetly molded. Karl followed all this eagerly through the trapdoor. By the time he’d joined her in their regular love nest he had a blued-steel boner tenting out his own shorts. Krista was already settling onto a big old bean-bag chair that took up much of one corner. Freckled cheeks flushed and her entire lovely face alight with excitement, she was a prize any guy would die for.

“Did you get it?”

In answer Karl reached into his pocket and pulled out the cellophane wrapper of a cigarette pack. With a grin he flashed the doobie within. Krista mimed clapping and exulted with their pet phrase for these situations.

“Nothing like a buzz to get the best out of love!”

“You got that right.”

Karl lit up and settled into the beanbag next to her. They each took a toke or two, and then he carefully butted and rewrapped the rest. Krista was popping a peppermint into her mouth and Karl took her into his arms.

“Feel like sharing that?”

With that they were kissing: making out like mad in fact, their dueling tongues chasing and swapping the little candy around their open mouths as it dissolved. Krista was groping in his lap, gripping the hot pole of him through his gym shorts. Meanwhile his own hand explored under her t-shirt, slipping her bra up off her beasts so he could cup and squeeze and marvel as always in the firmness yet yield of each delightful handful. But then the peppermint was gone, cottonmouth was starting to kick in and making out was a shade less rewarding. They broke apart and without discussing it Krista pulled her t-shirt off, unhooked and removed her bra. 

More freckles spotted the slopes of her breasts. The nipples were big, bulbous and cherry-blossom pink. As Karl took one in his mouth a part of his sleeping awareness that knew this was only a dream reveled as always in the richness of difference between dreaming and waking memory – all he still had of this vibrant and incomparably special girl. He could actually feel the little nubbles of her ducts against his tongue, smell her healthy young flesh and taste the tang of her sweat. Though he hadn’t touched pot since the night of the accident he was feeling all the effects of a good buzz, especially the perceptual enhancement and emotional magnification that made making love so gratifying under its influence. Wallowing in this total-recall sensory glut and practically bursting with love and arousal, Karl dallied through the usual foreplay until he and his beloved were both naked and the real magic was about to begin. Then the first proof of that foreboding intruded, robbing this dream of its delight. 

The trouble arose, as it often did lately, when they differed over which position to couple in. Krista still wanted to straddle and ride him. Karl resisted as always, feeling irrationally that there was something unmanly about this. Even as the sleeping awareness witnessing this winced in chagrin and wailed in remorse, the sixteen year-old asshole he had been once again thoughtlessly bullied his precious soul-mate into doing it his way. That rightly seemed to sour the encounter however, ruling out one of the possible endings to this dream – and portending perhaps the worse one. Just as he finally had Krista splayed out below him and was rearing for the plunge, her cell phone buzzed. Foreboding closed in as she reached for this. Prudence required she check it, and prudence was proved right.

“Shit, it’s Taylor. Mom’s on her way home. We have to get back to the house right now!”

Hurriedly they yanked their clothes back on. Slipping through the trapdoor, they scrambled down the ladder. At once Krista sprinted for the house, but Karl paused a moment at the base of the tree. How long had they been up there? 

Not even long enough for a quickie, replied his blue balls and only reluctantly receding rigidity. Yet suddenly it was already dark out. Instinctive terror pounced – a fear far greater than could be ascribed to the mere threat of being caught fooling around. Krista called to him to hurry and Karl dashed after her, running with the useless sludginess common to all nightmares. And that’s what this suddenly was. 

Krista was in some sort of danger. Karl knew it intuitively, and he knew it was somehow connected to his pigheaded insistence on getting his way all the time. He should have let Krista ride him. Then none of this would have happened: the text from her brother, the scramble from the tree-house, the darkness and the danger. Instead they’d be locked in a loving copulation presaging all the thousands they’d eventually enjoy as high school sweethearts married for life. 

Desperate as he was to overtake and protect Krista from whatever horrible threat he had invited by bullying her again though, Karl suddenly realized he’d lost her entirely. The glimmer of her white t-shirt had disappeared; in fact he’d lost the path too. He was just running pell-mell through the darkened woods. And somehow he wasn’t high anymore, at least not primarily. He was drunk instead. Cheap, hastily chugged beer sloshed in his belly as he blundered into trunks, lost and disoriented and blubbering in his terror for Krista. On and on, he thrashed through the forest, a phantasmagoric netherworld worthy of Tolkien. He had no idea where he was, only that he was becoming ever more frantic. But at last looking up he saw the black bulk of the tree house. Somehow he’d gotten turned around; maybe he was even running in circles. Relieved a bit to have his bearings again but still unaccountably terrified for the love of his young life, the future wife that he’d been so stupidly and habitually mean to (never again, I swear, I’m so sorry!) he charged through undergrowth denser than he remembered to emerge again at the base of the ladder. There he skidded to a stop, shrieking in denial.

Krista! Here she was at last, crumpled at the foot of the trunk! Karl hurried up to her and then staggered back, horrified and revolted and consumed by the most virulent self-loathing imaginable. She was dead, this gorgeous, sweet, unconscionably brow-beaten beauty, dead!

In his muddled awareness, Karl scrabbled for answers. She must have fallen hurrying down the ladder after their illicit tryst, though her injuries seemed much too severe for just that. Jesus, God, her head was broken open, one of the eyes actually dislodged from its socket! Blood and what looked like moldy cottage cheese were spilled out all over the dress she’d chosen for the party (what party?) and her neck was kinked and twisted around in the most gruesome fashion. The sight was unspeakably grisly and yet somehow familiar: explicitly detailed, clinically convincing. Total recall strikes again, or maybe photographic memory. Yet even as he reeled in horror, and in grief, guilt, and self-hatred, the execration he felt for himself was compounded by the outrageously self-serving thoughts that sprang into his panicked head.

This was his fault, and everyone would blame him for it. They’d been partying, and conniving to screw, duping both of their parents, and he was going to be in so much trouble! Suddenly even in the tangle of the woods he heard sirens – not ambulance sirens, it was far too late for that, these were police sirens. He’d killed her, and they were coming for him. Forget about ruling the school, Homecoming king and queen and all that, forget about college and marriage and careers, he was going to prison for life, where his enviably perfect young body, long hair, good looks and lack of hirsuteness would see him turned into everyone’s bitch in minutes. Desperately Karl looked around, searching for any escape. Then he saw the rope.

This used to hang from a limb a dozen feet above the structure, and served as a swing, or an alternate route up and down. Krista’s parents had ordered it removed, deeming it too dangerous. Suddenly it was back, and dangerous indeed. Rather than feature a series of knots to facilitate climbing and descent, it now had just one: the coil and loop of a hangman’s noose.

Well why not? His life was over anyways. This was his fault, he couldn’t live without terribly wronged Krista, and death was preferable to a lifetime of bitter self-hatred. In fact it was the only honorable course open. Karl climbed the ladder, stretched for the rope and fitted it about his throat. Before he jumped though he spared one last look at the wonderful girl he’d betrayed, the mate he loved so much and had proved so unworthy of. And though she still lay dead, brains spilling from her cloven head, neck broken grotesquely, her open, staring, beautiful blue eyes, even the bulging one, suddenly rolled to fix on him. They were filled with terror and despair and mute, irrefutable accusation. Though almost expected after so many horror flicks this was still just too much. He leaped shrieking from the tree as insanity descended…

Karl woke gasping, tears puddling in his ears. 

From his cheekbones through his temples, his eyes to the blonde hair on the pillow he was cool and very wet. His face flamed by contrast, yet even in his soul-rending anguish he found room for relief that the wetness was only up top. 

When the dream (the setting and circumstances changed, but it was always essentially the same dream) went the other way, his unconscious erection had been known to be so fierce that it pushed the condom catheter off. On occasion the eventual culmination was then so powerful and affecting as to bring on the nocturnal emissions that betrayed his general neurological health. 

Then on top of the heartbreak and self-loathing consuming him in the aftermath of this ecstatically traumatic ordeal he would have to call for the night nurse – or lie humiliatingly splattered and in whatever urine he passed until understanding Doreen arrived to clean him up in the morning. No, though it filled him with terror and anguish and guilt, and left him crying and shaking involuntarily, Karl thought he actually preferred the unhappy ending, and not just because it spared him such embarrassment.

Confronting what he’d done (and remembering what he’d seen next to him in the wrecked car) was absolutely shattering every time, but at least it was condign. Enjoying blissful lovemaking with exquisite lost Krista to the glorious finish was unbelievably sublime yet felt like the most hideous offense upon waking. It filled him with even greater self-hatred than that which drove him to put the subconscious noose around his neck. And lurking behind this was the unconscionably selfish dread with which he regarded the eventuality of finally trying to achieve climax while conscious. 

How would he react then? It was possible he would never experience an orgasm again that wasn’t merely a cue for emotional evisceration. Indeed his anxiety about this might prove so severe as to lead to impotence, and wet dreams might end up being the only kind of carnal release open to him. All this was upsetting enough. Yet this ending was the ‘life dream’ in contrast to tonight’s far more frequent death dream. 

Karl didn’t need an accredited psychiatrist to explain these things to him. Together the dreams meant that on a subconscious level he remained mostly ambivalent about his recovery. Deep inside, he was undecided whether he wanted to rejoin life or accept the living death of the state home. Both life and death tormented him almost unendurably. Yet for the time being it seemed death still tormented him less. 

Karl sighed, his heart rate finally calming somewhat, his breathing easing. 

Sweet Doreen had her work cut out for her. Yet not all hope was lost. He must remember his promise both to her and to himself to reciprocate her efforts wholeheartedly. Remembering their parting earlier, and the inexpressibly cherished kiss she’d gifted him with, Karl suffered again the conflict between what he felt for her and how he felt about himself. This time however life came out on top. With that encouraging coal glowing in his chest he at last slipped back into sleep, still dwelling on that brief press of her lips against his forehead.


Chapter Four

Karl’s legal adulthood dawned in drabness and disinterest. 

A heavy ceiling of clouds covered the sky visible from his window, and strolling in to see to his morning routine was not the sainted Nurse Drake but Jeremy Something-or-other. 

Unlike Doreen, who always wore a classic (if a bit short and low-cut) white uniform right to the traditional cap (which was actually derived from a nun’s habit she once told him), Jeremy dressed in plain institutional scrubs. Like her however he was a thoroughly capable professional, up to the standards of this upscale clinic. He was super-competent, courteous and friendly without being intrusive. But of course he was no Nurse Drake. Karl missed her acutely throughout his exercises and hygiene, dressing and feeding. 

Despite being used to it by now, he still felt a lingering discomfort with having another man provide such intimate assistance. He was no homophobe of course, and there was no sexual undercurrent to what were pretty mundane proceedings without Doreen. But ingrained attitudes, misguided as they were, persisted. After all, he was the guy who’d refused to let the love of his life seek climactic satisfaction by climbing atop him for intercourse. 

He’d not only killed her with his selfishness, irresponsibility and bullying, he’d also dragged her to her gruesome death without her ever having experienced orgasm. Now, macho asshole that he still apparently was, Karl endured his morning ablutions and the application of his condom with a stoic indifference. And while he did he cheered himself as Doreen suggested by concentrating on the fact that this was the last time for an entire year that anyone other than she would touch or have access to his helplessness. This filled him with anticipation as well as relief, and by the time he was up and dressed for the day and had finished breakfast he was as full of butterflies as a boy awaiting his first date: a party with the hottest cheerleader on the squad perhaps. Twenty minutes passed like an entire wasted life. By the time Nurse Drake finally arrived (still wearing her uniform though she was now officially on sabbatical), Karl returned her smile of doting fondness with all the gratitude, love and determination to match her commitment that he’d been nurturing all morning. In response she clucked disapprovingly over his appearance and petted his head with a familiarity and affection that sent shivers through his immobility. Right away she dug in her purse for a comb.

“My goodness darling, what did Jeremy do to your hair? You’re going to have to look hotter than that if you’re going out into the world with this discerning lady.”

She began combing him out, tutted again at the results, and at last resorted to tying his ultra-hip soccer player’s locks back into a ponytail. Though Karl often resisted this (it pulled on his scalp after a while and of course he was incapable of adjusting or relieving it himself) he didn’t dream of refusing his incredible benefactor anything she wanted.

“There!” she finally declared. “I like you better this way anyways. With the shape of your face it makes you much more attractive. And that shirt really brings out the blue in your eyes. I’m going to have to defend you from hordes of estrus females all day today. Now, let’s blow this popsicle stand! It’s the first day of the rest of your life, as they say. And oh my God, I can’t believe I’ve been so remiss! Happy eighteenth birthday darling!”

Leaning over the back of the wheelchair she’d been about to start pushing, Doreen granted him another wonderful kiss, this one an unbelievably hearty smack right on the cheek. His conflict and even self-despite forgotten for the time, Karl felt himself go all gooey inside.

That was twice she’d called him ‘darling’ this morning, and twice in twenty-four hours she’d actually kissed him. Clearly the strictures of propriety were being eased, the previously necessary barriers coming down. Perhaps his wild imaginings of physical intimacy blooming between them were not so wild after all. Karl seemed to float on a cushion of euphoria as Doreen closed the computer on his lap and rolled him out of the room that had been his cell for over a year and a half. Then they were headed on down the corridor, and his heart soared accordingly.

Some of the staff they crossed paths with stopped them briefly to give Doreen a quick hug, to wish her goodbye and say good luck. Some voiced the same sentiments to Karl, though in a mystifying variety of manner. 

Some urged him sincerely to devote himself to his recovery. Some looked on him with pity as if he were truly going to the state home. Some failed to conceal the same faint sneers he’d endured the day before, and some even smirked at him with a kind of knowing mirth. Perhaps there were clues to his future to be gleaned here; perhaps not. Karl cared neither way. All he cared about was getting outside again after so long. Yet even after they’d run the gauntlet of Nurse Drake’s colleagues there was one last pain-in-the-ass delay to endure. 

Doreen pushed his wheelchair up to the reception desk. There under the lens of the building’s security cameras he reiterated his request to be released into her exclusive care. He even held a pen in his teeth and signed with an x. Doreen witnessed this and signed a few other papers too. There was a little muttering and fretting from a legal type about ‘extraordinary latitude’ and ‘liability concerns’, and at last they were allowed to make their escape. 

Outside even the parking lot looked like paradise. The sky had cleared. Hard and bright, the eleven a.m. sunshine bounced from glass and chrome, dazzling the eye. Yet the tears that smeared Karl’s sight of vehicles, light poles, and decorative landscaping had more to do with joy and relief. He was outdoors at last! He’d been freed from not only the walls and ceilings that had enclosed him ever since the accident but of the constraints of institutional living too. He’d been rescued from the company of functionaries, of doctors and technicians, orderlies and nurses to whom he was but one case among many, a name on a chart and a lump in a chair. Now he was answerable only to this angel. Sensing his poignant joy and even exhilaration, Doreen sped up until she was running, pushing Karl in his wheelchair across the tarmac in a giddy celebration of freedom that he would have found terrifying had he not known to the core of his being that Doreen would never allow any harm to come to him. All the way to the end they flew, to the staff parking area separated from the main lot by a bougainvillea-draped stucco wall. There, sitting between a van and a huge SUV (both of which seemed far better suited to transporting the wheelchair-bound) was a mid-priced, mid-size sedan. Spotlessly clean and heliographing vicious darts of light, its depthless blue finish made it appear new despite being a model from about three years ago. Doreen slowed at last and pushed Karl into the gap by the passenger side door.

“Your coach-and-four, sir!”

She positioned him right by the door, moved around in front of him, opened and swung it wide. She eased him forward a bit more and engaged the chair’s brakes. Gently Nurse Drake lifted Karl’s legs from the foot pedals, removed the leg rests from the chair and set his feet down on the pavement. Then she squeezed into the tight space between his legs, the interior of the car and the open door. Looming over him closer than ever, Doreen smiled down reassuringly. The light of happiness and excitement in her eyes shone as brilliant as the sunshine.

“You’ve been transferred without a lift before of course.”

“Sure, all the time in physical therapy.”

“Okay then, here we go!”

Nurse Drake hiked her uniform up, higher on her thighs than Karl had ever seen it, until he even caught sight of the elastic tops of her stockings. Responding to the widening of Karl’s eyes, Doreen gave him a mischievous grin.

“This is so much easier wearing pants. But I won’t complain if you don’t.”

“It’s a deal,” Karl croaked, his heart suddenly drumming with excitement only slightly tinged with anxiety. 

He had no rational fear of Doreen dropping him, but his utter helplessness always made this a nervy experience regardless of the competence and even expertise of the person he was trusting himself to. Yet not even this perfectly natural fear of injury could compete with his anticipation of the physical intimacy imminent as Doreen set her feet, squatted down and spread her knees. Clutching his own between these, she used Karl’s arms to lean his body forward, draping those arms over her back while she took the weight of his torso on her shoulder. Her arms came around him in a heavenly embrace and her hands slid down his back and under him until they were clutching his buttocks. Bodies pressed together, his head over her shoulder like a baby being burped and her oh-so evocative smell filling his nostrils, Karl felt so cosseted and secure, so excited and yes, so helplessly in love that his voice cracked again when Doreen addressed him.

“Ready, cutie?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“All right, then!”

Nurse Drake’s arms and legs tightened about him. Then, though they were likely about the same weight (Karl was an inch or so taller but had already lost some muscle mass), she used practiced technique and expert body mechanics to pick him up, pivot him around and deposit him sideways on the car seat. 

One arm came solicitously about his shoulders while the other snaked under his legs and she lifted these into the car even as she shifted him around to face forward on the seat. Too soon his head came off her shoulder and the weight of his torso left her embrace for that of the bucket seat. Face to face with his beloved again as she still leaned over him in the close quarters of the car, Karl tried to quiet his pounding heart as she smiled inquiringly at him.

“Okay, then? Comfy?”

“Yes, Doreen, thank you. That was well done.”

“Of course it was. You’re in good hands for the next year darling. Have no unnecessary fears with me!”

For second Karl wondered if this was just a turn of phrase, or whether she was subtly indicating that there were things he necessarily should fear. The strange variation in the way Doreen’s friends on the staff regarded his departure recurred. But then he was given something far more thrilling and immediate to occupy him.

Nurse Drake pulled the lap and shoulder belts across him and buckled him in. This gave Karl a kind of kinky twinge: his iconic female sovereign was putting him in restraints. But then Doreen took a quick look around.

“You know what? I’m going to ditch this uniform right here. Thanks to that wall and these vehicles no one should see a thing.” She leaned way over, nearly lying across Karl’s lap in order to grab a bag from behind the front seat. Then she was pulling back out of the car.

“I didn’t want to wear it in the first place, and was planning to change at the first opportunity. I thought we might spend your birthday out here in the world: seeing some sights and doing some stuff in full view of the sun and public, before we disappear into my demesne for the next twelve months. And I don’t want to burden you with the stigma of my uniform. But I thought I ought to wear it at least to take official custody of you. It makes a better impression.”

Doreen swung his door shut and stepped to the back of the car. In the rear view mirror Karl saw her load his collapsible wheelchair into the trunk and then poke her head around the van for a more thorough look about. Then she hurried back to stand by the rear fender again. With her back to the lot and not even a glance to ensure that her teenage charge (strapped in place facing helplessly forward as he was) wasn’t peeking, Doreen swiftly unbuttoned her one-piece uniform and stripped it off. 

Helpless not to peek (and unaffectedly goggle), Karl gloried in his brief view of that wonderfully voluptuous yet still fit and firm form revealed in only the lace-trimmed white bra he’d glimpsed any number of times, matching panties that were neither skimpy nor matronly and the stockings he’d felt sliding along his own bare legs every morning for the past year or more. The trimness of Doreen’s belly below the heavy rounds of her half-exposed breasts made him keen a bit unconsciously until he heard himself and clamped it off. Then his nurse from heaven quickly pulled on a short (and highly flattering) summer dress of green and yellow. She toed off her sensible white nurse’s shoes and stepped into pair of stylish sandals. Carefully unpinning the hat from her hair, she stuffed this, shoes and uniform into the bag and then circled around to the driver’s side. Opening the door, Doreen stowed this behind the seat and climbed in.

“There!” She gave him a smile of gleaming satisfaction. “Now you won’t be mistaken for a patient on a day pass being herded around by a nurse. Let’s show the world you’re just another handsome guy out on an afternoon date with his best gal, wheelchair and all. Now come on! We’ve got a birthday to celebrate – not to mention the beginning of an incredibly impactful new relationship that’s going to save your life and profoundly enrich mine!”

Doreen socked the key in and started the car. Karl could only sit there: amazed and demeaned yet again by Nurse Drake’s generosity, consideration, kindness – and immense sex appeal. Then they were on their way, the clinic behind him forever and at least a year (and hopefully about seventy more) of paradise ahead. 


Chapter Five

At first Karl was too keyed up to talk. If he hadn’t been paralyzed he’d have been bouncing on the edge of his seat. As it was, all he could do was drink in the most mundane sights with something approaching ecstasy. An old man out walking a scruffy-looking dog, a trio of little boys tussling over a ball, other ordinary people passing to and fro or sitting on stoops, each trite scene seemed staged for his delight. After nearly two years shut inside, trapped in his motionless body and emotional prison, everything was now imbued with vividness and charm. 

Karl had expected agoraphobia after such an extended detention but instead he devoured each newly revealed vista. Yet mingled with this exhilaration were less uncomplicated sources of upset, ones he didn’t quite care to sort out yet. 

Intuitively perceptive as ever, Doreen allowed him to ride in silence, letting him enjoy and adjust without the additional challenge of trying to converse with her – or deal with the nervy novelty of being alone with her out of uniform, in a new and seriously uncertain context.

Still her proximity in their enclosure had its effect. Her (surely deliberately) unspecified intentions for him added another dose of spice to his emotional stew, and as they drove Karl swooped by turns through exuberant giddiness to covert lust and worship to (reasonless as it was) a kind of craven intimidation. Meanwhile, considerate and mindful of his needs as always, Doreen headed straight for the coast. There she turned north onto a littoral highway and settled into a pace leisurely enough for them to enjoy the scenery without making a traffic hazard of themselves. As they passed palm trees, beaches, piers and marinas full of fishing and pleasure boats, seagulls wheeling acrobatically overhead, Karl at last found himself relaxing. His manic exhilaration moderated; mad fantasies faded. The fluttering in his stomach subsided and his rapid breathing eased. Almost unconsciously he unclenched inside. 

There was still a certain level of anxiety at the fact of car travel. If they crashed he would be helpless to extricate himself, a prospect that held particular terror for him after the ordeal that haunted his dreams. And strapped in or not, even a sharp enough turn might topple him over as his momentum shifted. Doreen’s driving was expert and mindful of such dangers though. This uneasiness too receded the farther up the coast they went. At last he felt ready for interaction. Karl was searching for a topic to bring up (the immense scope of his gratitude would be a good start), when Doreen gave him another smile and preempted him.

“Feeling a little more normal now, Karl?’

“Yes I am, thanks.”

She nodded sagely.

“Being around water is calming. We don’t really understand it, but it definitely has a therapeutic influence.”

“That’s odd, isn’t it? I mean humans evolved in forest and savannah. You would think we’d feel more comfortable among grass and trees.”

“Well, those grasses and trees were full of dangerous predators: lions and tigers and bears, oh my. Maybe a horizon clear of any cover that might hide deadly beasts is instinctively soothing. Or maybe it’s the ceaseless peaceful movement, kind of like a giant lava lamp.”

“Maybe.”

And with that they were on their way. Conversation stayed light and cheery and proceeded easily. After half a thousand days together they knew each other better than many married couples. And like the luckiest of those couples they still found each other ever more engaging. Of course Nurse Drake’s greater age, experience and education gave her superiority here as in every other arena. But young Karl was as comfortable (and strangely gratified by) being at a disadvantage conversationally as in all those other ways. In any case they grew increasingly animated as they cruised the coastline, perhaps in reaction to finally being free of the constraints of the clinic.

Boisterousness is not encouraged at hospitals for people recovering from catastrophic injuries. Now they laughed and exclaimed and babbled over one another. Doreen slapped her thigh or reached over from time to time to emphasize something with a friendly or affectionate or intensely meaningful squeeze of his leg or arm or even hand. Karl treasured each such gesture even as he devised new gibes. Indeed they were having such a great time that they’d been on the road for over an hour and had come almost thirty miles up the coast before their banter was interrupted. This came courtesy of a loud growling from Karl’s belly. He hadn’t exactly gorged at breakfast, being too filled with butterflies. Doreen laughed.

“Your tummy’s got the hunger grumbles. And I’m parched – talking’s thirsty work. How would you feel about fish for lunch? Fish so fresh it’s still flopping in the kitchen. Would that be a nice change from hospital food?”

“Boy would it ever!” Karl’s stomach cramped again at the thought.

“Well, there are lots of great places all along here. Pick a restaurant birthday boy. Your upkeep is on me. Just pick one that looks wheelchair accessible – though the little hole-in-the-wall dives often have the best fish, unfortunately.”

“We could just run in and grab takeout.” Karl seized on this. “That would save you hauling me in and out of the car and all around like a sack of potatoes.”

“We could do that. But that would deprive me of showing off what a sexy young guy I can get to go out to lunch with me. I have to establish my cougar credentials sometime.”

Karl laughed at this riposte while still searching for a way to demur. He almost claimed agoraphobia, which was at least within orbit of the truth. Doreen would see through that in a second however. In fact she was reading him effortlessly already. Her voice was warm and understanding and she again clasped his limp hand for emphasis. Fortitude poured into him through that grip.

“You’re embarrassed to be seen in public like this. You’re ashamed of your disability. You don’t want to be a sideshow for morons to gawp at.”

Karl swallowed hard. His voice was husky with feeling when he got his throat working.

“You certainly know what makes me tick. But you also have a way of putting things that gently lets me see how misguided I’ve been. 

“You’re right, and I’m being silly. A little pride can be essential. Let the morons gawp. I have as much right to the public square as anyone. What are they going to do, lynch me for being crippled? Still, it’s such a beautiful day outside…”

“Well then, look what have here: ‘Mack’s Fish Shack’. Small, privately owned, and they have a deck overlooking the ocean with outdoor tables.”

“That’s good enough for me,” Karl agreed. They slowed down and pulled in. After Doreen transferred him back into the wheelchair (a procedure Karl was profoundly glad he hadn’t forfeited in his silliness), she demonstrated yet again her rare thoughtfulness. 

Karl had found that even most health care professionals were often content to just hoist a patient into a chair and then leave them there, sitting with twisted clothes in whatever awkward, dorky-looking position they’d landed in. Nurse Drake however carefully shifted Karl into a casual semi-slouch, spread his legs some in typical male habit and generally arranged his inert limbs so that he looked cool and at ease, a becoming picture regardless of the wheelchair. She tugged his pants legs down to his shoes and pulled a few wrinkles out of his shirt. Then she rolled him out onto the deck, bypassing the restaurant proper with its tightly cluttered spaces. They were seated almost immediately and the great time proceeded.

The day continued to be knock-out gorgeous, though isolated clouds had again begun to sail by. The view of the ocean was so good it was a wonder they had open tables. When Karl and Doreen took one of the last ones there were a few second glances, but no freak show gawping. 

Without knowing what he’d expected (people shrieking Ayn Rand screeds or imploring that Jesus could heal him perhaps). Karl found himself surprisingly comfortable. Without doubt this was aided by the way Doreen sat possessively close to him, touching him a lot with proprietary ease as she unabashedly fed them alternating bites of the establishment’s outstanding seafood. Even in the bright summer afternoon Karl found himself mesmerized by her allure. As a former alpha male himself he fancied all the other guys wondering what the hell he must have to merit the favor of the most desirable woman in the place.

Karl wondered himself. Sitting with her practically in his lap, that honey-brown hair all down and a classy dress in place of her omnipresent uniform, the effect of Doreen’s beauty and quiet vivacity was cumulative. Of course he’d never been on a real ‘grown up’ date before either, if that’s what this was. Nurse Drake certainly acted like it. They hogged their table for as long as they could, until clouds were once again threatening to reclaim the day. Then she suggested they give up on the sun and go see a movie.

Twice more Doreen trapped Karl’s legs between her knees, took him into her arms (both hands clasping his buttocks), and adroitly maneuvered his body between means of conveyance. 

Her skill was granted, her strength impressive, her clutch and the sense of helpless trust it evoked priceless. They spent three thrilling hours in the dark together then, sharing a soda and watching the latest epic Tolkien adaptation. Rain was actually threatening when they emerged. The dinner hour was imminent, and Doreen set the chair’s brake right out on the sidewalk so the she could come squat down by Karl’s side and converse at his level.

“It’s your party, darling. Shall we have dinner at a nice restaurant? Go out dancing? Two torrid weeks in Maui? Or do you just want a meal together at home like ordinary folks?”

“All that sounds fantastic,” he sighed, though he was feeling a bit of overload. And the gibe about Maui had pierced his armor. “But maybe we ought to settle for the last option before we get wet. I’ve had a big day already – the best since the accident, and one of the best birthdays ever. So thank you very much. But maybe you should just show me to my new digs.”

“Are you sure? I’m remarkably resistant to rainwater – it hasn’t melted me yet, wicked witch that I am. And we can party all night if you like, birthday boy. It’s not every day you turn eighteen. And we’re on our own schedule for the next year.”

This last remark gave Karl an opening, awkward as it was, to finally broach the matter that had been tantalizing him the past three days. After sitting so close together in the dark so long, having Doreen grip his arm in excitement, his hand with feeling and even bury her face in his shoulder a time or two, just as if this really was a real movie date, he finally had the courage to attempt the clumsy segue.

“I guess it depends on what that schedule holds. You still haven’t more than hinted at the kind of magic you mean to perform on me, good witch Glenda. What kind of therapy and treatment are we looking at here?”

Nurse Drake’s smile went from smug to mischievous to indulgent.

“For now, the treatment is to have a good time and the best birthday ever. So what’s it going to be, boy? A four star restaurant? Home and hearth? Or are you going to rob me of the fun and fulfillment of healing you by climbing out of that chair right now and coming to Maui with me? Nothing like an unforgettable Hawaiian fling when rejoining the abled world!”

This last offer was delivered in such a sultry manner that Karl naturally strained desperately to move (a finger even!) with every iota of will be possessed. Alas it remained hopeless. And he hadn’t received an answer to his question. Nevertheless Doreen still looked so lovely, so potent and proprietary that he was instantly defeated: content to merely count the numberless blessings she’d already bestowed and turn himself over to her completely.

“I guess home and hearth it is then. Not that dinner and dancing don’t sound fabulous, and Maui a heaven I could never be worthy of. But for now I’ll settle for just seeing my new accommodations. I’m pretty sure they’ll have the clinic and the state home beat by a mile.”

Doreen’s smile widened; the possessive love and mischievous intent infusing her filling Karl with warmth – and horny unease. She leaned forward and a gave him a long hug, another first not counting transfers, positioning and the like. She followed this with a kiss on the cheek right out in public in front of everyone.

“Okay, young man. To my happy home we go. And once I have you there, you won’t leave until you’re walking!”

Another thoroughly enjoyable transfer and another long car ride later they were at last pulling in at Nurse Drake’s beautiful, surprisingly rural home. 

The driveway alone was half a mile long, and beyond the sprawling, one story house the first spatters of rain were stippling a pond a bit larger than the average golf course hazard: more of that therapeutic open water. Doreen thumbed a door opener and they pulled into an attached garage. Safe from the rain, Karl got one more loving clutch and lift and was settled back into his chair. Doreen unlocked a door and pushed him through it.

“Welcome to my humble abode, dear friend. I hope you will find it commodious.”

It was certainly accessible. From the spacious kitchen they’d entered it flowed in an open floor plan: few walls or corners, wide halls and doorways and indeed few doors. The floor was tile in the kitchen, hardwood in the attached dining room and hall leading away and a rather thin carpet in the large open living space. 

Karl was familiar enough with disability by now to recognize hard surfaces to ease the rolling of wheelchairs, lifts and other equipment, along with the uncluttered room to maneuver them. Someone had put deliberate foresight into making this home accommodating. Even the doorsill he’d come over and every threshold between rooms and surfaces was designed to minimize bumps. Now Doreen swung Karl around and parked him where he could both look out the big kitchen window at the dock and pond out back and keep her company while she cooked.

The meal was delicious once again: fantastic after almost two years of institutional food. Even better was the fact that it wasn’t just being shoveled into his mouth. While Doreen didn’t lavish him with the showy love she had in public, she still squeezed close to him and fed him from the same plate as her own. They even shared the same glass for convenience, Doreen showing no concern for the swapping of germs or the fact that she was plying her still underage charge with wine. She washed the dishes quickly then and pushed Karl into the living room.

There he scoffed at Doreen’s apologies that she had no cake or ice cream, no gaily wrapped pile of gifts, and they settled in to a first quiet evening at home together. The TV was tuned to a local college football game but muted – one of their numberless points of agreement was that commercials, like nearly all forms of advertising were an insult, offense to, indictment of, and insufferable blight upon humanity. Then with half an eye on the game and more lively-smoochy jazz-rock-soul from the seventies jamming in the background they played card games on the computer and surfed the web together for hours. 

Karl had a whole lot of news and world affairs to catch up on, things as a responsible adult of voting age he should know and understand. Along with filling him in and imparting her own wisdom in an entertaining way, Doreen introduced him to favorite sites of her own and shared her collection of hilarious or amazing video clips. They talked and laughed and marveled over the world inexhaustibly. Keenly enjoying this taste of cohabitation, of adult domestic bliss, Karl finally understood that the treatment had indeed already begun. 

All day his beloved had been dangling life and all the wonderful fulfillments it had to offer before him like a carrot from a stick. Freed from the sterile confines of the clinic, she was trying to wean him off his subconscious death wish by reminding him of all there was still to live for: great food and art, great sights and places, engaging or at least well-mannered people, rewarding home life and most of all the heaven of a really good mate – if not this one, or the one he’d lost, then one of the billion or so other possibilities out there. 

This was certainly a logical beginning, and Karl appreciated it enormously. He couldn’t remember a better day – or if he could, he didn’t want to. No doubt this kind of incentive was insufficient by itself. But the treatment was just beginning, and beginning well. He hadn’t been visited by his usual bitterness, grief and self-loathing all day, despite the fact that the subject and even the emotions associated with love and mating were usually cues. How long this could last Karl didn’t know. Nor did he realize how sorely it was about to be tested.


Chapter Six

“Was that a yawn, young sir?”

“I’m afraid it was, ma’am. I think that wine is finally catching up to me.”

“And I think growing boys need their rest, especially those still somehow convalescing from a crippling car crash twenty long months go.”

To this Karl had no reply, except perhaps to point out that he was at least legally considered a man now. This he did not quite dare to do. Taking his bowed head for assent, Nurse Drake closed the open programs on the computer. She shut off the music and television and rose to take the handles of his wheelchair. As she rolled him toward the short hallway that led to the rest of the house Karl was still marveling over the accessibility: smooth floors all on one level, few doors, tons of clearance with a minimum of obstacles. Then they passed down the hall into another expansive open space, and he last understood. He should have realized it immediately after her words to him in the shower, and those of the mysterious board member.

This was a bedroom suite designed specifically for a quadriplegic, a victim of stroke or MS or anyone else needing significant mobility assistance. There was an electrically powered lift set in a track in the ceiling. Its dangling yoke and chains were gleaming steel and its sling of straps a thick rubber of supple black. Currently hanging directly over the adjustable king size bed, the course of the track showed that this could be moved to a space beside the bed for wheelchair transfer, to a well-equipped physical therapy area beyond this and then right around through a wide door-less entry into the huge attached bathroom. 

Karl wasn’t the first patient to receive the benefit of Nurse Drake’s ‘special practice’, nor would he be the last. He’d known this; he just hadn’t appreciated the level of investment, of personal commitment represented here. He was diminished in importance even as his awed respect for his angelic savior soared anew. And then his face burned, his guts churned and his automatic systems quickened again as further realizations struck. He actually felt a swoony head rush as he absorbed the unbelievable implications of that big double bed, and the fact that the partially open wardrobe was filled with female clothes. 

More clothes were draped casually here and there, and shoes, magazines, hairbrushes and other everyday objects lay scattered about. A bookmarked Clive Barker novel rested on the bedside table next to a half-full glass of water, a pen and notepad. It dawned on Karl that this was the master suite, Doreen’s own bedroom, which it seemed she was either giving up to or consenting to share with him. She was actually welcoming him into her most private and personal space – not to mention maybe even her bed. To forestall openly asking about such a suggestive possibility, or for more information about this private practice of hers, Karl opted for an oblique approach. Naturally Doreen knew what he really wanted to know.

“Wow! The state home this is definitely not! Awesome accommodations! All this modification must have cost a pretty penny!”

She stopped a short way inside to let him examine the whole set-up. Across from the bed was another giant TV and attached computer. Above this an enormous skylight gave a view of the country-bright stars. There was a handsome set of fine oak cabinets and artwork that was non-representational but somehow elusively sexy: statuettes in each corner and paintings on the walls. One hand stroked pleasurably along his ponytail as she explained.

“Yes, well, I was left a large sum of money by a patient I once cured of an affliction similar to yours. He’d thought there was no hope, you see. So that’s when I had this place remodeled. And that’s why I can afford to take a year off now and then to pursue therapies and perform treatments that are essential and yet fall outside the sanction of the AMA.

“This is a huge if irregular part of my life, Karl. Perhaps it’s my true life’s work, though usually I only get paid in satisfaction and esoteric prestige. I’m one of the few who practice this way and the acknowledged best there is. And yes, my dearest and latest patient, we’re going to be sharing the bed. Therapy aside, practicality demands it. I’m on my own here with you, darling. And I can trust you to be a gentleman now, can’t I?”

“Absolutely, Nurse Drake!”

Karl did his best to keep his voice steady, yet it still betrayed his amazed, uneasy excitement. As circumspect about this as she almost always was in the manner of his arousal, Doreen resumed pushing him toward that space beside the bed. After facing him around in the right direction she set the chair’s brakes and lifted a small remote. 

A single touch, a quiet hum and the jingling of chains brought the lift over to them. With the ease and swiftness of old expertise Nurse Drake fitted straps about each thigh and worked others under his body. Snaps were snapped into rings and chains connected to straps, and within seconds he was firmly secured. Another button was tapped and he rose into the air, his legs pulling apart and his body slouching almost supine as the sling took his weight.

Karl rather missed the intimacy of the day’s manual transfers, no doubt. One could never get enough hugs, or opportunities to display one’s loving trust. But there was something kinkily compelling about the hoist as well, though only when Doreen was at the controls. 

Something about his helpless body being restrained and manipulated by a machine she commanded, particularly this one with its naked steel and supple black rubber, evoked that submissive rapture in him. In his demented lust he wanted to prostrate himself, offer himself up to whatever demanding or demeaning use this living deity desired. Even out of uniform she was feminine power and authority personified. His destiny was hers to determine and her control over his self absolute. Gloriously desirable and benevolent in her omnipotence, blamelessly shaming in her moral superiority, it increasingly seemed the only appropriate fulfillment to be found with her was at her feet. His face blushing and his condom catheter suddenly pinching wickedly, Karl hung there like a bug caught in a web, slouched splayed out and supported in midair while Doreen smiled slyly as if she’d been privy to his entire train of thought.

“It’s not quite as close and personal, I know. But the lift has its appeal too, doesn’t it? It gets the old imagination going. An inventive couple could have all kinds of fun with this thing, couldn’t they?”

Karl could only drop his eyes, embarrassed all over again at his depraved cravings being so easily read. Considerate Doreen let him off the hook. She touched a button and he moved smoothly through space until he was over the bed; another and he was lowered gently down onto it. The covers were already turned back and he landed about a third of the way over. Doreen quickly disconnected the chains and straps and raised the lift right up to the ceiling. Then with efficiency and caring she proceeded to undress him. At last he lay naked on his back (no hospital gowns here apparently), with a luxurious feather pillow cradling his head. His heart rate and respiration were still way up, as was the crimped-off jut of his manhood. He couldn’t believe he was actually in this goddess’ bed, bare-assed and as erect as he could get! Still Doreen gave no sign she was aware of his heat aside from that subtle yet now recognizable curve to her smile.

“All comfy, love?”

“Yes ma’am, thank you.”

Karl’s voice cracked, and he cursed his youth and lack of cool. Doreen merely smiled on however, taking his cramped and needy organ in hand and disconnecting the tube and collection bag from the condom. Karl squirmed wildly inside and fought to moderate the heaving of the diaphragm that ought to be as crippled as everything else. He embarrassed himself again however, emitting a helpless little squeak as she squeezed him tighter in order to plug a new bag into the old one’s place. Then she left him panting and bobbing with pain and frustration while she carried that off to the bathroom.

“Back in jiff’!” Doreen turned the corner and disappeared into that door-less opening.

Lying naked and exposed to the entire insentient universe via the skylight over the big wall-mounted television, Karl continued to marvel over his situation – he couldn’t quite dare wonder yet just how far Doreen’s ‘carrot’ therapy might carry her – while he followed her movements with his ears. 

He heard a distant tinkling as that bag was emptied, and a rushing faucet as it was rinsed. Another tinkling, faint to the limits of audibility followed, and he knew she was using the facilities herself. Suspense built in him then, as moments dragged on both before and after the sounds of flushing and the sink again. Karl throbbed ever harder, the weight of the tube jutting up from him no match for the possibilities imminent. He almost feared pushing the catheter off. 

Part of him even hoped for this: to greet Doreen on her return with the monster rearing up, imploring for her attention on his behalf. He could never beg intimacy from her directly of course, but perhaps even goddesses could be tempted. Then his divine bedmate emerged from the bathroom, and another unconscious squeak escaped him.

The stylish summer dress was gone. Instead Nurse Drake wore only an exceedingly simple but incredibly alluring white silk nightgown. Spaghetti straps lay over her shoulders and the hem just touched her thighs. Between these the thin, sheer fabric clung lovingly to every curve. Through its translucence he could see the shadow of her navel and the delta of her pubis; she wasn’t wearing either panties or hair down there. Breasts that had always been trapped by fabric and primly harnessed by a sturdy bra now showed off their unbelievably enticing natural shapes. Their slopes were heroic, the globes themselves exactly matched. Wondrously weighty yet still gloriously upswept, these defied both gravity and time and looked set to do so for decades yet. The large nipples were exquisitely limned where they darkened the silk and protruded through. Yet above the one on the left was embroidered the gown’s only decoration: the winged staff and serpents of the caduceus, the traditional physician’s symbol. Seeing this badge of medical authority, Karl’s inappropriate hopes faded even as his ardor flared. 

His rapture had it right. No matter how arousing this pantheon-in-one’s power, it set them apart in a way that made expecting intimacy seem impudent to the point of blasphemy. And indeed this was actually a bit of a relief, regardless of what adolescent hormones and nearly two irrecoverable years of celibacy might say. 

Karl wasn’t sure he could handle the intensity of sex yet. The thought of making love had too many toxic associations. And if even dreaming about their many tree-house trysts seemed like a terrible betrayal of the mate he’d killed, what would actually having sex with another woman inspire in him? Would he be seeing Krista’s broken head and bulging eye on Doreen’s body as she mounted and rode him as he’d unforgivably refused to let his bullied girlfriend do? The thought was too hideous to entertain. Yet still he strained in his cramped confinement as Nurse Drake extinguished every light but the soft golden glow of the lamp on the bedside table and moved to join him.

Despite his conflict and the concerns of propriety, the need to be the gentleman he’d promised, Karl couldn’t tear his eyes from her as she approached. This freely bestowed vision of his goddess in her gown was far more erotic and affecting than his stolen peek at her in her underwear earlier. He drank it in with a trip-hammering heart, pulsating urgency and reverential awe. Doreen however showed no offense. Meeting his eyes she acknowledged his yearning worship with a sly smile and sexy twinkle. Then she doused the last light and climbed into bed. Pulling the covers up over them both, she slid right over next to him. The moon now coming through the skylight silvered her hair as she rose onto an elbow above him. Close up her eyes were dark and deep and doting.

“I had a wonderful time today, Karl. It was my first date in nearly a year, and you were just the perfect guy for it. I’ve never felt so flattered and valued. Despite what happened to her, the way you treated her and all, your Krista still must have felt like a lucky girl. Thank you.”

Looming so lovely above him, Doreen’s face dipped lower. Then she was kissing him on the mouth. This was no chaste peck either, but a warm, wet kiss that lingered just a bit too long for gratitude, friendliness, goodnight, birthday wishes or all of the above. Karl’s breath whistled a little through his nose in his chest-bursting excitement. Then it was over. Doreen pulled back some and there was an impish excitement of her own in the warning she delivered.

“So much for the fun, birthday boy. Tomorrow the work begins.”

She pulled the covers the rest of the way up over them. Then to his still astounded honor and delight she lifted his arm, snuggled her firm but yielding, silk-sheathed body tightly against his and pulled that unresponsive arm around her shoulders. Her flesh was smooth and bare and warm there. She settled her head in the hollow of his chest and her husky voice sent involuntary shivers through him in the dark.

“I know this isn’t very professional. But I just can’t resist. This bed has been empty for far too long. You don’t mind, do you darling? You keep me snug and cozy and I’ll try to keep the nightmares away for you.”

“It’s a deal,” Karl croaked, his attempted erection paining him worse than ever and his involuntary shivering fighting a losing battle against the warmth and security of that embrace. Doreen snaked an arm of her own around his naked body and pulled herself closer. One leg came partially across his. She sighed with a bliss that both melted and fired Karl inside. Then within minutes she fell easily asleep. Of course rest was sure to prove fat more elusive for him despite how late he’d lain awake the previous night.

At first it was sheer exaltation keying him up. Looking up past the somehow spider-like shape of the lift and sling, Karl could see the moon and stars and outer space through the big skylight. After two years in a box in the city, where light pollution pretty well effaced whatever of the night sky he might glimpse, this view was indeed heavenly. Yet what heaven could compare to the one he’d somehow landed in?

Karl had never been in a woman’s bed before. He’d never passed the night in one’s arms either. Look at him now: ensconced in a sumptuously comfortable king-size with this fabulously desirable icon of all he found captivating. 

Her head was on his shoulder; he could smell her hair and feel the gentle tickle of her breath. His arm was around her own bare shoulders, unable to move (as if he might want to) yet there was nothing wrong with his sensation of course. And as far as sensations went, what could be more sensational than the feel of that incredible body pressed against his? Maybe a millimeter of slippery silk separated him from the breasts pressed into his flank. One smooth warm leg lay half atop his own, and a proprietary arm encircled his torso and hugged him close.

Karl could spend eternity just so, and he doubted his exhilaration would wane for eons. Of course he was only anticipating a year of such paradise, yet who could complain about that? Like the night previous, his thoughts turned to the state home he’d at least temporarily escaped.

Without the love and staggeringly generous commitment of the divine woman in his arms, he’d probably be lying face down right now in a narrow, sagging, pestilential bed with some sadistic pervert disgustingly violating him. He’d have eaten some repellant gruel or other for lunch and dinner, not fresh-caught fish and lemon-pepper chicken breast. Gratitude and amazement at his incredible good fortune filled him to bursting, and again Karl felt the urge to kiss this goddess’ feet, to slavishly service her orally, to submit to all manner of bizarre sexual subjugations in a vain attempt to express the infinity of his fealty. Of course the only course open was to do as he’d promised: devote himself fanatically to the treatment about to begin and to make damn sure saintly Nurse Drake’s efforts on his behalf weren’t wasted.

Eventually this determination led Karl back to the crux of the conflict causing his paralysis. 

Deep inside where it remained immune to rationality, the blame and self-hatred that plagued his days was so virulently adamant that he found being crippled and degraded for life, helpless to prevent whatever punishments fate chose to inflict, more appealing than forgiving himself and getting on with adulthood. And despite the fervor of his promise he remained daunted by the scale of the challenge. 

Already the negative emotions that ruled him were displacing his feelings of blessedness and exaltation. All the anguish, misery, despite, guilt and aversion to thoughts of love and sex that had retreated all day under Doreen’s overwhelming influence gradually returned. The offhand remark she had made before kissing him tolled over and over in his head. Even this consummately compassionate angel agreed that he was at fault, and that the way he’d treated a girl who only wanted to love him and be with him forever had been unconscionable.

With that his fear of the nightly nightmare joined Karl’s upset. He didn’t think he could stand to see Krista’s ruined head again, much less wake up in the aftermath of yet another unspeakably selfish climax while she remained eternally unfulfilled. Just as he was grinding his teeth over this near-certainty however, and feeling the sting of tears he was helpless to wipe away, Doreen stirred a little against him. Still sleeping, she murmured some incoherent endearment while her palm slid lovingly over his naked chest. She snuggled even closer, clutching him like a life-size teddy bear. Karl could actually feel the curve of her smile as she sighed and slipped back into deeper sleep. Through the press of her breasts he could even feel the strong, slow beat of her heart lying so close to his. Gradually his own agitated rhythm slowed in response, until the two were throbbing in synch. Calmness stole over him at last, the big day, his broken rest and the wine he’d had with dinner finally having its way. With his wonderful benefactor so blissfully cozy and snug against him, Karl recalled the ‘deal’ she’d offered him.

It seemed he was keeping his end of the bargain. Perhaps in turn Doreen’s loving influence really could keep the recurring nightmare away. He knew she hadn’t actually been serious, had only been excusing her still unbelievable wish to snuggle with him. As if she’d needed his permission! Yet the powers of this goddess often seemed boundless, and this hope was better than none. With that for comfort Karl finally felt himself drifting off. His last thought was of dim surprise. In all his insomniac meandering he hadn’t worried or even really wondered about what the treatment beginning tomorrow might entail. It seemed his trust and worship were as absolute as Doreen’s power over him now.


Chapter Seven

It was a different love nest, but the same old dream – at least at first. This was where all the scouting and planning and charting of schedules paid off. High school lore had passed down from grade to grade for decades that the best place to get away with stuff was the Arts Wing. 

There were more than just classrooms down there. The auditorium alone boasted a wealth of coverts. From the projector booth to backstage to the catwalks above there were any number of nooks and crannies where students could sequester themselves when in the mood to cut class, sneak cigarettes, smoke dope – or make out and grope. 

Even better were the band rooms, at least in tenth-grade Karl’s opinion. These featured soundproofed cubicles where lone students could be sent to practice their instruments without disrupting other lessons. Except that there were no more lessons, and since budget cuts had eviscerated the music program the cubicles remained unused and all but forgotten. One only had to know which rooms were likely to be occupied at what times. Karl and Krista had managed to ditch study hall this period, and relying on Karl’s carefully accrued knowledge they slipped through a classroom, into a cubicle and closed the door. Both metal chair and music stand were folded up dusty against the wall. They had about a six foot square padded with acoustic dampening foam all to themselves. It wasn’t the Ritz of course. But it sure had study hall beat. Right away they sank to the floor, folded themselves into a cushioned corner and went at it.

So far so good: everything was according to plan and corresponding to actual events. Yet in the dozen or so times they’d done this, Karl and Krista never went beyond orgiastic tongue-wrestling and over-the-clothes groping. This was a school after all, and getting caught with their pants down would get them kicked out. This time though Karl’s cock was just killing him! 

The hotter he got the more it hurt. Of course it was trapped in his pants, but he still should have been able to squirm and shift enough for it to have room to finish erecting. No luck though: it felt like the last half of it was caught in a vise. When Krista’s hand sought him out to feel and squeeze he had to groan and break away.

“What’s the matter?”

“My dick is caught or something, and it’s killing me.”

“Let’s see!” Suddenly uncharacteristically daring, Krista had his zipper down in an instant. She delved and fondled and pumped, and though the pleasure was overwhelming, the pain and frustration only increased. It made for a difficult yet strangely compelling combination. So crazed did it make Karl feel that when his even crazier girlfriend pulled his pants right off and began to slip out of her own he could barely protest.

“Are you nuts? No hidey-hole is safe enough for this.”

“We’ve never been interrupted yet.”

Now she had her shirt off and was pulling his off too. Karl’s protests petered out. It still felt like his dick was caught in a rat trap. Maybe this was the answer. But then rather than lie back and spread herself receptively Krista was trying to climb on top again.

“Come on, cut it out, you know this isn’t going to happen.”

“What, sex, or me learning how to have an orgasm? Everyone says it’s easier for girls to get off if they get on top.”

“I don’t care what everyone says. I’m just not comfortable with it.”

“Please darling? If you don’t let me do this, I’ll die without ever climaxing. You’ll hate yourself forever when that happens, I promise you.”

Karl was on the brink of scoffing at this ridiculousness. He was mustering the loud and forceful flood of talk, the cutting remarks and shouting down that would beat his sweet and normally non-confrontational girlfriend into retreat. But then an ominous foreboding struck him.

With a creepy chill that was almost prescient he somehow intuited that she was right. If he didn’t stop being a pigheaded asshole about this and let her get on top already he was going to regret it profoundly. And what was his problem anyway? How dare he deny her the same ecstasy he took for granted himself, especially over some nebulous notions of masculinity? It’s not like she was asking to strap on a dildo and fuck him in the ass or anything.

“All right,” Karl relented, not understanding the huge relief that swept over him. “We’ll try it your way this time.”

But he’d delayed too long. Just as beaming Krista was swinging astride him the door to their little cubicle was wrenched open. Both of them were caught with their pants down indeed. Karl and Krista gasped and looked up and around. There was Mr. Myers: assistant principal, fervent evangelical Christian, and dreaded school disciplinarian.

“Let’s go, you two. And you can carry your clothes.”

“What?” Krista cried, already shaking and so white her freckles looked like paint. “All the way down to the principal’s office?”

“No, you dirty little slut, to the school nurse. We need to have you both checked for STDs, and you for pregnancy. And since you weren’t caught in actual coitus, we’ll have to see if your virginity is intact with a vaginal exam. In other words you’re already in about as much trouble as you can possibly be in, so if I were you I’d keep my Sodomite mouth shut and do exactly as I’m told. Now let’s go!”

With that they were being marched down the hall to the infirmary. Naked but for their socks, trying to conceal as much as possible with the clothes they carried, they stumbled a gauntlet of laughing, jeering, and pointing students and teachers. Krista was sobbing brokenly. Karl on the other hand was still obsessing over the bizarre conviction that’d he’d somehow doomed her by not submitting to being on the bottom right away. If only he had, this nightmare would never have begun. Instead he’d be enjoying the novelty of her tits bouncing in his face while screwing and Krista would be enjoying the climax that redeemed her very life. 

At last they reached the infirmary. Though Krista’s face was almost as red as her hair and she was still sniffling and dripping tears, Karl remained relatively unmoved by their walk of shame. This was a guy thing of course. She was now forevermore a loose brazen slut while he was a ballsy daring stud: typical gender unfairness. But then they were marched through the door and he almost swooned in shocked mortification. 

Instead of old Mrs. Wilson, the pterodactyl who’d been here since dinosaurs ruled the Earth, a new Head Nurse was waiting. She was far younger and enormously attractive: honey-brown hair held back by her cap, a flawlessly lovely face and voluptuous body to die for. Somehow he knew her, and from circumstances so upsetting that Karl sensed he was deliberately repressing them. 

Somehow she was also tied to his strange conviction that Krista was in peril, but how he couldn’t figure out. Hands on her hips, she waited with frowning disapproval as they were ushered into her presence. For some reason this filled Karl with more shame and remorse and a craven need to please than Myers and the whole student body had been able to elicit. She nodded somberly as sneering Myers turned them over to her.

“I’m sorry Nurse Drake, but these two were caught bare-assed like this about to engage in coitus. Naturally they will be expelled, but there are still liability issues here. We need the little whore checked to see whether and how often she’s been penetrated, and whether she’s been impregnated. And while I’m calling the police and their parents they both need to be examined for crabs, genital lice and other parasites — not to mention tested for all known venereal disease. I imagine they’re both crawling with the pestilence of sin.”

“Very well.” Nurse Drake surveyed them with quiet condemnation. Karl dropped his eyes helplessly, unaccountably devastated by this lovely authority’s displeasure. “Put down those clothes and come this way, children.”

They were led to a row of small examination tables. Nurse Drake pointed at the first. “You will sit there, little slut. Think about your ruined reputation while I examine this studly young man.”

She led Karl to the next table and pulled a thin plastic privacy curtain between them.

With a window on the other side Karl was able to see the fuzzy shape of his poor girlfriend. Krista was huddled naked on her table, weeping quietly. Then this hugely attractive, enormously intimidating medical professional took charge of him. She raised the head of his own exam table and swung wide the obstetric stirrups at the foot.

“Get on the table, young stud, feet in the stirrups.”

Karl obeyed with alacrity, still mysteriously driven to placate this enigmatic yet irresistible female authority. Being naked and semi-alone with her was suddenly terribly arousing despite the utter ruin of his life. Almost immediately his dick started straining and hurting again. Nurse Drake locked his feet into the stirrups somehow, leaving his legs lifted and bent and widely spread. She lowered the foot of the table so that he was perched on the edge and strapped him down with a belt across his hips. Then she locked his wrists into cuffs build into the table’s upper legs, his arms pulled straight down toward the floor. With that he was utterly helpless, able to move only his head and neck. This brought another terrifying stab of prescient anxiety, yet still being bound by this icon enflamed his arousal monstrously. 

Karl had heard that some people got off on bondage; he’d never dreamed he might be one of them. But as Nurse Drake snapped on a pair of latex gloves and began to scout through his pubic hair with a wooden tongue depressor, his pained erection raged insanely. His face burned with mortification and yet he was panting excitedly, far more desperately aroused than he’d been even with Krista about to mount him. Nurse Drake remained sternly censorious as she addressed him, demeaning and enflaming him further at the same time.

“You should keep this shaved away, young stud. Then no parasites can find a home in it. And your little slut will appreciate it; she’ll get the deepest penetration possible.”

Hearing Krista sob afresh at this, Karl wanted to stand up for her: enjoying sex did not make one a slut! But he was still so cowed and yet enamored by this nurse that he couldn’t bring himself to challenge her. He hated himself for this betrayal, but that didn’t change the way his cock pained and throbbed. Even when Nurse Drake poked a wooden stick with a cotton swab on the end into his urethra to take some kind of sample he only found the terribly invasive pain (unprecedented yet somehow familiar) more arousing still. When she was finished and addressed him again he found his voice quavering in response.

“Your penis is awfully red and swollen. Is it causing you pain?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“And is the pain worse when you are extremely aroused as you are now?”

Fresh sobbing broke out, and through the curtain Karl could see Krista’s shape rocking back and forth, a habit of hers when coping with particularly awful misery. Still he had to answer. Nurse Drake was waiting, hands on her hips and scowling.

“Yes ma’am.”

“Well it’s obvious what the problem is. You have a terrible case of blue balls. If boys your age don’t ejaculate regularly, testosterone builds up. This can make males aggressive and unreasonable. Have you been mean to the little slut?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s no more than she deserves of course. But you must be careful. If you offend the Goddess bad things can happen. How often do you fuck the little slut?”

“As often as I can, ma’am. Two or three times a week.”

“I see. And how often do you masturbate?”

God, could this get any more mortifying? Krista was sitting right there! Yet Nurse Drake was even closer, and her authority and appeal too compulsory to refuse. Besides, his cock really hurt. If he wanted to get it fixed he had to be honest.

“Every day that we don’t have sex, ma’am.”

“And am I to understand you were apprehended before that could happen today? I mean right before it?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“All right. I can help you. It isn’t sanctioned by the AMA, but I’m both morally and professionally obligated to heal you before you’re sent to the reformatory.”

Nurse Drake tore a wide strip of white adhesive tape from a roll and plastered it over Karl’s mouth. Then to his astonishment she unbuttoned the front of her uniform. Underneath she wore a lace-trimmed white bra and matching panties that were neither skimpy nor matronly. Her similarly trimmed stockings were utterly ordinary yet somehow unbearably sexy. While Karl was still trying to sort out his shock from his fear from his linked cock-pain and arousal (being gagged had exacerbated this madly, seeing this icon in her underwear sent it through the roof), Nurse Drake pulled the crotch of those panties aside. Then she stepped up and straddled his helpless body. Grabbing his agonized erection, she directed this into herself and dropped down onto it. Karl’s emotional stew, already churning at full boil, seemed to explode, sending scalding passions into violent eruption. Even as intermixed agony and ecstasy overwhelmed him, guilt, self-hatred and mortification screamed in protest. 

He was cheating on Krista and she was right there, only a translucent curtain between them. Worse, this amazingly hot and unaccountably compelling older woman was taking him exactly as his beloved girlfriend had always wished to – and he’d always cruelly denied her. As the wonderfully voluptuous body enveloping him began pumping against his erection (which still felt half caught in a vise and now hurt worse than ever) Karl’s roiling awareness seemed to split. Part of him keened with guilt and anguish as Krista’s rocking accelerated and her sobs scaled up toward hysteria. The other half was awash in erotic revelation.

Just as he’d always feared, being passively ridden in the inferior position felt personally diminishing. 

He was just an object to be used here, not an equal participant. Yet as he unavoidably submitted to this he found to his incredulous joy that he liked being humbled this way. Unmanly or not, being at the sexual mercy of a rampant female was profoundly affecting. It filled some unimaginable need to prostrate himself before the sex he’d sinned against. And Nurse Drake’s demeanor as she had him was even more humiliating and arousing.

Uniformed body mounted solidly astride him, this potentate showed no indication of sexual pleasure at all, nor did she betray any inclination to pursue any. She rode him with magisterial dispassion, thrusting mechanically if relentlessly against him as if this were merely a matter of medical necessity, a treatment like any other if a bit unorthodox. She even pressed two fingers to the artery in his neck, raised her wristwatch and took his pulse as she pumped pneumatically away. If this was demeaning however it was nothing compared to what followed. 

Nurse Drake withdrew a large thermometer from her pocket. Karl had just long enough to register that this was far too big to be an oral thermometer, and to remember that he was gagged anyway. Then the impossibly hot yet clinically detached Nurse Drake reached behind herself and down between Karl’s legs. 

Of course these were splayed out like a woman’s in childbirth, and without faltering or even altering her rhythm in the least she slid that cold finger of metal and glass deep into his ass. Then she immediately accelerated his fucking, not with enjoyment or fervor but simply out of that same sense of medical necessity.

Naturally Karl squealed at that insertion, that somehow ultimate emasculation right in the midst of the most incredible if unwilling sex he’d ever had. Yet the sound was so conflicted that tortured Krista forced to listen couldn’t tell if it was caused by pain and dismay or irrepressible erotic excitement. She called out to him through screamy sobs.

“Karl? Are you okay, honey? Is she hurting you? I’m so sorry I got us into this, it’s all my fault!”

This was such an offense to the truth that Karl burned to cry out to her, to reassure her despite the agony in his vigorously ridden erection and the unnaturally intrusive discomfort plugging him up. He wanted to shriek his unwillingness and beg her forgiveness. Yet he was gagged and locked in place, utterly helpless to do anything but bleat and keen ambiguously. 

Worse, Nurse Drake’s expert ministrations and domineering appeal were driving him swiftly toward orgasm. Despite his feverish guilt and anguish it was inevitable, even impending. This was a further unforgivable betrayal. Hearing his unmistakable carnal crescendo Krista’s pleas and shrieks escalated toward madness. Karl was only seconds from coming! But then there came a terrible cacophony of shattering glass. 

It almost sounded like a car crash, and Krista’s last, most heart-freezing scream scaled up in pitch, dropped in volume and then ended with a sickening crunch. Frowning thunderously at this interruption, Nurse Drake stopped fucking Karl just as abruptly as she’d begun.

She climbed off, leaving him insanely pained and straining despite his cataclysmic horror. Striding to look around the curtain, she shook her head in angry reproof.

“Would you believe it? The chicken-shit little slut jumped. She dove right through my window. She’s down there in the street, naked, neck broke, her head busted open and her eye knocked out. Well, this changes matters some, doesn’t it? Now the little tramp has died without ever having a climax, and it’s all your fault. I warned you about the punishment of the Goddess. As her earthly incarnation, I must sentence you to never have another orgasm of your own.”

From the hip pocket of her open uniform Nurse Drake pulled a small, archaic-looking iron fetter. With Karl’s painful hardness wilting rapidly in his abhorrence and grief, she fitted this over it and snapped it closed. Realizing that he’d been locked into some kind of medieval chastity device, Karl understood that his awful penile pain and frustration would now be eternal. Even as he was grappling with both the justice and distress of this however he heard rising sirens in the distance. They were coming for him, and the punishments were just beginning. Nurse Drake made this clear as she strode back around between his legs.

“That’s right boy, the police will be here soon. And after the way you drove that distraught little slut to her death without a climax it won’t be the reformatory they’ll take you to but the adult prison. You’ll get all your sex from the other side now, my pretty young white boy.”

Karl thought he was foundering in the worst nightmare possible. He was so consumed by abomination (and by his guilt, self-loathing and bitter appreciation of justice) that the hugely symbolic relief of Nurse Drake pulling that thermometer from his ass hardly registered. As she turned away to mark the reading on a chart and poke through a nearby cabinet he was almost able to dismiss awareness of her for the first time since she’d so portentously appeared. But then she taught him the unforgiveable impudence and stupendous folly of that. When Nurse Drake turned back to him, her uniform still hanging boldly open, she had just the kind of strap-on dildo he’d cavalierly referred to earlier harnessed about her crotch. Only this one was of gigantic size.

“You and that little slut aren’t the only ones who were denied a climax today by your despicable crimes. And since you’ve been condemned to a lifetime of rape as well as impotence, let them both begin immediately! I might have time for three or four orgasms before they show up to take you away. And if not they might even let me finish.”

Finally Nurse Drake’s professional detachment cracked, if only little. There was a hint of subtly mocking erotic promise to her smile that was both inexplicably familiar and daunting in the extreme. As she stroked her giant cock and moved implacably in on him Karl wrenched desperately at his bonds. The uselessness of this only fed his frenzy. Yet what propelled him out of sleep at last was the most insupportable horror of all. Suddenly, somehow, his caged cock was again raging in that familiar pain…

Karl came awake with a gasp that shuddered his entire inert body. His cock still felt like it was in a vise; it was the condom catheter of course. It wasn’t the first time the pain had penetrated or affected his dreams. But on none of those occasions had he been sleeping in his nurse’s very arms. She woke immediately at his convulsive gasp, her hand going unerringly to his erection. She felt this a moment, either checking to see if his condom was still on, measuring the intensity of the arousal that had awakened them both or killing two birds with one stone. Then her grip released and her palm stroked soothingly up and down his torso.

“I failed you, didn’t I darling?”

Karl wasn’t sure how to respond to that. 

He was still panting, desperately suppressing the groans that wanted to get out. His prick raged insistently, yearning for the return of that too-brief groping. Yet instead of the raving self-hatred and gutted grief that usually followed him out of his dreams he felt only stunned dismay at the perversity of his subconscious. Rather than try to make heads or tails out of anything at the moment he just nuzzled Doreen’s head on his shoulder. 

Karl risked this possibly presumptuous, reassuring lover’s nudge because she was lying in his arms in her own bed by choice, and because he knew she recognized his repertoire of nonverbal signals was limited. She responded as he’d hoped, with understanding and a tightening of her embrace. Still her palm described massaging circles on his chest and belly.

“Not sure yet? Was it the happy or the unhappy ending?” 

Doreen reached up to touch his cheek before resuming her soothing. 

“You’re not crying this time.”

“Let’s just say it was a new one for now.”

“Tell me, darling.” Amazingly Doreen began tweaking one of his nipples, pinching and pulling it playfully. 

“Tell me everything. I have to know what’s going on inside you if I’m going to heal you. Give me every detail.”

“Even if you’re one of the featured players?”

“Especially then. Don’t be embarrassed darling. As of this evening you and I are the only two people on Earth. That goes for the entire year. I understand what you’ve been through and since I met you you’ve done nothing to be ashamed of. I know you love me and desire me and that’s perfectly all right, completely natural and understandable. It makes me glad, because I love and desire you too. And I’m absolutely committed to healing you. So please help me to do so.”

“All right.”

Hearing these incredibly thrilling professions gained Karl’s obedience immediately. Still he could already feel himself blushing – and throbbing insanely on – in an erotically-charged anticipation of humiliation. 

What he’d told himself in the dream remained true in reality however. If he wanted to be fixed he had to be honest. He opened his mouth to begin. But then he gasped anew as his penis actually was clasped again. It was professional Nurse Drake taking him in hand however.

“Relax, patient. I just want to hold you, and monitor the level of your arousal as you relive the experience. Think of this as my own patented super-secret peter-meter.”

Doreen gave a disarming little giggle, and Karl indeed relaxed – as much as he could with this goddess-figure holding his cramped and hurting attempted hard-on. Yet his nurse was as good as her word. She merely held him passively, imparting as little distraction or extra stimulus as possible as Karl took a deep breath and then recounted his dream in its entirety.

When he finished, Doreen gave his crazily raving semi-erection an acknowledging squeeze before releasing it. Her voice was full of encouragement.

“I think this is great progress, Karl. Either I really did sneak into your sleep to influence the dream or my therapy is having an effect already. Though she died, you didn’t actually see Krista dead this time. You didn’t suffer the gruesome sight of her ruined that way. Nor did you wake up crying and hating yourself. I think that’s fantastic.”

What she thought of the reason Karl was spared those feelings, and the significance of the role she played in general Nurse Drake didn’t say. Nor did Karl ask. He was relieved enough by her interpretation to feel her warmth and closeness seducing him back toward sleep. Doreen perceived this immediately.

“Come on. You’ve been on your back long enough.”

She bent up his knee, got another hand under his shoulder and rolled Karl onto his side so that he was facing away from her. She fluffed his pillow and repositioned it under his head. Then pulling the covers back up Doreen snuggled right up against his backside. 

Silk-sheathed breasts pressing his naked shoulder blades, her hairless pubis nestled against his buttocks with only an identical millimeter of airy fabric separating them, she put her head on the same pillow, wrapped an arm back around him and they lay melded together like spoons. Finally Nurse Drake made her only reference to her debut on his inner stage.

“That me in your dream was right about at least one thing, darling. Tomorrow we should get rid of that hair down there. I know you hate how it gets caught in the condom adhesive. And since it looks sexier, why the hell not? The only people we have to please here are ourselves.”

She pulled his blonde locks aside and kissed the nape of his neck. Then Doreen went easily back to sleep. Moments later Karl did as well.


Chapter Eight

No more dreams troubled the night. When he next woke, Karl saw that daylight had arrived. Automatic polarization cut down the amount of sun glaring through the skylight, but it was still bright enough to see easily. His shoulder ached fiercely from lying immobile on his side for so long. Nevertheless Karl remained silent, unwilling to disturb the wondrous lady still nestled against him. He still had no real idea what the day (and year) ahead might hold for him. For the moment though this was paradise, sore shoulder and all. 

The bed was just as comfortable as when he got into it, and Doreen as warm and solid and real as when she had. He could feel the pressure of her breasts still, the silk of her nightgown and the even silkier skin of her arms and legs. The side of his neck where the hair had been pulled away was humid with her deep, slow breathing. For a while Karl simply reveled in all this, endlessly replaying moments from the night past: Nurse Drake emerging from the bathroom wearing just this filmy thing, then responding to his worshipful appraisal with the smile that she reserved just for him. She’d actually kissed him, a real lover’s kiss and not a simple expression of affection between friends. Indeed she’d told Karl that she loved him and desired him, and that whatever he felt for her was okay and made her happy. He remembered her lying practically atop him, holding his throbbing penis in her hand as he recounted his dream for her. That got him twitching toward pain and frustration again however, and led toward things he’d just as soon not ponder. Seeking distraction, Karl settled for examining the little mini-gym in front of him.

This was not just for the physical therapy he still needed he realized, though there was a lot of padded floor space for his stretching exercises, similarly padded wedges of various angles and sizes for positioning his limp body, a medicine ball and other recognizable PT equipment. He also saw a workout bench that used resistance in lieu of weights like those endlessly hawked on men’s channels alongside trucks, Viagra, hair loss remedies and ‘natural male enhancement’. 

Karl suppressed a snort with difficulty. He was with the late Bill Hicks on this: people in advertising were traitors to humanity. Yet he wished he could afford to make just one commercial, a public service announcement even. Attention men: your hair’s not growing back and your dick’s not getting any bigger. Deal with it. You could have real problems, you know. Anyway, now he knew where Doreen got the strength to muscle him in and out of cars all day. Though she wasn’t bulked up or anything, she clearly spent significant time here keeping fit. As if that thought had spurred it, the undeniably strong arm wrapped about him tightened as the deity in question stirred. Another kiss blessed the back of his neck and she purred with contentment. She even rubbed sensuously against him before sighing.

“Good morning darling. Did you enjoy your first night in my care?”

“More than I can possibly express!” avowed Karl. “Thank you so much Doreen, and not only for accepting me into your home and sanctuary and even bed. Thank you for all of yesterday, which was simply fabulous, and for being there for me in the middle of the night. Thank you for everything that lies ahead too. It’s all way more than I deserve.”

“Shush darling, that was all my pleasure and more. And as for what you deserve, today we’re going to start sorting out and fixing that. But first we need to get the morning routine out of the way. We’re going to take the order a little differently than at the clinic: hygiene first in other words. Tell me, is it your time of the week?”

“I believe that can wait until tomorrow.”

“Good enough. Let’s get you peeing then before we take that catheter off.”

This too was something Karl had no control over. When his bladder was full it simply emptied reflexively, which saved him the agony and indignity of invasive catheterization but required a little planning to work around. Now Doreen’s hand slid down his belly to press firmly on his abdomen. This tricked his bladder into thinking it was full, and within minutes he’d voided, removing the danger of doing so inconveniently for at least the next hour or two. Once he’d finished, his nurse at last relinquished her embrace. She cast back the covers and rolled Karl off his aching shoulder and onto his back.

Though his penis was quiescent for once in her presence, that began to change as soon as she laid hold of it. When Nurse Drake finally stripped away the condom Jeremy had rolled onto him the day before (never again, he cavorted inside), the monster woke up raging. After so much trapped agony he reared to the limit of his distension in seconds. Greedy with freedom, his need was so savage that it ripped a groan from Karl as he lay there throbbing, muscle spasms shuddering involuntarily down his body.

After last night’s understanding, Karl no longer worried so much about suppressing those groans. Doreen was right as always. His worshipful lust was no secret. It was even appreciated. 

The mannered charade of the clinic was unnecessary here. The person of his worship confirmed this by smiling in that way she had at him in response. She set the catheter and the entire collection rig next to the bed to be dealt with in a moment. Then she demonstrated that all kinds of strictures were being eased by using a finger to tickle his madly questing tip.

“Someone knows it’s bath time. Maybe someone even guessed that eating and bedding down aren’t all we’re going to be doing together for efficiency’s sake. I’ve got my hands full with you darling, but I wouldn’t have it any other way. So: shall we get you wrapped in straps and hung in chains, have a little fun with rubber and steel?”

In recounting his dream Karl had confessed his submissive sexual compulsion toward her, and Doreen had measured the intensity of this personally as he described successive episodes. Now she wasn’t chiding or mocking or trying to shame him but offering risqué banter meant to show her friendly acceptance of the unorthodox but understandable urges she’d already intuited in him weeks ago. There was even a curve to her lips that indicated this was a game she wouldn’t mind playing in the right situation – at the Marriott in Maui perhaps. In the bedroom at Nurse Drake’s place, all she currently had to offer was a charged atmosphere as she indeed wrapped him in straps and hung him from chains. With its similitude to bondage in the open at last, Karl understood why the sling had excited him before. And with his dream of the obstetrics table made indelible by sharing, he also understood why he throbbed in ever more rampant want as he hung in an evocatively similar posture – and then responded to his goddess’ control by sliding smoothly through space toward the surely unbearably fraught experience ahead.

Heart pounding, swinging a little, Karl rode helplessly along like a chassis on an assembly line – or livestock in a slaughterhouse. Then they turned the corner and he followed his widely splayed legs into accessibility heaven again. 

The bathroom was huge and roomy and equipped with every convenience for disabled care. Though there was an ordinary toilet to the right just inside, at the far end of both the room and lift track was another much larger one. This had no seat (not that anyone but the extremely obese could fit it) and provided ample access for assistance. A flexible hose and nozzle bettered a bidet and a nearby rack held boxes of rubber gloves and equipment for delivering enemas if necessary. Tomorrow for those worries though – right now it was the tub that held his attention.

This dominated the center of the room. Sunk deep into the smoothly tiled floor and rising perhaps a foot and a half above it, this was the same eye-resting shade of pale green as the tiles. As he slid over it Karl judged it about eight feet square and more than three deep – plenty big enough for two, in other words. There was a cathedra built into one side: a low seat for lounging mostly submerged. He noted the many nozzles set at various levels all around the interior; this was a Jacuzzi too. There were faucets at all four corners for rapid filling, a showerhead curving down from above and another on a retracting hose. Handy caddies held a variety of soaps, shampoo, conditioner, bubbles and bath oil, and washcloths and towels waited on a heated rack. Halted just above the tub, Karl waited in a tizzy of arousal and suspense as Nurse Drake started it filling. She added bubbles and a lilac-scented oil and then carried his overnight collection rig to one of three sinks along a completely mirrored wall. 

Seeing himself dangling slouched and splayed, rigidly erect and restrained by rubber was almost as arousing for Karl as Doreen’s shapely backside molded by the silk of her gown. Damn, he was turning perverted! Slyly eying him in reflection, the lady in question seemed to perceive this realization even as it came over him. Dropping a grinning wink, she discarded the condom, emptied and rinsed the bag and tube and hung them up to dry. By the time she’d finished the tub was full. Returning to where he dangled with an impish smile and a gleam of intent, Doreen shut off the water and almost ceremoniously lowered Karl into its sudden steam and sting. 

For a moment he felt like a missionary going into a cannibal’s cook-pot. But then his goddess stopped when he was half submerged. His back, balls, buttocks, the undersides of his thighs and his legs from the knees on down all flamed at being immersed in that slippery simmer. Nearly supine as he was, his head, neck and upper torso remained free to sweat with his belly and groin right at the churning surface. Exultant in its freedom, his erection bobbed above the bubbles, still pulsing in all its wonderfully painless stretch. But of course the monster hadn’t even been tempted yet. Still plying that beguiling smile and enjoying his reaction to the fullest, saintly Nurse Drake slipped her thumbs under its straps and dropped her gown to the ground.

How does one react to seeing divinity unveiled? Karl almost expected the sight of such perfectly formed flesh to sear his eyes out. An hourglass shape wonderfully padded yet scanty of fat, perfectly symmetrical breasts boasting strawberry-red nipples as large and protuberant as that hot-house fruit; wide, wonderfully curvy hips directing attention to the delta and vulva at the center: such a vision was just too spectacular to be permitted any mortal man, much less one so tainted by atrocity. Glutting his guilty eyes on this iconic Earth-mother fertility-goddess Venus figure, Karl felt the ghost of his caveman ancestors who’d carved this primordial divinity worshipfully in ivory, wood and stone for the last thirty thousand years cry out with genetically encoded lust, reverence, and timidity. 

Here in front of him was embodied the most sacred, astonishing miracle in all existence: the fount of new life and all the divine authority that went with it. Again basking in his moaning scrutiny, this goddess (Karl didn’t recall when he’d started thinking of her as one but now it was impossible not to) slipped gracefully into the bath. She ducked under briefly. Then she emerged as Venus from the surf, that fabulous body now sheathed with a gleaming sheen. Soap bubbles clinging here and there and foaming about her groin where the surface boiled, she swept her hair behind her ears and approached like the epitome of unattainable desirability. 

Caught between his absolutely imperative arousal and the bitter knowledge that he was blasphemously unworthy of the touch or even sight of this feminine godhead, Karl moaned in miserably conflicted blessedness. Doreen smiled a little wider, that special smile, and touched his thigh just above the rubber strap with intimacy and commiseration.

“I know this can’t be easy darling. Even with the issues still troubling you I must look like a harvest feast to a starveling. But as I’ve said, bathing us together this way is both easier for me and therapeutic for you. Just give me a few minutes and I’ll take care of you like I never could at the clinic. Then we’ll finally get our big day and your treatment underway.”

“Your wish is my command, ma’am,” Karl croaked. “You’ll never hear any complaining from me.”

“Good boy.” Again Doreen gave him a twinkle and a tickle, right at that most sensitive junction that made him moan and yearn more intensely upward than ever. Warm brown eyes glinted with mischief at her double-entendre. “Hang in there, then.” She picked up the shampoo, moved under the showerhead and turned it on.

So began a show so ordinary yet amazingly erotic that Karl indeed felt like a famine victim before a smorgasbord. Just the jiggling and reconfiguring of Doreen’s breasts as she raised her arms to wash and condition her hair kept him straining madly to break free of the prison of his paralysis. The soaping, scrubbing and rinsing of the fabulous body that followed, expeditiously done as it was, aroused him nearly as much in the mere watching as submitting to her daily ablutions back at the clinic. Yet most maddening of all the grooming carried out right in front of Karl came when his goddess then sank into her cathedra and picked up a straight razor. 

Ignoring him aside from a peripheral grin now and then, Doreen hummed or sang softly to herself as she stripped away the stubble. 

Again her breasts were pulled into glorious new shapes as she raised each arm to shave underneath. Each leg was lifted from the bath, forming incredibly affecting lines as it was soaped and stoked with the razor. A handy strop was used to freshen the edge. Then finally he clenched his teeth, writhed inside and suffered an agony of excitement as Doreen shaved her pubis too. At last she rinsed, rose, pulled a comb through her hair and moved sleekly beautiful though the few feet of steamy spa that separated them. It was his turn.

A thick rubber strap was shifted, his head was tipped way back, and this time Karl watched those breasts dance from only inches away as his own hair was vigorously washed – twice this time, a rare luxury indeed. Doreen even instituted using conditioner on him too, declaring that as long as she was on her own clock, she was going to have her only patient looking awesome. It must have been twenty minutes then that Karl hung there helpless with his head stretched back and those tits jiggling right in his face, and by the time she combed him out and donned a sponge-mitt identical to the one she’d used at the clinic he was already nearly mad with exalted frustration. Still the incentives kept coming.

Almost immediately it was obvious that being bathed in the tub and sling was going to be a far more paradisiacal experience than in the shower with a wheelchair. 

For starters they had more room and their bodies were positioned more conveniently. They were closer to the same level, there would be no bending or squatting necessary. And rather than being seated mostly upright he hung almost horizontal, everything within easy reach of her arms. By shifting the sling straps one at a time Nurse Drake also had access to his entire underside. Her breasts again hanging just above his head, she proceeded to bathe Karl in a far more leisurely fashion than ever before, making this not a friendly but still professional obligation but a sensuous experience beyond compare. Eighteen and supercharged with testosterone, trapped in a body locked in inertia, the troubled adolescent found himself in a delirium of unrelievable need even before Doreen arrived at his privates. Then he began to honestly wonder how he’d ever make it through a year of this.

As this was always the most sexually charged part of his care, Karl soon found that their new routine made it more perversely compelling than ever. In bathing his legs, Nurse Drake had shifted the bottom two straps looped about each thigh a couple inches higher. Now he slouched down even lower, and the weight of his body pulled down harder, so that the straps splayed his legs out even ridiculously wider, the rubber stretching a bit at the demands put on it and compressing the flesh of his inner thighs. Spread blatantly open like this, his outthrust crotch might have been spotlighted and on display in some medical study: most pitifully, futilely, rabidly aroused genitals in history. Seeing himself in the mirror, a sick sort of exhibitionism gripped him at the picture of helpless subjection he made. He looked up at Doreen soaping her mitt again, mutely offering his willing humiliation at her hands in submissive sexual tribute. Her eyes told him she accepted and treasured it. Then she began scrubbing around his balls and groin.

As always Nurse Drake scoured every crevice, each of which was of course pulled open to canyons by those straps. Then in another variation on their shower chair routine she took advantage of his position to do underneath at the same time. Soap-slippery sponge over firmly pressing fingers slid back and forth along the junction of his stretched-apart buttocks. They worried insistent circles against his anus. Flaming with greater mortification than ever, Karl could no longer meet his goddess’ eyes. Nevertheless the monster spoke for him, straining out in quivering rigidity as it anticipated its own wonderfully loving scrubbing. But the routine was altered again, and Karl could only throb on in imploring dismay at the delay.

Rather than re-soap her mitt after rinsing it with the sprayer, Nurse Drake removed it. 

Turning to a nearby caddy she plucked a pair of beautician’s scissors. Then without any discussion of the matter she began trimming away his pubic hair. Reading Karl’s reluctance easily, she spoke playfully but with the undercurrent of sternness he hadn’t heard in awhile. Of course it only deepened his rapture to be dominated so.

“You heard me last night both dreaming and waking, darling. The monster is being shorn of his mane. I want my patient clean and smooth, sleek and sexy under my hands.”

Shamefaced and throbbing, Karl made no objection. Nurse Drake could do whatever she wished to him, her power was the very definition of absolute. And after the lesson of his nightly dreams he wasn’t about to let precepts of supposed manliness drive him to try and deny this new love anything. Indeed his meek acquiescence to this symbolic emasculation – along with his extreme vulnerability as she snipped confidently around his manhood – stoked his groveling submissiveness to a face-flaming pitch. He found himself unconsciously trying to yearn his crotch upward, offering it to her for whatever castrating mischief she might chose to do to it. Naked Nurse Drake seemed to take him up on this, trading the scissors for that gleaming sweep of surgical steel. She lathered him sensuously and set to work on the stubble. 

Terror, giddy abandon and worshipful trust did battle in Karl. He was suspended helpless above drowning, alone but for this divine icon sliding an incredibly keen three-inch blade over his privates. So fraught with kinky significance was the moment that he panted uncontrollably and even whimpered a bit in his extremity. Still his cock raged insanely, and still Doreen smiled her little smile, not so absorbed in her work as to miss her patient’s madly burning perversity.

Everything was going according to plan. After she rinsed him off baby-smooth bare and stinging all over, and traded her considerably dulled razor for a bottle of lotion, after she raised him a few inches higher and blotted him dry before applying it, Nurse Drake at last began to explain that plan.


Chapter Nine

Looming over him in the sling, her breasts jiggled beautifully as she gently rubbed and complimented him.

‘You are a very bright young man, Karl. I was impressed by the way you devoured those college psychology texts. And you are insightful too. You examine and understand yourself the way few people do. So I’m going to trust that you’ve figured out the relatively simple therapy I’m already applying as part of your rehabilitation.”

Nurse Drake finished working that creamy lotion into the scraped and bizarrely naked-looking skin of his pubis. As she drizzled more on his equally hairless crotch and balls and resumed using a bare hand to rub it in, Karl tried to focus past his obeisant delight and absolutely manic arousal – not to mention those fantastic breasts. The moment had turned serious.

“I believe I have, ma’am. You’ve been trying to show me all there still is to live for, particularly women like you – if there could possibly ever be another like you. You are fantastically unique, a true goddess to me.”

“Thank you darling. You are very sweet. But once you’re cured you will realize you are mistaken. There are millions of women out there worthy of a guy like you – once we get you straightened out. But you are right in that I am providing incentives for you to forgive himself and rejoin the world. The rest of your treatment I will explain shortly. But first I have to provide some more incentive, not to mention put your mind at ease in at least one ridiculous particular. 

“This is something I’ve wanted to do for you for a while now but couldn’t at the clinic. Here however I can take liberties that are really necessities. I can treat needs that the blinkered strictures of modern industrial medicine criminally deny. This will be good for you, at least once. I need to dispel the silly fears you’ve been harboring along with your guilt and self-hatred.”

Nurse Drake had squirted another generous dollop of lotion into her palm. Without further word she suddenly took Karl’s raging monster into that hand. She smeared cream all over him, closed him in her fist and began jerking him briskly – no soapy simulation of a hand job but the expertly administered reality of it. Like when she’d stripped the condom away, Karl was suddenly wracked by muscle spasms, his entire body shuddering violently at this unexpectedly extreme stimulation. Chains jingled, water splashed from his thrashing feet and he cried out in surprise and absolutely mind-blanking ecstasy. All thoughts of blame and anguish and his awful sins, his worries about how he would react to sexual pleasure were off in some other universe. His only awareness beyond the overwhelming sensations of that strong, slick hand so vigorously pumping his long-suffering, incredibly intense, twenty-month celibate erection was of the instinctive servility this deity evoked in hm. Before he could even begin to fear the toxic associations he’d expected, Karl was jerking involuntarily in the sling that supported and restrained him. Then he was spouting out the most convulsive ejaculation of his life.

All throughout his orgasm Nurse Drake kept squeezing and pumping, bending his spasming shaft out between his knees. That way his ejaculate spurted out into the churning water below – and his incredible pleasure was enhanced with just the right amount of erotic distress. When at last it was clear that not even a drop more remained to be coaxed out of him, she released the shorn and chastened-looking monster. Pulling the sponge back on, she gave Karl a wicked grin as he hung there panting and twitching and moaning in disbelief.

“That was fun. And I know you enjoyed it. I trust you see now how silly you’ve been about the prospect of orgasm. You haven’t been condemned to impotence darling, or to an aversion/compulsion struggle every time you get intimate with someone.

“Tell me young man, did you think about Krista at all just now? Or were you so blown away that you could only think of me and what I was doing for you?”

“I thought only of you and the monster, ma’am. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for wringing his neck like that. You have the acclaim of all the townsfolk.”

Doreen laughed at that, followed by a fond look and a return to subject.

“You see? You can still have a perfectly normal and healthy sex life once we get your other issues worked out. I’d call this an even bigger breakthrough than last night, wouldn’t you?”

“Absolutely, ma’am! Thank you again!”

“Believe me, it was my pleasure. I admit I enjoy milking a boy. I like the rush of power it gives me. Only don’t expect such a heavenly lesson again anytime soon. Once you are healed I will no longer be able to restrain myself and we will go to Maui and make wonderful love for a fortnight. How’s that for incentive? But until then the needs of your treatment are paramount.’

‘I understand, ma’am.” Actually he didn’t. All Karl could concentrate on for the moment was the slowly fading tingling in his groin and the amazing promise just delivered. 

Doreen really intended to make love to him! So exalting was this thought that it pushed even the wonderful breakthrough just achieved from his awareness as she at last soaped up and washed his slumping penis. He didn’t even pursue the opening she’d given him to discuss what this treatment about to begin actually entailed. But what did that matter? His person of worship would provide all the answers as he needed them.

Next it was back to practicalities. Doreen got him to void again, then drained the tub. Using the hand-held sprayer she rinsed them both and the tub too as it emptied. She dried them off with those delightfully pre-warmed towels and brushed their teeth. She dabbed Karl with a hint of cologne – another grooming innovation she instituted without discussion despite his long scorn of its use. But rather than return him to the bed for dressing (where were his clothes anyway, not to mention his laptop?) Nurse Drake transferred him to the therapy mat. 

The day’s challenging intimacies had barely begun. Karl drew a quivering breath as he settled onto the pad. Both of them still nude, Doreen unhooked and removed the sling. Thanks to the way he’d been slouched in this, he now lay on his back with his legs bent up and flopped out wide to the sides, a supremely demeaning posture that showed off the emasculation of the monster – now of course retreated into defeated quiescence. Yet rather than arrange Karl’s limbs in dignified fashion Nurse Drake left him like that as she rose up – surely not by accident. Towering over him like a colossus unclothed, she grinned down at his timidly reverent abjection.

“Sit tight, darling. You may get to sprawl around brazenly naked all day, but your nurse has to slip into one of her at-home uniforms. We need to re-establish some formality here.”

Doreen disappeared into a wardrobe. Left splayed out like a frog about to be vivisected, Karl lapsed into rapture. A post-orgasmic languor combined with his nurse’ wondrous promise and his cosseted prostration to fill him with a shameless bliss. He felt like a submissive little bitch-dog, lifting his legs and cravenly presenting his belly to the dominant alpha. Roving his eyes indolently around the room as he wallowed thus in subservience, Karl noted the strange stationary bicycle he’d missed before. This was draped with snaking black cables and hooked up to a keyboard and panel of electronic readouts. 

This contraption pricked his runaway fetish further. But before he could be stirred to properly study it he was claimed by a far more compelling vision.

Nurse Drake emerged from the wardrobe. Her still-damp hair was pulled back into a severe ponytail and she wore a pair of high white workout shoes. Other than that her at-home uniform consisted only of spandex: white shorts and a matching top that was little larger than a sports bra. Clearly it was less constrictive though. While that stretched fabric clung to breasts and buttocks like a second skin it did little restrain their natural movement. Red piping served as the only decoration, and a curious symbol on one breast articulated the authority this deity’s bearing suddenly brimmed with. This was the traditional red cross, yet linked to a pink circle above it to form two insignia in one: the iconic medical symbol integral yet subordinate to that of the female. In any case Nurse Drake looked not only consummately authoritative but athletic and sexy, somber and stern and determined now to use all the extraordinary latitude she’d assumed in taking possession of him. Karl watched her approach with obsequious worship and sudden trepidation, automatic lust and unease in equal measure. Doreen’s expression was reminiscent of his dream when he stood fidgeting at sixteen after being turned over to her. His recently milked penis began twitching its way to attention in its usual irrepressible homage, and she squatted easily before this. Crouched between his frogged-out legs, she took his bare and exquisitely vulnerable balls into a possessive grip that was not-so-subtly threatening as well.

“Do I have your respectful attention, patient?”

“Always, ma’am.”

“That’s good. Because I’m now going to explain what your problem is, and how I intend to treat it. Listen, understand, and accept. I am the only one who can or cares to heal you.”

Doreen gave his testicles a gentle squeeze, emphasizing her words.

“You need more than just argument and incentive, boy. You need to resolve the guilt afflicting you deep inside, where it’s seated. And the only way to do that is to satisfy your demand for punishment. Your dreams and obeisant cravings are reflections of your own subconscious knowledge of this; in fact they are a cry for help to me that I can’t possibly ignore. 

“I think we can agree you made a terrible mistake darling, and one rooted in an unacceptable character flaw. You did a thoughtless, reckless thing that had disastrous consequences for the bullied girl who loved you. And truly you deserve to suffer for this – but not in the pointless, wasteful, repugnant way you’ve chosen. 

“You need to suffer in a medically responsible way, under the sway of someone you can trust to always have your best interests at heart. Someone you share an intimate connection with, who can shepherd you through the ordeal and help you use it to heal. Optimally you need an archetypal goddess-type figure that speaks directly to your subconscious, one who can represent both the vengeance and mercy of femininity that you so desperately need.”

Glorious Doreen paused to let the truth of all this sink in. Then she squeezed him again for emphasis, hard enough to make Karl gasp at the roiling pain. With his undivided attention again she made him a solemn declaration.

“On behalf of your girlfriend and all women who have been misused or failed by men, I will allow you to atone for your sins in an appropriate way. Thus your buried need will be eased and you can dispense with blame and self-hatred. Appease the Goddess through suffering and you can get back on with your life. This is why I have brought you here: to atone, to heal and lastly to address that character flaw so that you recover from your mistake a better person than the one who made it. To that end I’m going to supply you with everything you’ve been mutely begging me for and more. Along with and incorporated into your regular treatment and daily care this year you will be systematically humiliated, educated and above all punished, subjected to ever-worsening bondage and discipline until you’ve paid your debt to femininity.

“You don’t need to endure the state home to atone, boy. That’s too dangerous, gross, and wildly disproportional. I told you I was commuting the sentence you levied and I am. That sentence commences today, and I promise you it will be punitive enough to suffice.

“So hold fast to your worship, young Karl! Remember that though I’m going to make you suffer, it’s because I love you and want to heal you. And know that though this treatment is certainly unorthodox, and would never be condoned by modern factory medicine, it is highly effective and extremely necessary in cases like yours. Indeed your case should be ideal for these techniques, as I’ve been saying all along.

“I’ve never seem someone so openly craving for punishment and atonement. Now that you know your needs will be met, are you sexually excited by the prospect Karl? Are you as fanatically committed to this as you promised to be? And are you in agreement that this is exactly what you need? Of course it’s going to happen to you regardless, because I’m convinced. But I so want us to be in loving harmony.”

“We will always be that,” Karl croaked out of a suddenly dry mouth. His mind was whirling, searching for flaws in Doreen’s reasoning and finding none. He understood everything now: the sneers of the board member, the behavior of the clinic staff, and his own mystifying compulsions most of all. That didn’t leave him any less prey to them however. Nurse Drake was right: he felt as much erotic thrill as terror and hope at the ordeal promised. He didn’t need his utter isolation and powerlessness to enforce his agreement, or his sworn word, his hopes for a cure or even his boundless love of this incredibly special female. Just the allure of abasing himself before her, of suffering the judgment of her totemic womanhood was irresistible.

“The answers are all yes. Your will is my own until this over, Nurse Drake. And even then my love and fealty will be eternal. You are right in everything you say, as always. Do what you must to me, please. As always you have my eagerly willing submission.”

“As you have my love and respect, darling. Now that we understand each other, it is time to resume our new daily routine: range of motion and physical therapy – though as always now we will undoubtedly work plenty of both punishment and incentive in too.”

Indeed: what was a half hour or forty minute session back at the clinic soon proved a painful, grueling ordeal of nearly two hours – and one as erotically exciting as it was demanding. With far more room on the mat than his old hospital bed Nurse Drake stretched and worked his limbs relentlessly, often lying right atop him in a way that would have raised serious eyebrows back at the clinic. Here it raised the monster back to ravening. Squashed between their bodies or straining into space, or crushed against the mat when Karl was rolled onto his front, the fact that he was allowed to rear up unfettered made for another thrilling change. But of course most arousing of all was the fact that Doreen was utterly pitiless as she put him through this passive workout. Karl often felt like he was in the wrestling ring as his flaccid limbs were pulled and strained into numberless devilishly stressful configurations. Painful and exhausting as it was however this hardly qualified as suffering. Entwined with or crushed under that fabulous, nearly naked body, naked himself, Karl found having his fantasies of prostration finally indulged perversely rewarding beyond words. Surely far more trying ordeals lay ahead. Yet for now the incentive he was being lavished with remained more challenging than the treatment. Despite being blessed by the most powerful orgasm of his life just now Karl was driven into a tizzy of frustrated lust and beyond before Nurse Drake finally let him collapse into groaning relief. Then she propped his head and shoulders up on a wedge and splayed his limbs out like a submissive bitch again – or like the most shameless little slut in the school. Flaming with fresh humiliation at this, Karl could only drop his eyes and burn as Doreen was quick to play up this similitude.

“I hope you enjoy that posture boy, because I’m going to keep you in it constantly. I like the way you look, offering yourself up like the horniest tramp. You make a darling little slut with your long hair and all. I think that will even be your new nickname: little slut. You on the other hand will continue to address me formally except in situations of particularly loving intimacy. Is that understood, little slut?”

“Yes ma’am, Nurse Drake.”

Karl made no mention of the painful associations this demeaning epithet conjured up. After all, it was what the Nurse Drake in his dream had consistently called poor Krista. She knew this however and undoubtedly had therapeutic reasons for using it. Now she grinned with mischievous relish at her little slut’s shamefaced acquiescence.

“Good. Have you worked up an appetite yet, little slut? I know I have.”

“Absolutely, Nurse Drake!”

“Okay, then. You wait here and revel in being my adoring little slut for a while. I’ll be back shortly with a late brunch for us.”

“Yes, Nurse Drake.”

Karl ogled her ass avidly as she strode from the room. Then he obeyed this wondrous incarnation of the Goddess he’d sinned against by trying on his new nickname as he sprawled out still rigidly panhandled. Yet even as he burned and throbbed he dimly admonished himself. 

Despite the erotic heaven he’d somehow landed in he must remember that this was no game, no Penthouse “Forum” story for people less blighted to jerk off to. It was a deadly serious struggle for his future, if not his very life. And it was just beginning.

Nurse Drake returned by-and-by with a plate of cold leftover chicken, fresh fruit and cheese, a box of whole grain crackers and a liter bottle of some citrus fruit/iced tea combination. She poked a straw into this and settled in at his side. Still so used to institutional food, Karl enjoyed the simple fare as much as he did the new intimacy with which they shared it. This mood was mostly just of loving companionship however, and despite the continuing belittlement of his posture and dependency, his nudity and sheer closeness to that divine presence, Karl’s erection had temporarily passed by the time they’d finished. 

Doreen took the opportunity to finally roll a fresh catheter onto him and hook up the collection rig. Then she used the sling to transfer him back onto the bed. Yet still there was no dressing in the offing, or moving of him to his rolling throne. In fact the wheelchair was looking increasingly superfluous here. Nurse Drake had another treatment to apply, a more insidious kind of suffering for him to endure this afternoon. And it appeared the bed was the best place for it.

Karl was settled on what was already his half of the middle. The head was raised about a third. Doreen took a moment to comb his hair out and put it in her preferred ponytail before sliding a pillow under his head. She bent and spread his legs and let them flop out wide again. Then she pulled his arms down and clasped his limp hands around his freshly shaved genitals, as though he were proffering or showing these off. Then she sat earnestly next to him a moment.

“You really are a good person Karl. I couldn’t love you or dedicate myself to your reclamation otherwise. And you have already taken steps to address the character flaw that landed you here. 

“You clearly regret your bullying, especially with regard to sex, and I’m confident you would never act that way again. But I’m not sure you understand that beyond the bullying was a more basic sin. In essence, you cared more about his your wants than Krista’s. You failed to honor and oblige her utterly as you should. 

“There are deeply ingrained male traits responsible for this. But they can be overcome with enough education. So I’ve got some video I want you to watch. I have some work to do documenting this case, so lie here like a good little slut and pay attention. In fact, every time I happen to see your eyes wander I’m going to pinch a clothespin or two onto you. And if you dare fall asleep I will use my hottest pink lipstick to write ‘naughty little slut’ across your chest. Then I’ll use a vibrator to keep you awake. Don’t make me go all Clockwork Orange on you now.”

“No, we wouldn’t want that.”

“Would you like a couple clothespins for starters, little slut? Right on your nipples to serve as a reminder for you?”

“That sounds great, Nurse Drake.”

She produced a bag of a hundred of these, not traditional wood but brightly colored plastic. Ripping it open she pinched a red one onto each nipple, smiling approval that her little slut’s only visible response to the dual bite of pain was the twitching of his penis.

“Be good now darling, and let momma work.”

“Yes ma’am,” Karl managed. Doreen gave him a peck on the forehead and got off the bed. She moved to the computer and started a long playlist of video clips on the big TV. She took a laptop then and sat cross-legged at the foot of the bed, right between Karl’s own out-flung legs. Nurse Drake inserted ear-buds, started music playing and settled in to work, her back to the TV so that she could glance up frequently to monitor his behavior. Dutifully Karl composed himself, trying not to grin as he imagined Malcolm McDowell in a straitjacket with Beethoven blasting all around. Then his own most necessary indoctrination began.


Chapter Ten

The TV was huge, beautiful, and top of the line: a credit to human ingenuity and industriousness. Unfortunately what began to play out on that gigantic screen was an indictment of human brutality and evil – or at least that of the coarser half of the species. The very definition of a captive audience, Karl found himself watching a compilation of news reports: clips from local, national and even international broadcasts. One after another they followed in succession, with no interruptions for promos or commercials – thank the Goddess for that that would have been suffering indeed. In any case, each clip was a report of some asshole male accused of abusing and usually murdering the woman in his life.

Some of the cases were familiar to Karl despite his normal shunning of the evening news. Their notoriety was such that only a moron could have missed hearing about them – the O.J. Simpson double murder for example. The rest were similar, differing only in the particulars. With depressing, appalling relentlessness they played out the same script over and over again: man habitually abuses wife or girlfriend for years, even decades. Oppressed woman seeks escape from hideous situation; asshole male kills her and often the children they spawned too. And then on to the next horrific example of male assholery. 

Often the crimes were so gruesome or the perpetrators so repellent that Karl had to look away despite his promise. As a result he was bristling with clothespins by the third hour. The greatest concentration of these were on his genitals of course, pinching the bare skin of his scrotum or the shaft and head of his penis right through the tough rubber of his catheter. More dangled from his lobes like bizarre earrings, jutted up from his toes or were clustered around his nipples. Others for lesser offenses stuck out randomly, spines on a partially plucked hedgehog. Once these were clipped in place the pinched skin tended to go numb from lack of circulation. Karl still caught himself whimpering at each new application. He suffered the shame of his failure in a way that was the opposite of the perversely appealing demeaning he felt at his posture and nickname. And still the horrible stories rolled on. 

Sometimes Karl took encouragement from these, as they put his lesser sins in perspective. Sometimes they made him squirm inside and exacerbated his self-hatred: he kept seeing himself in some imagined future where his flaws got the better of him and he spent his life callously making Krista ever more miserable. Yet always they appalled him with his fellow man’s inhumanity to woman. From the Taliban burning school girls to Arabs raping and murdering their female chattel with utter impunity, from spurned suitors flinging acid in girls’ faces to the trade of child brides between old men to the daily toll of numberless Americans tortured and slain by their jealous or deranged spouses it was an endless parade of barbarity that grew more sickening rather than less as the afternoon passed. When Doreen finally popped out her ear-buds and closed her laptop Karl glanced at her with real hope that the horror show was over. Unfortunately she only gave him a commiserating smile.

“I need to do some housework and get started on dinner. Keep watching and pay attention. After dinner I’ll have an antidote for you, so hang in there!”

Only four clothespins remained. Nurse Drake pinched these proactively in the worst possible places, both of them cognizant Karl would continue to earn the rebuke. One more on each earlobe was followed by one on the tip of the nose, making his eyes water with the pain.

“Open your mouth little slut. Put out your tongue as if you’ve been ordered to eat me.”

Karl complied, not daring to fantasize about this possibility. Yet Doreen pursued the subject as she clipped the last clothespin to the tip of his tongue.

“Did you ever service Krista that way?”

Karl’s negative was garbled but intelligible. 

“But I’ll bet she serviced you.”

He dropped his eyes in abashed admission. She clucked her tongue reprovingly. 

“Perhaps that’s something else you need to atone for, little slut. Perhaps you need to be used rudely and vigorously ad infinitum that way in repayment.”

Karl wanted to say he was excited to mania by the mere prospect. All he could manage was a babbled affirmation and a fervor of servitude focused in his still teary gaze. 

“That’s a nice mouthwatering thought before dinner, isn’t it?”

She touched a finger to the slick already forming on his chin.

“Be a good little slut and don’t dislodge that pin. If it’s still there at dinnertime I’ll let you begin making up for your oral selfishness as well as everything else later.”

Nurse Drake wiped her finger on his shoulder and climbed off the bed, seemingly dismissing Karl from awareness. As she moved about the house engaged in various chores he did his best to stay attentive to the endless run of tragedies being recounted for his benefit. Yet after another hour of this even his most determined intention faltered. Though his eyes stayed fixed on the screen his mind wandered inexorably to his own still unbelievable situation.

The clothespin on his tongue was the first serious bit of suffering begun. Beyond its initial bite the entirely of his tongue began to ache from being extended, his jaw from hanging open. Drool he couldn’t control frothed on his chin and ran down his neck to his torso. This deepened his demeaning enormously. Lying covered with slaver with his legs so ostentatiously spread and his hands so brazenly presenting his genitals it seemed the systematic humiliation he’d been promised was well underway as well. Good: this was all amazingly welcome as far as Karl was concerned. His degradation aroused him, fulfilling his subconscious need to grovel in repentance. His growing physical misery was bitterly satisfying and allowed him to think about the unimaginable incentive/atonement he was holding out for without undue anguish.

Yes, he had been a selfish, pigheaded asshole about oral sex too. Indeed he’d never performed it in his life, and wasn’t too keen of the smell of pussy on his dick and hands either. Yet the fantastic allure of being subjected to Nurse Drake’s uncompromising use felt less like a betrayal of Krista and more like an apology to her, an attempt to atone exactly as his goddess proposed. Karl wanted that opportunity desperately. Armored as well in his determination to be cured, strengthened by his love and worship, he wasn’t about to fail this first real challenge. He endured the torment of that tongue-clip even when the indescribably savory smells of cooking began to permeate the house. Salivating like a dog for nearly another hour, Karl returned his attention to those nonstop horror reports: now a distraction from both his hunger and the ever-accumulating misery of his mouth. Doreen’s delight when she finally arrived with a tray was a glorious reward however, almost as precious as the promise (and warning) she confirmed.

“Why look at you, darling! Well done! You’re such an obedient, dedicated little slut!”

The tray she carried was intended for use in bed. As she set this across Karl’s belly the smell of the monster slab of lasagna laid there alongside a bowl of salad and a carafe of wine made him moan nearly as eloquently as the joy of her approval. Doreen tucked herself comfortably against him, removed the clothespins from his nose and tongue and wiped his chin with the heavy cloth napkin. Her eyes twinkled flirtatiously.

“I’m impressed, darling. Does this mean you wish to live as my little slut for real, repaying my efforts on your behalf with slavish oral service upon demand?”

Karl wiggled his tongue back into use.

“I would die for that honor, Goddess.”

“I’d rather have you live for it darling.” Doreen forked a corner off the lasagna. “Although his will be abusive of you, little slut – more sexual punishment than loving congress.”

“Isn’t that the point?”

“Indeed it is. Very well, from now on you really are my little slut. I will take my pleasure from you as thoughtlessly and brutishly as I like, whenever I like. And you will never raise a hint of protest, will you? Eat now, darling.”

Nurse Drake lifted her forkful to his lips. Karl accepted this, the superb flavors and textures trying to compete with this latest lowering of barriers between them, this open acknowledgement of complete sexual dominance. The atmosphere remained fraught with the promise of the whole new level of intensity, of physical and personal intimacy imminent.

More than a little slut Karl felt like the stereotypical initiate, thrillingly cowed by this lovingly controlling older woman, this mistress who proposed to show him the ropes – soon literally as well as figuratively. This mood grew as she cuddled close and fed him, sharing the wine liberally as they both drank straight from the carafe. At some point the seemingly endless video playlist actually finished. Blessed silence ruled and the universe shrank back to just the two of them: lovers in bliss among so many other roles. Somehow the lasagna insisted on being finished, the carafe shared to the last draft, but finally another wonderful meal was done. Though he expected no sexual pleasure of his own, Karl was almost giddy with anticipation. Unfortunately there were still treatment requirements on this first long, truly incredible day.

“There!” Doreen declared, wiping his lips with the napkin. “I promised you an antidote to all that beastliness – something to get you in the spirit of the challenges ahead. I’ll let you enjoy it while I clean up and then rejoin you. Would you like some more wine when I do? I’m going to have some.”

“As much as you wish to permit me, ma’am. Thank you.”

“Okay darling, sit tight.”

Doreen rose gracefully from his side, lifting the tray easily as she did do. This caused a real pang of hurt over his own persistent paralysis, something Karl had thought he’d mostly gotten over. She just moved with such smooth fluidity, such unconscious athletic ease! Then she reached the computer, selected another playlist and had slipped from the room before the opening credits finished. Karl waited, a bit trepidatious despite the calming wine and harmonious mood. Then the first video began, the setting a basement or warehouse. A naked man was standing bent way over, locked in a set of colonial-era stocks.

Even as Karl was marveling over this bizarre sight a woman dressed in dominatrix garb stepped into the picture. She was carrying a riding crop, and after some cheesy, stilted, unimaginative dialogue she began thrashing the man. At last understanding that he was watching some kind of bondage porn, Karl relaxed. 

Regardless of what the year ahead held, this was far easier to take than more endless hours of man’s inhumanity to woman. Perhaps this could indeed serve as an emotional antidote, a balancing of the scales. He watched complacently and then with growing amazement as the woman began really laying into the man, who was howling through a ball gag as his ass and thighs were first reddened and then welted up a shocking purple and black. 

Between wondering how much the actor was paid for the scene and how long after it he could comfortably sit, Karl felt an ever more uneasy fascination with what was clearly no simulation. At the conclusion of the performance the woman popped out the ball gag and backed up to the man’s trapped face. She pulled aside her latex outfit so that he could lick her ass, which he did with fervent abandon. With that Karl belatedly realized that this wasn’t about money or even pain but love and necessity. These were the very reasons he too was about to suffer similarly. At least he expected to be granted the honor of intimacy first…

The next video was similar, the spectacle immediately compelling again despite the embarrassingly amateur dialogue and delivery. Karl watched it spellbound throughout, until at last Doreen returned from the kitchen. She had another full carafe with her, and a urinal with which to empty his collection bag. She set the carafe down and did just that, all without a single comment before disappearing into the bathroom. Karl watched a guy hanging by his wrists get flogged by a pair of women with cat o’ nine tails for a few minutes. Then Doreen re-emerged. Oh Goddess, she was dressed in only that simple silk nightgown again and dousing the lights already although it was hardly eight o’clock. 

This could only be good news. Karl filled his eyes like before, the penis between his bracketing hands lifting the weight of the attached plastic tube (and all those clips) as it began another epic struggle full of pain and frustration without payoff. This was completely meet however, and Karl’s excitement was focused exclusively on the prospect of service.

Doreen must have seen this (it seemed she perceived everything about him effortlessly) for her special smile turned him to viscous liquid inside as she picked up the carafe and rejoined him. She drank, tipped it for him to do the same, then melded against him like any loving couple enjoying a movie together in bed.

For a while that’s all they did. Nurse Drake let her patient absorb the lesson. Cuddled possessively against him she let the wine, the film clips and her loving propinquity work their usual magic. She read the shortness of his breath and the urgency of his attempted erection and at last began to gently toy with him.

She set the wine aside and used a small remote to lower the head of the bed some. Snuggling closer, sprawling half atop his spread-legged body, ostensibly watching the video still, she began to stroke him and then randomly remove the clothespins she’d pinched onto him over the early hours of the afternoon.

Expecting relief (though they hadn’t really hurt for ages) Karl gave a cry of surprise at the sudden immense flash of pain. Blood rushing back to the pinched area brought a much greater distress than the original pinching. And rather than carefully unclip each pin Doreen twisted them slowly off, wringing as much sensation from the experience as possible. Whenever she twisted one free of his nipples, earlobes or genitals Karl again couldn’t suppress a cry. Yet there was a distinctly erotic tenor to his distress. Nurse Drake continued soothing and sensuous, being careful that his first introduction to real and prolonged pain be an easy one, and inflicted in a gently loving context. She had all year to be cruelly pitiless, once he was ready for it.

He was certainly ready for the opening sexual element of his punishment. Karl was groaning with each exhalation, his flaccid body flaming with a hundred little bites of pain. On the giant screen before him another guilty male was stretched spread-eagled on an upright framework, an entire female biker gang lashing him with bullwhips and striking him with shock-wands. Meanwhile Doreen rubbed sensuously against him, her silky gown and silkier skin heaven against those only slowly dulling bites. 

Gradually she shifted further atop him until his torso was crushed under hers and she was straddling his waist just above his clasped hands and genitals. Gown riding high down low and belling open in front like her uniform never could, she had helplessly gasping Karl maddened already by the press of her bare thighs on his sides and her thinly veiled breasts against his neck. But then her lovely face eclipsed the action on the TV and the entire universe beyond and she was kissing him even as she writhed more sensuously atop his useless body than ever.

Karl could have wept with joy. At last they were making out like lovers, like mates, like boyfriend and girlfriend despite the difference in their ages. Yet that difference made all the difference. Within minutes he realized this was nothing like the greedy tongue-wrestling matches he’d won over Krista and a few other girls. Nurse Drake was as assured and unconsciously dominant here as everywhere else. She was the confident initiator in every nuance of their kissing. Meanwhile he was the timidly accepting receptacle, delighted just to be so blessed.

Indeed this dynamic was so novel yet instantly euphoric that his thought of Krista came and went without infecting his mood of blissful submission at all – more evidence their growing physical relationship was proceeding free of the blight he’d feared. Love and sex no longer seemed so automatically linked to blame and grief and despite. It seemed certain that he was getting better already, and his love and gratitude for the phenomenally understanding and erotically irresistible authority atop him filled Karl to bursting. Picking up on the poignancy of his moan, Doreen broke their kiss off and breathed down at him, their locked eyes only inches apart. The sounds of female vengeance smacked and wept in the background.

“Are you ready to service me, little slut? To attempt to satisfy the Goddess sexually in exchange for your redemption? She is far more ravenous than your pitifully caged monster!”

“Goddess, that is an honor I can’t dare to imagine I’ll ever deserve. But if you bless me so I swear I will do my best to satisfy your most demanding needs. And even if I fail I will treasure your education in this forever.”

“Very well, little slut. So you’ve never done this before at all?”

“No, Goddess.”

“Well, let’s see if you’re a swift learner. And let’s see how you take to the consequences if you’re not.”

There was a hum in the near dark, and the bed reclined to flat. Then Doreen was rising up and moving forward. 

Karl saw her breasts through the thin belling silk, dangling down in yet another fantastic new shape. He saw the sheer gown flatten against her belly as she straightened and then rise up in wrinkles. She was lifting it up her hips even as she shifted her straddling thighs up his body. Was she taking it off? No, the hem whispered over his head, giving him a glimpse of the sacred territory he’d soon be exploring before it fell back down, trapping him in dimness. 

He felt thighs brush his cheeks, the pillow compressed under knees on each side of him. Then this superlative female was astride his face. That repellant smell enveloped him like the warmth of her flesh pressing down and Nurse Drake was all but sitting on his helpless head. She could kill him if she liked, her vulva an unlikely but perfectly effective murder weapon. Exalted and aroused and intimidated beyond description, winning the battle over revulsion by sheer force of will, Karl was caught between making a tentative tongue-stretch and waiting for either instruction or smothering. From out of the darkness above Doreen kindly provided the former.

“Open up, little slut. Since you’re new to this I will do likewise. Then when you feel me close to you, you may attempt to make love to me with your lips and tongue. Remember your orgasm this morning and repay me in kind, my darling.”

The dimness was relieved briefly as Doreen’s hands slid underneath to spread herself out. Then she settled down upon him, wet and pungent. Still repelled by the enveloping smell, remembering locker room debates about whether this was a gourmet treat or a nasty chore that only sissies could be coerced into performing, Karl determined to wallow in it either way. Then the hard bone of her pubis was pressing against his mouth, her labia kissing his lips at right angles. He thrust out his tongue and began to lick.

He stroked and swabbed and at last pushed inside, his lover’s gasp of excitement and the quivering of her thighs the only goad he needed to redouble his clumsy efforts. His own trapped and disregarded monster throbbed painfully, another spur to his fervency, and Karl wracked his memory for tips from the locker room wits. He knew he was supposed to find and pleasure the clit, of which he had academic knowledge at least and the guidance of a thousand porn scans for help locating. Still it wasn’t until Nurse Drake reached under again, pulling and parting herself further, that a plump little nubbin presented itself. Then when Karl licked and flicked and nibbled with his lips she gave a faint cry and pressed harder against him.

“That’s right darling, good. Now suck on it! Suck me off, little slut! Make me come!”

Such exhortations had their effect. Burning with humiliation and arousal that seemed inseparable, Karl did as he was told. The smell was lessening (or he was just getting used to it) and his servicing gained a frantic pitch. 

In response Doreen began thrusting against him, humping his captive face to the time of her thrillingly erotic cries. Her hands found his head and clamped on, holding him powerless to do anything but perform as ordered. And so he did, slavishly determined to prove worthy. Unfortunately his initiate’s skills couldn’t keep pace with his lover’s demands, and she soon took matters into her own hands.

Nurse Drake began growling ferally as she thrust more aggressively against him. Who was the monster now? Her gasped orders became coarser and more degrading as she reveled in using him, and eventually Karl was reduced to just extending his sore tongue as far up into her as he could while she quite literally fucked his face.

“Yeah, love it little slut! Go on and eat me, bitch! You’re my whore for twelve long months now, so get used to it. Get used to it or get back on your feet and fuck me like a man!”

Her hands were fisted in his long hair, hurting his scalp as she bucked breathlessly against him. Yet this and even his growing difficulty breathing only inflamed Karl further. Bill Clinton definitions aside, he was actually having sex with his goddess, and if it wasn’t the kind he’d have chosen first, and held out no prospect of a climax for him, still it was exalting almost beyond bearing. There were other fulfillments beside orgasm after all. Being brutishly, thoughtlessly, even contemptuously used for this deity’s punishing pleasure seemed far more condign than the ecstasy she’d permitted him this morning anyway. His most obsequious cravings being satisfied in spades, Karl suffered and loved it even while spots danced before his eyes and he was crushed roughly, rhythmically into the pillow. 

The wonderfully voluptuous body pinning him down was now denying him the use of his only remaining mobility. When her effortful snarls and grunts at last turned to climactic cries Karl rode the throes of Doreen’s shudders and shrieks with an excited sympathy that was nearly orgasmic in its own right. Then chafed and smeared from nose to chin and ear to ear he almost wept with blessedness when she sighed, petted him approvingly and rose from his face at last. Head spinning with the sudden rush of unimpeded oxygen, the wine he’d drunk and the even more intoxicating worship he felt for this being, he could only gasp and throb and feel giddy with accomplishment. Nurse Drake’s praise was priceless.

“That was wonderful darling, especially for a first time. Of course you’ll have to do a lot better, and I won’t often be so considerate. It’s been a long time celibate for me too. But you did give me an orgasm, involuntarily or not, and I love you for that.”

Doreen moved to the wine, picked up the carafe and took a long draft. Not needing to ask after what she’d just put him through, she lifted Karl’s head and helped him carefully take a drink of his own. Still those videos played on and on: men in all manner of degrading bondage being harangued and unbelievably beaten by women. Then this view was eclipsed again by sheer-gowned Nurse Drake looming back over him.

“I told you it’s been forever. I’m not done with you yet, little slut!”

It was at least another hour before demanding Nurse Drake reverted to doting Doreen. Miserably sore and exhausted yet still perversely gratified at the payback inflicted on him, Karl had never been readier for rest. It was only the first day, yet so much had happened: his first orgasm since the accident, obvious progress on his condition, the revelation of the means by which he was to be redeemed, his first taste of those methods, more alcohol than since the night of the accident and finally hours of making fervent love – or being rudely used in supremely appropriate fashion by this impossibly alluring lady. He’d actually been willingly made into a sex slave! He highly doubted he’d be troubled by dreams this night. Yet he wasn’t counting on one last introduction to the lifestyle he’d improbably embraced as his path to salvation.

“You’ve been on your back too long, darling,” Doreen smiled with loving solicitude. “I’d never forgive myself if I let you get a bedsore. Let’s get you rolled over and get some sleep. We’ve got an even bigger day ahead tomorrow.”

At last Karl noticed the soreness in his back and buttocks. His hip sockets hurt too; he’d been playing the omega bitch all day and half the night. These pains were negligible however, just like the still enflamed skin of his nipples and balls, his chafed face. No doubt the real suffering would begin tomorrow. He sighed with satisfaction as he was turned on his side. But then Nurse Drake pulled his arms behind him and used something stretchy but strong to tie his wrists together. Responding to Karl’s suddenly reawakening excitement, she knotted this off and fixed the pillow under his head for him.

“Some might think it silly to bother with bondage on a quadriplegic. I mean you can’t move anyway. But I find it makes positioning changes easier. And of course it allows enforcing stressful and even more humiliating postures than my favorite little belly-up bitch-slut. I consider it an essential tool both practical and therapeutic. So just a taste of it tonight, darling. Tomorrow’s test will be sterner.”

“That’s a line from Tolkien!” Karl gasped, still grappling with the reality of another outlandish craving being sated.

“I know: Denethor to Faramir on the eve of the assault from Mordor.”

Doreen shut off the TV and snuggled up behind him just as before. Only this time her gown was up and her bare crotch was tight against his bound hands, his useless fingers nestled right in where his face had so endlessly been. She pulled the covers up, wrapped a possessive arm around him and kissed his cheek before laying her head on the pillow too.

“Goodnight, little slut. I’m proud and delighted with how you’re responding to my treatment already.”

“I’m in a better heaven every minute Goddess. And I can’t wait for the hell to begin.”

“Good boy. Tomorrow, then.”


Chapter Eleven

Karl went to sleep as pleased with himself as he’d been since the accident.

Doreen had not only saved him from the state home and spirited him off to paradise, but her insight into his condition was convincing and her unorthodox therapy and treatment were already having an effect. He was keeping up his end of the bargain too; Nurse Drake was pleased and proud and effusive in her love. Yet the most encouraging development of all was that the huge changes to his situation had not only incidentally resolved his issue with orgasm and intimacy, but they’d shaken him out of his institutional torpor just as he’d hoped. 

For a year he’d done little but deteriorate away, going through the motions and taking Doreen shamefully for granted even as she steadily laid claim to ever more of his allegiance. Now he was reanimated and making progress toward recovery at last. And just as his conscious mind had been stirred up, so too had been that represented by his dream world. 

The awful repetition, the constancy had finally been broken. New actors and elements were making their appearance. Perhaps his issues truly were on the way to being resolved. For the first time in a year he dropped off confident and defiant, not afraid of the nightly torment should it come. Indeed he was eager to parse it for more clues to an improving condition. As it happened he slept deeply and well for a good long while. Thank the wine perhaps for that. But sometime deep in the trench of the night the dream came for Karl as always. Or was it still even the same dream? His eyes roved behind closed lids as the answer began to play out around him.

“Come on, put it on, we’re going to be late!”

“Wait, why do I have to wear this again?”

Karl wasn’t too keen on surprises like this, or the feeling that he was letting his girl manipulate him into something potentially embarrassing. He had a position to think about.

“It’s a costume party, silly! It’s for people who want to join the new theater group at school. You know how much I’d love to be in that. You have to come and be my prop, share a little of your glamour. We’re a couple, Karl. People expect us to do these things together even if everyone knows you have no interest in acting. That’s what couples do: share interests and experiences and good times.”

“Oh, all right.” Krista’s parents were in the next room, so he couldn’t very well bully or refuse. Still he leaned close to speak just for her. “But we’re coming back early enough to slip into the tree-house for half an hour.”

Krista gave him a maddeningly noncommittal smile but nothing else. She was being uncharacteristically insistent tonight, actually standing up for herself. Karl didn’t like it, but what could he do? Surrendering against his will, he ducked into the bathroom and changed into the striped, old-time convict’s uniform. 

For some reason this made him uneasy, though the only laws he’d ever broken involved beer and dope. No one was going to send a white kid to prison for that. When he emerged to see Krista dressed as a sexy police officer his discomfort and foreboding only grew. Nevertheless he was committed, so he allowed Krista to take him in hand and lead him to this party of hers. But when they arrived at its location Karl balked again. This wasn’t a house but a big old meeting hall, all formidable stone with narrow windows. And now Krista wanted to ‘snap the cuffs’ on him before leading him inside.

“Come on honey, don’t you want to make a dramatic entrance? I really need to make a good first impression here!”

“But I’ll look like an idiot!”

“No, you’ll look like a fun guy who’s open to new experiences and loves his girlfriend enough to indulge her once in a while. You’ll look like someone who doesn’t insist on getting his own dang way about absolutely everything every time!”

This shot stung for some reason. Normally Karl just brushed off such complaints. This time however a creeping prescience hinted that she had a point. He sensed that he had to stop being so selfish or he was going to lose her. This was his first serious relationship; perhaps he still had things to learn about how to treat a girl. The thing was, his shoulders were sore already. He didn’t know why, but being handcuffed was bound to make it worse. Then again, it was only for a few minutes. Yet if he was going to give in on this, he was going to make damn sure they were out of there in time for a tree-house tryst afterward. 

After extracting this promise Karl at last let Krista put the handcuffs on him. As she locked his wrists behind his back that weird foreboding rose again, this time worse than ever. 

Something bad, maybe even terrible was going to happen. He needed to warn Krista. Something about this party and even his plans for the tree-house after were just inviting disaster. His sexy captor was already in character though. Adopting a remote, coldly smiling authority she grabbed his arm and marched him to the door like a miscreant. She pounded loud on this. It opened, but no sound of music or merriment came out – only an ominous murmuring. Karl had just enough time to wonder what kind of costume party this was as he was being shoved over the threshold and hauled inside. Then the door slammed behind him. Heavy bolts were thrown. As Krista frog-marched him victoriously forward again it dawned on Karl that he’d been duped. 

This wasn’t a meeting hall but a courthouse. This wasn’t a party but some kind of trial. And he wasn’t merely costumed as a prisoner, he actually was one. He’d been brought here to answer for his crimes against Krista.

With barred windows narrow as loopholes, the cavernous courtroom was all old stone lit by the light of blazing torches. This was terrifying enough. But it was also peopled entirely by females. Scanning the crowded galleries and packed jury box, Karl saw only women and girls, all as lovely as they were hostile. Amazingly he recognized many of those scowling or jeering down at him. Classmates and teachers from school, porn models and TV personalities, they were all people he’d lusted after at one time – and still did. Beyond all the beauty and vituperation arrayed against him Karl was stunned to see bare breasts everywhere, and indeed plenty of other skin. It seemed every last woman present was dressed (usually quite scantily) as a dominatrix. 

Leather and steel, vinyl and latex, draping chains and high shiny boots, each outfit was designed to intimidate as much as arouse. And of course each angry beauty brandished an implement of discipline of some kind. He saw paddles, riding crops, canes, whips of every description and even bicycle chains. Electricity crackled here and there as tasers were triggered in anticipation and Karl cowered helplessly under so much pitiless misandry. To the ache in his shoulders and cuffed wrists however was soon added a hugely demeaning but somehow woefully familiar pain in his penis. 

Fury rippled anew around the gathering as the cheap striped trousers he wore jutted out ever more impudently in front. It was insane, but he was getting turned on by this mortifying predicament. What the fuck was wrong with him? But then a gavel banged loudly and a cold voice (he recognized its timbre if not its tone) called out over all the hissing and angry muttering that had greeted his appearance – and that of his erection.

“Bring the criminal forward!”

Refusing to meet his gaze and now sneeringly furious herself, Krista jerked Karl rudely into motion again. She propelled him up onto an open dock where the jury and surrounding galleries could pour their hate and anger directly down upon him. Yet it was the sight of the potentate presiding here that sent a walloping shock of shame, terror, lust and subservience through a confused and still naïve young Karl Jensen. 

The woman behind the towering bench was about thirty, with honey-colored hair and large dark eyes. The face was flawlessly lovely and hauntingly familiar. Set in lines of stern disapproval, it at least lacked the open animosity of all the others. Strangely enough this judge wore not traditional black robes or even some kinky leather outfit like all the others. Instead she was dressed in an ordinary nurse’s uniform. She even had a stethoscope about her neck. 

That was reassuring if bizarre. Still she was womanly wisdom and authority personified and Karl immediately sensed that if there was any hope for him here it lay with her. Yet none of this could explain his complex and automatic reaction to her.

He must know her from somewhere. His lust and worship were too instinctive, as was his terror of her displeasure and craven need to please her. Yet try as he might he couldn’t place her, and not a flicker of recognition or favor leavened her solemn condemnation as she pinned him squirming below her with a magisterial gaze.

“Criminal, you are brought before this court to answer for your many shocking sins against the Goddess. Let the complainant make her case.”

Still refusing to look at him or in any way acknowledge the love he’d always been so arrogantly assured of, Krista at last dropped his arm. She stepped away a pace, distancing herself from his despicable person and pointing an accusatory finger at him as she addressed the judge, jury, and gathered representatives of femininity.

“Sisters, this male is guilty beyond endurance! He is an habitual bully, browbeating me into submission over the least trifle and failing to show me the respect and worship I deserve. He is uppity and disobedient. Worse, he has failed to satisfy me sexually while being driven to unimaginable evil by his own impudent lusts.

“He refuses to take his rightful place on the bottom for intercourse. He also demands oral service while refusing to provide any. He has never given me a single orgasm!”

Cries of anger and affront broke out everywhere. Snarls of rage and demands for castration and death came from the galleries and even the jury box. Still Krista’s voice rose above all in strident denunciation.

“Hear me sisters! There is far worse! This contemptible male plans to risk my life in the name of his selfish lust. He has insisted we leave here early with a drunk and irresponsible youth at the wheel just so he can fuck me. In fact he fully intends for me to die rather than risk his delusional male self-image by doing what it takes to sexually satisfy me. He means to send me to my death without ever having climaxed. Yet even this is not the worst!”

Even as Karl was goggling at the revelatory enormity of his crimes, his horribly betrayed, justly furious former girlfriend stepped back up and yanked his pants down around his ankles. The sight of his penis (now in greater agony than even his shoulders) standing arrogantly forth horrified Karl and brought a roar of outrage from all around. Again Krista’s condemnation overtopped everyone however.

“Even brought to trial for his sins at last this inexcusable criminal still lusts after the sacred sex! It dares to flaunt its organ of sin before us! It still wishes to fuck every one of us! Let justice be done upon it!”

An explosion of concurrence beat Karl to his knees. Yet even as he hung his head and wept with guilt and remorse, his cock continued to yearn suicidally upward. Finally a banging of the gavel tamped the communal execration down to a seething, bloodthirsty sense of expectation. The presiding goddess (Nurse Drake was her name, Karl suddenly knew this, though not how) pronounced sternly down from her mahogany eminence.

“Very well. The criminal’s guilt is self-evident. Let the jury pass sentence.”

The forewoman who rose was unmistakably Angelina Jolie., her exquisite loveliness somehow enhanced by the abomination raging from her.

“Your honor, we condemn the criminal to impotence and execution. Let it be taken to this tree-house. As the offended female, let Krista be the one to unman it. Let her put the noose around its neck and push it through the trapdoor. And let its body dangle and rot forever as a warning to other selfish, bullying, disrespectful males!”

Another roar of acclamation seemed to raise the roof. Savagely celebratory, the desired ones stomped their feet, shook their implements of discipline and screamed their righteous despite at him. Cowering still agonizingly panhandled, terrified and yet in frantically penitent embrace of his sentence, Karl peeked meekly up from his knees at Krista towering over him. 

Angry vindication infused her, bringing an unbelievably gorgeous flush to that always so innocent and conciliatory prettiness. Already she held up a gleaming new pair of garden shears. Huge razor-sharp blades opened wide to amputate.

In a rapture of both anguished remorse and suicidal arousal, Karl immediately collapsed back belly-up before her. Splaying his legs like a placatory bitch, he lifted his hips in an ecstasy of atonement, eagerly offering his agonized vulnerability to her revenge. His guilty prick ached upward ever harder as those blades bracketed it and strong young muscles tensed on the handles. But then this most welcome apotheosis was put off.

“Hold, sisters!” 

The gavel was banging again. Karl sought out his savior in dismay. The sooner Krista chopped him, the sooner she could noose him and push him out of the tree-house, the scene of so many of his unforgivable crimes. How he needed to see the triumph in her eyes as she did so! Then, crimes paid for in full, he could finally have a brief split-second without horror, guilt, remorse, and self-hatred before his neck was blessedly snapped.

“I have not yet made the sentence official.”

Of course it was Nurse Drake, and even in his mania for abnegation Karl instantly deferred to her power over him. The faint smile she bestowed from above redirected his rapture effortlessly. Though Krista waited, blades poised, his mad conviction faltered as his fate was cleverly altered.

“I judge this sentence premature. 

“The male is young enough that rehabilitation might be possible despite its crimes. It was arrogant and selfish, mean and stupid and lustful and reckless. It failed egregiously to show proper deference to femininity. But it was not truly malicious, and it shows a remarkable eagerness to atone. I will postpone sentence for a year to explore this possibility. 

“Let the male be taken to the dungeon. Let all the women inflict the Goddess’ vengeance on it. Let it be beaten and degraded, bound and tortured and kept in impotence, educated and brutally used for feminine pleasure throughout the year. Then if Krista is satisfied and pronounces her forgiveness he may go free to serve women in appropriate gratitude and humility. If she deems him still a criminal however, then the sentence will be carried out.”

Again the mob roared, this time with wicked laughter. 

Clearly they thought this was just an additional sentence, and that after they all enjoyed torturing him to madness for a year they would still see him gelded, chopped and hung. As one they swarmed down upon him and lifted him up, still handcuffed, hobbled by his pants, splay-kneed and throbbing with terrible need. Krista disappeared into their midst. Raised above their shoulders like a football hero, Karl was immediately carried off toward the dungeon.

“Good luck, little slut. I believe in you.”

Somehow Nurse Drake’s quiet encouragement reached him through the lustful, sadistic cacophony of the mob. That unexplained love for her bloomed again. Bolstered, Karl faced forward with surprising fortitude as he was transported suspended in midair toward the black throat of an approaching stairwell. Here it came, he was disappearing into the dungeon for an entire year, and he had sacred Nurse Drake to thank for the privilege…

Karl came awake quietly in the dark. His shoulders were indeed very sore, and not just the one he was lying upon. His penis ached with the frustrated, cramped pain that seemed to define him these days. Yet his eyes were dry and the usual emotional turmoil absent. 

He hadn’t even disturbed Doreen: her body was still snuggled lovingly against him. Her slow, deep breath stirred the hairs on his neck. Though his hands were half numb from being bound for hours he could still feel the smooth skin of her thighs and the damp heat of her center against them. 

Pleased that he hadn’t awakened her but conscientiously aware that he owed her a complete report on this latest development, Karl spent several minutes recounting the dream to himself. Wracking his memory for every detail so he wouldn’t forget, he also took stock of his emotional state: calm yet quietly excited that the dream had evolved so much, that his subconscious was already taking their chosen treatment into account. Intellectually he still despised himself but he wasn’t wracked by the usual anguish. Of course he was still completely paralyzed; he couldn’t even wiggle a finger to reverently stroke the vagina he’d just spent so long smothered under. That was okay though. Once the dream-Krista declared herself appeased he should be able to forgive himself too. Increasingly confident that the year ahead would see to that, Karl soon drifted off again, still reciting the dream’s particulars to himself.


Chapter Twelve

Naked and splay-legged (another defining characteristic of his new existence), Karl hung helplessly in the sling as it carried him back into the bathroom. The entire day lay ahead of him, no doubt packed with challenges and developments. Freed of the condom again at last, he jutted up as urgently as ever, a combination of morning wood, submissive excitement and the effect of Nurse Drake in that filmy nightgown. Even tousled from sleep she was enormously alluring. 

Padding along barefoot next to him, lift control in hand as she moved him along the track, she propelled him past the tub toward the oversize toilet at the end. Once Karl was dangling over this she turned his body to face back toward the bath and pulled on a single rubber glove. It was time for an always uncomfortable and embarrassing biweekly necessity.

Actually as long as he was prudent in his diet it wasn’t too bad. If he let himself get constipated there would be complications of course – and of course Doreen’s heaven of accessibility here was superbly equipped to deal with them. But with the aid of a simple suppository his inert body should be coaxed to offload its waste easily enough. 

Nurse Drake had that waxy, bullet-shaped pill in hand already. Gloved fingers glistening, she laid her other palm high on Karl’s thigh as she reached underneath the rearing monster. One of those slick fingertips, the middle one, found his exit immediately, lubing and rubbing gently. Patient yet persistent it waited out a series of reflexive spasms. Then he felt that hard little bullet press into him. This was followed by that insistent finger, pushing it in deep. The monster raged, Karl gasped and Doreen gave him a sly grin.

“Does that excite you, little slut?” 

Karl did his best to keep his voice even.

“No, Goddess. You excite me. When anyone else does that it’s a repellent violation. But any kind of physical intimacy with you is its own reward – even something as embarrassing and uncomfortable as that. “ 

“Cleverly said, boy. I’m flattered.” 

Nurse Drake’s finger slipped out of him, a relief in more ways than one. Karl didn’t really care to confront the subject further. He seized on the chance for a change.

“I had the dream again last night. Only it went way off the usual track, even more so than the night before. It was clearly influenced by my new therapy and treatment, very encouragingly so. It didn’t yank me out of sleep, make me cry or want to kill myself either.”

Doreen pulled off the glove and disposed of it. Then she moved up cuddling-close, twiddling with a lock of his hair and swaddling him with her solicitous presence. Her eyes were warn and kind and keenly interested as they bored into his.

“Tell me about it, darling.”

Karl detailed it all, from his reaction at the costume presented him to his disappearance into the dungeon. This dream didn’t require interpretation, what it all represented was obvious. By the time he’d finished – and Doreen had kissed him and delightedly agreed that he showed exciting progress – the suppository had done its job too. Of course to ensure that evacuation was complete Nurse Drake slid that middle finger in again, probing with its entire length while Karl slouched split-wide and groaning. Satisfied at last she withdrew, started the tub filling and transferred him over into it.

From here the routine was already established: Doreen bathed and shaved and did the same to Karl. Of course there was one enormous difference. 

The threat of urinary infections aside, being encased in a condom almost around the clock isn’t particularly healthy for the skin of the penis. After lovingly scrubbing this to an absurd redundancy Nurse Drake again filled a palm with some medicated lotion. Again she smeared this liberally all over his insanely straining salute to her, and again she took a possessive grip with her fist. Only this time there was no galvanizing flurry of jerks. Instead she pumped him with exquisite slowness, pausing to rub that moisturizer all around the contours of the helmet and tip before resuming her tightly squeezing strokes. Though he was practically hyperventilating with arousal and weeping with need, Karl didn’t even think of begging for more. 

What was therapeutic yesterday would not be today, or any time again soon. 

This was incentive and suffering in one, and was his rightful lot until he proved his worthiness to Doreen by doing just what she’d said: climbing out of his wheelchair and fucking her like a man. Until that happened expecting orgasm was an affront to the Goddess. Worse, it was counterproductive to his recovery. With this tacit understanding hanging heavy in the air between them Karl treasured and endured an eternity of delicious torment as Doreen – who loved the power rush of milking a boy after all – leisurely pleasured his member almost to madness yet never quite to climax. He was still sporting an absolutely ravening monster when he was rinsed off, combed out and transferred to the physical therapy mat.

Again Nurse Drake donned her uniform and put Karl through hours of grueling stretching and passive range of motion exercises. Again the atmosphere was supercharged with erotic domination with no sexual release available – at least for Karl. Nurse Drake on the other hand wrapped up their session by temporarily stripping off her uniform shorts and vigorously exercising her mistress’ privilege. Pinned to the mat by her pussy, Karl serviced this frantically and then endured the most wanton and brutal use when his efforts again proved inadequate. In the end Doreen climaxed hard enough for both of them, and afterwards they again shared their lunch companionably on the mat. The monster was lulled long enough for the catheter to be reapplied. And with that it was treatment time.

After clearing the remains of their meal, Nurse Drake left Karl propped on a wedge with his legs bent and spread while she strode to the handsome oak cabinets he had briefly admired and then dismissed into the background. When she flung these open he saw the folly of that. 

Naturally they were filled with implements of bondage and discipline: tools and toys in numberless profusion yet meticulous order. From among this kinky cornucopia Doreen chose a simple coil of white cotton rope and an even simpler wooden paddle. As she carried these back over to Karl (he was twitching in his rubber prison already, damn him) she met the morphing fear-lust-veneration-resolution in his face with somber necessity.

“Now you truly begin paying your debt to femininity. You will be tied up and punished for your failings. As you can see, we will begin this daily obligation on a very elemental level: one length of rope, one piece of wood. The demands on you will rise as you become accustomed to suffering. I suppose we could begin even more simply by laying you across my lap for a barehanded spanking. But you’d hardly consider that a punishment, would you little slut?”

“That sounds like a loving delight ma’am.”

“Well, perhaps we can indulge our affection that way in bed together once in a while, as foreplay before I use you. This will be a more serious business. It pains and saddens me to have to hurt you little slut. I truly love you like no other. But we are agreed this is necessary, yes?”

“It is absolutely necessary ma’am. Please don’t be concerned for me.”

“I will always be concerned for you darling. That’s what love is. But the needs of your treatment must always outweigh any personal feelings I may have. I have a professional and ethical obligation to try and cure you, and this is the only way I see any hope.”

“I understand, my beloved. Please proceed.”

“Very well. Let us begin by binding your arms.”

Nurse Drake sat Karl up until she could lean him forward. Then sitting bent way over with his face between his spread legs he felt his arms pulled around behind him and the first touch of rope against his naked flesh. 

Surely he would come to know this woefully well. Yet already he was as tumescent as the condom would allow, images from his dreams overlaying the sight of his stunted hardness throbbing at him even as their echoes added a fraught edge to his excited determination to atone. Lovely Doreen – authoritative Nurse Drake, all-seeing, all-knowing, all-powerful embodiment of the female godhead – was putting him into proper bondage at last. She was taking advantage of his paralyzed helplessness to make him even more helpless. Then even should a spontaneous recovery miraculously occur he would still be powerless to resist whatever she chose to do to him. The submissive frisson that accompanied this perception was head-swimmingly intense. Karl felt a brief flash of worry as the rope was wound and tightened all about him. 

What if he was so perverse by now that he enjoyed this too much? What if even the most outrageous suffering failed to relieve his guilt because it didn’t really qualify as punishment? It recalled the old riddle: if a masochist is damned, is he sent to heaven or hell? Unsettling as it was however this paradox was soon swept away by the immediacy of the experience.

Before long Karl’s arms were bound together crosswise behind his back, the overlapping forearms perpendicular to his spine. His upper arms too were bound tightly to his torso, the rope expertly crafted into a simple yet supremely effective restraining harness. He was ready to be positioned and disciplined. Nothing short of an earthquake could stop it.

Nurse Drake nudged the wedge (actually an equilateral triangular prism according to Karl’s last geometry text) over next to them. Well over two feet high, this was about four long. Once she had it set to her liking she demonstrated that impressive strength, knowledge of body mechanics and the handiness of having rope handles by flipping Karl over onto it. Belly down with his waist folded over the apex, he found his face pressed to the mat, his attempted erection bent back on itself by the wedge and his up-thrust buttocks at his highest point. His face was already flushing as gravity pulled blood down into his head when his legs were once again yanked widely apart: more of that postural humiliation. Experimentally he turned his head from side to side, waiting in quivering suspense while he tried to keep an eye on his nurse. Already rather uncomfortable with that apex cutting into his gut and the amount of weight being borne by his face, Karl let out an unconscious, desperately erotic whimper when she leaned down to thrust a folded-up wad of linen into his mouth. This was not a gag, as he at first feared, because he was free to spit it out at need. It was a consideration rather: something to bite down on in moments of great pain. And with that Nurse Drake took up her paddle. 

Roughly the size and shape of a racquetball racquet, Karl judged this to be solid maple half an inch thick: at least five pounds of pressure-treated hardwood. Unsmiling now yet showing no sign of animosity or even condemnation, Nurse Drake moved to stand beside him.

She tugged briefly at her uniform, freeing the spandex where it might possibly bind her anywhere. Then she set herself, measured arcs and angles, and finally used the full swing of her arm, nearly the whole of her strength and all her love and dominion and determination to heal him to strike the first blow of Karl’s redemption.

It was a resounding blow. Oh how it resounded! Both in terms of sound waves bouncing around that big open space and reverberations knelling through Karl’s troubled psyche the instant burst with significance. 

The sharp clap of wood against his ass was dramatic. Yet the explosion of stinging pain that came with it seemed like the opening salvo in a war to determine the fate of all existence – or at least his own. Aided immeasurably by his love and lust for the author of this assault Karl was easily equal to it. Biting down hard as intended, he contained that detonation with only a grunt, and one that expressed as much determination to persevere as physical distress. 

One, he recited to himself, as Doreen showed no inclination to count or do other than monitor his reactions and condition as she drew back for another blow. Two!

And so it began. Bent distressingly over that triangle Karl finally got a proper inkling of what his year of suffering held for him. The most important revelation delivered (and ironically the one providing the most relief), was the confirmation that he was not a masochist.

For the first dozen or so blows Karl remained wildly aroused, true. His love and lust and the exaltation of submission had him glorying in his helplessness and quickly climbing pain. Even at double that number he held onto the bitter satisfaction that he was atoning properly at last, that the specter of his former girlfriend was finally on its way to being mollified. After that however the cumulative excruciation of that paddle smacking relentlessly against him drove everything but agony from his awareness.

Twisted he might be, but actually enjoying such suffering was as far beyond Karl’s current ability as leaping up and accepting that proffered trip to Maui. He could only weep unceasingly, bite down hard at every thunderclap smack and resist the impulse to gaze at his goddess while she punished him.

He didn’t want Nurse Drake to see weakness or pleading in his eyes, to think he might be mutely begging for her to relent or trying to influence her in any way. Goddess knew what he needed, she had a plan to redeem him and every step and nuance of this treatment had to be left to her discretion. She would beat him as long as was necessary, not one stroke more or less, and he would remain accepting and grateful for her efforts throughout. Yet it was so hard not to salve his hurts and try to regain his arousal by ogling her!

Doreen was still fantastically attractive in spandex, particularly after her exertions had brought a rosy flush to that perfect face. Those wonderful breasts bobbed just with the heaviness of her respiration. Perfect beyond words too was her demeanor as she beat him.

Not for Nurse Drake were the cheesy exhortations, accusations and degrading harangues of the actresses in those porn videos. She remained silent, somber and remote as she wielded the paddle, only a hint of regret leaking through her professional detachment.

Consummately professional too remained her infliction of the pain he needed to heal. Despite the force and vigor with she struck him (again and again and again) Nurse Drake exercised exquisite care and precision in the delivery of each blow. Mindful of complications presented by his disability she never once broke or even overly abraded the skin of his increasing swollen, deeply bruised buttocks. Having lost count somewhere around sixty, Karl had no real idea how many of those terrible swats he endured as the afternoon proceeded. He measured his endurance by the chafing of his teary face on the mat, the growing sogginess of the wad of cloth he grimly bit down upon, by the increasing difficulty of drawing breath with that padded but still uncompromising triangle compressing his belly and the constantly growing conflagration that had replaced his ass. All he knew was that when the blows stopped falling at last his worship, determination and genuine repentance remained intact

Craning around to see Nurse Drake setting down the paddle in favor of the bottle of soothing lotion she’d used on the monster earlier (this fellow was shriveled up in hugely chastened retreat), Karl could only sob with relief even as his love ballooned anew.

“You can spit that wad out now, little slut. I think that will do for an introductory session. As always, the next test will be sterner. But also as always I’m very happy and proud of how you handled this one. You are a rare and special young man. You are more worthy of redemption than anyone I’ve ever treated. I truly love you dearly.”

While she lavished him with such praise and affection Nurse Drake tenderly rubbed that lotion into Karl’s enflamed (and still fiercely flaming) buttocks. Under this dual soothing he soon calmed. His wracking sobs dwindled to sniffles. Obediently he worked his teeth free of the deep indents they’d clamped into the cloth and he spit that out gasping. 

Messy strings of slaver still connected him to it and that brought one last sob of miserable degradation – unworthy of a little slut perhaps but automatic. Once she had treated the damage she’d inflicted however Doreen was there to solicitously kneel beside him. Wiping his lips and chin, she beamed at him in all his extravagant subjection. Then she leaned down to press a very wet and loving kiss deep into his tear-streaked cheek.

“God, you’re such a sexy young thing!” She gave him a growling little nuzzle that turned into a giggle. “Let’s get you back into my bed, darling. I don’t know how I’m ever going to allow you to leave it once you’re cured!”


Chapter Thirteen

It dawned on Karl as he was hoisted back into the air and toward the bed again that he hadn’t asked Doreen what had become of his belongings, the ones she’d taken from his room at the clinic. It seemed the clothes weren’t going to be a problem at least. She’d apparently been serious about keeping him naked the entire time. They probably all went straight to the storage locker. But what about visitors? Were they really so isolated that they could go a whole year without drop-ins? Karl pictured a pair of Mormon missionaries or Jehovah’s Witnesses walking in on the helpless naked cripple being beaten and degraded and force-fed endless pussy and almost laughed. That was even funnier than seeing himself with his eyelids clipped open a la A Clockwork Orange. Then he dismissed the entire matter. Doreen knew what she was doing. Of more concern at the moment was his laptop. This had been essential to living at the clinic.

Of course even the briefest brush with modern medicine involves a lot of waiting. No one with any brains even goes to the doctor’s office without at least a book. A visit to the emergency room of course requires a whole library, preferably on a smart phone or tablet along with a wealth of diverting music and games. As for those institutionalized, Karl had spent more than half his time waiting: waiting to be taken to one appointment or another, waiting for the appointment to begin, waiting for the temporarily diverted functionary to return attention to him, waiting for the paperwork to be processed, and waiting to be returned to his room to begin waiting for his next appointment. Twenty straight months of this was reason enough to need a laptop with terabytes of storage space. One couldn’t always count on wireless connectivity. Yet beyond this everyday need for diversion were far more pressing ones.

If spending days being shuttled through such a labyrinth was generally un-stimulating (the hours spent in care of Nurse Drake aside), the nights were another matter entirely. Unable to scratch an itch or do more than feebly blow at a bedeviling fly, Karl’s paralysis truly became the prison of cliché. Anyone else struck by insomnia (in fear of a recurring nightmare perhaps) or needing a bit of activity to relieve the anguish of such a nightmare has almost unlimited options. 

The most popular of these is to get up and take a piss. Having a smoke is a good relaxant if one is wise enough to get out of bed to do it. Grabbing a snack is good for non-dieters, and even a drink of water from the sink can work wonders. If agitation persists, there’s always the TV – how many thousand channels? You could scratch the cat’s ears a while or even take a bathrobe-and-slippers stroll around the benighted block. Perhaps a loved one won’t mind being woken for a talk or even a bump. Failing that one can at least beat off. For Karl though the only option was to lie there immobile and try to keep from getting the screaming heebie-jeebies. That was the truly imperative need for overnight diversion: panic attacks.

The human animal does not react well to having its ability to escape danger taken away. Like his fear of car travel only on a larger scale, Karl occasionally became acutely aware of all the calamities he would be unable to flee should the need arise. 

Take a fire for example. What if some insomniac is up dwelling on his guilt with a cigarette and burns the whole neighborhood down? What if armed intruders break in? The coast was cyclone country, and overdue. Or how about a tsunami? They weren’t that far inland. Hell, a sinkhole could open and swallow the house at any time. A super-volcano could take half the continent tomorrow. Or how about an asteroid strike?

These fears were progressively more unlikely of course. But that’s what panic is: irrational fear so acute it causes the body’s fight-or-flight responses to kick in. And all of those events were certainly conceivable. In the dark of the night with no distractions even a guy with a subconscious death wish could succumb to primitive terrors at the thought of all he couldn’t flee or defend himself from. Swept by chills and tingling as his body autonomically hoarded its blood supply, his heart racing and his breath too shallow and fast, this on top of everything else was just too much. He’d gone into shrieking hysterics more than once before some considerate soul saved him from all this. And who was it that filled his laptop with entertainment and worked out the voice recognition software for him so that he’d always have a distraction at hand? A drum roll and flourish of trumpets please: it was saintly Nurse Doreen Drake of course.

As the Goddess-embodiment in question lowered him onto her bed Karl suddenly decided it didn’t matter what had happened to his laptop. 

What the Goddess hath given, she was more than entitled to take away. Besides, what did he really need it for now anyway? Clearly when it came to viewing media and listening to music Goddess intended to provide. And as for insomnia and panic attacks, neither had posed a problem since he’d moved here. Perhaps he had even been cured of them already, like his aversion to intimacy and his fears of impotence. After all, just being in bed with this luscious older woman, this worshipful icon, this ultimate erotic authority was a paradise unlikely to ever stale. Doreen’s smell and touch and warmth were more than enough to keep Karl occupied. No screaming heebie-jeebies stood a chance in her proximity.

Settling back on the mattress with a sigh, Karl gave his savior a smile. His ass was still throbbing like mad, and his recently untied arms and hands prickled with renewed circulation. Yet he’d swear he’d never felt more in love with anyone. Releasing him from the sling and raising this back up to the ceiling, Doreen caught his look and smiled back.

“How are you doing, darling?”

“I’m in your bed again, my goddess. That means I’m the most blessed soul in all creation. There’s no place I’d rather be.”

“Really? Even if I’m about to tie you up again in some outrageously demeaning way and leave you watching educational video while I take care of other business?”

“Of course, Nurse Drake. Do whatever you must to me. You will still have my love and fealty forever.”

“You are just a darling, darling. Okay then, let’s get my little slut all set up for the rest of the afternoon and evening. We need to keep the weight off those intolerably hot butt-cheeks of yours. We don’t want any skin difficulties.”

She raised the head of the bed just a little, fluffed a pillow and tucked it under his own head so that he could more easily see the TV. Then one at a time Nurse Drake lifted Karl’s legs up high above his head. She spread these wide and used rope to bind his ankles to the corners of the frame. By doubling his body thus she lifted his already puffy and extensively bruised buttocks off the bed – and into full view for him to marvel over. Karl swore he could almost see them swell progressively larger with each throb. Then once again she placed his hands so he appeared to be presenting his hairless genitals for inspection, use, abuse or worse. 

His cock was already stretching that condom and suffering unnatural compaction. Set up to resemble a more eagerly lubricious slut than ever, Karl squirmed inside, blushed furiously and wallowed in his beaten degradation as Doreen at last gave him another kiss on the cheek and a knowing grin. She could tell exactly how turned on he was by his predicament.

“Okay cutie, enjoy the rest of your treatment routine. Momma’s got work to do.”

Nurse Drake stopped by the computer and then left the suite. Alone with his indoctrination, Karl dutifully watched the screen. What began playing was an hour-long true crime documentary. Staple fare on the so-called ‘learning’ channels, these were familiar to him and he relaxed. No doubt this episode featured some asshole barbarically abusing and murdering some woman whose feces he wasn’t good enough to eat.

No doubt he, Karl, was also in for a marathon of such episodes. But the longer, more in-depth format was a huge improvement over hundreds upon hundreds of sensationalist two or three minute reports piling relentlessly upon each other. Also relieved not to be drooling all down his front and yet missing yesterday’s kinky clothes-pinning at the same time, Karl paid attention, determined to absorb the lesson intended. Yet still he kept half an ear cocked for the sounds of Doreen moving around the house. It both charmed and diminished him to picture her just going about her private domestic life as always.

A couple times he heard the more solid thudding of the back door opening and closing. She’d gone out; he was momentarily alone in the house. This understanding moved Karl to look above the TV at the skylight. The only window in the suite, this wide expanse of glass not only allowed him to see the moon and stars at night, but let the sun’s healthy rays reach him though he remained essentially bedridden. Now however that rich blue sky and the thought of Doreen out and about under it led Karl to hope that the routine being established here would allow for him to get back outside occasionally himself. He wanted to sit by that calming pond with a book while Nurse Drake swum or fished or sunbathed. In any case, he also heard a knock and the front door open once, and the question he’d dismissed earlier was answered.

“Hi Jerry, what can I do for you?”

“Can you sign for a package?”

“Sure thing. Nice day, huh?”

“Gorgeous. Okay, here you go.”

“Thanks.”

The voices were dim and muffled but definitely audible. So perhaps he wasn’t quite as isolated and absolutely powerless as he’d supposed. At least the mailman came by once in a while. If he were to yell loud enough he might be able to attract his attention. 

Then again how could he even think about wanting to do that? Even allowing the thought to flit across his mind felt shameful, disloyal, even heretical. He couldn’t imagine any situation that might drive him to do such a thing. And clearly Doreen agreed, keeping him out of sight to avoid embarrassment but trusting implicitly in his love and willingness. 

This was greatly heartening, and helped Karl get over his minute of sinful weakness. In the meantime Doreen and her postal carrier exchanged a few more courtesies, the door closed and he was closeted with his cosseting goddess again.

And so afternoon proceeded into evening. Karl endured his treatment while Doreen went about her business. Happy cohabitants, they shared smiles whenever her path took her back into the bedroom suite. Finally Nurse Drake brought him a drink of water. Holding a flexible straw to his lips, she lifted the moisture-beaded glass with a mischievous twinkle.

“I’m making a rice dish for dinner, little slut.”

The water was cold and delicious. Karl’s heart skipped a beat as he swallowed.

Rice was constipating. He’d learned through hard experience to avoid it. Doreen knew this of course, as she’d had to help him through the difficulties that followed. Was this what she meant about injecting humiliation and suffering into his daily care? He needed a gambit fast.

“I’m not in much of a position to eat comfortably anyway. Perhaps I’ll fast this evening.”

Doreen’s twinkle became a knowing sparkle. Nevertheless she remained content to play the game. Far be it from her to offer to untie him and sit him up.

“So you’d like to stay that way as long as possible, little slut? I understand. You can have me for dinner later instead, how’s that?”

“That sounds like ambrosia from Olympus, Aphrodite.”

Doreen’s grin grew wicked.

“Yes, I will be Aphrodite later. But then tomorrow I’m queen of the Valkryies again.”

“I shall worship them with equal fervor.”

“Good boy. Very well, after dinner I’m going to relax on the dock for a while. You keep watching the way men behave the world over. I’ll come in and use you before bed.”

“I can’t wait.”

Doreen winked and blew him a kiss. Then she left Karl to his education again.

So there he lay: outrageously humiliated, increasingly uncomfortable (and hungry) and soon truly alone in the house. Until this point Nurse Drake had always been within earshot in case he really needed her. Now he was left completely unattended for the first time since being cut from the wrecked car. He waited on tenterhooks a bit, alert for indications of incipient panic. 

After all, an airliner might drop out of the sky, fall on the house and obliterate it, and without being able to summon help he could die. Only a low current of anxiety troubled him however. His wonderful lover’s bed continued to work its beneficence. After a bit more he was able to relax completely – or as much as the unorthodox situation permitted. 

He missed Doreen was all, and wished she’d taken him out to watch the sun set over the pond with her – it was ironic how he’d just been thinking about that, or something like it.

Perhaps Doreen had read his mind again, and was providing more incentive for him to defeat his demons and join her already. Then again maybe she just needed some quiet time alone here in her own home – a chance to unwind. Clearly she deserved a break now and then from the huge job of not only caring for him by herself but assuming the burden of healing him too. A year was a long time to live at such intensity. She had to be careful not to burn herself out. He could hardly begrudge her that, especially since his former lack of respect and consideration for the needs of women was the character flaw he was currently supposed to be addressing.

With that Karl dismissed thoughts of his benefactor enjoying the sunset without him and tried to concentrate on his treatment. As darkness followed gloaming however and he remained alone watching perhaps the tenth straight episode of “History’s Biggest Assholes” or whatever it was called, his determination perhaps inevitably wavered. 

Despite yesterday’s threat of clothespins, lipstick and a vibrator, the big soft bed eventually had its way with him. Before the moon climbed high enough to peek through the skylight, Karl had fallen asleep. 


Chapter Fourteen

As usual he knew the dream immediately, even though it had undergone a truly crucial transformation. 

Previously the setting and circumstances had varied. Yet though the story changed the theme remained the same. Karl had feared he’d be doomed to repeat the mistakes that had led to Krista’s death every time he closed his eyes until he died. Yet perhaps even that compulsion was passing. From variations on a morality play, the stage of his awareness now seemed to be presenting serial installments of its sequel. As if merely interrupted (yet still influenced) by the impactful day just past, the preceding night’s shadow-play of his subconscious struggle for recovery was rejoined with hardly a gap in the action. Having been sentenced for his crimes against femininity, it was time to accept sanction.

The dungeon was huge, the size of a warehouse basement. Archaic torture devices were ranged about the stone block walls or set up on plinths or daises. Karl stood upon one of these in the very center. (Even bent way over at the waist it felt good to be on his own two feet). His neck and wrists were locked into the circular wooden cutouts of colonial-era stocks. Legs spread, his ankles were shackled to the stone floor. His convict’s uniform lay strewn about him in shreds and his erection continued to accuse him. It was high-ceilinged in here for a dungeon, with its gothic buttresses, flickering torches and barbarous equipment. Still the subterranean enclosure concentrated the ferocity of the mob surrounding him. Darkly resplendent in their black leather, vinyl and rubber, their glittering steel and silver spikes and chains, perched on stilettos in boots that climbed to the thigh, flexing and smacking weapons expectantly, they spit vituperation at him relentlessly. Bared bellies and buttocks, shoulders and arms above gauntlets and especially cruelly bounteous breasts had him straining in dick-clamped pain even as he cringed in shame and terror. Universally disfigured by hatred as they were, the familiarity of so many of those faces kept him flaming with humiliation. For every Angelina Jolie or Beyonce ravening to get at him he saw a classmate, friend’s sister, former babysitter, or oh dear Goddess, was that Mrs. Baden, his sixth-grade teacher? It was, the big boobs that had fascinated his pubescence tauntingly bared as she raged through her glasses and shook her wooden pointer at him. Of courses most compelling of all was Krista, though he couldn’t see more than an occasional peripheral glimpse of her. His betrayed beloved was the one so viciously paddling him.

This was no little racquet-sized paddle either. This was a big two-hander like those used on canoes. Lunging forward to get her whole body into the blow she cried out savage exultation each time. Each time the mob roared for more, egging Krista on even as they burned impatiently for their own turns. Responding more to her righteous lust for vengeance than their exhortations, the spirited, athletic girl swung harder still, seemingly trying to shatter his coccyx – the butt of the spine she eagerly looked forward to snapping at the top in a year’s time. 

Vacillating over whether that will be a relief or regrettable necessity, Karl had almost forgotten it might be avoided altogether. Despite Nurse Drake’s ruling her authority was more remote down here. Omnipresent instead was an infinity of women that demanded his suffering unto destruction – the one he loved and had sinned against foremost. So excited were her shrieks as she beat him that it seemed she was even nearing the climax he’d so criminally denied her. Then it was denied her no more.

Even as he finally felt the excruciating crunch of his last vertebra being so prophetically crushed, his intended executioner was screaming and shuddering with the extremity of the ecstasy wracking her. Though but a teasing harbinger of the fulfillment coming when she shoved him shriven through the trapdoor with her noose around his neck, bookending this year of torture by breaking the far more satisfying first cervical vertebra, this was still the most extravagant heaven she’d ever yet felt.

Swamped by the pain of a lifetime himself, Karl celebrated her victory more than anyone in the savagely cheering throng. 

Finally she’d gotten off, and at his expense after all! When Krista stepped aside and handed off the paddle so Angelina could begin adding to the damage, when she moved around in front of him and pulled her sexy policewoman’s miniskirt up in back to thrust her ass in his captive face, he immediately leaped into service. Indeed he attacked the task granted him with a madly slavish passion he seemed to recognize from somewhere else, a movie perhaps. Love and necessity, Karl thought, as he gasped and grunted frantically, his broken ass and cramped cock in equal agony and his tongue working overtime as though it knew it was the only sex organ he was fit to use. But then in the midst of this servile rapture a new and different pain intruded.

Ahhhhh! His balls were being crushed! Briefly Karl’s sleeping mind obliged him with a vision of Chyna, the female wresting icon of the late 90’s. Muscles bulging everywhere, she was wielding a set of heavy iron tongs with sadistic wickedness. But then the pain swelled beyond the bounds of even the most perverse fantasy. It was in fact reality.

Karl gasped awake. Full dark had long since fallen and the TV was off. Yet the lamp on the table now threw a nimbus over the bed – and Aphrodite crouching there in her draping raiment. Simultaneous realizations came with the agony that had awakened him. 

It wasn’t Chyna with furnace tongs but his goddess’ own iron grip that was pulping his balls. And he had fallen asleep, bad little slut! Instead of glorying in her loving if brutally selfish use he was now about to suffer her just punishment.

Once she had his attention however Nurse Drake quickly relented. Contrary to his expectations she shoved his arms aside and lay right down atop him. Before he could properly credit it her pubis was pressed against his, squashing his raging mini-monster between them. Likewise her breasts compressed against his chest and her lovely face was closing in to kiss. 

Karl’s heart sang with jubilation as they joined. Doreen plundered him with her tongue. She writhed erotically atop him, all sensuous sumptuousness. If this was being on the bottom he deserved hanging for his unbelievable stupidity alone. For five, ten, maybe fifteen minutes Doreen lavished on the incentive, giving him a taste of what he’d so idiotically resisted when younger – and all that now lay ahead if he could only forgive himself and get on with it. When she broke away at last to pant excitedly down at him Karl tasted wine and reefer both on her breath. Fervently he blessed their effects for this answer to his dereliction. She wasn’t stern or disappointed but only merrily reproving as she giggled between kisses.

“Naughty, naughty, little slut! You’re lucky I love you so much! Do you promise me you stayed awake absolutely as long as you could?”

“I swear it, Aphrodite!”

“Then I will forgive you, poor sinner. I stayed out longer than I expected. The pond is so beautiful at night, especially when the moon is full and the bass are jumping. Would you like to come out fishing with me one night darling? Or sunbathing one afternoon? A nice crop of mosquito bites you can’t scratch, or a sunburn I can whip all week or even both at once might suit your need for suffering beautifully.”

“That sounds fabulous, ma’am. I was in fact thinking about it all night.”

“Then be my good little slut from now on. You can start by telling me about your dream. 

“Your penis was attempting to erect and you were moaning when I came in. You were deep in REM sleep and didn’t wake up even when I switched your bag and climbed on the bed. So tell me everything now while it’s still fresh in your head.”

Eager to be obedient, Karl poured it out. He was excited that his subconscious seemed to be moving on from the accident and blame (three nights straight without seeing Krista’s broken head) and was now reflecting his attempt to atone. He was worried that his Goddess-embodiment hadn’t made an appearance, that her influence had waned and that his death wish persisted. This wasn’t going to be cured as easily as his fear of intimacy. Now absolutely reveling in that intimacy as Doreen lay bodily atop him, still squirming slowly, sensuously against him, Karl gazed worshipfully up into the eyes he was drowning in and sought his soul-mistress’ opinion.

“So what do you think, beautiful?”

“I think your progress is fantastic and your worries negligible. I didn’t expect to cure you in the first week, darling. We have a long, mutually fulfilling way to go together. And I think your dream has given me the means to either reward your progress or punish your lapse. I’m interested to see which it will be. I sent you to bed without dinner. I think it’s time I provided it.”

Nurse Drake rose from between his legs. She put the bed down flat and moved forward to take her place atop his face. Yet rather than crouch over and sit down upon him so that she could endlessly hump his out-thrust tongue as was her wont, she half-stood and placed her feet to either side of his head. Turning those feet out she squatted with her knees up and as widely splayed as she liked to keep her little slut’s. And rather than lean over him for that frenzied lateral thrusting she leaned back, the sheer silk of her goddess-gown molding itself almost transparently to her breasts – and lifting above her hips. Supporting herself with hands braced on his thighs behind her, she opened up and exposed her holy center to him in unprecedented entirety. Then even as Karl was avidly, greedily, yet reverently ogling this it descended toward him. Only this time it came down a bit forward of before.

“Apparently I interrupted you in mid-fantasy, darling. Let me make amends by offering you the reality. I believe you said you were frantically licking ass? Well I’ve been inside yours haven’t I? I have and you admitted it excited you. So return the favor for me, little slut. Take your evening meal from me!”

The coprophilic subtext was too obvious to ignore, and shamefully exciting – though of course not in terms of the prospect itself, which was far too repellent to ever appeal to either. Just the implication however highlighted the power dynamics in play. This was something she could truly do to him if she chose. She could choke him to death on it. He had no way to prevent or avenge it and they both knew it. Her control of the moment was as absolute as his trust in how she would use it. Pulled wide by her stance, Nurse Drake’s descending center met his lips and hovered. Rather than pin him firmly under her for his usual wanton use Karl was being given the opportunity to prove his fealty physically again. He was ecstatic to take advantage of it.

He licked that lovely pucker just as enthusiastically as he’d ever serviced her entrance. He whined like an appeasing puppy and lapped like a St. Bernard. How far had Karl come from the asshole who refused to cede anything, sexually or otherwise, to the girl he intended to marry? 

Now he strained the muscles of his neck to the point of agony in order to lift his head high enough to thrust his tongue forth far enough to push it through that grudging opening deep enough to get all the way inside an older woman’s ass. He keened with pain and effort as he finally penetrated her, and in blessing his goddess lowered herself to sit on his face. 

Nurse Drake’s hands left his thighs to grip and pull herself wider for him. Sealed tightly now Karl had wonderful liberty to worry and circle, to wet and probe, to coax increasing dilation until he could drive to the limit in and out with all the urgency he could muster. Soon he was putting even his dream efforts to shame, the kinky novelty of this degrading new requirement inspiring him again to rapture. As Doreen cried out her pleasure and began to pogo up and down on him he could see right up between her gown and body. From the smooth bone of her pubis up the plane of her belly to the undersides of her bouncing breasts this view was another wondrous novelty beyond his fondest dreams.

Karl wallowed in it all, even when making frantic love with his tongue gave way to being helplessly ass-fucked in the face. This he endured in servile excitement and honored subjection, eager to demonstrate that he considered this new use a reward absolutely. When Doreen finally climaxed from just his tongue in her butt, his celebration for her sake felt like an echo of the happiness he’d felt for Krista in his dream. Of course truly making up for how he’d denied her was wrenchingly impossible. But demonstrating that he’d learned his lesson at last was at least a step in the right direction. His soul-mistress felt that way too, and that was good enough for Karl.

“How wonderful that was darling! You honestly are determined to atone for being sexually selfish, aren’t you?”

The Goddess had ascended just enough to allow him a literal quick breather before resuming her punishing use. Angelic in filmy white yet compellingly earthy, flush with power both fleshy and ethereal, she might have been Aphrodite indeed, an Aphrodite with the wisdom of Athena, the compassion of Christ and the fatal determination of that valkyrie. Karl slobbered for air, whimpered at the pain of his penile compaction and peered adoringly up at the gorgeous visage smiling down at him.

“I’m determined to atone for everything ma’am. You have my promise to match your efforts with my own. I’m not about to falter on just my third night in your charge.”

“Of course not.” Doreen’s smile was honey and whiskey touched afire. “That’s why I love you. Whatever you were before, you are now an outstanding young man that I’m proud and ecstatic to have as my little slut. You make me wild to make love to you in the only way I currently can. So let’s get it on, darling. I’ve got quite a few more orgasms in me before we finally establish our proper sleeping routine.”

Outside the skylight, the full moon that had kept Nurse Drake on the dock late shone like a searchlight. Diana the virgin Huntress was glaring down in jealousy at their extravagant loving. Inside the golden circle of her regard though Aphrodite remained omnipotent. Her ward was shielded from unhealthy influences and free to sate her as they pleased until she finally redeemed him. Thus with rare variety and marathon vigor they wallowed and experimented and truly connected as lovers, cementing the mutually understood nature of the relationship they would have for the duration. Only finalizing their sleeping arrangements remained.

Sweaty and exhausted, whatever moderate intoxication she’d been enjoying no doubt mellowing away, Doreen pulled off her night uniform and cast it aside. She would treat them both in honor of an unforgettable occasion. She blotted herself with a towel and blotted her sweaty charge. Then she unbound his ankles and let his legs down at last. While Karl breathed heavily with relief and gazed enraptured at her nudity (so far unprecedented outside the bath) she methodically worked the kinks out of her rope. Her intention was another story. Though the needs of efficiency sufficed, Karl caught that curve to her smile as Nurse Drake pulled the cord through her fists and moved back in on him.

In short order he was securely hogtied, his back rather uncomfortably bowed, his shoulders protesting like during his morning stretching and all four wrists and ankles lashed together against his swollen, still woefully sore buttocks. Lying on his side he grimaced as the fluffed pillow was eased under his head. Nurse Drake was sorrowful but unmovable.

“I know you’d rather lie on your back, little slut, at least as much as you can. It hurts your shoulders like this. But if we want to avoid problems with your skin we’ll need to keep you off your backside – and soon your front too – at night all year. It’s a medical necessity. Plus with you bound into a tight package I can do your periodic turning with just one hand, without even needing to rise. So just accept the pain in your shoulders at night as another minor part of your generalized suffering. It must be severe enough to satisfy your deepest needs after all.”

“I understand, ma’am,” stalwart Karl acceded. ‘No doubt it will influence my dreams in interesting ways.”

Doreen kissed two fingers and pressed this new wetness to his already quite sticky cheek. 

Somehow she’d forgotten to wipe that slather-badge of slut-service from him when she’d finished. That was all right. He’d be honored to wear it all night. Then she doused the lamp at last, letting lonely Diana glare. 

She got back into bed facing Karl this time, and pulled up the covers. As always she snuggled up close, until they were breast-to-breast with only their mingling breath between them. 

Five or six goodnight kisses were savored. From inches away those big dark eyes pulled him in, again drowning Karl in the bottomless love and possessiveness there. At last they slipped closed. She squirmed her breasts unselfconsciously against him and nuzzled in under his chin, burrowing for a deeper embrace. Moments later Nurse Drake was asleep. Karl was left tallying up recent events and wondering if any neutral observer would believe them.

Today he had been forced into a mortifying admission with a finger up his ass. He’d been cock-teased nearly to delirium, suffered corporal punishment for the first time ever, failed his goddess and been forgiven by her and experienced promising yet sobering omens regarding his recovery. He’d been lavished with love and priceless intimacies and allowed to demonstrate the passion of his convictions and the improvement in his character. He’d spent hours making punishing love with a woman he worshipped and desired beyond reason and had been put to bed painfully hogtied by her. Now she lay pressed against him naked in her sleep. In all, Karl found that if anyone was keeping score he was clearly coming out way ahead. 

They were three days into their first three months.


Chapter Fifteen

With their various routines established and understandings arrived at, Karl and Doreen settled in wonderfully together. Openly affectionate yet always mindful of their respective positions and obligations, they might have been man and wife but for Nurse Drake’s absolute authority and the circumscribed nature of their sex life.

Doreen continued to enjoy endless oral worship on demand while Karl remained honored and exalted to supply it no matter how exhaustive. In return she daily made his bathing a wonderfully sensuous thrill that never staled – or sated. 

Her soaping and scrubbing of his erection was always slow and sensuous and lasted well past the demands of cleanliness. Even his daily shaving soon turned into a kinky thrill Karl enjoyed almost equally. Feeling that straight razor skate over his balls or around the root of the ever more maddened monster highlighted his helplessness (and justified his trust) in a powerfully evocative manner. And of course every bath concluded with Doreen using a palm full of lotion to moisturize, medicate and stimulate that ever more frustrated organ. Squeezing and rubbing and pumping him sometimes for half an hour or more, she was so expert in reading his reactions that even when her glee at seeing Karl so crazed by her manipulations led her to get carried away with them Doreen always managed to slow down or stop before ejaculation was triggered. And though this would often leave him nearly weeping with need it remained the acme of Karl’s day. Furthermore never once did he beg or even plead nonverbally for her to bring him off. He understood that he remained unworthy, and that this incentive was a crucial part of his therapy. Likewise though his stretching and exercises remained a daily ordeal as arousing as it was challenging he enjoyed this immensely despite the carnal torment it caused him. Karl even remained hopelessly excited when it became time for the bondage and discipline part of his treatment – though any arousal or enjoyment was soon swiftly beaten out of him.

After as much as four hours of on and off punishment he was always returned to bed (the wheelchair continued gather dust) to spend the remainder of his day being educated. Tied up and propped up or hung in the sling in some fashion that both demeaned him and kept pressure off whatever stretch of skin needed healing the most, he often sported those hundred colored clothespins as well. Once she’d set him up thus Nurse Drake would see to her other obligations or just enjoy some free time alone before and after dinner. 

It was understood that Karl could call out for her at need, as if back at the clinic. It was also understood why he never did this. The idea of disturbing her so she could scratch his itches and bring him drinks now shocked Karl in its impropriety. He could hardly believe he’d once treated her like a servant; it filled him anew with shame at how thoughtless he’d been only weeks ago. Anyway he was enduring a lot worse than just unscratched itches already, and if he was currently crippled he wasn’t exactly a house plant. Doreen wasn’t going to forget to water him. As for food, they still took their meals and occasional treats in close companionship, sharing everything equally down to eating from the same dish, spoon and glass. 

To Karl’s relief Doreen didn’t sabotage his diet. His elimination ritual was accomplished expeditiously each time without need for anything beyond that single finger. And though she still teased him about this Nurse Drake stayed comfortably professional in general and as yet showed no inclination toward making this necessity as tormenting as she easily could. 

Once a week as well she checked and recorded his vital signs, keeping his chart and other documentation as scrupulously up to date as though he was still institutionalized. She had a first quarter report to eventually make after all. Yet as tiresome as Karl had found this at the clinic (he considered it unnecessary; other than his paralysis he was in perfect health) here it was different.

As always any interaction with Nurse Drake had its compelling appeal. Somehow she made even such mundane and pointless monitoring an experience fraught with overtones. Of course all she had to do was smile the right way as she slipped a thermometer under his tongue to remind him of a certain scene from his dreams. Even pressing a stethoscope against his chest called attention to that dream: she could no longer use her fingers on his throat to take his pulse like before. His involuntary excitement caused anomalous readings. Yet beyond this (and even the suggestive binding and pumping of the sphygmomanometer) there loomed less immediate yet far more meaningful concerns.

Submitting while Nurse Drake made use of the tools and skills of her profession was both reassuring and subtly intimidating. It shored up a pillar of her authority against any erosion conceivably caused by her abandonment of the traditional uniform. It was a reminder that he was here to get well, and that his steadily worsening suffering wasn’t just the price any guy would pay to trade the state home for this goddess-given heaven. He had to remember how serious this was, and that he could still easily end up crippled and raped for the rest of his life. There had been no further evidence of progress on that front.

Karl’s recurring dream had settled into its new pattern and now remained static. Every night he traveled to that dungeon. He was terrified, shamed and chastened into embracing execution and tortured ruthlessly. Often the implements used mirrored what Nurse Drake had subjected him to that day, but just as often he toured the fantastically cruel devices arrayed around him. These latter experiences were either wholly invented or drawn from the bondage porn he was still regularly subjected to and thus tended to lack convincing texture. On the other hand Karl now had plenty enough practice licking ass to make that similarly regular effusion of contrition splendidly sensory. In any event he obeyed his nurse’ insistence that he keep her updated and even became aware that she was keeping a dream diary for him among her other documentation. Often Karl was obliged to recite the details over again for her while she tapped in her laptop, since rarely were the dreams upsetting enough these days to wake them both. This was a welcome development even if subconscious Krista showed no sign of ever forgiving him.

In bed they continued as they had been. They made love every night and slept closely cuddled up. Sometimes they lay awake late and talked as lovers will, strengthening the bonds between them while putting off all thought of how painful it would be when the time inevitably came when they would be forced by circumstance to sever them. Still each understood that their love had no future beyond the current year, and each instinctively did what they could to make the most of it now. They talked and teased, kissed and cuddled, made love and slept inseparably. 

Once or twice a night Doreen would get hold of the rope hogtying him and roll Karl from one side to the other or onto his belly before snuggling back up. And as the days and then weeks began to pass she proceeded to introduce more demanding elements to his treatment. To his credit Karl embraced each eagerly – his commitment was not even close to being tested. In fact the expansion of his physical therapy proved enormously welcome, if fraught and exhausting.

It was the third week of his stay. Bathing and shaving and monster-baiting behind them, they were entwined on the mat. That poor fellow was still raging futilely as Nurse Drake gave Karl’s legs an extra round of stretches. Rather than move on to the range of motion exercises though she began strapping him back into the sling.

One day recently she’d hung Karl belly-down and terribly swaybacked while she thrashed him with a leather strap. For a moment he feared a repeat of this. Quickly it became clear he was being positioned face up however, and when he was lifted he found himself not slouched way down with his legs stretched wide but sitting almost upright. Still Karl trembled between fear and excitement. 

They were cutting short his exercises for some reason. This was odd; Doreen had been insistently working him ragged since he moved in. Surely this could only mean she had the most extended punishment session yet planned. Once he was hanging naked in midair however this proved not to be so. Rather than go to her cabinet for ropes to bind him and a weapon to beat him with, Nurse Drake pushed that stationary bike Karl had noticed earlier forward. As she maneuvered him over this she replied to his silent perplexity.

“I told you back at the clinic darling. I’m not going to let that lovely young body of yours waste away. I’m going to get you back in shape. There’s no point in taking you to Maui with me if you can’t keep up with me all two weeks. Do you know what FNS stands for?”

“Fabulously Sexy Nurse? No, that’s the wrong order. Fun Never Stops?”

“Those are both good guesses. And though the flattery is appreciated they are incorrect. It stands for functional neuromuscular stimulation. 

“In essence, electrodes run by a computer can bypass the brain and spinal cord to stimulate the body’s peripheral nerves. Muscles can be made to contract on their own, and in the proper sequence to simulate certain normal activities: riding a bike for example. 

“Not only will this keep your muscles from atrophying, but it will improve your cardiac function. That’s never a bad idea for a little slut who spends so much of his time lying around wildly excited. It also has tons of other benefits, like improving skin resilience and waste processing. So if you thought being crippled and off the soccer team means you can laze the days away watching news and femdom videos, you’re wrong about that too. My sexy guy needs regular workouts in order to stay sexy for me. Are you game, darling?”

“Absolutely, ma’am! I can’t wait!”

“Good boy! Let’s get you set up and hooked up then.”

Karl settled onto the seat of the bike. With his slumped torso still supported by the sling and his arms wrapped about himself in straitjacket fashion he blushed as his feet were secured to the pedals. There was that dream of the obstetrics table again. He tried to focus. That dream was as close as he’d ever come to really making love with Doreen if he didn’t heal. It was obvious another serious stirring of his system was imminent. He had to be sure to put it to its best use.

Trying to separate any endeavor involving Nurse Drake from his submissive sexual obsession was futile however, and counterproductive anyway. They were trying to heal primal wounds here and needed primal tools to do it. As she began running out those black cables and switching on the machine she had him bound to Karl soon found himself panting in monster-rearing excitement again. This was taking kinky to whole new levels.

One by one Nurse Drake squirted some kind of conductive adhesive onto black rubber pads about two inches square. Obviously the electrodes she’d mentioned, she carefully affixed these to the major muscles in his bare legs and buttocks. As she untangled and plugged those snaking cords into these she let a hint of teasing leak through her professional demeanor.

“I should have shaved my little slut’s legs for this. But your hair isn’t coarse and heavy enough to be a problem. I assumed my macho guy would rather endure having it ripped off in patches here and there as opposed to something as scandalously effeminate as shaving.”

“The guys on the swim team shave their legs,” Karl offered uneasily, “But you’re right, I’d rather skip the shaving. Neanderthal attitudes aside, I’d hate to delay my morning monster-baiting the necessary ten minutes or so.”

Doreen’s façade cracked further with an involuntary giggle. 

“That’s clever, cutie. Of course I could shave you head to toe, dress you in lingerie and make you up like a slut for real if I thought it was necessary. But I don’t think it is. I’m keeping you humiliated just fine, aren’t I? And you have shed your distasteful attitudes so well already we don’t need to force you to find your feminine side. You’ll do just fine on your own. Besides, right now this is about keeping you the hunky male stud all the girls are dying for. So let’s have us a workout boy!”

She checked the display screen and tapped a few keys. Like Frankenstein’s monster getting the lightening Karl’s long unresponsive legs jerked into motion.

It was the most bizarre feeling ever. The shocks striking his muscles in carefully choreographed succession enveloped his lower body with burning and invaded it with buzzing. That was distressing enough. But they also compelled him utterly without volition into motion. His legs pumped and flexed jerkily, driving those pedals whether he chose to do so or not. Karl glanced at Nurse Drake and saw her eyeing him critically as she tapped keys. In response the shocks intensified and speeded up. Waggling back and forth with the churning of his legs, his hard-on suddenly felt bursting with energy too.

This was like the thrill he got from the lift times a million! 

Doreen was running him like a machine, or a marionette. She now had control of his body in the most profound and intimate and affecting manner yet. 

It was like being possessed, invaded and taken over. His limbs wouldn’t work for him, but at Nurse Drake’s command they jerked and flailed inexhaustibly. This dispossession of self was terrifying and yet as desperately compelling as every other act of abnegation he had to offer. Karl panted and whimpered and slipped into rapture as she carefully brought his spastic cycling up to workout speed.

Of course his stamina was sure to be limited after almost two years of lying about. But once he adjusted to the jolting and settled into rhythm Karl soon began reveling in the sheer activity, involuntary as it was, as much as in the kinky compulsions that accompanied it. 

Though the mindless jerking of his legs under the flail of electricity felt profoundly unnatural, it was still a wonderful improvement on twenty-some months of entropy. As an athlete it just felt great to be working out again. And who better to put him through his paces, to literally take control of his limbs and exercise his body for him than the demanding Nurse Drake? Who else could he possibly trust to work him beyond what he thought he could stand without ever damaging him? Even now she was judging his response and deciding what he needed.

This first time he would bike twenty minutes at an easy pace, ten at a moderately hard one and ten more easy. Once she’d programmed him thus and ascertained that there were no problems, she moved to her own workout machine.

Sitting where she could keep an eye on him (and he could blessedly return the scrutiny) Nurse Drake settled in to catch up on her own lately-neglected fitness.

Resplendent in white spandex, pony-tailed and perfect in her detachment, she pumped iron (or bent resistance rods) with a vigor that put his own convalescent efforts deep in the pale. Finally the muscle hidden in those shapely arms was hidden no more but bulging boldly forth. Sweat darkened both their brows and eros was thick in the air as they respectively pumped away. 

Still Karl was the far more drained of the two by the time he was permitted to stop. Doreen only looked pumped up and warmed up for the punishment session soon to begin. As Karl blinked sweat from his eyes and fought to get his breath back she moved to unplugging those electrodes and tearing them from his skin. The ripping of hair from his legs and butt made him honestly reassess the merits of shaving. But then Nurse Drake was talking to him.

“That was pretty good for a first time. Once you shake the torpor off we’ll work you progressively harder as the year goes by. But between this unfamiliar exertion and the splendid way we’re really getting the punishment underway, I’m soon going to have you falling asleep during indoctrination – at least until you get used to it..Tell me little slut, have you ever read “The Gap” novels by Stephen R. Donaldson?”

“No ma’am.”

“I think you should. You’ll find a lot that pertains to your situation. Would you like to read them evenings for a while instead of watching videos?”

“That would be great.” Karl never spoke a more honest word. Doreen smiled at the feeling in his voice.

“Okay. Let’s have some lunch. Then you’ve got a date with a cane. After that we’ll expand your literary horizons.”


Chapter Sixteen

Every day since she first folded him over the big wedge and paddled him, the impeccably compassionate Nurse Drake beat Karl for hours. 

Somberly recognizing the necessity of this, determined to heal her patient by whatever means required, filled with love for her charge and sorrow over his sins, she did her best to help him atone for these. Though in practical terms it was unnecessary due to his condition she never failed to tie him up in some particularly restrictive fashion first. Openly she explained that the reasons for this were many.

The amount of stimulation delivered regularly set off muscle spasms that shuddered through his whole body. The impetus of the blows themselves jarred him constantly. He must be prevented from sliding away from his atonement involuntarily. There was also the matter of positioning. As with his nighttime rolling to prevent bedsores Nurse Drake found it far easier to manhandle his inert form around with his limbs tucked in and those handy ropes to grasp. There were further concerns both loving and therapeutic. 

To start with, she knew being tied up by her excited Karl. She wished to indulge this fetish, not only because it bound him to her more firmly than any chain, and not only because she enjoyed seeing her lover excited, but because that excitement made him tractable. 

It eased him into an ordeal he knew would soon have him weeping and suffering extremely. And as the paddles grew larger and perforated and the punishments steadily worse, so too did the bondage become more distressing. Still Nurse Drake remained soberly detached while disciplining him, allowing neither pity for his regrettable needs nor the slightest hint of sadism to taint her dispassionate professionalism. And as ruthless as she necessarily was inflicting pain on her patient she was always tenderly solicitous afterward: gently treating the resulting damage and stilling his sobs with love and praise. 

All this was splendidly effective. Like the endless bondage porn (‘femdom videos’ as they were known), the residual pain and the experience of suffering worked on his subconscious, affecting Karl’s dreams in a way that indicated substantial progress was already being made. By the time Nurse Drake granted him a change in media they had already worked their way well beyond just paddling his perpetually swollen buttocks. 

Alternately he’d also been beaten over nearly every other inch of his body with a meter-long, two inch-wide leather strap. Even his erect penis was whipped with this until the resulting bruising and abrasion reached levels bordering unacceptable. Yet this blessed Karl as much as tested him, with extra lotion and stroking and a delightful spice of pain to go with the nearly insupportable pleasure of his post-whipping and following morning monster-baiting. 

Treatment needs aside, this alone made the agony worth it. Karl only feared they wouldn’t be able to get the condom back on over the resulting inflammation. 

Nurse Drake solved this by simply using a larger size. In any event, on the morning of his first FNS workout and before beginning his literary adventure, she finally considered him ready to be introduced to the cane. From that point Karl came to associate proceeding modes of suffering with his progress through the novels (there were five in sequence) and the issues they raised regarding his situation.

After lunch (pre-skewered pork shish-kabob that she ducked outside to quickly grill) Doreen pressed the lift into the kind of inventive use she’d flirtatiously referred to the first time they’d employed it. Of course by now it was an old joke entirely on him. True to his dread Karl soon found himself hanging belly-down and painfully swaybacked again. 

All his weight dangled from two chains: one hooked to the rubber strap about his hips and the other to his wrists bound together behind him. Bound too were his legs at the ankles, tightly together this time. From his buttocks to his toes Karl’s lower half hung straight toward the floor, the latter about two feet above this. With his head hanging nearly as low as his knees, his pulse throbbing in his flushed face and terribly cramped mini-prick, with his stressed shoulders already protesting again, he took advantage of his last chance to pretend equanimity as Nurse Drake folded up the cloth for him to bite down on.

“What are these books about? Donaldson, isn’t he that fantasy guy who wrote those Thomas Covenant stories?”

“Correct. This is a science fiction series – about the only truly credible one I’ve ever read.

“At first it seems a straightforward and not terribly inspired space opera about asteroid mining, ore pirates and the police charged with stopping them. But soon it veers off into shockingly perverse and truly visionary territory. 

“Donaldson is a doctor, or his father was or something, and his insights into the future of surgery and the potential of implanted technology should resonate with anyone, particularly in your situation. Open up, now.”

She wedged that roll between his teeth, leaned down and gave him a heartening kiss on the cheek. Even in his trepidation at what was coming Karl’s heart swelled at this. Then he took a deep, tremulous breath as his beloved picked up that cane. Already armored in her detachment, she was didactic as she confronted his hung-up hindquarters.

“Though similar to bamboo, the rattan stem is solid, and some varieties grow sharp little hooks or spines. Heavy and yet flexible, especially when soaked in water, they have a long history of use as disciplinary tools in the Far East, later the Middle East and Asia and even British boarding schools. They are particularly favored for bastinadoing the soles, like so.”

That tough heavy stem (thankfully not thorny or soaked and only the thickness of his little finger) whickered in and impacted against the bottoms of his feet. Spasms wracked his suspended body and Karl caught a glimpse of what history really must have been like. 

Having read accounts of the regime of Saddam Hussein, he’d heard of bodies dumped by the state torture apparatus with feet flayed right to the bone. Even sitting in class he’d been struck by a shudder. Now he howled against the wad in his mouth and wrenched his mind away from the image even as it formed. Even under these safe and controlled conditions the pain was enormous, far worse than strap or paddle, to say nothing of over-the-lap foreplay. Then as soon as his shudders stilled it came again, and again, and shortly a deliberate rhythm was underway. 

Clenched against more screams, Karl clung to himself and endured. What else could he do? He could beg until his voice gave out and it wouldn’t lessen the ordeal by a stroke. 

Such a betrayal would be unspeakable anyway less than a month into this attempt. Trying grimly to keep those gruesome reports out of his mind, ignoring what they’d said about the soles being among the most sensitive spots of the body and how this was a torture that went back to antiquity, Karl sobbed with relief when the blows started falling across the backs of his legs for a change. It was still worse than paddle or strap, but at least the skin was thicker and the density of nerve endings less. 

So his date with the cane continued. Up and down, from toes to coccyx and back repeatedly he was crisscrossed with heavy red welts as the afternoon labored away. And though this punishment was the most challenging he’d suffered by a considerable bit, he got through it the way he always did: by chewing over what an asshole he’d been even as he buried his teeth and need to scream in the soggy wad stuffing his mouth. Not once did he doubt that he needed this to get well. He took it like an afternoon in the dentist’s chair, a terrible yet temporary ordeal necessary to avert even worse and permanent suffering down the road.

Finally his goddess deemed that Karl had been punished enough for the time being. She put her cane back in the cabinet next to several similar, thicker ones then comforted him as always. Without relieving his stressful suspension (oh how his back and shoulders hurt, almost as much as his feet, legs and butt), she came around and hugged his wet, burning face to her silky midriff. Petting his hair and murmuring endearments she got him calmed down in no time. She treated his wounds, clucking regretfully over breaks in the skin here and there.

“I’m going to have to leave you hanging, darling. It’s the only way you’ll be able to read and leave these wounds open to the air too. 

“You are lucky; your healthy young skin is resilient. You’ve haven’t had any pressure sores or breakdowns at all, which many quads spend their whole lives combating. Still I’m taking no chances with my sexy young guy. So let’s get you back over the bed and positioned. Then we’ll set you up with some real entertainment for a change. You’ve certainly earned it by enduring your first workout and worst beating yet without a peep of complaint. Damn, I’m so proud of you!”

Nurse Drake raised him higher and planted an emphatic kiss on Karl’s still quivering lips. Then she pushed the button that moved him further along the track. 

Over the bed they so wonderfully shared he went. Down he was lowered, and as his legs made contact with the mattress they were flexed until he rested on his knees and shins and feet. Still supported at the waist, his face too settled onto the bed and some of the enormous ache went out of his back, less from his shoulders. 

He was kowtowed down with his bound wrists stretched up almost vertically behind him. Then that chain began to shorten while the other stayed static, pulling him upright. From kowtowing Karl rose to level and then arced painfully up again. At last he hung kneeling half upright facing the TV, stretched back by his bound hands with gravity already once again savaging his arms and torso. Postural hypotension struck, and in his debilitation it was all he could do to hold his swimming head up. Of course Nurse Drake had that covered too.

“Chin up, little slut!”

She helped him tip his head back as far as possible. Then as the world whirled, slowed and finally steadied she buckled a heavy plastic orthopedic collar about his neck. 

Though comfortably lined with sheepskin this was designed (ironically enough) to immobilize injuries to the cervical spine. It clamped him tightly from clavicles to jawbone, depriving him of his last bit of function. It not only held his head straight up to face forward but prevented him from turning it more than the barest fraction to either side. 

They were getting closer to A Clockwork Orange territory all the time. Karl groaned. And these books were supposed to be good?

He would soon find out. After untying his ankles, shifting his knees widely apart and spreading the rest of his legs even wider (worsening the stress on her little slut even as she advertised his blatant availability), Doreen put her e-reader program up on the TV. She opened the series to the first page.

“I’ve turned on the voice recognition, darling. Try saying ‘next’ and ‘previous’.”

Trying not to gasp in his bowed agony, in the exhaustive aftermath of the first half of his day, Karl obeyed. The page dutifully advanced and returned.

“Is the font size okay?”

“Better go up a couple. I fear I may be reading through tears soon.”

Nurse Drake gave him a sympathetic smile but no hope of relief before enlarging the text.

“Better?”

“Yes ma’am. Thank you.”

“You are welcome, darling. I hope you enjoy it so we can talk about it.” She kissed two fingers and touched them to his cheek. “I’ll bring in dinner around seven-thirty.”

So Karl read. And as the days and weeks passed and more punishments and torments were added to his treatment he found that they were good books. In fact they were great books, and talk about them they did. The first significant bit came during punishment time again, though it was a far easier occasion. Nurse Drake was giving him a bit of a respite this day; going so easy that Karl was able to eschew the wad of cloth in favor of continuing their conversation.

“You were right. Once the bad guy captured the lady cop it started to get...interesting.”

He was on his back, on the mat; his body arced up over a low wedge so that his belly and genitals were about eighteen inches higher than his face and feet. 

Those feet, and his hands stretched above him were both shackled widely apart by cuffs at the ends of telescoping steel bars. These were now open to their five-foot limit, stretching him spread-eagled. Towering over him in her minimalist uniform, both of their hair in ponytails as always for these sessions, Nurse Drake swung the flogger she held, slashing its dozen or so meter-long thin leather straps against Karl’s genitals. 

The fact that his self-styled ‘monster’ was still straining madly to get at her after more than a dozen such blows showed that not only was she going easier than usual today but that her patient was becoming hardened to his entry-level suffering. Soon it would be time to increase the intensity again, to keep building toward her plans for the next quarter. In the interim she paused to study the extensive blotching of his skin from thighs to nipples or higher.

“Yes, he’s a pretty amoral character isn’t he? All that rape and deliberate subjugation of someone so helpless was pretty upsetting, wasn’t it?”

“Especially since that’s what my own future holds if I don’t break out of this. Yes, I got the message, ma’am. Maybe I’ve avoided thinking about such things because I’m too scared to. But it’s been brought home to me now, you can be sure.”

“Good.” She resumed flogging him. “You couldn’t be more helpless if you had a zone implant yourself, could you?”

A crucial plot device, the ‘zone implant’ referred a radio-electrode surgically installed in a person’s skull. By directing emissions at various spots in the brain (pain and pleasure centers, for example, or the motor cortex) a person could have their will overridden completely. It was the means by which the murderous villain was able to endlessly rape, subjugate and utterly enslave his captive. 

Helpless in a body that refused to do her bidding, that could feel everything and effect nothing, that could even be run like an automaton to perform the most demeaning or unspeakable acts, the heroine could only suffer in terror and wail with despair as she was violated day and night. The feelings she succumbed to in her helplessness were too familiar, and unless something changed, her hell would nearly be Karl’s in less than eleven months.

With that point made they turned to discussing various plot twists, action sequences, and how the book solved the challenges of physics presented by space travel in ways that were more authentic and relied less on unexplained ‘magic’ technology than was usual in the genre. By the time they got back to discussing implants it was under the wider subject of medical advances as thrilling and troubling as they appeared inevitable. It was also a different week, a different style of bondage, and another of Nurse Drake’s seemingly numberless implements of discipline. The only familiar element beyond love and necessity was the wooziness.

Postural hypotension was the pretentious name Karl had learned for getting dizzy when you got up too fast. With sluggish blood pooled in the lower body the brain is starved of oxygen. After two years of sitting or lying or being rolled about he was now as vertical as he could be, hanging from his stretched arms and bound wrists with his toes just a few crucial inches off the mat. Once again the cloth had been left out, this time to ease his breathing and allow Nurse Drake to better monitor his condition. 

Wooziness and disorientation were fine; passing out was not. And once again after several extremely trying days the punishment was much lighter than it could have been, allowing Karl the spare concentration for conversation. 

Nurse Drake was slowly circling him where he hung in the big therapy space. She’d identified the whip she held – stiff four-foot shaft, light five-foot lash – as a loungeing whip. It was designed more to direct and control than to punish, though it could certainly be put to damaging use. As he was already puffy all over from paddle and strap and bearing the marks of his latest bastinadoing, she was merely flicking this at him here and there. Instead of lashing vengefully away like the bullwhip-wielding mistresses of his dreams, laying him open everywhere with permanent scars, she merely added an overlay of incisively thin curlicues, like an artist immortalizing a masterwork. These welted the skin detectably but didn’t break it. Nor did they make Karl more than gasp and groan between replies.

“That will be nice won’t it, when computers and robots handle most medical diagnosis and repair? No more human error, and no more arrogant doctors who think a degree makes them better than God.”

The lash flicked in again, from behind this time, wrapping around the side of his belly. Karl hissed but wasn’t distracted.

“That would be cool. But what would they make of a case like mine, where there is no physical explanation?”

“That’s where we nurses come in. Someone with an ounce of common sense and human compassion will always be needed to save the day. But think: if implanted electrodes can countermand your will, they could also obey it. That FNS is just the tip of the iceberg – crude but effective and suggesting the potential. We could get every cripple in the world out of his wheelchair, and not just conversion cases like you.” 

Karl bit back a cry as the lash caught his erection dead-on. Then he responded.

“If I’m going to be made into a cyborg, then I want implanted lasers and computers and visual prostheses like they built into the bad guy.”

“That’d be handy,” Doreen agreed. “But don’t write him off as a completely bad guy yet. The right woman can redeem even cowardly rapists and murderers.”

That turned out to be the main point of the book of course, at least for Karl: how the most despicable villain imaginable is transformed into a hero you can’t help but admire. This time he had his mouth stuffed alas, but still he would always remember the moment Nurse Drake hammered home the crucial recognition for him.

It had taken Karl about a month and a half to finish all five books. He was already perhaps a week into the third month of his stay, and his daily bondage and corporal punishment sessions were approaching the intensity of those that still haunted his dungeon dreams. 

At the moment he was suffering the cane again, only this one was substantially heavier and had been soaking in the bath all morning. He was lying supine on the mat, a wedge under his kidneys substantially elevating his backside. He was doubled up with his legs flung above his head, ankles locked together about a foot and a half apart by the shortened bar-and-cuffs. From his upraised buttocks all the way to the vulnerable soles the exposed undersides of his legs already bore extensive evidence of the bastinado. Nurse Drake continued to belabor the feet so close to his ears until Karl was howling and again fighting hard not to picture them stripped. At last she paused, blotting her forehead on a terrycloth wristband. 

“Hang in there, sinner. Maybe twenty more minutes to go. I know this is hard, but it needs to be, right? Remember the lesson of the Gap books: even the worst villain can be redeemed through atonement, anguish, fealty and service to the woman he’s wronged.”

Doreen brought the heavy wet cane slashing down upon his soles again. In an explosion of pain that was almost transcendent, Karl indeed took the lesson to heart. 

Though he could only offer these things to Krista in his dreams, his beloved Goddess-embodiment was here to accept them in her stead, and on behalf of all wronged women. This remained his only hope. So he chewed that soggy wad, wept helplessly, cried out at every fresh strike and rededicated himself continuously to suffering whatever his beloved felt was necessary. 

Things were very well begun. But he still had a hell of a lot of atoning to go.


Chapter Seventeen

While his year of punishment gathered momentum, Karl’s personal relationship with his redeemer became ever more mutually rewarding. 

The routines Nurse Drake established rolled along undisturbed, setting a rhythm of predictability that was comforting when living at such extremes. And rather than stale with exclusivity their joy in each other’s company grew undiminished.

Infrequent interruptions like deliverymen aside, they might have been marooned away from civilization somewhere, the last survivors of a blasted habitat. They were almost the only people either of them ever saw, and yet every minute spent together remained a treasure. In love, enraptured, in awe of and utterly enthralled by her authority and allure, Karl wanted to pinch himself every time this icon smiled upon him. Long gone and forgotten were his fears of love being forever a source of anguish for him. Doreen meanwhile remained doting and possessive in her love, never quite able to shed the mantle his need and worship bestowed on her. Still she was utterly sincere and ever more eager in the incentive she increasingly lavished on him. As his physical therapy and treatment geared up, and as his education grew more impactful, so too did the interpersonal therapy climb in intensity. Though she kept him constantly tied up, posed in degrading postures or both, belittled him with a needling nickname and beat him into weeping abjection daily, their emotional bond only strengthened. The physical intimacies permitted likewise grew ever more rewarding – especially as these too increased.

Nurse Drake continued to use Karl for her pleasure: rudely, selfishly, and pitilessly at whim as the needs of his treatment dictated. Yet they often made sweetly romantic consensual love too, with a lot of stroking and kissing and blissful communion. Unfortunately Doreen never removed her gown for this, never crushed and ravished Karl with her breasts as he craved. Yet at least she had taken to stripping away his catheter for these occasions. 

Between orgasms and over-the-lap spankings she would indulge in the teasing, toying and monster-baiting she took such delight in. Indeed all pretense of professionalism was dropped from his morning care as well. Bathing, shaving, medicating and moisturizing him devolved into ever more extended, openly deliberate cock-teasing sessions. Between bed and bath Karl found himself manually stimulated for hours total each day. Still Nurse Drake’s reading of his arousal remained infallible, nor did she ever get tempted or too carried away. As the weeks built into months of sexual overload without orgasm, he became more crazed by carnal frustration than ever in his life. And though he never begged for climax or even made overt reference to his desperation, the inexorably building testosterone began to infect his mood and finally his dreams. 

The morning after one especially significant subconscious drama saw him reciting the details for his savior in the manner they’d settled upon. They were in the bath, with a little digital audio recorder set up nearby for documentation. Karl had been bathed and shaved but not lotioned yet, and he jutted upright in exquisite neediness. Nurse Drake took him into her bare hand but merely held him passively, employing her patented peter-meter to monitor the level of his arousal. She lay a gentling other hand on his chest and smiled encouragingly.

“Okay darling, tell me about last night. You nearly got away with one.”

Indeed he had. Karl took a deep, steadying breath. Then he began to recount his latest adventure in the dungeon.

Oh Goddess, his shoulders were absolutely killing him! 

This was a regular component of his torture no matter what Krista and the mob were doing to him. It was a nagging constant he could neither understand nor alter. This time however they’d obliged him with a reason for those joints to feel dislocated.

No dungeon could be without a rack, and one this expansive boasted several. Karl was stretched over the semicircular one. Blood pounded in both his hanging head and the monstrous one straining at his apex. Standing nearby, his sixth grade teacher turned a spoked wheel, drawing on the huge chains shackled to his wrists and ankles, stretching the agonized arch of his body further. Now not the first or last but every vertebra in his spine felt on the brink of shattering – or flying apart in every direction like a snapped string of beads. Meanwhile every vicious vixen in the thousand or so surrounding him now filed past in barely restrained order. One on each side, each beat him as hard as she could for long as she could while keeping the lines slowly moving. Stretched in tendon-tearing distension, whipped and caned and flogged and pummeled relentlessly, Karl nevertheless persisted in his worst sin. Trapped in hell as he was, his penis still strained insanely toward heaven. 

Targeted for a concentration of abuse, this blasphemous offense hurt worst of all. It hurt like it was caught in a vise somehow despite rearing so rampantly upright. Still it told all of the truth about him anyone needed to know. 

Even in his suicidally sincere contrition he remained an impudent little slut, somehow daring to flaunt his lust for his torturers, and more, for his intended executioner. Indeed he was so maddened with an inexplicable intensity of need that that thought (or maybe just that horribly importunate insult itself) seemed to summon her.

The circling and whipping stopped. The mob crowded close, an envelopment of seething female fury. Sexy cop Krista stepped forth, still sneering hatefully and again brandishing those gleaming gardening shears. A scene interrupted was about to be resumed.

She would fix his problem for him; indeed it had been put off far too long already! He was never going to earn forgiveness, so why should they indulge the nurse’ decree? She wasn’t here. Yet there was lamentably little sport in just a simple shearing, apotheoic as it might be. They needed a test of his discipline and commitment to earning redemption first. As Krista opened the shears and pressed them to his strangely hairless pubis, bracketing the rigid root with those razor-sharp blades, Karl groaned and strained more desperately upright than ever. 

Conflicting impulses combined. Guilt and regret yearned to offer abnegation, to sacrifice the part of him so emblematic of his crimes in attempt to atone. At the same time love and rapture, body chemistry and sheer genetic drive raved for ejaculation. Even as these opposing imperatives had his agony at throbbing peak though, the vise-like cramping that always seemed to devil him suddenly released. In what looked like its last moments the monster burst whatever mysterious bonds had been bedeviling it. Exultant in escape, it stretched more ravenously forth than ever before. Nearly swooning with terror, shame and that absolutely deranging lust, Karl looked up from his inverted vantage to see another cruel dominatrix step up opposite of Krista. 

With a wave of surreality but little shock he saw that this was the tennis star Serena Williams. Her lusciously muscular form was encased in a black latex cat suit; she carried a cat o’ nine tails and a silver chain bound up her corn-rowed braids. Towering over him, she bent down and with only an infinitely spiteful sneer took the ravening monster into her mouth. Blades poised on a hair-trigger reflex, Krista commanded her condemned lover’s attention even as mind-blowing pleasure he was hideously unworthy of overwhelmed him.

“Ejaculation means emasculation, criminal. One drop of spew comes out of you and I cut the whole thing off!”

Thick lips gripped him. They slid up and down with a swiftness and confidence that was completely beyond Karl’s experience. They engulfed him with hot, wet, pneumatic suction. It felt just like having sex but even better. As he was fellated out of his dreaming mind he heard the women begin chanting.

“Spew! Spew! Spew! Spew! Spew!”

Vociferously they insisted he climax, an unrefusable order from the representatives of femininity. Yet should he obey, his penis would be amputated before he expelled a second drop. Karl’s tortured body tried to writhe in his upset. But of course he was already stretched to within an ace of dislocation. It didn’t matter anyway. Despite his terror he was going to lose his load and manhood regardless. His balls were churning like the chamber under Old Faithful – if that geyser had been plugged for about a billion years. It certainly felt that long since his last climax. 

Serena meanwhile was working with demanding fervency, grunting with effort as her bobbing and suckling accelerated. The chanting rose to a ferocious volume as the mob felt his resistance crumbling. If he couldn’t control his sick lusts, if he was incapable of maintaining proper piety in the face of the Goddess, if his discipline was so lacking and his commitment to redemption so shallow then he was doomed to Krista’s noose anyway. 

Weeping in the extremity of his desperation, Karl tried to use the pain savaging him as a distraction. It was no use. The monster had been caged and baited beyond all endurance. Now it would empty in cataclysmic fashion, heedless of the fact that this incredibly convulsive ejaculation would be its last. Propelled toward this apocalypse, Karl surrendered to it at last. In an ecstasy of abnegation he even anticipated that savage amputation almost as much as orgasm. 

Let him be shriven and then hung; that was what he deserved. Nurse Drake’s judgment and encouragement were nothing in the face of the mob’s (and his own) demand for punishment. Yet somehow he sensed her with him still: even in the frenzy of fellatio pleasuring it he seemed to feel her hand gripping his raging hard-on, its clutch too tactile for just dreaming. 

Though completely passive, it seemed to be insisting he hold out. But then his intolerable arousal and ascendant death-wish overwhelmed everything else. 

Climax was imminent, it was happening; he was a split-second from ecstasy and agony and blessedly welcome doom. Yet even as his churning balls clenched, as his erection spasmed in prelude, those shears closed on him. Instead of a swift slicing and a spout of mingled blood and come though, for some reason they acted like pliers, clamping his root with a terrible pinching agony worse than anything yet. 

Stymied, his orgasm-that-never-was seemed to rebound throughout his body, pain and unendurable frustration wracking him so badly he thrashed in his shackles. His shoulders and back screamed anew and the dungeon dissolved around him in his apocalyptic excruciation…

“Then I woke up. My body was spasming and wrenching against the ropes. The condom had been pushed off. I guess the latest puffiness subsided during the night, making the larger size too loose to resist the pressure of my erection. Of course the hand I felt was real. I must have awakened you in my panting and moaning. You felt for me, found the condom off, and monitored my excitement. Just when I was about to come, you pinched me and…”

“And I stopped you, darling. I’m sorry about that, but I had to.”

Nurse Drake’s grip had stopped serving as a peter-meter. Now as if in apology it was pumping him slowly up and down, stimulating Karl beyond belief. He groaned in misery and ecstasy, emotions and implications from the dream still lingering distressingly. 

Doreen didn’t need to point out its meaning, that was obvious: he still wasn’t close to forgiving himself yet. Nor did they need acknowledge more than briefly how her necessary cruelty had serendipitously saved him. Instead she had another issue to address.

“You are not worthy of climaxing again yet. However, your dream was wrong about your unworthiness for other pleasures. You see, using my hands to madden a man isn’t the only thing that gives your goddess a delightful power rush. There are other ways I can show you my love.”

Even without the usual lotion her expert monster-baiting already had Karl right back in the grip of the deranged desperation he knew day and night. He sensed what was coming and braced himself: for more maddened arousal than he thought he could stand, for more ecstatic blessedness than almost any man deserved, and for an anguished battle against himself.

“I was intending to put this off until after my first report. But you have tempted me too dearly, little slut. Maybe I can’t make proper love to you yet. But I can certainly provide more incentive to go along with the new challenges your treatment is about to pose.”

With that Doreen leaned down and accepted the monster into her own mouth. Her methodical pumping didn’t change but with her gripping lips kissing the top of her fist Karl was plunged into warmth and wetness with every stroke. From soft pitted tip over flared rim to about three inches down that sliding suction immersed him in exactly the kind of unbearable ecstasy he’d expected. Of course only two girls had ever done this for him, and neither had relished the task or developed any passion or talent for it. The dream of Serena was mostly invention. The reality of Nurse Drake was an initiation into heaven. 

Beyond the incredulous delight and ego boost that such a goddess would ever deign to service him, beyond love and gratitude and ever-burgeoning worship was the blessing of her expertise. While her rhythm remained carefully calibrated it was still by far the most pleasurable thing he’d ever felt. Then even this was relegated to second. Humming with epicurean savor Doreen shifted her hand to cup his balls and began to rhythmically devour the entire shaft.

This was something porn stars and prostitutes perhaps could do, but Karl suspected it was a rare skill otherwise. Still Nurse Drake’s face showed nothing but bliss as she impaled it to the limit. Feeling more flabbergasted blessedness than he could possibly express and more tortured adolescent arousal that he’d ever dreamed he could stand, the only expectation Karl was spared was the anguish. No matter how fucked up he was in his dreams, Doreen had long ago removed the taint even from intimacy as undeserved as this. Still this was a level of incentive far more challenging than he felt comfortable coping with. If he’d thought carnal frustration was testing him before, the year ahead suddenly seemed fraught beyond belief.

So it soon proved. The scope of their love life expanded dramatically. Doreen enjoyed licking, kissing, tongue-teasing, lapping and slathering, suckling and swallowing him seemingly ad infinitum. In addition to her leisurely play they spent endless time in the fabled sixty-nine. No orgasm or breast play had been earned yet, and Karl often feared he would burst something in his maddened craving for both. 

Every session of lovemaking and every morning bathing ended with him physically and emotionally exhausted, his still raging genitals aching so fiercely he wanted to shriek and bang his head. Yet every time Doreen took him in hand, went down on him or even shoved her own demanding crotch in his face he responded with the same addict’s excitement. Nor did he stop compulsively wallowing in the favor shown him until it was finally withdrawn.

Reveling in such heaven even as he was worked more exhaustively daily on the FNS bike, and subjected to corporal punishment of still steadily worsening severity, Karl could hardly accept that they were nearing the end of the first quarter already.

The fact that his progress seemed stalled made him uneasy. Nurse Drake admitted to no more worry than ever of course; she remained confident, even ebullient at how things were going. Even as she inflicted a new and more insidious indoctrination than ever on Karl she bantered brightly about it with him and promised again a reward he was dying for.

With the Gap books finished they’d reverted for a while to the endless crime reports and femdom videos. Eventually these began to repeat themselves however. Finally Nurse Drake just put the TV on for him: always tuned to a channel for women, like Oxygen or Lifetime. This latter was particularly insufferable, and Karl groaned as she switched it on again.

“Oh no! I can’t watch this channel without constantly thinking of the joke promos for it on Family Guy.”

“’Lifetime: TV for idiots.’ Is that the one?”

“Yes, that one. Also, ‘Men are terrible and want to hurt you, because this is Lifetime.’ The movies are just so smarmy! And all the commercials are simply unendurable.”

“I know what you mean. And have you ever noticed that all the most annoying and ubiquitous ones are marketing car insurance?”

“Oh man, don’t get me started!” Karl moaned. “That pasty-faced bint from Progressive has to die! Then there’s Allstate, E-surance, the stupid general…”

“You’re forgetting the worst offender of all,” Doreen laughed.

“Don’t remind me! That stupid caveman, that goddamn gecko…anybody that gives any money to Geico is abetting a great evil in the world. What’s up with that anyway?”

“Well, nearly everyone has a car, and everyone that does needs insurance for it. It’s an enormous market.”

“Yeah, but is this the stuff that’s supposed to appeal to the average person and make him favor a particular company? What does that say about society?”

“It says the average person is an idiot with no taste. Is this news to you?”

“No it is not,” Karl sighed. “But it certainly is dismaying.”

“Well, hang in there darling. You’ve almost made it through the first quarter. And you’ve done so with dignity and class and real evidence of improvement. I’m more proud of you than I can possibly express. Do you still want to spend some time outside? We’ve got a full moon coming up again. How about a holiday out on the dock to celebrate after I make my first report?”

“That sounds fabulous, ma’am!”

“I’m glad. Can you be a good little slut and watch some TV for idiots then? I know the stories are for simpletons and alarmists, but it’s the message that’s important.”

“I understand, ma’am. You know I’ll do whatever you tell me to with as much grace as I can manage. You are the goddess sent to redeem me, and I will always obey you. You’re my guardian angel.”

“And you are a honey-tongued devil. The girls of the world are going to love you. Okay, I have some serious paperwork to finish, so dinner will be rather late. Afterward we’ll make love and go to bed. Sound good?”

“That sounds wonderful.”

“Okay. Don’t let me come in here with supper and find you asleep now, even with those clothespins all over you. You’ll be watching TV with a vibrator keeping you awake.”

“I’ll do my best, beloved.”

“That’s all I ever ask.”


Chapter Eighteen

Inevitably there came a point when Karl’s best wasn’t good enough. They were at the culmination of the first quarter, and Nurse Drake was using him, stimulating him, and working him out and over relentlessly. Left alone with only vapid television in the late afternoon or evening his drained and battered body eventually overrode his will again. It was only two days before their date with the sun and moon, after which compensatory punishment would be exacted. And of course from now on he would have electrical help staying awake.

Nurse Drake’s cabinet held a wide assortment of vibrators. The one she chose was small, just a box of an inch or so that was collared about his testicles. Blunt prongs pressed into him, leaving Karl to suspect this device could also deliver punishing shocks at need. Even with this implicit threat added to the torment of long hours of ceaseless ball-buzzing, this method of attention enforcement actually came as a bit of a relief. 

There were worse places to put a vibrator. In any event, with this minor failing aside (and being corrected), Nurse Drake was still delighted with his commitment, progress and person. She returned more ebullient than ever from making her quarterly report, and the next day saw Karl finally leave the suite and house for the first time. It promised to be an unforgettable celebration.

By the time they finished bathing and a bare minimum of stretching the sun was pouring through the skylight from an utterly cloudless sky. The forecast was clear and warm for the next several days. Rather than hook Karl back into the overhead lift (or heaven forbid put him in his wheelchair) Nurse Drake employed a manual hoist. Once he hung as naked and splay-legged as ever from this she began to push it toward the hall. 

Soon Karl saw parts of the house he never had. This was a welcome adventure. And of course everything was wide and smooth and easy to traverse right up to a back door that opened flush onto a meticulously paved walk leading out to the dock and pond. 

As they passed into the gorgeous pre-noon sun he felt a reflexive shame. It was one thing inside, but now his helplessly hung-up, little-shaved-slut nudity was being paraded around in the broad light of day! Pushed down the walk however Karl soon passed an aromatic herb garden. Looming over all the smaller plants was a couple of beautiful cannabis sativa. This relaxed him somewhat, reminding him how rare visitors were out here. If those plants could go un-stolen growing right out in the open, his modesty should make it through the day okay.

The lawn they bisected was long and shaggy. That was fine. A girl had to have priorities. And the wild look suited the pond. Karl drank it all in almost as deliriously as he’d greeted his first ride out of the clinic. A beautifully plumed heron stared beadily back at him. Taller than its stand of cattails, it held its head cocked back, a bill the size and sharpness of Krista’s gardening shears poised to dart and rend. The dock they rolled out onto was shaped like a disciplinary paddle: eight foot-wide handle ending in a big wooden square. A pair of sturdy adjustable sling chairs waited, along with a large cooler serving as a table already piled with towels and arrayed with clutter. So well-made was everything that Karl’s ride in the wheeled lift remained untroubled all the way to where he was lowered into the right-hand chair.

Doreen settled him in his usual slut-slouch, his legs bent up and flopped out. Rather than arrange his hands around his genitals as she still liked to do, she stretched these too out wide and turned up at his sides, opening his naked embrace to Sol’s rays. 

That Norse sun goddess’ fiery chariot was nearing the apex of its daily route. Karl could feel his institutional pallor exulting in the kiss of her distant flame. Doreen pushed the lift aside, moved a few things and opened the cooler. 

Out came chilled champagne, shrimp cocktail, an impressive fruit salad and butter for the small loaf of fresh-baked bread. She laid everything out, popped the champagne and poured full a big stemmed water glass. Ignoring her own chair for the moment, she perched on the heavy frame of Karl’s and pulled her makeshift table closer.

“I thought we’d have a little class with lunch today. My report was very well received darling, thanks particularly to your courage. So here’s to you little slut, and to me, and to the rest of this once-in-a-lifetime experience we are sharing. I couldn’t be happier with you right now.”

Doreen drank, and tipped the glass for Karl. Then she kissed him in a mingling of champagne sweetness.

“I’m starved, how about you? Usually we’re still playing on the mat or working out for another good hour or two before eating. I guess the day’s got my appetites up. How about you?”

“I’m with you beautiful: exhilarated yet ravenous. I wouldn’t mind some more of that champagne either. Something tells me there’s a thirsty day ahead.”

“Just remember we don’t have the plumbing hooked up. Give me fair warning to shove the urinal in there if you feel contractions. We don’t want to have to dunk you in the pond.”

“You can count on me, baby! Let’s eat.”

“Yes, let’s.”

Lunch with Doreen was always a treat. This was a feast. At last stuffed and a bit tipsy, they kissed over splitting the last sauce-smeared shrimp – a bit smarmy too perhaps, but Doreen was feeling giddy and Karl was too young and love-struck to judge. Everything was cleared away but the remains of the fruit and champagne, and they settled in to enjoy the sun.

Karl voided so they wouldn’t have to worry about it for awhile. Doreen moved a robe and towel into reach in the unlikely event of interruption. 

Karl kept hoping for those missionaries, just for the hilarity factor. He pictured sitting a couple of them down and sincerely urging them to throw away all their beliefs and join him in worshipping the Goddess. Perhaps he could even arrange a paddling to convince them. 

The grin died on his lips as the deity in question stripped off her shoes and spandex. As Karl tried hard to respectfully admire rather than gawk like an awestruck boy, she plucked up a bottle of tanning oil. Naked she turned to him. Then in one of her frequent if unexpected gestures meant to demean him Nurse Drake held that cylindrical squeeze bottle at her crotch and worked it briskly, pumping gouts all over him. Hot from sitting in the sun, thick and slippery yet runny, the oil soaked him from his nascent erection on up, a final spurt splatting suggestively against his furiously blushing face. Perhaps this was payback for his lapse in formality. Grinning her special look at him, Doreen leaned over to smear the mess all around and rub it in. 

Between the depth of his degradation, the feel of her hands skating over him and the dangling dance of her bare breasts just above him, Karl was enraptured already. When she worked the oil into his genitals with her usual marathon monster-baiting he reveled throughout as always though he wanted to weep and rail too. But at last he was given a respite, and not just from manual manipulation. 

After him Doreen oiled her own flawless nudity. That was something to both soberly marvel over and gawk unabashedly at. Then she popped in a pair of ear-buds, started music playing and at last slouched in her own sling chair. Her eyes slipped closed and she began to hum as she soaked up the sun. 

Karl was unperturbed (nay, he was delighted) to be left without media of his own. This was a respite not only from maddening stimulation, electrically-driven exercise and alertness and the usual afternoon’s corporal punishment, but from the same four walls and tedious videos. Diversion would not be a problem here. This was a situation where it was sublime to merely be alive. Nature provided her own entertainment, and one’s dozy naked love company enough.

The heron maintained its steely-eyed vigil. Other waterfowl lurked, displayed, hunted or came and went – nothing as magnificent as the heron yet, but ducks put on a welcome show with their squabbling. A couple different kinds of stork put in an appearance, and there were lovely little raptors in the form of songbirds always flitting about snapping up insects. Yet these weren’t the only aerial predators. The terror of the arthropoda, iridescent dragonflies hovered and darted around like miniature Apache gunships. As always Karl tried to imagine their Carboniferous ancestors: three-foot wingspans, bodies the size of his fist and forearm! He shook his head.

Like almost all boys Karl had loved dinosaurs as a kid and had read extensively about prehistoric life. It still amazed him to spy out frogs crouching along the weedy shore and think that here was an animal that had remained essentially unchanged for four hundred million years. Almost as ancient as the frog, a turtle sat basking on a log. But of course there was carnage in the sea long before even plants emerged on land. Regular swirls and splashes denoted fish taking bugs from the surface, and where the sun wasn’t glaring off the water Karl saw the occasional largemouth patrolling. In short he had his own private nature program, with no commercials every seven minutes and no obnoxious host inserting himself into the action.

Karl couldn’t stand that either. Until Steve Irwin was actually killed he used to root for the snakes and crocodiles. It was almost as bad as a Playboy video that showed endless shots of hair stylists, makeup artists and camera men. Yeah, we know you have a great job, but we’re not interested in you. We’re paying to see awesome beauty, not the lucky schmucks tasked with filming it. Cash your paycheck and get out of the frame!

Now whenever Karl wanted to see exquisite natural scenery of that sort he merely had to turn his head. Naked but for her ear-buds he had the most desirable woman in the entire world lounging right next to him. For what must have been an hour or more he was in unadulterated bliss, enjoying his day outside to the fullest. Inevitably however a growing spice of suffering was added the experience. Even a celebration must contribute to his atonement, and Karl understood that this day of blessedness was easing him into his most challenging ordeal yet. Girding himself for it, tingling with a perversely excited anticipation, he welcomed the slow shift from beneficence to punishment bestowed by the goddess above.

Sol was unrelenting, fierce and fatal as a valkyrie. Karl’s only exposure to her in two years was through an oft-polarized skylight. Now she flamed in his four-limbed embrace. Pallid save for fading whip welts, his exposed skin had gone from fish-belly to flagrantly flushed.

Doreen seemed unaffected, the fire of her pantheon-member soaking harmlessly into her existing tan. They were all one Goddess in the end. In contrast Karl’s tender immobility was scourged ever more ferociously throughout the afternoon. His burning skin hurt, especially his penis, and in a cumulative way that had him silently, ever more fervently praying for a single passing cloud. Mercy was nonexistent however, and so he again girded himself for endurance. He was woozy and cotton-mouthed from the champagne and yet never raised a whimper when Doreen began to fish out pieces of fruit and sip from their glass once the most direct rays were past. She ignored him simmering there next to her in ever more obvious distress until his sense of degradation in her presence eventually brought back his erection. Noting this she at last pulled out the ear-buds and rose, the final cube of pineapple in her hand.

“That was a good start. Now let’s have some fun with you!”

She crouched next to him and mashed that dripping fruit against his seared-red glans. Juice ran soothingly down the shaft and then Doreen was engulfing him sticky pulp and all. 

The usual interminable pleasuring followed, with Karl brought right to the brink repeatedly. Of course each time Doreen paused at the penultimate instant to sip champagne, finally share some, and then resume her impossibly slow and sensuous pleasuring. Much as she enjoyed this however her head was between her patient’s privates and the sun. At last Nurse Drake rose up to assess his condition.

“You’re getting sunburned, darling, just as promised. Normally this would be a bad thing, and as a nurse I would urge you indoors immediately. But yours is a different case is it not? We can find atonement uses for a moderate-to-severe sunburn. And getting one of those once or twice while they were young never killed anyone I ever heard of.”

“I agree, ma’am.”

“Good boy. I won’t let you get unduly damaged.”

“I trust you, my goddess.”

“Let’s get you oiled up again then, and get me out of the way. Then I simply have to play with my favorite monster some more.”

Once again Doreen held that bottle in phallic fashion as she mimed peeing or ejaculating all over her little slut. Driven to abase himself as always, Karl held his face forth to be defiled this time. Then he groaned with both pain and momentary relief (and continuing rapture) as her strong firm hands worked the oil slowly into him. Finally Nurse Drake was perched next to him on the arm of the chair again, her shadow falling the other way and only her forearm obstructing a bit of sun at his hip. With her bare tits jiggling and her oil-slick fist briskly pumping its grip, she proceeded to add more endless maddening incentive to Karl’s quarterly reward.

So went his day in the sun. Slouched splayed out for uninterrupted hours he roasted in ever-growing agony while Nurse Drake either methodically or delightedly baited the burning monster. Pausing often to share the champagne, oil up his genitals again or let them pulse and strain insanely while the imminence of orgasm reluctantly receded, she tortured as much as titillated that increasingly sunburned organ. 

Finally the champagne was finished however, and her normally indefatigable arm getting tired. The afternoon was getting along and getting hotter. Both of them were sweaty and panting – particularly poor Karl of course. So she wrung the monster’s neck right to the brink one last time before allowing another temporary respite.

Karl gasped and quivered and mentally tore his hair out when he was left once again churning just short of eruption. Sol was broiling him in all his other juices, what harm could adding a few more do? 

Whether she read this weakening or not, Doreen turned her back on it. She rose, and without further word or glance moved to the end of the dock. There she dove fearlessly out into the water. Without touching bottom she struck out in a powerful stroke and was soon doing laps back and forth.

Karl watched and roasted, his overworked penis at last slumping in exhaustion. 

This was already inflamed as well as sunburned, and responded to the lapse of hours of almost constant stimulation perhaps predictably. His bladder contracted; half a magnum of champagne pushing all the other fluids in his body ahead of it on its way through. Though it was useless he hollered for his nurse as he’d been told.

“We have plumbing trouble!”

Doreen heard. She raised and waved her arm in a dismissive gesture. Then she continued swimming.

Clearly she judged trying to preempt things folly. Perhaps this was his punishment for briefly weakening. He’d been left to soil himself and await his own dunk in the pond – which did look surprisingly clean for its modest size. Burning anew, this time with degradation he did his best to separate from his submissive rapture, he at least had the relief of seeing he’d shrunk up pointing pretty much outward.

With any luck he should avoid doing to his own face what Nurse Drake had teasingly simulated. Karl sweated and roasted and closed his eyes. It arced out between his feet and pattered on the weather-treated boards. Some unavoidably ran down into the sling though. That sucked, but it wasn’t the first time. He took refuge in his semi-drunkenness and heat-lethargy to slip away from the smell and wet into a sweltering, suffering, skin-searing sense of dislocation. He was conscious yet barely sentient when Doreen finally finished her swim.

Karl fought to focus. She climbed back onto the dock, wet and sleek and desirable beyond description. Moved by this vision, he marshaled his faculties in time to see her dip a bucket. That brought him scrambling back to alertness as she approached with it.

“Brace yourself, sweetie!”

Karl barely had time to before that gallon of water was flung over his baking body. When it hit he gasped and flopped and jittered like a smack addict with the involuntary muscular reaction. His heart stuttered a moment, but was young and strong enough to shrug it off. Mostly he felt a relief from the heat that was practically orgasmic in intensity. When he’d gasped his breath back and his limbs stopped doing the funky chicken he was effusive in his gratitude.

“Thank you so much, ma’am! I’ve been cooking out here.”

“Maybe so, but I don’t think you’re quite done yet.” Doreen was already using another bucket to sluice clean the dock he’d defiled. Now she cast a critical eye over the redness of his flesh. “Thanks to that oil we’ve been able to moderate the burn. It’s nowhere near the dangerous stage yet. I think you’ll be fine out here for the rest of the day; the really direct rays are long gone. I have to go inside and do some dinner prep, see to a few other things.”

She set down the bucket and slipped into her robe. 

Again this was teasingly short and clinging white silk, if heavier than her night uniform. Again it was marked by that personal badge of authority: the first aid symbol subordinate yet integral to the female. Carefully Nurse Drake fixed his akimbo limbs, making him Sol’s little slut again, hers to torture until her chariot reached the rim of the world. She turned his roasting rack, err…sling chair so that he would face her directly for the longest possible time as she arced overhead. The only concession made to compassion was when Nurse Drake leaned the urinal against his crotch and slipped the sleeping monster inside. 

Now it was safe from further damage. And as long as no erection disturbed things he should remain clean through any further voiding. A quick kiss on his chapped lips and Karl’s Goddess left him to her solar incarnation.

“Sit tight, darling. Enjoy your day in the sun. I’ll be back in a couple hours with supper.”

“Thank you, Nurse Drake. I love you.”

“I love you too, little slut. See you later.”


Chapter Nineteen

Alone, the afternoon slowed, working its way only grudgingly toward evening. Slouch-splayed out directly in the glare of that now westering wheel of fire, Karl roasted on. 

His skin stung as if Sol’s regard were some ethereal acid. When he closed his eyes, the incendiary red behind his lids and the blast-furnace heat led him to imagine endlessly falling into a volcano. While briefly cooling him, his dousing had washed off the protective oil. Now he burned steadily worse, with only enough stickiness remaining to trap the occasional arthropod. With that came the first bites of what would surely eventually become hundreds.

Karl couldn’t help it. This harbinger of all that still lay ahead made him erect. He was seriously suffering already, yet only enough to prick his ever more perverse libido. All night he was going to suffer so much more. And in the days following, when his badly burned and bitten skin screamed for scratching and he went under the whip for his daily sessions (plus extra for falling asleep again), he would have extensive opportunity for atonement. All arousal would be subsumed soon enough. He might as well wallow in it while he could.

The urinal tumbled away as the monster reared up. Its shelter scorned, the already burned, puffy, exquisitely tender whole strained for every last lick of flame it could get. With shaving now preferred to the daily ripping free of electrodes, not a scrap of hair remained on that entire lower half. Splayed out in naked invitation, damaged genitals begging for worse, the little slut groaned enraptured as the Goddess had her way with him. 

Fierce rays beat relentlessly upon his seared penis, his addled head and everything else. Soaked with sweat, he made an irresistible attraction for insects. Drawn by the pond and finding him instead, flies of all kind supped from his oozing juices. Bees too came and went, crawling repeatedly over the head of his erection. Tantalized perhaps by some lingering pineapple, their fuzzy-bodied tickling made him bob and strain reflexively. 

Expecting to be stung in the worst place possible, Karl was increasingly disappointed that he never was. Part of him wanted to see Nurse Drake poised over his penis with tweezers, gently working stinger after barbed stinger from the hideously swollen and discolored tip. He wanted her to sternly remind him that he was here to atone before engulfing that whole wounded bloat and suckling him slow and hard, using her mouth to draw out every trace of venom… 

Blistering heat and insects aside, fancies like this helped make the occasion far more rewarding than merely hanging in front of the TV. That was unendurable banality; here was just the worshipful submission to necessity. Best of all, here there was no vibrator. Wallowing in incredibly welcome physical distress, Karl gradually passed from rapturous lethargy into stupor and then a tortured doze. Eventually as he baked and served as a bug buffet he even slept his champagne buzz away. When he voided on the dock again he wasn’t even aware of it.

This big circular dais housed a roasting pit. A huge bed of charcoal flickered and flared, throwing up heat and smoke and red and gold like the mouth of a volcano. The repentant sinner hung bowed from the spit over this, his crisping genitals closest to that laval glow. He could smell himself cooking, like a good grilled streak. The mob was roaring with triumph, and five or six bullwhips at a time continued to tenderize him even as he was slowly charbroiled alive. Dangling gratefully excruciated from his dislocated limbs, Karl saw grinning Krista with her shears already raised, eager to harvest his delicacies the instant they were finished…

Another dousing from the pond purged this madness from Karl’s mind. 

A tsunami of sensation swept him from sleep, relieved his interminable (terminal) roasting, sent more spasms shuddering through him and sluiced the last of the oil and stuck bugs from his body (along with any residual piss). Recovering from his stunning he was instantly invigorated. All his appetites surged anew: for the night ahead, the divine lover who’d rejoined him and for the steak she’d brought, the smell of the grilling of which had infiltrated his sleep. 

Red meat was a rarity in this health-conscious household, and never mind any silly subconscious associations. Doreen had a heaping platter with her, a carafe of a wine and a smile of understanding about his erection. Her eyes reminded him to record every detail he could bring himself to remember. Meanwhile it looked to be about an hour before sunset. 

Though Sol’s fire was far less fierce at this angle, Karl’s shiny red skin flamed on even where it was spared her direct glare. Citronella candles had been set alight all around the dock to ward off mosquitoes, but of course he’d already been feasted on in his sleep. 

Maddening itches bored into him in several spots, both in areas where his sunburn exacerbated the pain and those it did not. As Doreen leaned in with a first bite of T-bone for him (sautéed onions draping it), behind those savory aromas he caught the scent of the repellant she’d put on. Good for her, and good for him as long as she remained close to him. Karl ate and drank and basked in his goddess’ protective presence. When she put the platter aside at last, moved the wine closer and prepared to do so herself he was a million times more than ready for her. 

Doreen unbelted and opened that short white robe. Then she climbed astride Karl’s body, straddling him almost exactly as she had in that crucial dream of the obstetrics table – the one he’d had his first night in her bed. Only in reality her weight and heat came down on his waist just above his genitals, so that his uprightness was pressed backward by the gap between her buttocks. Considerately Doreen pulled free a fold of her robe so that he nestled right in there, cupped by that crease on three sides and draped with silk on the forth. Karl was still staring rather stupefied at her breasts, trying to credit that yes, this goddess was as good as riding him. Smiling indulgently, she dipped a hand in a pocket and pulled out a home-rolled smoke.

“What was it you and Krista used to say?”

Karl’s voice quavered. This would be his first time since that disastrous night.

“Nothing like a buzz to get the best out of love.”

“Or even a sunset, for that matter.” She waved at the departing goddess, her job well done. “Or perhaps both. As your nurse, I prescribe a therapeutic dose of emotional and sensual enhancement.” 

She pulled out a classy monogrammed lighter. She lit up and inhaled. She held it for Karl to do likewise. After a beat they both exhaled. That was enough. Karl could tell by aroma alone. Doreen knew what she was breeding. She put it out and they took a drink from the carafe.

“Darling Karl, my woefully atoning sinner: as you know, I must wait until you prove you’ve forgiven yourself before I can make proper love to you. Until then, I can only play at it. But without you in my hand or mouth I might misjudge how much you can take. Do you promise to stop me if you’re about to squirt all over my bottom?”

Straddled and squashed in the sling chair, still trying to cope with the level of incentive already swamping him rather than whatever might be impending, Karl could only be honest.

“I promise you I will try my damnedest. I don’t need any more extra beatings this week. I’m sure the one I earned by falling asleep will be trial enough.”

“Wise child. But control yourself for the sake of your therapy too. The pressure of unrelieved desire is a crucial subconscious tool.”

“I understand, ma’am. I will behave in good faith.”

“Excellent. Then let’s make the most of our buzz and our love, and of this beautiful sunset too. None are likely to last as long we’d like.”

Seated astride and looming over him as she was, Doreen had to bend to bring her lips down to his. Still she kissed Karl with savor and fervor and a ton of leisurely toying between tongues. Her oral organ knew tricks his former classmates could hardly have credited, like even invading the spaces between his lips and gum. Then again this was a tongue adept at far greater pleasures, wasn’t it? As always Karl wallowed unabashedly in the carnal education granted him. When his teacher-nurse-judge finally broke away they were both panting.

Doreen rose back up. Her hair was loosed, and the setting sun burnished its honey to gold. Framed by white samite, her naked torso was likewise gilded – and thrust forth tantalizing inches from his face. All his genius pointless, Michelangelo would have wept.

That aureate light gleamed on every downy little hair. It made pitted peaks seen in relief of each duct on those unimaginably succulent, already contracted nipples. 

Karl imagined burying his face in those breasts and remembered thinking he should be hung for sheer stupidly for never exploring this position with Krista. He wondered how many million stiff-necked assholes out there were still similarly idiotically missing out. Since that first revelation he’d enjoyed repeated confirmation that being on the bottom while a dominant female took her pleasure must be as infinitely superior to laboring between a pair of passively spread legs as slouching in the sun was to watching TV. But of course he was still nowhere near to appreciating how sublime it could truly be. That would have to wait for Maui. Nevertheless it was once again time for epiphany at the wiles of an older woman.

Nurse Drake placed her palms on Karl’s lobstered shoulders. Her legs reached between the sling and frame of the chair, toes lightly riding on the wood of the dock. With those four points of anchor and the majority of her weight borne by her saddle, she began to gently pump her hips. Undulating atop her pinned-down little slut, she rubbed her vulva rhythmically against his burned pubis. At the same time her backside rocked the monster against its natural forward straining. As intensely erect as ever, this fellow slid up and down that crease, practically clutched by buttocks for most of its circumference with that heavy samite whispering along the last most sensitive underside. Velvety as they were, the friction of silk and skin against him was like a fire that both scoured and blessed. Even at such a sedate pace this simulation of female-superior sex was not only exquisitely painful and pleasurable, exciting and exalting, but even reassuring.

Yes, he had been stupid beyond words. He had been unconscionably cruel too to deny this experience to Krista. Judging by Doreen’s misted eyes and moaning, even playing at sex in this position was as heavenly for the ascendant female as her amazingly lucky mate. Yet even in the evidence of the idiocy of his sin, Karl’s soul-mistress’ beneficence continued to work its magic. Though he still looked back on his past with chagrin, his reflexive anguished blame and self-hatred remained safely buried. Not even the emotionally magnifying effect of a good reefer buzz could dredge those dread feelings back to the surface. 

Every increase in intimacy saw the same confirmation. That part of him was cured. As for the rest, he was atoning for his sins, both asleep and awake. Like his failure to perform orally, the only other thing he could do about it now was to demonstrate that he’d learned his lesson. 

That was easy of course. As Doreen began to increase her rhythm Karl could only sprawl there, gaze worshipfully up at the goddess rocking atop him and reaffirm to himself for the thousandth time that he would suffer whatever was necessary in order to be healed so that this icon of womanly authority would finally make love to him for real.

This was no epiphany though, merely a routine avowal. And it wasn’t any more revelatory how incredibly arousing he found their play. That was to be expected when quasi-coupling with Aphrodite. Nor should it be a surprise that the tissue-thin differences between this and actual intercourse should prove so torturously tantalizing. Yet for Karl it was. Even compared to oral pleasuring of a professional standard this was an incentive to get well with a vengeance. Even knowing he was being both trusted and tested severely here he was unprepared for the derangement that would assail him long before orgasm came into the picture.

Maybe it was it his cannabis-enhanced appreciation of the sublime that helped drive him nearly out of his mind. Karl kept confronting the bare torso before him in terms of great art, classical statuary perhaps, Venus on the half-man. No other metaphor seemed suited to such perfection. But then it made the leap to live performance art. And if there had been any lingering suspicions of deliberate malingering on his part they would have been swiftly obliterated. No person could endure such stimulation, or withstand such temptation.

So far Nurse Drake had been keeping her breasts to herself. Of course she flaunted them every morning and left them open to ogling on special occasions like today. She pressed them against him during sleep, snuggling, exercising and positioning, and often brushed him with them incidentally. Yet though Karl had confessed his nearly intolerable craving to make oral love to these for hours, to bury his face in their bounty and wallow like any breast-obsessed teen, Doreen still withheld such honors. He had yet to merit them. This edict was not being eased even now, as they jiggled and danced bare inches in front of his eyes and lips.

If Karl wasn’t crippled, he could lunge up those few short inches. He could nuzzle and burrow, kiss and lick and nibble and suckle to his heart’s content. He could lift his hands and fill them up with the biggest breasts he’d ever seen naked. He could paw and squeeze and fondle and marvel over textures of skin and nipple, or degrees of yield and resilience. He could do whatever he liked and his lover didn’t object to, maybe even squeeze his maddened penis between them and fuck those spectacular tits until he came all over them. 

As it stood he was helpless to do anything other than gawk and fight with every iota of the madness tormenting him to break free of his stasis. Of course this was as futile as always. Not even Doreen’s new and fantastically exciting method of pleasuring that three-months-impotent-and-counting erection could shatter the subconscious block imprisoning him.

Her rubbing again gained pace. The monster-rocking gained amplitude, with that fellow being bent further unnaturally backward each time. Soon it felt like he had a baculum, an actual bone in there in danger of being broken. This oh-so evocative inner pain combined with that sandpaper-acid-fire friction of silk and skin on the swollen and sunburned surface to put Karl in a kind of universal penile agony. Yet at the same time there was ecstasy in being pumped this way, and the two were becoming increasingly inseparable. 

Between this glut of stimulation, his nascent masochism, those off-limits tits bobbing just in front of his face and the incomparable thrill of this goddess seated astride him in all her weighty fleshy solidity Karl soon found himself so desperately aroused and yet frustrated he felt a bit of trapped-rat panic. 

Panting and moaning right along with him, no doubt nearly as tantalized, Doreen could at least look forward to climactic release. After driving them both nearly to delirium with erotic excitement and suspense, she at last began building toward that. Swamped with love and lust and a nearly unbearable sensory surfeit, Karl kept frantically reminding himself that responsibility for his own orgasm denial rested with him this time. He had sworn in good faith to obey, and absolutely could not let either of them down. But oh what a glorious test continued!

Nurse Drake leaned forward more and more, until she was lying right atop him, their torsos squashed together. From inches away she locked eyes with him and accelerated her humping further. Her body stretched, pushing his erection almost flat. Now it wasn’t her gluteal cleft stroking him, it was the groove of her vagina. Doreen wasn’t rubbing off on his shaved pubis but his agonizingly back-bent shaft. Her juices slathered this, and as she ground her clitoris against his root Karl saw all awareness of anything but ecstasy leave those warm brown orbs. 

She wasn’t trying to gauge how much more he could take, that had been entrusted entirely to him. Even as he gasped in incipient madness and drowned in those eyes anew she was doing likewise, jerking her hips urgently against him and grunting with feral passion. 

Her breath puffed in his face like a zephyr from paradise. Her hair tumbled around them, a shimmering curtain that shielded their communion from even Sol’s last gaze. The breasts whose touch he so coveted were crushing and rubbing against him, hard nipples scouring his sunburned chest. Yet it was what he next saw in those doting windows to the soul that fired his passion the most: the eager acceptance of his mutely offered ownership. 

Treatment needs aside, nurse and patient had essentially already become mistress and slave. Now this was formalized without a word needing to be exchanged. Indeed Karl nearly wept with the intensity of the love and arousal and understanding and commitment they silently shared. Fortunately his newfound masochism was no match for the accumulating agony in his prick, and he was still a good ways from danger when Doreen began thrusting and grinding more furiously still and crying out sharply as she drank him in. In fact he made it through this screaming peak, an interlude of kissing and murmuring, another slow build-up, extended rhythmic humping session and a second galvanic climax without his ever-more maddened monster managing to derail things. It wasn’t until his tireless owner was working her way toward a third that Karl finally had to cry uncle.

“I can’t…I can’t…please…I’m sorry!”

Despite their mutual frenzy Nurse Drake stopped immediately. She shushed his groaning apologies with tender kisses.

“Shhh, it’s alright, it’s okay, you’re a good boy, you’re a very good boy. Relax, it’s okay, I love you. It’s time to do some fishing anyway, the sun’s long gone. Now’s when they’ll be really biting, the fish and the bugs both. We’ll make love some more later darling, under the big full moon. Would you like that?”

“I would love that, goddess. Diana won’t, but what do we owe her?”

“Diana?”

Karl explained his earlier conceit, that the virgin huntress was jealous of her sister’s conquest. This might have contradicted his pantheon fantasy, where all goddesses were one, or different aspects of the same supreme being, the Goddess whose truest embodiment still lay atop him. That was all right though. The Goddess worked in mysterious ways. Just ask his imaginary missionaries. His wasn’t the first religion to ignore illogic that made more rational folks laugh. Doreen laughed too, though with indulgent affection. 

“You flatter me, darling. If I am an all-powerful Goddess, why don’t I snap my fingers and make you whole right now so I can finally ride your monster for real?”

“Because sometimes the journey is as important as the destination. Because forgiveness without atonement is unsatisfactory. Because I need to grow up as well as heal. Because Maui will be so much more enjoyable once it’s been earned. But most of all because you can’t bear to give me back to the world so soon. You want to love me and demean me, play with me and even beat me for as long as you can.”

“Cleverly said, little slut. Okay, let’s do some fishing! I have to run back to the house a minute, so sit tight my love!” She kissed him and climbed off. With a brief tousling of his sweaty hair she pulled her robe closed and dashed off the dock. 

Expecting to maybe void again the minute his erection receded, Karl immersed himself mentally in the heaven just past. Tellingly though the image that worked best at keeping him hard was the one he’d had during his sun-rapture: Nurse Drake removing stingers from his tip and then hoovering the wounded monster like some sympathetic succubus. This further evidence of deepening perversion no longer unsettled him; on the contrary he now reveled in it. Something told Karl he’d need all the perversity he could muster to get through the next few days, to say nothing of nine more months. Nurturing this kept him from slumping until he heard Doreen returning. Then when she arrived she took care of things.

“Are we wilting yet? Good, let’s put that urinal back in there.”

She set down her fishing pole, a tackle box and flashlight and a six-pack of Beck’s beer.

Ah, the Germans: cars and beer: did anyone make either as well? Karl hoped mightily for a share. As soon as he was flaccid and inserted he began to void again, not something he wished to draw attention to, but what could he do? He needn’t have worried though. Doreen produced her reefer, gave them each another toke and then spun the cap off a bottle. She took a drink and gave him one.

“Fishing isn’t fishing without beer.”

“You’ve got that right. Cigars are nice too.”

“Do they make you feel like a big man?”

“No, just a really cool one. And they help keep the bugs away.”

“I see. Well, let’s catch some fish!”

Nurse Drake took the urinal away, dumped it in the pond and slipped him back into it. She put the six-pack in the cooler and took her beer and beauty to the end of the dock. There she began expertly casting and retrieving her lure.

Karl could have used that cigar. With Doreen withdrawing the protection of her repellant the mosquitoes were quick to find him. The candles helped; rather than hosting dozens of parasites at once he only felt three or four feeding on him at a time. Those stabbing little needles piercing his badly burned hide (all wielded by females fittingly enough) hurt of course, but they were a minor irritant compared to his usual two-to-four hours’ afternoon atonement. Indeed his helplessness and the knowledge that Nurse Drake was purposely allowing this made the pain more exciting than anything. Already it was once again threatening to make him erect. 

It wouldn’t do to upset the urinal already. Trying to distract himself from masochism, Karl gazed around the pond and sky.

Surface swirls indicated fish feeding; a first strike on the lure couldn’t be far off. The trilling of insects and croaking of frogs made a constant eerie racket that was soothing and unsettling by turns. Infinity was still early evening purple rather than black, with only the brightest stars yet out. One planet shined steady and bright from above, probably Jupiter, and Venus blazed gloriously in the west. Soon rising Diana would claim primacy. Meanwhile swiftly fluttering shadows wove through the ether, insectivorous bats out hunting. Buzzed Karl blessed them and urged them on. Every mosquito they ate was one less to feed on him. In sum it was just the kind of fantastically lovely night he’d fantasized about tied up in the bed that time. The atmosphere was wild, cathedral, friendly and erotic all at once. At first he was hesitant to disturb it. Finally moved to add more fellowship to the experience though (and further distract himself) Karl opened conversation. Doreen was a happy participant as she fished.

Marveling over the night’s offerings led to talk about astronomy and mythology. They bantered over their favorite constellations (Orion for Doreen; Cassiopeia for Karl) and characters (Cassandra and Perseus) and even did their fair share of philosophizing. 

Having only finished the tenth grade Karl was thrilled to learn new things but abashed to have his ideas gently shown to be callow. In each case he was constantly aware of his educational inferiority. The landing of the night’s first largemouth saw the talk take a naturalistic turn, and from there it meandered all over the infinite wonders of biology. And of course like folk the world over they reminisced about their time at the clinic and shared harmless gossip and joking about the people they used to work with there. 

Every time she caught a bass (which she carefully released) Doreen shared her beer with Karl and gave him either a hearty kiss or a playful twist of a flaming nipple depending on its size and fight. One at a time too she blew out the candles closest to him, leaving only those at the end of the dock alight. No worries; even the flashlight was soon superfluous. Aggressively argent, Diana climbed into the sky, turning the pond into a mirror. 

At full brightness she allowed Karl to see as well as feel all the mosquitoes now closing in to feed on him. Eventually his end of the conversation lapsed in favor of watching them land, stab into him, fatten and darken, withdraw and lumber off.

At times he counted as many as a dozen with their probosces inserted in him at once, and in the draining pain rapture began to reclaim him. His penis climbed out of the recently emptied urinal. Stretching urgently up, just bursting with throbbing hot blood, the monster eagerly offered itself. As more vampires swarmed in to feast on this delicious new enticement, Karl finally groaned loudly enough for Nurse Drake to notice.

“I thought you’d gotten awfully quiet back there, my splayed-out, glassy-eyed, tremendously erect little slut. How are you feeling?”

Practically mesmerized was the truth. Karl spoke without a thought, and certainly without consciously intending the subtext.

“Like hundreds of little females have been forcibly penetrating me.”

“I see. So does that feel good or bad?”

Now Karl was trapped by his inadvertent innuendo. Still only the truth would ever serve.

“It hurts terribly. But since it happens by your will it excites me sexually and satisfies my craving for punishment.”

“That’s exactly how you should feel, darling. Good boy. I’ll leave you to your little females then until I catch three more fish or finish my fourth beer. Then I’m going to take advantage of your rapture.”

“I belong to you, mistress. Do as you choose.”

Four, five, six at a time or more, the hematophagous females gorged from his prick. Even needling into the glans and tip, the deserved agony of their attentions kept Karl quiveringly rigid. For what must have been forty more minutes he whimpered and throbbed and swelled up ever more sore and inflamed and perforated. Then his mistress was with him at last, lowering him down almost flat. She swung astride him in a sixty-nine and the mosquitoes fled. Then the passion and madness, the agony and the ecstasy reclaimed him.


Chapter Twenty

Although they made love more exhaustively than ever and weren’t in bed until nearly three-thirty, Karl was awake again early – nearly an hour before their usual rising. His shoulders were killing him, and his folded-back limbs were cramped and numb. That was merely typical. It was his skin that refused to let him sleep.

His forehead, face and neck, chest and belly, the insides of his arms and legs but especially his genitals all flamed with the agony of the worst sunburn of his life. It felt like an entire Girl Scout troop could toast marshmallows over the fire in his flesh. Yet that was barely the half of it. All that seared-dry-and-tight epidermis was also nubbled everywhere with little inflamed weals, some clustered all over each other. Surely running into the hundreds, all these insect bites itched maddeningly, just as expected. Together with that terrible burning it felt as though half his body was immersed in acid while Lilliputian torturers bored into him with tiny spears. Even where he wasn’t sunburned he was extensively bitten up, and Karl would have writhed in a sandbox full of rock salt if he could. What had been masochistically thrilling in the infliction was now intolerable to have to live with – just as he’d known it would be. That’s what had made it so exciting. Paralyzed and hogtied, almost his entire body stinging and itching, he awoke to this new quarter utterly at the mercy of the atonement he’d chosen. 

Only Nurse Drake could ease his misery and she slept contentedly on beside him. Naked in honor of the occasion, she had been snuggled breast-to-breast with him but had rolled onto her back at some point. Now there were a few inches between them. Mourning this rare separation and craving the comfort of at least her commiseration (and yet offended at the idea of disturbing her), Karl gritted his teeth and bit back the mewling that kept trying to leak through them. He sought to console himself by gazing worshipfully at the profile on the pillow. This led to the welcome distraction of recalling their latest orgiastic marathon.

Right under Diana’s glare they’d dallied through an almost endless succession of sex acts. Karl had worked his tongue so hard and continuously for hours that this too was sore, along with an ache in his jaws and the burned, desiccated, abraded tenderness that was his lips. And of course his already badly abused sex organs were put through an ordeal that he was daunted just to remember. Still churning with three month’s sperm, the balls his deity had actually had in her mouth crawled inside and out. Far beyond the proverbial blue, they were also burned purple, swollen, and itching far worse than any fungal problem. Until the extra-large condom came off there was no telling what kind of state his penis had been left in, though the itching agony was even worse under that rubber. All Karl knew was that the excruciation had been so great near the end that when Doreen rode him yet again he was never in any danger of letting them down despite his almost apocalyptic exaltation. That was a good thing. Doreen herself had gotten carried away right in the original sixty-nine. With her sacred center pinning him in place (and urgently humping his out-thrust tongue) he hadn’t been able to warn her. So lost in the frenzy of her full-throated rhythmic double-impalement that she’d missed the usual warning signs, she’d had to pinch him off at the root again when he suddenly started to spasm between her lips. This was even more painfully deranging awake than asleep; Karl lived since in dread of a repeat. Perversely enough though, the monster responded to this memory by stirring anew even now. Not needing to add to its agony at the moment, Karl squirmed for another distraction.

For a while he organized his recollections of the insane dream Sol had driven him too. He had to enter it into the record later. There was the roasting pit and spit, the mob and whips, and hanging hogtied from dislocated limbs. There was the way his brain interpreted the pain in his penis, and Krista there as eager with her shears as ever. He ignored the cannibalistic subtext, which was too creepy and deep to try and figure out. What he concentrated on was the overwhelming gratitude in his excruciating self-sacrifice. His subconscious death-wish remained as strong as ever despite three month’s serious atonement.

This led to wondering what the next three months might hold – beyond the impending sunburn-whipping that is. Yet Karl had hardly begun to consider the question when his bed-mate suddenly stirred and rolled back to clutch him again. Big dark eyes opened full of love and fun and she kissed him, using her tongue afterward to wet his sore dry lips for him.

““How’s my pretty young patient this morning?”

“More in love with his nurse by the instant, as always.”

“Yes? Are you just itching for me to get my claws into you?”

She poised her sharp and sturdy, well-cared for nurse’s nails against his chest. Knowing it would only make things worse but accepting that as necessary (plus just not being able to resist), Karl met that devilish smile with brave and eager submission.

“I think I would die for that, Goddess.”

“You will live for it, boy.”

Very lightly at first, just barely grazing him, she began to scratch his bowed-out torso. When Karl whined with cheated distress at this tantalizing tickle of pain she giggled a little.

“Harder, darling? Do you want me to give it to you harder, little slut?”

“Yes Goddess, please!”

She increased the speed and pressure of her scratching. Only an eighth of an inch in length but strengthened by their sensibleness, her fingernails scraped roughly all over his chest and belly. The agony was overwhelming, the relief twice so. Karl managed not to scream, though his bound body jerked back and forth with involuntary spasms.

“Harder, please!”

“What’s that, little slut?”

Though it made his face flame more fiercely than ever, Karl played the necessary game.

“Give it to me harder mistress, I beg you. Make me shudder and scream like a bitch!”

“Okay, you begged for it; you’re going to get it: all ten fingers’ worth. Here it comes!”

This time she clawed him furiously all over, even his groin and balls, and Karl screamed indeed. Excruciation raged over him. He flopped like her latest hooked largemouth, gasped and screamed again and yet felt a satisfaction that was orgasmic in intensity. Indeed he found it hard to remember if orgasm had ever felt this transcendent. It was certainly never this prolonged. For a good two minutes Doreen kept him jerking and gasping and crying out as she had her way with him in yet another indescribably perverse and fulfilling fashion. At last she let up, and as he’d known would happen the itching returned with redoubled ferocity. 

Karl ground his teeth and wept unabashedly, hardly aware of Nurse Drake now pressing down on his bladder. She smiled kindly as he voided, sympathizing with his suffering. Then she cast the covers aside. She changed the polarization on the skylight, letting Sol flood in so she could examine him. She peeled the catheter off, initiating a fresh outrage of burning and itching. Before Karl could more than glimpse the damage though she rolled him over onto it and began untying him. Finally he lay flat on his belly, the relief in his shoulders, limbs and back once again so extreme he thought she was reading off his mind like a script.

“Well that’s a relief.”

Nurse Drake was poring over his backside, separating his cheeks to study his sacrum.

“It looked okay last night, but I wanted to check in the light. 

“You were lying in that canvas sling chair for about sixteen hours straight darling. Half the time you were wet and much of it you had double the weight and nonstop friction on you. I knew you had resilient young skin, but this is excellent: not even a hint of a pressure sore anywhere. I don’t think I need to worry so much about rolling you around at night. That’s good; we can start exploring more interesting bondage this quarter too, among other things. But more on that later. Let’s see what the sun and bugs did to you.”

She gave him a saucy spank on the ass – ironically almost the only part of him that didn’t hurt for once) and rolled him back over. She flung his arms and legs back up and wide. The warm morning sun poured down upon him, and even filtered by the glass it made Karl moan in renewed pain. Crushed under him while his nurse probed and pried at his buttocks, the monster had taken this as the cue for its own awakening. Now thanks to Doreen’s naked solicitousness and the phenomenon of ‘morning wood’ he sprang up rigid and foolishly eager again. The lady giggled at catching sight of this.

“My, my, but someone just can’t get enough cock teasing no matter how frustrating or inadvisable!”

These were facts. Karl gaped down at himself, appalled and yet aroused afresh at the state in which their holiday had left him. 

Of course the severity of his sunburn was a given, as was the incredible number of insect bites. Actually seeing that angry red color (shading to purple in places) and the prodigious number of those inflamed bumps (it looked like he’d broken out in hives) was still staggering. And naturally the worst of both had been inflicted on his penis. 

From root to tip, all over the shaft and head he was seared deepest purple. No wonder he’d dreamed of being charbroiled! And of course here the clustering and even layering of wounds was especially dense. Due to these or the long hours spent being jerked and sucked and rocked and rubbed off on (or surely both) the monster was puffed up hideously tender. 

Karl groaned and closed his eyes. Yet the similarity to his honeybee fantasy made him throb harder yet and moan even as he did so. Unable to help herself, Doreen gripped him and started slowly pumping, marveling at the state of him.

“Goodness, your Norse goddess and all those forcibly penetrating little females didn’t leave this fellow in much condition for fun, did they? You might wish he really was cut off soon. Tell me little slut, what are you thinking? Quick now, don’t ponder the matter, just blurt it out.”

“I was remembering a fantasy I had about you yesterday while the sun and bugs were working your will on me, Goddess.”

“Tell me about it.”

So Karl confessed his bizarre longing to be horribly bee-stung so she could treat the wounds with tweezers and suction. To his surprise Doreen didn’t laugh but only smiled fondly and pumped him agonizingly on.

“You’re getting better, darling. I know it doesn’t seem so. Your dreams and fantasies and perversions are reflections of your determination to sacrifice your sexual capacity and even life in payment. And while this issue remains unresolved, it’s working closer to the surface. The more we unearth and indulge your perversions, the more we satisfy your unconscious needs, the closer we come to dispelling them. Have faith Karl, both in me and yourself.”

“I do, ma’am.”

“Okay then: my medical verdict is that you’ve been considerably more burned and bitten than I had originally intended, especially your genitals. But like the toughness of your butt, you’ve often proved you can take much more than I expect, much more than the average man. 

“You really are exceptional, and you’re in no danger, darling. You’ll be back to normal in a week. Now, let’s hit the tub! I want to get you washed and shaved and rub some aloe into you. Then we’ll talk about the agenda for this quarter and get started on some proper atonement!”

“Sounds good, ma’am.”

Of course atonement was continuous, a skin-crawling itch-pain that would send any able-bodied person shrieking to the nearest emergency department, or at least medicine cabinet. When Karl sank into their usual hot bath and the water enveloped his genitals however he shrieked like a baby himself. There was no other response to the intensity of the agony. 

Even when Doreen began bathing the parts of his sunburn that remained above the surface (chest, shoulders, neck and arms), this more global excruciation remained secondary to the solar conflagration that had replaced his penis. That burning was monstrous indeed, and now Karl truly felt like one of those missionaries, captured by some savage priestess and simmered to death in the cook-pot. Before he could stop himself he cried out.

“Please Goddess, lower me in to my chin!”

Without hesitation she granted this request, dunking him until he had to struggle to keep his face above the surface. Karl screamed and sputtered, gasped and wept and spasmed and strained masochistically rigid as his entire bug-bitten sunburn was suddenly scalded beyond endurance. Blessed Doreen was right with him however, pulling him roughly to her freshly-washed breasts, seizing his incendiary penis in her sponge-mitt and scrubbing him underwater to indescribable extremes of pain and pleasure. 

Thus was set the template for the second quarter: Karl’s willing submissiveness, compulsive masochism and futile sexual frenzy all abetting Nurse Drake’s ever more challenging therapy and treatment. Filled with devotion to each other and their goal, enjoying an intensely rewarding symbiosis few could credit or condone, they labored on together toward redemption.

This was not a case of ‘getting used’ to hot water. Still immersed to his lips, Karl simmered and twitched and streamed tears and suffered gloriously while his beloved jerked him right to the brink of orgasm at least half a dozen times. Only then did she raise him back up for shaving, another mundane chore turned excruciatingly erotic. 

Rather than apply the usual lotion and enjoy her morning monster-baiting right there however Doreen waited until he was dried off and splayed out flat on the stretching mat before considerately treating his injuries. First she responded to his mute pleading by furiously scratching him to gasping paroxysms again. Then the aloe she rubbed into him everywhere was so hugely soothing that Karl almost wept again with sheer relief. Nurse Drake smiled for him but spoke in a quiet, stern fashion that commanded his attention.

“Enjoy this, darling, because I won’t do it again. I’m setting you on the path to healing yes, but after this we take advantage of the damage for treatment purposes.”

“I understand, ma’am.”

“You also understand that your first-quarter treatments were just to ease you into your year of atonement I hope, and that your punishment sessions will now grow in severity, yes?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Good. I remain absolutely convinced you can be redeemed, Karl. There are numberless factors in your favor beyond just your willingness and sincerity.

“When it comes to treating conversion disorder, success is most often associated with the following factors: one, with the patient being both male and adolescent, two, with the sudden onset of symptoms, particularly following a traumatic event, and three, with general good health prior to the onset of the disorder and a lack of complicating other physical or mental disorders. 

“Symptoms of paralysis and blindness also have a much more favorable prognosis than lesser conditions like twitching and seizures. So you have just about everything going for you. The only worry for us is that the longer the patient has been regressed, the more comfortable he has become in his role of victim, the more difficult treatment can be. I only wish I hadn’t had to wait so long before taking over your case. Anyway, this isn’t the only reason we need to keep ratcheting up your suffering.”

“I know, ma’am. It’s because I’m coming to enjoy the pain.”

“Correct. My little slut is discovering his inner masochist. 

“It’s okay to be in love with me and turned on by my domination, in fact it’s wonderful for me personally and crucial to success. But we can’t allow you to enjoy your atonement or it will be without effect. Then you’ll remain in this state forever.”

“If I could remain with you like this forever, that would still almost be paradise, punishment, frustration and all. But I’ll take Maui and goodbye over the state home any day.”

“I understand, darling. Okay, let’s get you stretched out and riding your daily miles. Then your sunburn has a date with my strap.”

“I’ll be here, dear.”


Chapter Twenty-One

As expected, that date was revelatory indeed.

Karl had thought he knew what pain was. He’d thought of pain as a tempestuous lover, one of seductive appeal whose outrages he could endure in light of the perverse rewards she offered. She could turn him on with the mere expectation of a visit, deliver him into rapture with her first caress and then test him to his limits while she had her demanding way with him. 

Afterwards she left him wounded and wrung out but proud for having braved her embrace. She left him so full of himself that he looked forward to their next dalliance with as much excitement as dread. Now she was showing her true colors. And now Karl’s commitment to indulging her daily for the next nine months suddenly seemed intolerably foolhardy.

The first slash of leather across his torso (right on the nipples naturally) set off a detonation of pain the similarly un-afflicted would find impossible to credit. Everyone knows having a sunburn hurts, and a bad one can be a persistent source of suffering. Nearly everyone has endured a prankish slap on a sunburned back, and can at least fathom the nature of Karl’s pain if not its sheer magnitude. Who has ever had a severe sunburn covered with inflamed little weals whipped with a heavy leather strap? Who can fathom the excruciation of that?

Somehow Karl managed to keep his commitment (if not his dignity) intact all through this insane exponentiation of his daily punishment session. Even the wet heavy cane was put in perspective. Though he wept messily nonstop, screamed into his mouth-plug at every blow and nearly fainted each time his meekly shriveled-up penis took the strap, he somehow remembered himself enough to accept the justice and necessity of this ordeal without weakening. Still this was a challenge far beyond anything he’d yet conceived (outside his dreams at least). He was barely halfway through his additional licks for falling asleep when his courage failed him at last.

Lying arched over the padded semi-cylinder that inspired the rack of his dreams, his wrists and ankles shackled widely apart, he finally broke his own scrupulously observed rules.

Blinking his eyes clear, he focused his gaze on the Goddess’ gorgeous face. For a while this gave him the strength to remember why he was here and the stakes involved. Eventually he couldn’t keep the pleading out of his expression however. And when this failed to stop the strapping or even alter the somber demeanor of the Supreme Being inflicting it, he began to shake his head imploringly. Shamelessly he begged, something he’d sworn he would never do.

Though he stuck to nonverbal means this was still a despicable failure, and the frown of disappointment in that worshipped visage was more devastating than the futility of his plea. As he’d known she would, Nurse Drake merely continued to deliver the exact number of strokes he’d earned. Personal feelings could not be allowed to interfere with medical necessity. Once his punishment was finally over however she cuddled him close. She soothed his shamed sobbing with understanding and encouragement. She restored his fortitude even as she warned him.

“It’s okay darling, you’ve failed us both, but this day was inevitable. Frankly I’m amazed you made it the whole first quarter without breaking. No one else ever has. You continue to be exceptional, my favorite patient ever – not to mention incredibly sexy. I want to ride your face and front right now, both as punishment for weakening and reward for making it this long. I want to smother you with loving and use you like a bitch. I’ll restrain myself until tonight however, when I can give you a good extended scratching too. 

“Anyway consider this, darling: you made it through the first session of quarter two too. It wasn’t until the extra session that you broke. If you hadn’t fallen asleep you never would have shamed yourself today. So does sin lead us on to sin. Anyway you really suffered this time too, just like you used to – none of this masochist’s fantasy stuff.

“Tomorrow’s test will be sterner of course, when I begin to use the whips on you. But you’ll get through that too, and every day thereafter. You’ll make your atonement with bravery and grace and our loving bond will be what heals you. I believe in you, little slut.”

This echo from his dreams knelled through Karl and sustained him over the next few days. It also helped that he was given another novel to read. 

This was Rose Madder by Stephen King. Naturally it opened with a woman being stomach-punched by her abusive husband to a gruesomely detailed miscarriage. Karl sighed after the first scene. But soon the story gripped him and he had something else to think about besides his strapped-swollen, intolerably itchy sunburn.

As promised Doreen ravished this with scratching later. Indeed she made it a featured part of their lovemaking while she could. She also made it as madly erotic and dominating as everything else. Karl was teased and toyed with and made to beg and debase himself again first. Then he gasped and thrashed and soared on that quasi-orgasmic agony-satisfaction for long convulsive minutes before at last crashing into ever worse pain and itching. 

That was the kind of suffering he could appreciate however. With this and his mistress now adding simulated straddle-sex to their bed-repertoire, he had as much increased incentive to cope with as punishment now. 

Despite the way this worsened the frustration he continuously lived with, it also fed his addiction to intimacy with this icon beautifully. It bound him to her more straitly daily. And all that rapturous wallowing also helped him get through the time it took his skin to heal up.

This was set back a bit by all the scratching, which predictably worsened his condition. At last Nurse Drake relented and administered more aloe, as well as Benadryl and calamine lotion. The strapping wasn’t conducive to rapid healing either, nor was being hung up like a side of beef for Doreen to again decorate with her lungeing whip, flogger, and even the first bullwhip to be used on him. Though employed prudently this last caused inevitable damage. Karl often found himself hung from the sling for his daily reading too and bound in those challenging new contortions at night. Yet through everything he managed to maintain his honor. Though his whippings truly were progressively worse ordeals (at least until his sunburn faded) he took this new quarter’s far greater demands stoically after his lapse. By the time a week had passed (there were now three until the two year anniversary of his accident) he’d completely healed from his holiday and was well back into routine. He’d adapted as well as possible to the greatly increased demands on him. Still he now needed regular bolstering to face his discipline session each day. 

Usually this was provided in the bath and on the mat beforehand. But beyond just loving intimacy and emotional support Doreen continued in her role as therapeutic counselor. Invested in the power of positive thinking, she gave him regular pep talks when he seemed unprepared for the day ahead. Whether from troubling dreams, recurrence of old sloth, too much testosterone or simply poor sleep due to especially distressing bondage, he occasionally profited from cajolery as well as control. Facing a new week of yet more fresh challenges, Nurse Drake responded to the unexpected trouble they were having with the elimination routine by once again pointing out the progress that had already been made.

“We’ve talked about the dreams of course. You never scream in your sleep like before. You never see Krista dead anymore do you? You never have to look at what happened to her or make the same round of mistakes over and over again. That’s got to be an enormous relief.”

“It is. I haven’t thought much about it lately, but you’re right. I can still see her in memory. But in my dreams it was always perfectly photographic, every gruesome detail horribly vivid. I sure don’t miss that. Speaking of relief though…”

“You could use some of the physical variety about now, couldn’t you?”

Sometimes without even breaking his dietary restrictions Karl had a trouble moving his bowels. It was the curse of such an extremely sedentary existence. The suppository did its job all right, relaxing that normally tight ring of muscle inside and inducing the rest of his system to push. But though he sweated and strained involuntarily, the hard plug inside him refused to be moved. If this persisted he might need an enema or something even worse. 

He could take a laxative of course. But then he had to live with the messy and unpredictable consequences. He wasn’t going to start wearing a diaper; that was far too disgusting and demeaning, and not in any way he found even remotely exciting. Hoping to avoid the quick and practical but still dreaded manual disimpaction, Karl blew a lock of sweaty hair out of his face. Doreen tucked this behind his ear for him.

“Shall we give it a few more minutes?”

“Yes, please.”

“Okay then, let’s talk about your emotional progress. You haven’t suffered any anguish or self-despite while being intimate or falling in love with me have you? Remember how worried you were about that?”

“I was stupid, ma’am. We’ve been over and over this. My aversion evaporated the instant you took me in your arms. Blame it on youth and hormones and your immense appeal all overpowering my expectations. 

“I loved Krista desperately. I wanted to be with her forever. But she’s gone now and you are here in all your warm, luscious flesh. I know I’m ridiculously unworthy of you after what I did to Krista. You demean me just by existing, by being such a wonderful person. That you could actually love a guy like me is truly confounding. It is the mercy of the Goddess. Under the circumstances, I could resist falling in love with you no more than I could choose to stop breathing. You are not only divinely sensitive and compassionate but also the most attractive, intelligent, exciting woman I’ve ever seen.”

“Thank you, darling. Believe it or not, I find you irresistible as well. But until a few short months ago you hardly registered that I was even there.”

“Once again I was an idiot, ma’am. In fact I was a typically callous, unforgivably ungrateful asshole male. I failed to properly appreciate all you were doing for me. I took you shamefully for granted, and I’m more sorry for that than I can ever express.”

“Peace darling, I forgive you. You had your troubles, and I was just doing my job the only way I can. But I don’t think you realize quite how much your emotional state has improved since moving here. Think about it for a moment. 

“You used to spend all your time castigating yourself, wallowing in blame and self-hatred. You would agree with the shrink and me that this was pointless and defeatist, then go right on doing it. But at some point you stopped. I know you just said your sins made you unworthy of me until redemption is achieved, and this is true. But really, when’s the last time you thought ‘I don’t deserve this’, or ‘no one can love me after what I did’, when I kissed you or gave you sexual pleasure?”

Karl considered carefully, his spirits rising.

“You know, I don’t really remember.”

“You see? You used to obsess about that. But even worse was the apathy and depression that made up the rest of your outlook. You didn’t care about the future. Not even the prospect of spending your life being raped at the state home could affect you. You acted like the worst had already happened and nothing else mattered. You woke up screaming at night yet sleepwalked through your waking life. You found no joy in anything whatsoever.”

“I felt joy when you smiled at me, beloved.”

“Perhaps you did. But not enough to smile back or not very often. All that’s changed too, hasn’t it? You’ve shaken off your torpor and depression, fallen in love and dedicated yourself wholeheartedly to your recovery. And that’s the most important change of all. The fact that you’ve developed a delightfully rewarding fetish in the meantime is an added benefit for you and harmless fun for me. And now that you mention it darling, it’s been a few more minutes. I need to try and scare the shit out of you.”

“I know, Nurse Drake,” Karl sighed. “Do what you have to.”

Short of flushing him out, using a laxative or digging for the blockage by hand, there was still one interim step to try. Sometimes the bowels just needed a little extra stimulation to work. This was humiliating and uncomfortable, but far less so than the alternatives. Karl steeled himself as his nurse pulled on fresh gloves and lubricated not one but her first two fingers.

They jokingly called this ‘scaring’ the shit out because Karl’s body seemed to recognize what was coming next if this didn’t work. It was actually more like coaxing, and it usually did work. Still the metaphor was too good not to use. Now Nurse Drake reached down with a big dollop of lube and used those fingers to gently rub it into his anus. 

This alone often got things moving, and she continued for upwards of a minute. It occurred to Karl as she did so that this sensation must be remarkably similar to what Doreen felt when he went to work on her with his tongue. He thought about how she moaned and thrust herself greedily at him and sighed heavily with sympathy before he could think about it. Burning at this betrayal, he turned his face away. Doreen’s calm acknowledgement followed him.

“It feels good, doesn’t it? Don’t be ashamed, little slut. There’s an enormous density of nerve endings there. And nerves don’t care about anything but being stimulated. It’s as natural as electricity if you don’t let your hang-ups get in the way. 

“Seriously darling, if anal stimulation wasn’t pleasurable, then gays and your more adventurous straights wouldn’t bother with buggery would they?”

Karl wished she hadn’t brought that up. Because just the rubbing wasn’t working, and what came next was far too close to buggery for comfort. The rubbing and circling now had him as slicked up as those fingers. And this time both digits (the index and the one they’d called the ‘fuck-you’ finger with typical teenage vulgarity) suddenly pushed into him.

Karl groaned as they slid up all the way. Face flaming, he groaned again as they were rotated and spread, opening him up wider. Back and forth Nurse Drake twisted persistently in a manner Karl considered as redundant as the scrubbing of his penis – that first harbinger of so much eventual intimacy between them. At last she stopped. Nurse Drake just held him open then, letting his recalcitrant body got the message: offload now or face serious prospecting. 

The message was received. A large hard mass pushed reflexively back against that intrusion, forcing those fingers out and stretching him almost agonizingly wider as it left. Sweaty and gasping with relief, Karl hung limply in the sling as Doreen flushed the commode and then treated him to a kiss on the lips.

“There: mission accomplished. Let me just check for stragglers…”

This time only that fuck-you finger penetrated him. Smoothly it slid in right up to the last knuckle, stretching and wriggling for more. Helplessly Karl groaned again, fervently telling himself there was nothing erotic in his reaction, and if there was, it was only because this was his mistress violating him, and that nothing she did was really a violation anyway, since she owned him body and soul. Still he was twitching toward erection by the time she at last withdrew and stripped off the gloves. Doreen couldn’t let that pass.

“Oooh, look at this: a monster has decided to join the party! If there’s one thing I love, it’s an adventurous monster.”

She ducked and engulfed him half-hard, taking him all the way in and out in long slow strokes that had him panting and outrageously rigid again within seconds. That was nice, and irresistible too. Though she had to bend uncomfortably to do so, Doreen swiftly fellated Karl to the very brink before leaving him hitching and gasping and gleaming with her drool. She gave his balls a friendly squeeze and his rump a hearty slap where it hung through the sling straps.

“Okay darling, let’s get you in the tub. We’ve got another big day ahead. We’re going to be making your PT a little more interesting too before we break out the cane. So let’s get it on!”

“I am all yours, ma’am.”

As he was lifted up higher for the transfer, Karl wasn’t thinking at all about how devastating that cane always was, what his PT might entail or even what the fact that he’d succumbed to anal pleasure might say about him. He was too busy rehashing their conversation. And he was marveling over the fact that yes, he was doing incredibly better than back at the clinic, more so than he’d properly appreciated. It just seemed a slow cure when every day was such a trial. He needed to hold course and courage if he expected his reward at the end.


Chapter Twenty-Two

With bathing and shaving and incidental monster-baiting out of the way, and the stretching and range-of-motion exercises seen to, it was time for FNS. As usual Nurse Drake moved aside the wedges, clearing space for the bike. But as she began binding him into the sling it became clear she indeed had something quite different planned.

When Karl rose from the mat he was prone rather than sitting up. Last to lose contact was his face, and as he was hauled into the air he hung head-down from his knees like a trapeze artist. With his legs folded over the supporting strap and bound uselessly doubled-up, it was his arms that dangled free as he was maneuvered over the bike. There he was lowered into place. His hands were fitted into the pedals and strapped there. Blood already flushing his inverted face, Karl tried to steady himself as electrodes were attached to the muscles in his arms and shoulders. 

Something told him this was going to be a challenge analogous to all the other recent increases in the intensity of his treatment. That instinct was correct. When his helpless flaccidity was suddenly zapped into mobility, everything about exercising his upper body proved far more distressing than his previous workouts.

There was his posture of course. Instead of hypotension he had to deal with its opposite. His face burned and bloated as his pulse beat behind his eyes and ears. His scalp crawled and his head pounded; breathing became more effortful as his shifting viscera bore down on his lungs. Even without exertion hanging upside down for any length of time was difficult to deal with. This he knew from his many atonement sessions. Forced into involuntary activity it was torture. 

Karl imagined it fitting training for Navy SEALs perhaps. He was no such exceptional specimen. His arms were unaccustomed to any work and even more atrophied than his legs had been. He’d always had a soccer player’s build anyway: great legs and ass, but normal shoulders and arms. They weren’t an embarrassment; he’d just never needed to really use them for more than everyday activity. Now he would do so. After only a minute he could tell this was going to be no joy ride. Nurse Drake was going to run him ragged without ever untying his legs.

And that was the saving grace in all this: that sense of possession, of having his body taken over and run like a puppet. Even after months the submissive frisson of this still excited him. Only now that sense of helplessness (like a rat trapped on a treadmill) was far more intense.

The burning and buzzing of the enveloping electricity was much closer to his head and heart, making Nurse Drake’s control of him somehow even more personal. Flailed along by the constant shocks she inflicted on him, gasping desperately as she tapped keys and increased the pace of his spastically jerking limbs (and the resistance in the pedals), Karl quickly grew erect again. Panting and moaning with rapturous exertion, he fell into the rhythm of his workout and was only more aroused when his mistress picked up a thin limber dressage whip and began her own regimen by slashing this against his handily-sited feet and buttocks. 

After all he’d been through lately this was just play-time pain, masochist’s fantasy stuff. And the combination of two treatments at once was heady despite his acute distress and swiftly growing exhaustion. As it was he suffered and wallowed and worked with a fanatical will, even though his will was utterly irrelevant to the function of his muscles. Now was the time to enjoy his morning, and enjoy it he would. The serious atonement would begin soon enough.

They were almost up to the heaviest cane already, which Nurse Drake took to the bath to soak with them nearly every time she intended to use it. Though the ever-worsening beatings he received still far outstripped the limits of his enjoyment, in his perverse need Karl had actually come to mourn that she owned none with thorns. 

That she couldn’t countenance unfortunately: her job was to heal him, not permanently scar him. The only marks she wanted him to carry away from their year together were on the inside. In any case, distracted by penetration and fellatio, Doreen had forgotten to soak it this time. Karl’s thrashing was extended accordingly. Add in a bit of lovers’ dawdling over lunch beforehand, and it was three-thirty before it became time for his usual indoctrination session. Then it became apparent that this too was going to be considerably more interesting than usual – even with the Stephen King story now getting really good.

Karl still wasn’t wearing a condom. During the time he was so inflamed from sun, bugs and overuse, they’d become good at leaving it off and either hurrying the urinal into place or keeping him preemptively empty. Only at night or during the times Doreen reserved for herself was it generally necessary to keep the monster smothered by rubber and confined to a fraction of his potential size. Now she slipped in the urinal and got him voiding again while he recovered from his caning. Grinning at his sniffing and whimpering, Doreen offered cheer.

“You’re doing great today, darling. First you discovered some important things about yourself this morning. Then you made some good first steps toward getting your upper body back in shape. You remain impeccable about accepting your punishments with honor and willingness since your one little lapse. Now we’re going to have even more fun.

“No Lifetime channel this afternoon, or even quietly reading a book for you. I have to clean in here today, so you can keep me company while I work. Let’s just get you hung up and suffering first.”

Soon Karl was hung up indeed, dangling agonizingly swaybacked again over the bed. With his wrists and ankles shackled into those extended spreader-bars, his only comfort was that his arms were stretched straight above him rather than out behind his back. With his ankles chained considerably lower than his wrists, his genitals hung lowest to the bed while his torso bowed out to almost upright, leaving him facing not the TV but turned toward the main living area of the suite. On the mattress right under the monster (raging already at this exquisitely stressful semi-circular spread-eagle) Nurse Drake slid a two-gallon plastic basin. Though falling asleep clearly wasn’t going to be a problem, she collared his balls and turned on the vibrator.

Out came the bag of clothespins, one hundred strong. Shortly he was colorfully bristling with these, particularly in his most erogenous zones. The monster suffered at least a dozen and raged on even with a pair pinching the tip just to either side of his eye. Only a short length of the madly straining shaft remained bare to boast its bulging veins. But then Karl had other things to think about as the last dozen and a half pins were clamped to the lobes and pinnae of his ears, the tip of his nose and yes, that of his out-thrust tongue. Still she wasn’t done. New second-quarter torments were about to be introduced, beginning with the penile flail.

This proved to be a small battery powered fan for use on airplanes, near bathtubs or in other confined spaces. There was no guard over the little plastic blades, and to each of these had been affixed a trailing ribbon. When Nurse Drake clipped the fan to the edge of the basin and turned it on (luckily at its lowest setting), the whirling blades whipped those thin, six-inch nylon strips incessantly against that bare stretch of shaft. Eyes streaming tears from the pinching of nose and ears, froth already over-spilling his lower lip, Karl gave an eloquent squeal of aroused masochism at this. In response Doreen pinched his cheek like that of a child.

“We’re having some fun now, aren’t we, little slut? Paying our debt to femininity gladly! Okay, it’s time for a little domestic work. We need to keep a hygienic habitat. Remind me to change this bed linen tomorrow too, please.”

So Karl hung there in his bonds, panting and groaning and sobbing occasionally as gravity had its way with him and the slaver foamed and ran. His multiply-pinched penis strained and throbbed non-stop, kept continuously erect by the combination of the ribbons whipping it, the vibrator buzzing his balls and the rapturous misery in which his mistress was keeping him while she casually cleaned the suite. Still he managed to maintain a limited conversation despite the clip on his tongue-tip. With more of that sexy 70’s rock-jazz-soul playing the background, Doreen eased her chores by talking to him. She’d become used to decoding his garbled replies by now, and occasionally Karl was even able to introduce subjects of his own. No doubt that uncanny intuition and insight into him aided her interpretation. 

“What’s that darling? You wish you could help me with the housework?”

“’Ore!”

“’More’? You mean you wish you could do it all for me? Scour my house from end to end while I put my feet up, have a smoke and maybe masturbate while I watch you dust and vacuum, wash my dishes and laundry and hand-scrub my dirty underwear and stuff?”

Karl nodded vigorously, then rolled his eyes rapidly in their nonverbal signal to take a situation or context to its extreme.

“I see. What you’re saying is you would gladly live forever as my lowly chore slave, keeping my house, suffering my capricious punishments and submitting to all my demanding and demeaning sexual uses. You wish to be my groveling little bitch ‘til you die.”

Karl nodded with honest fervor.

“How about if I made you do it all dressed as a sexy French maid?”

Karl gaped and winced, then hung his head in glum acceptance as he nodded. 

Tickled, Doreen laughed as she continued wiping down all the PT equipment. She pushed the question even further.

“How about if in addition to making you my feminized sissy housemaid I never touched you sexually beyond riding your face? How about if I kept you in a chastity cage, limited you to self-milking on command and made you watch and attend me while I had sex with other men?”

Karl goggled at this, then ashamedly shook his head.

“Not worth it, huh? Well I don’t blame you, and I applaud your honesty. And I’m more than flattered by your devotion already darling. Don’t think the thought of curing you just to keep you for myself hasn’t crossed my mind. But I think you might find the appeal of submission lessening once you’re whole and able again. All the more reason to wallow in it now though, right little slut? Let me move that fan to whipping the tip and turn it all the way up while I clean the bathroom. You can enjoy that ‘til I finish. Then I’ll take you down and ravish you before dinner and bed. Tomorrow we’ll work your arms and legs both, and then whip your torso.”

Doreen was as good as her word. Flattered by Karl’s professions, perhaps even fantasizing a bit over the kinky kind of life they’d been half-joking about, she used him with exhilarating cruelty and exhaustive purpose. By the time they enjoyed a late meal and went to bed he was so wrung out he slept like a rock. If he dreamed he didn’t remember it, and this situation would persist throughout the week. He went to bed utterly drained and awoke stiff and sore from his exertions to face another epic stretch of exercising, punishment, and madly painful, degrading, frustrating yet utterly compulsive sexual service. Along the way he finished the King novel, and as before they discussed the lessons to be gleaned from it.

This time Karl was hanging hogtied belly-down, about two feet off the bed. With his limbs all bound together and stretched up behind him, he had that cervical collar holding his head up to face forward. In a step up from clothespins, he now had alligator clips clamped to his nipples. Teardrop-shaped lead weights dangled from little chains attached to these. The constant pulling of those embedded teeth was far worse than any mere pinching, just as the similar but larger weight hung from the vibrator collared about his balls was a challenge far beyond that incessant buzzing. Doreen had come in to see if he wanted the rest of her iced tea. Finding him finished reading, she unclipped his tongue and sat down to idly bat his nipple-weights around and talk about what he’d made of the novel.

“How about Norman? Some character, huh?”

Karl emitted a helpless hiss for a minute as those weights swung and danced. Then he sucked in the air he needed for extended speech.

“That’s what makes King so great. Even his most outlandish characters are believable, relatable. You can understand what goes on inside their heads. Norman is the worst sort of crazy, violent, abusive, entitled, misogynist, murderous, racist, sick pig you can imagine – funny how King made him a cop, isn’t it? But as much as you fear and despise him, it’s also impossible not to see where he’s coming from, and even sympathize with his motivations a bit.

“My old man shared a lot of the same attitudes. I was raised to emulate them. He was never overly violent or crazy, but he was certainly verbally abusive, hence my own reflexive bullying. Maybe that’s why I’m not as fucked-up over my parents’ deaths as Krista’s. My ledger isn’t quite as deep in the red with them. My old man didn’t exactly take care of his heart after all. 

“If it hadn’t been me, it might have been the next election, football game, or bacon double-cheeseburger. And I wouldn’t be shocked if he vapor-locked in the middle of a long and profane rant about me. Anyway, Norman just takes the way men have been genetically inclined or raised to behave to its logical extreme. It’s a clear lesson about the atrocities that kind of thinking can lead to.”

Doreen nodded, now twisting those dangling weights and setting them to spinning.

“Yes it is. That’s why we’re working at eradicating these attitudes and habits in men in general and you right now. Remember though, it’s okay to understand how evil people think, and even to sympathize to an extent. But actions are what matter. Make your judgments based on how people behave. Unjustified harm is not acceptable. Any other lessons that you picked up?”

“Yeah: don’t mess with the Goddess. As if I needed that one!”

They laughed and kissed. Karl drank the ice tea, savoring those warm, watered-down dregs more for the mix of thoughtfulness and demeaning they represented than the effect, though the caffeine and sugar were as hugely welcome as the soothing of his pipes. They enjoyed another, wetter kiss, and Doreen allowed him to keep the book up on the screen until dinner, so that he could read back through particularly moving passages again as a distraction from his suffering. He would be afforded no such mercy the week following.

Nurse Drake alternated female-oriented cable TV with more marathon sessions of news reports and true crime documentaries. She also continued to introduce more mechanical torments to his time alone. When Karl’s bondage or posture made gravity uncooperative, she produced arcane little devices called nipple-stretchers that did just that: clamping onto, stretching back and even twisting his nipples, holding them thus until they were released. Likewise a cruel testicle fetter fitted about his balls could be tightened, squashing him just enough to cause constant considerable discomfort whenever weights hung from the vibrator wouldn’t serve. As for that constant electronic stimulus, it too proved to be just the beginning.

Other, smaller vibrators were clipped to the tip or harnessed about the shaft of his perpetual hard-on (or both) for long hours. Nor did Karl kid himself that this was all that was coming. He watched her sorting through her collection and saw no lack of phallic shapes. There was still a worse place to put a vibrator, and unsettling suggestiveness in the looks she gave him, and the subtle double-entendres she made. She also rubbed him frequently down there when they made love, which they still did as often and fervently as any adolescent male and aggressively estrus adult female could wish.

Truly the intensity of this incentive/inspiration/expression of their love continued to increase along with everything else, and Karl felt fraught almost to the point of mania during these encounters. So much pent-up physical and emotional pressure, so much stimulation upon stimulation in such a relentlessly erotic context, all building continuously with no hope of relief from torture and frustration except more of the same unto apotheosis was their goal of course. But these forces are tough to keep contained, even with both partners acting in good faith. Sometimes accidents can happen without fault or weakness to blame. Sometimes they are simply collisions of fate. Both would soon deal serious setbacks to Karl’s prospects.


Chapter Twenty-Three

“Do you know what today is darling?”

He thought about it. They were cuddled under a light coverlet, the morning sun softened by polarization but luxuriously warm. She smoothed some hair that had escaped his ponytail back out of his face. She cupped his cheek with her palm and he smiled. 

“I give up. They’ve all blurred together. And I haven’t seen a calendar since the clinic.”

“It’s Saturday. It’s three weeks into our fourth month together. Next week will mark a third of your atonement finished already – if you insist on dragging this out all year that is. Coincidentally though, next week is also the second anniversary of your accident.”

“I took it pretty well last year.”

“No darling Karl, I’m sorry to say you did not. You woke up screaming and refused to talk about it. Then you barely acknowledged the significance of the date. As usual you repressed the true extent of the trauma and took refuge in apathy. You treated it like any other day when you should have used the occasion for self-analysis and to rededicate yourself to getting better. 

“Well, now you’ve done that and made a really positive start to treating the problem. So let’s take the next step. Next week we’re going to keep intensifying the treatments, and as the big day arrives we’ll make a real push to get through to your subconscious. We’ll use the symbolism of the date to our favor. Maybe we can break you free and be in Maui by the end of the month.”

“Whatever you say, Nurse Drake. I’m on board.”

“I’m glad. So let’s also take a deep breath before the plunge. We’ll go easy today. And tonight we’ll set aside special to make long, slow, sweetly romantic love just like man and wife – albeit of the slightly kinky variety.”

“Awesome! I’m your guy for that anytime.”

“It’s a date. Maybe we’ll try some new things, play some games with it.”

“I can’t wait.”

Wait he had to unfortunately. First they had to do the bowel routine (no complications this time) and enjoy their usual bath and grooming. They had to stretch him out and put him through a moderate workout and atonement session. This latter only involved the lungeing whip, so for once it wasn’t necessary to keep him suspended afterwards. Back on the bed Karl found himself lying slouched with his head and shoulders slightly elevated again. His legs were frogged out and his hands proffering his bald genitals just like old times. Furthermore there was no plethora of little torments assailing him, only the vibrator buzzing his balls and the nipple-stretchers keeping him pulled out and twisted. Doreen even spared him the tedious TV in favor of hours of femdom videos. She left him watching these, his prick already fighting uselessly against the condom, while she went to document his case and prepare a special dinner for them.

Still it had been a relentlessly testing three weeks since their private holiday, which of course had been no typically relaxing day in the sun. Without being stretched suspended in some acutely stressful fashion, his tongue clipped and his dick being whipped et cetera Karl eventually dozed off. Not even the soundtrack, exciting or annoying by turns, could keep him awake.

Doreen was understanding when she arrived with dinner. Her chiding was playfully erotic as she invited him to come from oblivion into heaven.

“Hello, naughty. Are you giving Goddess a reason to make your loving more punishing?”

“Not consciously, ma’am.” Karl was answering even as he snapped awake. “Just ordinary mortal weakness I’m afraid. I’m terribly sorry. But I’ve been worn to a frazzle.”

“I know. I’ve been wearing you to that frazzle. Among other reasons, it’s kept the dreams from your awareness, letting all this atonement and frustration accumulate uninterrupted. But it appears that not even a vibrator on your balls can keep you from sneaking a nap these days. 

“Such a pity. I may have to find a more effective one to use on you. And I will certainly have to work a little punishment into our loving tonight. For now though let’s just enjoy the atmosphere, our dinner and each other’s company. I promised you a date in lieu of marriage (or a lifetime of slavery if you prefer), and I’m laying on the incentive.”

Having blinked the bleariness from his eyes at last, Karl was already goggling in astonished excitement. He’d dozed off in an exceptionally nice but still basically ordinary earthly domicile. He’d awakened in the bower of Venus.

Misty dusk had fallen outside, swaddling them from everything beyond their sanctuary. Dozens of candles had been placed all around the suite, tall steady flames gleaming atop inch-thick pillars. Phallic in this feminine dominion, their collective radiance enforced an aura of divinely provided seclusion, a sacristy for the essential rites they intended to perform. 

At the periphery of this paradise, instrumental jazz-fusion unspooled and the femdom porn had been replaced by silent scenic landscapes. Yet what candle could be held to the supernatural glory that was his own Aphrodite? 

Doreen was carrying a tray with yet another ambrosial repast for them, another carafe of nectar and another taste of her herbal elevator. A single red rose stood in an elegant flute and she had at last dispensed with even her minimalist uniform. Instead her even more minimalist trappings expressed a higher authority, one inherent in herself. As usual, Karl tried to keep his eyes from popping and his jaw from dropping. Also as usual Doreen’s warmly percipient orbs told him that she saw through his efforts and enjoyed his bedazzlement.

There was ample reason to be bedazzled. Besides her lingerie she had her hair piled up in some fabulously glamorous style. She was wearing makeup applied with the lighting in mind and what was clearly her best jewelry. He kept catching some elusive yet maddeningly enticing scent from her and suspected it was perfume, though nothing like what the high school girls used. The insanely unbelievable sum was that his nurse, his benefactor and lover, this multiply-imbued erotic icon had made herself as attractive as she possibly could for him. 

She was acting just as if this truly was a real date between spouses. Devoted wife hell, divine icon yes, Doreen looked more like a movie star, or more accurately, a top-end lingerie model. Knowing it was allowed and welcome, Karl didn’t even try diverting his attention from the way she was dressed as his Venus smiled upon and descended to claim him. He was floating in a cloud of loving wonderment.

Her teddy covered her breasts and hips, but not by much and not much else. Open all the way down the front and seeming no more substantial than the mist at the window, its matching triangles of diaphanous silver-gray draped her endowment with satiny transparency before being joined by a chain looped loosely about her neck. The filmy skirt clung too, a vague swirled pattern to its glister where it graced perhaps two thirds of her buttocks and allowed regular peeks at sacred territory in front as well. As she eased onto her half of the bed Doreen made no move to remove her classy-sexy high heels, and Karl wanted to volunteer on the spot to tongue-clean these. It seemed the only way to salve the offense of his unworthiness. And it was the least he could do to protect the sheets! Allow him to demonstrate his humility and allegiance, and perform some housework at last! He was opening his mouth when Doreen preempted him.

“I see you looking at my shoes, darling. Do you like them? They certainly cost me enough, and I so rarely have a reason to wear them.”

“Are you kidding? Everything about you from top to toes is so fantastically alluring I’ll never believe you aren’t divine. I was admiring your shoes, Aphrodite, because I want to show you some small sliver of my infinite devotion and bottomless thanks by cleaning them personally in the only way I can.”

“Why that sounds like delightful fun! I adore your initiative. How about the feet inside too? Are you a foot lover, little slut?”

“I never have been yet. But I’m young and callow after all. Suddenly I’m absolutely frantic to probe the possibilities.”

Doreen laughed as she set the tray across his lap, crushing the already up-jutting if painfully stunted monster back down against his still sorely buzzing balls.

“I think we have foreplay portents here. Would you like me to use my feet and shoes to pump and play with your penis too?”

“Goddess, I consider myself blessed every time you deign to notice me. I welcome your must punishing touch with astounded gratitude. You look so gorgeous right now I would gladly die for you. Do whatever you choose to me, tonight and forever.”

“Well then, let’s eat, drink and get merry. We’ll add all that to the extensive list of other sexual escapades I have planned for afterwards.”

So they shared sustenance in their sanctuary. Surrounded by constellations of candles they shared kisses and companionship and that aphrodisiac herb as well. Or rather Nurse Drake provided these things and Karl was blessed to partake of them like everything else. Then the tray was cleared away, the wine and weed put on standby and Karl was encouraged to void. 

As always he blessed this neurologic quirk: apparently his subconscious craved the punishment of regular invasive catheterization no more than the rest of him. Once he was safely empty the vibrator was finally shut off and removed and the painfully stymied monster freed of its rubber straitjacket. Immediately this reared up, insane bravado added to ancient imperative. 

Mutely begging for another addictive yet ultimately distressing orgy of stimulation, it would be quite a while before this fellow was even acknowledged however. Doreen was a connoisseur of kissing, and from chaste pecks selectively placed she could spend half an hour or more building up through a long and vigorously passionate bout of making out. Thus she dawdled as always, nibbling her way down his neck finally to where she battened like a lamprey. 

Karl had always resisted getting love bites (though he enjoyed giving them): more of that asshole selfish attitude. Now he groaned in glorious rapture. His mistress’ powerfully sucking mouth was clamped to his throat, drawing the blood to the surface in a bloom of burst vessels. 

He gasped and twitched as she fed. Five times she did this, growling with feral joy while she marked him as her property. Finally sated, his vampiress Venus moved on to his stretched and twisted nipples. One at a time she removed each clamp. Then she fastened her lips in its place. Moaning with savor she sucked that distended and indented tit-bud more ravenously yet. 

This enflamed then gradually soothed the sudden sharp shriek of excruciation. It was as if she was maximizing the pain so she could draw it out of him: echoes of his bee sting fantasy, with his beloved as succubus. Even when that shriek was depleted to a familiar ache she kept tonguing and suckling him just as he so craved to do for her. In fact soon she was giving his titty a hickie and this combination of additions to their usual dalliance quickly had Karl giddy with rapture. Sensing this, rather than continue her feeding lower down Doreen next chose to give him a chance to use his own mouth – and to live out the mad abasement he’d conceived for himself.

As he had fantasized, so was he soon wallowing: frantically licking that high-grade leather, eagerly cleaning his mistress’ shoes. He even caught himself wishing for the thigh-high boots that featured so regularly in his dreams. When she presented him with the soles he didn’t balk at all. He swiped his tongue over that gritty surface (the ground she walked on!) more fervidly than ever, the monster raging uselessly at its master’s demeaning. When she pushed the three-inch heel between his teeth, he wrapped it in his lips and sucked that hard spike until his cheeks hollowed out. When she began sliding it in and out he didn’t hesitate but puckered up and simulated fellatio for her though it made his face flame outrageously. Finally those sexy shoes were clean enough to eat with however – or at last indulge in some serious monster-baiting.

Nurse Drake rubbed his genitals all over with the toes and instep and sides, squashed him with the soles, caught him between these or in the curve between heel and sole and stroked him deliriously up and down. She bent him unnaturally back, pinned and ground him under the toe and spike, fondled him and worried him about and gave him little kicks that sent him waggling energetically. She used every trick in her invention to drive him to desperation with only her expensive footwear. But at last enough was enough. She directed him to use just his lips to carefully unbuckle the strap across each ankle. Then he caught each heel between his teeth and drew the shoe respectfully off. He dropped it on his neck to tumble away. Like Mary Magdalene then (but bettering her by far) he was allowed to bathe his deity’s feet by the only means he had.

Karl was no Glen Quagmire, whose fetish led him to receiving the foot of the Statue of Liberty as a wedding present on an episode of Family Guy he once saw. He’d considered feet no more erotic than any other body part and plenty less than many. Yet now he was exalted beyond bearing as he slavishly lapped at his owner’s extremities. Still he remained conscientious in his frenzy, scrubbing his tongue determinedly between each toe, honored to cleanse this epitome of perfection of every last stain of earthly impurity. 

On and on the monster throbbed, growing rabid in its dementia. Driven beyond consideration, Karl found himself finishing by shamelessly simulating fellatio again. Without even thinking about it he was urgently suckling and pleasuring an entire intruding big toe as though it was some far more erogenous organ – though it was certainly erogenous enough. 

Doreen’s giggles turned to moans, her hands fisted in the sheets and she began thrusting that toe in and out. Fucking his face with her foot, she began forcing progressively more of this into him. Soon Karl had almost half of it stretching his lips, stuffing his mouth and nudging in and out. Yet though he was streaming tears, spilling slaver and even retching occasionally he continued to suck and slather her with his squashed tongue in a veritable ecstasy of abasement. 

“Damn, you’re so cute!” Doreen gasped. “Oh, I can’t wait to fuck you for real! But let’s see what else these feet can do for you.”

That proved to beggar belief. After all kinds of squashing and kicking about again, stroking and fondling and rubbing, Karl was clutched by wet toes or squeezed between soles and masturbated so adroitly that he eventually had to cry out in warning. 

Amazingly adept that touch may have been; sensitive to all the precursor signals Nurse Drake’s hands and mouth detected effortlessly it was not. Karl continued to behave in good faith however despite a deprivation amid gluttony few males could have coped with. He understood the principle of deferred gratification and the choice between the state home and Maui remained no choice at all. Doreen rewarded his restraint with kisses that made his heart feel bursting with love and favor. She murmured adoring approval in his ear, her breath panting hotly against him as her hand took over, pumping him so exquisitely slowly that he wanted to explode again, this time from the groin. So stirred up he couldn’t suppress it, a sob escaped him.

“What’s the matter my darling, my mate-for-the-year? Is even pretending to be married to me too much for you? Where’s the slave who was going to dress like a sissy, pamper me incessantly, and keep my house spotless for me forever as long as I used him as hard and cruelly as I could for the rest of his life?”

“Right here, my Goddess!” Karl cried as she rubbed the leaking tip of him with her thumb. Oh she was smearing the sweet seepage all over the whole plum! “Here to serve you adoringly for all eternity even in unremitting impotence!”

“That’s my good boy, my one-in-a-million little slut. Would you like me to give the monster-baiting a break for a while? You can service my asshole instead. Better yet, I owe your butt a spanking for falling asleep. I think I’m going to put my naughty boy over my lap, hold his little monster between my thighs and give him fifty or a hundred swats with my hairbrush.”

“Oh, please do it, beautiful! Make me suffer for every second I get to spend in your undeserved presence. Oh Goddess, how I fucking worship you!”

This was a regular feature of their lovemaking that usually involved as much stroking of silky bristles over his buttocks as hard wooden smacks, as much sensuous finger-rubbing of his crease and bung as kisses planted on each increasingly reddened cheek. When all that was over with at last, and Karl’s grateful tears kissed away, he gloried in frantically eating his owner’s ass to her first three screaming peaks of the evening. They took a break to partake of more of the bud and grape. Then it was time for a new erotic punishment. It was time to play with the candles.

Goddess Doreen stretched her repentant sinner spread-eagled again, his head and shoulders slightly elevated. Bound out in sacrificial fashion, Karl groaned and cried and pulsed with derangement as she knelt between his legs, drizzling streams of scalding wax from the big phallic candle she held in each hand. 

As with the spanking, this was as wildly exciting as it was painful. Karl wallowed in a masochist’s heaven as he was coated almost completely and then had the encrustations slapped off the resulting burns with a small hand flogger. This was traded for the rose on the tray, and at last he had his thorns. 

Whipped with the limber stem until the bloom disintegrated (surrounding them in a scattering of dismembered, blood-red petals), his lattice of little welts and scratches over that lightly flogged burn was deliriously painful but not too serious. Enraptured to the point of depravity, Karl was then again honored to service his adored deity’s needs. 

With that the foreplay was officially history. From there they indulged in their usual marathon of kinky lovemaking, demonstrating their passion for and commitment to each other, and their delight in their asymmetric situation, until Karl was so supercharged with futile arousal he felt more than ever on the brink of exploding into trillions of ravening atoms. Only then, after coupling in seemingly endless configurations (and one more incredibly drawn-out indulgence in monster-devouring) did Doreen at last straddle him for her always supremely maddening, wondrously exhilarating simulation of female-superior intercourse.

Her gluteal cleft gripped him, air-light silk again caressing his other side. Her substantial weight pinned him in place, joining his paralysis, isolation and bondage to render him quadruply helpless. As they’d been doing all night, the diaphanous swaths draping those sumptuous breasts fell away as she leaned forward. Divinely ripe and round, capped by puckered points designed for suckling, these again dangled inches from Karl’s mouth: the ultimate forbidden fruit. And though Doreen continued to withhold these treasures from his deliberate delectation, she grew ever more careless of incidental contact. Again and again they brushed or even slapped his face as she began writhing and then lunging atop him.

Still Karl behaved himself. He made no move to steal pleasures he wasn’t worthy of. Even lifting his head off the pillow in hopes of more lucky slaps was beyond him.

He was the helpless receptacle here, enjoying or enduring whatever his deity deemed appropriate. Not only was this necessary and proper and what excited him the most, but he wasn’t sure he could actually handle any more transcendence. He had no desire to disappoint this paragon by being forced to halt her before she achieved every last climax of which she was capable. And already he was being driven right to the edge. How many ways did this (so far) ultimate act of love and dominance excite him? Though he was currently incapable of counting he could at least try to separate and acknowledge them.

There was the addictive frisson of submission of course, never more acute than when he was buried helpless under that fantastic body pumping and undulating inconsiderately away. There were those incredible breasts, dancing tantalizing about bare inches above his nose. There was that still familiar wonder at the love and favor being shown him, the intimacies permitted by this older woman so out of his league it was pathetic. Added to that was the irresistible contagion of her own obvious excitement: the breathless panting, unconscious cries, and the urgency with which she crushed him down and humped her body against him. And of course there was the overwhelming physicality of each instant: the heat and exertion and ever more stimulating friction of her vulva rocking and rubbing against the incessantly raging monster. 

No man could be expected to withstand all this indefinitely. Yet Karl somehow managed to keep apotheosis at bay, to keep the accumulated pressure of nearly four months of ever increasing eroticism and Goddess knew how many hours of frantic coupling contained until Nurse Drake had ridden him to what was clearly an unprecedented number of orgasms. Still he was holding desperately out for, and she was frenziedly pursuing, what was clearly going to be the grand finale of neural fireworks when disaster unexpectedly struck.

Karl was teetering on a knife edge of tormented, exhilarated, maddened love and lust. His cry to stop was trembling on his lips but not yet given; Doreen was so close! She was grunting and barking out the short nonsense syllables of effort and escalation that invariably preceded her most extravagant climaxes: uh, uh, uh, er, er, er, da, da, da! Karl could let her go on for a few seconds more at least – or so he believed. But then two simultaneous happenstances collided. In her possessed frenzy Doreen dropped a bit lower and thrust that much harder against him. Before he knew it or could prepare for it his face was in her cleavage and the supremely sensitive, whipped and wax-burned tip of him caught briefly in the cup of her vagina. Almost immediately it popped free to slide again between silken drape and silkier cheeks, and along the length of the silkiest imaginable wet and parted labia. But even as Doreen screamed with peaking release at this unintended prod Karl’s own ejaculation was triggered. 

Transcendent ecstasy, unimaginable relief and absolutely convulsive eruption were instantly tainted by horrified remorse. Karl cried out his warning an unforgivable instant too late. It didn’t matter. Even in the wracking throes of her own apotheosis Doreen felt him squirting. 

“Goddamn it!” she gasped. Still she kept crying out and grinding her clit ruthlessly against his root while perhaps the bluest balls in history so cataclysmically emptied themselves.

Even in the midst of this interminably delayed apocalypse Karl was already sobbing his chagrin, his tears wetting the breasts still brushing against him. When his Goddess collapsed completely at last, when she moaned her disapproval from atop him, he could only sob on and hope he hadn’t just doomed himself to the state home he so clearly deserved.


Chapter Twenty-Four

“Oh darling, how could you?”

At first he couldn’t answer. But when Nurse Drake shifted to confront him Karl fought down his upset. He’d screwed up horribly, and maybe suffered an irreparable setback. He needed to limit the damage immediately, both to himself and to his relationship with his savior. He was in the doghouse with her now, and never having really toured it he had no idea how deep, dark or dangerous it was. Nor did he know how difficult it might be to get out of. He could only be humbly contrite and a hundred-percent honest with her.

“I want you to explain yourself, young man.”

Those uncannily percipient eyes bored into him. Karl met them meekly from inches away. He described the sequence leading up to the unanticipated trigger. 

Without being either cringing or defiant he maintained his good faith. It was an accident, pure and simple, and not exactly enormously unlikely considering the circumstances. Babies had been born the world over time immemorial through similar slips of the dick. No doubt the men were usually at fault, but here he didn’t believe it so.

Nurse Drake listened patiently, those penetrating eyes professionally neutral throughout. Nervously repeating himself despite the honesty of his conviction, Karl found he’d circled back to the triggering instant.

“I was sure I had a few, even several more seconds. I knew you were right on the brink, so I held out as long as I could. But then you dropped a little more and humped a little harder, and just as my face was finally buried between your boobs, my tip caught on you a second. It felt like I was actually about to slip all the way in. It was unexpected, overwhelming, and ejaculation was instantaneous. It was nothing I intended or could prevent or would have ever abetted, even unconsciously or through some self-destructive impulse. I want to get well. I trust your methods implicitly and I remain devoted to them and to you absolutely.” 

Karl shut up before he could begin babbling. Doreen took his measure a moment longer. Her eyes probed him deep, yet he met her openly and let her. At last she spoke.

“I understand what you are saying. I believe you that you didn’t do this deliberately. I remember what happened; it made me come too. That doesn’t absolve you however.

“You can claim honest accident all you want and be technically correct, Karl. But your mistake was still the same one men have always made: you never should have let it get that far. 

“I had no way of knowing your limits; the responsibility for stopping me was totally on you. Don’t you grasp the stakes here boy? You should have erred on the side of caution and stopped me before the crisis was so close. 

“I’ll accept that you risked everything for me. That’s flattering, and appreciated. But it’s unjustifiable. If I’m to be tortured by thwarted lust, then it’s my bad luck and fair payback to you. So though I find you innocent of intent or deceit, you have still sinned grievously through weakness and lack of foresight. Such is my judgment. Do you have anything to say, little slut?”

“I agree with and accept your judgment, ma’am. Please impose a harsh sentence. I am abysmally sorry. I promise you it won’t happen again.”

“Oh, I promise that too, because I’ll damn well see to it. All right, Karl. Here is where we stand. You have suffered a setback the seriousness of which we can’t know until we get some clues from your subconscious. As you were at fault, you will have to bear the consequences.”

Karl nodded, eager to atone. A hint of warmth at last leavened that stern regard.

“Though I love you like no one else ever, I cannot let that hinder necessity. I must withhold all affection from you for a while. I must demean you more completely, make you suffer more extremely. The crescendo of treatment toward next weekend will be even more demanding than anticipated. We must get through to the inner you, no longer in expectation of sudden healing now but more to repair the damage of this disastrous testosterone dump.”

“I understand, ma’am. I love you too. I’m sorrier than I can ever say, and I’m now desperate to atone to you as well. You have my promise to persevere with honor.”

“Very well. Needless to say, the mating date is over. The doting couple must now revert to nurse and charge, authority and miscreant, Goddess and sinner. Until you regain my good graces I will brook no cheek or familiarity from you, is that understood?”

“Yes ma’am.”

Nurse Drake gave him a haughty nod. Regal as a queen in her jewelry and silver raiment, she looked more glamorously gorgeous than ever despite the disheveling of her coif and teddy. Karl dropped his eyes automatically.

`”Wait here now while I scrub your sin from me and remove my despoiled outfit.”

“Yes ma’am.”

The perfect penitent, Karl closed his eyes and meditated on his mistake. Goddess was right of course: he had let his feelings get in the way of medical necessity the way she never would have. He had failed them both shamefully. He deserved both his time in the doghouse and whatever he received behind the woodshed. And from now on he must keep his promises!

By and by Nurse Drake returned. Jewelry and makeup removed too, her hair tied back in a simple tail, she was barefoot and wearing her usual night uniform. She had his condom and drainage rig with her, and as she approached Karl mourned the almost certain naked snuggling his sin had cost him. His penis remained limply ashamed as the condom was rolled on. Nurse Drake lowered the head of the bed and untied his wrists and ankles.

Karl was rolled onto his belly. With swift and silent efficiency his owner hogtied him. 

This was standard practice; what followed was not. Rather than be rolled on his side for repose, the ropes binding his limbs together were hooked to the lift and he was raised nearly a meter off the bed – as high as the plumbing would allow. Biting back a groan of dismay as his sagging body savaged his spine yet again, Karl struggled to hold his head up as those weighted alligator clips were attached to his burned, whipped, love-bitten nipples. Nurse Drake eyed his distress at the burden of his unsupported head, saying nothing. But then she went to her cabinet.

With his mistress’ back turned Karl allowed himself a single stifled sob. 

There would be no snuggling for him tonight, naked or otherwise. It seemed there would be no rest either. Not even if he learned to sleep like a bug caught in a black widow’s web could he relax while battling the constant drag of his skull. Then Nurse Drake returned, and she had one small mercy for him no matter how demeaning. It wasn’t the cervical collar.

In one hand she held a small whiffle ball, a hollow plastic sphere not quite the size of a tennis ball. This was perforated to let air pass through. Easily permeable too was the pair of white lace panties in her other hand. She pushed the ball into Karl’s mouth, stretching his jaws wide and wedging it behind his teeth. After ensuring that he could expel it in an emergency (if he should somehow need to vomit for example), she pulled the panties down over his face. 

Catching his chin in a leg hole that stretched over his open mouth, she pulled his head back by that supremely demeaning mask and hooked the elastic to another lift chain. This not only radically extended his neck but transferred some of his weight to it via his jaw. Karl gasped as the strain on his spine climbed, his breath whistling though the ball stuffing up his mouth and his uncomfortably snubbed-back nose. 

Now not only did he no longer have to worry about holding up his head, since it was now helping to hold up him. He’d also just been gagged and blindfolded for the first time. All he could see was pinpricks of gold through a screen of white. Then even these began to wink out as one by one the candles were extinguished. Before his owner could rejoin him, Karl allowed himself one more strangled, surreptitious sob. 

For the first time since he’d arrived, Doreen Drake would be sleeping alone, with no patient-lover-slave to cuddle close. How would either of them stand it? The list of forfeits tied to his misjudgment grew more harrowing by the minute. 

Once he was trapped in complete blackness and he sensed her return, Karl girded himself for endurance. He had a nap earlier, hadn’t he? He could hang here in the dark silently suffering all night if need be, listening to his beloved breathe and straining for every whiff of her scent.

That’s exactly what he did. Sliding under the coverlet in the dark just below him, his owner’s voice admonished him with careful neutrality.

“Goodnight, erring male. If sleep eludes you, meditate on your sins. You shouldn’t have sneaked a nap earlier. And you definitely shouldn’t have risked ejaculating, even for me. Accept the lesson with grace if you ever expect welcome back into my arms and bed.”

Unable to make even the garbled replies she’d learned to interpret, Karl whined like an appeasing puppy, unmistakably communicating his loving submission to her. With that they fell silent save for the occasional whimper escaping Karl’s stretched throat. Already his agonies were multitudinous and growing, with even worse challenges lining up behind. It was hard to believe their glamorous mate-date had come so quickly to this. Still trying to somehow accommodate that uncomfortable ball stuffing his jaws along with so much else, he searched desperately for any sliver of comfort.

All was not lost. He’d had a bad setback, but no one was giving up on him. Doreen had withdrawn her favor temporarily, but only because she had to. She still loved him more than anyone else ever, and would eventually relent. In fact he was not so lost in his miseries that he missed the sound of her tossing and turning restlessly beneath him. 

Sleep was eluding both of them. It was clear she missed the animal enjoyment of his body in her arms. Guilty Karl sorrowed for her. Yet needy as he was, he took selfish comfort too. The fact that she was sharing some small measure of his distress, and that she was bearing up under it, allowed him to draw strength from her example. They would get through this together somehow. Their love would become stronger because of it, and he would still be redeemed!

The force of this conviction was so opposed to his former apathy that Karl was struck again by the contrast she had pointed out earlier. 

Setback or no, he was getting better. This knowledge gave him the strength to remain manfully quiet even after Nurse Drake at last succumbed to slumber. He hung then in a depthless void of agony salved only by that beloved scent and sound, with no way to gauge the passage of time except for counting her light snores or his own heartbeats. Despite his success in overcoming apathy, Karl waited on tenterhooks for other old demons he may have less successfully vanquished to pounce.

Nurse Drake had rescued him from boredom, night terrors and panic attacks by adapting and loading his laptop. She had hugely superseded this kindness by taking him into bed at night. Now he was denied both refuges. How long before the heebie-jeebies descended?

Fortunately a distraction-fix was unneeded for a time. Even without being able to see or touch her, his deity’s presence was a potent ward. He monitored her sleep carefully, attuned to the slightest change in her breathing, or the barest whisper of skin on sheet as she unconsciously shifted. This was an aural entertainment far more fascinating than the damn Lifetime channel. 

Coincidentally obsessing as always upon the enigma of her love occupied Karl too, as did wallowing in favorite memories and fantasies. After reliving highlights that had him hard and gasping even in his guilty misery he began crafting elaborate imaginings about the future. 

Constantly adding embellishments, he pictured their promised two weeks in Maui. Minute by minute and day by day he constructed the whole scenario, from walking off the plane hand-in-hand to his savoir breaking down in his arms at the end and proclaiming that she couldn’t bear to live without him. She would throw over her careers both formal and informal, retire young and redefine the whole meaning of her existence so that she could keep him with her forever. She would be wife and mistress and owner and parent and above all Goddess to him, his soul bound in infinite bliss to hers for all eternity. 

Honored beyond expression, he meanwhile would repay her miraculous redemption of his life by turning it over to her unreservedly. Humbly he would serve her in whatever demeaning manner she demanded: houseboy, handmaid, chore slave, boot-polisher, whipping boy, even cock-locked cuckolded ass-licking sissy stud-fluffer if that was what she required.

Hanging in agony in the impenetrable blackness soon leeched away even much of the horror he’d felt at this last suggestion earlier. Now Karl had the clarity and perspective of great pain to guide him. As long as he could remain captured in her orbit, his life would be one of blessed ecstasy no matter how torturous she made it. He would live as her commode if he could be with her no way else.

Of course even lost in this extravagant rapture Karl also followed orders. He meditated endlessly on his sins, viciously castigating himself and vowing almost hysterically that he would begin doing better, starting immediately.

These were not empty words. As the unmarked hours crawled excruciatingly by this resolve was tested ever more harshly. His rapture inevitably passed and then his terrible physical distress began to take its toll. From an almost welcome distraction it began to demand one in its own right. Unable to see or do much more than blink and wriggle his porcine snout, sexist pig Karl could only hang there, fighting grimly against the need to weep and feeling the panic closing in at last.


Chapter Twenty-Five

So the waking nightmare claimed him. Just to keep from hyperventilating or convulsively ejecting that ball and scaling off into shrieks of agony, anguish and terror became an unending struggle. The call of hysteria was madly seductive. It held forth the promise of at least a break in the monotony of just endless blind agony. Constantly Karl had to lash himself with the shame of the sins that had put him there and with reminders of his promise. He simply could not fail her again, and certainly not so soon. At last he fell back on a trick he used in the dentist’s chain, or with his head stuck in a CT or MRI scanner. He began to sing inside his head.

Methodically he worked his way through the lyrics to his favorite songs. He sang entire CDs track by track, not moving on from a song until he got it right from start to finish or had to concede that he’d forgotten parts. In this way he clung grimly to sanity through the measureless black agony. When a telltale change in the tenor of the breathing below him was followed by a welcome warmth signifying the morning sun coming through the skylight, he at last broke down – but only minimally. His weeping was tortured and desperate for relief, but still almost silent. And when he heard his owner stirring he quickly choked it off. Though he was still breathing fast and shallow, was sweaty and exhausted and revolted by the panties stretched over his face (now soggy all over with his slaver thanks to capillary action) he emitted only a thin, irrepressible mewling. Any minute and he could say he’d made it through the night with honor…

“Good morning, erring male. Thank you for letting me sleep. That was bravely done, and a very large mark in your favor.” Goddess’ voice was still coolly neutral. “Did you rest at all?”

Karl shook his head. The pain this caused his viciously stressed neck wrenched a sob from him, but he squelched the thousand that tried to come after.

“That’s unfortunate. We have an unprecedented day of treatment ahead. And though I must withhold any affection from you, I intend to use you sexually in the most punishing manner yet as well. You have a day and indeed a week ahead that few could fathom, erring male. It will be hard on you. Try to get some sleep tonight. Now then, do you need to defecate?”

A hand was pressing on his bladder; urine ran down into the bag. Rather than shake his head again Karl managed to bark out a recognizable negative.

“Okay, let’s get you in the tub then.” 

It was in that bath where Karl learned how Nurse Drake meant to ensure that no more ejaculations occurred. After shaving his face, groin and legs but before donning her sponge mitt to bathe him, she picked up a foot of beige, quarter-inch rubber tubing. Normally used as a ligature to get veins to pop up, this was instead bound tightly about the base of his erection. Thus through all the scrubbing, rubbing of lotion and dispassionate yet insanely stimulating monster-baiting that followed there was always a redundant check on orgasm should his nurse’s instincts fail. Of course these never did. But from that point on Karl rarely experienced any sustained penile pleasure without the monster being bound into impotence. 

So began his days in the dog house, by far his most trying time since the accident itself. All of the incredibly taxing, electrically-driven exercise, the endless beatings of unprecedented severity, the horrors he suffered alone and the fiendishly cruel bondage that robbed his sleep (plus the hours upon hours of abusively punitive sexual use) were torturous enough. But what made it all so much more intolerable was the withdrawal of his beloved’s affection.

No more was he cuddled and coddled after his ordeals. He wasn’t petted and praised, his tears kissed away. He wasn’t kissed period, or hugged, given a squeeze of the hand or friendly slap on the ass, a twist of the nipple or a knowing wink. He didn’t receive a single smile. Meals were consumed without a word spoken; the banter was gone from their companionship. All the joys of being in love that made life worthwhile again, and all the emotional support he’d come to rely on to get through his day had been stripped away. This left him more miserably bereft than he was agonized, wounded and energy-depleted. Unlike a hectoring wife or those phony bitches in the videos, Doreen didn’t vilify, condemn, raise her voice to him or express any anger at all. It was torturous and devastating enough merely that she expressed no other emotion either. She remained formal, distant, stern and professionally detached at all times, addressing him only as ‘erring male’. Yet even in this terrible dearth her beauty and mere presence were what fortified him, helping him to keep his latest promise to them both. And try as she might to remain remote, Nurse Drake couldn’t suppress all trace of the love and esteem she still held him in.

Once in a while she slipped up and called him ‘little slut’, though never ‘darling’. Rarer still, Karl occasionally caught a gleam of the real Doreen behind the façade his sin forced on her. 

A hint of pity fleeted through her eyes as she swung the cane at his already strapped-swollen ass, his tied-together, bruised and tender feet. A nod of approval at his stoic acceptance of yet another installment of his sentence was sometimes distinctly tinged with pride.

Conversely when in his sleep-deprived, debilitated derangement he cried out piteously (and unconsciously) for his deceased mother during a particularly terrible caning, she brushed away a betraying tear. Karl even caught the faint smirk that greeted his groan once as she buckled his turgid genitals into the little leather harness the monster now wore for his regular workouts. All these glimpses, brief as they were, sustained him. Yet not even the surreptitious relish he heard in her voice when she introduced him to his new vibrator could fortify him against that, or against the rest of his solitary challenges.

After a treatment session that featured the strap, a riding crop, the dressage whip and that heaviest cane (soaked overnight naturally) Karl was returned to the bed. As about the only part of him that didn’t need healing was his knees, shins and the tops of his feet, he was positioned on these, kneeling bent way over forward with his horizontal torso hung from arms stretched unnaturally up and back. Still blubbering from his nearly murderous punishment, his limbs like jellied lead and his eyes all sore and red, Karl submitted woodenly as weights were clipped to his nipples and ninety-nine of the clothespins creatively applied. Those intensely demeaning panties were pulled back over his head, masking his face (no TV apparently), snubbing up his pig snout and stretching his neck back again. 

He poked his tongue out through the leg hole and the last clothespin was attached. His balls were collared and the attached vibrator switched on. Still wondering what kind of education could be in the offing when all he could see was a blur of white, Karl yelped with surprise and distress when he felt the familiar yet unexpected press of two fingers rubbing lube on his anus. Recognizing immediately what was coming (it seemed he’d been dreading it forever) he began sobbing in terror and puckering autonomically. Nurse Drake spoke with stern admonition. Yet Karl heard the playful gloating in her voice nonetheless.

“Be still, erring male. Your sins have brought you to this. So quell your ridiculous hang-ups. It won’t kill you, just fill you up some and prevent you from sleeping. You might even find you enjoy it. And contrary to your juvenile male locker room indoctrination, there is no shame in that. Stimulated dendrites and synaptic activity along your perfectly healthy spinal cord, that’s all it is. That, and something a bit more challenging than just a groping finger or two…”

Having greased and coaxed him open, those fingertips withdrew. Blind suspense tortured Karl; he was horrifyingly aware of his spread legs, his degrading, doggy-style posture. Then something else poked that twitching hole: something cold and metallic, pointed yet blunted. 

Karl sobbed afresh, a shudder running through his supposedly crippled body. Completely beyond his intention or control, his anus and even sphincter seemed to spasm wildly, repeatedly loosening briefly only clamp up tight again. Though they both knew (or at least assumed) that he was as helpless to do anything about this, Nurse Drake admonished him again.

“Relax, erring male. This will be good for you, like everything else in the end.”

Without volition Karl flashed on the supremely mortifying pleasure he’d somehow come to feel when she rubbed him down there, and even when that fuck-you finger pushed in all long and strong and slippery. Rather than calm him though this only distressed him further. 

He wasn’t ready to accept any reassurances about this yet. It wasn’t until Nurse Drake took his collared and compacted balls in hand and gave them a threatening little squeeze that he was able to remember his promise to suffer with honor whatever was required. With another deep, shuddering breath (drool already wetting the panties over his face), he managed the monumental effort necessary to blank his mind and relax. Forcing away the peripherally glimpsed terrors of the state home, he felt his rebelling body at last go completely limp. As soon as he loosened up, that point pushed in.

Bigger than a finger, then as big as the monster at its most ravening, that tapered metal cylinder progressively stretched and stuffed him. Karl shuddered involuntarily again, squirming inside to the very pit of himself. 

Sobbing harder and more abysmally humiliated than ever in his life, he tried to grit his teeth and only bit his clipped tongue. For once being demeaned didn’t arouse him, or so he would have hysterically sworn. But as that dildo reached its deepest (deeper than he’d ever been invaded by far) and he snapped closed on a narrow protruding neck, Nurse Drake spoke up again. This time there was no denying the thrill usurping her dispassion.

“Your toes just curled up, little slut! Only for a second, but I saw it!

“That was no muscle spasm! It was unconscious and involuntary yes, a textbook reaction to intense sexual excitement. But it’s nothing I’ve ever seen before in you, and it’s definitely something you shouldn’t be able to do, yet somehow suddenly can.

“Well, well: breakthroughs come at the unlikeliest of times. I will have to consider this at length; there are clear therapeutic advantages here. In the meantime erring male, be encouraged. This is simply superb news, and right after such dangerous setback! I must leave you now while I document this development and research its implications. I had intended to have you meditate more on your sins this afternoon and evening, and to properly organize your priorities. This you will still do. But now you will also consider the meanings of this reaction.”

Then that vibrator was switched on, and Karl couldn’t think about anything. He burst into a furious torrent of weeping as Nurse Drake strode away. 

From a not-quite icicle so intimately violating him, he suddenly had a giant, burning, mechanized rattlesnake tail. His whole body shuddered again and this time he felt his toes curling himself. He shrieked an inner denial and fled into abhorrence at this, unable to obey his owner or do anything but cringe from unwelcome recognitions – and try to keep from either biting off his tongue or howling around it in his lunatic distress. When he felt his penis hardening – surely no more than an autonomic reaction to the intense vibrating pressure on his prostate –panic instantly descended.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

Much like Doreen’s monosyllabic expulsions of effort when riding him, sounds of strangled urgency escaped him as he thrashed like a madman inside and fought like a cornered saber-tooth to escape his paralysis. Failing that, he strained to expel that rectal insult with every iota of his being. Even without the cooperative neural circuitry he could perhaps trigger some reflexive evacuation…

Of course it was no avail. In his frenzy he came within an ace of knocking free the clothespin on his tongue and this at last startled him into regaining at least a modicum of control.

Though he panted stertorously and felt himself scrabbling at the edge of sanity with shredded mental tentacles, though the monster fought mindlessly on against its own clothespins and the condom crimping it painfully off, Karl was at least able to refrain from going into shrieking hysterics. 

The price of this, he’d been told, was that the panties he wore day and night over his face would be replaced by a pair she’d peed on and allowed to dry. He could try retching on that smell too for all the hours he was required to wait for her. So in blind, almost existential distress the previous night’s struggle resumed, the excruciation of an overstressed spine traded for that somehow worse hot electric buzzing burning out from his innermost privacy and reverberating torturously all through him.

How he endured hours of this he couldn’t understand or even imagine. More mysterious still was how he managed to blubber on but not overtly beg for surcease on the few occasions he detected the presence of his owner back and moving about the suite. And this was only his initial such afternoon-and-evening session! 

Like the constantly escalating punishments, the downright sadistic sexual subjugation and the simultaneously galvanizing and draining FNS ordeals, this distressing bondage, supremely demeaning masking and anal violation was repeated and worsened daily. 

All his week in the doghouse he suffered a bodily affront he had no way to cope with even as he was forced to fight a desperate struggle to contain the derangement born of monotony and helplessness. It was the worst experience of his life and Karl came to dread its horrors extremely. Never again would he disparage the Lifetime channel! Even blind he would have blessed the banality of such a distraction with tears of salvation. Ironically his only respite from acute physical, mental and/or emotional torment proved to come at night.

By no means did his mistress permit him back into her arms. But recognizing the lasting and permanent harm that can result from extended sleep deprivation, by the third night she stopped suspending him in agony above her while she slept. Karl was still panty-masked and straitly hogtied, but now he was relegated to the far bottom corner of the expansive mattress. This was comfort and glory he could hardly have credited before, and he finally began to pay down the staggering debt of rest he owed his fucked-up body.

Though he continued to labor and suffer and service and atone in an excruciatingly intense crescendo that surely had to be stirring him to the core, by Friday night (the eve of his murderous anniversary) he was close enough to the black on that score for the ongoing drama in his subconscious to at last reach his awareness.


Chapter Twenty-Six

The condemned was being marched through the dungeon for once, rather than dragged like a sack of trash or carried victoriously aloft. With just his arms shackled behind him, he was allowed to walk to his unmanning and hanging – this in order to demonstrate his infinite contrition and eager willingness to embrace this most necessary sanction. Though the year of torture decreed for him wasn’t even half up, Krista and the mob (not to mention Karl himself) were finished with waiting. He had offended unendurably at last. Nurse Drake had turned her back and now sentence was going to be carried out. Karl couldn’t wait.

That lady high potentate had visited the dungeon recently to check in on his progress toward execution or redemption. She had chosen to sully herself by touching him and he’d responded by unforgivably soiling her with his sick criminal seed. She had washed her hands of him at that, leaving him to the fate he so obviously craved. Now he was going to get it forthwith.

Staggering in his debilitation (he’d gone months without proper rest while undergoing the most vicious constant torture) Karl limped through a gauntlet of triumphant cruelty. Exultant in vindication, the assembled representatives of offended femininity showered him with spittle and venom, drowned him in a roar of jeering superiority. Savagely exhilarated at the prospect of seeing him chopped and hung, they lined the way to the only egress from this dungeon. Gray daylight waited ahead and eternal black beyond that. Weary and agonized and profoundly soul-sick from living with ineradicable guilt, Karl shambled as quickly as he could toward both.

“Scum!”

“Pig!”

“Pervert!”

“Selfish disgusting chauvinist murderer!”

“Say goodbye to that evil appendage, asshole!”

“Die slow, you sick fuck!”

Karl took every word fervently to heart. Whipped needlessly along from behind (Chyna and Serena, the two most formidably muscular women present had that gratifying honor), he stumbled up an interminable flight of stairs. Finally he passed through a stone arch and raised portcullis and into the open air for the first time since Krista had so cleverly and laudably brought him to justice.

He emerged into a huge courtyard, a dusty execution lot surrounded by thick high walls. Dangling from regularly spaced display gibbets all along the top of these were the moldering corpses of hundreds of men, enemies of femininity just like him. Blackened circles had replaced their genitals, which had been stuffed into the silent screams of their sagging, tongue-less mouths. Eyeless and voiceless they testified to the omnipotence of the Goddess and the fate that awaited all who offended her. Already her acolytes were taking down the most tattered, skeletal example to provide a place of prominence for him.

Karl pictured himself hanging up there for the birds to pick at (surely it would only be a matter of minutes) and felt the monster begin to stir. Then Serena whipped him again, jerking his attention forward to what else lay ahead. Despite the horror he grew rapidly harder.

Towering improbably in the center of the lot was the enormous old oak that hosted Krista’s tree-house. Dangling through the trap door was the noose that would deliver him from guilt. Only when he’d made this ultimate atonement would absolution be his.

At the base of the trunk stood a flaming brazier. Normally this was filled with branding irons. Karl carried the catalogue of his crimes and the contempt of his betters seared into his emaciated hide in dozens of arcane symbols applied over the preceding months. Now however only one tool awaited him: those razor-sharp gelding shears. Their huge blades glowed almost white-hot where they were buried in the coals.

Krista stood there, numinous in anticipation. Finally about to have her revenge, she was so infused with righteous fire that she emitted a faint silvery nimbus – or perhaps that was the sanctifying Goddess shining through. Maybe it was even Diana, come to satisfy some obscure grudge of her own. A vision of divine glory regardless, she was so terrifying and alluring in her fatal beauty that Karl would have wet himself if he wasn’t so exquisitely rigid. Behind her were lined up others, all holding cattle prods should he attempt any resistance. Angelina Jolie was there, and Jessica Alba, and the sixth-grade teacher he hadn’t thought about in years before this. 

While Karl took in every detail of the place in which his inexcusably harmful life would come to its blessedly early end, the rest of the desired ones filed out of the dungeon behind him. Surrounding him on all sides, they made a thick ring lining the walls of the courtyard. Their numbers and bloodlust swelled by the second. As soon as everyone was in place and screaming their execration at him, the whips sliced into him again. He was permitted to hurry forward.

Like a dying man in the desert using his last energy scrambling toward some fabulously gleaming cathedral (is it heaven or just a cruel mirage?), Karl lurched ecstatically toward his executioner. Heart breaking with more love and remorse than any mortal could hope to contain, he threw himself full-length at her feet. When she stepped back repelled by him, he began to lick up the ground she’d just vacated. Driven by extremity and some unremembered example he literally chose to eat the dirt under her feet as his last meal. Jessica, looking almost as radiant as Krista in a body harness of crisscrossing vinyl straps, sneered and laughed.

“Ha! Does this groveling pig still think clemency is a possibility?”

“No.” This was Angelina. Leggy and sleek and as nude as Karl, she was body-painted to the neck in ebon reptilian scales – or maybe these had replaced her skin. 

“The criminal knows the sentence is now irrevocable. Though it has learned its lesson, is genuinely repentant and has atoned more than enough to be rehabilitated, it recognizes its inherently sinful nature. Even now the organ that dared to profane the Goddess asserts its evil. 

“Rampant at its end, both male and monster are expressing thanks for this deliverance, worship for ascendant womanhood and a desperate plea for execution in the Goddess’ name to be carried out immediately. We shall grant this last wish. Drag the sinner to its feet, and over to the shears. Krista has waited far too long for this already. I can’t believe Nurse Drake even intervened in the first place.”

“I can!” 

Impatient Krista spoke up at last. Somehow swallowing his last mouthful of powdery soil, Karl dared to meet her blazing gaze as he was hauled up before her.

“Don’t you see? She wanted the sinner for herself! She wanted him rehabilitated and groomed into the perfect slave for her! He would have been her ass-licking toilet bitch for all eternity. Somehow the criminal realized this. He proved his perverted unworthiness to her on purpose so that she would abandon him to the castration and death he deserves and prefers.”

Karl wanted to argue or at least examine this heresy. But there was no time. 

Chyna and Serena still had hold of him by each arm. The penis that had driven him to such unforgivable sin was straining forth in ecstatic agony. Visibly pulsing in its monstrous tumescence, it begged desperately to be guillotined. 

Eager to oblige, Krista pulled the shears from the fire. Already parted, the blades were incandescent with the promise of purification. So hot that the cut would be instantly cauterized, removing the risk of blood loss prematurely dispatching him, they bracketed him as they had repeatedly done before. Each occasion had seen them cheated. Not this time

`”Here we go, criminal. This is for every time I sucked this with no reciprocation. This for letting you stick it into me however and whenever you wanted while you denied me my own pleasure. Hang for all eternity choking on it pig!”

Manic in abnegation, Karl’s rapturous transport peaked. His former lover, the only female the monster had ever vaginally entered, gave a piercing shriek of climactic glee. At the same time she slammed the handles together in an exultant and supremely condign culmination of their sexual relationship. Searing and shearing in one, the flaming blades severed the source of his sin from him in an instant of transcendent agony, relief and almost orgasmic satisfaction. 

Even as he was glorying in this sacrifice another exquisite flash of excruciation signaled his castration. Suddenly a soprano, Karl screamed high C with pain and deliverance until his throat shivered. As he did, a sharp iron hook was thrust in his mouth. This sank deep into the meat of his tongue and yanked it out to its very limit. Another snip of those holy blades and this filthy organ too was removed. Despite the roaring approval and applause of the mob, Karl heard Krista’s sneer over the agony, horror, and gratitude unmooring him.

“There: now try and lick your mistress’ ass!”

This was just too much, and a momentary swoon came over him. When it passed, he and Krista were standing alone in the tree-house, the site of so many of his most inexcusable crimes. 

He’d been hauled up the ladder and placed at the lip of the trap door, his arms still shackled behind him and his feet still free – the mob wanted to see him kicking, celebrating his own end by doing an exuberant air dance. The noose had been drawn up and handed to Krista. Then they’d been left alone for this most personal and momentous last interaction. While the gathered representatives of femininity waited below, poised to cheer the appearance of him dropping to the end of the rope, they faced each other in their former love nest.

Gazing at her for the last time, Karl felt again all that worshipful love and suicidal remorse. Most heartbreaking of all was a new perception though. Still lovelier than ever with that flaming hair and somehow perfect distribution of freckles, now infused with the daunting yet mesmerizing presence of divine justice, her once delightfully open innocence was gone as if it had never been. Though sixteen forever, the child she had still substantially been was dead. Under the aegis of her holy possessor she was exalted to the stature of infinite despite. Her blue eyes were arctic ice as she fitted her heavy noose over his head and tightened it about his throat. 

“Now you die, you filthy fucking pig, just as you intended for me. It is time to truly pay for all your hideous sins. No rehab, no healing, no blissful eternity servicing female authority in recompense. You are going to hang naked for the crows until you rot, your genitals stuffing your face and your tongue crammed up your own ass instead of hers.”

Feeling that rope prickling his skin as it closed about him, listening to this thrilling foretelling, Karl’s sorrow was displaced by the strange, sick sexual excitement that had come to rule him. The lost monster screamed with the phantom pain many amputees report. His heart hammered out its last beats, eager for surcease. Unable to speak intelligibly without a tongue, Karl focused all the mute contrition he was capable of on his executing Goddess. 

This was it. In the second or so between the time he was pushed and he dropped away from that vision of divine retribution, he would have a brief instant of absolution, a tiny sliver of time far more precious than any remaining decades he might have had. With nothing left to sacrifice, crimes paid for in full, he could go into the endless dark at peace with himself at last. 

This was worth dying for anytime; this was worth an eternity of torture in the deepest pit of hell. He could put up with being boiled in oil, pitchforked into the lake of fire and brutally buggered by truncheon-sporting demons forever if only he could do it with a clear conscience. He closed his eyes a moment to offer a silent prayer of remorse and gratitude to the Goddess for providing this opportunity to make up for all the harm he’d caused. When he felt Krista’s hands settle on his chest to shove, he opened his eyes. This was a mistake.

The face before him was one so ghastly and ruined, so clinically exact in its autopsy-photo gruesomeness that it was like a premonition of the death she’d accused him of plotting for her. His breath caught on a scream too huge for his constricted throat and tongue-less mouth to accommodate. Krista’s head was broken, bashed in, leaking brains and blood and sitting at a grotesque angle on her badly broken neck. One eyeball was dislodged, but both blazed with condemnation and hate. Her voice grated like she spoke through a mouthful of gravel; her once-perfect white teeth were shattered into jagged stumps like the fangs of some savage gargoyle.

“You heartless bastard, you murdered me. You wanted me out of the way so you could fall in love with someone else. Well forget it! By taking your life and sex organs, I claim your soul for my own. This is the face you will always see when you think of love and intimacy!”

Two strong hands shoved against his chest while his feet were kicked out from under him. As he plunged through the trap-door he had no last instant of amnesty to savor. He was too busy shrieking, his last hope shredded away in favor of the eternal damnation he truly craved.

Violently expelled from the theater of his head, Karl woke up screaming. At first these were just wordless shrills of unendurable anguish and horror. Then articulation came.

“I’m sorry! Krista!”

That was all he could manage before scaling off into hysteria. It felt like his overburdened mind was blowing off its outer layers, it darkest core condensing toward a black hole. Everything was about to go supernova; detonation was instants away. Then the abyssal blackness that entombed him gave way to a warm golden glow. 

The panties were yanked off his head. The bedside lamp was on. Nurse Drake had scrambled to the corner where he lay hogtied. Expecting retribution in his panic, Karl was pulled into her embrace instead. Already cooing soothingly, she hugged and rocked and petted him until the fit passed into uncontrolled weeping, then gasping and whimpering and sniffling. 

She pulled up a corner of the sheet and held it for him to blow his flowing nose. She wiped away his mucus, sweat and tears, kissed his face all over, lay it back on her breast and cuddled him close. His breath still hitching a bit, Karl nuzzled against the firm yet yielding pressure of her. She was so soft and warm! Still tears seeped from him, wetting the silk of her uniform. After a bit she reached up and pulled this aside. Then if he needed any more indication that his time in the doghouse was over he got it. Doreen shifted him to her nipple.

“Take this darling. It’s okay. Suckle and relax. Once you feel better we can talk.”

How long and lustily (and lustfully) had he hankered for just this fabulous honor? How insanely arousing would he have found this permission under nearly any other circumstances? Perhaps his owner recognized the worthiness of his current need, and the almost asexual nature of the pleasure and comfort he took in return. 

Like a timid initiate Karl nursed respectfully, still too traumatized to feel anything but awe at the indulgence of his deity. He didn’t try to tongue or nibble or make love to that nipple as he’d endlessly dreamed about but only sucked it with a slow and gentle rhythm. Even his penis remained as quiescent as if it was no longer there. 

One last sob escaped him at this. But gradually the tears stopped. Peace and bliss seeped slowly, steadily into him as he nursed: the gift of his goddess’ generous breast. Feeling ashamed and relieved and blessed and dismayed and inexpressibly grateful he at last detached. Big and stiff and wet and fantastically pebbly, he gave that rubbery tip a single loving lick, as if thanking and acknowledging the extraordinary gift at need. Then he laid his cheek back upon that matchless pillow and sighed. Her heart thumped strong and slow against his ear.

Doreen hugged him and hummed their favorite love song. She rocked him slightly on and let him rest. But before he could slip back into sleep (had he dared to try) they had to address what happened. These were momentous, even dangerous days. She had to know what was going on. And he had sworn to never lie or omit anything. The audio recorder they used to document his dreams sat on the bedside table. Nurse Drake gently maneuvered him closer. Karl knew what to expect, and though memory of the trauma still made him quail, and of his feelings throughout the dream want to turn away in denial, he took strength from his mistress’ forgiveness.

“Are you ready, darling?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good boy. Start recording.”

This command was directed at the voice-activated log. Trusting that it had been picked up and acted upon, Karl obeyed it himself. Speaking as clearly as he could, he recounted the first dream he could remember in weeks. And what a dream! They had all the evidence they needed of just how much ground had been lost. It was despair over this as much as reliving that last horror that made Karl break down weeping again at the end. Doreen was there to cuddle and comfort however, and Nurse Drake to offer support and guidance.

“Shhhh, it’s okay baby. All isn’t lost. We’ll still fix you. I remain one hundred-percent confident. Remember the way your toes curled up? Between that and this latest dream I’ve gleaned some fresh insight. I understand how to proceed from here, don’t worry. I love you baby, Mistress loves you and will take wonderful care of you.”

To Karl’s recollection, this was the first time Nurse Drake had self-identified so since he had tacitly offered ownership and she had lovingly accepted. Snuggled and stroked, kissed and coddled and treasured, his heart swelled with bliss and his weeping again ceased. Squeezing him tight, Goddess kept up the reassurance.

“Let me offer you a quote from a favorite book of us both. ‘The right dreams for a man in peril were dreams of peril and all else was the call of languor and of death.’ Remember?” 

“That’s Cormac McCarthy, The Road.”

“Yes. Maybe that’s not exactly the right quote for your situation. But the metaphor seems apt to me. Your world has been blasted like that man’s. And like him, you face it with courage and determination and love in your heart, even when it seems as if there’s no hope. But there is hope. Unlike those poor doomed survivors your world can be regenerated. And I will see to it.”

“He really was the male ideal, wasn’t he? Brave and resourceful yet sensitive and caring, never raising his hand or voice to his child and always willing to die to protect him.”

“Yes, darling. How wise of you. That man’s selfish wife let him down. She was a coward, committing suicide in spite of those who needed her. We are not so weak.”

“No ma’am.”

They talked about the book a while more, speculating as always about what kind of cataclysm had occurred to burn the entire world and so completely shroud the sun. They agreed an asteroid impact seemed the most likely, though surely the universe was filled with other perils known and unknown. At last they talked themselves out and slept snuggled up for the first time all week. For Karl this was unmitigated bliss despite the cramping pain of his hogtying. Dreams be damned: he was going to walk, fuck and love again. Goddess had promised and he knew better than to doubt her.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

The next morning saw them turn to the topic of McCarthy again. No lesson was intended, they were both just enthusiastic fans. It was an agreeable way to avoid discussion of Karl’s situation. The fact that it was the anniversary of his accident loomed in the background. But after the previous night’s drama they had a tacit pact to just enjoy the end of their estrangement.

Doreen was full of smiles and touches and unexpected kisses. While never apologizing for what she’d put him through, she made it obvious that she was as happy as he that it was over. They bantered and flirted through the bowel routine, and the ease of affection between them let Karl forget the physical and emotional distress of the vibrator. When Doreen checked him at the end he was even able to moan (almost) unashamedly in the face of her sly grin.

It was in the bath where they connected again as McCarthy fans. Like everyone else they were in awe of his command of language. They agreed about his minimalist punctuation: the lack of commas lent power to his prose but dialogue without quotation marks could occasionally be a pain in the ass, especially in an e-book with chancy formatting. 

Besides The Road they talked about their other favorites, first the harrowing Blood Meridian. Again they agreed that it had the greatest density of simply unforgettable scenes and savagely accurate yet breathtakingly elegant descriptive passages than any other book in print. 

After that of course was No Country for Old Men, depicting the same inner and outer landscape a hundred and forty years later. As they were both fans of the Coen brothers too they were soon trading bits of dialogue from the film adaptation and lauding the performance of the actors. From there it was on to Fargo, Raising Arizona, Blood Simple and The Big Lebowski, all movies Doreen had loaded onto his laptop among so many others. 

With a long, loving, blissfully thrilling and ecstatically maddening intermission for monster-baiting, their talk of movies and books and other conversational catching up carried them through stretching and a long PT session that didn’t involve the FNS bike for once. Karl wondered if his daily atonement would be equally forgiving. 

Nurse Drake hadn’t mentioned her intentions. Nor had she revealed whatever new insights she’d gleaned or what turn his treatments would now take. They hadn’t yet even acknowledged the significance of the date, though she’d said before that they would make a real push on it. All that uncertainty was about to change however. And Karl would get his FNS.

With the PT finished, Doreen left him voiding into the urinal while she mystifyingly moved the bike’s control console and associated electronics closer to where he lay propped on a thirty-degree angle wedge. She dumped his output, as always giving it a check for color, cloudiness or other indications of a threat to his health. When she returned she shackled his ankles wide with the spreader-bar and sat down Indian-style next to him. She took his hand and brimmed with compassion while she faced him and explained what was needed next. 

“Darling Karl, I know you were terribly upset by last night’s dream, and I don’t blame you. But I’m also glad you had it. Not only did it give me the excuse to restore my affections a little ahead of schedule, but it let us know where we stand after last week.

“You’ve had a bad setback. Deep inside you blame and hate yourself worse than ever. You wish horrific things on yourself, of which your paralysis is the palest substitute. This is all wrapped up with powerful, even primordial sexual issues that have to be worked out. 

“Think of this as a struggle between life and death in which death has co-opted sex, the most powerful animal force, as its weapon. We are turning that weapon around on it and using it to attack death at its source, while at the same time bolstering life. I see more clearly now how best to do that.”

Nurse Drake released his hand and clasped Karl’s penis. Her touch roused the monster at once, and she began to almost idly pump him.

“I will address the issue of your curling toes another time. That will be our ace in the hole. Right now we need to deal with these persistent castration fantasies of yours.”

Karl opened his mouth to demur. She stopped him with a squeeze and continued pumping and talking.

“You were going to say those are dreams, not fantasies. Fair enough. In your dreams you are ecstatic to sacrifice your manhood. The idea arouses you even now. The penis-meter never lies, little slut. Every time I shave you, the razor in the hand of a woman down there excites you. So why don’t we have a look at your fantasies, shall we? 

“You imagine being stung repeatedly all over the tip. You visualize big, barbed, poisonous stingers lodged in the tenderest, most erogenous spot on your body. You picture yourself all hideously swollen and discolored, as if in need of amputation. You deliberately exposed your poor peter to as much sun as it could get, along with every possible mosquito bite. And you were madly ‘enraptured’ the whole time, lost in a masochistic transport, a worshipful reverie of submissive yearning.

“It doesn’t stop there, darling. You enjoy the penis flail too. Don’t you little slut? Having your dick whipped raw is masochistic heaven for you. Admit it.”

“Everything you say is true.”

“You despise your sexual capacity. You have an enormous amount of guilt tied up in it. You believe it drove you to your doom and was responsible for your lover’s death. You even refer to your erect penis as a monster! I know you do so jokingly, but the choice of words is extremely telling. So what does all this indicate?”

“It seems we need to concentrate my atonement on that uppity little fellow. I’ll never be able to recover without extravagant punishment down there.”

“I’m afraid so, darling. So today we are still going to make a huge push to get through to the inner you, not in hopes of immediate healing, but in an attempt to focus our efforts more precisely and effectively. Are you up for this, darling? The monster certainly seems to be.”

“I am prepared to suffer however you decree for me, my valkyrie queen. And you’re right. Though I’m filled with dread, I’m terribly excited too.”

“Good boy. Unfortunately the penis is too tender to withstand the level and amount of pain we need to inflict through traditional means. And the need to keep a condom on you complicates things too. We can’t have any open wounds. Luckily I have the solution right here.”

Nurse Drake released his penis, which continued to jut up mad with sacrificial passion. She gathered up the electrodes she usually wired to his arms or legs, and the tube of adhesive conductant. While Karl watched aghast and with a trip-hammering heart, she began to glue these to his genitals. 

By the time she was finished there was barely any bare flesh to be seen. He was completely covered with black rubber and trailing so many wires he again thought of Malcolm McDowell in A Clockwork Orange. Still the monster only raged harder, eager to pit itself against any conceivable torture. As Nurse Drake began tapping keys on the console she spoke more words of encouragement.

“I think we were and still are closer to healing you then we realized, darling. I think your subconscious is getting desperate. I think it tried to sabotage you last week, and now it’s hitting you with these horrific images and empty threats about intimacy. 

“I mean, we established long ago that you were not going to have any problems with love and the sex act, didn’t we? We’re starting to get close to your deepest needs now, darling.”

Nurse Drake stepped around and hooked the lift chain through the center of the spreader bar. She raised Karl’s legs until his butt came off the ground and his rubber-encased genitals hung close before his face. She tied tubing about their base, guarding not against ejaculation but rather ensuring that he remain tumescent throughout the treatment. Finally she pulled his arms above his head, back over the rear of wedge and tied them together and to a large weight set on the floor.

“Okay little slut, we’re doing this on an empty stomach because some people react to too much electric shock with nausea. If you feel sick, or your heart gives you any trouble, say ‘danger’ to me immediately. Understand?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Very good. Now then, we are going to treat this like the catholic confessional. One by one you will recite what you feel are your sins, the things you still hold against yourself deep inside. As your Goddess-embodiment I will exact penance for them. I will punish you severely for what you have done. I will punish you until we’ve reached the limits of what I consider safe. Then it’s back to the afternoon-and-evening demeaning while I run a quick errand or two.”

“Okay, Nurse Drake.”

“All right then, patient Jensen, what do you blame yourself for? Try to start with issues of lesser severity and we’ll work our way up.”

“Okay.”

Karl thought about it. The trouble was not coming up with sins; it was trying to decide which ones didn’t qualify as truly unforgivable. 

“I would say ordinary everyday meanness. Krista was always giving and conciliatory, and I took advantage of that. I had to get my way about things and I bullied her until she gave in. I didn’t do it consciously. That’s just the way my father treated my mother and I sort of internalized it. Still I was old enough to know better, and I never made any attempt to break the habit. I was a total asshole.”

Sudden agony raved into Karl’s testicles and erection. Not expecting this yet, he cried out as his muscles thrummed and the current savaged him. 

This was nothing like the burning buzz stimulating the big muscles of his arms and legs, causing them to harmlessly contract. This was far more powerful, a direct infusion of raw energy into his most sensitive flesh. Blood-rich, bloated tissues screamed with excruciation, as did Karl himself. And unlike the blow of a whip or cane, that created an explosion of pain that then faded away, this agony only increased relentlessly. 

Nurse Drake tapped a key, and immediately the current through the electrodes glued to his glans spiked substantially in amplitude. Karl’s body lurched autonomically. He screamed again and burst into tears. Still the infusion continued, his body absorbing electrons in astronomic numbers. There had never been pain like this, except perhaps when those genitals had been so sunburned, bug-bit and then whipped. Comparing agonies of this magnitude was a fool’s errand anyway. Karl was gasping and frantic by the time it stopped.

He got his weeping under control quickly. Still Nurse Drake clucked her tongue.

“Buck up, little slut. We’re just getting started.”

“I’m okay.” The quaver in Karl’s voice tried to make a liar out of him. “I just wasn’t braced for it. I will do better, I promise.”

“Okay. Continue your confession.”

“I expected oral sex on demand yet I refused to provide it.”

Again the electricity seared into him, far more savagely this time as befitted this much greater sin. Though he’d locked his teeth, another cry was ripped from his corded throat. The chain and shackles suspending him jingled as his legs shuddered wildly. Sweat sprang from his pores and tears from his ducts. This time it was his balls that suddenly got the extra kick of juice, eliciting more strangled sobs and desperate wishes for surcease.

Meanwhile, Karl’s erection had lost all urgency. By the time this second shock finished, the only thing keeping him from trying to shrivel back into his body was the foresight of that ligature. So much for the bravado of monsters! Nurse Drake let him gasp and sniffle a bit, sitting by as clinically dispassionate as always. Once she’d deemed he’d recovered enough she gave him another sustained dose, then another and another. Oral sex on demand with no reciprocation?

“Continue.”

“I refused to let her get on top. I let ridiculous ideas of manliness prevent her from ever having an orgasm. She died without ever climaxing.”

It must have been fifteen minutes of on-and-off jittering, jiving, grinding of teeth and feeling his normally inert body shuddering violently before Karl, his eyes rolling in his head and an ace from fainting, had atoned enough – at least for now.

Nurse Drake helped him sip from a bottle of Gatorade. She looked in his eyes with an ophthalmoscope and took his pulse. She sat back down at the control console.

“Continue, sinner. What happened two years ago tonight?”

Drenched with sweat and panting still, Karl winced. This was why he was here though.

“We were at a party. Everybody was drunk and high and making out. I was incredibly horny – or at least what passed for that before I moved here. I faced a choice. We had to call her house by midnight so her bother or one of her parents could pick us up to come home. 

“They might smell beer and pot on us, or see the effects at close quarters. We also wouldn’t get to finish what we’d spent hours starting. A friend was leaving. He could drop us off. We could sneak out to the tree-house and pretend to get home at eleven forty-five.

“Krista didn’t want to ride with Josh. He was wrecked, and reckless. He’d already crashed one car. I bullied her until she gave in. I killed her with my selfish lust and thoughtless cruelty. It should have been me with my neck broke and my head bashed in.”

Was it an hour this time, or an eon? Karl was in no position to judge. He could only cling desperately to his honor and hope the demons inside were being satisfied. Shocks of varying intensity flayed him, playing up and down the shaft and all over the head of his cock like a virtuoso musician’s fingers on the flute. His balls burned like twin suns, blue supergiants racing through their thermonuclear fuel on their way toward the cataclysm that would seed a thousand new solar systems. 

Trusting that a similar rebirth lay beyond his own apotheosis, Karl somehow endured this interminable if intermittent punishment as he had so many others. And at the end he was kissed and cosseted, loved and hugged as he’d so terribly missed the past week. He wept as much with joy at this as with wearinesss, relief and the aftermath of extended great agony. Then bolstered and consoled, praised and congratulated and treated to sweetly proffered pussy in lieu of lunch, Karl was returned to the bed for the day.

One benefit of electricity was that it left no lingering damage to the skin – at least when buffered by rubber and conductant. Doreen wasn’t restrained by healing considerations in devising his bondage and posture. 

Clearly his time alone was going to be just as demeaning as ever. He was put on his back with his arms stretched straight above his head where his wrists were tied to the bed frame. Nurse Drake rolled him up then, lifting his feet above his head and raising his ass up high. She bound his ankles to his wrists and wedged a pillow under his curved back, ensuring that he remained in that stressful and degrading contortion.

If she hadn’t put the condom back on he would be in danger of peeing in his own face. Doreen give him a grin that seemed to reference this as she pulled the panties over his head again – clearly that aspect of his regular demeaning was here to stay, as were his dreaded struggles with tedium and panic.

She collared the original vibrator on and added the clothespins. The last one on his tongue was particularly diabolical. Lying flat, he was forced to either swallow continuously or turn his head and let the constant drool wet the panties and soak into the pillow he was kindly provided with. Yet that was still only a minor torment next to what awaited the other end. 

Despite his strengthened resolve and pride in himself after what he’d just endured, despite the warmth of love cosseting him again and the admitted pleasure he got in the mornings from her finger, Karl whimpered with uncontrollable dismay when he felt his mistress rubbing lube on his anus again. Slyly she chided him.

“Still struggling with those hang-ups I see. What am I going to do with you?”

In pushed that big cold cylinder. Karl kept quiet, though tears leaked from him, hot on his far hotter face. When it was switched on he made a half-grunt, half stifled sob and immediately began ransacking his mind for albums to work through that he hadn’t already mastered. Doreen leaned over, tickled the bottom of one foot and kissed his pig-snubbed nose through the panties. Her voice was playfully affectionate.

“How do you like the pile-driver position, little slut? I think you look delightfully cute, myself. Now, as I said, I have a few rare errands to run. So think of me while I’m gone, and think about why your toes just curled again now. You know what to do in case of emergencies, right?”

Karl squawked his recognizable affirmative. 

“You did really well today, little slut. I was so proud of you, and I still am. Tomorrow and so on will always be tougher, but you always make me proud. I’ll see you in a few hours.”


Chapter Twenty-Eight

As the second quarter of his treatment proceeded, the FNS system continued to feature prominently. Karl’s daily workouts grew ever more strenuous as his endurance improved. As a result, the degeneration of his muscles stopped and he began to show increased tone if not bulk. Doreen made much of this, calling him irresistible and ravishing him at every opportunity. He also underwent daily atonement sessions that left him more wrung out each time.

In addition to his genitals, Nurse Drake began attaching electrodes to his nipples and even anus. All those sensitive nerve endings she liked to talk about sparked and sizzled and kept Karl shuddering like a vibrator himself. It had him clenched around the rubber mouth guard he now used to spare his chattering teeth and keep him from biting or even swallowing his tongue. 

This was a distinct danger when in the throes of his most violent, eye-rolling paroxysms. A few times he actually did pass out during these ever lengthier sessions: too much stimulation overloading his switchboard. Each time Nurse Drake gently revived him. She checked his pupils and vital signs. Then she resumed torturing him – all with Karl’s gratitude or at least resignation.

Fortunately he never had to use the ‘danger’ word, though the fact that electricity left no marks meant these sessions could be prolonged indefinitely, unlike those with whip or cane – with which he still endured regular beatings. So as expected Karl was suffering more each day, far more than even during the week after his idiotic orgasm. 

Thankfully he again had Doreen’s love and encouragement keeping his spirits high, his motivation strong and his honor intact. Bolstered thus he was still holding up well, even under the kind of classic torture practiced in secret police states (and CIA black sites no doubt). Other electrically driven impositions were harder to take. 

Though it couldn’t begin to compare to FNS for excruciation, the vibrator slid into his ass each afternoon remained a source of distress Karl found ever more difficult to cope with. Despite Doreen’s teasing he still found it intrusive and humiliating beyond bearing. There was just no getting used to it as he had to so much else. Worst of all was the way it massaged his prostate. 

This caused his penis to erect, which along with that curling of his toes had Nurse Drake insisting that this was good for him, essential to his recovery. She even performed fellatio on him with it buzzing angrily away up there, and though Karl soared and wept with ecstasy and frenzy as always, he could never forget what was contributing to keeping him so quiveringly rigid.

Between this and the panties regularly pulled over his face, he came to dread his time alone far more than even the worst FNS session. In keeping with her policy of constantly ratcheting up the demeaning and suffering he must endure, Nurse Drake had donned those panties recently for a long, multi-orgasmic indulgence in riding him. Now they smelled powerfully of the vaginal fluids with which they were impregnated. 

Karl was even masked with these for sex occasionally, or while he was enduring his other treatments. In any case, they made him pine for the video files or even the Lifetime channel more than ever: anything to distract him from that pervasive smell, that awful stuffing and buzzing. And of course he still had to deal with the panic that sometimes reared its frantic head after being left too long alone and helpless. This was a problem particularly when Doreen had to leave the house for whatever reason.

Quasi-hermits that they were, even taking regular grocery deliveries rather than going to market, life in modern society still carries unavoidable requirements. Besides making her quarterly reports, Doreen had to drive into the city on average about once a month.

It would be irresponsible to leave Karl with no recourse to assistance should something happen to her en route. A fatal car crash of her own could mean a horrific lingering death for him. To guard against such possibilities, she always left the voice activation running on the computer. One simple command would open the telephone line and dial 911.

Necessary or not, the trust inherent in this helped to fortify Karl during these profoundly unnerving times. He swore to himself he would never call except at the most dire threat to his life, and this steadied him when the dreaded heebie-jeebies closed in. Of course Doreen always returned. And if for some reason she was delayed (a flat tire once, a particularly nettlesome meeting with an accountant another time) she always called and spoke to the voicemail that Karl could overhear to let him know everything was okay.

Other than these rare occasions they still spent nearly the entirety of their time sequestered, ignoring the world beyond their doors as much as possible. They didn’t even surf the web or watch the TV news. The commercials were insufferable, and who really needed to hear about dysfunctional government reneging on its obligations to the people, religious crazies trying to force their delusions and misogyny on everyone else or the latest terrorist attack? They had all they needed in each other, and indeed their isolation was a crucial therapeutic tool in Karl’s treatment. Besides, as the quarter crept by and the intensity of their interactions continued to rise they had no attention to spare for anything else. This too proved irresponsible though. Suddenly everything they’d been working toward and even perhaps their very lives stood at threat. If not for fortuitous timing, all might have been lost to a vagary of fate already.

Nearly a month had passed since FNS had been added to his atonement. Karl still dreamed of the tree-house in the execution yard, but not with the same vividness and specificity. Even better, he recognized the dream now and had learned to will himself awake before it reached its climax. He still had trouble diverting himself when left alone all masked and stuffed, but both of them were satisfied with the current status quo. Neither expected anything out of the ordinary when Doreen left to pick up a few items for a quiet celebration they intended – her thirty-first birthday was coming up. It was quite blustery out and anyone could see a storm was coming, but that wasn’t unusual this time of year. Still they should have at least checked the weather forecast, if not the national news reports.

Alone in the house, Karl hung in the sling. He was on his back, his legs pulled so wide it was like the splits Krista used to practice for cheerleading. That used to drive him wild, until he just had to fling himself between those legs and bang away. Now he felt only the usual weariness and discomfort, and the degradation and distress of the pungent mask over his face and the volatile object up his ass. His head hung back unsupported. His hands were posed as though presenting his breasts, showing off the nipple-stretchers so cruelly twisting them. He hadn’t been this way long enough to either slip into rapture, become truly miserable or fear the threat of tedium yet. The sound of the weather outside was diverting enough. 

The wind whined and whooped, making Karl glad there were no trees within falling distance of the house. Though he could barely see the skylight though a gap in the panties by lifting his woefully heavy head, the light was dropping swiftly. Already it was much too dark out for four in the afternoon. 

Now anxiety pounced, with panic waiting to take the baton. Though he wasn’t surprised, Karl’s relief was enormous when Doreen returned empty-handed not fifteen minutes after she’d left, flying back in on the wings of the storm.

“We’ve got trouble, darling.”

Knowing it was okay and even expected, Karl rubbed his head against the sling, shifting the panties until he could see properly. He caught the clothespin on his tongue with his teeth and pushed it off. Ignoring both the piddling flash of pain and the ease of these operations he’d resisted attempting for so long, he lifted his head to meet her agitation.

“This isn’t just a thunderstorm is it?” 

“Little slut, meet Hurricane Diana, category four, already responsible for hundreds of deaths. From now on we check the news and weather regularly.”

Already Doreen had the remote that controlled the lift and skylight in hand. She touched it and with a low grinding sound a heavy shutter began trundling across the glass. As the room darkened further she turned on the rarely used overhead light and hurried into the bathroom. There she started the tub and sinks filling: emergency water supplies in the event the power failed for an extended time.

“The streets are deserted, all the stores boarded up. The radio says people have been warned to evacuate, but there’s no time now. We’ll have to hunker down and ride it out. Sit tight, little slut. I’ve got to close the rest of the shutters and generally batten down the hatches. I’ll be back in just a minute. Don’t worry darling, I’ll take care of you.”

“Is it really called Diana?”

“It really is.”

With that she was gone, leaving Karl to ponder unsettling coincidences – and start thinking in superstitious metaphors. 

The first drops of rain were drumming the closed skylight: the angry tears of a goddess pushed beyond endurance and building up toward some cataclysmic tantrum. The wind continued to pick up, presaging furious shrieks of outrage. The terror of helplessness in the face of inescapable danger (this was exactly the kind of hypothetical circumstance that had originally inspired his panic attacks) tried to well up. Karl crushed it ruthlessly.

Goddess had promised to take care of him and she would do so, come hurricanes, floods or poison monkeys. He forced a grin at that last joke from The Simpsons. 

It seemed there was one for every occasion. Doreen had loaded the first twelve seasons onto his laptop, and now he distracted himself by chuckling about the episode where a hurricane destroyed the Flanders’ house, delivering Ned into the same dubious hands of modern psychiatry that Karl had toured so ineffectually himself. Now that he thought about it, he and Nurse Drake had been applying the ‘University of Minnesota Spankological Protocol’ for months now. He was still grinning when Doreen returned from banging around the house.

Her color was up and she exuded the boundless confidence in the face of a challenge that he tried to emulate daily. Though muted by the closed shutters the wind was howling louder still and the rain was now hammering down. She shut off the water in the bathroom and grabbed a bag containing elimination necessities: condom catheters, suppositories, lube and gloves. Then she hurried over to where she’d stashed his wheelchair (now deliberately dusty) with a flash of real and uncharacteristic anger.

“Goddamn it, I promised myself you would never use this thing again! I’m so glad I didn’t promise you too. Fate likes to punish us for our arrogance, doesn’t it, little slut?”

“Sometimes it does, my love.”

“Well, every time fate has tangled with me, it’s lost. How’s that for arrogance?”

She set up the chair, connected the leg rests and bounded nimbly onto the bed.

“Okay baby, you’re coming with me. We’re going to have a little party down in the wine cellar, just the two of us.”

Without bothering to remove clothespins, nipple-stretchers, vibrators or even the panties stretched over his head, Doreen transferred him to the wheelchair with her usual swift and safe efficiency. She tossed her laptop on top of his lap and then the adventure was on: Karl was about to tour more parts of the house he’d never seen before.

Back to the kitchen he’d arrived in they went first. There across from the door to the garage Doreen opened another wider, sturdier door set into the floor. Clearly this led to the basement, only instead of the stairs he’d expected a ramp dropped away. Corrugated rubber padding over concrete, this descended in a long switchback to the utterest floor of the structure. Doreen switched on the light and Karl saw a hand-truck down there for wheeling things up and down. As she began easing him down the ramp he was again impressed beyond measure. 

People in this part of the country were expected to have disaster preparedness kits and most had reinforced storm cellars. Like everything else about Doreen’s remodeling job though, this had been done with a superb attention to detail.

She’d called this a wine cellar, and there was indeed a respectable rack of bottles and even a cradle for a small barrel of the staple she favored. Yet that was just the beginning. There was also a short row of still-sealed liquor bottles: bourbon, scotch, vodka, gin. All along the floor stood a long one of plastic water jugs, five gallons each. Above were shelves and shelves of various canned goods and emergency supplies. Though enough stuff was stashed down here for months (Doreen had apparently taken The Road to heart), there was plenty of space left over, which had been turned into a comfortable studio apartment.

The forbidding concrete block walls were softened by sorority trappings: banners and tapestries featuring Greek letters and collegiate themes. A small bookcase held yearbooks in addition to weighty novels and encyclopedia. A commemorative pewter beer stein sat on top. Mounted above this, displayed like a trophy or emblem of accomplishment was a beautifully finished and inlaid paddle with those same Greek letters carved through the middle. Karl could already imagine it cracking against his buttocks, the pain greatly increased by those perforations. 

Except for the drain in the center, the concrete floor was similarly civilized by a thin layer of all-weather carpet. As he came down the ramp onto this, Karl saw a stack of boxes of the tall pillar candles he’d shamed himself by. 

These also stood forth in somehow gothic iron sconces bolted regularly to the walls. In addition there was a Coleman lantern hanging from the heavy overhead beam and another on the table. There were flashlights and a powerful radio on the table too and a TV on the wall. In one corner was a small waste processing and water reclamation closet, and in another under the ventilator a propane stove, along with associated pans and utensils. 

Dominating the other side of the room was the adjustable queen-size bed, and between were the table and a big adjustable armchair. Two collapsible chairs and TV tables were stored in the last corner. There was a phone and a wireless router on the wall and plenty of outlets should the power hold out. It appeared they had everything they could ask for. There was even a semiautomatic shotgun and a dozen boxes of shells among the supplies, though Karl didn’t see any zombie repellent. In any case, Doreen leaped back up the ramp in a couple of short-cut bounds to shut and bolt the heavy, counter-weighted door. She dropped back down in similar fashion to tousle his hair through the panties still humiliatingly half-masking him.

“Welcome to my dungeon, little slut. Now you’re really in deep aren’t you? Let’s get settled in. Here, bring up the weather channel’s website for me please.”

She opened the laptop and turned on the voice activation for him and then hurried to the TV. Within a minute they were catching up on the event that had so nearly overtaken them.

For a time they simply watched video: smashed shorelines and scattered debris, radar and satellite images of the gigantic storm. The center was plowing straight toward them; they were already within its outer bands. They listened to studio talking heads and weather-braving correspondents. When it all began to repeat, Doreen sighed.

“I’m sorry, darling. This is my fault. We should be hundreds of miles away by now.”

“I’d rather be here,” Karl answered honestly. “I don’t want to leave this property until we head for the airport on the way to Hawaii. A long car ride stuck in a mass exodus to look for a hotel room? Forget about it! I’d much rather hunker down with my owner and rough it, even if she lacks the electricity to properly torture me.”

Doreen laughed at that.

“Don’t worry, little slut, we have plenty of candles. And I’m sure we can improvise.

“ Okay, we’re right where we want to be, squirreled away together in the emergency shelter. How shall we pass the time? Are you hungry? You want some dinner?”

“I believe I’m a little too keyed up to eat.”

“I know what you mean. How about I make us a drink – Wild Turkey and a little water – and we play some cards while we keep an eye on the muted TV?”

“Sounds good to me.”

They squeezed together at one side of the table, the laptop in front of them. Sipping whiskey, nibbling at a can of cashews, joking and flirting despite the circumstances, they began to wile the long evening away in what should have been a highly enjoyable fashion.

The novel setting, the break in routine, the sense of adventure and even the slight spice of danger all contributed to the fun. Still Karl could hardly get comfortable with that vibrator (both vibrators) still buzzing away. Doreen had pulled the panties off and removed the clothespins and titty-twisters, but had left him sitting on what felt like a vibrating spike. She commiserated with his groans and whimpers, but insisted they needed to remain ready to move fast. 

Hurricanes of this size spawned tornados. One of these could pluck the house from right above them. They didn’t want Karl stuck in bed or in the middle of a transfer if that should happen. Besides, if this was an ordinary day he would still be hanging in the sling suffering all the usual lonely torments, instead of sipping top-shelf hooch with his beloved. He had to count his blessings.

So they played cards and enjoyed each other’s company until playing cards staled. Muted by the house above them, the storm roared on, a strangely soporific sound. Mellowed by the whiskey, they started touching and kissing, passing at least some of the long hours hunkered down as so many other couples do. This was awkward with the wheelchair though, and eventually Doreen removed the armrests and reclined the back some so she could sit on his lap and straddle him. They were deeply engrossed thus went the power went out.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

“Damn.”

Doreen broke away and sat up, looming over him in the near-dark. They had lit a single candle against this likelihood, and that was all that saved them from sepulchral black. The laptop had already been shut down, but the loss of the TV and electric lighting took a minute to adjust to. The roar of the storm sounded louder in the gloom though the TV had already been muted. From his submissive position Karl ventured encouragement.

“This isn’t anything we weren’t expecting.”

“No, but it’s still a pain in the ass.” 

Doreen’s voice was worried as she ran down the list of difficulties. 

“We’ve got about eight hours of battery life in that laptop, less if we watch videos. We can only recharge it through the cigarette lighter in the car. We’ve got no internet and only the radio for news. Even when the storm’s over we can’t use the lift upstairs until they get the power back on. I’ve got a freezer full of food that’s going to start to rot after a few days. I have got to get solar panels put up on the roof!”

“Put that on next week’s shit-to-do list. In the meantime, I think it’s kind of romantic and even fun, roughing it down here in the safehold. Where were we, my lovely Dungeon-Mistress?”

“I believe I was devouring your face, slave. You were whimpering piteously – still crying about that vibrator probably. But I should get off your hips now, and that should help. 

“You’re not getting out of that chair until the storm passes, so we don’t need to be putting any extra weight on your buns. Instead in payment for your cheek just now I’m going to recline you back flat, take off my pants and let you lick my ass. What do you think of that, young man?”

“I should be punished so for all eternity.”

“That’s my filthy little slut.” 

“Can I just ask a question first ma’am?”

“Speak, sinner.”

“Where is my laptop? It would be nice to have them both.”

“So it would. Yours is right where you’ve assumed, in the storage locker with the rest of your worldly goods. I had not thought we’d need it. More fool me, eh?”

“Oh well, shit happens.”

“Sometimes it does. That’s why I like to stay nice and clean down there. I’m awfully sweaty and sticky in these slacks.” Nurse Drake rocked atop him, rubbing their crotches sensuously against each other. “Perhaps you’d like to move up from feet, and return the favor of your daily perineal care. Perhaps you’d like to wash me thoroughly before you eat me. Would that pass an agreeable hour or two for you boy?”

“Absolutely, ma’am!”

Doreen climbed off. She began to unbutton the slacks she’d donned for the run into town. Karl waited with squirming desperation for her to recline him back flat – anything to further lessen the pressure on that agonizing intrusion! Doreen slipped off her pants and panties. That single candle limned and shadowed her dramatically. 

Karl wet his lips, trapped monster raging. She lowered him down, that special smile stirring him to service. Unfortunately this new honor-obligation would have to wait. Tired of being shut out and ignored, angry Diana chose this moment to strike at them.

The constant roar of the storm was getting louder. Even underground they heard a quickly increasing cacophony. It sounded like a thousand cattle cars approaching; perhaps full of wildcats on the way to a furrier, perhaps on fire and throwing off bolts of electricity too. 

Karl had read the phrase ‘his bowels turned to water’ in at least half a dozen books and always thought it melodramatic nonsense. Suddenly he was discovering the truth behind the triteness. His eagerly watering mouth dried up instantly and terror beyond even his extensive experience seemed to send deadly ice crystals careening through his bloodstream. 

The muscles still spastically clenching around that vibrator abruptly loosened, and if he hadn’t been sitting on it the damn thing might have finally slid out. For once however Karl was distracted almost totally from the monstrosity his beloved had stuffed up his bum. Here it was at last: the ultimate nightmare of complete helplessness in the face of unanswerable peril.

Suddenly it didn’t matter what he’d done. It didn’t even matter if this really was the wind-and-water embodiment of some Goddess come to take revenge and put an end to guilt. Subconscious death-wish be damned, Krista was dead and that was a tragedy he would suffer for forever, but he was alive and he very badly wanted to go on being alive! 

He’d averred this intellectually all along, though his belief could have been stronger. But claiming and hoping something was so couldn’t compare to feeling it shrieking in the animal core of him. The threat of death had pitched Karl into a state of extreme lucidity. Yet there was scant chance to savor this revelation. Even as the word tornado was forming in his head Nurse Drake cried out in warning.

“Look out!”

Rather than swing astride his face as she’d been about to do, or scurry for the spot of greatest safely in the cellar, she threw her torso atop his, acting with instinctive altruism to protect his body with her own. In a movie (on the Lifetime channel for example), this joining of love and revelation in the face of ultimate things would be just the deus ex machina needed to cure him. Unfortunately his life wasn’t as tidy. Karl could only lie squashed under his protector in gelid terror and wait for the house to either collapse atop them or be whisked off into the sky along with them and all their conscientiously stored supplies.

The horrible roar grew louder still, the shrieking more strident. A rumbling that could be felt all through the system approached. Perhaps sensing his peaking panic Doreen hugged Karl tighter, shouting reassurance against the racket. Facing the end he wanted to pray, but in this super-lucidity knew it was pointless. 

Though in the interest of fitting in he’d always paid proper lip service, he realized suddenly that deep inside he’d never believed in the God of the Abrahamic faiths any more than he did Zeus or Ra or the Flying Spaghetti Monster. It was all superstition for children; there was nothing up there but the sky. Even the private religion he’d been following here was ultimately just a mental game, a habit of thought and source of amusing metaphor. It was a way to influence his primitive subconscious and reinforce the necessarily asymmetric dynamic between him and the icon he was relying on to cure him. It increased the intensity of emotion involved, but could do nothing to spare him from the sheer physical power of something on the scale of a tornado. In the last analysis, Karl saw as never before that the universe was simply a vast insentient process, that life in all its multifarious wonders was merely a part of that process and that consciousness of any of it was as inexpressibly precious as it was ephemeral. 

Each of us gets one life, no more; when it’s over, that’s it. If the right factors combined in the next few moments, that would happen to him. There was nothing further he or any other being could do to prevent it. He had to trust to Doreen’s preparations and protection, and to the chance that had warned them just in time. Still as the tumult from above climaxed in a wooden-metallic crash and the sound of breaking glass he prayed to the woman shielding him anyway, and for the same reason humans always have: It couldn’t hurt, and it comforted him. It was at least better than shrieking and gibbering like a panicked monkey.

Karl’s bladder voided on its own. Heat ran out of him and down the tube while he waited for his personal apocalypse to commence – for the first cracks to appear in the ceiling above. For a moment everything trembled, that rumbling vibrating subsonically through their bodies, as well as the house and earth and everything else. For a moment blind fate hung in the balance. But then rather than escalate and shake them to destruction the rumbling at last began to pass, to recede in effect as it moved on. The awful racket modulated back to just its previous dull roar. The hurricane was still pounding them, but the vortex Diana had spun off to throw at them had just missed. They were still safe until she threw another; the candle hadn’t even gone out. Karl gradually relaxed, luxuriating in his lover’s embrace. 

She could have leaped up and run to a corner, or slid under the bed. That would have been safest and indeed smartest. What use in both of them being killed? Instead she’d stayed, shielding him with her own body. If the ceiling had fallen in or flown off she would have died for him, and never even thought to ask why. She was a saint, an angel, a goddamn Goddess if he said so and never mind seeing reality with blinders off. To let her know he appreciated her and was all right, he kissed her shoulder and asked a question he already knew the answer to.

“That wasn’t the skylight, was it?”

“No.” Doreen’s voice was muffled. Lying atop him in the inclined wheelchair was awkward for her but she clung on a moment longer before sliding off into a sitting position. 

“That would have been a serious crash. I think something was flung against the big kitchen window. It hit the shutters, not hard enough to smash through, but the concussion broke the glass behind. This is a seriously sturdy house. We’ll be okay. I just hate to think what might have happened if all this came upon us in bed, blithely fooling around with the skylight open. 

“I messed up bad, not keeping up with the weather reports. You should take that paddle to me for a while, or I should be the one licking your ass.”

Karl had no idea what to say. He averted his eyes and remained silent. When Doreen pulled her pants back on he made no objection but watched silently as she lit the Coleman lanterns, stuck a flashlight in her waistband and turned on the radio. Once she had it tuned she made another drink, came back and raised his footrests so he was reclined more comfortably. She took the cushion off the armchair and sank back onto the floor next to him. She gave them sips of whiskey and toyed with a lock of his hair.

“We have to listen for the eye. I want to go up for a quick look around in the lull. And then we’ll know it’s half over too.”

“I understand.”

They sat quietly, listening to the wind and rain and radio. The basement was expertly sealed; not a drop of moisture penetrated. Of course they were far enough inland that storm surge wasn’t a problem. But if it rained enough they could find the pond creeping up toward the back door. That was one thing Doreen wanted to check on. In the meantime they finished their drink. Doreen grabbed a pillow off the bed so she could squirm into a position where she could hold him and rest her head on his chest. Within minutes she’d dozed off.

Karl left her alone. 

He could listen for the lull just fine himself. He certainly wouldn’t be sleeping, that damn, miserable, horribly aggravating vibrator would see to that. It was getting a bit chilly in the basement too, and he was naked as ever. The hurricane still raged and he remained helpless against it, yet the panic had gone elsewhere. 

Even asleep Nurse Drake was a potent ward against the heebie-jeebies. With her ear pressed right to his chest his heart must have provided a soothing rhythm to the background lullaby of muted wind and rain. Despite their close call and continuing danger, and the awkwardness of her posture she was the picture of peaceful repose. 

Her face was beautiful as ever and her love just as much of an enigma. Karl watched her worshipfully, listened for a drop in the wind and endlessly replayed the moment when she threw her body across him.

Was it that unfathomable love that drove her to risk her life for him or just the instinctive altruism of the compassionate medical professional? Would she have done the same for anyone? What was there to love about him in the first place? Karl knew he was good-looking even as a cripple; you don’t score the hottest girl in the class if you’re not. Yet who could be attracted to any cripple, especially a self-inflicted cripple too weak to overcome his own demons? 

In his reading Karl had come across the term ‘devotee’ as a label for a person with a sexual fetish for amputees and cripples. 

That was a curious fetish, no doubt, but hardly more irrational than being aroused by domination. In any case Doreen certainly didn’t seem like a person ruled by perverse yearnings. And if she was so motivated (by sadism say, and the opportunity his helplessness presented), what need had she of love for him, or all this effort and altruism on his behalf? She could torture him to death or right into the state home if she wanted. Anyway that was all ridiculous: he knew Doreen, and knew that she loved him. What he couldn’t understand was why.

As always Karl found no answer to his questions. Eventually he dismissed them, forced to just accept the miracle of her affections with the same staggered gratitude as always. He was turning his attention to his recent realization that whatever his dreams and self-despite indicated to the contrary his will to live remained instinctive and persistent when the lull finally came.

At first he was so surprised by the sudden quiet he didn’t recognize it for what it was, though supposedly he had been listening for exactly that. He felt a pang at awakening Doreen, but knew she expected him to.

“Hey, honey. It’s here.”

“What’s that, darling?”

“It is the eye of the storm.”

“Good.”

Doreen scrambled up, stretched, and pulled the flashlight from her waistband.

“Will you be all right while I take a quick look around?”

“As long as nothing happens to you.”

“I’ll be careful – no unnecessary risks.”

“I trust you.”

“I’ll be right back.”

“I love you, mistress.”

“You’re the apple of my eye, little slut, the creamy white stuff in the middle of my Twinkie. Sit tight, be brave, and I will bring you a present.”

She ducked for a quick kiss and then bounded up the ramp. She opened the door on that eerie quiet and disappeared topside, leaving the door open. Now if she got struck by lightning, stepped on a live wire or broke her neck tripping over a displaced chair he would die a slow death by thirst. Shoving such macabre possibilities away, Karl began quietly singing.

“There were three men came out of the west, their fortunes for to try.

And these three men made a solemn vow: John Barleycorn must die.”

By the time he’d worked his way through the traditional English folk song, Doreen was slipping back through the door and bolting it behind her. No sweat – and she did indeed have a present for him, several in fact. As she made her report she started by dumping a couple of frozen steaks on the table.

“Yeah, it was the kitchen window. Everything else looks okay. No telling how long the power will be out though. What does the radio say?”

“Just that it’s out all over.”

“Uh-huh. It’s time to eat the good meat before it goes bad. But while it thaws I’m going to dine on your good meat first – you know, tenderize it, give it a dry rub, sear in the delicious juices, and then messily devour it half-raw. Call it a first course.”

Nurse Drake tossed a small hand whip and the genital harness she used on him over onto Karl’s belly. She grabbed two more candles and moved in on him where he reclined naked in his wheelchair, still groaning over his stuffing.

“I know baby,” Mistress soothed as she lit the candles and pulled up a chair to give herself long and leisurely access to him. “You still don’t like having your bum stuffed and buzzed. But then it wouldn’t be atonement if you liked it. Take heart, little slut. Those batteries can’t last forever, and neither can this storm. In the meantime we’ll just take your mind off them both by playing with you for a while. After that we’ll have a steak dinner at three a.m. Does that sound fun and adventurous enough darling? I’ll still let you tongue-bathe me too if you want.”

“I want that desperately, ma’am.”

“Well good! Let’s just get this condom off and we’ll see how much alternating pain and pleasure your little peter can handle. Then we’ll both have our appetizers before dinner!”

They settled into another interminable session of burning, beating, baiting and fellating the harnessed-up, vibrator-assisted hardness of Doreen’s pet monster. While Diana wept and raged anew in her unceasing fury Karl suffered and soared as always, not even a natural disaster reason enough to interrupt his almost constant punishment and demeaning.

Into the latter category fell finally getting to bathe his better with his tongue. 

Head swimming with rapture, he cleaned every fold and crease, every curve and plane, every delicate organelle and tight little pucker of her before getting his appetizer. With Nurse Drake battened on the monster at the same time they made love to each other as inexhaustibly as always until they finally had to break for their way-overdue dinner.

They split a can of sweet corn and ate a whole steak apiece, nothing but straight salt and pepper and a little butter for the corn. Nothing had ever tasted so good; simplicity had its appeal in their Spartan setting. In keeping with the frontier spirit they drank warm whiskey cut with water again, and by the time the meal was done and policed up Doreen was visibly dragging. Karl risked familiarity for the second time in one night.

“Honey, why don’t you go to bed? I’ll stay up and monitor the storm and radio. I can wake you again if anything happens. It’ll take considerably more booze than that to let me sleep again, at least until you let me off this thing.”

“You are sweet, darling. You are always so sweet to me. You’re going to make someone such a wonderful husband one of these days. I do hope she’s worthy of you, and of all my labor of love getting you back on your feet. Okay darling, let me just maneuver you over next to the bed so I can hold you and put my head on you again.”

Soon Doreen was back asleep, most of her body stretched sideways on the mattress. Pillow and teddy bear in one, Karl lay in her arms, a blanket wrapped about them both. Suffering badly still but deeply in love and content beyond understanding in such difficult straits, he listened to Diana rage on and the radio burble away until the batteries in the vibrator died as predicted. Though it still felt as though he was impaled on a fencepost, at least both he and the monster were finally spared that constant electronic stimulation. Doreen had earlier uncollared his balls too, and after untold hours of torment Karl gave one last whimper of conflicted relief. Soon after he followed his owner into slumber. 


Chapter Thirty

Karl dreamed he was sitting on the toilet in the house he grew up in. He had to take the most enormous shit of his entire life. Yet no matter how much he pushed and strained it just… wouldn’t… come! Crazed with desperation he sobbed hard and the sob woke him up.

It was the damn vibrator of course. Even dead it was an agony to contain and no wonder: it must be eighteen hours since it was slid into him. Nor was that his only misery. His back and buttocks hurt from being in the wheelchair so long and inside the condom he was burned and whipped raw and inflamed from hours of jerking. Still, being in physical pain was such a constant these days that Karl managed to look past it all as soon as he perceived two things. Doreen was still asleep and the roar of wind and rain was gone. The storm had passed.

Guilt settled in. He had promised to stay awake. Next came the temptation to wake Nurse Drake. Surely she would make getting him out of this chair and that monstrosity out of his ass her first priority. Despite his suffering however he couldn’t bring himself to disturb her. Instead he contented himself listening to the radio.

Diana had moved further inland and been downgraded, she was now a tropical storm. Power was out over a wide area and there was no telling when it would be restored. Tornadoes had been reported – tell us something we don’t know, please. Okay, the time was nine-fifteen. 

Overseas, Muslims were killing Jews and Jews killing Muslims. Muslims were butchering each other over thousand year-old succession squabbles or obscure doctrinal differences and gleefully targeting the ‘infidel’ as well. Floods, earthquakes, plagues, tribalism: it was all America’s fault. Karl sighed and tuned out the rest.

The smell of grilled steak lingered, as did the taste of whiskey. Karl peered down at Doreen snuggled against his chest and saw that her eyes were open.

“Peek-a-boo, baby. Are we still alive?”

‘I don’t know. Is heaven lying in your arms? Is hell having your ass stuffed around the clock? Or are both just part and parcel of living with Doreen Drake?”

“Let’s go with all of the above.”

Doreen cast back the blanket, sat up and stretched. 

“Boy am I hungry! Eating right before bed always does that. But I suppose my darling little slut would rather get off his butt than eat breakfast.”

“You are perceptive, ma’am.”

“Yes, and conscientious too. I need to examine your backside for pressure sores. I believe I might even find time to pull that vibrator out.”

“That would be heavenly.”

“Okay then, it’s transfer time! Let me just empty this collection bag first.”

With no lift handy Karl got a hug and a groping of his buttocks as he was moved onto the bed. Doreen rolled him onto his side.

“See? I told you the batteries would die, just as the storm would end and we wouldn’t.”

“My beloved is wise.”

Doreen pulled the vibrator from him. The relief was so overwhelming it felt like it just kept coming, as though it was two or three times its one-by-six inches. The smell hit him just as Nurse Drake clucked her tongue.

“Well, the good news is we won’t have to do the bowel routine. Looks like your body insisted on unloading not just the vibrator but everything else that wasn’t nailed down. You weren’t kidding about wanting it out of you. Hold on little slut, and I’ll get you cleaned up.”

Embarrassment competed with relief momentary. Then relief won hands down. There was nothing to be ashamed of: shit happens, as he’d said. His back and butt ached on, and then Doreen was there with rubber gloves and disposable wipes. Once he was tidied up she pulled a pillow under his head and the blanket over him. 

“You need to stay on your side for a little while at least. I didn’t see any redness, but you still need pressure relief. I’m going to go upstairs and clean up the glass, check for other damage, see how the pond is, et cetera. I’ll be back in under an hour and we’ll get our day underway.”

Karl closed his eyes. The enormity of his relief carried him back into unconsciousness immediately. When he came awake again Doreen had returned, all washed up and dressed in her daytime spandex. She had a basin full of steaming water she must have heated on the stove, soap and the sponge-mitt, lotion and razor.

“It’s time for the old-fashioned bed bath darling. I haven’t given one of these in quite a while. Let’s see if the old girl’s any good at it still.”

“This is a bit below your pay grade, isn’t it?”

“In a typical hospital or home care setting, it would be – especially the hauling and heating water part. At the clinic, not so much. Here, where I’m being paid in only personal, professional and sexual satisfaction, everything is included at one low-low price.”

“Or high-high price, depending on one’s perspective.”

“Oh, now that’s naughty, little slut. There are guys out there who would pay out the ass for the kind of treatment you’re getting gratis. At the very least it should be covered by the government.” Doreen rolled Karl deftly over onto his belly. “Are you trying to tempt me into taking that paddle off the wall?”

“You know me too well, mistress.”

Bantering and flirting as always, they worked their way through a modified morning routine. Karl got his usual bathing, shaving and monster-baiting, and was returned to the wheelchair. Doreen pushed him up to the table and began making eggs and pork chops for breakfast – more perishables that needed to be eaten before they perished. After that she pushed him upstairs for a look around before they sat down to discuss things.

Other than the lack of power and that single glassless window there was little evidence of disturbance. Doreen opened the shutters that had taken the hit. She craned to see the outside. Then she cast a look around the sullen drizzle of the day.

“The old girl’s got a battle scar, but nothing serious.”

“What hit us?”

“Looks like a little metal table, a piece of lawn or patio furniture. It’s all bent to hell.”

“I don’t remember any lawn furniture.”

“ I don’t have any, except for the dock chairs now floating around my lake. I’ve never seen it before. The tornado picked it up somewhere, and as it passed near here it flung it out again. If it was iron instead of aluminum it would have crashed right through.”

Doreen closed the shutters and they pushed on into ink. She opened other shutters as they went, letting in the daylight. There was nothing to be done about the shutter over the skylight until the power was on however, and the master suite was without other windows. She hung the Coleman lantern from the useless lift to throw its harsh, silvery light against the black. As she sat on the edge of the bed to face Karl she cast another glance at it.

“Not very romantic, is it? Good thing I have a ton of candles. Something tells me we’ll be using a lot of them before the power comes back. So let’s talk about that.

“The whole coast is shut down, and I have no way of getting in touch with my superiors. I’m sure they have more pressing concerns at the moment, but eventually they are going to want to know we are unaffected. If we still have no phone, power or internet access in say three or four days, I’m going to have to risk driving into the city before they send someone out to check on us, some sheriff’s deputy who might not understand what we’re doing here. In the meantime we shall carry on as normal, if a bit laboriously. Agreed?”

“You know it!”

With the manual lift she’d used on their holiday Nurse Drake transferred Karl to the therapy mat. They did the usual stretches and as vigorous a PT session as they could without the FNS. Likewise they had to revert to traditional atonement tools for that part of his treatment, beginning with the commemorative paddle from downstairs. Later Karl was clothes-pinned, titty-twisted and panty-masked again while she straightened up both outside and downstairs. At least she took pity and limited the vibrators to the one she always collared about his balls. 

The candles made their simple, protein-heavy dinner another romantic affair, and during and after they drank more wine than usual and made love with an extra thrill of fervor. Sleeping hogtied and cuddled up with his lover in the middle of that big king-size again, a single distant flame holding back the abyssal black, Karl considered roughing it to have its advantages.

The following days proceeded similarly.

They slept and lived in the master suite as before, though Doreen either cooked on the big brick grill pit outside or used the propane stove in the cellar. They also returned to the cellar for waste disposal, though Nurse Drake kept a bucket far back in the bathroom to empty his collection bag into until it was convenient to carry downstairs. One time she squatted quite unconcernedly in front of him and arced her own glittering contribution into this, and he was aware of her doing so just out of view on other occasions too. 

Diana had returned them to the time of chamber-pots, and Karl didn’t really mind. If it was up to him, he’d just dump the bucket out a window each time and be done with it. 

What harm could it do? What man can raise his hand and swear he’s never pissed against the side of his own house? Marking your territory is as old as the animal kingdom!

This was a guy talking though, and worse a teenager. Karl kept his suggestions to himself. In any event, by the third day after the hurricane they were ready for a diversion again. Doreen’s birthday had arrived, and though her original plans were wrecked by the storm, they seized on the chance for another memorable celebration.

The best wine in the cellar was broached, and the best meat in the slowly thawing freezer grilled outside under a cloudless blue sky. Doreen broke out her stash and they even toasted her nativity with shots of the Wild Turkey, as long as it was open. 

Like sex, boozing is another traditional American pastime when the power goes out. In any case they partied and played long into the night again, with the birthday girl repeatedly doling out the thirty-one spankings rather than suffering them. 

Finally she rode herself to exhaustion and they slept intertwined. Meanwhile, conditions continued to improve outside. And finally the day arrived when Nurse Drake decided her need to check in outweighed the dangers of travel.


Chapter Thirty-One

They worked their way through their improvised routine right up to atonement time. Then rather than bind Karl in some stressful and degrading position for whipping, Nurse Drake fed him a quick meal and returned him to the bed. 

With no power to raise the head of this she used a backup hand crank until he was lying in his trademark slouch. Yet rather than spread his legs, festoon him with clothespins and subject him to vibrators and the like, Doreen set about making him as comfortable as possible.

She turned the radio on low and pulled a sheet up over him. She had him drink an entire bottle of Gatorade. She squeezed one of the five gallon water jugs into the space behind the raised head of the bed. She ran a piece of tubing from this over the top to where Karl could reach it with his mouth, a kind of super-straw. Then she set her recharged laptop on his abdomen and started the voice recognition. These precautions weren’t lost on Karl, who grew increasingly uneasy at the risk they were taking. Doreen reassured him however.

“Don’t you worry now baby. You know momma will move heaven and earth to get back to you before you make it through more than one movie or a few chapters, right?”

“Of course.”

“This is just because it never pays to take chances. So you just enjoy your afternoon off. Watch or read whatever you want, and look forward to me walking back through the door in an hour or two. Maybe I’ll even have a surprise for you again.”

“I’m looking forward to it already.”

“Good boy. All right, let me just change into something a little more respectable, and then it’s adventure time.”

Karl was opening his mouth to say her spandex day uniform elicited plenty of respect from him, but Doreen forestalled him.

“I know, darling. But others have a more staid conception of respectability, don’t they?”

“I suppose so, the fools.”

Doreen donned a nice pants suit that allowed for plenty of practical exertion should it become necessary. Then she fixed her hair and face, gave him a kiss and left him alone and helpless in the isolated house again: no panties on his head, no vibrator up his ass and all the entertainment he could want. All he had to do was battle anxiety for an indefinite while.

Karl took a sip of water to wet his suddenly dry mouth. Then he spoke to the laptop.

“Open file directory.”

The desktop wallpaper disappeared and up popped his distraction choices. 

Watching videos was energy intensive. To conserve battery power Karl opened the e-book folder. He wanted something that would engage him but wasn’t too challenging, something he’d read before but not in a while. He’d only made it to the b’s when he struck gold.

Clive Barker, Imajica. 

The same book he saw on the bedstead when he moved in, this was an enormous story, spanning two hundred years and five worlds. Filled with magic, horror, eroticism, and hundreds of Barker’s bizarre, lavishly imagined characters, there was no way he would have time to read the entire thing. But he could divert himself with favorite passages...

“The destruction of Yzordderrex,” Karl murmured to the silent house. “Its rebirth at the power of the Goddesses.” Then he raised his voice and began giving the computer commands.

For a while he was utterly absorbed. The themes, the action, the sexual politics leading right up to the divine spoke to his situation in convincing ways. Several times he paused in his reading to open his dream log and record points made or better elucidated by Barker.

“The Reconciler called himself a coward. So am I. His failure caused enormous tragedy. He couldn’t handle the guilt and fled into a fugue state for two hundred years. I have fled in a similar attempt to abdicate responsibility. I need to find the courage to emerge. Must I too be confronted by the living embodiment of my worst crime before I do?”

Making notes and putting things together this way, as though working on a term paper, felt good. For the first time since the accident Karl mourned the final two years of high school he’d missed. Not his juvenile dreams of being BMOC, but actually taking classes, interacting and studying and learning new things. He should be eagerly starting college right now, not betraying his ignorance to Nurse Drake every time he tried to have a serious discussion with her.

It wasn’t too late. Once his beloved cured him and then no doubt kicked him out of her house, he could get over the loss of her by restarting that whole interrupted life. He could get his GED and be back in a classroom within a year…

Between such positive associations, fresh insights and a simply incredible novel, Karl hardly thought to even look at the clock. His confidence that nothing could stand in the way of his goddess easily kept any worries at bay. Shut in the enclosed suite the lighting was constant too. The lantern had been turned to just a low glow in case he needed to sleep. With the radio tuned low enough to ignore he might have been in a timeless limbo. It wasn’t until nearly three hours had passed that he finished another chapter and finally noticed Doreen was overdue.

That was all right: predicting travel times in the aftermath of a category four storm was a fool’s game. Karl shoved his worries back under to fester while he returned to the novel. 

He skipped over a lecture about men being destroyers – that lesson had been sufficiently implanted thank you very much. It was the same as all those news reports, and as the almost-goddess in Rose Madder had said: men were beasts. Some could be gentled and tamed and some could not. And those who went rogue must be dealt with. Karl paged ahead to the rebirth of Yzordderrex: waters flowing uphill, primeval vegetation burgeoning like mad and fecund women everywhere, dressed in berry juice and smiles. Immediately he was engrossed again.

Karl’s own smile disappeared when he finally did notice the radio chiming the hour. 

Suddenly it was five p.m. – and time to start seriously worrying. 

He listened carefully to the news. He heard nothing untoward. He tried to dive back into the novel, finding the bloodiest, most apocalyptic parts. But soon it became clear that not even Barker’s searing visions would be able to hold his attention. He found himself staring unseeing at the atrocities on the page and visualizing ghastly scenarios of his own instead. 

Doreen is on her way home after ensuring the authorities that they are both safe. She’s driving along the coast road. Weakened by the recent storm, the hillside above her suddenly collapses. She is either instantly swept into the ocean without a trace or entombed alive under a megaton of rock and dirt. Separately they suffer similarly lingering deaths. 

Or perhaps she stays inland and it’s a weakened bridge that gives out. The country’s infrastructure is falling apart, but apparently things like raising taxes to get it fixed are commie plots to take our guns. So down goes the appropriations bill, and another bridge too, oh well, that damn hurricane just claimed two more lives. Doreen perishes unnoticed at the bottom of a deep ravine and Karl of dehydration and general organ failure two weeks later.

Worse than natural disasters and demagoguery, there are individual agents of human evil roaming the world. Ever hear of drunk drivers? There are assholes so irresponsible they’ll risk killing innocents rather than wait for a safer ride. Suddenly one comes careening around a curve and smashes into Doreen. Boom, instant immolation; another fervently beloved girlfriend bites the dust. He can now add Doreen’s carbonized face to Krista’s broken and canted one on his nightly horror parade. What chance for a recovery then before that five-gallon jug runs out? 

Or how about this: Doreen gets another flat tire. Beautiful woman alone by the side of a rural road, some pseudo-good Samaritan stops to help. Five minutes later she’s locked bound and gagged in her own trunk as her serial-killer sex-predator kidnapper disappears forever with her. You know, one of those rogue males that have yet to be dealt with. 

Such an ending to his redemption bid would be about the cruelest irony Karl could think of, which superstitiously made it seem ever more likely. Again that vision excoriated him: his goddess with most of her lovely face obscured by a filthy rag-gag. All he could see of it was one eye blacked and both shimmering with terrified tears in the bouncing, rattling darkness of the trunk. So anathema was this image that Karl shook his head violently.

“Close file!” 

His mouth was dry, his voice raspy, and he had to repeat himself for the computer.

“Close file!”

Imajica disappeared. The file directory came back. Karl craned his head around and took a drink of water – a sparing one. Somewhere in the back of his mind, Doreen had a bag over her head and was weeping bitterly as she struggled futilely against her brutish captor. Shaking his head again, Karl saw the still active icon for his dream diary. This led his eyes up the file tree to the rest of Nurse Drake’s documentation of his case. 

She had said to read anything he wanted. They were as emotionally close as any two people in the world. Regardless, Karl would stoop to snooping through her personal papers no more than he would spit in her doting face. This was his Goddess-embodiment, for heaven’s sake. But professional documentation of his own case on the other hand was an irresistible attractant, especially with his need for distraction so dire. Perhaps he could even add to the insights Imajica had inspired, keep working toward his cure like she would certainly approve of. Rationalizations made, Karl opened the root directory and scanned the folders.

Most of the titles were in a cryptic shorthand that meant nothing to him. At least four were clearly labeled however: ‘1st Quarter Protocol’ through ‘4th Quarter Protocol’. 

Karl wondered mightily what was coming up. On the other hand, premature knowledge could fatally undermine its effectiveness, whatever it was. 

Present and past should be safe enough to investigate. It might be interesting to see what kind of medical-academic jargon was employed to describe say, relentlessly torturing his nipples, genitals and anus with electricity.

“Open Second Quarter Protocol.”

Please enter the password to open this folder.

Karl felt his face flame with rebuke. Nurse Drake’s authority seemed to permeate the air suddenly, making him crave a caning for his transgression. But then rationality returned.

These were confidential medical records – particularly confidential, given the unorthodox nature of his treatment. They hadn’t been locked against him specifically but only as a matter of routine security; for the protection of his own privacy in fact. Only his dream diary was accessible, and only on a write-only (or record-only) basis. He would have to find some other way to hold back the panic.

Karl thought of opening Imajica again, but its spell had been broken. He scrolled through the entire book list this time and saw hundreds of enticing titles: classics and contemporaries, fiction and nonfiction, scholarly works and cartoons bizarrely juxtaposed by alphabetical order. It was one of these last he settled on, The Complete Calvin & Hobbes. Someone had defied Bill Watterson’s notorious protectiveness of his creation by scanning every single strip from start to finish and compiling them in a huge single file. How awesome of a day-long diversion was that? Karl was opening his mouth to open the file when this last thought made him pause.

What did he really need a diversion from? 

Worried as he was about Doreen, tormented by recurring visions of her in terrible peril, he didn’t actually feel hysteria threatening. There was no manic restlessness or fight-or-flight response, no screaming heebie-jeebies making him cry for his momma. He was in his worst jeopardy since the tornado. Yet the thought of his complete helplessness in the face of a torturous end troubled him far less than the possibilities his imagination conjured regarding Doreen. 

Let Watterson wait for when he really needed him. Calvin would still be transmogrifying himself and battling deranged mutant killer monster snow goons for as long as the battery held out. Instead he addressed his dream dairy again.

“It looks like we have another breakthrough here. I believe I’ve found the key to defeating my panic attacks. Though I badly want to recover or at least live – my moment of clarity during the tornado proved that conclusively – the way to avoid panic is simple: put my concern for others first, most appropriately that of the woman I love. 

“Doreen would have died for me downstairs. I would do the same for her in an instant, hopefully just as instinctively. Together these revelations – that I care deeply about my life but not at the expense of my lady love – seem spectacular progress to me. I can’t wait to discuss this with her when she gets home. Save file. Stop listening.”

With the recording suspended, Karl closed his eyes. Right away his mind began tormenting him with images again: Doreen chained naked in a filthy basement, the plaything of some sadistically murderous rapist; Doreen weeping with revulsion as her bound body was pawed and groped and slavered over. How he longed to redeem her as she was doing for him! Almost idly Karl began to fantasize about that very thing, combating the lurid imaginings that seemed to arise spontaneously with ones he had control over.

Doreen is indeed in the hands of a psychopath, and she’s sending him these images in desperation through a telepathic link forged by the extraordinary degree of their intimacy. Spurred by this absolute necessity, Karl shatters the subconscious block imprisoning him and leaps from the bed. He follows the psychic spoor of his beloved to where she is caged and kicks in the door. She is bound out as naked and degraded as he ever was; the vile male, the rogue whose dispatch is long overdue, is interrupted just as he prepares to violate her for the first time.

Karl wades righteously in. He brutally incapacitates the vermin. Then he chastely frees Doreen to take her revenge and end the threat this cretin represents. Afterwards she enfolds him like one organism absorbing another, greedy with love and gratitude. 

This has confirmed what she felt all along: age and career concerns be damned, she can’t bear to ever be parted from him. Arm-in-arm they walk out of an exploding house into a storybook future: fancy wedding, honeymoon on Maui, decades of marital bliss and eons of soul-custodial. They have saved each other for each other and will be together forever…

Karl was still elaborating and rehashing this wonderful fantasy when he heard her distinctive footfalls coming down the hall. Nurse Drake was back.


Chapter Thirty-Two

“I’m sorry I’m late, darling. I should have foreseen what would happen.”

Doreen kicked her shoes off. “Oh my aching puppies!”

“Are you okay?”

Karl had never seen a more lovely sight than disheveled Nurse Drake striding in, her suit coat over one arm, sleeves pushed up and three of the pearl buttons on her blouse undone. Now she pulled the pins from her unraveling hair and shook it out. Admiring that honey-brown cloud in the argent of the lantern had Karl wishing for the richness of candlelight. Doreen outshone all his fancies then as she gave him a dazzling smile.

“You are such a sweetheart! That was supposed to be my question for you! I am fine, just a little footsore. As I said, I should have expected it. 

“They’re still chasing their tails over there. The second I walked in they put me to work.

“I really couldn’t refuse to help out – in their shoes I wouldn’t have taken an excuse. It took me forever to check in with the right people, let them know we were okay and everything was on course for my six-month report in a few weeks. Then I had to escape without being shanghaied into working all night. They had me running all over that place!”

“I’m sorry, mistress. Is it anything a tongue-bathing can cure? I’ve never given a lady a foot massage (or a back rub for that matter), but devoting myself to developing expertise at both is high on my list of priorities for as soon as I’m cured. Which I’m sure I made great progress toward today by the way. It seems your incentive is as effective as your treatment.”

“How wonderful!” Doreen set a bag on the bed and began taking off her pants. 

“Wait until I get comfortable and you can tell me all about it. Then I would truly love a foot bath darling, and a perineal one too. Pants are just so awful! I don’t know how you guys can stand it. Honestly little slut, haven’t you been far more comfortable spending these past few months naked and shaved?”

“As you say, mistress. Maybe we should run away to a nudist colony once I’m healed.”

Doreen laughed. “How about a hippy commune – free love, lots of drugs and all the Grateful Dead you can listen to?” 

She removed her shirt and bra, then pulled the fancy ruffled shirt back on, leaving it unbuttoned. Wearing only this and her panties she climbed on the bed, the creamy silk clinging to her curves as alluringly as ever as she settled down Indian-style by his side. She turned the computer so that she could use the keyboard. 

“I think as a reward for your progress you can bathe the sore, sweaty crevice under my breasts as well. Bras are tools of the devil – or maybe of the hated patriarchy. Would you enjoy that duty too, my beautiful young grooming tool?”

“I would be transported to soaring euphoria by that, my glorious Aphrodite.”

“Wonderful! I couldn’t get you a surprise darling. I’m sorry. So cleaning under my boobs will have to do. Now, tell me about your day. Then we can eat and play. I brought some fresh fruit and bread home so we don’t get scurvy from eating so much meat.”

“Why don’t we start by replaying the last few entries in my dream log? I was making notes while I paged through Imajica.”

Together they listened. Then Karl explained his new insights further, expounding upon them excitedly. Doreen shook her fists exultantly and kissed his face all over upon hearing of the revelation that came to him during the tornado: clear evidence that his will to live was strong and instinctive. She similarly celebrated his triumph over his recurring panic attacks.

“Yes! I knew it! I know it was difficult for you darling, all the times I deliberately left you susceptible to your nasty heebie-jeebies. But it was only a matter of time before you found your inner strength. How ironic that you found it with the crutch of your distractions back in place! But continue please. You said you were tormented by unbidden visions of me in danger. Explain more thoroughly. Tell me how you dealt with this.”

Hesitantly, his blushing face betraying him as always, Karl described his lurid imaginings and the way he’d used a rescue fantasy to hold them at bay. Sticking to her standard admonition that he omit nothing, he even stammered his way through his sappy dreams of marrying and belonging to her forever. 

Doreen’s eyes were kind, full of doting possessiveness at these admissions. She showed neither pity for his unrealistic wishes nor any indication that they might not be so unrealistic after all. She just gave him the sweetest of kisses on the lips and a fervent hug. When she pulled back her eyes were glistening with emotion.

“These are indeed splendid breakthroughs, darling. If you ask me, you are substantially cured already. It really is amazing after your disastrous setback last month. In a way we got hugely lucky with that hurricane. Neither of us was hurt yet it really shook things up, allowing you to gain back lost ground and then bound on ahead. 

“The knot is unraveling fast now. I think you could even say the real crisis is over. Deep inside you have decided on recovery. You’re just not ready to follow through yet. You feel your atonement is incomplete. You’re still holding out for the ultimate punishment your subconscious insists on but that your awareness refuses to recognize. That’s all right though. We still have half a year and more to either convince you this is unnecessary or give it to you until you’re satisfied.

“In the meantime, physical pain is working beautifully and will continue. So will your incidental degradation. I’m sorry little slut, but we can’t afford to let up now. And come the next quarter we will begin combining these even as they are again increased substantially.”

“Whatever you say, Nurse Drake. I’m willingly in your hands until the end.”

“Fabulous! Okay, let’s eat. Then you can bathe me and we’ll make love and sleep naked together. Tomorrow the usual routine resumes.”

Karl was enraptured already. Dismissing the question that begged to be asked much as he’d avoided opening the Fourth Quarter Protocol, he let his heart sing paeans of love and hope while Doreen doffed her panties and lit candles all around. She turned off the lantern, radio and laptop. She moved this last and settled in its place, straddling him while she fed them a deliciously simple meal of fresh fruit and bread and water from his super-straw. Then she leaned in close, pulling the elegantly scalloped sides of her shirt wide. Gently she directed his head for him, nestling his face up under the heavenly press of one firm, heavy breast. 

Frantic with gratitude, rejoicing in the progress that had earned him this honor, Karl scoured her slavishly. He tasted sweat and Doreen and felt little bits of grit rolling along his tongue: skin and fabric that had rubbed off on each other through hard activity while harnessed. Karl’s heart broke a little at the suffering societal pressures forced on his beloved and all women, and he coaxed forth more juice from his glands to sluice these little bits up, to sooth as well as cleanse this incomparable goddess in a swoon of fervent penitence. 

Nearly smothering himself deliberately, he slathered the lower junction of torso and teat from one end of each long, semicircular curve to the other. As the highlight of a day of challenge and triumph he could hardly have asked for a better. He got to clean her other most erogenous areas as promised as well. Like another taunting taste of the nirvana he’d envisioned they made love and slept together afterward like man and wife and not nurse and patient, mistress and slave. Then as agreed their improvised routine and the appropriate protocol resumed.

Still restricted to sponge baths for his own hygiene, Karl got a treat when Doreen hung his head over the oversize commode and used water she’d stored in the sink to finally wash his hair. After nearly a week full of sweaty oral service and no proper bath this was filthy, oily and itchy beyond description. Buoyed by its cleansing (not to mention recent developments), Karl plunged back into his daily ration of physical pain with an eager will. 

Infallibly he greeted the paddle, strap, cane or whip with rapture. He wallowed in the masochistic thrill of his torture as long as he could, milking it for every iota of arousal. Then he manfully endured the no longer welcome agony as long as he could once again. When it broke his stoicism into abject weeping and piteous shrieking at last, he turned his face away. He would assiduously avoid influencing his disciplining mistress until medical necessity was satisfied.

His afternoon-and-evening demeaning remained his greatest challenge. 

Unwilling to have him lying on the bed with his skin in constant need of healing, Nurse Drake took to suspending him excruciatingly swaybacked or degradingly splayed out from the manual lift. Nipples stretched and twisted or dangling swinging weights, clothes-pinned all over the place (right to his ever-eager tongue), pussy-stinky panties snubbing back his snout, his collared balls buzzing or dangling weights of their own and of course his poor asshole once again cruelly invaded and vibrated, he could at least confirm that hysteria was no longer going to be a problem. He even received a rare and cherished treat, ironically enough.

With the power still out there was little to occupy Nurse Drake once she’d kept his paperwork up to date. She took to sitting with him and reading aloud from her paperback copy of Imajica, occasionally resuming their discussion of its relevance to his situation. 

Karl listened, groaned articulately, shook or nodded his head. He garbled out simple replies from time to time, as the pin clipped him miserably and the slaver ran helplessly down his chin and neck. He spent his nights bound up contorted and whimpering almost continuously as his lover cuddled him in slumber. So they persisted in roughing it, until finally ten days after Diana knocked it out the power came back on.

In more ways than one it was perfect timing. 

The hurricane had struck, providing just the deus ex machina he’d been mocking to rejuvenate his recovery. Now he was ready to move on, but without power their options were limited. His endurance had grown prodigious, while his skin could only take so much damage. Karl was supine on the mat, one leg pinned flat and the other stretched so far above his head the toes touched the mat as well. 

Where the state home would have him in contractures, Nurse Drake had him more limber than some gymnasts by now. Perhaps this spoke to the limited scope of their current physical therapy protocol. In any case she lay bodily atop him in her uniform. The lantern was turned up high, the little gasbags inside blazing like blue-white super-giants. A weighty silhouette against that glare, Karl’s therapist was crooning soothingly over his groaning when suddenly the overhead light bathed everything in yellow.

“Whoo-hoo!” Doreen cried in a passable Homer Simpson. She crushed him flat and gasping as she leaned down to claim a kiss. “Good thing I left the light on, huh little slut? The power might have come back and we wouldn’t even have known!”

“How dreadful it would have been to needlessly miss out on my FNS for another day.”

“I don’t hear any irony in that at all, my favorite patient. Okay, let’s get you peddling that bike while I police up the suite. I have got to get some music jamming while we do it though. We’ve gone far too long without blasting tunes. What do you think would suit?”

Doreen stood and reached to turn off those little twin suns. Karl took a shot, his legs still quivering with stress-relief.

“Joe Satriani, Flying in a Blue Dream.”

“Good choice.”

Five minutes later the skylight was flooding the suite with sun, instrumental guitar was detailing mad tapestries of energy across the aural spectrum and Karl was once again twitching and jerking to the flail of electricity.

Later he hung belly-down from all four limbs and jittered like a live wire, as the ones connected to his weight-swinging nipples, his harnessed-hard genitals and the stretched-open circumference of his vibrator-occupied bum kept jolting him relentlessly with electricity. Teeth sunk deep in the mouth-guard, eyelids fluttering like window-shades, Karl heard Nurse Drake speak with satisfied dispassion. The current dropped to just an agonizing tingle.

“It’s s so good to get back to this. I can’t stress enough how important this is boy. If anything can spare you the fourth quarter it’s this. So concentrate, sinner! Tell me again: What do you regret about your relationship with Krista? What makes you so yearn to put your penis on the chopping block? Tell me and I will make your monster think he’s already burning in hell.”

So they launched into the last two and a half weeks of quarter two. As always this was more challenging than anything yet. Doreen seemed to glory in having use of the lift again. She restrained and suspended him with insidious inventiveness almost literally around the clock. Yet still she managed to use him sexually with the insatiability of a nymphomaniac and the callous disregard of a pimp her property. Similarly she was also making up for exercise and atonement missed because of the power interruption. As a result Karl found himself so constantly debilitated that dreams were the least of his worries. 

That was surely by design. So Karl sucked it up and endured and somehow he made it through the ever more intense culmination of the first half of his treatment with his restored honor and optimism intact. By the time Nurse Drake left him home alone again to make her quarterly report, he managed to take advantage of her absence to snatch a quick nap despite being strung up humiliatingly stretched, his extensively whip-calligraphied flesh subjected to all the usual middling torments. Pig-nosed in his mask of stinky panties, he even drifted off for the first time ever with six thick inches plugging him up and buzzing away.


Chapter Thirty-Three

So now they were six months in, halfway through the one-year maximum treatment period promised. So far, so good. The third quarter began much as the other two had, with bathing, shaving, and monster-baiting, followed by words of explaining – and warning. As Doreen brushed his freshly washed and blow-dried hair (now significantly longer) and pulled it into a ponytail she began by praising him lavishly.

“Now my darling little slut, I want you to know that I think you’ve done splendidly so far. You’ve been the perfect houseguest and patient, fawningly submissive to me and earnestly dedicated to getting better. You’ve charmed and surprised and gratified me immensely and made me proud to have dedicated myself to helping you. 

“We’ve had a wonderful love, a gloriously harmonious relationship so far. I don’t want anything to ever alter that. So I have to warn you now that despite how well you’ve done to date, and how far you’ve come on the road to recovery, the rest of this year may be more distressing for you then you’ve come to expect. 

“What I mean is that it will challenge you in new ways, in ways you haven’t shown an aptitude for coping with yet. You still have issues unresolved darling, deep, unacknowledged needs, and we have to approach these obliquely. Perhaps we can satisfy your subconscious without forcing you out of denial. I’m dubious about this, but the effort must be made. I trust you accept that this is all completely necessary and for the best.”

“Of course, Nurse Drake.”

“Good boy.” Doreen pushed the button that carried Karl out of the bathroom. She halted him just outside the wide doorway, where there was a cabinet of medical equipment and the chart she used between trips to the computer. 

“As I said earlier, your punishment and degradation will not only continue to increase but they will essentially begin to merge, or at least operate in tandem. Also, if you’ll think back to our first conversation about this, you may remember that I warned you that your atonement would eventually be incorporated into your regular maintenance procedures. We have now reached that point. Let us begin by taking your vital signs.”

Nurse Drake opened the cabinet and produced her sphygmomanometer. She wrapped it around his bicep. She donned her stethoscope and slipped the chestpiece inside his elbow. She pumped up the cuff and took his blood pressure: all normal so far. 

Next she used the stethoscope rather than her fingers to take his pulse. She had him breathe deeply while she listened to his lungs and then his abdomen. She carefully palpated each endlessly abused testicle for indications of damage.

Other than enhancing the aura of medical authority she exuded despite her nudity, none of this was a departure either. A dread foreboding began to form as his nurse turned to enter the relevant data on his chart. 

What else was left to torment him with? When Nurse Drake turned back to him, the answer crystallized out of a prophecy from inside. Echoing back one of his most impactful dreams came a scream from the very core of him. 

That was no oral thermometer! 

No, inevitable was what that was. Karl should have been expecting it as soon as he heard that his punishments were about to take a turn for the ‘nurse’. 

Nearly as big around as the vibrator she used on him yet twice as long, the oversize instrument his mistress held was all shiny metal and glass; silver and white and graduated black. A conduit ran up the middle of this to a blood-red bulb at the end. 

One gloved hand stroked suggestively up and down it’s twelve or fourteen inches as Nurse Drake smeared on the lubricant. She met Karl’s cringing chagrin not with somber necessity but rather a knowing grin. As always her eyes were kind yet effortlessly penetrating.

“That’s right, little slut. This is how we do it now. You dreamed of this, yes? A very interesting dream if I recall, just chock full of clues to my patient’s inner makings. I’m afraid you won’t have me riding you while I take your temperature with this however. I’m going to be too busy watching to see if your toes curl when I slide it in.”

Dismayed (to say the least) as he was, Karl noticed that if this was punishment, Doreen had relaxed her customary dispassion. 

With that stethoscope still hanging around her neck and swinging out from between her breasts, naked but for her skin-tight white latex gloves, she was the classic naughty nurse, twinkling mischievously as she prepared to abuse her position. Either she really was a bit sadistic inside or she just didn’t consider what she was subjecting him to as suffering – just as she usually made light of his distress regarding the vibrator. (Typical female, dared the heretic inside.) Now without rubbing lube on him first as she usually did she gripped his genitals with one hand and stretched them up while reaching below with the other. 

Her accuracy was as unerring as always. Cold and slick, that big red bulb indented his opening and then without any tentativeness or hesitation pushed on into him. 

Trained to acceptance by two months of such assaults, Karl’s insides yielded easily.

There was no spastic clamping of his sphincter, no involuntary shudders. His consummately helpless body received such insertions with perfect inertia these days. Still his face burned, his eyes squeezed shut, he ground his teeth against his groans and yes, felt his toes curl tight without any command from his brain. 

His cock began to twitch in that rubber-gloved grip. It swelled alarmingly as he was penetrated, especially as that thick slippery cylinder pressed and slid along his prostate. Soon he was so erect he ached, and already seminal fluid glistened on his tip. But make no mistake: reflexively tumescent or not, Karl was suffering horribly. Far deeper than the vibrator ever did, that steel-and-glass phallus pushed further and further in, until he finally sobbed aloud.

“There, there, little slut. I know that’s a lot bigger than the standard thermometer. But I need to find out just how hot you really are.”

Nurse Drake finally stopped thrusting and released his genitals. With his penis now jutting so fiercely up she was quick to see the leaking gleam. She ducked her head and sucked this up. Her smacking lips left him gasping and raging and humiliated beyond bearing.

“Yummy! Thank you little slut. That was just the taste of sweetness I needed. You hang in there now and let your hotness register while I get dressed.”

She returned the stethoscope to the cabinet and padded off. Karl ogled her backside as long as he could and then closed his eyes. 

He did not want to think of anything, least of all that dream he’d had the first night in her bed. Immediately he began mentally chanting song lyrics, choosing them totally at random, just trying to get through this as always. 

At least that terrible intrusion wasn’t buzzing, outrageously and unnecessarily deep as it was shoved up into him. If there was a note of mania about his inner gibbering, it was only because she’d rather sprung this on him. If he could get used to the vibrator (enough to sleep with it when exhausted at least) he could learn to deal with this deeper indignity once a week too.

Resplendent in spandex, Nurse Drake returned after ten long minutes to dash that hopeful fancy. She strode from her wardrobe as lovely as ever, still eying Karl archly, as if secrets he was keeping from himself were laughably transparent to her. Without ceremony she pulled the thermometer out, only cocking an eyebrow at his gust of relief. As she checked the reading however she spoke with a hint of cajolery.

“I know you think this is silly and unnecessary, darling. I mean the numbers almost never change, do they? But this is good for you. Remember how selfish and unaccommodating you used to be with Krista? It’s important you learn how to humor the lady in your life even if you don’t appreciate her reasons for what she’s doing. 

“This extends beyond the bedroom to every facet of your relationship, darling. That’s why we’ll be taking your vital signs every day from now on rather than every week – that’s one of the reasons at least. So buck up, little slut and get used to this addition to your routine!”

Karl groaned with dismay, yet he kept his eyes submissively downcast. Doreen clasped his still madly straining rigidity and began to pump it with a deliriously slow rhythm that quickly changed his groan to a moan.

“Poor baby, I warned you this would test you differently. But now you can relax, at least until this time tomorrow. And the new thermometer is the only element we’re adding this week. Otherwise it’s the same old protocol, if always a bit a more demanding each day.

“So let’s get you onto the mat for stretching darling. I want you limber enough to tie your body in knots when we finally make love on the beach. 

“That’s part of the appeal you young studs have for us mature women: your pliability both physically and emotionally. Putty in our hands boy: that’s what you teenagers are! And you’re about the most enticing piece of cougar meat I’ve ever seen...”

“You’re thirty, not fifty,” Karl gasped as she stopped stroking the monster. “And I’m a man, not a boy, ma’am.”

“Shush, little slut,” Nurse Drake softened her rebuke with a smile. “You’re a boy to me until you prove otherwise. And I’m thirty-one. Did I not spank that number into your sexy bottom enough with my hairbrush?”

“You did, mistress. I apologize. Just so you understand that I could be eighteen forever, perfectly healthy and the most desirable man on the planet, and I would still be your eunuch servant unto death, waiting on your faltering steps and still exalted to lick your wrinkled old ass.”

Doreen laughed merrily at that as she transferred him to the mat.

“You make a better case for me to keep you every day, don’t you little slut? No, it’s true, I’m a cougar already. I admit I’m attracted to younger men, especially wounded and broken ones who have started out wrong in life. I get my fulfillment from putting them right. But that’s not to say I wouldn’t enjoy having a little sissy boy-toy of my own to keep my house and body clean, and to sate and amuse and divert me during the lonely times. I could find uses for you that would really shock you. As I’ve said however, you may find the appeal of submission waning once the issues at the root of it have been resolved. One never knows. You may come to want to eradicate the mere memory of me.”

Karl was about to protest the ludicrous impossibility of this when she shushed him with a touch. As always his obedience was automatic.

“Let’s not talk about this, darling. We don’t want to get distracted from the life-and-death matter at hand by nebulous fantasies about what may or may never be.”

“As you say, Nurse Drake.”

Still Karl found it impossible not to return repeatedly to this conversation over the following week and beyond, if only in his mind during the hours of his demeaning. 

Foolishly he parsed every casual word for clues to his beloved’s feelings about him. Despite the way she tortured him daily, even insisting on those abominable, ever worsening intrusions, he couldn’t imagine trying to live without her. Pliable as he no doubt was, he had so much emotionally invested in this icon that it scared him.

What if Doreen healed him only to spoil him forever for other women? 

He pictured himself wandering the Earth alone, cast out of paradise and unable to appreciate anything less. He thought with eviscerating jealously of the men to come after him, wallowing in the loving attentions of his goddess and quickly making her forget all about him. Belatedly Karl found himself counting the costs of falling in love: the envy, insecurity, anxiety and heartbreak that always waited in the wings. 

He’d felt none of this with Krista. Blind with the passions of first love, blessed with a pliable mate himself, the thought of ever losing her, whether to death or another, had literally never crossed his mind. Older and wiser now, a man in this way if perhaps lacking in others, he meditated on the demands of adulthood and covertly, idiotically nurtured his fantasies of winning Doreen’s hand and weaning her away from the current meaning of her life.

Karl didn’t kid himself about one thing. He knew Doreen was aware of his turmoil; she was always effortlessly attuned to his moods. Still she showed neither pity nor promise, carrying on as always: making sweet tender love to him or using him brutally as her bitch, remaining kind and companionable but always authoritative at need, snuggling lovingly with him at night even as she kept him bound in the most stressful of contortions. 

She worked him like a dog, beat him like a mule, tortured him like a terrorist and degraded him relentlessly. And all the while he loved her more and more, even as she slid the vibrator in each afternoon and that monster thermometer each morning. Unsure which challenge he was showing less aptitude for – whether that of anal insertions or finally facing the fact that his time with Doreen was finite – all Karl knew was that half two of his year of redemption was indeed proving considerably more distressing than he’d anticipated. And oh boy, it was about to get so much worse. Week two saw the re-institution of a torturous medical procedure he’d believed (with infinite relief) behind him forever.


Chapter Thirty-Four

Like so many of their most momentous encounters, and indeed the entire adventure they were sharing, this one began in the morning bath.

Here they were most comfortable in their roles, with rapture and possession only a shared glance away. Here she’d first aroused him and gained his notice in his ennui. Here she’d offered to cure him and here she’d made good on the first installment of that promise. Here he’d first seen her naked, was shorn of his monster’s mane and had his terror of orgasm and intimacy jerked lovingly out of him. Here he’d indulged shameful sacrificial fantasies after his sunburning while she clutched his jack-knifing body to her breasts and jerked him with fervent complicity.

Here he felt comfortable exposing his deepest weaknesses to her as well as facing her most demanding challenges. And so here he was once again: slouch-splayed half in the water, panting explosively and whimpering with torment after nearly an hour of fellating and monster-baiting. Freshly shaved and scrubbed, multiply moisturized with lotion and mouth, rubbed half-raw and sucked practically off, his penis had already been through a marathon workout. Yet when Doreen freed the rubber ligature binding him up he remained determinedly upright. 

The monster seemed as driven to pursue the near-impossibility of orgasm as Karl was that of eternal enslavement – or at least marriage. Though Mistress rarely showed impatience at this, Karl was always profuse with apologies. He was fucking up the routine and he knew it.

They couldn’t proceed until he voided, which he couldn’t do until he wilted. If they skipped the voiding, he might interrupt PT or atonement with pissing – not an advisable risk around electricity. During their emotional estrangement Nurse Drake had dealt with untimely erections by squeezing a testicle until the sickening agony caused him to slump. Karl would have much preferred that to what she’d decided on this time.

From an unnoticed caddy in the back she plucked a long, thin, sealed paper package. About fifteen inches by two, he recognized this immediately from times he was trying to forget. Though he managed to bite back any protest, he gasped and blanched uncontrollably. This was far more reaction than Doreen needed to read him.

“I know, darling. This is always terrible for you. I warned you about the challenges this quarter. Are you beginning to resent me yet? Be honest!”

“Never! Absolutely fucking impossible!” Karl cried, channeling his dread and upset and knowledge of abomination imminent into avowal. “If anyone else suggested that I would go for their throat with my teeth!”

“Okay darling, I believe you. And I love you too. I understand you will submit to this unstintingly despite how traumatic you find it. Good boy. Let me explain why it’s necessary.”

Karl tried to regain his composure while she ripped open the sterile packaging.

“First of course is convenience. We don’t want to have to wait on erections to empty you, and your balls get enough abuse already. Also, reflexive voiding like you do never empties the bladder completely. The more we drain out of you, the longer the interval before we need to worry about it again.

“I know you miss the penis flail too, little slut. If we can keep you empty, say with an indwelling catheter even, we can keep you erect and whipped and shocked and stimulated almost around the clock. Try doing that with a condom on!”

From the packaging she pulled a long rubber tube similar to the one she’d kept bound about his now finally drooping cock. One end of that tube was flared slightly; the other tapered and angled to a point. As Nurse Drake began to coat the entire thing with her surgical lubricant she continued explaining.

“Remember that we are still concentrating atonement on your sexual capacity. We must satisfy your subconscious wish to sacrifice your penis. The fact that we’re inexorably closing in on even deeper needs doesn’t mean we can neglect this absolutely crucial one. The monster must suffer worse, little slut. Can you think of a more potent punishment for it?”

“No, Nurse Drake. Surely the FNS hurts more. But somehow this is so much worse.”

“Good. That brings us to our last reason: incentive.”

“Incentive?” Karl was aghast.

“Not positive incentive, like our eventual trip to Maui, the first time I ride your penis or when I finally decide that you’ve earned another milking. This is a negative incentive to get better. Instead of offering a reward, we offer to remove a detriment. Here is the deal: manage to control your bladder and you need never face the catheter again.

“You control your diaphragm, don’t you? There’s no physical reason whatsoever for you to be able to control one but not the other. So I’m challenging you: take that first solid step back into able-bodied existence. Quit just curling your toes, and stop pissing yourself like a little baby. Until you do, you’re going to get a whole lot of this!”

Still burning with shame at this unfamiliar dressing down, Karl had no chance to even brace himself as Nurse Drake seized his penis, poked the pointed end of that tube into his pee-hole and began jamming the length of it up his urethra. 

Seven millimeters wide according to the packaging (more than a quarter inch!), that lubed-up rubber tube stuffed and stretched him agonizingly. Yet beyond the pain was the hideous intimacy of the invasion. Penises were not meant to be penetrated, period.

This was like the worst rape imaginable, and Karl wept bitterly as his body was so fundamentally violated. Stabbing as deeply into him as that monstrous daily thermometer if not more, that tube disappeared up his meatus almost entirely under Nurse Drake’s assured thrusting. At last it reached his bladder: urine spilled out of the flared end and into the churning tub.

As unconcerned as ever about a little dilute bodily fluids in her bath water, Nurse Drake waited patiently (Karl grinding his teeth on grating sobs) until he was tapped out. Then she pulled the catheter slowly out of him, maximizing his discomfort before casting it in the trash.

“There you go, baby: all done. Let me wash you down there again – no infections allowed! Then we’ll brush your teeth and dry your hair – I love how long it’s getting, though I need to trim your split ends – and we’ll take your vital signs. Later, after FNS and everything else, after lunch, we’ll string you up real humiliatingly, stick a Foley cath in you and flail your erect prick for hours. Tongue-clipped, clothes-pinned, nipples and balls dangling about ten total pounds, panties over your face and vibrator up your ass while your mistress takes some well-earned time for herself: doesn’t that sound like wonderful atonement, little slut?”

“Absolutely, Goddess!” sobbed Karl in all honesty.

So of course it came to pass. And so proceeded month seven of Karl’s unconventional rehabilitation. Now added to his mornings was the penetration of his eliminatory passages: always safely and hygienically done, but always a source of suffering he had no masochistic appetite for. And though he did thrill to having the monster mechanically whipped (even when little leather thongs replaced the original nylon ribbons), his enjoyment was always tainted by the thick tube threaded through his erection. 

Tapping into his bladder and connected to the collection bag directly, this was worse by far than whips or clothespins, harnessed-on vibrators, glued-on or alligator-clipped electrical contacts or even all of the above additional daily torments together. It competed with the stuff-buzzing of his butt, the pungency of the freshly-saturated panties snubbing up his nose and the excruciation of his outrageous posture to keep ruining his rapture. Karl could indeed see how Doreen might worry about their relationship. She was now robbing his demeaning of enjoyment and afflicting him almost continuously in the cruelest manner.

In his derangement he might come to view her as the author of his suffering, rather than himself. Instead of his savior he might see her as an adversary. This would be disastrous and heartbreaking. Karl’s avowal had been sincere however. Though he looked back on his first-quarter boasting that he hadn’t even been tested yet with contempt, his determination to repay Nurse Drake’s efforts with his own remained intact. He wouldn’t let either of them down.

He was aided immeasurably, as always, by her support through all this. After every ordeal she stilled his sobs with kisses and cuddling, as generous with her comfort as she was unsparing in necessity. Mealtimes remained occasions for lovers’ companionship, for banter and fun and mutual appreciation of life’s beauty and bounty. Even during his demeaning sometimes they still talked about books and the lessons to be taken from them, and once in a while they cuddled up to watch a recent-release movie together.

Sex remained split between the requirements of payback and the blissful expression of mutual caring and desire. Karl’s need to ejaculate grew to excruciating intensity again. Doreen occasionally spoke vaguely of eventually milking him, but he knew better then to press her even as his own pressure continued to accumulate. 

Still he slept hogtied or otherwise inventively bound in his beloved’s bed every night. This too was an opportunity to interact as normal everyday lovers, and they continued their habit of kissing and cuddling, giggling and teasing and talking until almost dawn once in a while. Best of all however was the fact that his recurring dream had stopped recurring,

Karl hadn’t visited the dungeon or execution yard in weeks. 

Granted, he usually slept like a tied-up and aching rock after the days he put in. But when he did remember dreams they were always innocuous things: playing soccer for the US national team, camping out in the field behind the neighbor’s house, tossing a Frisbee on the beach with some friends he’d known in middle school. It was talking about this one night that led, perhaps inevitably, to the introduction of the most dread imposition of all – along with another welcome increase in intimacy at least.

“Still awake, precious?”

Karl had actually been just dropping off. No matter; he blinked himself to alertness as she stirred against his folded-up limbs.

“Yes I am, ma’am.”

Doreen got a hold of his ropes and rolled him over to face her.

“I can’t sleep and I got to thinking. You haven’t reported any dreams in a while.”

“I haven’t had any worth remembering.”

“Are you sure? What might seem insignificant to you may mean more than you deem.”

“I understand. From now on I will report absolutely everything.”

“Good boy.”

“The important thing is that I’ve stopped dreaming about the damn tree-house, the dungeon, and Krista’s revenge. You’ve been taking her revenge for her so well that she seems to be appeased. Thank you.”

“My pleasure, darling. Well…not pleasure, but you know what I mean. You’re welcome.

“ Believe me, little slut, it pains me to have to hurt you so much. I shouldn’t admit this, but often while you’re strung up suffering in here I’m out on the dock crying over what I’m putting you through. You can sneer and scorn me for saying this is hard on me too, and I wouldn’t blame you. But it’s true.”

“Are you kidding? I don’t have a single sneer in me. That touches me deeply honey. Thank you. Please don’t worry about me. You are doing what you have to in order to save me from paralysis and a lifetime of being raped. And the point is, it’s working.

“The fact that my subconscious has stopped torturing me every night indicates that you were right. The battle is substantially won. I’m just still holding out for this ultimate punishment of yours, whatever that is.”

“You truly don’t know, little slut?”

“No ma’am, I swear it.”

Doreen sighed. She gave him a sad smile. 

“Okay, darling. For now, we’ll just say you need to be hurt and degraded more. The second month of quarter three begins tomorrow, and we’ll ratchet up the treatment again. In the meantime, I’m going to use you sexually: the best insomnia cure there is. And we will add a new element to this as well. It’s time. Wait right here, please.”

She kissed the tip of his nose and climbed out of bed. Unable to see her from his position, Karl listened to Doreen open the cabinet and move things around inside. He heard it shut, and felt her climb back onto the bed. From behind him she pulled aside his hair.

“Lift your head up off the pillow and open wide, darling.”

When Karl complied he saw a flash of something phallic and black. Then his mistress was pushing a large rubber plug into his mouth, larger than the whiffle ball she used to gag him with when clipping his tongue staled. Only this seemed to be two balls welded together. Whatever it was it stuffed his mouth uncomfortably up, and was affixed to the inside of a wide leather strap. This sealed away his face from the septum on down when she buckled it at the nape of his neck. Opposite that big plug and now jutting straight out from his wedged-wide jaws was the shape he’d briefly glimpsed, now revealed to be a dildo. This was molded to exquisite exactitude of the same black rubber as that plug, which Karl belatedly realized simulated testicles. Doreen’s breathy teasing confirmed this.

“Now you can suck on my balls while I ride your face. And finally I can enjoy some proper penetration, since you’d rather hold out for the worst than fuck me yourself. Hold still now while I lube you up. My pussy hasn’t taken anything this big in forever.”

She climbed over to face him and turned his head on the pillow so that dildo thrust straight up. Then holding him immobile she began fellating it.

Seeing those pursed lips and hollowed cheeks so close, those brown eyes boring into him as that lovely face bobbed down to within kissing distance and back made Karl’s own organ swell quickly to the limit of its confinement. Soon it was screaming in protest at being ignored in favor of insensate rubber. Nurse Drake was apparently correct about him though, so what could he do but burn with shame and arousal and welcome each further degradation as it came?

Though she’d long since proved ample expertise, Doreen gagged herself purposely on the cock she was devouring, so that her salivary glands would work overtime. Drool soon coated it, running messily from her lips and even chin. Satisfied she at last pulled back, deliberately letting those trailing strings of slaver fall and splat against Karl’s nose and cheeks. He groaned enraptured as he was defiled.

“Like that little slut? How about this?”

She hawked and swished and spat directly in his face, the thick mucus-y mess she’d worked up adhering to him all over and even stippling his eyelashes. 

“Now lie there decorated like a good little slut, suck on my balls and wish you were man enough for me while I take my contemptuous pleasure!”

She swung astride him.

Abysmally humiliated with his trapped monster frantic, Karl had a ringside view as that gleaming wet cock was slipped between the lips and into the pussy he’d spend half a year and more trying madly (and probably badly) to satisfy with just his uneducated tongue.

Slowly it slid all the way inside, labia stretching wide as they came to rest against the leather locking away his lips. His neck was already sore from being twisted like this. Yet sex-slave Karl had no recourse. He lay bound and degraded and half-smothered as his goddess fucked his face for real: humping roughly against it, pogoing up and down, grinding him mercilessly beneath her. Doreen’s climaxes came quick and savage, and luckily for his cramping neck she was satisfied after only two. 

Such would not be case subsequently of course. But this was only insomnia medicine for now. They had a whole two-thirds of a quarter to go, more torments that he’d been long dreading ahead and plenty of opportunities for his mistress to buckle her balls into his mouth and her cock onto his face and put herself through her exhaustive paces.

Karl was always honored and aroused to be so used. Beyond that and the horrors soon ensuing he didn’t care (or dare) to look yet.


Chapter Thirty-Five

The next day saw no indication of any new nursing-related atonement torment being begun – at least until dinnertime. During the morning and afternoon they carried on as usual, though often their conversation seemed uneasily freighted. First Karl hung there split and stuffed with the last few inches of that metal and glass poking out of his ass when Nurse Drake returned. She mused lewdly over him as she pulled free her instrument.

“Still so erect after ten minutes, darling! And without anything vibrating on your prostate either. You are a curious specimen, aren’t you little slut? I wonder if it’s your body heating the thermometer up or the thermometer making you so hot.”

Karl diverted the gibe by asking where she’d obtained such an oversized instrument, and whether they were at all common in the profession. 

Doreen obliged him by explaining that after a decade and more as a nurse she knew where to get pretty much anything she needed. She also had formal and informal contacts, as he knew. Still, in these days of on-line shopping anyone could buy any medical equipment – or kinky toy – they wanted with the simple click of a mouse. 

They nodded over that, and moved on to sharing tales of their own experience. Karl described shamefaced how he’d maneuvered to hide evidence of his porn shopping from his parents and girlfriend (now all deceased). To his credit he managed to do so without being diverted into blame. Doreen in turn spoke of procuring the very best strains of cannabis seeds for her backyard breeding. By the time they were stretching their way toward PT all uncomfortable topics had been forgotten.

Lunch was triscuits, sliced apples and wedges of sharp cheddar cheese. Ravenous, Karl kept eating as long as Doreen kept feeding. Though she usually limited him to his optimum daily caloric intake, she was being unexpectedly indulgent. As they ate they talked (ironically enough) in offended tones about the way modern agricultural practices were in danger of setting civilization back over a century or more.

“This pumping of antibiotics into every bit of feed and farm animal in the system is insane! Don’t these idiots understand the first thing about evolution? They are dooming us to return to pre-penicillin days when any infection can mean death. Just so we can have fatter chickens and cows! As if we aren’t all fat enough! I have seen the results already, dead bodies in the hospital, killed by mutated super-bugs nothing can touch.”

“Don’t forget the bees.” 

Karl was sitting bound to Nurse Drake’s weight bench, the resistance rods being used to stretch him cruelly out and back and immobile for the upcoming FNS session.

“We use shitloads of neurotoxic pesticides and constantly truck hives of honeybees all over the place, disorienting the shit of out them, exposing them to a hundred different environments, chemicals and natural pests, and then wonder why they’re all dying? They are threatening to wipe out the only pollinators we have for many of humankind’s staple crops! 

“I’m no alarmist, but this is suicidal idiocy! People are uselessly worried about GM salmon or crops that could save millions of lives while real dangers – like climate change and acidifying oceans empty of fish and full of trash – go unaddressed!”

Karl grew incoherent in his vehemence. Krista would usually quietly allow him to sputter and hold forth until the anger ran its course. Recovering control on his own, he cast an abashed look at his far older, wiser, and more sophisticated partner. She relieved him with a smile.

“I agree completely. Another slice of cheese, little slut?”

“Maybe I’d better not.”

“How about if I insist?”

“Oh all right.”

After FNS and a good caning, Doreen was rubbing a soothing lotion into the backs of his thighs. Suspended head-down and dreading what inevitably came next, Karl dragged things out as long as he could. 

“Can you see the skylight? Are those geese I hear?”

“Yes, darling. They are flying north to nesting grounds.”

“Waterfowl mate for life, don’t they?”

“I know most species do at least.”

“Lucky ducks – and drakes.”

“What kind of eighteen-and-a-half year-old guy are you?”

“The kind you have trained me to be, Goddess: faithful and obedient to my woman for life. I live now to repay my debt to femininity.”

“That’s admirable, darling. But don’t get carried away. You are a person of worth too.”

Later Doreen came to sit with him for a while during what used to be his indoctrination period. (Obviously he didn’t need any more of that.) With all her work done and free time at hand, she chose to spend it with her suffering lover. Carrying a giant vodka-tonic with a big plastic straw stuck down among the rocks and limes, she came to him where he hung masked and stuffed, catheterized and monster-shocked, dick-whipped and multiply-vibrated, et cetera. She sat on the bed next to him, took the clip from his tongue, shared her drink equally and prodded him to talk with her in her boredom. Any time was a good time for therapy.

“Tell me again about your parents, Karl. You don’t mourn them the way you do Krista.”

“I know. I feel bad about that, but what can you do? You can’t manufacture grief and anguish, and it would be dishonest to try. The uncomfortable truth is, I didn’t love them like I did Krista. I was no longer close to them like I was to her, if I ever was. 

“I was an afterthought, the unexpected only child born late. They were already in their fifties by the time I as in high school. We had a distant and even adversarial relationship.

“In short, I resented the way my father bullied my mother even as I was copying him with Krista. I resented my mother for not standing up to him even as I was glad Krista rarely resisted me. How’s that for fucked up?

“In any case, I didn’t take kindly to being bullied myself. Basically I was just marking time until I could escape to college. Whose fault that is, I couldn’t say. Probably all of ours. But next to the loss of Krista after the way I treated her, I just don’t have the emotional scope to feel more than moderately bad for my mom and dad.”

“I understand, Karl.”

“For upsetting them and drawing them to their deaths in a car crash, I deserve to be left alone and destitute – which I certainly am, whether you cure me or not. They were deep in dept when they died. Anyway, for what I did to Krista I obviously deserve to be drawn and quartered, chopped and lopped, sliced and diced, strung-up hung and buggered!”

This was said sardonically. But as a joke at his own expense it fell embarrassingly flat. 

Karl didn’t feel any more comfortable when Nurse Drake braved the flailing fan to feel his impaled-to-the-root-and-beyond monster for a moment. She let the faux pas (or Freudian slip) pass however, merely holding up her fifty-fifty Stoli for him to slurp another drink from. 

The dry cocktail was delicious, and seemed to beg to be drained. Doreen shared it to the last and then left Karl (considerably buzzed) to his degradation and dick-whipping again. Enraptured by her visit, he thought nothing at all of the possible effects of alcohol on his digestion (especially coupled with so much cheese). It wasn’t until she brought him dinner that he realized he was being prepared for the worst punishment of all.

Again Nurse Drake left him panty-masked and tormented when she joined him. Again she took the clothespin from his tongue and solicitously wiped his chin. Still he couldn’t see beyond a blur, and his snubbed-back nose smelled only the day-old female ejaculate rubbed into that silken swatch of crotch. When his mate-for-the-year raised a spoon to his mouth and cooed for him to open up, he took the food without hesitation. He was chewing and indeed had already begun to swallow when he identified spicy Spanish rice. Formerly one of his favorites, he almost choked at the implications.

First he’d had a lot of bulk-building apples and whole wheat crackers, then a ton of cheese followed by a hefty dose of diuretic. Now he was being offered an absolutely diabolical main course: rice and jalapenos. 

If he ate this he was going to be literally shitting bricks – if he could even go at all. And whenever he did manage to pass one of the boulders already forming inside him, they would be squeezed out screaming, ripping and searing, coated in capsaicin and applying a nasty chemical burn to his tenderest tissues. 

Karl whimpered piteously as he swallowed, and Doreen commiserated even as she sensuously rubbed his stuffed-up bung.

“I know, baby. We’re going to have work to do in a day or two – and pretty much every time you poop from now on. You can’t avoid it darling, so eat good and hearty! Enjoy foods you haven’t been able to eat for two years. Aren’t those chilies good, and all the other spices? Savor that rice going down baby, because it’s going to kill you coming out.”

Truer words were never spoken. Karl wept as he ate, and not just from the heat of those peppers. He groaned with woeful foreknowledge as much as moaned with appreciation. Among so many other talents, Doreen Drake was a fantastic cook. Under her urging he ate until he was splitting. In a way it was like that day by the pond. 

Though he knew he was being set up for the worst kind of delayed-effect suffering later, he found himself aroused by deliberately maximizing the cost. Enraptured in all his bondage and torment, he gorged like the pig he resembled and washed his eliminatory sabotage down with his half of a salty, tequila-heavy, pitcher-size margarita. Talk about a desiccating concoction! Doreen rubbed his bung again and purred with approval as the straw rattled in the glass.

“That’s my good little slut. Plug yourself up tight, so mistress has to flush and blast and dig it all out. Your cock is so hard, darling! Would you like me to unhook you now, take you down and use you like a bitch again? Want to suck on momma’s nuts while she fucks your face and plays with your whipped-raw monster for an hour?”

“Please Nurse Drake; that would be so fabulous!”

“Very well. I’d say you’ve earned a reward, the way you ate tonight. Let’s make love like crazed weasels, as Matt Groening used to say before The Simpsons civilized him.”

What the author of Life in Hell would have made of Karl’s version was hard to say. Surely it would have been hilarious to a neutral observer. All that night and the next day they carried on as if not waiting on extremely painful and degrading developments. 

Doreen kept feeding him deliberately constipating food and drink. Karl kept taking it without complaint. She bathed him, drained him, checked him medically, stretched him, worked his body remotely, beat and shocked him interminably and subjected him to his usual evening demeaning. She cuddled him and made love to him and made clear how much she cherished every fleeting moment she got to spend with him. Then she woke up three days after their late night chat with a gleam of mischief in her eyes. She felt the hard distension of his abdomen and grinned with approval.

“Yes darling, we’re going to have to work hard to get that out of you,” she breathed. “I have to confess that I enjoy such a challenge. We nurses get bored when things go along so easily every time. And you need the pain and degradation involved badly. 

“As much as it would disappoint me sexually, I have to do everything I can to try and heal you with your delusions intact. I really don’t want you to resent me Karl, even for a second. If that means leaving you in denial and robbing me of my favorite fourth-quarter fulfillments, then so be it. Do I still have your love, little slut? Even though I’m about to take you into the bathroom and make you suffer in the worst way you can currently conceive?”

“Of course, Nurse Drake. Always, Doreen, the new, true love of my life.”

“Okay, then. Let’s get you untied and over the big toilet.”


Chapter Thirty-Six

Karl remained stoic as the suppository was pushed in.

His body swung a little in the sling; she was really shoving it up there. That was all right though. The farther it was pushed in, the better it seemed to work. And he was going to need all the help he could get.

Nurse Drake obviously agreed, though she remained sprightly and upbeat about the challenge. Still wearing her night uniform, she’d brushed her hair, hung a stethoscope around her neck and even donned a traditional nurse’s cap: emphasizing her authority for him and her most meaningful identity for herself. At last she pulled her finger from his ass, and as he swung back into place she clucked her tongue in that endearing way she had.

“I think we need to secure you better. I can’t have you swinging away from me all morning. Let’s figure out a good way to do this right now. Constipation is going to be another defining torment for the rest of your stay here little slut. Let’s get our procedures set.”

She strode from the room and returned weighed down with shiny steel shackling chains.

A cuff was snapped around each ankle. Then Nurse Drake used the connected chains to draw his legs up and stretch him out even wider. She wound the chains all about the commode, pulling them tight so that he was snubbed securely in place against the cold porcelain back of it. Pulling his arms out of the sling, she stretched these over the back behind him, crossed them and finished by manacling his wrists in as well. Finally she had utterly imprisoned, chained over and into his assigned toilet with his hip and shoulders sockets woefully if familiarly stressed.

“This much restriction isn’t really necessary I suppose. But I know how much bondage turns my little slut on. Let’s make this as thrilling as we can, shall we? You’ve never really been so completely chained-up before, have you? Outside of your dreams, I mean. Do you find the feel of implacable steel on your skin erotically exciting? Is that why your penis is so erect?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“So you say. Would you like me to play with it while we wait for that little butt-bullet to go into effect?”

“Please, mistress.”

She took him in hand, bent him painfully down and out and began stroking him with her patented exquisitely slow rhythm. His nonverbal response spoke for itself.

“You like that, don’t you little slut?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I’m glad.”

They fell silent but for Karl’s eloquent moans. Doreen pumped him wonderfully, occasionally giving his blue-balls a gentle squeeze or his bung a seductive rub. Soon Karl could feel the suppository at work, inducing his chained-out body to push, however futilely.

Before long he was sweating and straining like a woman enduring childbirth. He could feel the huge mass of hardened stool plugging him up; it resolutely refused to move. Still his supervising nurse let him pant and push and whimper miserably for more than forty minutes. Long after they both knew it was futile she was fingering his hole, sedately baiting the monster and smiling while she watched him struggle. The combination of sexual stimulation, rapturous domination and ever-worsening distress was both terribly upsetting and sickly compelling. 

The thought that he was being forced to suffer an obscene homage to femininity’s greatest and most sacred rite of passage, the sanctifying ordeal-by-agony of bringing forth new life, appealed to his need for appropriate as well as extravagant atonement. When Doreen stopped stroking him to snap on a fresh pair of gloves he sobbed for the first time even as his erection throbbed insanely on.

“Okay little slut, this isn’t likely to work either, but we’re covering all the bases here, right? Let’s try and scare the shit out of you.”

This time it was two of those long, strong fingers sliding into him. Toes curling unconsciously, Karl managed to suppress his sobbing as they pushed to their furthest limits, then rotated and separated and held him gaping. 

Oh Goddess, his cock was so hard it hurt! He snatched a slobberly breath, gritted his teeth again and focused all his upset on bearing down, though his will in this was as irrelevant as ever. Still his body obeyed either training or brain and pushed ferociously hard.

It was no use. 

Though Nurse Drake held him open longer than ever, even prodded him rhythmically a bit, the bunch of boulders up there refused to be budged. Running with sweat and groaning uncontrollably, Karl shuddered in his tight-tight chains and then cried out in stymied necessity as those digits at last withdrew. Still Doreen remained enchantingly vivacious as she changed her gloves. Her nipples were even erect, poking through the translucence of her uniform.

“Well, you can’t say we didn’t try. Shall we use an enema next, or just go whole hog and blast you with the hose? We didn’t have that at the clinic, did we?”

“No ma’am. And forgive me please, but I’m terrified of it. Let’s just try an enema next. I hate that, but at least it’s a devil I know.”

“Poor baby!” 

Doreen’s smile was sly with either secret knowledge or not-so-secret enjoyment at getting to exercise some proper nursing skills. She gave his ravening monster a tickle at the tip, winking at him as if this tumescence belied the overwhelming evidence of his misery. Then she turned to prepare his enema, humming happily to herself.

Karl recognized “Open Invitation” from Inner Secrets and groaned again. 

Must he see significance in everything? It was their favorite song, so what? He blinked a stinging drip out of one eye and watched her take one of those big red latex ‘hot water bottles’ down from the shelf next to him.

Carrying it to the sink, she let the water run to steaming while she squirted a generous measure of greasy soap into the bottle. Testing the water, she hissed and shook her finger. Rather than adjust it however she filled the bag to bulging and stoppered it. The long plastic tube she screwed in had a plug the size of a shot glass an inch or so from the end. Nurse Drake had that air of kinky erotic promise about her as she turned back to him, and Karl noted again the lack of her characteristic dispassion when punishing him.

This was both fun and stimulating for her, and her attitude assumed that he found it just as welcome, at least on an unacknowledged level. Groaning miserably as his body again tried fruitlessly to give birth to a boulder, Karl actually felt the first flash of that resentment she’d predicted at this perception. 

Heretic! Apostate! Unconscionably ungrateful asshole! 

He crushed the instant of weakness with curses. Then he steeled himself to suffer bravely as she hung the bag above him.

“Don’t be scared by the size of the plug, little slut. The fact is I’ve got you dilated good and wide down there and you need it.”

This was not comforting, nor anything he particularly wished to know.

“Can I have something to bite down on please?”

“Of course, little slut! How thoughtless of me not to offer! It needs to be something extremely demeaning however. Wait just a second…”

She hurried from the room, clearly regretting every second that scalding water had to cool. When she returned she had a big rubber dildo in her hand.

Karl started weeping immediately. 

Why hadn’t he foreseen this? Still he didn’t bother to resist or do anything to further delay his burning. He just let Doreen see the abysmally humiliated wretchedness in his eyes as he opened his mouth. Hers were lovingly smug in return.

“Here you go, little slut. You’ve had my balls in your mouth. Now you can suck on my cock – my big, butch, dominant woman’s cock.”

Karl closed his eyes, unable to cope otherwise. 

She pushed it in just short of choking him and he bit down. Hating the circular shape his lips made, and the way his drool immediately began to gather on the lower, he at least had a handy distraction from this worst-offense-ever to his self-image.

Cringing in the blackness behind his closed lids, Karl felt Nurse Drake insert that nozzle and plug in his other hole. He grunted hard and gagged a little as she lodged the latter securely behind his sphincter. Still he couldn’t open his eyes but only sob on in his consummate shame, dread, and woefully extended distress. Blind or not he could clearly hear his mistress’ relish.

“Here it comes, cocksucker.”

Somewhere in the world beyond the prison of his laboring body and the shutters over his eyes and mind a valve was opened. An indescribable excruciation of slippery scalding liquid surged into him.

Karl gave a gagged howl, his eyes flying wide at last. He saw Nurse Drake reaching up to squeeze that bottle, to force its prodigious contents into him faster. 

Already he was cramping and bloating, the already distended flesh below and above his quivering erection swelling like a balloon. Soon he would not only feel like a female having a particularly difficult birth but he would look like one too. 

Froth already running down his chin, he sucked in air through flaring nostrils and screamed around that cock again as the last pint or so of solution was squeezed into him. He was already uncomfortably sweaty. Now perspiration just burst from his pores at the intolerable heat and pressure packed into his abdomen. He bawled unabashedly in his agony, and when Doreen began beating on his iron-hard, extruded-steel rail-spike again he only cried harder.

“It’s okay, little cocksucker, try to relax and let the enema do its work. I know it hurts you terribly: the cramping, the stretching, so much incompressible liquid heat; the feeling like you have a radioactive watermelon up your ass… 

“This is the biggest enema I’ve ever given anyone. But you need this darling, and not just to avoid a bowel obstruction. Otherwise why is your penis so outrageously hard? Torturing the monster isn’t enough. You are determined to suffer anally for your sins as well. 

“It’s the worst thing a foolishly inhibited teenage male can imagine, so your subconscious demands it. Though you still try to deny it, the penis-meter never lies. Accept this punishment and be satisfied!”

Karl heard her but refused to listen to the deeper message. He shut everything out and narrowed his experience to sheer sensation – not hard while his expertly stimulated prick was so hard itself. Hard too was that obstinate rock of stool, ceaselessly pushing yet refusing to be moved. Hard as a soccer ball was the cruelly bloated dome of his pubis and the area just above, raising his genitalia up for pleasure, torture, or both. 

Omniscient as ever, Goddess intuited this latter desire from some unconscious modulation in his sobs. She began twisting and abusing as she pumped him, her occasional squeezing of his balls nearly hard enough to dent his rapture. 

For twenty minutes at least Nurse Drake hummed quietly to herself while Karl wept and groaned and drooled around the cock in his mouth, consumed with agony and frustration like he’d rarely known. Still she twisted and bent and Indian-burned him as she jerked him, and so much pre-ejaculatory fluid seeped from his penis that nearly the entire head glistened with it. She crushed his balls again, twisted them until he yelped and retched and almost lost the cock he was sucking. At last she ducked to suck herself, taking his whole glans in and hoovering that sweet seepage up. Then even as she was smacking her lips she quit torture-jerking him and yanked the plug abruptly from his ass.

Excruciation spiked as hot wetness gushed out of him. Sobbing harder still, Karl turned his abysmally ashamed face away. 

He hated this, it made him flash back to a time as a child when he’d wet his pants at church. It was reasonless, but the sense of public condemnation and disgust was the same, and always overwhelming. Now this was worsened considerably by his erection, and the horrible fact that in his lingering rapture the relief and release of spraying all that hot greasy water out of his ass, and the unmistakable sensation of that huge plug of stool finally moving a grudging bit, was the closest thing to orgasm he’d felt since his sin. He was still agonizingly impacted though, and once all the soapy water was expelled he wept brokenly at the continuance of his distress. 

Doreen pulled the dildo from his mouth. She wiped his chin, kissed and comforted him.

“No movement at all, darling?”

“It moved. Just not nearly enough.”

“Shall we try it a few more times? Or are you ready to take my hose yet?”

Karl gave up on trying to influence his treatment, to manage or lessen his pain and degradation. Goddess knew what he needed far better than he.

“Do whatever you think best, Nurse Drake. My body and soul are yours.”

“In that case I’m going to stick my hose up your ass and try to flush that blockage out of you – or at least bring it down to within reach. Do you need my big cock in your mouth again, my suck-hungry little slut?”

“I guess I’d better have it.”

“I guess you’d better ask for it properly then. Why not try: ‘May I suck your lovely cock some more, Nurse Drake?”

“I’m sorry, Goddess. May I suck your lovely cock some more Nurse Drake, while you brutally punish my bum?”

“Yes patient, you may. And I suggest you practice that phase.”

“I will always do as you say.”

“And I will always love you for that. Here you go, my cute young ass-licker: enjoy my penis. And enjoy what I’m doing to your other end if you can. You believe you deserve it after all. I will now get that shit out of you whatever it takes. So be brave and think of England!”

Karl’s ‘Yes ma’am’ was garbled by the dildo stuffed back into his suck-hole. Nevertheless his terror, determination, desperation and deeply repressed needs were all evident in his expression. Splayed and chained into immobility he was the epitome of helpless vulnerability. The tumorous mass torturing him obvious in the bulging of his abdomen, the poor disturbed conversion victim pleaded with his eyes for her to finally relieve his monstrous distress by the most direct and uncompromising method. She was of course delighted to oblige.

Aware of the surety of splatter, Nurse Drake removed her uniform. 

Naked but for her stethoscope, cap and sterile gloves, she pulled the long, retractable, flexible metal hose over. She inserted the big brass nozzle where her fingers, vibrator and other instruments had carefully prepared the way. She noted the tears magnifying her charge’s terrified yet secretly eager eyes, the sweat standing out in big jewel-drops on his deeply ashamed face and the way his ceaselessly slavering mouth pursed and twitched around the shape he truly craved. Satisfied, she turned on the hot water.


Chapter Thirty-Seven

At first it wasn’t so bad. 

The hose was cold and hard, but no bigger around than the vibrator. He was already widely dilated, and it didn’t enter nearly as deeply as the thermometer – not that it could, with shit stuffing him more agonizingly up than anything short of a forearm. When it began the water was hot enough to wring a fresh singlet of sweat from him, but it was gentle – at least in the beginning. Then Nurse Drake began to systematically increase the pressure.

Hot fluid flooded forcefully in, ballooning him back up in truly excruciating fashion. Some squirted out around the hose sodomizing him, but most scoured and stretched his insides until he was sobbing helplessly again. Still the monster stood at attention, so rigid that it thrust straight up from his bowling-ball bloat rather than lie prudently flat. Doreen of course obliged his bravado, resuming her punishing manipulations as the water blasted away at him.

Now she pumped him harder, yanked him more savagely about, squeezed him with all her strength and beat him with all her speed, wrenching at him as though trying to rip his dick right off, and the conflict between his sudden mad arousal and what it might say about him was the most torturous part of all. Still she jerked him and hosed him, angling the nozzle all around inside him, trying to erode or at least loosen that monstrous blockage. Karl gasped; he wept, he groaned uncontrollably as his exhausted abdominal muscles responded to the potent and unrelenting stimulation of the gushing hose by bearing down more forcefully than ever. He cried out with monstrous effort and sobbed with stymied triumph as what felt like a stone the size football moved just a little bit more!

“It’s working, isn’t it cocksucker?”

Karl nodded urgently, sweat and tears splashing with the motion. Immediately Nurse Drake shoved her instrument deeper and increased the force of the flow. Karl gave an excruciated scream and bore down involuntarily. Great stabbing cramps wracked his overworked muscles, making him shudder forcefully against the implacability of his chains. Again the granite moved grudgingly, squirting water hotly out of him (little boy peeing himself at church, sopping bottom spanked in front of everyone) and even forcing the impaling hose to retreat a bit.

Karl wept. He screamed, gagging on the dildo choking him. Yet at the same time he felt a tell-tale tingle in his tightly contracted balls. He spat Goddess’ cock from his mouth in a panic.

“Please Goddess, stop on my penis, you don’t have me tied off!”

She did so immediately, but not without a superior smirk.

“Cocksucker is close to coming, is he? Tell me again how much you hate this, please. Here, you dropped something.”

She shoved her cock back into his mouth and then used both hands on the hose.

Holding this clasped at her crotch in phallic fashion she swiveled and undulated her hourglass hips, gouging the blasting nozzle all around inside him as he bawled and strangled and throbbed perversely on, his entire insides seeming to clench around the need to push-push-push-PUSH! After a last interminable, intolerably tearing time the balance was finally tipped, and the row of boulders lined up inside him suddenly shifted right down to the ring of his sphincter. There they could go no further. 

Even dilated as wide as he was, they were still far too big and hard for his paralyzed body to pass. Yet with success so close his red-lining system refused to quit, immediately redoubling its absolutely imperative pushing. Now his agony was truly extreme, his need for relief infinite. And now came the absolute worst part. Nurse Drake turned off the water and pulled the hose from his again gushing ass.

“Here we go baby: remember what I said. Think of England, or better yet what you did to Krista, and it will all be over soon.”

This time three fingers rammed up into him, twisted and pushed and made room for a forth. They shoved in harder, groping up past the knuckles, stretching him unmercifully. Then they began to pry the blockage forcefully out.

Karl’s body shuddered and spasmed, and would have jack-knifed without the shackles. Pain like he’d never imagined savaged him as that ring of muscle stretched nearly to tearing. Then with excruciation incomprehensible to almost any other man he at last gave birth to a boulder the size and texture of a pineapple, or so it seemed in his extreme distress.

That did it at last. Everything else followed in a movement nearly as enormous as Karl’s intermixed agony and relief. Oh, he’d been so right about those peppers! 

The capsaicin that burned so beautifully in the mouth was like a blowtorch coming out. He screamed so loud Goddess’ cock again slipped from his drooling lips. But then finally, almost too abruptly to be properly appreciated, the ordeal was over. He was left slouching wrung out in his toilet, shaking all over in epic aftermath. 

Puffing like a bellows and groaning like a bridge on the brink of collapse, sniveling back runners of snot from his nose and gradually growing limp all over, even his formerly adamantine erection drooping in defeat, Karl closed his eyes and turned his burning face away again. 

He couldn’t bear to be seen by anyone at the moment, not even the infinitely compassionate authority he owed his soul to. Unperturbed, Doreen flushed the commode, her hand settled soothingly on his thigh. He voice was as teasing and light-hearted as ever.

“Finally! Was that as good for you as it was for me, little slut? Hold on though, we’re not done yet. Just let me check for stragglers…”

Karl was so stretched-out and traumatized he barely felt that fuck-you finger probing him again. Still he groaned in miserably conflicted upset, and again when she withdrew it and left him aching and empty at last. The thought that he would have to go through this all again, two or three times a week until the end, brought that scandalous stab of resentment back. Karl wept as much at this worthless weakness as at that horribly daunting prospect.

“You’re angry with me.”

“No, I swear it!’ Immediately he was blubbering imploringly. “I felt a fleeting flash of pique, that’s all, and I instantly banished it! I would dive into a poison-acid venom-volcano and be caustically dissolved slowly before I felt anything but fervent worship for you!”

“Vivid image! Very well darling. But stay honest, and keep me apprised of your feelings. They might not be your fault, and there are steps we can take to lower your testosterone if unseemly aggression becomes a problem.”

“You have my promise, Goddess.”

“Okay then – I guess this means it’s bath time. Let’s get my baby unchained and over in the Jacuzzi. We can skip the monster-baiting if you want, but you still need to be shaved and catheterized along with everything else. I want to bathe your bung carefully and check for bleeding too. Luckily you’ve never had a problem with hemorrhoids, but you can never be too careful can you? This particular passage is going to be seeing a lot of traffic.”

And so less than halfway through quarter three they had all the elements of his new protocol in place, bar one. 

Every morning Karl submitted to a quick but thorough medical check-up (always advisable when undergoing daily torture, restraint, and exhaustive physical and sexual activity) beginning with the insertion of that thermometer and ending with its withdrawal and reading. By the end of month eight (two-thirds of his stay), Nurse Drake claimed she was getting anomalous readings for his pulse again – which she attributed to its presence. She didn’t alter procedures; this merely confirmed her expectations, as no doubt further monitoring would too.

In addition to this torturously significant way of taking his vitals, Karl was invasively catheterized a few times a day – and then had an in-dwelling ‘Foley’ catheter inserted and left in him overnight, or for the long afflicted hours of his demeaning. 

They basically quit using the condom or ‘Texas’ catheters altogether. This at least relieved Karl of that horrible cramping pinch, and of his frequent dreams of wearing chastity devices. He’d actually had one of these where he was being paraded around the dungeon on a leash by cruelly mocking Krista. In his sleeping agony his miraculously restored genitals had been welded permanently into a tiny iron cage lined with needle-like spikes. He was extensively feminized and dressed in a complete French maid’s costume. Vibrator up his ass and dildo in his mouth, he was mincing along on stiletto heels while she whipped him on from behind, thousands of madly desirable women laughing scornfully at his immutable emasculation.

Upsetting as it was, Doreen insisted this dream represented considerable progress. Other issues aside, cruelly enforced eternal impotence was preferable to slavish castration fantasies any day. In any event, as his mistress had predicted, leaving the condom off also allowed for almost continuous penile torture without as much concern for the condition of his skin. 

Karl’s monster now truly got all the flailing fan, hot wax, vibration and electroshock it needed, all while cinched up exquisitely hard around that skewering rubber tube. It also got all the playing, fellating and baiting his mistress cared to indulge in when not so terribly afflicted and impaled. Because while his physical therapy, treatments and atonements all relentlessly increased their demands on him, so did sex with Nurse Drake.

Whether pre-planned or spontaneous, whether tenderly celebrating their love, sating far darker passions or merely using the slave as he deserved, making love now inevitably involved having Goddess’ balls filling his mouth while she crushed him down and tirelessly fucked his face. And of course in addition to all this as his time to heal and escape the nebulous dread of the Fourth Quarter Protocol wore down was the centerpiece of his treatment (how could there possibly be anything worse?) Every couple of days or so the little cocksucker was tightly chained to his toilet to endure the two-hour or longer ordeal now required to move his bowels. 

This was actually the most medically risky part of his treatment. A bowel obstruction was no joke; undetected it could kill. Nurse Drake was supremely qualified to monitor and control Karl’s condition however: she placed every morsel he ate in his mouth and midwived the last scrap of waste after. She had castor oil, laxatives and stool-softeners on hand for emergencies of course, but these were never required. Despite being fed only bulky, constipating food, each ordeal invariably followed the same demanding yet ultimately successful script. 

Karl suffered long, drawn-out, ever-worsening pains in a punitive simulation of labor. Put forcefully in touch with his feminine side at last, he sweated and strained and sobbed in a delirium of need. As his distress began to peak he was probed and reamed and dilated by hand. He endured any number of enemas next, an extended boring and blasting with the hose and then finally the excruciating and maximally degrading manual disimpaction. 

Doreen joked occasionally that the boulders he birthed could break a car windshield. By the time the third quarter was drawing to a close this was getting rather old, if one could forgive such a sentiment from the poor schmuck who had them all pried so agonizingly out of him.

Naughty, naughty, little cocksucker: more and more Doreen perceived reflexive flashes of pique from her patient, and she did so here.

It was hardly surprising. 

Karl was under enormous stress, his body and psyche the playthings of primeval powers. Intellectually he understood that he was being tortured out of love and necessity, and so that his otherwise impossible redemption could be achieved. This knowledge could be as difficult to hold onto under extreme duress as his honor however.

Clearly the problem was too much testosterone. 

The buildup of this can cause undue aggression in males, especially adolescents. Nurse Drake’s patient wasn’t going to break out in rebellion or even shirk in his commitment (though he still clung ludicrously to his denial with the fourth quarter only days away), but anything that threatened to lessen his worship and emotional dependence must be corrected. He was going to need all of those and more, and an absolute minimum of unwelcome hormonal influences in him, when he was finally forced to face up to what he was still holding out for. After a minute’s consideration Nurse Drake decided to drain him on the last day of the ninth month of his stay.


Chapter Thirty-Eight

Since Doreen had a trip into the city and a report to make, the usual discipline session was abbreviated. 

This wasn’t completely uncommon. Though they were still increasing the duration and intensity of his treatments to an almost frenetic level – time was running out to cure him after all, though this remained unspoken – it was still necessary to ease back from time to time. Now with the all-important fourth quarter imminent, and the fact that Karl’s need to suffer anally was not being sufficiently satisfied even by the incredibly painful and degrading therapy he was already receiving, it was as good a time as ever to let him relax and gather his faculties. 

Though Nurse Drake was excited by both the challenge ahead and the personal and sexual fulfillments on offer, she was under no illusions about the depths of her patient’s denial – and the difficulties he would have accepting the truth about himself, obvious as the evidence was to her. Today’s procedure should help with that in more ways than one.

Karl was bound to the weight bench again, sitting up at a sixty-degree incline. His arms and legs were stretched wide and back by the resistance rods. Though the last electrodes had been removed he was still remarkably tumescent: perfect. When he saw Nurse Drake snap on gloves and pick up a tube of lubricant, he whimpered with upset even as that betraying monster strained up harder. Squeezing a generous amount of goo onto her first two fingers, she gave him a smile of reassurance rich with erotic promise.

“Relax, little slut. Silly and pointless and detrimental inhibitions aside, I promise you’re going to like this. Though it’s the last day of quarter three, we still have one final nursing procedure to introduce.

“You’ve been resenting me, darling. No, don’t try to protest – there’s too much pitifully transparent denial going on here already. Though you know it’s unwarranted, you can’t stop feeling moments of anger toward me. As I’ve said, this is not your fault. Though the pressure of unrelieved lust is still a crucial tool for us, too much testosterone in your system is making you edgy and aggressive. We need to drain that out of you with a milking.”

Caught between mortified unease and sudden astounded disbelief, Karl could only gape at first. Finally he forced his voice into use.

“You…you’re going to allow me to climax, ma’am?”

“Peace, child. You’ll see. Just relax and let Nurse Drake adjust your hormonal imbalance.”

Despite all the torture lately associated with the orifice, Karl couldn’t help moaning as those fingers began to gently rub the lube into his bung. 

It was nerve-endings, that’s all: dendrites being stimulated, synapses firing, and electro-chemical activity along the spinal cord. It was perfectly natural and nothing to be ashamed of, though his cheeks flared like an always-smoldering bank of coals under the breath of a zephyr.

When those familiar digits slid easily up into him, no resistance whatsoever from those most tender and defenseless tissues, his toes curled tight, the monster raged madder and he wept not with mortally offended suffering but with the anguish of unacknowledged needs straining to break free, to burst out of repression and into devastating awareness. Pathetically he fled them again, though he continued to act at their behest. Still tangled up inside he could do nothing else.

Force of habit led him to expect twisting and spreading. He caught his breath with anticipation, then let it out in a groan that sounded dismayed when no corkscrewing was forthcoming. Instead those hideously welcome fingers began adeptly rubbing on him, methodically massaging the walnut-sized bulb of his prostate.

Karl gasped, the monster going from depraved raving to hotly pulsing insanity in an instant. Conversely every other muscle in his body turned to jelly involuntarily, and his long, quavering moan was eloquent of the inexpressible. Crouched down before his pleasure portal, Nurse Drake’s smile widened slyly.

“I told you that you would like it. The barriers are crumbling aren’t they darling, and just in time. Oh baby, we’re going to have so much incredibly impactful sex so soon…”

With that madly tantalizing yet cleverly ambiguous promise left hanging she fell silent, concentrating on massaging him with just the right motion, rhythm and pressure. Still stubbornly not heeding the hints she kept dropping, ignoring as well the ever more strident signals from his own body and subconscious, Karl lapsed into rapture.

The slight stretching and penetration, that mesmeric rubbing and the unceasing straining ache of his erection occupied all his attention. Moaning in his stressful bondage he may have passed ten minutes, twenty or a million mindlessly gorging on the most shameful sensations. 

He was dimly aware of his nurse licking the quivering tip of him ever more often; clearly he was seeping copious amounts of pre-come without his penis even being handled. Soon a growing restlessness invaded his languor though. Goddess, he was so turned on, though there was no acceptable reason he should be. Swamped with degradation, he squirmed inside himself, sensing some unexpected crisis upcoming. Suddenly panic spiked.

“Oh no, I’m going to pee, get the urinal please!”

“Shush little slut, relax. You aren’t going to urinate. It’s impossible with an erection anyway. And I don’t see this thing disappearing quite yet.”

No indeed: despite what his bladder seemed to be telling him, the monster only reared up more adamantly than ever. Not understanding but with no room for perplexity in his swimming head, Karl fell back on obedience. 

He tried to relapse into rapture. But that sense of impending crisis wouldn’t completely let him. Groaning with splendid distress he gritted his teeth as that supposedly phantom need to pee peaked. Then something indescribable happened inside: a threshold was breached, a balance tipped, and some incomprehensible imperative took over. The need to pee passed, but suddenly some other fluid began trickling out of his glans. He could feel it running slow and warm and sticky down the shaft. 

Flaming with humiliation, Karl smelled semen. Consternation joined his shame and pleasure-pain and that incredibly evocative yet literally anticlimactic draining sensation. He looked down with disbelief. 

His torturously hoarded load was not jetting orgasmically out of him in wonderfully convulsive spurts meant to plant his seed deep. Instead it just dribbled over slowly and steadily, with no real pleasure beyond that shamefully enjoyable stretching, plumbing and rubbing. 

More conflicted and confused than ever, Karl trickled tears too as he groaned his way through his slow, systematic draining. He could feel the semen running over his deflating balls now without any understanding of how it was even getting out. His misguided hopes of climax dashed, he sobbed hard at last even as his incredibly rigid prick just throbbed and dribbled on. Though she didn’t stop or alter her expert massage, Nurse Drake seemed to take pity on him. She spoke soothingly as she rubbed, rubbed, rubbed.

“That’s right darling, just relax. Feel all the anger and aggression and evil macho attitudes emptying out of you along with your seed. This is known as milking the male, and it can be essential for the long term health of a climax-denied slave. 

“That is what you are, and that is what you will remain until you prove your worth by returning to health. So now whenever I detect any resentment in you I will drain that rebellious maleness out of you via prostate massage. 

“As you can see, rubbing your inner love nub like this can make you empty yourself without ever experiencing orgasm. It may take up to a half an hour to do properly, but it’s well worth the effort. When it’s over at last you will be my sweetly submissive receptacle again, always instinctively compliant, just ecstatic to serve me sexually for all eternity. 

“That is your dearest, deepest dream is it not, little slut? To seduce me from my work so that you can be my fawningly obeisant bitch and little sissy cocksucker forever? This is what you admit you fantasize most madly about. You no longer even mind the idea of being my cock-locked cuckolded cross-dressed chambermaid stud-fluffer and personal urinal. In fact the prospect has a perverse, dreadfully addictive appeal. You think about it more and more all the time, especially when tied up all alone and tormented. So go ahead and fantasize darling. Let your imagination run absolutely riot. Just remember to be careful what you wish for.”

Doreen spoke on and on and on, using a low, lulling, even cadence. 

Adding this psychologist’s trick to her mesmeric rubbing off that oh-so potent gland, that quote-unquote male g-spot, she expertly eased her patient into a trance of extreme suggestibility as she drained him. Using his carefully nurtured susceptibility to her with uncommon skill and intuition, she molded him like the putty she’d claimed he was, implanting the necessary lesson deep inside: relax, submit to femininity, give up your pig-headed male attitudes and take your pitifully limited sexual pleasure however you can get it…

By the time he was completely empty Karl was glassy-eyed and docile and asleep-while-awake, more utterly under her control than ever. Still he murmured an unconscious complaint when she stopped rubbing and slipped her fingers out of him, another excellent sign. 

Though she dared not tamper with his deep subconscious where his worst problems were housed – she was no accredited psychiatrist, much as she scorned them – Doreen took a moment to implant a few more helpful suggestions. Then, the job finished, she put her nursing cap aside and donned her lover’s one.

Moaning with savor, she licked the spilled semen from her oblivious slave, starting at his only slowly closing pleasure-hole and finishing by slurping up his half-hard member like a strand of al dente spaghetti. 

In the future she would milk him straight into her mouth (a delicious side benefit of this therapy), but this time she’d needed her tongue and lips for hypnosis. If she’d done it right, in the future just the rubbing might be enough to entrance him again. In any case, once Karl was all tidied up she inserted the Foley cath, and the agony and intimacy of this brought him back around without ever knowing he’d been more than a bit spellbound.

Doreen set him up to suffer in her absence then, all the usual torments, and Karl accepted each with willing equanimity. When she pulled the panties down over his face his eyes were full of love and trust for her. When she pushed the vibrator home his groan was forty percent joy, forty percent keening need and only twenty percent dismayed suffering: perfect once again. Deliberately she wiggled it as she switched it on, and Karl’s cry was so eloquent of erotic demand she could hardly understand how he could still be preserving his ridiculous delusions. 

What she’d just done should help him immeasurably with that. And his dreams showed he was getting oh-so close. She switched on the flailing fan, and the vibrators collared about his balls and clipped to the thickly-plugged tip of his dick. She programmed the FNS to shock the rest of the shaft and head, his testicles and weighted, alligator-clipped nipples at random intervals and combinations and amplitudes and durations. Then already knowing the answer to her query she picked up the dildo she was going to have so much more rewarding uses for soon and returned to his blind, gaping, snub-nosed face.

“I have the last clothespin for your tongue, little slut. Or would you rather suck my cock until I get back?”

“May I please suck your lovely cock some more, Nurse Drake?”

“Of course you may, my darling.”

She adjusted the panties and chain suspending them until his head was tipped way back, opening his airway completely. Then she pushed her cock into his willingly opened suck-hole. Grinning, she thrust it deep, all the way, until the balls were resting against his chin and the head was probing his open throat. Karl retched immediately, taking a panicked, partly obstructed breath. Doreen soothed him with petting.

“Relax cocksucker, and it will be easier to breathe. 

“The angle of your head is just right. It will both keep your throat open and prevent my cock from falling out should you lose concentration or your lips get too slippery. 

“Of course you can expel it anytime if you absolutely have to, or at least push it out of your greedy gullet a bit occasionally before letting it slide back in. But it would mean so very much to me if I came back in a few hours to find you still deep-throating my penis, with my balls still resting against your slick-spitty chin. Do you think you can manage that for me little slut?”

Karl squawked an affirmative, immediately started choking again, and pushed the cock half out of his already frothing and over-spilling mouth. He puffed frantically for a moment, settled down, and then let his mistress’ big prick slide back in to the limit. Stuffed to the gills, he gave a garbled groan of desperate misery, then devoted all his concentration to breathing slowly and evenly. Satisfied that he was in no danger, that even if he puked he would be able to eject everything safely, Doreen congratulated him with a kiss on his exposed shoulder.

“Well done, darling. Take this opportunity for training, okay? Now, I’ve got to change and get dolled up for my appointment. But momma will be back by dinnertime, I promise – I’m making enchiladas by the way – and if that penis is still in place we’ll cuddle up and watch that new Quentin Tarantino movie before bed. Sound good?”

Cocksucker managed an appeasing bleat without gagging this time. Delighted, Doreen kissed him again. Then she left him to his training. He was going to need it.


Chapter Thirty-Nine

Karl was as nervous as a schoolgirl awaiting her first date, or a convicted prisoner about to learn his fate. 

Hard as it was to fathom, he’d been here nine months, nine grueling months that seemed like a separate lifetime. And he still wasn’t healed. After everything he’d endured, some sick part of him still seemed reluctant to trade the living death of the state home for two weeks in Maui with sweet Doreen. She remained unperturbed of course. In fact she was visibly excited about finally ‘forcing him out of denial’ and instituting this dread new protocol, whatever it was.

This was both terrifying and reassuring. In a way she had bet so much on him, with potential costs far beyond just a year’s salary and prodigious individual effort. If she failed to cure him, she opened herself up to accusations that she was the worst kind of monster, that she’d incarcerated a helpless cripple merely for the sadistic thrill of abusing him. 

Her careers both formal and informal could be ended, and incarceration for herself wasn’t entirely out of the question. That she remained blithely unconcerned spoke well for his prospects even with time running out. All of her portentous, even salacious hints however kept trying to fit together like scattered puzzle pieces eager to show him a picture of himself he didn’t think he could live with. Now with the updated morning routine out of the way, with PT, lunch and his discipline session finished, revelations that could cure him or damn him were only minutes away.

He was actually standing on his own two feet to meet this destiny. Shackled widely apart by that spreader bar, those feet rested on the therapy mat in the middle of a cleared space. Though his hindquarters were vertical his torso was horizontal, suspended by a strap about his waist and his handcuffed wrists drawn stressfully up behind him. 

The cervical collar supported his head facing forward while holding it immobile, and as usual lead weights swung from his alligator-clipped nipples. These were piddling torments however, and Karl drew a deep, shuddery breath as Nurse Drake finished rubbing a medicated salve into the intricate overlay of dressage-whip welts she’d just laid down all over his ass and the backs of his thighs. Again that had been quite an abbreviated atonement.

With her usual swift surety she catheterized him into a bucket (their same hurricane chamberpot), but at least there was no Foley left impaling him when she was done. Doreen stepped into the bathroom to dump and flush. When she stepped back out she confronted him somberly, though the color in her cheeks and the sparkle in her eyes belied this.

“Now at last, little slut, comes the Fourth Quarter Protocol. Today you begin enduring the ultimate atonement (at least according to your macho idiocies), the absolute worst punishment without which your craving for retribution will never be satisfied. 

“In a way I always knew it would come down to this – or at least since your first night here. You swear that you still have no idea what I’m talking about, my admirably self-trained cocksucker?”

Deep inside Karl’s mind tectonic plates shifted, threatening a cataclysmic upheaval with the potential to ravage or at least permanently alter the existing landscape. The puzzle was putting itself together, especially after the terrible ordeal the day previous. Still there were a few missing pieces, preventing him from grasping the entire picture. It was just as well. He would have his answers, and his emotional cataclysm soon enough.

“No I don’t Goddess, I swear it!”

She looked at him with such pity that he dropped his eyes, wanting to grovel, kiss her feet, bathe and tongue her bung, anything to make her value and cherish him as a man rather than regard him as a mixed-up child too weak to face the truth about himself.

“Very well darling. Wait right here please. I have to change into a different uniform. Then I will give you what you’ve been so adamantly insisting on.”

She picked up a new and exceedingly simple restraint, a steel ring about two inches in diameter with a thin leather strap attached to either side. Wedging the ring upright behind his front teeth, she buckled the strap at his nape, robbing him of intelligibility while leaving what she always called his suck-hole now gaping. Then she petted his head with regret, turned and walked away. Still the eager bounce in her step again complicated her appearance of compassion. She was pulling her ponytail out eagerly as she disappeared into the wardrobe. Karl was left to resume his dread-tinged self-examination while he waited to confront his fate.

Actually he was resuming his tortured musing from the day before, while Nurse Drake was away making her report. 

Never had he passed a more distressing four hours. All the afflictions that usually titillated or tested him were rendered insignificant by the challenge of suppressing his constant need to retch, and to get enough air around the dildo choking him. 

By using his tongue and lips and breath together he could push this up far enough to clear his pipes. But he could only hold it there for so long before his aching jaws and even his strengthened and adept oral organs had to give in to gravity. Then he was forced to accept his owner’s big hard prick sliding back down into his throat again. Short of convulsively expelling it wholesale there was no escape from this torture. And Karl was damned if he was going to disappoint his Goddess like that.

And so he finally faced the ultimate need for diversion. The more he thought about that outrageously degrading obstruction, the harder it was to relax and just accept it. Nurse Drake was right: he could get enough thin breaths through his snubbed-up nose if he kept just calm. 

He must banish any male idiocy and just docilely submit to femininity and everything would be all right. He would get through this and be as expertly trained a deep-throat cocksucker by the end as she was – not that this was something he wanted, or could ever contemplate advertising about himself. In any case, when even mentally singing his favorite songs failed him, he excoriated himself with curses and got serious. 

He would pass the time as his Goddess would expect, reflecting on his life so far, rededicating himself to its redemption and maybe even unraveling enough mysteries in the process to finally heal himself and escape whatever the morrow might bring – not to mention the state home and a lifetime of rape. Of course he still hadn’t even managed to learn to control his bladder as she’d challenged him, but working on that was hardly an option while he was impaled with a Foley. Examining his life it would have to be.

As he considered it, Karl decided that in a way he’d had not one life so far but three, they were so radically different in circumstance and outlook. 

First there was the pre-accident Karl Jensen: blithe, bullying, sexually selfish beyond belief, suicidally and homicidally reckless and altogether contemptible. 

Then there was the clinic Karl, an apathetic lump who’d spent his days and nights wallowing in blame and self-hatred and refusing to acknowledge anything else. This Karl longed to kill himself but was too cowardly, and so had settled for the slow and passive and most repellant alternative available. 

Finally Doreen had taken him in hand and his life had changed again, eventually transforming him into the rejuvenated yet incomprehensibly perverted torture-slut who lived for the woman in possession of him. Even now, despite all the horrible treatments incessantly enacted upon him, despite being forced to choke on a rubber cock for hours, this Karl knew he would be glad to spend the rest of his life crippled and enslaved like this if only she continued to house and love him.

That was not an option alas. The state home awaited: fifty years of squalor and buggery were only ninety-two days away. 

There was a fourth Karl Jensen still waiting to be born. Would it be an able-bodied adult eager to sally forth into the future or the endlessly degraded pillow-biter waiting for an infected bladder, bedsores, or the slow snot-drowning of pneumonia to end the unmitigated disaster of his existence? Though the part of himself doing the choosing seemed immune to reason, Karl nevertheless girded himself to make that thorough review of each of these three lives. Perhaps he could influence the decision still. He certainly had nothing more productive to do.

Examining the first Karl quickly proved to have nothing to offer – only more counter-productive self-contempt. He’d been an unforgivable asshole, he was paying for it appropriately, and he would never be that way again.

That Karl was dead, and deserved to be buried and forgotten excerpt as an example of how not to live. Okay, Doreen kept harping on his ‘teenage male attitudes and inhibitions’, so maybe there were elements of Karl One still stubbornly persisting. He could trust her to tease out and stamp these down as needed. On to Karl Two.

Ignoring the uneasy feeling that he’d just overlooked a vital clue, Karl turned his mind to when he’d first woken up in the hospital. 

He’d had a cast on his left arm, an orthopedic collar around his neck and needles and wires either jammed into or stuck onto him everywhere. If he wasn’t mistaken, a fucking rubber tube had also been rammed up his dick. Worse, he was also intubated by a ventilator and couldn’t communicate beyond blinking. He was told he’d suffered a shock to his spine, a bruise that ought to heal, but without any guarantees. He had to face the possibility of living like Christopher Reeve. 

He listened to all this impassively. Then without any intent his mind turned to the last thing he’d seen before opening his eyes just now: Krista’s kinked neck, broken head, spilled brains and dislodged blue eye. Why the fuck was he still alive? Later he learned of the death of his friend Josh and his parents on top.

That did it. Among all the endless tortures and indignities of his crippled condition he fled inside and pulled a whole bunch of switches. He killed bank after bank of his internal computer before an overload could fry the whole system. It was like David Bowman in 2001, just yanking out chips by the handful and chucking them over his shoulder before the ghost in the machine could carry out its homicidal plot – or commandeer the ship of his life.

Unfortunately that ghost was a wily bastard. Though Karl shut down a whole lot of upper cognition and all but a few emotional valves, the ghost retreated to parts of the machine he couldn’t access and started short-circuiting things, sending worms to corrupt the programming and throwing all kinds of horror shows up on the monitor. At some point it seized control of the motor centers and took the entire system hostage. 

Meanwhile blind tissue that obeyed only the genetic imperative to persist repaired itself. Even before Karl Two had the unlooked-for luck of being transferred from emergency care to an exclusive new rehab clinic there were suspicions among the technicians. 

His body ought to be working just fine. Or it should be even more fucked up than it was, hole-in-the-throat Christopher Reeve fucked up, breathing via a machine rather than spouting ejaculate in the middle of the night fucked-up. 

And so the shamans were called in, to cast their augury bones. Experts in the esoteric business of ghost-chasing were consulted, and endless hours of tinkering undertaken. All this was to no avail. Too many chips had been pulled, and the ghost knew its way around the machine far better than those that sought to trap it.

So it was hopeless, and so what? But finally among the admirable and well-intentioned staff at the new clinic appeared one with the proper experience and expertise, as well as the intuition and motivation to learn her way around the mainframe. Almost without his knowledge she began plugging the chips back in. She isolated infected areas to keep the damage from spreading and set about to coax the ghost from hiding. And so Karl Two was blessed and chosen and tentatively reborn as Karl Three.

Here Karl’s computer metaphors ran out. 

Suspended from his overstressed limbs, tortured in so many ways he was weary of enumerating them, especially his sex organs, both his holes stuffed with phallic substitutes, struggling merely to breathe while fighting a constant battle with his gorge, fancy analogies couldn’t quite encompass the vicissitudes of this new existence. To experience it was all. He just had to believe his divine redeemer knew what she was doing. And thank the Goddess, he did.

And so without solving any of his problems or better understanding what he was in for, Karl at least found a way to endure the hundreds of dragging minutes until that deity came back from justifying her treatment of him to whatever mysterious authority had sanctioned it. He spent it in honest self-analysis at first and then in dedicated practice second, gradually learning to control his rebelling throat, training it as ordered to accept being entered without triggering the gag reflex. Maybe he had a future in the circus as a sword-swallower.

So delighted were they to see each other again upon Nurse Drake’s re-entry to the suite that she raised her fists in triumph and danced with glee to see him slick with spit to his tortured organ but still faithfully deep-throating her own big prick. Meanwhile he proudly used his lips and tongue and controlled suction to slip that erection easily in and out of his throat for her, demonstrating his hard-earned proficiency.

She’d charged over to him only to pull up short, prevented from throwing her arms around him or even properly showering him with kisses by his bondage. Instead she tentatively wiggled that completely engulfed cock a bit, pressing it tight and holding it flush to his sealed but seeping lips a moment before thrusting it all the way in and out a few times for herself, marveling at his flawless receptiveness. 

No reverse peristalsis at all. He so wanted to truly service her! At last she pulled it from him splattering and gasping, tore her expensive dress open, popped a teat out of her bra and for the second time ever gave him her nipple.

“Congratulations, darling! You always make me so proud! Suck on this now! You’ve definitely earned it!”

Unconcerned with his slobbery face or orgiastic gorging, she let him pleasure her generously while she detached the panties and relieved the terrible stress on his neck. Later, entwined on the bed watching the credits roll, she giggled about this and gave him some ordinary everyday incentive.

“You like my boobies, don’t you little slut? I see you ogling them all the time. They even helped to drive you to sin, and made me be mean to you for a week. I bet you could spend eternity with your face buried between them, couldn’t you?”

“That would be one of the ten billion heavens I could imagine belonging to you in, my beloved Goddess.”

Doreen giggled delightedly.

“Stop it! You are the most honey-tongued piece of cougar-meat ever! 

“Well I’ll tell you what: I’ll make a deal with you, my beloved slave. We’re going to be having all kinds of sex soon, so no loving tonight. But you be on your best, most submissive-to-women behavior tomorrow, accept even the supposedly unacceptable with dignity and a determination to get better, and I’ll rub them in your face for five minutes straight, okay?”

Somewhere in his rehashing of earlier meanderings, Karl-Almost-Four had stopped searching for understanding and begun indulging in erotic remembrance. Despite the discomfort of his posture, the pain in his tits, his wedged-wide suck-hole and just-whipped backside, despite the certain enormity of the agony, degradation and devastation approaching, he was rigidly erect and imagining his helpless face being battered about by the most beautiful boobs in the universe. Then their possessor – and his own – emerged from the wardrobe and slaughtered those hopes.

At first all he noticed was that Nurse Drake’s new uniform was breathtaking. 

All skin-tight flesh-pink latex, it began with stiletto heels and gleaming leggings that climbed to high on her thighs. A matching nurse’s cap held back her beautifully brushed-out hair and she wore a short-sleeved uniform half-shirt. Also painted-on pink, this left her midriff, cleavage and reflective hemispheres of each heavenly breast bare. In addition to wide white lapels and collar there was that white-and-blood-red symbol on each shoulder: the medical integral yet subordinate to the female. The stethoscope was back around her neck.

Doreen’s cheeks had been pinked with rouge too, which along with lipstick and eye makeup had turned her into a haughty yet devastatingly seductive glamour-goddess. Yet even as Karl was goggling enraptured at all this, the monster ravening with redoubled ferocity, his mistress shifted her superior stance and began striding toward him. This called his suddenly beyond-horrified attention to the new centerpiece of both her uniform and his treatment for the next three months. 

What at first had appeared to be simply matching latex hot pants cut very high around the crotch and buttocks (in the right light it was hard to tell where skin stopped and the rubber began) now proved to boast an integral endowment of male genitalia!

Unmistakable testicles occluded the gap below her vulva. Just above, thrusting seamlessly forth from the site of her clitoris was a perfectly lifelike big erect penis.


Chapter Forty

Shock, horror, guilt, abomination! Fear, fire, foes, awake!

How another line from Tolkien occurred to Karl here was unfathomable to the point of ridiculousness – just like the extent of his stupidity. Then again the old chap did create a pretty phallocentric world. It must have been another of those damn short-circuits, or a cross-wiring. How fucked-up his head truly was had suddenly just became obvious.

Here was the answer to all the riddles, the puzzle he couldn’t bear to solve, and it had been right in front of him the entire time. He’d just refused to consider it. It was too unthinkable, the distillation of his darkest nightmares. Yet the worst part of all, the absolute proof of how messed up he was, was the fact that in the midst of his shattering recognition and rejection his own mad phallus raged ever more insanely. It should be trying to shrivel up inside him and die. 

A chafing against his already wet chin and neck made Karl aware he was unconsciously attempting to shake his head, trying to negate everything: the inevitability of this, the complicity of his arousal, the idea that on some level he truly did crave this anathema to everything male, that he was maybe even some kind of closeted-even-from-himself queer (not that there was anything wrong with that – for anyone else). Yet there was no longer any denying it. Some incredibly sick part of him wanted her to ram that thing into his ‘admirably’ trained throat and fuck his face for real. Worse, he wanted her to fuck him in the ass!

Even as he yearned for this, Karl burst into tears. 

It was just too much; he couldn’t take this. You could fry an egg on his face and thermo-drill through a glacier with his prick. Then Doreen was there, crouching in front of him to meet him face-to-face. Abysmally horrified and ashamed eyes were captured by ones glamorously lined and shadowed and heavy with mascara. No longer haughty and imperious (but still enlivened by her own excitement, oh yes), that gorgeous countenance was kind. The voice he even heard in his head somehow now spoke out full of gentle understanding.

“I know, darling, It’s hard to face, but it’s the truth. This is what you’ve been holding out for, why you’re still clinging to your guilt. 

“Subconsciously you need the very worst punishment you can conceive. That’s why you kept dreaming of being sent to prison, and were unperturbed by the thought of the state home. 

“That’s why your toes curl wherever you are penetrated. That’s why you dreamed of me wearing a strap-on the very first night you spent in my bed. You wanted me to take you even then, so you wouldn’t have to get it from someone worse. You still do. It’s me or an endless succession of men, scruffy orderlies, aides, and other patients, take your pick. And that’s why the vibrator and thermometer upset you so much. They urge you toward consummation, they excite and yet ultimately disappoint you, they turn you on terribly while you just can’t accept these things about yourself yet. You still have that macho-asshole teenage locker-room mentality. 

“I bet your first thought was that needing to be fucked in the ass makes you gay. That’s truly stupid, darling. Later I’ll explain about pegging, and how millions of perfectly normal couples get off on a little loving swapping of roles now and then. I will teach you that it can be a very enjoyable and therapeutic thing, if done in the right spirit, with the right partner.

“I will dispel all your silly misconceptions, and show you how to use your willing submission to this supposedly most un-masculine of sexual roles to placate the memory of your attitude with Krista. But in the meantime, right now, I’m going to use my own interminably deprived prick to punish you the way you think you deserve.”

Abruptly she stood up, whipped out her tube of lube and began slathering that erection right in front of his face. The ultimate captive audience again, he could only watch her do it.

A strap-on would’ve been bad enough; she looked like a damn hermaphrodite. From the relief of snaking veins to the contoured head and pitted tip, from the delicate shading of changing colors and textures to the seamlessness of its fit, the illusion was nearly perfect. Watching in balls-crawling horror and silently shrieking denial of his need, Karl had time to gibberingly judge the size. It was bigger than the vibrator, bigger than the monster, maybe nine by an inch and a half thick – just about how deep the far skinnier thermometer went. 

Of course diameter-wise this was nothing compared to four-fifths of a hand prying boulders out of him, but in the bathroom the sexual component was implied and secondary. Here it was front and center, right in his face and soon his ass. He was about to be fucked here, corn-holed like a squealing little pig! 

This was what she meant about being careful what he wished for; this was the only intimacy that awaited the cock-locked chamberpot of Doreen Drake! Despite all her reassurances and the urgency of his own erection, this additional betrayal eviscerated him. Karl suddenly burst into outraged, furious, hysterically ashamed sobs once again as she wiped her hands and strutted dominant and authoritative around to his backside.

It seemed he didn’t need to go to the state home in order to be raped. Someone much closer to him had found his guilt and attractive helplessness too enticing to resist

Forgotten was the offer of breasts if he behaved, and his oft-repeated promise to accept whatever was required to get better with dignity and courage. Disregarded was the strange soothing voice inside reminding him that love and health and inner peace could only be his though unstinting submission to women. The mad battle between self-execration and sexual imperative overwhelmed everything else. Too intense to be controlled, it found outlet in emotional channels long damned: anger and righteous defiance. 

Unable to even turn his head, Karl growled rebellion. Inside his mind he rattled his chains, bounced on the balls of his restrained feet and wrestled furiously, if not to escape then to at least advertise his absolute unwillingness. 

He might as well have had a zone implant: the connection between his will and his abilities remained stubbornly severed. There was nothing he could do but howl his refusal as his captor squared up behind him and seized his suspended hips. 

Snarling through his sobs, suddenly hating the stringy spit it seemed was always running down his front, he screamed out angry gibberish as he felt her slick head probing for him. Cursing his curling toes and monstrous throbbing, feeling shocking stabs of hatred toward the person he cared more about and owed more to than anyone else ever, his outrage was already morphing into impotent fury when she found his entrance as easily as ever. In an extremis of virulent rejection he wrenched his head against the cervical collar, sought to bite through the tempered steel in his teeth and screamed even louder as she shoved her way up into him.

With no preparatory lubing and rubbing, relying only on the thick coat it carried and Nurse Drake’s familiarity with the territory, that first brutal insertion, that definitive defloration, was both instantly suppressed ecstasy and far worse than his worst imaginings. 

If he needed atonement here, he was going to get it. This was going to be no loving coupling but the most vicious possible introduction to his newest daily use as his mistress’ omega-bitch sex-slave. She still had months in which to teach him to love it. Now was the time to convince the Krista within that he was finally getting what he deserved.

Feeling big as a bludgeon, hard as a truncheon, Goddess’ pink prick speared in to the root at once. Months of careful training left Karl exquisitely receptive to such a stroke, and while not physically damaging it was infinitely agonizing in a personally impactful way he knew he needed badly immediately. Yet this acknowledgement, and the almost nauseating rush of supreme gratification he felt at losing his anal virginity, were quickly overwhelmed by a resurgence of bitterness and rebellion. As his deflowering proceeded with as little consideration for its therapeutic possibilities as for his volition, excruciation drove out everything but the anger flooding back. 

Nurse Drake partially withdrew only to stab savagely back in immediately, then again and again and again in a quickly climbing rhythm. Soon she was driving almost frenetically into him – rather as if she’d been waiting and training months or even years for such an opportunity. For Karl the deeply stabbing agony was so extreme that arousal was no longer a possibility.

This wasn’t a perfectly static thermometer, horribly thrumming vibrator, slippery seductive fingering, bloating hosing or even brief delving and prying, no matter how challenging he found all that. This was an ongoing, cumulative goring of an even more degrading sort: an endlessly escalating, quintessentially emasculating, enormously personal torture that it seemed no medical necessity could possibly excuse. And the more he listened to his so-called lover’s obvious sadistic exhilaration as she subjected him to it, the more his resentment grew.

His body jerked to the rhythm of her hips spanking his badly welted ass. The weights jumped and danced, yanking his screaming nipples every which way. Ropes of dog-like slaver pendulumed from his chin, broke and splashed him. Already badly stressed, his shoulders strained at their sockets with every jerk, every hugely traumatic stab into his carefully prepared ass. No longer erect at all, his limply hanging dick flopped wildly around at the impetus of those frenzied crotch-slaps too. And all the while Doreen panted with mad lust, as if she’d siphoned off and appropriated his to supplement her own. Grunting with urgent effort, keening with unholy excitement, getting all the power she could into each vicious jab of her hips, she sounded more turned on than he’d ever heard her. She wasn’t making those nonsense syllables as she pounded toward orgasm yet, but it was surely only a matter of time. 

The thrusting of her cock recoiling against her clit must have been amazingly stimulating. Or the sheer pleasure of putting a male no matter how beloved brutishly in his place must have been more fulfilling than she’d hinted at. Perhaps it was both together. Whatever the case, there was certainly no pretense of professionalism while imparting this punishment. Karl entertained the most heretical of suspicions as he bawled and suffered and listened to his rapist’s unbridled passion escalate. At least there was no cheesy taunting or gloating about her, no exhortations for him to ‘take it’ or anything. They both knew what she was doing to him and how they each felt about it; why waste breath on stupid unnecessary theatrics? Anger and atonement were all. Or the exhilaration of inflicting righteous justice leading up to…

“Uh, uh, uh, da, da, duh, oo, oo, oo, er, er, er…”

The speed and power of her fucking climbed with her drive toward climax. Clearly completely comfortable with and highly accomplished at being the butch, Nurse Drake stab-battered into him until Karl was howling nonstop in his angry, excruciated subjugation. 

Soon her peaking screams overtopped him however, and with one last jack-hammering frenzy that seemed to go on interminably she at last fucked his ass to what was unmistakably her most gratifying orgasm of their relationship to date. 

Finally, after a last, post-orgasmic succession of especially relishing stabs she withdrew completely for the first time. Disengaging from what she would no doubt start calling his fuck-hole she stepped back, leaving him flaming and sobbing and hating her virulently for what she’d done, and more for the extreme enjoyment she’d ostentatiously taken from it.

“Whew! That was fucking awesome! I’m not going to ask if you enjoyed your first punishment-fuck little slut, because I know you didn’t. You weren’t supposed to. You were supposed to get a first taste of what awaits you every day until you heal, first here and then at the state home if you insist. You were supposed to suffer most appropriately for what you did to Krista. And you’re going to go on suffering for it no matter how much you hate it – or me. 

“It’s my responsibility to make you well, and I’m going to do so whatever it takes. Neither your inability to appreciate that or the undeniable fact that fucking you is fantastically rewarding for me can have any bearing on that. Now, I’m going to go have a drink and a quick smoke and then come back here and do it again. In the meantime, you will try to remember your own responsibilities. Listen to the little voice inside telling you to submit, my accomplished young cocksucker. Pay your debt to femininity honorably. The sooner you do, the better it will be for you. Now, can I bring you anything when I return, a drink of your own perhaps?”

As much as Karl needed one – or any relief for his drooling, metal-wedged jaws – he refused to answer. Unable to signal his rebellion in any other way, he closed his eyes and settled on the silent treatment.

“Very well. Someone clearly needs another milking after today’s slut-fucking session is finished. And apparently someone has decided to forgo the delight of my breasts in his face in favor of making a statement. So be it. I’ll see you in a few minutes. And this time I’m really going to pound you into jelly. That first one was just to break you in.”

Nurse Drake tittered naughtily and strode way, spike heels clicking. Karl fumed and sweated and hated both her and himself. 

His ass hurt so badly both inside and out! Damn her!

He knew he wasn’t living up to his obligations; that he was putting everything at risk and could be condemning himself to just this and so much worse forever. He just couldn’t help it.

One second of a deeply secret and long-guarded need being ecstatically gratified suddenly being turned into the worst torture of his life had left him too crazed for rationality. Long barricaded floodgates were now open, and the torrents rushing forth would just have to run their course. Eventually he would come to terms with this latest loss and then hopefully repair the damage to both his prospects and their relationship.

Karl was still resentful and unwilling when Nurse Drake strode back in. Resolutely he closed his eyes. He listened to her heels click unhesitating toward him and caught a whiff of mixed weed and champagne. 

She’d been celebrating taking his cherry and elevating to do it again. Vitriol boiled and spat inside him. As she took up position behind him again she raised him up just a couple of inches, so that he lost contact with the mat. Gripping his now free-swinging hips, ‘sweet’ Doreen breathed with such refreshed fervor that a black despair tainted his defensive anger.

“Here we go, cocksucker. Time for round two; three, four and five upcoming before we’re done. But hey, at least you don’t have to spend the afternoon alone. Goddess will be with you right up until dinner.”

This time it was even worse. 

He knew what to expect; there was no revelatory ecstasy at insertion but only furious degradation and that gored-ass agony. Weeping with shame and despair as well as excruciation and rage, he knew damn well her afternoon buzz would inspire his erstwhile lover to her usual marathon sexual excess. And of course he was right.

Taking advantage of his suspension, Nurse Drake stab-battered him even harder, pulling him back to meet each incoming thrust. Shoulders and back shrilly protesting, he swung and juddered and sobbed nonstop as he was anally raped almost continuously for nearly four hours. And even then the rectal fun wasn’t done. 

Snapping a single glove on, Nurse Drake seated herself comfortably on the mat below him. She thrust two fingers into his woefully sore and abraded opening and began rubbing. 

Caught between his residual rage and that somehow soothing massage (even after the incredible pounding he’d endured it felt good), Karl wept and moaned and eventually zoned out a little as he was drained of whatever negligible amount of semen and testosterone he’d accumulated in thirty or so hours. 

He was marginally aware that she had taken his limp penis in like the udder of a cow and was moaning herself in savor as she imbibed his slow dribbles. Yet at the same time he seemed to hear her voice in a mesmerizing mantra: relax, accept, submit to femininity. By the time the stabbing of a catheter into him yanked him back to full despairing awareness he indeed felt calm again, if no less miserable or more charitable toward his mistress. When she pushed a hugely painful conical plug into his still widely dilated fuck-hole (‘to keep him ready for her’ of course), he wept again but felt only a shadow of his earlier hatred. 

Deep in his heart he knew she was doing what she thought best, however much she enjoyed it. That first stab into his ass had also convinced him they were on the right track, however abominably unendurable. While he knew the living Krista would never wish this on him, would be aghast and furious in fact, the one he’d internalized was harder to appease. None of this made Karl forgive or even acknowledge his rapist however, and he remained obdurately silent as she returned him to the bed (sitting on that agonizing plug of course, no doubt packing the shit in harder) for his broccoli-cheese rice casserole dinner.

Karl did his best to make the meal an awkward affair, never raising his sullen gaze or doing more than woodenly accept the spoon or straw. Doreen remained maddeningly unmoved. She ate with her own customary gusto and hummed her seventies Santana. Still wearing that makeup, shiny latex and insidiously exact cock, she touched and ministered to him with the same easy familiarity, as if his antipathy meant nothing to her. Without punishing his rebellion or even acknowledging it she made him feel slightly ashamed of himself in a new way. He worshipped this woman after all. Then after dinner she left him to choose a movie from her collection to watch while she documented the momentous day.

Despite half a dozen separate rapes, Karl was finding it hard to hold onto his anger by the time Doreen put him in bed, especially when she when she removed the impaling Foley and rolled a condom cath on for the night. All that changed when she joined him however.

Emerging from the bathroom in her gown, he groaned miserably as he saw the front of this tented out by another cock. As she climbed on the bed the hem rode up, revealing another upsettingly hermaphroditic picture.

Though this phallus wasn’t deliberately realistic like the other (being too curved and slim, the head too bulbous and ovoid), it reared up from her crotch without any straps or other means of support. Seeing his mix of misery and appalled perplexity, Doreen smiled her special smile.

“Little slut, I’d like you to meet the famous feeldoe. She’s certainly eager to make your acquaintance. You see, this penis has an inner extension, so that my pussy holds it beautifully in place on its own. Doesn’t it look like it’s actually a part of me? Too bad they don’t make them bigger and more natural-looking. But the vaginal probe more than makes up for that. 

“The nubbled saddle rocks on my clit when I thrust, and the inner bulb pushes on my g-spot. That gives me orgasms galore and a constant incentive to fuck harder. So my honored slave, delighted to serve me for all eternity, let’s have sex!”

She rolled him onto his belly, onto a pillow placed to elevate his hips. Not even bothering with bondage, she spread his legs, pulled the plug with a brusque, tearing agony and took him again, twisting his arms behind his back in a wrestling hold while she used him as uncompromisingly as ever. 

Biting a fold of the coverlet to stifle his grunts and sobs in humiliatingly clichéd fashion, Karl’s tears of pain, shame, and yes renewed hatred and rage scalded his face. Scalp tingling in ignominy, toes curling unconsciously, he was pinned to the mattress and pounded for yet another hour before his mistress had her fill of him. But finally she climbed off.

“Remember the lesson, little slut. It’ll be filthy disreputable men doing this in three months. You’ll be lucky not to get AIDS within a decade. I’m going to leave you on your belly so your backside heals. I’m also going to leave you untied. Don’t like being fucked in the butt? Get up and walk out of here then. Otherwise, fiddle-dee-dee, tomorrow’s another day.” She actually kissed him on the temple. “Good night, darling.”


Chapter Forty-One

Thus began quarter four, their last twelve-week chance to drive out Karl’s demons: in disharmony and futile, pig-headed rebellion.

All that first long week Karl nurtured his anger and hatred of what was being done to him. He remained taciturn and uncooperative, refusing to meet his nurse’s eyes or speak more than was absolutely necessary. As she had recently done to him, he withdrew all evidence of affection, unjustly regarding her as a jailor and abuser of the vulnerable. He stoically accepted or turned his face away from kisses and touches. 

There was nothing he could do about the monster of course. That idiot responded to baiting and fellating and torture as always, with greedy eagerness. It erected instantly at just the prospect of an inserted finger, thermometer or vibrator. It pulsed demandingly through enemas, hosing and disimpaction. It even greeted the prospect of rape by stiffening instinctively. 

Nurse Drake took to wearing her fourth quarter uniform from right out of the bath to bedtime, flaunting her ‘big pink’ incessantly and using it at whim as well for interminable afternoon atonement sessions (had he actually once complained about the Lifetime Channel?). The monster even raged insanely at each initial penetration, until degraded excruciation and impotent fury drove out everything else when she began her brutal and pitiless pounding.

This was the negative incentive from hell. 

It took the place of all the positive ones Karl pointedly eschewed, driving him to demented extremes in his efforts to recover his mobility. With Doreen taunting him to get up walk out if he didn’t like it, he tried his absolute damnedest to do just that. Yet no matter how madly he strained, cursed and cajoled himself or tried to reason his way out of his internal prison his body stayed obstinately inert, as vulnerable as ever to his daily workouts, discipline, and now almost constant buggery. Like everything else, this grew more demanding and unendurable by the day, as more punishing and degrading positions were added to his protocol.

Mostly he was still taken from behind. Whether because it was more demeaning to be fucked this way – swinging swaybacked from the sling, on all fours like an animal, kneeling with his face pressed to the mattress and his ass thrust up high, lying sobbing on his side as he was unexpectedly spooned in the deep of the night – or because she wanted to spare or deny him the sight of her dancing breasts and glorious estrus, Nurse Drake only employed one semi-frontal assault: the most humiliating of all.

This was the pile-driver position she once teased him with. Now it made him suffer the absolute most. Curled up almost into a ball, his torso inverted and his erection throbbing accusingly down at him from barely a foot away, his discomfort was infinitely exceeded by his degradation. When Nurse Drake stepped up to straddle him she seemed to tower to the heavens, tempting him to unwelcome rapture. When she pushed her prick down vertical, lowered herself with a spreading of her knees and slid it into him, her grin explicitly mocked both his supreme subjugation and the groan of greedy need that always greeted first insertion. Worst of all though (talk about irony) was the fact that it was impossible for her to get all of her usual power into it when she began properly fucking him in this position.

Riding his unreasoning anger, defying his own enjoyment, an element of denial had re-infected Karl. 

Okay, he accepted intellectually that he needed this treatment. It was akin to the constipation torture, only worse. To pay his debt to femininity, and eradicate harmful male habits he was being made to suffer as women have always suffered. 

First there were the endless beatings and confinement, then the trauma of childbirth, and now finally the ultimate nightmare of unwanted sexual invasion. It fit the theme of ‘appropriate and extravagant’ atonement too exactly to be argued against. This was putting him in touch with his feminine side with a vengeance, and no wonder it now occupied his afternoon and evening indoctrination and demeaning periods. Yet for all this logic to hold up, those rapes must remain unwelcome. Needing it was okay; wanting it was not. It was far more comfortable to hate and rebel than address the paradox at the heart of his dilemma.

That was far easier to do when she was making every thrust an unbearable agony. It was also easier when not faced with her eyes and smiles, her boobs jiggling in tight latex and her still contagious arousal in full flower. 

Perversely fucked-up as he was, Karl preferred being hurt worse to giving up his juvenile masculine misconceptions. It seemed the needs of his treatment both demanded and forbid this last, and presently it was more comfortable to preserve them. Still he felt increasingly guilty and even ridiculous taking his desperate turmoil out on Doreen, and the beginning of the second week finally brought understanding between them. 

He lay in the middle of the therapy mat, sort of. Mostly he lay atop the medicine ball, which elevated his rear end radically. From tits to chin he rested on the floor, as did his toes. The cervical collar kept his head craned painfully up and forward and the shackle-bar his legs widely spread. A new element had been added, a kind of triangular leather sheathe that buckled up the back. This encased him from fingertips to armpits, and with each little belt tightened mercilessly kept his forearms pressed together all the way to the elbow. 

A tribute to the limberness they’d achieved with him, this was still surpassingly stressful on his shoulder sockets, growing almost intolerably so when she finished pounding him to her latest climax, pulled out and used the lift motor to raise him up by the ankles and fingertips until his face and peri-area were at the level of her prick. Still cheerfully overlooking his sullen rebellion, she wiped his nose and his chin and lips between the ring-gag and collar. Even with the fresh agony in his shoulders and back, the relief in his neck brought a tinge of unintended gratitude to his sobs. Doreen heard this and winked at him.

“Hang on, baby. This is week two, where all that cocksucker training starts coming in handy. I just need to make you a little prettier first.”

Heels clicking on the hardwood, big pink bobbing a little, she strode from the suite. Five minutes or more passed while Karl burned at the memory of his latest rape: the huge ball under his abdomen, his chin rubbed raw on the mat despite the incessant drool, her cries of selfish pleasure as she stabbed pneumatically into him…what was not to hate about any of that?

Finally she returned, carrying a hairbrush and a handful of wild violets she must have picked from the yard, going right outside in her latex and prick. With a light of teasing hilarity in her gaze she confirmed this.

“I saw these growing from the kitchen window while I was making lunch earlier. They reminded me of your eyes, little slut. I thought I’d braid them into my cute young cocksucker’s hair before I finally let her give me a proper blow-job. Oops, I mean ‘him’. Just to help him feel that bit more feminine, you understand.”

More humiliation, more burning resentment as his hair was brushed out and parted down the middle. Karl closed his eyes, listening to this woman he still loved so much humming to herself as she knelt beside him. Swift and nimble, her fingers began braiding the hair she’d clearly been deliberately growing ever longer all year. When she finished and held up a mirror, he opened his eyes at her urging despite himself.

His thick blonde hair (always his best feature according to Krista) was now in perfect Heidi-style pigtails, perhaps a play on his Nordic heritage. All up and down those twelve-inch ropes poked those impeccably placed flowers – some a shade darker than his eyes, but the newly emerged ones a perfect match. In any event, he did indeed look a bit feminine.

Gazing at the reflection of his own mortified misery – lobster-red face, chafed chin and slavering gape; tortured, million year-old eyes bloodshot and magnified – brought on a fresh spate of sobbing. Doreen removed the mirror. She cradled his head sympathetically against the warm skin and cool slickness of her breast. Unwilling to accept her comfort but unable to refuse, he bawled like an infant while she cooed and cuddled him.

“Shhh, baby, it’s not as bad as all that. I think you look absolutely darling, if rather understandably careworn. But you’re still my erring male to the cored-out core. I wouldn’t want to fuck you so much otherwise. I’m attracted to women no more than you are to men. Still, it’s all a spectrum in the end, and it’s fun to blur the boundaries and explore other roles. It adds a spice of excitement to what can sometimes be a necessity. 

“Speaking of which, it’s now necessary for me to begin fucking your face as well as your butt. Do you want it involuntarily through the ring so you can childishly resent it, or shall I free your pouty mouth to participate?”

Shamed by so many things (the picture he made, his breakdown, accepting her comfort while he was still so mad at her, his continuing ingratitude and antipathy in the face of her patience), Karl took his first step toward caving. He met his mistress’ eyes and used his own to tell her he would willingly participate. Ball-crawlingly humiliating as it was, he’d hadn’t endured that terrible afternoon of training for nothing.

Nurse Drake unbuckled and removed the ring, careful not to disturb a strand of his hair. Then she stood, assuming a spread-legged, authoritarian stance. Her voice was suddenly husky with passion. 

“Later you can service me as lovingly as you like. I look forward to a lot of heavenly, eventually consensual sixty-nine. But this is still atonement time. I’m sorry darling, but your participation is going to be limited for a while.”

Swinging him toward her as she thrust forward, she rammed into Karl’s willingly gaping gullet as brutishly as she ever did his ass. To Karl’s credit hoverer he dealt with this far better. 

This cock was longer than the one he’d trained on true, and he retched involuntarily while adjusting to how much it plumbed him. The challenge was a familiar one however and he rose to it. With the collar holding his head up and immobile he turned himself into a static receptacle, sealing his sloppy lips around the root as hands on the back of his head compressed them against latex. He won the battle over his gorge in seconds and hung there impaled to the limit, his own cock stirring at the mix of rapturous abjection and pride of performance he felt. Then Nurse Drake shifted her grip to his pigtails and began swinging and thrusting, long strokes in and out.

Quickly these increased in force and speed. Yet Karl’s passive abnegation was perfect. Anathema as it was to his conception of himself, he almost relished the opportunity to show Krista’s ghost how far he’d come from the guy who was too insecure to let her get on top of him.

Goddess was right about at least one thing too: he knew he wasn’t gay, or not enough to be worried about anyway. It was a spectrum, as she’d said, and no one got killed by expanding the arc a tiny bit now and then. In a way he’d already made his peace with playing the sissy for Doreen through their serious-or-not banter about him living as her slave for real. 

If this was what he needed to heal, so be it. 

This was a way he could suffer extravagant and appropriate atonement and not only still live with himself but actually get off on the degradation of it. Slapping against his belly with the swinging of his body, his cock was completely hard of its own initiative for almost the first time all quarter. He even moaned as she drove in and out of him, the bone of her pubis bashing against his lips even as the faux bone mounted on it pitilessly plunged into his esophagus. In harmony on this level at least, ironically untroubled by the conflicts stirred by the identical use of his other hole, Karl contritely served and suffered interminably, until at last another orgasm signaled intermission. Then he had no resistance left to offer.

Doreen pulled out of him and dropped to down to face him. Before Karl could muster his defenses her beaming face was kissing his bruised and abraded lips.

“That was wonderful, darling! That’s how to take an atonement session with big pink!’

Her shining eyes and doting smile took on a winsome look.

“Don’t you think it’s time to get over being angry with me, darling? I’m giving you what you need and we both know it. Hating me might be convenient, but it’s not helping you and it hurts my feelings. I spoke the truth when I said I can’t bear the thought of you resenting me. I can suffer along with you if you insist on it little slut, but this is really unbecoming.” 

“I know. I’m sorry.” Before he could help it Karl was crying like baby again. Damn, he was so sick of being so weak and blubbery all the time! Doreen held him and petted him. “I just hate it so much!”

“I know you do – for now at least. And that’s by design. But don’t hate me, please. Even if I shatter glass screaming and come a thousand times, I’m still only doing my job. I just have a really rewarding one, especially when the patient is as delectable and lovable as you.”

This won a watery smile from Karl.

“I don’t hate you, mistress.”

She hugged his face to her breasts again. Her voice was a whisper.

“One day soon you’ll thank me for this, I promise.”

“Okay.”

Abruptly Karl was thrust out at arm’s length again.

“Are we going to be seeing a little more positive outlook now, little slut?”

Wow, she was so irresistibly beautiful.

“Yes, Nurse Drake. I was childish and I’m sorry. But this really is asking a lot of a guy like me, you know.’

“Well, we’ll just have to turn you into a more appreciative kind of guy then, won’t we? But not yet. You have to suffer until it stops being suffering. And there’s really no time like the present, is there, especially when my big pink is so nicely slick with natural lube?

“Gird up your guts, little slut. The afternoon is young and we’ve got eleven weeks to go. Let’s see if you really can take it like a man and behave yourself from now on…”

Strengthened by their rapprochement, Karl managed somehow. 

He still hated it, but he could no longer indulge in transferring that hatred to her. He still loved her, desired her, and owed her so much. She was his Goddess and above his judgment, and she was right about another thing: better her and here than the vermin at the state home. 

So he learned to smile tremulously at her little taunts as she prepared to take him in the sling or the bath or on the mat or bed. He acknowledged his perverted, reluctant, yet inescapable arousal up through the first stroke or two. Then the bludgeoning began, and he curled his toes, ground his teeth or bit the pillow, ring, or big rubber cock in his mouth and wept helplessly until it was finally over with. Afterwards he graciously accepted kisses or slaps on the ass, or even the intermediary insertion of the vibrator or plug with meekly penitent submission whatever the extent of his misery.

It helped as well when Nurse Drake began milking him daily. Though this was something else he’d greeted with initial misery, something that would damn him in every high school in the land, he always found this as calming as she’d said he would. 

Lassitude seemed to radiate from her rubbing, and he invariably swooned into a rapture so deep he often missed the ending. Ever more often he heard that dulcet voice inside, telling him to relax and submit, that it was okay that he liked to suck her cock, no one would care if they knew and that it was best to take it the other way with contrition and grace too. After a while he began to listen to it. And so the slow evolution toward acceptance progressed.

Gradually the trauma he endured with each vicious ass-stabbing lessened – or perhaps he just began to get used to even this. Though he still wept and wanted it to end, he no longer spent each session in skin-crawling abomination. After the first month or so he even began to enjoy it beyond that first swift, indescribably fulfilling thrust, lasting three or four or more sometimes before she really began to hurt him, before the hideous shame swept over him and he remembered that was being corn-holed, fudge-packed, rump-reamed, turned into a simpering prison bitch, bugger-boy, pillow-biter, pick your locker room put-down. Then the misery overwhelmed him again, and it again became a test of endurance. Yet even so, Doreen eventually perceived something in his response that told her the time had come.

Soon this would no longer suit for atonement. It was time to turn it into therapy. Finally, with only six weeks left (how dreadfully the days were flying by!) she broached the subject.

It was bedtime, and they were in their version of the sixty-nine, with Doreen on top of course. Straddling his tipped-back head, she was using her feeldoe to fuck his face while she fellated his harnessed erection. 

For Karl this was heaven: his lips kept kissing her labia around the cock connecting them and all he had to do was lie there and take the punishing thrusting and frustrating pleasure.

Doreen was both a workhorse and virtuoso at fellatio of course, and only the harness kept him honest. When she suddenly stopped fucking and sucking him short of orgasm and disengaged their reciprocal connection, Karl assumed the mutual enjoyment was over and that she was ready to begin pounding him goodnight. He groaned with resignation but no real horror. But then she turned, she squirmed and cuddled with him, rubbing her cock erotically against his side but making no attempt to take him with it. Her heat warmed him through the thin silk of her gown and her love for him was like a miasma in the air.

“You know what tomorrow is, don’t you darling?”

“Halfway through the last quarter. Six weeks left until the state home.”

“That’s right. It’s time to make that big last therapeutic push, to show the Krista within that you really have changed. 

“You’ve taken my cock in atonement until its effectiveness for that purpose has begun to diminish. It’s time to use it for therapy instead. I will explain how that will work later. But in short, it’s time to make you love my cock and not hate it.

“So no sex tonight, darling. And no atonement cock tomorrow, except for in your throat. I’m going to have to fuck your pretty face some. Then we’ll have another nice romantic dinner-date as befits such a night of positive incentive. We’ll get high and have a few drinks and watch the killer meteor shower they’re forecasting. Finally I’ll take you to my bed and make love to your butt like you’ve been dreaming of, worm-turn your whole world, put the ghost of your old girlfriend to rest and maybe even heal you right there. Are you up for it?”

Karl felt a swooning rush in the dark. He wanted what she promised so bad, yet still cringed instinctively. Time was running out though, as were excuses. Unless their whole premise was wrong, all their evidence connected incorrectly, there should be little more reason for his subconscious to go on punishing him. Maybe learning to love what he would never have allowed his lost love to do to him would somehow make the difference. In any case, positive thinking was essential to any chances of success. Vaginal tricklings now dried to his lips stuck them together a moment before he could respond.

“I think that’s fabulous, ma’am. I’ll sure try my damndest.”

“Call me honey, darling. And don’t worry about trying anything until the right time. Just relax, accept, submit to femininity and everything will work out fine.”

“I believe you, honey. And I love you.” 

“I love you too. Now let’s tie you up and get a condom on. Tomorrow’s a big day.”


Chapter Forty-Two

It was a big day, or a big night at least. Perhaps the biggest of his existence, if all went well. With his doting nurse’ help Karl prepared for it carefully.

They did the new bowel routine, flirting (quite woefully and sweatily on Karl’s part) as they emptied that most important cavity completely. With an extra and extended hosing afterwards they cleaned him thoroughly up there too, so that no gloves or wipes might detract from the intended mood. He was bathed and shaved and groomed especially impeccably, even his nails trimmed and filed. Nurse Drake finished with the braiding of his hair.

Karl had actually come to appreciate this; it kept stray strands out of his face and mouth better than a ponytail. He also liked the way she used the braids as reins when fucking his face, and even guiltily enjoyed the rapturous demeaning of willingly being turned into her ‘cute little sissy’. They fantasized together about completely feminizing him, about the kind of elaborate uniforms she’d make him wear as her chambermaid, the kinds of bondage she would keep him in around the clock and how it would make his various duties especially trying but just barely possible in the most degrading of ways. 

They discussed whether solder in the keyhole of his chastity device would be sufficient to ensure his eternal impotence or if welding the whole thing permanently together would be for the best. Perhaps they could even have a deliberately lockless device lined with spikes custom-made, like in the dream he’d had, the one that almost surely most accurately presaged his destiny…

Still uncertain whether Doreen was just having fun with him or seriously considering all this, Karl played the game with black titillation and fascinated unease, wondering how it would be to live such a selfless, devoted existence. That would atone for Karl One far more fittingly than the state home, that’s for sure. With a wicked snicker his mistress confirmed his guess that the only sex such a life would offer would be constant brutal buggery in bondage and whatever servicing her many lovers needed before and after she enjoyed them right in front of him. Still giggling at his sick mixture of rapture and horror, Nurse Drake catheterized her patient, took her time to do a particularly extensive medical check, stretched him out and put him through a reasonably hard but not too debilitating PT session.

After a light and yet freighted lunch they used the FNS on him some, caned his feet to weeping and reddened him up all over with the strap. Then Karl not only got his face fucked good and proper for a couple of hours, but Doreen finally allowed him to actually make voluntary love to big pink, to orally pleasure her as though she was as real as she looked.

Aping all of his lover’s expert techniques, Karl flamed with shame but flung himself ever more eagerly into the job. He needed to seriously cultivate his feminine side for tonight, get totally empathically immersed in it. So he sucked and tongued and skewered himself with a passion, feeling sexy and slutty and ever more excited by his performance.

Beaming Doreen rewarded him with lavish kissing after, rubbing his nipples and bung and murmuring about how much she couldn’t wait to introduce him to the real pleasures of being a woman. He shivered and moaned and began to honestly look forward to this despite lingering qualms and the memory of weeks of abominated distress. Later they spoke of the coming coupling in more immediate terms, Doreen still carefully reassuring and preparing him.

Their romantic candlelit dinner was finished, along with the first exquisite vintage. George Winston quietly played piano for them, and the skylight had been completely opened in anticipation of the yearly meteor shower. To keep from luring insects inside or flushing the rhodopsin from their eyes they left only a few candles burning back in the bathroom. With the head and foot both elevated some they lounged side by side on the king-size, watching the darkness deepen and the stars come out overhead. 

Doreen was wearing that gauzy silver teddy that had led them into disaster the last time. Another of the best bottles in the cellar had been opened, they’d shared a smoke and a heady if tremulous anticipation was in the air. For a while they drew out the suspense by talking about the meteor that detonated so spectacularly over Russia not long ago, along with other notable cosmic bullets. Doreen had seen the mile-wide Barringer crater near Flagstaff for herself when younger. They tried to imagine the distance that three hundred thousand-ton iron slug had come, and the explosion upon impact. Being buzzed was always good for discussing the awesome and the infinite. Karl couldn’t evade his own approaching impactful event forever however, be it another shattering cataclysm or an apocalyptic renaissance. Hating the quaver in his voice but unable to control it, he accepted another drink and then spoke into a mostly comfortable lull.

“Can you really make it good for me, mistress?”

“Darling, you’ll be lucky not to be struck blind.”

“What…what do you mean?”

“You’ve never heard of Tiresias? According to Greek myth he was the seer of Thebes.”

“Okay.”

“He was out walking and saw two snakes mating. He struck them with his staff, separating them, and as a result was transformed into a woman. He lived seven years that way, bearing children and running a whorehouse. Then one day he saw the snakes mating again, did the same thing and changed back.”

“Better than reassignment surgery.”

“You know it. Anyway, when asked whether male or female sexual pleasure was better, he said the woman’s was ten times better. So the secret was out forever, and the goddess Hera struck him blind in punishment for blabbing.”

“Ah, thank you.”

“Yes. And you will thank me. I guarantee it.”

Loving silence reigned a while.

“And…and other guys really enjoy it, normal guys?”

“Darling, search ‘pegging’ next time you’re on-line. There’s a whole subculture devoted to it. Some kinky folk enjoy it as the ultimate act of female domination, true. Imagine that. But most couples add it to their bed repertoire simply because it feels so good, it’s so thrilling and fulfilling and they like it so much. They’re open-minded and enlightened enough not to let silly religious proscriptions or infantile ideas about acceptable gender roles get in the way of their love of enjoying each other emotionally and physically to the limit.”

“You have a very convincing way of putting things, m’ lady.”

“The truth is convincing, that’s all. Don’t worry about a thing. I’ll be gentle with you, at least until you beg me to be otherwise. Then all bets are off, baby.”

“I get it…or I guess I will soon.”

Giddy with the dope after such seriousness, they giggled at the double entendre. Then they melded together to watch their own private sky show while the suspense built on and on.

The good news was that there was no moon. Light pollution would be at a minimum and Karl wouldn’t be bothered by any Diana-fancies. As purple darkened to jet the existing stars sharpened while others steadily joined them. Though they could see only a limited swath of the sky, they were soon able to identify the constellation Perseus. 

Karl’s favorite character of myth (though he might be supplanted by this Tiresias guy anytime), Perseus avoided being turned into stone, won the princess Andromeda and then accidently killed his heartless human father. Now he designated the section of sky from which the meteors were expected to arrive.

This was all heavenly serendipity – and a tribute to the wisdom of keeping up with the news and weather reports. The Perseids were predicted to be particularly profuse this year. The number of visitors visibly incinerating in the atmosphere was expected to peak at around two or three a.m. but was already beginning. In the comfort of their own bed with a bottle of wine they fell mostly back into silence. Occasional murmurs of animal contentment were exchanged, as well as kisses and quiet giggles and joke-groping. These petered out after the first few oohs and ahhs. Then they awaited each next streak of fire across the night with almost reverent awe.

Karl was no more superstitious than he was truly religious. And those weren’t falling stars at all but prosaic bits of burning rock and dirt. Still he caught himself wishing on them over and over, just as he used to do with Krista on stolen nights together, spread on an old sleeping bag in the middle of the empty soccer field. 

Then he’d done so indulgently, humoring his girlfriend’s fancy. Now he did so fervently, and his wishes were all connected: to get through this night with honor, for it to be as good as promised and he needed, and most of all for it to work and get him back on his damn feet again! 

Lying entwined with the divine kept inspiring Karl to one more wish of course: to be with Doreen forever in whatever capacity it took. The way she kept petting and stroking his now almost completely bare and hairless body (only his forearms remained furred) and squeezing him with excitement at each fresh spate of fireworks kept his attention torn between the glory in the sky and the one by his side. 

Eventually the balance inevitably shifted. Without remarking on it Doreen pressed to get him to void. When nothing came out she peeled off the condom so she could play with him while they lay together in the dimness gazing up. 

Gradually rapture eclipsed all. Once in a while Nurse Drake interrupted her almost constant slow stroking to rub on his perineum, the spot just between his bung and balls. Clearly this affected the prostate too: Karl ached harder and seeped sweetness for her. He knew if she kept it up she could milk him again without even insertion, which he murmured unconscious protest against. That was not her intent however.

She was merely adding lassitude to his rapture, easing him toward submission and acceptance without totally entrancing him. Muscles limp and flaccid, inhibitions eased by alcohol and post-hypnotic suggestion, he soon felt so turned on and submissive and turned on by feeling submissive that he could only moan and throb and answer everything she asked him with unthinking candor.

“Are you feeling good, little slut?” For the first time that finger on his perineum slid lower to caress with the gentlest pressure.

“I feel heavenly, Goddess.”

“What have you been wishing for as the stars fall?”

“You know.”

“Tell me anyway.”

“I’ve been wishing that you would stick your big hard penis in me. That you would turn a crude fuck-hole into a wonderfully responsive sissy-pussy. That you would salve the memory of endless pain and rape by finally making it a joy, and in the process giving my most ashamed secret self what it seems to need the most. 

“Maybe that way you can heal me with your prick, somehow fuck me back to life with it. But mostly I’ve just been hoping that I don’t let you down somehow.”

“Not good enough. What else, my darling slave? I know there’s more.”

“What else is there to confess? You know my darkest heart. I pray that this is the first of only a million times, if that’s what it takes for me to remain with you forever. I pray to be your tortured sissy ass-bitch for eternity.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear. Shall I grant these wishes now, or at least many as I can? Shall I answer these prayers to the best of my abilities?”

“I beg you to do that with all my beholden soul.”

“Very well, little slut. It’s time to earn your nickname for real. Sluts don’t just take it, after all. They love to take it, they live to take it, they are uncontrollably addicted to endlessly taking it. So it shall be for you too.”

The bed motor purred. The foot went back down flat, the head almost so but stopping slightly elevated. Expecting to be rolled onto his belly with his raging monster enveloped in a pillow, Karl instead felt his moderately splayed legs lifted above his head and spread to their limits. Padded cuffs secured his ankles thus, not for restraint but convenience. A pillow was wedged under his kidneys for support, and in his languorous rapture he realized he was finally going to be fucked face to loving face. What he’d dreaded before now promised ecstasy and communion unimaginable. A moan of anticipatory joy escaped him.

A sliver of trepidation remained, yet that was integral to the thrill. When Nurse Drake bowed before him to perform foreplay he was already nearly in a delirium of love and need.

Shame had joined fear in the almost-irrelevant category and he reveled in his hugely receptive spread. Again he felt girlish and slutty and now as eager as if six weeks of agonizing rape had never tested him. Goddess had promised this time would be different. And she always kept her word. That was one of at least ten billion things he loved about her.

Another was her way of proving that despite the necessary asymmetry of their love she truly believed they were both human and equal in the end. She unhesitatingly put her tongue to use just as she still so often demanded of him. Taking her slow sweet time she licked and swirled and probed and gently coaxed him ever more open, all the while massaging his perineum on. Honored and exalted and aroused beyond expression, Karl fought back the lassitude to use the slight incline to watch with rapt disbelief until she returned to squatting upright.

Between her bunched haunches, below the diaphanous flounce of her barely-there teddy, starlight gleamed on the feeldoe already curving up. When did that happen? She had not her usual tube of hospital lube but a small squeeze bottle of strawberry-scented baby oil in her hand. Beginning to hum ‘their’ song in an irresistibly lulling way she inserted and squirted warm slippery wetness up into him. More was drizzled around the perimeter, and those loving fingers took over for her tongue. 

More dilated and receptive by the second, Karl tossed his head unconsciously and groaned more enraptured than ever. Somehow he sensed the ghost within finally coming forth from the machine: lured in hopes of sating the sick (or not) hitherto unassuaged imperative that he sensed was somehow key to being banished for good. 

Shameful and bizarre or not, that need was suddenly overwhelming, making Karl keen and teeter on some inner precipice, his monster a bar of iron on fire. 

Goddess bless or be her, Nurse Drake didn’t bother with superfluous words or gestures. She just pushed him. Seizing the moment instinctively she dropped the bottle and shifted swiftly closer. Then she accepted his open invitation.


Chapter Forty-Three

Entering with supreme ease and overcoming just the perfect amount of resistance, Doreen’s penis slid smoothly up and in until pubis met perineum. As that single slow stroke stuffed him up Karl sobbed not with the agonized rejection of the past month and a half but with the climactic reconfiguring of self he’d so badly needed.

Every previous tease from fingertip on up only hinted at this. Every cruelly domineering entry of big pink gave him a tantalizing taste of it before that big butch bitch bludgeoned him into subjugated misery. (Imagine that, indeed). This time he finally had the chance to appreciate the compulsory appeal of being so intimately invaded. 

He didn’t truly understand it yet. More accurately, he understood it on some level but had failed so far to articulate his intuitions into awareness. That revelation was surely imminent, he could tell just by the currents being churned up inside. For now though it was all about effect and affect: indescribably compelling physical stimulation and the emotions thus spawned.

There was pain but only just enough to satisfy his rapture – he’d been perfectly prepared for this. There was a delicious slick friction: the sliding pressure of that knob and curve rubbing along his love-nub, squeezing so much need into his penis that the monster drooled like Karl with a cock in his mouth. 

There was the irresistible stretching of entry, the incredibly fulfilling filling and finally the bug-pinned-to-a-board possession and ultimate domination of total occupation. Surfeited with so much ecstatic reward, Karl Jensen Almost-Four felt the last stubborn remnants of benighted post-pubescent asshole Karl One eradicated for good. Denial and locker-room idiocy couldn’t possibly stand up to experiencing the truth Hera had been so pissed to have exposed.

Sweet Doreen gave him the leisure Nurse Drake had denied him, allowing Karl to wallow in every incredible sensation and internalize each therapeutic perception. She waggled inside him a little as she settled herself, dredging another sob from him at the almost orgasmic intensity of his abnegation. Slowly she withdrew until the knob just popped out and then with exquisite deliberation repeated that momentous salient. From undefended entry until perineum kissed pudendum she slid in again, eased out and back in again and then again and again and again in the heavenly genesis of the oh-so gentle rhythm promised.

Karl Almost-Four cherished every impalement. Groans like he’d never known were ripped from him after his sobs expressed too much distress. If there was any distress here it was of the inexpressibly welcome sort. Aching to open himself wider, to lift his hips higher, only the monster responded to his whole-body straining. In the dimness its quivering tip glistened like the snout of a breaching plesiosaur.

Doreen stopped popping teasingly out. Instead she opted for full penetration and rocking sedately against him. Taking even this first step toward a proper copulation carefully, she smiled warmly down at her freshly-pegged adolescent and let the young virgin-slut both enjoy the awakenings of this true deflowering and appreciate the long-guessed benefits of face-to-face sex in the submissive position. His eyes were heavy-lidded but avid as they studied her breasts. They were filled with worship, love, and an incredible intensity of undreamed-of ecstasy along with the glimmer of belatedly cohering understanding when they sought out her face. It was time.

“This feels good too, doesn’t it darling? Tiresias was right, yes?”

“It feels better than any heaven ever. Thank you, Goddess.”

“You’re welcome. Yes, sex feels good from either side – what a surprise. Are you ready for a little more pleasure then?”

“Yes, please.”

Nurse Drake leaned forward, propping herself on her palms so she could gaze directly down at him as she incrementally increased the pace of her thrusting. She let Karl groan his heightened appreciation for a dozen or so strokes, and ogle her now dangling, jiggling breasts before recapturing those windows to a beloved and wholly owned soul.

“Yes, it feels very good, fabulous in fact, that slippery-hard spike driving repeatedly in so deep. And feeling good is usually good enough. But it feels good to my mixed-up little slut for far deeper reasons than just firing nerve-endings, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s because in your deepest heart of hearts your worst regret isn’t causing Krista’s death, which was the result of a reckless gamble. It’s something far more personal, is it not?”

“Yes, Goddess.” Lost in ecstasy and revelation, Karl found he could discuss his epiphany with only muted anguish. “The worse sin was my sexual selfishness. I made her die without ever climaxing. I wouldn’t make oral love to her or even let her get on top. My idiotic macho bullshit was a pervasive and long-standing crime compared to a single stupid decision. And if we’d gotten home all right I never would have changed.”

“Go on.”

“Being raped was the ultimate payback for that.”

“Yet it still wasn’t enough, was it darling?”

“No ma’am. I have to offer her more than just involuntary agony and supreme degradation. I’ve had the punishment I sought at the state home, safely and hygienically under medical supervision, thank you. But even that doesn’t satisfy the ghost fucking up my machine.”

“What will, darling?”

“This will, Goddess. I have to offer myself willingly, as loving gift, peace offering, and a way to beg her forgiveness. In lieu of everything I so stupidly, obstinately refused her out of macho insecurity I need to offer this absolute macho anathema. It’s the only way to sufficiently expiate my crimes: by trading my former selfishness and bullying for the quintessence of selflessness and submission. That’s why I’ve been so subconsciously driven toward this even while my awareness tried to deny it. That’s why I find it so profoundly satisfying now. My unconscious offer has been accepted in love at last. Can the forgiveness I need follow?”

“That’s the big question, my love. May I expand upon your understanding”?”

“Please!” Still a willing captive of glorious rapture, Karl nevertheless hung on his Goddess’ every word.

“Even the offer of your willingness may not be sufficient. To truly placate the ghost of your girlfriend, you have to prove to her – to yourself – that you really have changed. 

“If you not only freely offer the use of your sissy-pussy but actually love that use, if it’s not just a forgiveness offering you endure out of devotion but as good for you as it is her, well that just repudiates the uptight, selfish asshole you used to be even more definitively. 

“It epitomizes the truth that you’re no longer him and that you never will be again. And if you establish this new truth incontrovertibly by ejaculating during this most significant ever sex act, perhaps that moment of apotheosis after so much tortured denial might finally break your subconscious block.”

Dawning realization filled Karl with hope and euphoria.

“You mean…”

“Yes darling. You have my permission. If you feel that wonderful, emancipating climax coming on, don’t you dare stop me. Give into it with everything you’ve become. Maybe we can spend the next six weeks doing this and so much more on the beach.”

“Yes!”

“Okay darling, here we go. Let me know if I’m using you too hard for pleasure. And don’t ask me to go all out unless you’re ready to enjoy everything you’ve been taking and more.”

“I understand, my Goddess.”

“Okay, little slut. Let’s make love.”

Divine beneficence smiled on Karl. 

Hands gripping the mattress to either side of his elevated head, teddy belling on its chain to fall away from unfettered breasts, Doreen leaned into him. The slow thrusting of her hips rocked his body easily. Her purrs of enjoyment and proprietary eyes were as heartwarming as the rhythmic plumbing of her prick and jiggling of her tits were fulfilling and thrilling. Yes, he loved this already, and could become as hopelessly addicted as his mistress had said so easily. Oh-so sedately she enjoyed him, making a torment now of her promise to be gentle. But at long last almost imperceptibly she began increasing the pace, allowing Karl’s lifesaving (he prayed) euphoria and ecstasy to climb along with it.

Five minutes of swooning pleasure and swelling excitement later they were going at it like proper lovers – if not crazed weasels just yet. Doreen had begun to pant with the exertion of her pumping, Karl with the emotional and physiological arousal flooding him. 

Whimpers leaked from his lips. His cock was so sore and hard, the neglected monster still straining up raging. He was so crazed already he felt sure the briefest of jerks would spill his spouting seed. That would be too easy for their purposes however. Karl needed to climax just from being fucked, and how would he manage that without the requisite friction?

It didn’t matter. Goddess would provide. All he had to do was relax and enjoy and submit to femininity unthinkingly and everything would work out for the best.

Split wide, doubled-up, pinned to the mattress by his beloved and finally beginning to be pounded properly, Karl did just that. 

As the pain began to build he welcomed it with masochistic avidity. Each especially effective jab into him spiked his excitement accordingly, and it seemed they never stopped coming. Though they were already edging into an intensity equal to what had made him bite the pillow and bawl and rebel barely a month ago, it seemed will and context were everything. 

Making consensual love like this with a long slow build-up first had Karl urging her on with the tenor of his grunts and occasional sob, not begging her to stop. When Doreen sank from palms to elbows above him, levered his ass higher and rode up on it more in order to further empower her fucking he suddenly found her beasts dancing and slapping together bare inches from his nose. Buried under a landslide of warm, fleshy, ceaselessly working woman his rapture soared in tandem with the relentlessly stabbing agony. 

Each time the feeldoe rammed demandingly home now the nubbled saddle that rubbed so effectively on her clit pressed his perineum too. The battering into the mattress he took had his insanely deranged monster slapping rhythmically against him, leaving more wetness on his belly. Still their mutual passion escalated until both were crying out their urgency as they coupled. 

Karl’s need to ejaculate was as extreme as can be conceived. He felt like he might die if he didn’t finally get off after all this time, and that was close to the literal truth. But then in his mad extremity Goddess indeed finally provided.

Dropping from elbows and knees to flat atop him, she crushed him down and began escalating toward a pneumatic hammering he recognized woefully well. Permission or not she was going to all-out pound him to her usual excruciating climax soon. Sensing he had to get on board or be left behind forever, Karl cried out acquiescence even as he realized the flesh smothering him was her breasts.

“Do it Goddess! Make it savage!”

Savage it was, and sweeter than can be believed. After all this time his face was smushed and slapped and nipple-scraped all over. His incomparable lover was chanting that nonsense mantra as she lunged and plunged viciously against and into him. At long last his apoplectic monster was enveloped in hot flesh, squashed between Karl’s compressed abdomen and the wildly undulating one of the woman so ecstatically ramming herself into him.

Shit! All that pressure on his bladder suddenly triggered a need to pee. He’d had all that wine, and none had worked through him earlier. Without even thinking about it (there was no time; they were skyrocketing together toward apotheosis) Karl quashed the urge. Then Doreen was screaming and stabbing into him like never before, and he was screaming too even as his balls were clenching and hot squirts of sperm were jetting all over their bellies. 

It was his third orgasm of the year, the first in six months. It was the only one he was really worthy of and the most galvanically powerful and satisfying he could ever remember. Yet when it had finished, when Doreen was collapsed gasping atop him in a wonderful loving crush, her still fully embedded feeldoe connecting them so intimately together, he knew that it hadn’t worked as planned. He could still feel everything yet move nothing. He was still locked in hysterical paralysis.

Karl Still-not-Four was about to start bawling like a baby again in his despair. If this didn’t work, what would? But then post-orgasm his bladder cramped painfully again. Reflexively Karl again suppressed the need – this was not the moment. It was only as the cramp passed a second time that he realized what he’d done. 

The stunned gasp that escaped him alerted Nurse Drake. Even in her own post-coital exhaustion she pulled back, out of and off him to peer concernedly down. Beyond the shape of her head Karl saw a whole fusillade of meteors streak across the sky.

“What is it, darling? You climaxed, did it…”

“Not quite,” Karl gasped again. “But…something…wait…yes…oh honey!”

He blinked a second to find his composure.

“I have to pee, but I’m controlling it. I mean I need to go bad, but it’s not just running out of me. I can hold onto it while you get the urinal.”

“Really?” Now it was Doreen gasping again, and with unaffected glee this time.

“I felt it first when you dropped on top of me, and in the heat of the moment didn’t think about it, just fought it off. Now it’s back, and I’m holding it again, just like everybody else does. Oh Goddess, it’s not a cure yet but it’s something at least.”

“It’s a spectacular breakthrough is what it is!” Nurse Drake enthused, as another spate of meteors heralded her pronouncement.”This is fabulous! We’re definitely getting somewhere now! We just have to keep this up, which will be heaven, not hardship. You are one succulent young fuck, my little slut-boy. I could indeed do you for eternity, or at least six more weeks. What do say, my delightfully pegged princess?”

“I say I’m addicted already, mistress, the little ass-nymphomaniac you’ve been cultivating all along. Please do me until all the stars fall down.”

“You’ve got it, slave. Let me just get you the urinal first.”

After she held this for him to pee (which he did so naturally and easily he wanted to cavort and cry “No more catheters!” to the sky), Doreen put the bed down flat. As she poured more wine and rejoined him all sissy-split and eager she spoke seriously a moment.

“Darling, now that you understand how good it can be, I really have to apologize for making it so bad for so long. You needed that though, and none of this would have worked if you’d enjoyed it from the first. Please believe me that I sorrowed for you despite the supreme ecstasy fucking the absolute shit out of you gave me.”

“Of course, Nurse Drake! I understand completely. You said I’d thank you for it someday soon, and so now I shall. Thank you for raping me so badly mistress. I indeed needed it. I’m glad you loved it, and touched that you pitied me. How about we forgive each other – you for hurting, me for hating – and consider it even?”

“Excellent suggestion, darling. Thank you. Now there’s one other thing I want to suggest before we make love some more.”

She held up his head so he could sip some wine. Then she began gently re-lubing his other opening.

“It’s a new therapy I want you to try now that we’re so close to success. It’s called directed dreaming. Do you know of it?”

“Vaguely perhaps. I recognize the term from reading but the concept is elusive.”

“Well, it goes back to that day after the hurricane. Remember when I had to leave you alone for so long that you got worried for me? Unbidden fantasies of me in danger plagued you.”

“I remember.” Karl’s crippled body shivered, either from the memory, the rubbing, or two together.

“You conquered your fears by taking control of your fantasy, by entering into it and altering its course to a successful, even wonderful outcome.”

“Yes, I did.”

“Directed dreaming is a little tougher, but it works the same way. Often when you are dreaming, you are aware that you are dreaming, yes?”

“Yes.”

“These are called lucid dreams, and they go all the way back to Aristotle in the literature. The point is, it is often possible, once you are aware that you are dreaming, to exert control over the dream, to influence its course the way you did your fantasies.”

“You know, you’re right; I’ve done that myself, with dreams of playing soccer and stuff. It’s the night before the big game, you dream you’re getting killed, that competitive desperation rises up, you say no fucking way, and next thing you’re scoring like Leo Messi.”

“Exactly, darling. Try that with these dreams of Krista. Try to get her to forgive you next time; don’t just passively let whatever happens happen. Okay?”

“Absolutely ma’am, thank you! It’s a brilliant idea. Got any more brilliant ideas?”

“How about I explore your wormhole some more? There are whole universes of painful pleasure still waiting to be discovered.”

“Make it so, my number one love. Engage!’

“Resistance is futile!” 

Grinning with intimidating zeal, she fell on him.


Chapter Forty-Four

With clear and undeniable healing achieved and an enormously impactful and rewarding new way of making love discovered, with a strategy in place for the approaching endgame, Karl and Nurse Drake poured everything they had into his treatment as the last eighth of his stay ticked away. Circumstances had altered somewhat, and their always fanatically dedicated efforts were adjusted accordingly.

Procedures were simplified by Karl’s conquest over his bladder. No longer did they have to plan everything around the possibility that he might suddenly pee all over the place. No more catheters! (A flourish of trumpets). Of course this removed one of his most important penis tortures, but it had been long since Karl dreamed of castration.

Either his subconscious was satisfied on that score or all the fantasy-sharing about Doreen smugly locking him up forever had robbed the urge of its power. Or perhaps that need had simply ceded primacy to the even more imperative one currently being so extravagantly sated. To be safe they increased the amount of FNS and the other punishments the monster suffered considerably. In fact traditional discipline with cane or whip was mostly phased out altogether in favor of this. Aside from occasional bed-play mere beatings now seemed superfluous, freeing them to concentrate on what they considered truly key to his recovery.

Control of his bladder was one thing, his bowels another. The second half of his eliminatory regime remained unchanged: a grueling, hugely distressing battle to birth boulders. Bathing and grooming proceeded as always too, though there was a lot more shaving involved these days. For Doreen it was worth the extra effort to have her sexy little slut all sleek and smooth to her touch from underarms to ankles. She also enjoyed taking the time to braid his hair in whatever style struck her fancy, as well as paint his toenails, which she did more in the spirit of fun than in any further attempt to demean him. Karl had grown past that kind of humiliation anyway, and good for him. It was hard to get worked up about a little superficial feminization when you were taking it like a bitch ten times a day. It even helped keep him in the mood for her, much like the hideously uncomfortable plug kept him dilated during atonement intermissions.

They still did his daily medical check, recording everything faithfully. This had come to involve a rectal exam as well, to ensure that he wasn’t being damaged – or at least damaged faster than he could heal. Once this was confirmed they proceeded as before with his stretching and physical therapy. 

Karl had more range of motion than most able-bodied people, and the atrophy in his muscles had been reversed. Once he overcame his inner weakness it should take only a couple weeks to return him to completely normal function. To that end they worked next.

After lunch and until dinner they devoted entirely to treatment, with his various atonement and indoctrination sessions now melded together. Karl endured discipline, demeaning, bondage, and the ruthless torture electrical and otherwise of his most erogenous flesh. And all of this alternated or occurred concurrently with the ever more demanding depredations of big pink.

After dinner Karl watched TV and movies, read or surfed the web while Doreen did her paperwork and housework. As soon as she was free she rejoined him and they talked and shared entertainment and more often than not made married-couple love before cuddling up to sleep. Only from that point did events refuse to proceed satisfactorily.

Eager to try directing his dreams, Karl found himself with none worth directing. 

As before, if he dreamed, he didn’t remember it. If he remembered it, he only realized it was a dream upon waking up from it. If it was a lucid dream, it was always about something enigmatic or trivial. If was a sexy lucid dream, it left him no conceivable way to intervene. 

He dreamed he was down at the waterfront, watching giant pilings being driven for a new pier. He was a public spectacle, elaborately tied-up and sitting impaled on a fencepost, fighting an agonizing yet exciting battle against gravity while thousands jeered and laughed. He dreamed of the time maybe ten years ago when one of the neighborhood kids had wanted to play doctor with him and he had retreated uneasily, excited yet repelled. He dreamed he was bound on his knees beside this very bed, an elaborately feminized chambermaid, his eternally caged penis impaled on a hundred points and screaming with forever unrelieved pain and need as he watched glorious Mistress Doreen wildly riding some impossibly rich and virile (and lucky) older guy, dreading the cleanup duties that awaited him when they were done…

All these dreams had psychosexual components to varying degree. But none would suit to lure the ghost from hiding. Finally in a paradoxical reversal of fortune Karl had a dream with no sexual element at all. He dreamed he was one of those Rugby players who’d had to turn cannibal while stranded in the Andes – Doreen and he had just watched the movie Alive. 

He was going around the bedraggled lot kicking ass, telling the others to stop being such whiny pussies, that their precious god wasn’t up there and wasn’t going to help them no matter how many times they said the rosary. He told them what was obvious to anyone who knew the story: that if Fernando Parrada didn’t have balls like bunker-busters they all would have died no matter what they forced themselves to eat.

This last dream he finally managed to affect. Once he realized he was dreaming, Karl remembered his job immediately. To forestall the bickering he’d found so annoying in the movie, he intervened in the argument over the radio.

The plane crash survivors had wasted enormous effort and indulged in needless acrimony trying to mate the plane’s radio to the batteries they’d salvaged from the separated tail. Karl, who had read the Piers Paul Read novel, knew what the vexed kids did not: the transmitter was AC and the batteries DC. It would never work no matter how long they fucked with it; they needed an inverter. Furthermore, there was no need to trek over the mountains to Chile at all. Five miles the other way was a road and a hotel, which though closed for the winter would provide shelter and canned food until spring. All they’d have to do is find it and break in.

Karl explained all this, quieted the miserable bickering, and they began organizing to search for the hotel. Ethan Hawke (the hero Parrada from the movie) clapped him gratefully on the back. Excited by his success, Karl awoke before anything further could happen. But he’d at least confirmed his ability to direct his dreams. This was worth waking his nurse for.

“Open dream log.” He called out to the laptop on the bedside table. “Start recording.”

Doreen’s eyes opened. Lying breast-to-breast with him in the dark, she listened as he detailed the dream for the record. When he related his accomplishment she cheered silently, those eyes just eating him up. Under the coverlet a hand shifted down to wake the monster, gripping and stroking. Karl barely had a chance to finish before she had him gasping.

“Stop recording. Close file.”

“Darling, how fantastic! Well done! Another step in the right direction! Oh, how I would love to fuck you in celebration right now! But my little slut is all hogtied up, isn’t he? His succulent little fuck-hole is blocked by his bound hands and feet.”

“I was under the impression that Nurse Drake was so good with ropes that despite the fact her property is severely and inescapably restrained, one tug on the right cord would let his bound legs down for moonlight spooning.”

“That is true. However I think an even greater reward is appropriate here, and it will save me the trouble of rolling my little slut over. Since orgasm denial has served its purpose, and the little slut comes closer to worthiness all the time, I think we can bend the rules here darling. Enjoy ejaculating, my brave young slave.”

Her pumping hand gripped harder, flogged him faster. Drowning in those warmly approving eyes, Karl soared on euphoria, panted in animal excitement, moaned in distress when Doreen slowed at the penultimate moment and then cried out wrenchingly when she suddenly sped up again and jerked him almost savagely off.

Moaning in aftermath, Karl watched her licking his semen from her hand.

“I’d offer you some, little slut, but you’ve had your treat for the night. This one’s all mine, so sorry.”

“You are welcome to it, Goddess. Thank you.”

“You earned it, darling. Now, you will keep practicing at every opportunity, yes? And when the right dream comes you will be ready.”

“Yes I will, ma’am.”

“Good boy. Let’s go back to sleep then. We have the bowel routine in the morning. And you’ve begun enjoying your punishment fucks too much. As much as I love big pink and what she does for my clit – and how real she looks pumping in and out of your ass and mouth – we need to move up to something more challenging.”

“Okay, mistress. I love you.”

“I love you too. Goodnight now.”

In the morning Nurse Drake strutted out to pull the thermometer and finish the medical check with one big change to her uniform. 

Gone were the latex hot pants, integral big pink and the twins. (This is what she’d named the balls he so liked to suck on). Instead she was naked from midriff to leggings, wearing only a classic strap-on harnessed about her crotch. 

Again cast to an uneasy exactitude right to the testicles resting against her clit, this was an off-white silicone undoubtedly harder than the rubber of big pink. That brutish butch might have to be redubbed ‘middling pink’ however. This cock was about an inch longer and another half that in girth: a challenge indeed, but not one Karl was daunted by. Later, when he swung swaybacked from steel and black rubber, more black rubber plastered all over his most sensitive areas delivering incredibly potent shocks, while his mistress lashed him occasionally with the riding crop in her hand and bludgeoned that new monster manically into him, he was nevertheless quickly put back into touch with that inner rape victim.

He never hated or complained of course. But oh how he preferred big pink, or better the slender loving feeldoe! It took Karl more than a week of being pounded with this for atonement to begin to slide back into incentive. And then they merely sized up again.

With three weeks to go until Nurse Drake had to either report success or turn Karl over to the state home she began using an even harder black plastic ten-by-two incher. As that week passed and his recovery remained stalled (he actually dreamed of Krista and the courtyard once but was so excited upon lucidity he stupidly awoke), Doreen betrayed her first real concern with the ferocity with which she wielded this. 

Addict that he was however Karl again soon grew to crave even his most demanding ordeals with even bad black. Exhausted Doreen joked that she needed to build some kind of a fucking machine, and right away Karl wryly recommended she mount her dildo on the end of a reciprocating saw. As she happened to have one in the garage this was soon accomplished. The big-mouthed little slut found himself hammered with that hard ten inches at superhuman speeds interminably as his too-weary-to-fuck nurse turned it back and forth and pushed it ever deeper. 

This kept him properly suffering anally up until the last week. Of course at the same time they enjoyed the fabulous feeldoe at night, consensual love-making of the far more impactful kind. Finally, with time truly running out and little left to try if his subconscious continued to not cooperate, Nurse Drake opted for the most formidable phallus she owned. Testing and honoring her patient extremely, she again stepped up her madly passionate effort to pound a new and far better Karl out of the wreckage of the old.

Little slut was slouched stretch-splayed on the weight bench. His posture was a careful similitude of the obstetrics table from his dream, and for good reason. That Nurse Drake, the one his subconscious had craved from the beginning, had threatened him with an absolute behemoth of a penis. It was time to follow through.

When she stepped back into his line of vision, Karl almost dropped the cock in his mouth. Body jerking erratically as shocks automatically savaged his nipples and genitals, he goggled like he had when she showed him his joking suggestion of the reciprocating prick realized. 

Maybe the cock she now sported wasn’t quite as big as the one he’d dreamed of, but she had no wish to render him permanently incontinent. It was plenty big enough, and so magnificent that it might be what he needed to inspire his dreams.

“Do you like it, little slut? It was a gift from the older gentleman who left me the bequest to remodel the house. It’s an antique, from Japan, carved from an elephant tusk.”

Karl was still goggling. A foot or more of bone-bard ivory, hand-carved to supra-realism, the object curving up from the sturdy leather harness needed to support it was as much expensive work of art as devastatingly overlarge dildo. As big around as his forearm, it promised to stretch him like disimpacting and plumb him deeper than the fuck-machine. He whimpered helplessly.

“It looks incredible on you, ma’am. You both should be in a museum somewhere. That would certainly be easier on me, I fear.”

“You fear correctly, darling. I’ve got one week left to work on you, and I’m going work extremely hard.”

“Do what you must, Nurse Drake.’ Karl was blubbering already in awe, terror, and insane craving. “You and Krista both have my eager submission.”

“Dream of this, then. And dream of coming while Krista gives it to you.”

Soon Karl had all the excruciating experience he needed to give such a dream the convincing texture of reality. Even heavily lubricated and widely dilated, taking that curved, carved tusk in its entirety was the most excruciating thing he’d yet endured. Being savagely pounded with it to the limits of his mistress’ stamina four and five times a day was initially far so beyond the limits of his enjoyment that he looked back with longing on the insane pneumatic hammering of the reciprocating prick. For four days Nurse Drake used giant ivory and FNS in a final desperate frenzy that left him so broken and debilitated that he slept like a log every night. Finally, three days before his birthday and a lifetime date with the surely less endowed but far more repellent sodomites at the state home, she ceased treatment entirely and left it all up to him.


Chapter Forty-Five

Karl was shuddering and breathing explosively. His most private insides felt like sore mush, the elasticity of his passage utterly exhausted. Nurse Drake flushed the john, fuck-you-fingered him to make sure he was done and smiled with sad fondness at Karl’s wrung-out relief.

“That’s the last time for that darling. I bet you’re glad I’m never going to be able to make you shit bricks for me again. I must admit I’m going to miss it terribly. You are just so delectable in your distress, little slut. That’s why I can’t help sucking and playing with you while you sweat and groan and struggle so hard. I like the bonding with you too, as I tend to you through all the effort, all the bloating and hosing, and then finally midwiving you through the unbearable agony at the end. Then to comfort your whimpering relief with a kiss is pure bliss!”

She planted a hearty one on him, winning his wan smile.

“I will miss that very much as well, ma’am. That bond is one of so many so very special to me. And as I said before, I’m glad you’ve enjoyed what you put me through. You deserve all the gratification you can get for your efforts. I could never repay all your work, dedication and love, not even with an eternity of enslavement as your eunuch chambermaid. But if you can heal me mistress, you have the offer nevertheless.”’

Doreen twinkled mischievously at this. She tweaked one of his nipples as she began to unshackle him from the commode. 

“I’ve done nearly everything I can for you darling. It’s mostly up to you now. I still think directed dreaming is the surest bet. So we’re going to stop with the treatments so you aren’t so comatose at night. Yes my love, your atonement is officially over. Congratulations. If the ghost inside you isn’t satisfied by this time it never will be.”

“Damn straight!” 

Karl went even limper as the chains fell away. 

He couldn’t believe he’d done it: endured an entire year of nearly daily torture with (almost) complete honor and willingness. It was certainly something to write home about, or find a place for on your resume. He laughed weakly, basking in an incredible accomplishment he could never tell anyone about. Doreen smiled for him too and continued.

“Today’s Friday. Monday I have to give you up if you haven’t recovered. Until then it’s nothing but incentive therapy, and seeing what dreams it may bring. In addition to letting you sleep all you can, I intend to once again lavish you with everything you have to gain by kicking this victim shtick and rejoining life. 

“If it works, that’ll ease us right into Maui and the future. If it doesn’t and you can’t dream or will your way back to health, then we’ll at least have this last weekend together as a quasi-married couple before we have to go our separate ways.”

Karl sobered quickly at this. 

Would she at least visit him at the state home occasionally, or would that be too painful for them both? Doreen touched his knee gently as she began to transfer him to the tub.

“Please don’t be downcast, darling. We can cry a river over each other later if we have to. But it hasn’t come to that yet. Let’s just be in love and have fun while we can.”

“You got it, Goddess!”

Loving fun the bath always was. Freshly shaved and scrubbed, Karl was a bit disappointed when she merely braided a single ponytail down his back and refrained from repainting his toenails. She giggled at his moue and touched the swell of his lip with a fingertip.

“You like being my sissy, don’t you, little slut?”

“Only for you, mistress. There isn’t another person in the world I could feel comfortable playing that way with.”

“I’m glad. Maybe if we have time on Maui – you know, if I’m not riding the monster nonstop – I’ll put you in lingerie, makeup and heels and everything before I fuck your slutty butt. Does that sound like fun? We can pretend we’re lesbians.”

“Will you make me clean the whole suite that way, hobbled and handcuffed too? Will you whip me for phantom slip-ups and interrupt my efforts by shoving me over the handiest piece of furniture for yet another agonizing ordeal with giant ivory?”

“Baby, that will be just the beginning!”

So the flirting and fantasizing resumed, with each of them overtopping each other in devising new tortures and degradations for him. By the time his med-check and stretching were finished Karl had himself shackled into a compact package by the bed all week, his head bound stretched way back and the ring in his mouth holding him painfully agape. Stoppered when not in use by the cock kept in this throat, he listened to his owner cavort, party, fuck young studs and sleep all while he waited patiently for his occasional honored use as her ashtray or commode.

After stretching they actually put Karl in his wheelchair before having an early lunch. 

It was nice to be back on a regular diet again; the salad was delicious; full of crisp vegetables and chunks of grilled chicken breast. Afterward Doreen wheeled him out on the dock to enjoy another therapeutic day around water.

Sitting in the intermittent sunshine they played music on the laptop. Doreen read to him, choosing passages from novels and texts she thought pertinent to his situation. They discussed these but also talked more generally, just commenting on the life of the pond and sharing loving company. If there were a few more kisses and touches, a few more moments of sweet-sad eye contact than if this was just another treatment holiday, they at least kept their anxiety and sorrow unspoken. Thus it was later, too. After a wonderful sunset dinner and a little fishing and early stargazing, they returned to bed and made love with defiant urgency. Perhaps there was even a tacit panic to their thrashings, a mutual greed for each other in the face of the heartbreak and loss closing inexorably in on them. With Doreen lying atop him panting stertorously at the end, Karl felt a wetness on the cheek pressed to his that hadn’t come from his own eyes alone.

They slept in each other’s arms unencumbered, bedtime bondage a thing of the past too. Physically completely at ease, there was nothing to interfere with his ability to dream. And dream Karl did. Yet once again the ghost refused to show itself. 

He dreamed of the hurricane, of the tornado tearing the house apart and ripping Doreen away from where she crouched so altruistically atop him. Carried off into the chaotic sky, she was gone forever: Diana’s spiteful triumph achieved. He dreamed then of the state home he’d never seen, giving it barred windows pebbled and opaque to hide whatever went on inside. There puke and piss puddled on warped linoleum floors. The sun was shut out around the clock and dingy gray fluorescents flickered in claustrophobically low ceilings. Rats scurried over the floors and deviled unattended residents. Kafkaesque functionaries disinterestedly processed Karl’s permanent admission and strange half-apes cavorted in soiled scrubs, eager to take possession of him. His new caretaker-tormentors for the next fifty-odd years, each swung a ring of keys and rubbed its bulging groin leeringly. His cell in hell was this way, just down a couple long halls…

Karl awoke crying silently. Luckily Doreen was undisturbed, her head cradled below his clavicle. Promises notwithstanding he would keep that one to himself. Still he had to report no progress in the morning. 

“That’s okay baby, at least you’re dreaming. I’ve had these things go right down to the wire before, even to the last second. Just relax and love me. What do you want to do today after we get you washed and stretched out? It’s your choice.”

“Honestly? If given complete free agency I would just spend the day in bed with you, both of us totally naked. I’d reverently bathe every millimeter of Aphrodite with my tongue, inside and out as far as I could reach. Then I ‘d beg to suck and get fucked by your big pink prick ad infinitum. I want to worship and service you as slavishly as you deserve as much as I can just in case I do lose you forever the day after tomorrow.”

Doreen beamed at this. 

“Such easy prayers to grant!” she purred, pulling off her gown.

So Saturday they spent in bed. And though he knew the chance might never come again, and even suspected his lover wouldn’t deny him, Karl gave the breasts he’d been so fixated on for so long not a single tongue-swipe more than they required to be completely cleaned. Only when Doreen pressed her nipple insistently upon him did he make as orgiastic love to it as it was rarely allowed. Still he sucked each toe and finger and earlobe nearly as fervently, determined to be impartially worshipful of the entirety of that so affectingly iconic Venus figure.

As requested he was allowed to perform fellatio to his heart’s delight, and had both holes lovingly pounded for hours. He was allowed to ejaculate early on – Doreen took him in the pile-driver position and at the height of the excitement reached down to jerk him off all over his own face – but long after she’d licked this from him he was still swinging in the sling or biting the pillow with ecstatic agony or reveling in one of their other dozen or more favorite ways to fuck. 

They played a little with their dinner, Karl taking a dozen olives pushed one at a time out of her pussy into his mouth and Doreen licking whipped cream and chocolate pudding from his penis. At last they were sated for a time, and settled down to discuss his case some more. 

Nurse Drake had been right though: there seemed little left to say. Aside of a deadline galvanizing forcing a recovery through sheer desperation, they were banking everything on Karl somehow influencing his subconscious via the two-way conduit of his dreams. 

Soonest begun would be soonest done. Finally they shared the tenderest succession of kisses and cuddled up between hope and anxiety. As the curtain came down on Karl’s consciousness, kliegs lit up an inner stage.

He was watching a guy he knew, the older brother of a friend, taking apart a box of shotgun shells. He was collecting the propellant inside to make a pipe bomb. Karl had no plans to stick around for the construction and detonation, or to alert the authorities or even the kid’s parents. The guy wasn’t a wacko; he didn’t have a grievance or a political bone in his body. He just liked to play with guns and blow shit up in his back yard. Probably be a cop someday...

Now Karl was back in high school. He dialed and dialed the combination to his locker but the damn thing just wouldn’t open. Then he was endlessly circling the halls, eaten alive by anxiety. He was late for class, they had a huge test scheduled he hadn’t studied for and now he couldn’t find the damn room…

Karl was listening to his father harangue his mother about something, repeating himself needlessly over and over just for the perverse fun of bullying her. They were at the dinner table, and he couldn’t leave until he cleaned his plate. But he was just too aggravated by the nauseatingly familiar scene being repeated yet again to eat a thing…

Sleeping moderately lightly thanks to their recent leisure, Karl had awakened with each dream. Feeling deeply discouraged, he finally fell into deeper sleep shortly before dawn. And at last the inner stage manager began to get with the program.

First night in her bed to the second-last: there was a hopeful almost-symmetry to this.

He was back in the nurse’s office, locked onto the obstetrics table again. A cold steel and glass phallus had been shoved up his ass. 

The divine Nurse Drake was riding him with a chilling if bizarrely thrilling lack of affect. Krista the woefully wronged was sobbing her way toward hysteria on the other side of a translucent institutional curtain. Any minute now she would break and fling herself through the window, plunging screaming to the eternally unfulfilled death that would condemn Karl to his own worst version of hell.

He had to do something to stop that, to take control and alter this horrible destiny. Fortunately they were in the demesne of a Goddess, where miracles could occur. Karl closed his inner eyes and tried with all his will to make the two women switch places.

Krista wouldn’t be taking his pulse and frowning with indifferent authority as she rode him. She would thrusting those lovely freckled breasts in his face and grinding the delightfully bulbous nipples against him while she screamed her way to the unjustly denied orgasm that would redeem them both. Yet apparently this was too great a miracle to ask for.

As maniacally as he willed the change to take place, nothing happened. 

Nurse Drake continued to pump mechanically atop him. Krista continued her shrieky sobs. Then entirely unbidden came the deus ex machina he needed. The overhead speakers crackled, and a voice came over the PA.

“Medical emergency! Alert! Medical emergency! All nursing staff report to the cafeteria immediately.”

Right away Nurse Drake cursed and climbed off him. 

“Wait here, children. I will return to finish with you shortly. Do not even speak to one another.” Buttoning up her uniform she hurried off.

Now was their chance!

“Krista! Krista, come here, hurry!”

“No, she said not to, we’re in so much trouble already!”

“Girl, you don’t know the beginning of it! This has nothing to do with school and our parents; this is about saving our lives and souls! Please come over here, and forget the clothes!”

As she hurried around the curtain, Karl willed with all his might for the right reaction. This time it worked. Catching sight of him bound out naked and erect and utterly helpless with a giant thermometer up his ass, Krista’s normally sweetly naïve face registered not shock, horror or outrage but victorious sexual opportunism.

Now was her chance indeed! 

Fuck that nurse and anything that came later. Mr. Karl Jensen wasn’t going to stop her from getting on top this time! She’d stick a tit in his mouth if he tried to start his yapping. Yet as she hurried forward her eagerly willing prey did just that.

“I know you want to ride me honey, and I want that too, desperately. I want what you want every time from now on. But first you need to pay me back for how mean and selfish I’ve always been to you. Look in the cabinet over there. There is a strap-on cock the size of half a baseball bat. I beg you to put it on and fuck me with it until you come a million times. I am your pussy-licking ass-bitch for all eternity, honey. Make me suffer the way I deserve.”

Krista’s transformed face glowed with euphoric wickedness. She hurried to the cabinet and strapped on. It looked hideously but righteously gargantuan on her. Just as she was turning back to him though came a thunderous crash like the wrath of Zeus. So many glorious opportunities evaporated instantly.

Karl awoke to Doreen cursing softly but vehemently next to him. Morning had arrived and rain was hammering on the skylight. Thunder rumbled again, confirming the crash that had awakened him. His body was paralyzed and all he could do was burst out in tears of despair.

Doreen held him and let him cry, soothing him with stroking. At last, ashamed again at the way he was always bawling in front of her, Karl fought for control. But he’d been so close! A fresh storm broke over him as he cursed the one outside as bitterly as he’d ever cursed anything. Gradually he subsided into sniffling.

Doreen wiped his nose, helped him blow, and kissed away his tears. They shared a moment of silent communion about his willingness to begin. Then she called out to the laptop.

“Open dream log. Start recording.”

By the time he was done documenting he was crying again. Doreen’s eyes too were moist with sympathy and disappointment. She rolled herself back over him in another fervent hug.

“It’s okay, baby, you’re getting closer. This time tomorrow we’ll be making reservations.

“Can you believe it? It practically hasn’t rained since the hurricane, the pond is way down, and it picks just this morning for a thunderstorm! I knew you were dreaming baby, your eyes were going behind your lids and you had an erection. I stayed still and quiet as a mouse, afraid to even shutter the skylight. But sometimes bad luck will out.

“Anyway, you handled that perfectly. Well done. Tonight will see you healed, I’m sure of it. I might have one last trick of my own to play too. In the meantime, let’s get my darling little slut in the tub, shall we?”

It seemed this was either the last or second last time they would do the morning routine. If he recovered in the next twenty-four hours he could bathe and groom himself. If not, Nurse Drake would have to prepare him for delivery into the custody of the government. With Doreen’s insistence on positive thinking, they treated the bath as the last one she would ever give him.

Long on slow, leisurely sponging and open-mouth kissing, they made an erotic ache out of their mutual sadness at the imminent loss of another profoundly meaningful daily bonding ritual. Bookending the first time she’d bathed him in her tub, Doreen finished an epic session of monster-baiting and fellating by sucking him to spouting for the first time. With her fuck-you finger buried to the knuckle and expertly stimulating his love-nub just enough, he erupted so convulsively down her throat that his body shuddered as though someone had thrown a toaster into the water. Once he wilted into blessed docility though he still remained obstinately crippled.

After this apotheoic sharing a bit of the heart went out of them. 

Despite the vast reserves of courage each had demonstrated all year, a creeping melancholy hung over Karl’s stretching exercises. No matter what happened tonight, sooner rather than later they were going to lose each other forever. 

Karl didn’t kid himself that all their flirty-dirty fantasies and his hopelessly smitten dreams were anything more than that. If he were to recover, much of the personal attraction and all the professional appeal he had for Doreen would ebb away. 

At rock bottom she loved him for his need, and once this was removed she would inevitably be driven on to someone new with a new need to treat. Their attraction would surely last through a final celebratory fling, but it had no future beyond that. And none at all beyond noon tomorrow if he didn’t get his act together and recover.

Once he was limbered up Karl was returned by unspoken consensus to the bed. 

There they shared food and drink, listened to the rain drum on the skylight and mutely communed, their hearts singing arias of eternal love and unavoidable loss. Still determined to live for today and stay positive, Doreen came at him aggressively finally and they defied the pain of parting again with another long afternoon of every kind of sex in their repertoire.

Fucking returned resilience to their spirits. They ate a gourmet dinner, had a smoke and knocked back a pitcher of whiskey sours. They laughed and kissed and reminisced about the amazing year they’d just spent together. Doreen’s doting eyes gleamed so tenderly proprietary one moment and so mischievously naughty the next. They were even assessing and speculative at times, as though she were still pondering the mystery of him or coming to a decision about his treatment after all these months. At last, decision made or at least justified to herself, she broke with protocol and risked playing the last card she had.


Chapter Forty-Six

“Here baby, finish the last swallow of this. Then no more. We want you buzzed enough to be softened up, but not sleeping like a sodden rock later on.”

Dutifully Karl took the straw and slurped up the dregs of that whiskey sour. 

Delicious, just as every other adult pleasure his mistress had turned him on to. She set the pitcher aside and fluffed his pillow for him. She positioned his arms and legs spread just so and adjusted the incline of the bed with rare ceremony. Her eyes told him he was in for it, and Karl felt himself responding despite the exhaustive amount of sex they’d been having.

He’d worry about a mushy sissy-pussy and wrung-raw prick another time. He was in his prime, and after a year of enforced impotence Doreen was finally letting him climax. Nor was it lost on Karl that this might be his last consensual sex ever. This certainly looked like the last night spent in this heavenly bed. And judging by previous example and Doreen’s demeanor it was obvious she meant to make it memorable. 

Leaving him inclined at about forty-five, she shuttered the skylight and left only the bedside lamp casting its low, mellow glow. Climbing back abed, she grinned at his erectile salute and always awed eyes. Though any number of her own cocks were still scattered to hand after the past weeks’ excesses – the feeldoe, big pink, the dildo gag, the one he’d trained to suck on and still liked to while being fucked, even bad black mounted on its power-driven piston – Doreen was naked and all woman as she swung her body astride him.

That divine weight settled on his hips, her pussy on his pubis and her cleft bending back his erection. Gently she began rocking in their mocking of the only kind of sex he had yet to earn from her. Freed at last of any gown, spandex, latex or lingerie, her similarly interminably off-limits tits seemed to burgeon by the instant, swelling huge and ripe and unbelievably enticing with every heavier breath. Would Karl forever be the starveling at a harvest feast?

Okay, he’d finally been allowed to make love to the nipples, and to tongue-bathe their entirety. He remembered how pendulously they’d hung straight down, one cream-colored udder after another conforming to the face it rested on while he suckled up at her, as greedy as she’d ever been while milking his balls. 

He’d been buried in those boobs incidentally quite a lot too while being pegged out of his mind all the time. Still he wasn’t satisfied. Doreen had yet to actually ravish Karl with her endowment as she’d once offered to – and he had so stupidly sacrificed in his futile rebellion. That had been especially costly as he had craved that very thing almost since his first glimpse into her abyssal cleavage over two long years ago. 

He badly wanted to sit honored and exalted and perfectly subservient while she beat and abused him with those big fleshy badges of her inherently dominant femininity. He wished he would have begged Krista to do the same thing with her smaller but pointier ones. 

It was about the purest kind of rapture he could imagine, the ultimate submissive heaven. And if he couldn’t make his hands pleasure all that quintessentially womanly flesh for her, his meekly accepting face would suffice. What better way to convey the depth of his reverence? 

Karl let his haunted ogling speak all of this for him. Equally wordlessly, his incredibly generous Goddess finally granted this longstanding prayer. 

Still grinning a little, Doreen stroked his cheek. She cupped his jaw momentarily, and tweaked his lower lip in that way she had (right at the spot that spilled so much drool). She used both hands to lovingly pet his head and smooth back his androgynously braided hair. Then without warning she roughly wrenched him toward her even as she shoved her torso forward. 

This was no soothing-after-a-nightmare nursing, no indulgent reward for being a self-trained cocksucker. It wasn’t even the foreplay of ordinary lovers. Exactly as he’d fantasized, Nurse Drake proceeded thrash Karl with all that voluptuous succulence. 

She slapped him right and left and back again a thousand times. 

She smothered him in between, crushed and ground her breasts against him individually and together until he was pitilessly subjugated. 

Nipples so hard he feared for his eyeballs scored and scraped his cheeks, abrading his lips repeatedly but never pausing long enough for him to more than lick or slobber on. 

She drew back a bit to batter him again, twisting her torso as vigorously as an odalisque. She even laughed as she let him have it, beating him about the face with those big firm fat-bulbs even harder before going back to squashing and burying him between them. 

Nearly swooning in excitement at this long-sought acme, the trapped monster shrieking as it was stroked almost flat, Karl might have been lost forever in just the rapturous paradise he’d posited. But finally as spots of anoxia were beginning to bloom and he truly was in danger of a swoon, his head was yanked back out of the compressive envelopment he would gladly have perished in rather than go to the state home. 

Gasping and even hiccupping in reaction, Karl gazed up past the boobs still poised to bracket and belabor him and met his Goddess’ gaze grinning down. His timid piety was boundless and instinctive.

“Was it as good for you as your teenage craving always dreamed it would be darling?”

“No words can encompass your glory, Goddess.”

“Well, that’s all until Maui, little slut. There you will get unlimited tits.”

“I shall enjoy them with proper deference then, ma’am.”

“See that you do, you devil, you. 

“All right then, my favorite patient-lover ever, it’s time for me to break my word, both to you and to myself. It’s time to violate the rules and the protocol and longstanding practice as well. I swore I wouldn’t do this, but the circumstances have changed. And you are the most special of special cases. 

“Given your history, this might be what you truly need the most. I certainly can’t turn my back on the possibility. Perhaps I can blow your mind enough to cure you. And to be honest, I just can’t help myself. If everything fails at the end, I could never live with sending you off to the state home without this. You truly have earned it, whether you ever recover or not. Needlessly crippled as you are my darling, you have proved to be so worthy of this!”

Karl was still so love-struck-punch-drunk from the extravagant gratification of the year’s second-most maddening constant craving, most torturous sexual teasing, that he didn’t follow all this fast enough to understand that the primary one was now to be gratified. Half the attention in his addled head was on the way Nurse Drake was slowly humping against him: sliding the groove of her sex along his painfully back-bent, constantly rocking monster. 

Say what you will about the appeal of penetration, and Karl could have written a dissertation. But games and needs and fetishes aside he was still a hetero guy, and what could feel better than this inch-from-the-ultimate-honor?

If he’d had time, Karl wouldn’t have dared to posit the honor itself. He might have mentioned his spectacular last-bath blow-job earlier. But at the simultaneous finish of her momentous address and one of those deliciously slippery strokes, Doreen lifted and shifted a bit. With only an inkling of imminence, the monster slid not from snout to root along clit to cleft yet again as it had done to near madness so many times past. Instead this stroke it poked between those suddenly spreading petals and slipped straight up deep inside. Before he could truly credit it the miraculous had happened: Karl was socketed to his Goddess.

His instinctive panic was quickly stanched by the cry of ecstatic relief she released, so eloquent of an equally maddening complementary imperative finally being appeased.

He hadn’t committed another sin. On the contrary, the gates of Olympus had been unexpectedly thrown open to him: definitive proof that his expiation was accepted. 

Mounted solidly astride him after all this time, the Goddess who’d come to mean life and everything in it to him, the multi-iconic figure of so much female power and authority that he was as powerless mentally and emotionally before her as he was physically, screamed out a paean to herself and then breathed benediction on her subject.

“And so do I prove your worth! And so do I prove my love and devotion: with one last, best fuck before I send you off to redeeming dreamland. Yet why should we rely on just that? Why not try the ultimate incentive too? This is what awaits you on Maui darling, this and so much more. Now, your toes are curling, aren’t they?”

Karl found that this was true.

“Here is what I order you to do. As I accept your submission to female-superior fucking in wronged Krista’s name, as I enjoy the most treasured sex of my thirty-one years and truly show you what you’ve been missing in all your misguided guilt, try to keep those toes in mind. 

“Keep trying to curl and uncurl them. 

“They keep doing so anyway, don’t they? Try working a little will in there. Maybe in the intensity of another transformative coupling another breakthrough can begin with that. Please my darling, try with all your might to leave death behind and join me in wonderfully rewarding life! Make it so this is the first time we enjoy each other in this most fantastically natural and fulfilling way and not the last!”

This plea was so passionately delivered it was an anguish to Karl, and he immediately began straining in obedience. Then the most emotionally fraught, erotically intense and blessedly stimulating experience of his life resumed.

It was like being a virgin all over again, or an initiate to pegging. Suddenly all of his experience seemed obsolete.

Karl had had vaginal intercourse before, maybe even a couple dozen times. But apparently Eddie Murphy had been right in one of his early routines: eighteen year-olds don’t know how to fuck yet. And since all Karl’s experience had accrued while he was sixteen, that made him even more clueless. His idiotic selfishness in always being on top was unforgivable enough. (What the fuck had he been thinking?) But Eddie had the straight of it: he’d been so amazed just to find himself fucking that he’d wasted no time on subtleties. Just stick it in and fall right into the frantic business, over and done with in five minutes. Whew!

Sorry, foolish child, still eighteen for one more day. That’s not the way it’s done. 

Her hands riding lightly on his shoulders, her lovely oval face all sultry possession, those big breasts bobbing gently again, so wise and mature in the ways of the world, fully adult older woman Doreen Drake took her sweet time with young Karl, her slow initiation of him a thing of undreamed-of sublimity.

Oh so sedately she pumped against him, her miracle channel hot and slick and feeling no tighter or looser than Krista had but simply heavenly. So much for locker room assumptions. Once in a while she even paused and stiffened atop him while her vaginal muscles took over on their own, squeezing and even undulating along his embedded shaft in a virtuoso performance he knew damn well no high school girl had mastered. Then moaning with leisurely delight she began thrusting again, only gradually increasing the speed of her rhythm while constantly maintaining that doting eye contact.

“Curl and uncurl, baby, curl and uncurl,” she chanted in quiet reminder, and Karl redoubled his so far futile efforts. It was hard to keep conscientious when awash in erotic revelation. As Nurse Drake began to bring a little more vigor to her riding he finally realized that this was staggeringly better than the way he’d always done it. And not just because of the submissive frisson of being in the passive position, or the glories of those breasts bouncing right in his face. Just in sheer terms of the mechanics involved he was blown away. 

This was no boring old straightforward in-and-out. As before she was rocking his cock back and forth, only this time inside of herself, so that he remained embedded but just pushed deeper with each stroke (and oh yes, it was so much deeper this way) all the while rubbing rhythmically on her own inner love-nub (at least to gauge by her growing cries). And still that pace kept gradually climbing, that incredible pleasure increasing, until Karl began to fear he’d never hold out long enough to satisfy her, much less conquer the ghost still mucking up his machine. Nor was that the only anxiety spicing this unbelievably exciting consummation. Running the gamut of all his other emotions – worship, euphoria, epiphany and gratitude foremost – Karl kept coming across the existential question: could he heal himself here?

Could his ecstatic submission to and infinite appreciation of female-superior intercourse finally relieve his guilt? Goddess posited this as proof positive that not only was his expiation accepted by the universal femininity that she represented but that it demonstrated yet again what a better man he’d become from the thoughtless and benighted boy who’d committed those sins. Still Karl harbored heretical thoughts.

Might the ghost of Krista within not be vengeful instead of approving? Here he was not only allowing another woman what he’d denied her but wallowing in it! It was just what drove her out of the window in that most impactful dream. Fighting back against this fear, Karl strove with all his love for both women, and all his abomination of the sentence he’d levied against himself, to curl his goddamn toes!

For a heart-stopping moment he thought it had worked. Proprioception told him that his toes were curling at the same time his motor cortex was commanding it. Before he could follow up though Doreen leaned forward a little in her escalation and a lock of hair flopped over her forehead to curl down alongside one flushed cheek. 

Though it seemed a little thing, this was too much. Karl always found her unbearably sexy looking just this bit disheveled (his perfect nurse selflessly exerting herself on his behalf), much in the same way she found him irresistible in distress no doubt. The moment of possibility passed while he was so lustfully distracted. Then she was panting and really getting into it, heaving her body against him, her eyes glittering with unconscious demand. 

So overwhelming was the moment, the atmosphere, the unbearably intense stimulation that when it was tainted by this lost opportunity a moment of grief as poignant as a knife slipped into Karl’s psychic vitals. 

Was this to be the first or last time, damn it? All his hugely immoderate love and all the absolutely crushing loss to come almost wrenched a sob from him even during the honor and ecstasy of a lifetime. Unforgivably defeatist as it was, a hint of fatalism even infected him.

Best to just make the most of this unforgettable encounter. Even if he never healed, at least he’d had this year with her. And making love like this with such a fabulously desirable woman who truly loved him was a once-in-a-lifetime paradise many a guy would die for. 

Then even as the incomparable Nurse Drake began to lose all restraint and fuck him with every iota of the seemingly near-infinite passion (and compassion) that formed the iconic female core of her, Karl heard her voice knell in memory with telepathic clarity.

I’d rather you live for it, little slut.

Suddenly spurred to a fury even as he was being ridden roughshod toward their second-ever mutual orgasm (“Ur, ur, ur, dah, dah, DAH!”), Karl took that selfless sentiment to heart like never before. With an impossible exertion fueled by the eruption building in his balls he ground his teeth and curled his toes tight and held them clenched like little fists as Doreen shrieked and thrashed and he spasmed and jerked and spurted his utterest essence so forcefully up into her. It wasn’t until she collapsed atop him in a heavenly avalanche of fecund femininity quivering with ecstasy that he relaxed his galvanic clench. He freed his gritted teeth, released a held breath -- and let his toes uncurl. They did.

Not daring to credit this yet, he tried again: curl, uncurl. They responded. Yet when he tried to leap up in triumph, to scoop his miracle-worker up in his arms and carry her away into whatever fantasy future he chose, nothing else happened. He still couldn’t move a finger. Just his toes: curl, uncurl, curl, uncurl. Caught between joy and dismayed perplexity, a conflicted groan ripped from him. Recognizing that tenor instantly, Nurse Drake banished her exhaustion just as fast. Her calling called, and she hauled her torso up off him.

“What darling, what?”

“My toes…”

She whipped her head around. Curl, uncurl. She gaped a moment and whirled back beaming.

“Darling! You did it! What about the rest? Come all the way back now!”

Before he could think she snatched up his hand and pressed it to her breast. This was another first of course, feeling the nipple nuzzling his palm, all that warm springiness under his fingers. Even as she urged him to he was trying to squeeze.

“Come on baby, grab onto me! Paw that tit, pinch it and twist it, pay me back for raping your ass!”

This sudden shocking crudity inspired Karl like madness and he tried, tried, tried!

It was no use. He groaned and was about to burst into tears again when Nurse Drake did something even more shocking. She slapped his face – not too hard, but not playfully either. After a year of the most outrageous beatings, this unprecedented physical rebuke got his attention immediately.

“Stop that, darling! You have got to start being more positive. Where is the boy I declared worthy of me? This is another fantastic breakthrough! It’s the eleventh hour, yes, but you are closer to being cured all the time.

“I completely expect your dreams tonight to do the trick. And if for some reason you don’t dream, or if you get woken prematurely like this morning, then I fully expect you to try again tomorrow, and every night you spend at that hell-hole. 

“Do you hear me? I may be working on a deadline but you most certainly are not! If I have to turn you over to the state home, I want to see you kicking down my door the very next day. That’s the kind of guy I consider worthy of a trip to Hawaii!”

Goddess’ ire was unsupportable. Karl’s regret was honest and immediate. Flooded with shame he reached within and seized the reins.

“You’re right. I’m sorry. It’s just…this is a hell of a rollercoaster.”

That single lock still curling so fetchingly down, Doreen softened at once. Her love and wisdom were resplendent in her every word and gesture.

“I know baby, it’s okay. You just needed a little reminder. Let’s not forget that we just had the best sex of our lives, okay, or that we’re a huge step closer to doing it every day on the beach for two weeks.”

Karl grinned in spite of everything. 

“Two weeks on the beach with you would burn any man down. You’ll probably put me right back in the wheelchair and we can start all over again.”

Doreen giggled and kissed him, and things were harmonious between them. She teased him as she reached for a nearby dispenser of sterile wipes.

“I should climb on your face and make you clean me up, you saucy boy. Or did you get enough demeaning already?”

“Save it for Maui, mistress. You can do whatever you want to me there.”

“I can do whatever I want to you right here,” she giggled again. “Isn’t that half the fun?”

Still as she slid off him Doreen used the wipes to catch any slitherings and tidy things hygienically up. She held the urinal for him and then slipped off to the bathroom with it. While she was relieving herself, Karl tried to share her confidence that if not accomplished tonight, his recovery was still all-but guaranteed. 

His rational self had no problem with that. But somewhere inside lurked a superstitious fool that felt the magic could only happen right here in the bower of his Goddess. And besides, she should be there to kiss Karl Four welcome to the world.

Already riding a fading booze-buzz and post-coital languor into drowsiness, Karl took this for belief that it would be tonight indeed. The bed purred down flat and Doreen was back, cuddling under the covers against him.

“Good luck little slut,” she breathed with a kiss as she settled in.

Little slut, aka Karl Three, was already asleep.


Chapter Forty-Seven

Somehow he knew he’d slept long and deeply without being aware of any dreams. That was the whiskey for you, and it was actually a relief. No tedious teases or false starts this time. He knew this was the right dream right away, though it seemed unlikely at first. He was all alone, and walking through a blasted landscape. 

The road was spottily cobbled, the curb all broken up. The detritus of battles past lay scattered everywhere: bones, broken weapons and skulls, the tangled remains of war machines. The sky was shrouded, the wind carried smoke and ash and the faint stench of carrion. Only the ragged remnants of fortifications were visible through the murk.

In the bed where his paralyzed body lay, it was the darkest grave of the night. Here on the stage of his awareness it might have been the grave of the entire barbaric, male-run world. The scene seemed drawn by pieces from the books they’d been reading: the cindered America of The Road, the city-god Yzordderrex razed by anarchy in Imajica, and finally Stephen King’s Lud, where the ghost was the machine and no lamppost was complete without a dangling corpse.

This last told him he was on the right track and he followed it. A condemned criminal, his own gibbet waited. Though he was battered and branded and extensively welted, naked and emaciated and crippling barefoot on bastinadoed soles, he still reveled in having a functional body. Left foot, right foot, left foot, right foot; lift and swing the legs in sequence. Dream or not, this was something he wanted to keep on doing and so he staggered on. Whatever impended, it was something he knew he was privileged to meet standing on his feet. 

As if in response to this the skirling wind swirled, suddenly pulling aside a curtain of suspended dirt to reveal a sprawling, castle-like structure in the distance.

Here was his destination, the last bastion of civilization and authority in the world. 

Scavenger birds circled and swooped at the bodies topping the walls, bodies he knew to be tongue-less and stuffed from the excisions below. He had been here before. Somehow he had been reprieved from his earned place at the end of a rope, set free and allowed to wander, only to learn there was nothing but loneliness and desolation beyond the demesne of women. In the end he’d decided it was better to return and face judgment. There was a new hope of forgiveness he carried with him, a lightness in his heart and a dread weight in his arms.

Like dreams within a dream, visions began interrupt the horrid vistas ahead and all around him as he plodded on. In his lucidity he recognized some as memory, some as fantasy and some as the invention of previous dreams. Some were amalgams. Here all was fluid, all had equal power and such distinctions were silly. 

He saw Krista in her cheerleader’s uniform, still a sophomore and still to die for: red hair and freckles, china blue eyes, supremely innocent and kind and wanting only to love him forever. Those always honest and straightforward eyes were puzzled and hurt however, tormented by desires he cruelly denied her without either of them understanding why. 

He saw the locker room after soccer practice. He and the other guys were ragging on Mallory, calling him pussy-whipped and a sissy because he was letting his girlfriend drag him to some family function tonight rather than go out drinking with them. Then as if in retribution for this he saw himself being truly whipped, and not by any old pussy. 

He was hanging cross-dressed by his wrists and being carved up by braided leather, first in a sunny bedroom suite and then in a torch-lit dungeon. Finally he saw himself on a torture plinth, stretched spread-eagled by wrist-thick chains. A heavenly beauty in a nurse’ cap, stethoscope between her dancing breasts, was riding him to an endless succession of supremely satisfying climaxes. Krista stood by watching, tears of betrayal streaming down her face.

This last image almost caused Karl to turn back. What hope of forgiveness had he here? Still it was better to hang insensate from a gibbet for the birds to pick at, his evil appendages stuffed into his bullying mouth than to wander alone and bereft forever. 

Lugging his weighty dread and last hope of redemption like Jesus on the way to Calvary, Karl shambled forward into the shadow of the corpse-bedecked parapet. Huge gates groaned open before him, revealing a wide courtyard with an improbable oak tree growing in the center. The perimeter was crowded with vengeful women all waiting to celebrate his end. They jeered and spat lustily as he stumbled brokenly in to turn himself over to them. 

Caparisoned like Amazon praetorians, Chyna and Serena came forth to collect him. Gold vambraces glittered on their brawny arms as they seized his aching and emaciated ones, and a kind of swoon came over him as the custody of femininity reclaimed him. When it cleared, he was standing in the tree-house again. Sexy-cop Krista was there, just fitting her noose around his neck. The open trap door stood just behind him.

Karl thought to look down and see if he still had his genitals – had they been fire-sheared from him yet or not? The question lost import when he realized he still had his tongue. That was all he would need. That, and the peace offering still weighing down his arms. Karl looked down after all and saw what he’d gone out into the wasteland to obtain and bring back.

The burden he’d lugged so far was not his own irrelevant equipment but a gigantic ivory dildo fitted to a sturdy leather harness. 

At once terror competed with a sickly compelling sexual thrill. Yet hope and justice were like a clarion within. 

He knew what he had to do here! Psychological concepts going back to Aristotle were completely unnecessary. This was about penance and atonement, love and necessity. It was about accepting some things about oneself and correcting others, until one had a self one could live with and maybe even be proud of one day. Karl put the tongue he should have put to better purpose long ago to work at last, not to browbeat or bully, manipulate and cajole or even to beg. He used it to apologize, and to explain something important to an equal.

“I’m sorry I killed you, Krista. You know that’s the absolute last thing I would ever have wanted. It was a selfish, reckless, stupid mistake fueled by liquor and lust, which I had yet to learn any control over. But I’m even sorrier that I never treated you properly in the first place.

“I had a bad role model in how to carry on a relationship. I know that’s no excuse; I was old enough to know better. But I’ve grown up a lot since then, especially in matters of love and sex. I never should have been so thoughtlessly cruel, and I want to make that up to you.”

The noose had been tightened. Krista’s hands were resting on his nipples. Her foot was poised to kick at his shins. She could pay him back properly any instant, and not have to listen to a single further word of his bullshit. Then after his supremely satisfying air dance he could go up on the wall where he belonged. Instead she chose to vent, spitting accusations like poison at him, clearly no longer the compliant Krista of old.

“I know what you’ve been doing! You let that Goddess ride you like you never did me! You want me to save you so can be with her forever!”

“I can’t be with her.” 

Even facing his mortal enemy, lost mate and love of his former life, admitting the truth so close to where he lived was savagely lacerating. Still he forced himself to face it all. 

“She can’t change who and what she is just to be with me, nor is it my place to try to make her. She wouldn’t be happy without her work. She couldn’t even take me on as her most abject slave. It’s fixing damage that drives her, not inflicting it. She’s far too good and complete a person for me and always will be. She’s entirely out of my league.”

Before Krista could respond – or shove – Karl hurried on, afraid most of all of having the opportunity abrogated from outside again. He lifted and presented the cross he’d born on the long way back to her.

“This is what I’ve been doing: learning to honor and serve and submit to women properly. Test me and see if it’s true. Would the Karl you justly condemned, the one who wouldn’t even let you get on top, ever ask you to fuck him in the ass with an elephant tusk? Can you possibly imagine him enjoying that? Please fuck me with this magnificent penis until we both come simultaneously. Then you’ll see there’s no need to kill me. The Karl you knew is long dead; replaced by one far more worthy of your love, and maybe even your forgiveness.”

Krista’s sneer proclaimed that this was more of the same old bullshit, but that it was also a chance for a brutal repudiation of him and all his sins that was way too perfect to pass up. 

Giant ivory was snatched from him. It was harnessed on in a trice. Just as ruthlessly fast, Karl was spun around and bent way over. Still noosed with the knot pulled tight behind his ear, looking at the short loop of rope dangling over the dizzying drop to the courtyard, teetering with his toes curling over the lip of the open trap, he almost toppled before he was seized by the hips. 

Dry and un-dilated, Karl cried out with cataclysmic consummation as giant ivory rammed her rampaging way right up into the deepest, most secretive recess of his being. Gored to the innermost core, he wilted into instant submission around the feminine power pinioning him. Limp as a rag doll, with only her hip-hold keeping him from being butt-fucked into the neck-breaking plunge that would short out his spinal cord for real, Karl wallowed in the true ultimate rapture as ghost-Krista began hammering into him with all the fury of an avenging valkyrie and all the superhuman speed and power of a homemade fuck machine.

At last his most desperate need was being satisfied in the most impactful and convincing fashion. Months of being continuously viciously violated gave him everything he needed to make this ultimate atonement as punitively excruciating and yet erotically rewarding as necessary. Encodings from defunct Karl One contributed Krista’s most excited cries, and imagination took it from there. Again direct dreaming was automatic or unnecessary as he soared on penance paid and the specter of his mistakes coruscated through transcendence toward apotheosis. 

Though he teetered by his toes on the brink of the most demeaning annihilation the entire time, though he endured a relentless assault he needed all his long preparation to surmount, the issue was never in any doubt. He was beginning to erupt for an amazing third time in eighteen hours even as Krista-that-was finally shrieked out the consummation of her crippling imperative. 

Karl dreamed he was juddering on the edge of oblivion as her ultimate culmination hammered itself ineradicably home. He screamed himself in sympathy, his last scanty spurts spattering into the drop. That was it. But then rather than be contemptuously shoved to fall after them, snap up short and swing, he felt himself being pulled miraculously back to life. 

That was all his waking mind and the dissolving ghost had time for. That, and a quick but emphatic kiss of forgiveness that sent an absolutely electric thrill through him: a kind of reboot signal that seemed to shock his entire inert system. Even before consciousness reclaimed him completely, Karl Four was feebly moving his arms and legs in the first stirrings of rebirth.

He awoke with joyous triumph, knowing that it had worked. The ghost was finally gone, not banished to some even deeper recess to bide its time but dissipated into the nothingness that awaits us all. Karl tried for the second time to leap up and scoop his savior into his arms and parade her around on his shoulders like the hero she was. For the second time he failed.

Despite all the extensive FNS therapy, despite limberness that could see him tied into a pretzel overnight or for endless hours of humiliating atonement, his drive train was slow to come back on-line. His exultant crow was more of a croak, and he only managed to lurch some and wave his limbs uncoordinatedly. Still this was plenty enough to yank Doreen out of sleep. 

“Darling!”

It was pitch black with the shutter closed, and in the darkness Karl felt himself bop her one in the nose as they both flailed about. He croaked an apology as she fell back from him with a cry and mourned her retreat even in the exhilaration flooding him. Then the light came on. It was four-ten in the morning. It was his nineteenth birthday and he was healed at last.

“Yes!” he screamed, his throat shivering with the force of his cry. Then his nurse fell on him like a fleshy avalanche again, giggling and kissing every part of him she could reach.

“You did it! Oh baby, you did it! Oh, never a doubt, my darling! Congratulations!”

Suddenly Karl was bawling again, though this time with euphoria and relief. Like a gunk-clotted mechanism his arms came up around her. He clutched her tight and with an exertion that felt indescribably delicious after all those months of helplessness finally managed to thrash into a roll that brought him over on top of her for the first time ever. Then it was him planting teary kisses and blubbering his gratitude between them.

“Thank…you…so…fucking…much! Oh honey, thank you! I’m…fucking…cured!”

They laughed and giggled and smooched, Karl pawing clumsily at her breasts and squeezing until she gasped and laughed again.

“Easy there, tiger. We’re not on Maui yet. We still have loose ends to wrap up. I want to hear everything, and so does the computer.” 

With her usual impeccable body mechanics she deftly reversed their positions again, rolling back on top with the skill and strength of an Olympic wrestler. Feeling the wetness on his belly she cooed and giggled anew.

“Oooo, someone had another orgasm while Goddess was out! I gather it was a good one. Open dream log. Start listening. And you, my able-bodied little slut, start talking!”

So Karl detailed his dream for the record, being sure to emphasize how Doreen’s contributions (giant ivory and months of brutal bludgeoning in particular) had proved crucial. When he’d finished and the computer was sleeping again his redeemer gleamed at him.

“So my beloved birthday boy, how shall we celebrate? With a whole joint of weed? A champagne sunrise out on the dock? Or do you want to climb on top and stick that thing in me like a man, like I’ve been taunting you to do all year?”

“Honey, I want to do all those things and a million more. But after coming three times in one day I don’t think the monster’s up to it. Why don’t you stick your thing in me again? Fuck me like a woman – the absolutely incredible woman you are. It only seems appropriate, my beloved savior. Peg me please, and don’t stop until you come enough for us both!”

How fantastic it was to finally be able to lift his hips to her, to strain open wider and meet her every breathless thrust with one of his own! Oh, life was so fabulously grand! They made love for nearly an hour before Doreen opened the skylight. Then they had their champagne sunrise right there in bed. When Karl lifted his first flute to her in toast the glass shook alarmingly, either from his still torpid system or the power of the emotion choking him.

“Here’s to you, my Goddess, my redeemer, my most perfect nurse. I can’t possibly ever thank you enough for saving me from myself and the state home. It’s silly to say so, but I have to swear it for the record here, just as if we’re documenting. I will never forget you. Your wisdom, compassion, and dedication are truly divine – not to mention your sex drive. 

“You saved my life and so it is yours. Ask anything of me ever and you shall have it.”

Doreen growled like a catamount – or was that a cougar?

“Oh darling, you know that was all my most glorious pleasure and truly what I live for. Seeing you recovered is like a million orgasms all at once for me. I will never forget you either.”

They clinked glasses, drank and kissed. Then, since it was still three hours or so before Nurse Drake could call in and report success, they toked up and fell on each other yet again. And contrary to his expectations, Karl Four performed like the man he now was just fine.


Chapter Forty-Eight

At nine o’clock Doreen contacted her mysterious superior via the laptop and some visual messaging service. She reported that Karl had recovered, but would need at least a week’s more therapy to get his proper function fully back. She requested to extend her sabbatical for a month. At that point she would make her final report and return to her usual duties at the clinic. 

Karl leaned over and waved at the laptop, confirming that his hysterical paralysis had left him. He requested a meeting with the social worker at the end of the week to discuss his future. He confirmed that he would remain in the care of Nurse Drake until then. They both expressed profuse thanks for authorizing his extremely unconventional treatment, and were both congratulated on its success.

With that their love affair was allowed to continue, for a few more weeks at least. Riding the incredible high of Karl’s redemption, they were again able to banish further thought of inevitable loss and devote everything they had to just loving each other.

Nurse Drake helped Karl off the bed and into the bathroom: his first steps since getting into the car that night. He was staggering much like in his healing dream, except for the goofy smile now wreathed about his face. 

She eased him onto the normal-size commode. Though he no longer needed her help for this, he didn’t object when she remained close, holding his body steady, petting and kissing him wistfully here and there as he so easily emptied himself. 

He understood what she was missing. Despite all the torment he missed it too. And then it proved that he needed her help after all, finding himself too uncoordinated to tidy up. Her smile as she tended to him was like a warm bath for them both.

And so into the tub they went together again after all. This time they bathed each other, though Nurse Drake took charge of all the shaving. Naturally they toyed with and titillated each other a ton too, but refrained from fully making love. Tacitly they agreed to pace themselves, considering all the sex they’d been having already and how much they still intended to have. They planned to leave for Maui in a week, after Karl was fully fit again and had met with the social worker. In the meantime they developed a new routine for finishing his recovery.

For the sake of the record they continued his daily medical checkup. Though the oral one would now suffice, Karl still lay eagerly back and spread himself for that monster thermometer. His attitude toward submitting to a regular vital signs check, like so much else, had completely changed for the better. He even got a hard-on lying there, steel and glass a foot up his ass, his bicep cuffed and constricted and pumped up and his nurse adjusting her earpieces, slapping his wandering hand from her thigh and playfully chiding him for giving her anomalous readings. 

After that they hit the PT mat. Karl still had a lot of work to do, and Nurse Drake was the same loving but strict taskmaster. By the end of the day he’d added the weight machine to simple manual resistance and coordination exercises, and moved from tottering to the bathroom and back to slowly navigating the entire suite with her assistance. He was given a cane not across the feet and hindquarters but to lean on, though one could say they were metaphorically the same. His first steps unassisted with this felt like such a triumph that he soon fell to his knees anyway so he could orally service his savior on the spot.

Soon they were working on the weight bench together and taking careful walks to the kitchen and back for their meals. They indulged in playful but therapeutic wrestling bouts where Doreen’s greater coordination and knowledge of body mechanics steadily lost ground to Karl’s heft and returning strength. Her ability to manhandle him over an object, incapacitate and pretend to peg him (exhilaratingly humiliating as he found this) lasted no longer than their second session. For the first time since he moved in, resistance was no longer futile.

Karl’s elation grew with his greater mobility and independence. He was equally thrilled that their companionship through this transition remained as easy and deeply loving as ever. Though they were still trying to pace themselves for the Hawaiian fortnight ahead, they couldn’t keep their hands off each other, and continued to enjoy all the sex in their repertoire. They also remained engaged intellectually. 

Now that Karl was healed, they began to carefully peel away the mystique they’d deliberately built up to achieve that process, and to mourn all the time and effort wasted before they could begin. Always the believer in optimism, Doreen the psychiatric skeptic was quick to accuse his doctors at the clinic. By the time Karl progressed to walking out to the pond and back, and even part of the way around it, she was casting derision on the entire profession as she clung to his arm like a date out for a stroll.

“Modern psychiatry is a confidence game, a collection of fictions. That’s all it is. To give heft and credibility to a profession built on air, psychiatrists cast themselves in the mold of medical doctors. 

“They treat the mind like the body, with strict categorical descriptions of subjective afflictions and barrels full of drugs for every one. Have you ever read the DSM? They have every mildly sad person on Prozac and every fidgety kid on Ritalin. It’s got to the point where disobedient toddlers are prescribed antipsychotics by doctors working for the companies that make the pills. And at the same time these shams claim to know the ultimate mystery definitively. It’s all a lie, even if a well-intentioned one on the part of some. 

“Plenty of people with serious mental imbalances do need powerful drugs to let them function. Other people just need a bit of personal help. Caring and insight can cure a world of things that drugs can’t touch. Look at your case.

“I just got to know you until I understood your problem. I realized my expertise was perfectly suited to solving it, and I created the necessary mystique to engage your imagination and belief. Events took their course and you responded pretty much as I expected. I just didn’t expect you to behave as well as you did, or for me to fall quite so deeply in love with you.”

Despite his deep understanding and resolve, Karl couldn’t help but wonder if Doreen was leaving possibilities deliberately dangling when she fell silent. He fell silent himself as they walked arm-in-arm through the shaggy grass. Crickets sprang away from their shuffling feet and small frogs plonked steadily into the water ahead of them, announcing their approach. At last he decided not to press her on the subject. 

If she kept dropping similar hints, it would certainly add spice to their vacation. If she didn’t, he would refrain from getting unreasonable hopes up. 

The next day Karl began helping out around the house, working his way up toward his goal of mowing the lawn by the weekend. Once he’d made the bed and cleaned the suite, and cleared blown-in sticks from the yard, Doreen kitted him out so he could fish. This proved excellent for developing his coordination, and he circled the bank casting and reeling – and landing the occasional bass or crappie. Before long he could walk entirely around the pond, and then jog around it.

His FNS workouts had been more strenuous by far. This was more a matter of re-training muscles and nerves that had been asleep for over two years to work together properly again. He still tended to lurch occasionally or drop things, and his lovemaking could be clumsy. It was best just to be passive and submit to whatever his mistress fancied of course. But she encouraged him to take her kneeling or standing from behind to improve his balance. If pawing for her swinging udders while he fucked her (with one or both hands) increased the degree of difficulty, well, so much the better! She also wanted it missionary style once in a while, for romantic reasons, as who doesn’t like to lie splayed-out accepting while a trusted lover crushes them under for a simply wonderful pounding? In any case, by the day before his meeting with the social worker he was finally using the challenge of mowing the lawn to finish honing his function while Doreen drove to his storage locker to pick up his laptop, clothes, and important paperwork.

Karl had become so used to his nudity after a year that he’d been mowing the lawn for forty minutes or more in only an old pair of sneakers that Doreen had lying about before thinking of her errand made him realize how bizarre he must look. He thought of those Jehovah’s Witnesses again and almost went into the pond laughing.

It was great to be engaged in normal life again, if in somewhat eyebrow-raising fashion. Though he finished and Doreen returned by dinnertime, he didn’t bother to dress, only waded bewilderedly through blizzards of government paperwork. Nor did he check to see if his laptop was intact, he just plugged it in to recharge. He had given up on understanding what the various agencies wanted from him and was thinking of taking a shower when Doreen forestalled him.

“Do you have to, darling? It’s no fair you bathing without me. Besides, I like the dirt-and-grassy-sweat smell of a hardworking young man in my bed. It makes me go all gooey inside. I want to wilt and let him have his rough, macho way with me.”

“You mean you want to tie him up and peg him until acknowledges you mistress.”

“That too.”

“Honey, you can convince me of anything.”

“That’s what I’ve been counting on, my irreplaceable young slave.”

There it was again: innocuous remark, or hint that she might have plans for him beyond Maui? It was getting harder not to dream silly dreams – or entertain the most ball-crawling fantasies. What exactly had he been promising her, and what sort of extreme scenarios had they been bandying about for months?

Karl went to bed grimy from his labors. He labored further in the clutch of his lover’s legs, hammering her like the brute she wanted, all the while remembering talk of corsets, ballet boots, troweled-on makeup and spike-lined chastity devices. Afterward he played the lubricious sissy for her as eagerly as ever, but a current of unease had begun to throb below the careening rapture of being so violently and definitively subjugated. 

Now when she tied him up he struggled against the shackles and ropes, and the futility of this as he was ruthlessly pounded or ridden was thrilling to the point of panic at times. During the plunge of the roller coaster he screamed around the cock stuffing his mouth and wondered just what kind of ride he’d signed on for. Karl controlled these unsettling new impulses though, and the day before they were to board a plane he donned clothes and took up the responsibilities of an adult citizen at last. 

Though they still bathed together, and Karl still enjoyed letting Doreen groom him to her satisfaction, dressing himself and going through his wallet after so long was an empowering experience. Climbing into the car with Doreen for the drive to the social services building – the welfare office – was another such moment. He had been out of life and circulation too long.

Of course once he reached his destination he wished he’d stayed home. Agoraphobia wasn’t the problem this time, or unreasoning shame over his condition. Bureaucracy was the problem. Karl was bewildered again within minutes. Luckily Doreen, who had some experience with the system, helped him through the byzantine labyrinth more than the disinterested social worker. In any case, he filled out and signed about a hundred forms, half of them authorizing access to information on the other forms. At last he’d begun the process of applying for government assistance once he was officially released from Nurse Drake’s care. In the car on the ride home he mimed wiping sweat from his brow and groaned.

“That would have been a lot more fun and rewarding if they’d just tortured the information out of me.”

“Staying on as my degraded chambermaid is looking better all the time, isn’t it?”

“Baby, if the choice is between being reamed by you or the government, I certainly know which I prefer.”

“I’m delighted. Now, you get no tits or pussy until we reach Maui. But how would you like me to tie you up super-tight and give you bad black tonight? I don’t think I’ll be taking my reciprocating saw to Hawaii with us. My luggage is going to be too full of toys already.”

“Mistress, you can do whatever you choose to me. I’m still your property and I always will be.”

“In that case, maybe I’ll whip you too. Just for old times’ sake, you understand, and to keep you squirming on your sore bottom all the way across the Pacific.”

“That sounds heavenly.”

“Such a sweet, compliant young slave! How am I ever supposed to give you up?”

“Please don’t!”

They laughed and flirted all the way home.


Chapter Forty-Nine

Clearly Doreen’s wealth was greater than Karl had realized.

They flew first class over the Pacific, Karl squirming nostalgically the whole way. Then he expected a high-rise hotel jammed with staff and guests amid a bustling tourist mecca. What they arrived at instead was small rental cottage on a secluded stretch of beach at the edge of a state park.

The sand was volcanic black, the small bar and fridge already stocked and the bed a circular, satin-sheeted wonder with a matching mirror set in the ceiling. The atmosphere was one of sybaritic eroticism and the location as private as one could ask for. Clearly romantic flings (or at least idyllic retreats) were another specialty of Nurse Drake. They settled in immediately and were cavorting naked in the turquoise water within minutes. Well down the coast rose the expected hotels, promising fine dining, shopping and nightlife when they wanted it. For the present they had everything they needed.

And so what Karl had dubbed their ‘reverse-honeymoon’ had begun. They swam in the tropical sea, snorkeled and spear-fished and sailed, soaked up the sun and too much top shelf booze. They shopped and danced and toured the islands and surrounding reefs and spent a good amount of time just sitting people-watching. They saw amazing sights and wildlife, ate fantastic meals, watched glorious sunsets together, had exhaustive sex (along with Karl’s unlimited tits) and gazed at the stars from an equally sparkly ebony beach afterwards. They did everything any loving couple celebrating their nuptials would do. It was perhaps perversely fitting of their relationship that for them this was coming at its presumed end.

It was all heaven on Earth, particularly to Karl, who’d never travelled at all. But finally the days began ticking down toward heartbreak once again. As the second week leaked away their lovemaking regained its almost frantic pitch. Their flirting grew more freighted. 

It was assumed that their parting loomed, and in defense they kept up the chambermaid fantasy – or was Doreen maybe really considering it? Karl had wanted a little spice and uncertainty to the proceedings. Now he was tormented by this, caught between great sadness, foolish hope and a new and unexpected species of dread. 

As was her wont Doreen refused to dwell on the negative. She wrung all the love and joy from each day that she could. Unable to completely forestall Karl’s growing sadness and desperation though, even increasingly infected by it, she chose the second-last day of their stay to resolve the uncertainty and reconcile themselves to the future. They had one final game to play, one more lesson to impart. While Karl was finishing in the shower she slipped out and locked up the cottage. No one must disturb them until she was ready.

She met her strapping young specimen stepping naked out of the bath. Wearing a nice white robe that came with the cottage, she wrapped his hair in a towel for him and sat him down on the commode. Perching above him on the vanity, she smiled down with just the right touch of gentle playfulness.

“Karl darling, these hints and offers of yours have gone far enough. We both know the part you’ve been pining to play in my life ever since that day I was cleaning the suite.”

Doreen took his hand.

“I’m sorry my love, but we can’t be mates and we can’t be lovers after this. You know that. We could live with the age difference; it’s even part of the appeal. But my career would interfere. There’s just no way around it. I have to be free to devote myself completely to each new case, without a jealous, cuckolded husband lurking around. 

“Nor can I string things along with you indefinitely. It would be too upsetting for me and detrimental to you. 

“So what does that leave? We kiss goodbye and never see each other again. We cry and move on, like people do everywhere when they have to. Or we play our kinky game to the finish.

“So let’s call today an audition. Let’s try living out that fantasy, and see how my little slut does as my guilty secret chambermaid. I think you might be surprised by what you find.”

Karl dropped his eyes. He shivered as a rill from his hair ran down his spine. Then the thought that after tomorrow he would never see Doreen again (unless he took to stalking her like a creep) overcame his recent unease. Why not play it out to the end, as she’d said?

“I guess I have been asking for this.”

“That you have, little slut. That you have. So, for your first taste of what it would be like living as my slave, we have this thrilling thing: seventeen dollars on EBay. Will that pay for a day’s fun, or be a lifelong torment? Only time will tell, I suppose…”

Doreen climbed off the vanity, opening a little box. Something silvery twinkled in her hand. Spreading Karl’s incapable-of-resisting legs, she actually locked a chastity device onto him, a small steel penis cage that the monster began raging futilely against at once.

“There: what’s a few months without coming when you can be a frustrated impotent forever? Just like the eunuch bed attendants of goddesses and empresses past. Of course they were castrated, so desire was minimized too. We want the opposite, don’t we my eternally deprived young sissy?”

She tickled the already swollen, protruding head of his trapped and straining mini-engorgement. Then she hung the small key on a charm bracelet she wore full of handcuff and shackle keys.

“Now then, my chambermaid for the day and maybe beyond, let’s get you all prettified and sissified. I want my little slut hot enough to fuck.”

Nurse Drake seated Karl with his back to the mirror.

She blow-dried and styled his hair. Using an electric curler, she gave him an explosion of slutty ringlets: true big hair in the late-eighties style. Then while Karl was wondering how long it would take for this to return to normal she started troweling on the makeup. When he fidgeted uncomfortably for the first time she cheerfully chided him.

“Hold still, little slut. I’m going to make you the hottest fuck in the state: Karla Jensen, Miss Sissy Teen Hawaii. I’ve been dreaming of this all year and I don’t want to screw it up. For every time you fidget, you will get five with the whip. That’s the first five. If you don’t want to explain to the stewardess why you can’t sit down, then obey your mistress and submit.”

Karl did his best. Still this wasn’t the old days when he had no choice. He was up to twenty-five lashes awaiting him by the time he was caked in cosmetics and had his toes and fingernails painted. She allowed him a single staggered look in the mirror, giggling delightedly and fondling his nipples while he gawped. Then she carefully fitted the ring-gag between his shiny, red-lacquered lips and buckled it up under his hair at the nape. After that she even more carefully blindfolded him with the eyeshade she’d brought along for sleeping on the plane. Taking his hand, she led him back into the bedroom for dressing.

Unable to see, Karl submitted docilely despite his growing discomfort as Doreen fitted a corset or girdle around his middle and tightened it until he was gasping. He felt the silk of the skimpy panties she pulled up his legs, and the way his caged genitals were slipped through a split in the crotch. When she slipped a finger after to rub his easily accessible sissy-pussy he gasped. 

Stockings came next, clinging to his shaved legs in a way that made the monster rave in shameless if futile pain. These were clipped by frilly garters to his girdle or whatever, another illicit thrill he could admit to no one but his mistress. He earned another five lashes when she put the bra on him and slipped a pair of mangoes into the cups to simulate tits, but he couldn’t help himself; he just felt so sexy he had to squirm girlishly. 

Finally she helped him into a very tight dress of some kind and a pair of hideously pinching shoes. Judging by the angle of his ankles these had extremely high heels, and he wondered how he was ever supposed to walk. Sitting on a chair pulled back into a corner, ‘Karla’ felt handcuffs snapped to his wrists in front and shackles locked about his ankles. Keys jingled as they were returned to his mistress’ wrist, and he devoutly prayed she wouldn’t get careless and lose any of those. A teasing hand reached under to pinch his protruding plum and then lightly ruffled his ringlets.

“Sit tight, my slutty little she-male. Mistress needs to make some work for you to do.”

Already having second thoughts despite the way his penis kept raving in its cage, Karl sat with his cuffed hands clasped demurely in his lap and listened to giggling and a growing ruckus as Doreen trashed their little cottage. Finally she returned to him.

Just as carefully removing the blindfold (it would be a crime to smudge those sparkly-shadowed eyes), Mistress Doreen reappeared. Now she was wearing a dominatrix outfit straight from his dungeon dreams: black leather open-cup brassiere with parabolas of chain draping her breasts and that matching harness about her waist, giant ivory already in place. Her boots were knee-high, with pointy toes and steel stiletto heels. She had her six-foot bullwhip coiled in one hand and a light of hilarity animating her gaze.

Karl looked down and saw another outfit from his dreams.

He was dressed as a sexy French maid all right. His heels were even higher than hers, the chain connecting his ankles barely a foot in length. As he burned and squirmed and wondered how he’d gotten into this, his chin and neck already slick with spit, Mistress nestled the lacy white headpiece into his curls. Then she seized his cuffed wrists and drew him tottering to his feet. Beyond her Karl saw that the cottage had been trashed indeed, garbage and spilled liquids all over the kitchen floor; clothes and cushions and sex toys strewn everywhere. Then his erstwhile lover reclaimed his attention by shaking out her whip.

“Let’s see, thirty, wasn’t it? Turn around, girl. Bend over and put your hands on the chair. Mistress needs to discipline you.”

Karl did as he was told, the old excitement rising if not quite so eagerly. He felt his flouncy little skirt flipped up and his panties pulled down. He could take thirty in his sleep.

That was what he thought at least. For some reason the pain seemed so much greater than before, or his masochism less up to the challenge. Perhaps it was the fact that his life no longer depended on it, or that he was no longer helpless and could escape if he chose, if only at great embarrassment. Whatever it was, the thrill of submission deserted him early on, and he was tested by those ten minutes or so as badly as hours with the cane. Then Mistress took advantage of his position to replay the dream that had healed him, taking him bent over with giant ivory so fiercely that it was atonement all over again. And of course his ‘audition’ was just beginning.

Karl spent all day hobbled and cuffed and ring-gagged, mincing around in his outlandish costume and painstakingly putting to rights what dervish Doreen had disarrayed in minutes. 

It didn’t help that she was constantly interrupting him for sex or chastisement. He took giant ivory another half a dozen times and suffered every use of his sissy face in their repertoire – especially providing humbly kneeling toe and blow-jobs at whim. And whenever she wasn’t using him, or whipping or strapping or spanking him with her hairbrush, she spent her time ostentatiously masturbating. 

Just listening to his person of worship screaming with release and calling out the names of a succession of phantom men was enough to torture Karl horribly with jealousy. It was bad enough knowing she was going to move on to other guys whether he was allowed to remain in her life or not. He didn’t want to think about that, much less listen to her simulate it. He couldn’t imagine being privy to any more than just this suggestion – or he didn’t dare to. Yet the worst, most appalling humiliations of all were still to come.

By the time Karl had finished his housework it was dinnertime. 

All arousal had long been banished and he was increasingly miserable. He didn’t want to play anymore, and couldn’t believe he’d once fantasized about and even promised to spend his entire life this way. Still he made no protest, determined to play it out to the last. But even this resolve was tested when a knock came at the door. 

Karl stood in the center of the main room, his cuffed hands bound above his head to a light fixture. His panties were around his agonizingly pinched and hobbled feet and his apron and detachable skirt stripped off to show his welts and caged penis. A bib of wetness spread from his lower lip all down the front of him, soaking the sexy uniform top stretched over his mangoes. Still carrying the whip she’d been using on him again, Doreen just smiled craftily and went to let whomever it was in, boots, chain-draped breasts, gigantic cock and all.

Too aghast to even consider the possibilities, Karl watched her stride to the door and open it. A guy about his own age was there carrying some cartons of take-out food. Doreen must have ordered out dinner, and here it was.

Though he was more outrageously humiliated than his worst experiences had ever hinted at upon seeing the appalled and derisive reaction of this peer of his, Karl couldn’t help but go limp in relief. He wasn’t sure what he’d feared, but this was just a deliveryman, and someone he’d surely never see again. Who cared what he thought? When the resident cougar didn’t seduce the guy right in front of him but flirtingly tipped him and then ushered him out again Karl was even more relieved. Relief of truly heavenly scope then arrived when Mistress Doreen set down the food and whip and lowered him to kneel beside her while she ate.

She removed the ring-gag and fed Karl a bite at time, both of them sharing mute, wistful acknowledgement of the thousand or more meals she’d fed him like this while he was helpless. Finally at the end the real Doreen breathed at him, and not the pitiless mistress.

“Yes darling, I’m going to miss that too. I’m elated that we healed you. But I loved having control over every morsel and drop to pass your lips. Speaking of which, I believe there’s one more part to this audition, one more duty my prospective slave promised to perform.”

Mistress stood and stripped off giant ivory at last. Karl mourned this. Seeing her striding around in that outfit, giant cock girded on and primed for dominance, was about the sole source of excitement left to him by now. But then she shoved back her chair, stepped forward and squatted, bringing her crotch down to seal against his mouth. Conditioned by duty, Karl poked out his tongue to penetrate her but Mistress stopped him.

“No girl, nothing so prosaic. This is where you live out another fantasy, yes? As I recall, serving as my helpless ashtray and human commode was to be an everlasting honor for my little slut. Are you ready to be baptized into the eternal service of your Goddess then? Spill not a drop of the nectar I offer and I will claim your cock-locked body and sissy soul forever!”

With only a second’s hesitation Karl lurched back away from her. Hand on the back of his head or no, Doreen let him go. She sat back down and smiled fondly at his abashment.

“Not cut out for slavery, are you darling?”

Face flaming, head whirling, Karl shook his head.

“No, ma’am. The lesson has been well and truly learned here. It was learned at least three hours ago in fact. Whatever I promised in my desperation and rapture, no matter what I owe you for housing me and loving me and healing me, I could never live that way. 

“It’s odd,” Karl admitted. “A month ago I would have bathed joyously in your pee. I would have found a way to subsist on it and even love it. Not anymore.”

“I told you this would happen with your healing, darling. Your deep need to be demeaned and punished has passed. Now dominance and submission is returning to just a fun kink for you: a way to spice things up occasionally, but nothing to build your whole life around. At least not when you’re so young, freshly healed and with a world of possibilities ahead of you. Get out and live a little before you tie yourself too up in anything, that’s my advice.

“But now darling, my favorite and most rewarding patient ever, my most valued lover yet, we are reconciled with parting, are we not? As sad as it makes us, as much as we rue cruel fate, we accept that after tomorrow we will move on, taking our memories and the way we impacted each other’s lives so profoundly as our only solace. 

“We will not seek each other out, or deliberately try to see one another. If our paths do cross, we smile and kiss over wonderful memories, we may even have a cup of coffee and catch up. But we resist the urge for further intimacy. We think back with pride and joy and love but we keep facing resolutely ahead. It’s the only way, my beloved boy.”

Even as she issued these orders Doreen was finally crying. Touched deeply by this rare weakening of her demeanor, Karl couldn’t help but join her. She took him cuffed and cross-dressed into her arms and they cried together, the sorrow they’d held at bay for so long overwhelming them at last.


Chapter Fifty

Saturday was the strangest, most sweet-sad day Karl could imagine.

With that first, most gut-wrenching bout of mutual weeping out of the way, he and Doreen did well maintaining their composure. Each was determined to enjoy this last day together, and not waste it on melodrama they could just as easily indulge later alone. Doreen in particular remained lighthearted as she removed makeup and nail polish and all other trace of ‘Karla’ from her always delightfully obliging young lover. 

In the shower afterward she had him take her standing up from behind, her cheek and breasts squashed against the steamy pebbled glass of the door. She even helped him fit it into the tighter passage, and encouraged him to batter her as hard as she’d ever done him. 

Later they just lay naked on the beach together, occasionally swimming and cavorting and coupling either in the water or on shore, but mostly just quietly being together in beauty. All their issues were resolved, their plans and schedule set. All that was left was to fight off the occasional lump in the throat and enjoy each others’ company while they could.

After they’d finished crying the night before, they’d had to face the practicalities. From the infinite comfort of that almost maternal embrace, Karl suddenly faced a vast and threatening universe with almost no resources except those he’d spent the past year developing.

“So I get on the plane at ten o’clock Sunday morning and fly back alone. What do I do then? I’m homeless and penniless.”

“From the airport you can look up a men’s shelter. From there you can contact employment services. Infrastructure spending means there are manual labor jobs available. Work your body into kick-ass shape, move into a studio apartment, and apply to take the GED. 

“Once you have your equivalency, seek financial aid to attend community college. Flaunt that muscular young body around campus, find a nice girl and start working your way up in the world. Maybe when you’ve acquired the skills you can write a book about your remarkable adolescence and strike it rich.”

“Changing all the names, of course.”

“That would be appreciated.”

“Okay.” 

Karl wiped his nose on the flouncy, ruffled sleeve of his top, not caring if he soiled it. Play time was over, and the front was soaked with spit anyway. 

“You’re right. You’re not telling me anything I couldn’t have figured out for myself with a few minutes’ thought. If I can take killing everyone I cared about and then being tortured for a year, I can handle anything – anything except being your slave. But maybe I should start collecting complementary fruit baskets or something on my way to the plane just in case.”

“Don’t be silly, darling!” Doreen wiped her own face on his other sleeve. “I’m not going to kick you out of my life with just the clothes on your back. I’ll give you enough cash to get by for a few weeks. Call it an eighteenth and nineteenth birthday present combined. How does five thousand dollars sound?”

“It sounds about ten times as much as I need. I could move to Colorado and go into dealing grass with that. I’d be a millionaire in a year.”

“Well, you were about ten times as enjoyable a patient as I expected. I’ve never loved anyone like you baby. So take that money with my blessing and be responsible with it, okay? Open a bank account and start adding to it. Don’t start drinking heavily or anything. You didn’t go through hell just to throw it all away.”

“I promise you I won’t. I will make you proud of me, mistress. Even if you know nothing about it, I’ll always have you looking over my shoulder. Thank you, and thank you again for everything else. I owe you my life, and I’ll never forget it. And please don’t insult us both by saying you were just doing your job. You were divine intervention personified.”

“Well, you were a delight to possess every day darling, and a huge tally for the good guys on my own private scoreboard. I’d say we enriched each other’s stay on the planet considerably. And we still have a night and a day and another night to continue doing so. Why don’t we get you unshackled and have some loving fun together?”

“Okay…just…”

“What, Karla darling?”

“Can I keep the chastity cage? I might want to wear it now and then if I’m like, really missing my mistress.”

“Why certainly, my slave. Maybe soon you’ll meet another girl you’ll love and trust enough to make your key-holder. Maybe she’ll have a feeldoe of her own, and I bet she’ll let Karla out to play once in a while.”

“One can only hope.”

Doreen giggled and began releasing him.

“Just don’t just try to wear that thing onto the plane.”

“You don’t think some of those TSA agents would ask me for a date do you?”

“Darling, you can do so much better!”

They laughed and bantered some more, then were silent but for the jingling of chains. At last Karl had to ask.

“What will you do after I leave?”

“What do you think? I will stay here crying my eyes out on the beach for a week, drinking myself into a stupor and beginning the lifelong process of getting over you. Then I will return to the clinic, make my report, write up all my findings and resume doing my day job while I wait to hear of another case requiring my skills.”

“That makes depressing sense.”

“I’m as sorry as you that it has to end, little slut. It’s been fantastic.”

“Yes it has. But it’s not over yet. The monster wants out of his cage.”

“Does he know how to say please?”

“He does. And if that’s not good enough, he knows how to beg.”

So now the chastity cage was stowed in Karl’s luggage, a keepsake of an unforgettable year and even more unforgettable female. They were watching the sun set over the ocean and feeling the months that had somehow turned into days shrink to hours and even minutes.

A small fire crackled behind them. When it fell to coals there were shish-kabobs to go over it. Lying on a blanket spread over the sand, cuddled naked together as they’d spent so many nights back home, moved by the impossible beauty of the woefully swift tropical sunset, they let the tears flow freely again at last. Never was love so cruel, taking payment in anguish for so much ecstasy spent. Though the mere sight of each other was an evisceration, neither could look away, eternally beholden souls communing in anticipation of illimitable loss. 

This time Karl provided the comfort. As steadfast in denial of the true depth of the pain suppressed by her relentless positivity as Karl had been of his more demeaning needs, Doreen saw her defenses shattered at last. A day earlier than intended the pain had its way with her and she wept with stunning passion, her fists pummeling his chest and shoulders as he cradled her almost hysterical thrashing. At last she clung to him, and the crisis passed. The knife-sharp pain slid back into its scabbard, hopefully to be dulled upon its inevitable reemergence.

Doreen was quiet over dinner, letting Karl cook and serve. She reassured his mute concern with sad smiles and kisses, and at last perked up when he arrived with a single heaping platter and set to begin feeding her as she had so often fed him. 

Doreen permitted this right to the last bite, and by then she was her old self again. It was their last night together after all, and she did not intend to waste a minute more of it. 

Twilight had made their private beach the most beautiful place in the universe. 

The surf purred rhythmically. Above the watery horizon Venus was ascendant, out-blazing every other celestial wonder. Meanwhile the nearby state park serenaded them with an eerie yet stirring racket, a primitive shivaree from the rain forest that urged them on to each other’s bodies. Yet lovely Aphrodite turned her back on all this, taking her still-dazzled young subject by the hand and drawing him indoors to that circular bed. She would show him unutterable beauty and savage passion!

They writhed and strived on satin sheets, practically wrestling to get their fill of each other. Yet for all their aggression, each had ample opportunity to lie pinned to the mattress and watch in the mirror above as the other reared and plunged, rode and pogoed; provided or required the most slavish oral service. No cleft or curve, cleavage or crevice or insatiable orifice was immune from wanton use. At last in the deepest black of night they slipped out into the surf, to wash off the sweat and reinvigorate the senses. 

Almost immediately they were at each other again in the water. Eventually they drifted ashore and carried on there on the midnight sand, their bed a billion beads of black volcanic glass. Spread through the obsidian overhead, the visible thousand or three of the infinite suns were displayed in scintillant splendor. 

Often the lovers paused in exhaustion, their erotic areas throbbing with overuse. Inevitably communing and cuddling led right back to groping and coupling again however. Finally they made their way back to feather-stuffed satin, leaving the traitor stars to continue turning unseen overhead. 

Having ejaculated the last possible pearl long ago, Karl then found himself the sole receptacle, taking it repeatedly in every position throughout those last rapidly diminishing hours before dawn. He would have insisted on this anyway. 

When might he ever again find a woman so willing or accomplished, so loving and ferocious as the cougar currently pegging him? Never he feared, clenching the sheets, curling his toes and lifting himself to accept her indescribably fulfilling possession. For as long as his mistress’ awesome stamina might hold out he was honored and exalted and rapturously delirious to be her pillow-biting bitch one last time. 

The first opalescence of dawn was near before she finally faltered. From peaking and shrieking and even weeping as she jackhammered her umpteenth orgasm of the night into him, Doreen at last collapsed whimpering and shuddering on Karl’s back. He could feel the flaccidity coming over her, all her energy reserves depleted completely. In moments she was snoring, sound asleep still draped over him and embedded to the hilt.

Karl could have spent forever that way. Alas that wasn’t in the plan. He had his orders. At last he gently rolled them over and disengaged himself. Doreen groaned but slept on, even when he eased her half of the feeldoe out of her (she’d be sore enough; they both would). He fixed her pillow, brushed potentially tickling strands of hair from her face and covered her up.

Her arms groped automatically for a body. Finding none, she hugged herself and moaned. Heartsick beyond belief at this, Karl turned away. 

He would sleep on the plane, no doubt just as distressed and alone. Quietly, while light stole over the world outside, he cleaned up the cottage and put everything to rights for her. He slipped into the bathroom and showered while his savior slumbered on, remembering the way she’d pointed him into her bottom, hissed in pain yet begged him to brutalize her the morning before. Leaking tears in the steam he hurried his ablutions, dried and groomed and dressed.

By the time he’d packed up his few belonging he had himself under tight control again. Still he checked and re-checked, making quadruply sure of his keepsake and key, and the envelope his mate-for-the-year had given him. 

This contained his plane ticket and the start on life his parents hadn’t been able to provide him with: ten one hundred dollar bills to live on until he got a job and a check for four grand with which to start a bank account. It was (once again) unfathomably generous of her. It would be more than enough, and maybe someday he could send it back to her, along with a good chunk of the royalties from the book he intended to write.

At last Karl realized he was delaying. He went to the bed and peered down at his slumbering sweet Doreen. 

Her eyes were roving behind her lids and she was moaning and murmuring softly. Obviously she was dreaming.

What does a goddess dream about? Karl had never asked her, and now he’d never know. He listened a bit further, hoping to catch his name perhaps. Nothing more enlightening than the sunrise came. At last he leaned over and kissed those restlessly twitching lips.

Nurse Drake stirred, and Karl held his breath. Then she sobbed once and slipped back into deeper sleep, into whatever dreams defined her. He let his air out slowly. 

It was better this way. What more appropriate ending for her to remember than pounding herself orgasmically to sleep in him? Anything after that risked bathos.

“Goodbye, honey. Thank you again.”

Before he could weaken and do something dishonorable (fling himself on her and beg to stay was the foremost impulse), Karl grabbed his bags and slipped out of the cottage. Without a look back he started walking (fully functional again thank you very much) up the long driveway toward the rental office. He munched one of those mangoes on the way.

From there he could call a cab to the airport. After that, the sky was the limit.
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