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Prologue:

Now

Dani Reilly, twenty-one, strides with smug self-possession across the master bedroom we sort of share. I say sort of because outside of times like these she gets the bed while I sleep on the floor in the closet. Except for the multicolored beads adorning the last four inches of her cornrowed hair – and the big black dildo jutting up from her crotch – Dani is completely naked. Though it’s not fashion-model conventional, the sight of her nude body fills me as always with a desperate yearning. A celebrated college soccer player (and former track star) with a future as a professional athlete ahead of her, breathtaking Dani is exceedingly fit and yet wonderfully feminine, with all her rather atypical attributes combining into an incredibly desirable whole.

At five foot-four she is compact and very well-muscled though not extravagantly so – at least up top. In fact, her upper half is comparatively diminutive. Though her buffed-up arms and shoulders clearly betray all the time she spends in the gym – and the frequency with which she wields a wide variety of implements of discipline – both these and the hard washboard of her belly are offset by her long hair, lovely face and aggressively womanly breasts. Perfectly proportional to the rest of her torso these are high-set and proudly outthrust, firm and curvy and flawlessly symmetrical. The size and shape of goose eggs lying on their sides, I could just fit them into my palms if permitted. Of course I’m not. Perhaps that’s why I find them far more attractive than any ridiculously oversized pair you’d see flaunted on the internet. On those occasions when they’re unavoidably brushed or even crushed against me I go nearly mad with excitement.

When not contracted with arousal as they are now, the eggplant-black nipples (like her cock only a shade or two darker than the rest of her) cover nearly half the surface area of those delightfully protuberant ovoids. But as Dani springs eagerly onto the bed to rejoin me my attention is captured not by these, or by that wickedly big erection she’s once again sprouted for me, but by that which backs her intimidating prick. It was this most striking attribute of her awesomely athletic body that first captivated me watching Dani charge aggressively around the soccer field, and still appeals to me even more than those heavenly breasts, her lively expressive face and even her irresistibly vivacious and effortlessly authoritative personality.

I’m not black or even Latino myself: plain old white bread straight off the Anglo loaf. But I’ve always been a booty kind of guy. And Dani’s is absolutely incomparable.

Contrasted by her tight midriff and absolutely tiny waist her hips, ass and thighs are all shockingly large and muscular. She has the lower body not just of a soccer star but an Olympic figure skater, or even pro wrestler. She can practically crack walnuts with those big hard buttocks. And though I’m three inches taller and twenty pounds heavier than Dani she can indeed outwrestle me easily. Once she gets me in a scissors hold with those hugely sculpted legs and starts to squeeze (monstrously strong thigh muscles bulging) I’m instantly reduced to pitifully suffocated submission, while she laughs and gloats and mercilessly crushes me. But of course she also has a far more domineering and enjoyable way to put that hideously powerful lower half to work subjugating me. Thus I wait with bated breath, pounding heart, impossibly straining pinched-off prick and desperately fearful anticipation as Dani knee-walks her way across the enormous four-poster bed to where I’m lying.

Yet again it’s time for sex between us, the only kind she allows me.

I’m straight and she’s gay you see, which makes for a rather abnormal coupling. Nevertheless, we are deeply in love (on my part at least) and irrevocably committed to each other: providing reciprocal fulfillments we could find nowhere else. And that’s just the beginning of the strangeness of our relationship: the foundation upon which all the rest is based.

Right now I’m not merely lying on the canopied bed that used to belong to my grandparents. I’m tied to it in a rather bizarre fashion.

My limbs are stretched out and bound at the ankles and wrists to the four bedposts by tight sturdy ropes, but not in any conventional spread-eagle. Positioned on my back in the exact center of that ten by twelve foot expanse, I’m bent up double at the waist. My feet are spread high and wide above my head, lifting up my vulnerable ass. Overlying the backs of my knees at the elbows and pinning my legs tightly against the mattress, my arms are stretched oppositely down and out, with my wrists bound to the posts at the foot of the bed. With my restrained limbs forming an x at each side I’m rendered not only uncomfortably doubled up but utterly helpless. Other than tossing my pillow-supported head, wriggling my purple-numb fingers and toes and writhing a bit I’m unable to move at all or resist anything Dani chooses to do to me. The evidence of this is glaringly apparent in the rest of my current condition. I have, after all, been bound this way for well over two and a half hours now.

My thick brown hair (finally grown Jim Morrison-long in a belated act of rebellion against my despised parents) is plastered to my head with sweat. My eyes are puffy from weeping and my cheeks still wet from the latest batch of tears my beloved has wrung from me. Paradoxically, my stomach also aches woefully from laughing. I’ve always been terribly ticklish, which Dani delights in taking fiendish advantage of. I’m suffering considerable pain elsewhere as well, not least from the two clothespins clamped onto each of my nipples and the five viciously pinching into the sensitive head of my imprisoned penis. The real source of my distress though is in my recently beaten buttocks and the backs of my thighs.

The former are bruised black from endless swats of a perforated wooden paddle, while the latter are welted red all over from being whipped with a heavy leather belt. Still my uncontrollable struggles come not from any stupidly useless attempt to escape. Rather I’m so aroused by my situation that I can’t help but squirm and thrash in an excess of excitement. And of course, the futility of this against the strictly controlling bondage Dani has subjected me to turns us both on even more. Finally, our admittedly kinky form of foreplay is over with, and about to culminate in our downright perverted version of intercourse. Every bit of fervency we can add to the fire will only make this familiar ordeal more exhilarating than ever.

Dani moves in front my upraised buttocks. Her wide, thick-lipped mouth stretches in an absolutely dazzling smile of sadistic intent that fetchingly dimples her cherubic cheeks. She’s breathing heavily already, nostrils flaring in her broad nose, and above this her large dark eyes sparkle with mischievous eagerness. Crouching just before me her bunched-up legs and haunches bulge even more monstrously. As she aligns the cock curving out from those incredible loins with my defenseless entrance beautiful Dani does her own part to wire up our mutual anticipation to a truly unbearable pitch. She announces a decision that will impact my future in ways I can’t even begin to contemplate.

“Guess what, Slut-boy? Though school isn’t officially starting for another week, we’ve already had our first two practices, and I’ve been made captain. So I’ve decided that as a team unifier, morale-builder, incentive and reward for good play in our drive for the title this year, I’m going to start sharing you with my teammates.

“You’re going to be our secret mascot, party entertainment, sex toy, slut-boy, bondage object, aggression outlet and communal slave. And you’re going to serve as such not just for the season but throughout my entire senior year. Doesn’t that sound wildly exciting and limitlessly rewarding beyond belief for everyone involved?”

To say I’m flabbergasted at the thought of the incredible new levels of humiliation, pain, and unbearably arousing sexual subjugation this prospect portends is the understatement of the millennium. I can’t dare imagine what my sophomore year now suddenly holds in store for me. Nevertheless, I give the answer my beloved little lesbian expects, the only one I’m capable of providing as she crouches naked and irresistible above my bound and proffered-up body.

“Yes, Mistress Dani. That sounds absolutely fantastic.”

“You bet your greedy ass it does!” she exults as she positions herself to penetrate me. Looming over me and grinning down, she props herself on powerful arms spread to either side of my head. “Just think: soon I won’t be the only one beating and fucking your sissy little butt. You’ll have about two dozen other girls doing it to you too!”

With that Dani lunges forward, stabbing her big hard cock all the way into me. Crying out with inextricably mixed pain and ecstasy, all thought of this appalling future (or anything else for that matter) is banished from my awareness then as she once again begins using her lithe athleticism, amazing mobility, freakishly muscular hips and ass – and of course her insatiably demanding prick – to fuck me out of my hopelessly beholden mind.

Later will be soon enough to face what I can’t escape.




Part One:

Then




Chapter One

I fell in love with Dani Reilly before I ever met her, and long before I had any inkling of her seriously kinky proclivities – or even my own.

I moved to this Midwestern suburb from upstate New York just prior to my last year of high school, practically the day I turned eighteen in fact. It had been the home of my wealthy grandparents. As their only descendant other than my dissolute father (whom they’d long since disowned) they’d left me everything.

This amounted to a fantastic house and an array of dependably lucrative investments, plus bank accounts and trust funds in the millions of dollars. The estate was structured however in a manner designed as much as possible to keep my parents from getting their hands on it – or even me from doing the same until I was mature enough not to be corrupted by it.

My asshole old man had been raised with every possible advantage. In consequence, he became a lazy, shiftless drunkard addicted to every vice conceivable. He also had an attitude of arrogant entitlement that made him habitually abusive. My mother was little better, and once cut off from the gravy train they’d succeeded in swiftly impoverishing us. My grandfather had hoped growing up poor would teach me some responsibility, and lead to a proper appreciation for my inheritance when it finally materialized. And of course, he wanted it to still be there for me when that time came. Thus it was that I got nothing until I turned eighteen, whereupon I suddenly came into possession of the house, a trust to cover my college education, an initial sum of ten thousand dollars and a living allowance of two thousand a month. The rest is still being withheld (and accruing interest) until I turn twenty-one.

The first thing I did was move the eleven hundred miles here to Centerville and cut off all ties. Still sporting the black eye I received as a parting gift from my father, I then bought my first computer, a TV and entertainment center and a whole new wardrobe. Then I enrolled in the local high school to start my senior year, and hopefully establish some kind of social life for once.

Alas, new clothes and resources do not immediately make for a new man. I was still rather short and slender; good-looking enough but not in any ruggedly masculine way. And as a result of being bullied all my life by both my domineering parents and contemptuous classmates I’ve always been meek and shy, devoid of any personal assertiveness or social graces. I was the original dateless wonder: cut from every sporting team I tried out for, rejected by every prospective girlfriend and ostracized as a ‘fag’ and ‘sissy’ even though I’ve never doubted my exclusive heterosexuality for an instant. They say there’s no such thing as a geographical cure, and apparently that’s as true for personality and socialization as it is for addiction. Even out from under the shadow of poverty and parents and with practically unlimited financial prospects, I soon found high school the same lonely, friendless ordeal as before. In fact it was even worse in some ways. This was the Midwest, where football was king. My preferred sport, soccer, was considered effeminate and even politically suspect: too European, smacking of socialism, worldliness and sophistication, part of that whole elitist, intellectually subversive plot to undermine American values. When it became known I was an Easterner and atheist too, forget about it. I considered myself lucky to get through each day without being lynched.

So school was out when it came to developing a social life. And in fact it seemed much of the entire community also revolved around the high school – at least one aspect of it. As I said, this was the Midwest, where football was king. People cared about their high school teams to a degree that was astonishing to me.

The local sportscasts actually led with the scores of teenagers bashing their heads together. Granted, the nearest NFL franchise was over a hundred miles away, but high school football even took precedence over the nearby university team. Of course, this particular squad wallowed in the dregs of Division II, so perhaps people wished it would just go away rather than continuing to embarrass them. On the other hand I grew up in Buffalo Bills country, where the fan base remained truly fanatical despite decades of the cruelest disappointment. It was all a mystery to me in any case. But then almost as an afterthought one night the local sportscast reported that the women’s college soccer team had just won its twelfth straight game going back to last season, and hopes were high that they might repeat as champions. It seemed they had a remarkably dynamic midfielder who was proving her scintillating freshman year had been just a foretaste of what was to come.

Well, Cade State University was a little less than ten miles from my fabulous new house. Tired of rattling around its dozens of empty rooms like the last peanut in a multi-chambered can, I jumped at the excuse to get out and mingle with some other people, particularly people who might share some of my interests for a change. The next home game was Saturday afternoon. I spruced up, hopped on a bus and soon enough was paying a token five bucks for admittance to Cade Field, one of only a few hundred spectators interested in seeing this championship team and its sparkplug sophomore strut their stuff.

I wasn’t disappointed.

Though small the crowd was knowledgeable and boisterous, friendly and eager to welcome anyone interested in both the sport and the team. It was also about eighty percent female. And among the families and contingents from local youth and high school teams there were plenty of attractive college girls there too, who generally responded to my questions, remarks, and conversational sallies with forbearance and even enthusiasm. Of course, it helped that Cade State put in a superb performance from start to finish, lending an element of euphoria to the proceedings. I learned the team’s history as a perennial powerhouse, the identity of their major rivals, heard all about the various merits and shortcomings of the coaching staff, athletic department and other powers that be, and was naturally educated as well concerning the names and attributes of the leading players. Gratified as I was by this immediate acceptance however, and indeed enchanted by the willingness of good-looking girls my own age or even older to actually interact with me, I found myself by halftime hopelessly smitten by that celebrated midfield star everyone was talking most about.

As advertised number ten was a dominating presence.

A juggernaut that never stopped running, she was all over the field, pressing relentlessly forward on offense and tracking back tenaciously to defend, as bruising on the tackle as she was deadly in attack. Blessed with blazing speed, she also used her formidable strength, low center of gravity and implacable determination to outmaneuver and outmuscle much bigger defenders when she couldn’t just blow past them. She won every ball that came her way, and when she wasn’t terrorizing the opposing team with her inspired runs and blistering shot she carved them effortlessly up with her incisive and intelligent passing. She was both a brute force of nature and poetry in motion. And of course, she was wildly attractive to boot.

Her cornrowed braids hung almost halfway down her back from where they were knotted at her nape, and with big, expressive features in her small dark face she was lovely even from a hundred feet away. Even tightly contained by a sports bra her breasts were distinctively protuberant, yet as I’ve indicated it was her tree-trunk legs and bulbous ass that really got to me. Before long I was fantasizing madly about her even as I shouted myself hoarse chanting her name along with the rest of the crowd.

“Dan-nee Reil-lee, Dan-nee Reil-lee, Dan-nee Reil-lee, Dan-nee Reil-lee!”

By the end of the game that little black dynamo had four goals in a six-nil win and was clearly the player of the game despite being only a sophomore. When I saw her stop on her way to the locker room to sign autographs for a gaggle of young girls I hurried down to lurk behind them, eager for a closer look.

From fifteen feet away Dani was even more stunning than I’d imagined. She was the most attractive black girl I’d ever seen. And I do mean black – she was extremely dark-skinned, seeming even more so against her white uniform, muddy and grass-stained as it was. Her teeth too shone shockingly white in the huge smile she kept flashing, and for some reason this stirred me even further. Perhaps it was more rebellion against my parents – my father was a confirmed racist who couldn’t see a black man on TV (particularly the president) without reeling off a string of drunken curses and slurs. As far as I was concerned, the blacker the girl who’d won my heart, the better. In any event I eased closer as she signed programs, jerseys, ticket stubs and other items, always with a personal word for each admirer.

“What’s your name, honey?”

“Laura.”

“What’s your favorite position?”

“Forward.”

“You like to score, huh?”

“I sure do!”

“Me too. Here you go.”

“Thank you so much!”

Dirty-minded me, I had my own answers to those questions rolling around my head. I loved to score – or at least I would with her, or almost anyone else for that matter, virgin that I was. And my favorite position would be whatever she dictated: missionary, doggy-style, but particularly female superior, with Dani Reilly flashing that brilliant smile down at me while she straddled my hips with those amazingly muscular haunches and rode me like a rented pony. Oh she was so hot, and yet friendly and approachable to her fans: humble, gracious and infectiously vivacious. Instantly charmed as well as further impressed and aroused by her I watched until she at last finished up and jogged off to the showers, not quite daring to join the queue myself. I needed to learn (and dream) about her a whole lot more before I risked even the most inconsequential approach. Far more than just infatuated, I hurried home and fired up my new computer, eager to discover everything I possibly could about this incredible woman.

I began my research with Facebook, where it seemed she was quite free with information and friended every fan that cared to submit a request. She also corresponded quite intimately with many people of both sexes and all races, which was encouraging as well. More encouraging still was that she gave no hint of a boyfriend anywhere. I continued by searching through school websites and news and sports publications, finding a great many local and even a few national articles including several in-depth profiles and extended interviews. Everything I read about her seemed designed to entice and encourage my naïve dreams.

It seemed despite our differences in race and age we had much in common. She was raised in poverty like me, though in the city rather than the suburbs. Another only child, her father was serving a lengthy prison term and her mother lived on government support. Dani made no secret of her estrangement from both of them, and behind the disappointment she expressed in her parents I sensed the same differences that had motivated me to move far away as soon as I came of age. She was at school on a full soccer scholarship naturally enough, and studying psychology. She was interested in a career in social work once her playing days were done, and dreamed of being selected in the Women’s Professional Soccer league draft and for the US national team like her idol Natasha Kai.

Well, suddenly I knew where I wanted to go to college myself, and what my major would be. I hadn’t given much thought to a career beyond dreams of someday becoming a paleontologist, which had been rather scuttled by my inability to pass even introductory Latin. In truth, I was in no necessity to settle on anything right away thanks to my inheritance. And Cade State might not be Harvard or Yale, but it had something no other school in the country could boast: the enchanting Dani Reilly. From their website I downloaded and printed out the necessary applications, and promptly began filling them out. Then I began pursuing all other avenues in my extremely unlikely quest to court the girl of my dreams, whom I’d only known about a few days and seen in the flesh once.

I established my own Facebook page and submitted a friend request. This was promptly confirmed, giving me a grand total of one friend – the only one I wanted. Then I began attending every Cade State soccer game within travelling distance, becoming a fixture in the crowd and their most ardent fan. It seemed after every home game (and even the away ones where it was indicated) Dani lingered to sign autographs. Finally, I summoned the guts to get one myself, and at last meet this dream girl face to face if only in the most perfunctory fashion.

First I chose the most flattering on-line photo of her in action. I re-sized this to fit on a standard sheet of paper, printed it out and fitted it into a clipboard with a folding cover to take to the game. After yet another resounding victory I waited behind the usual crowd of breathless teen and pre-teen girls. As the last ones were dispersing I hurried forward, flipping open the picture and holding it out. My hands were trembling and my heart pounding, and I stumbled through my carefully rehearsed approach.

“Um…hi, Miss Reilly. Could I… I mean to say, may I have your autograph too? I’m a huge fan, and I can’t wait to see you on the national team some day.”

“Sure.”

Dani didn’t banter with me or even ask my name as she did with the kids. She didn’t honor me with any personalized message or even make eye contact – she merely gripped the bottom of the clipboard, momentarily linking us through an inanimate object as she would eventually do so often, and scrawled her name across the photo.

“Thank you so much!” I gushed.

“Sure,” she said again, and jogged off.

So much for our first inauspicious contact. I watched her go until she was out of sight, treasuring the size of her active thighs and butt. Then I hurried home, deliberately not even glancing at the photo that held her likeness and signature until I was sprawled naked on my enormous new bed. Then I held this in one hand and gripped myself in the other. Avidly devouring her image (both that on the signed paper before me and the one in my memory of her jogging away from me) I jerked myself quickly to orgasm, crying out her name as I climaxed. From then on this would be a daily occurrence.

The rest of the season passed in a fever of euphoria for me, as Dani Reilly once again led Cade State to the division championship. I no longer even cared that I was ostracized at school and lonely at home. I had acceptance at the soccer games, the shared exuberance of the drive to the title and my worshipful adoration of Dani, albeit at a distance, to keep me going. After that winter followed, and basketball season. While not the dominating force she was on the soccer field, Dani was still an effective part of the team, and I duly went once again to every game to see her in action and get my fantasy fix. I was cheered greatly by my routine acceptance to Cade State for the following year, and come spring I was once again a fixture at the more poorly attended track meets. Dani distinguished herself as a sprinter and miler both, a rarity, and my obsession with her deepened relentlessly. Finally, after an interminable summer, I arrived on campus to begin my freshman year, and the pursuit of the girl of my dreams in earnest.




Chapter Two

Though we were both in the psych program, Dani was two years ahead of me. Therefore we shared only two classes, and in different departments.

It is a woeful fact of our educational system that most students arrive at college (or jobs) having learned little in high school, and thus must then catch up on things they should already know, like basic math and grammar. I was luckily an exception to this, and being spared the remedial work I was able to join the upper classmen right away in the statistics and composition courses required. Naturally I contrived to sit near Dani in these, where she couldn’t fail to notice that I existed. Even better was the fact that the psych department featured a lounge and study area where the students could socialize and seek help on assignments from one another. Unfortunately, the students tended to self-segregate by race, so it was difficult for me to mingle with Dani’s crowd and allow her to get to know me. But at least I was privy to department gossip, free to share observations with the other freshman and discreetly listen in on the conversations of my elders. Gradually I got to know her a little bit, if only obliquely.

As I indicated Dani was the very definition of vivacious. Lively and outgoing, she tended to dominate every gathering. Her laughter and chatter carried all over the lounge, indeed discretion was not required to eavesdrop on her. I was gratified to find that aside from a few exceptions she didn’t talk ‘lazy’ or slip into the dialect of urban blacks she was surely raised around. Clearly she understood the employment detriment the inability to use proper English would present in the wider world. In any case, she was as easy to understand in the classroom and lounge as she was on the soccer field. And through all my quiet observation I still heard no hint of a steady boyfriend or even any talk about casual dating from her.

Eventually of course, I heard speculation that she was gay. But as these rumors tended to circulate among crass or similarly infatuated guys like me I dismissed them. I wanted her desperately; therefore she could not be a lesbian. I refused to even entertain the possibility. Clearly she just hadn’t met the right guy yet, who was of course destined to be me.

Unwilling or simply unable to resort to the simple expedient of asking her out, I continued to haunt Dani around campus. Once again I was a fixture at all her soccer games, and even took in team practices when I could get away with it. I was an unobtrusive but constant presence in the background of her life, simultaneously exalted and tormented by her proximity and unattainability. How long this might have fruitlessly gone on is anyone’s guess. But then I learned of a departmental tutoring program.

This was of course designed to match struggling underclassmen with older students in need of cash. For a modest fee the latter could arrange more formal one-on-one sessions to help the former through courses they’d already completed. To my delight I saw Dani’s name on the list of available tutors. Immediately, I deliberately tanked a couple of tests, and with a bit of adroit maneuvering managed to secure her services for an hour twice a week: Tuesdays during a free period we shared in the afternoon and Thursday evenings from eight-thirty to nine-thirty. Both sessions would take place in an empty classroom designated for that purpose, where we would have undisturbed privacy.

Right away Dani proved a hard taskmaster. While stingy in her praise when I proved quick on the uptake, she was impatient and increasingly contemptuous when I failed to answer questions correctly or struggled to grasp basic concepts. For my part I was meek, eager to please and ever more enthralled by her. Being in intimate proximity with her and getting to interact even on this quasi-professional basis not only thrilled me but wonderfully fueled my daily masturbation fantasies. I found myself imagining her bringing her teaching techniques to the bedroom while I shamelessly played with myself.

“What’s the best way to satisfy a woman during oral sex?”

In my fevered imagination we were both naked, and I was kneeling on the hard tile floor before her while she sat in judgment above me in a simple classroom chair. She was holding the slim wooden pointer she often used to indicate items on the blackboard or wall charts, or to emphasize her gestures, and was toying with it significantly. She was slouched a bit, her unbelievably muscular thighs spread wide, exposing her vagina to me.

“Find and stimulate the clitoris, Miss Reilly.”

“Correct. You may pump your penis ten times.”

This I did in both fantasy and reality. My instruction continued.

“And what is the clitoris?”

“It’s a small organ of exquisite sensation just above the vagina, ma’am. It has the most nerve endings of any spot on the female body.”

“Correct again. It is also the phylogenic remnant of the penis, which is lost in fetal development. Take another ten strokes – carefully measured ones. You are not permitted to climax until I’m completely satisfied.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Groaning at the stress of withholding, I stroked my insanely demanding hard-on slowly up and down. When I timidly used my other hand to gently palpate my balls, Miss Reilly immediately used her pointer to give the side of my buttock a stinging swat.

“Stop that boy! I gave you no permission to touch yourself outside of gently pumping the shaft of your penis.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am.”

“Apology accepted – provisionally. Now, maintaining your grip on your penis but without pumping it, lean forward and locate my clitoris. You are to touch my body with nothing but the tip of your tongue.”

“Yes, Miss Reilly. Thank you so much!”

I leaned forward and tentatively explored her. According to popular culture many men have difficulty locating this particular locus of pleasure. Since my sexual experience is still nil I imagined it took me several minutes and several more painful swats of the pointer before I was rewarded with the gasps and moans signifying success.

“Ah! Ohhh, yes, well done, boy. Now provide me with unlimited oral ecstasy. You may resume slowly stroking your penis while you do so. But you will have no orgasm until I experience at least three of my own…”

Lying on my disheveled four-poster bed I pictured Dani writhing in sexual excess as I serviced her, deliberately timing the pace of my masturbation to her imagined cries. Again and again she corrected me with blows of her pointer, something she’d never really done, of course, but which for some reason featured ever more prominently in my fantasies. Finally, when I could restrain myself no longer I had her grant me the permission I craved.

“Very well, boy. Kneel there before me and jerk yourself off, worshipfully studying my body the entire time. Next week we will teach you to put that penis to proper use satisfying me. You have been a virgin for far too long.”

“Thank you, Miss Reilly!” I gasped again to the empty room. Then avidly devouring her signed photo with my eyes I beat myself to a convulsive climax, panting and moaning and finally crying out much as I’d fantasized her doing.

Of course, no such scenes had actually taken place between us, nor anything remotely similar – yet. And truly they might never have. But about a month into our association circumstances somehow conspired to push our already decidedly asymmetrical relationship to its first level of true if limited reciprocal gratification. In the process the door was opened on the exalting, madly exciting and fulfilling if wildly perverse intimacy that still captivates us both.

In our classes together I noticed that Dani still struggled with math and writing, though her mastery of the subjects she was helping me with was total. During one evening session, when her usual chastisement of me finally took on an inexplicably thrilling physical dimension, I rather incidentally made the proposal that I return the favor of her academic assistance.

We were working on techniques of behavior modification: their definitions, nature, and the respective advantages and drawbacks of each. Dani was testing my comprehension of the topics we’d just finished covering. As usual she did this without bothering to use my given name. Just as in the fantasies she inspired in me, she nearly always addressed me simply as ‘boy’.

There was a certain smirking superiority to this, born no doubt of a combination of her status as both upperclassman and sports star, her greater knowledge of psychology and the authority invested in her as my educator, and of course by her inescapable awareness of the humbly fawning puppy-love and obvious physical desire I harbored for her. In addition, there was the meekness and even servility of my manner confronted with her manifest superiority, as well as a subtle element of racial revenge. After all ‘boy’ was the anonymously condescending and even contemptuous epithet whites have directed at blacks going back to the days of slavery. In any case, standing over me as I sat at a desk in front of her, holding that pointer with a deceptive casualness, Dani (or Miss Reilly as I often felt compelled to address her) this time employed that term with a certain cruel amusement glinting in her gaze.

“Okay, boy, summarize for me what you know about the three techniques.”

Unable to hold that smirking gaze, and knowing better than to stare at those pneumatically protuberant breasts right in front of me, I focused my attention on that pointer held crosswise before her tiny waist and on the wildly arousing flare of the extravagantly muscled haunches just below. Nervously I cleared my throat and began to recite.

“The three techniques of behavior modification are derived from Skinner’s tenets of operant conditioning. The first is positive reinforcement, where a desired behavior is elicited or strengthened by rewarding the subject with something he wants. In negative reinforcement you discourage or eliminate an undesirable behavior by denying the subject something he wants. The last technique is punishment, whereby the subject receives a consequence he doesn’t want in response to the undesirable behavior.”

“That is acceptable. Now give examples of each technique.”

“Say you wish a child to do his homework. You could encourage this behavior by giving him a quarter or a treat when he’s finished. If he fails to do his homework, you could negatively reinforce this behavior by withholding privileges, like watching TV or playing video games. Or you could punish the behavior by spanking him.”

“Those examples are ridiculously trite, boy. Come up with something different. Apply the definitions to something in your own life; say something between you and me.”

I swallowed hard at this, watching Dani slide that pointer restlessly (and somewhat suggestively) back and forth between her fingers. Immediately, I flashed back to those fantasies of orally servicing her, but of course there was no way I could bring something like that up. I wracked my brain, but those images of her allowing me to pump myself, withholding permission for me to come and swatting my butt were so compelling as to drive everything else out. Finally, losing patience and perhaps intending to supply inspiration or provide an example, Dani suddenly reached swiftly out with that pointer and rapped me sharply on the knuckles.

“Well, boy? Do you need some behavior modification of your own? Let’s hear it!”

In desperation, I at last seized on the still uncomfortably suggestive example of the behavior I was deliberately suppressing in myself.

“Well…let’s say I was generally manner-less and crude, and was in the habit of openly staring at your breasts. You want to change this behavior in me. You could positively reinforce its opposite by being particularly nice to me when I desist. Simultaneously, you could use negative reinforcement by withholding all interaction or even notice of me when I persist in this rude and insulting behavior.”

“All right, what if in addition to being crude and ill-mannered you are a typically insensitive and impervious male clod, and neither of these relative subtleties has any effect?”

“In that case you could punish the behavior by publicly shaming or even slapping me.”

“And well I might!” Dani declared zealously. “Okay then, let’s move on to the question of effectiveness. I want to know which of these techniques might work the best. I must confess, I’ve never particularly noticed you staring at my breasts – though you do seem to have an inordinate interest in my legs. So why is it that you never openly stare at my breasts? I assume you find them attractive?”

“Very much so, ma’am!” As you can imagine, by this point I was staring embarrassed at the floor.

“Then why don’t you stare at them?”

“Because I don’t want to offend you. I don’t want to sacrifice your good opinion of me, if you have one. That’s negative reinforcement. And as long as I don’t, there is still the possibility you might go out with or even sleep with me someday, whereupon I might be allowed to ogle you all I wish. I suppose that’s positive reinforcement of a kind.”

“Indeed!” I could hear barely suppressed mirth in Dani’s voice, but was still too mortified to look up and try to interpret it.

“How about punishment? Aren’t you afraid I might slap your face, or maybe even pull down your pants and thrash your bare ass with my pointer stick here?”

“No ma’am.”

“So punishment, the technique I suggested might be most effective, is actually the least. Why do you think that is?”

Instead of offering the even more mortifying truth, I stuck to the book’s explanation.

“Expert opinion is unanimous that punishment, and even negative reinforcement will never elicit more than an unwilling or minimal effort to change behavior. Only positive reinforcement will inspire people to give extra, voluntary, enthusiastic effort. And punishment creates resentment, which can be even more counterproductive.”

“I see. So you would resent me if I pulled down your pants and thrashed your naked ass?”

Dani was actually giggling at this – or at the sight of my discomfiture. Squirming and blushing (and feeling the unconscionable throb of a hard-on) at this suggestive interrogation and its uncomfortable echoes of my daily masturbation fantasies, I found myself forced to produce the truth at last.

“No, ma’am. Anyone else, I would. But I couldn’t resent you for any reason. And in your case, I don’t even think that would qualify as a punishment. That would probably fall into the category of sexually exciting reward.”

Dani laughed aloud at that, and even clapped her hands. Still I couldn’t bring myself to look up at her. Brimming with relish, she continued to press ahead.

“Okay then, let’s turn the inquiry that way. Say I take a fancy to beating your naked ass once in a while. How do you positively reinforce this desired behavior?”

Daring to hope Dani might actually be convinced to carry through on this – not quite my fantasy but close enough for a start by God – I searched frantically for a tempting enough bribe. Then her continuing troubles in the two classes we shared occurred to me.

“I imagine I would reward you with some tutoring of my own. I would proofread all your papers for you, and take as long as necessary to help you through any problems you were having in statistics. And I wouldn’t have to charge you like other tutors because I have no need of money. And, of course, because getting to spend any amount of time with Miss Dani Reilly is always its own reward.”

Once again Dani clapped to herself and laughed, laughed, laughed.

“Good boy! You keep coming up with all the right answers tonight! And look: our hour of study is just about up. Tell me, boy: are you free tomorrow night? I know it’s Friday and all, but can you find some space on your crowded social calendar on short notice?”

Gawping with disbelief, I at last managed to look up at Dani’s dark-skinned little face. Her big dark eyes were glittering with excitement, and teeth flashed whitely in a wide dimpled grin that could only be called sadistic. I swallowed hard and burst forth in a verbal ejaculation.

“Of course I can!”

“Good – come to my dorm room at eight o’clock. I’m in three-three-seven Marycrest.”

With that Dani turned, gathered up her books and stuff and left without another word. As stunned and elated as I was, I couldn’t fail to notice that she took the room’s meter-long pointer with her, rather than leave it on the chalk tray where it belonged.




Chapter Three

Needless to say, I spent the night tossing and turning, unable to sleep. Visions of being at least partly naked in front of the incredibly alluring Dani, of being disciplined by her in an inescapably erotic context kept me so keyed up it was impossible to relax. It wasn’t sex, I kept reminding myself, but it was closer to it than I had ever really dared hope. And it was a kind of interpersonal interaction, of intimacy, that very well might lead to love and sex eventually. Though I’d masturbated immediately upon returning home I finally found myself jerking off again to fantasies that would be turned into realities in less than eighteen hours. This required more labor than ever before, and resulted in only a tiny drop or two of ejaculate, but at least it exhausted me enough to finally get to sleep sometime between three and four a.m.

All day Friday I was so tired (and still distracted by anticipatory fantasies) that I found it next to impossible to concentrate in my classes – more work for the tutor I guess. As for Miss Reilly, she favored me with repeated grins of such dire promise that I began to think she was looking forward to our date just as much as I was – though with much more relish and without the considerable trepidation that spiced my own anticipation. Of course, whatever kind of beating she inflicted on me surely couldn’t compare to those I’d endured throughout my childhood, so I wasn’t that worried. But the prospect of pain is never approached with perfect equanimity no matter how thrilling the context.

The trut of Dani’s reciprocal excitement was proved shortly after I arrived at her dorm room. As it was Friday night, the halls were considerably less crowded with adolescent females than what I’d imagined, for which I was grateful. When Dani let me in I saw that whatever roommate she had was out as well, another bonus. Of course as this was ostensibly a study date that was to be expected, but it was nevertheless a relief that my humiliating submission to a bare-ass beating would remain just between us. Dani locked the door behind me after I entered, a further relief and yet exciting portent, before confronting me with all her zeal, authority, loveliness, and decidedly skimpy attire.

She was barefoot, and wore only an oversize, dark blue Minnesota Vikings football jersey. This fell to mid-thigh on her, and through the mesh I could see the flash of white panties. Elsewhere there was only that delectably dark skin, and this and the way that thin fabric draped and clung to her breasts showed that she was braless. This time I couldn’t help but stare. But noticing this Dani only laughed at me.

“From now on, boy, you can ogle my body all you like. It will just make me punish you even more, which is actually positive reinforcement in your case, isn’t it? Though I have to admit, this is going to be highly gratifying for me too. Ever since I saw this kinky movie one night on Cinemax I’ve wanted to thrash a man. All men deserve to be beaten, frankly – it must be in that despicable Y chromosome. And you’re Caucasian, which makes it even better. Your sex and your race both have a lot to answer for to mine. And starting tonight they’re going to – in spades, as they say.

“All right then: normally we will get the tutoring out of the way first. Work comes before play, as they also say. And that will allow you to hurry your wounded little butt home and play with yourself as soon as I’m done with you – that is what you intend to do, yes?”

Burning with embarrassment, I managed a shamefaced nod. Dani laughed spitefully.

“How long have you been jerking off to the thought of me, boy?”

“About a year, Dani. Almost from the first time I saw you play soccer. I even have a photo you signed for me once.”

“Really? I don’t remember that. All right, I hereby give you permission to keep masturbating and fantasizing about me – provisional permission. It amuses me. I may even give you another memento to assist you, aside from the welts I’m about to leave on your ass that is. But you must promise never to tell a soul about any intimacies between us. As far as the world is concerned we are strictly tutor and tutee. Let slip any hint of a rumor otherwise and I will never speak to you again. Keep the secret, and the rewards of intimacy between us will gradually but continually increase. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Reilly.” Nervously I wet my lips, and then took the emotional plunge. “You can count on me. I will never betray you. The truth is I love you desperately. You’re the ultimate girl of my dreams!”

A glint of possessive satisfaction and sadistic savor came into Dani’s eyes at this.

“That’s been obvious for quite a while now, silly boy. Now then, as I said, usually we will study first. But I doubt either of us could concentrate on boring old statistics right now. So before you leave here, we will send a copy of the paper I’ve just written for composition over to your computer. You will correct and improve it for me, and send it back tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

“I think it would be more appropriate – not to mention gratifying – if you addressed me formally as ‘Mistress’ during these sessions, boy.”

“Of course. I mean yes, Mistress, it will be done.”

Already I was tremulous with excitement at these developments, humiliated with submission before this gorgeous authority figure but inexplicably thrilled to be so. Then of course the intensity of these feelings, and of the situations that engendered them, increased astronomically, as they have continued to do ever since.

“Good. All right, boy, get your clothes off. Strip naked for your Mistress and prepare to be disciplined. I want to see you beaten, humiliated, and crying like a little girl before I let you go home and play with yourself!”

Of course, I was already plenty humiliated, and soon I was absolutely mortified. I’d never been naked before a girl in my life, much less one whose approval I craved so desperately. And soon I was not just naked in front of her but with a rigidly erect penis. Dani had picked up the pointer she confiscated from the classroom, and she used this to poke and even stroke my hard-on, pressing down hard against its urgent up-thrust.

“Hmm,” she smirked. “Not bad for a skinny little white boy. I expected to need a magnifying glass. I suppose you want to stick this thing into me, don’t you, honky?”

“Very much so, Mistress.”

Suddenly Dani slashed that thin stick hard against my dick, making me cry out at the sudden immense flash of pain – which for some reason aroused me even more.

“Well you never will, boy!” she snarled. “Put that thought right out of your head! I will never even touch that filthy thing! Here!”

Suddenly Dani lifted up the hem of her shirt, giving me a heart-stopping glimpse of her stupendously muscled thighs and oh-so wide hips. She pulled her panties down and off, seeming to contradict the terrible vow she’d just made. But as she straightened back up she was balling these into a compact wad.

“Open your mouth, boy! We can’t have you bawling and bleating like that and arousing the curiosity of my neighbors.”

When I complied, Dani stuffed her panties deep into my mouth. Then she grinned at me, once again friendly and approving in her consummately authoritative way.

“Keep those there until I’m finished with you. Then you may take them home as the memento of your first beating that I promised you. Those will make an even better masturbatory aid than my autographed picture, won’t they?”

I nodded fervently at her, trying hard not to gag at the pressure on my palate. Dani’s grin widened even more in response.

“Good. I like you, boy. Now, lie over the side of my bed. Press your naughty erection against the mattress, keep your legs together tight and clasp your hands behind your back. Then don’t move until I’m finished whipping you. Understood?”

Again I nodded, fear battling with excitement, dismay and arousal in a sickening but instantly addictive mix. Then I assumed the position I was ordered to, moaning uncontrollably as my hot and throbbing prick was nestled against my mistress’ bed. Breathing heavily through my nose I waited for the beating that would change and claim me forever to begin. And then it did.

Standing to one side of me (the side I was facing) Dani drew the arm with the pointer in it back, held it for a minute to milk the suspense, and then slashed it viciously against my buttocks. Braced as I was for the pain it was still shockingly enormous, and I cried out helplessly into the wad of cotton stuffing my mouth. I flinched uncontrollably, and restrained my hands from leaping to rub at that terrible sting only with a monumental effort. Meeting my instantly watering eyes, Dani grinned evilly down at me.

“Was that good for you, white boy? Do you want me to continue?”

Who can explain the human brain? Not me – I was only in my first semester of psychology classes. Despite the agony in my ass, my cock throbbed harder than ever, and my inexplicable arousal and desperate love for and compulsion to submit to this older and infinitely superior female easily overruled my instinct for self preservation. I instantly and eagerly nodded up at her, and Dani’s dimpled grin widened gloatingly.

“Excellent! You and I are going to have some exciting times, white boy. Here it comes again, and I’m not stopping until I’ve reduced you to a pathetically sniveling little shit. Don’t bother begging me, and don’t you dare move until I tell you. You had your chance to cry off and you willingly spurned it!”

With that she swatted me again, and again and again and again, seemingly ad infinitum. Had I thought it couldn’t be worse than the beatings I’d received growing up? How wrong I was! Reveling in my helpless squirming, my muffled cries and my eventual abject sobbing, Dani whipped my ass with that thin, hard wooden stick for nearly half an hour: far longer than any other corporal punishment had lasted. And yet I willingly endured it, since this wasn’t one of my hated parents punishing me for some deserved or undeserved infraction but my beloved mistress doing it simply for the sheer quasi-sexual thrill it gave her. I even proved more resilient than that stick, which finally broke in half at one particularly vicious lash against my ass. Yet not even this brought an end to the discipline.

“Goddamn it!” Dani remarked, panting a bit from a combination of exertion and excitement. She dropped the splintered end she was still holding. “Don’t you move, boy! This isn’t over yet by a damn sight!”

She stepped out of my line of vision. Blinking my eyes clear of tears, I saw her return holding my shirt in one hand and the belt from my pants in the other. She used the former to mop the sweat from her face. Then she switched the belt to her good right hand, making a loop with the buckle and pulling it snug around her fist. She pushed her sleeve up, and I had time to notice that the already impressive muscles of her arm were flexed and bulging from work, pushing veins up excitingly to the surface. Then she began whipping me again, this time with my own belt, overlaying the myriad thin welts she’d just made with inch-wide bruises.

For nearly another half hour Mistress Dani kept this up, until I was indeed reduced not just to a pathetically sniveling wreck but a miserably weeping one ceaselessly gagging on my own screams. I began greatly ruing the extreme fitness of her that so excited me, and wondering how long her endurance could possibly hold out. Mine was indeed tested beyond belief, and all arousal long since banished by an excess of agony. But at last she leaned down, dripping sweat on me, and graced each abysmally wounded buttock with a gentle kiss.

This I welcomed with swooning exaltation – my first kisses from a girl after all, and the girl of my dreams in the bargain! Then she straightened, and worked her hand free from the loop in my belt.

“Okay, boy, that’s good enough for a first time. Next time we’ll really get it on. You may take my panties home and beat off now. But I want you to do it only once. From now on you masturbate only after I’ve disciplined you, and only the one time. Is that understood?”

Gasping, I spit out those panties and blubbered my reply.

“Yes, Mistress. I love you and will always do as you say.”

“Good. Now get dressed. I’m afraid you’ll have to do without your belt, however. I’m going to keep it for future use, and as my own memento of this auspicious occasion.”

As I painfully gained my feet, Dani caught sight of my limply shriveled-up dick and laughed with her already familiar gloating scorn.

“I see your penis is now properly chastened, boy. That’s good – very good. Do you think you’ll still be able to get it up for me?”

“Without a doubt, Mistress!” I sniffled with great sincerity. “The memory of you beating me will easily keep me hard until next time!”

“I’m pleased to hear it. Come over here now and enter your email address into my computer so I can send you my paper to work on. And though you will then have my address, you will send me no unsolicited messages of any kind. Simply attach the corrected work to a blank reply. Do you understand that as well?”

“Completely, Mistress.”

I hurried over to comply. Then I dressed, my shirt still damp with Mistress’ sweat. After that I paused a moment for some acknowledgment, wiping my face to make myself presentable to the outside world. Without turning from her computer Dani dismissed me with one last order.

“I’ll see you in class Monday, boy, and for our Tuesday appointment. Before then you will buy me a new pointer, one that won’t break. I’ll let you know when I’m ready to thrash you again. Remember: one orgasm and that’s it!”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you so much for beating me.”

Dani gave a distracted wave, and I limped painfully out.




Chapter Four

There is a full-length mirror on the door to my bedroom closet. Back home I quickly stripped again, and used this to examine the damage Dani had done to me. It was impressively extensive. Wonderingly I ran my hands gently over all those welts and bruises, hissing at the still flaming pain. Sitting down was going to be an awful torment for a while. I was tempted to take some aspirin, or a few shots from one of the bottles of brandy I’d found in the wine cellar to dull this. But perversely I resisted the temptation.

I wanted the pain, just as I treasured the marks of my mistress’ handiwork. Dani Reilly had done this to me, the moderately famous soccer star. I had been naked with her, seen her braless and had been blessed with a brief glimpse of her fantastic upper thighs and hips bare. I’d had her freshly-worn panties in my mouth for heaven’s sake, and had actually been given them as a gift, along with her permission and even direction to use them to masturbate. Such intimacies were priceless, of which the cost to me in pain was a precious and potent reminder.

Indeed now that the ordeal was over I had trouble properly crediting the intensity of the agony that had left me bawling and screaming shamelessly before her. Certainly it had been terrible, but I’d gotten through it. And it had forged an exquisite connection between us, a bond shared by no one else. By submitting to her thrashing I had gratified her in a way she’d long craved, providing her with a thrill as intimate as sex. She had said she liked me, and kissed me twice; kissed my ass! Already the possessor of my heart she now owned me body and soul as well. I felt ready to do anything for her, suffer any pain or indignity in order to provide her with further pleasure, and be rewarded with her approval. Oh she was so beautiful, so strong and authoritative I felt like a moth drawn to a flame, not caring if its heat and brilliance consumed me utterly. Indeed that extinction of self in the blaze of her glory seemed the pinnacle of bliss.

With these thoughts running through my head I became aware that my erection had returned full-force. So fierce in its rigidity that it pulsed and ached, this urgently demanded that I perform the other half of our strange auto-da-fe, sealing and celebrating the death of my autonomy with the frantic, worshipful expulsion of my seed. From now on I would experience the apotheosis of orgasm only in her name and at her direction, and inspired only by the images of her ultimate beauty and power and through the consecrated totems she bestowed on me. It would be a holy ecstasy permitted me and purchased from my mistress-Goddess through the suffering she extracted from me.

Exalted by such perceptions, I fell naked to my knees like a penitent. I pulled Mistress’ panties over my face like a mask. Then breathing the faint scent of her sex I gripped and flogged myself with a mad passion, avidly replaying the memories of her telling me to ogle her all I liked, lifting up her shirt, whipping my prick, whipping my ass; the muscles of her arm bulging with veins as she raised her weapon over me, panting like a bull with exaltation shining from her eyes as she brought it down again and again and again and again, mercilessly reducing me to pitifully groveling victimhood, before at last relenting, satisfied, and then graciously blessing my perfected condition with the gentlest of soothing kisses. Inflamed beyond belief I soared swiftly toward transcendence, and within a minute I peaked, extravagantly spasming and pumping the uttermost essence of myself out all over in sacramental propitiation.

After that I collapsed groaning, even weeping again a little with the power of the experience. Then I crawled wounded and exhausted to bed. I had an exceedingly important duty to perform first thing in the morning.

Dani’s paper needed serious help. It was poorly organized and punctuated, and she trusted her spell-check function a little too much. Certain homonyms needed to be replaced. I spent an hour or so rewriting it for her, doing the work kneeling before my computer. As I’d feared my backside was far too sore to sit upon for long, and I dreaded classes on Monday morning. In any case kneeling naked before her name and words on the screen both gave me a submissive little thrill and seemed the proper way to pay homage to my mistress in her absence. When completed I returned her paper as ordered and headed for the shower.

Bathing my wounds gave me both a nostalgic erotic charge and an erection. Sorely tempted though I was to put this to use I managed to refrain from masturbating again. Mistress had limited me to just the one orgasm, and I found the knowledge that I was obeying her command in a strange way almost as rewarding as an ejaculation would be. Though I used a soapy sponge mitt to stroke it up and down quite a bit beyond the requirements of hygiene I did this with the exquisite slowness of my fantasies, imagining her standing there with my belt dangling from the loop snugged about her fist, permitting me a certain number of strokes and no more. At last, groaning with the effort of desisting, I turned the shower to cold and stood shivering and whimpering under the icy blast until my ardor had cooled and my penis at last slumped into reluctant quiescence. Then I emerged.

Using the mirror again I examined myself clinically. Mistress’ pointer had not only welted but actually broken the skin of my buttocks in a few places. And her belt had abraded as well as bruised me. Gently I worked an antibiotic ointment in all over. Then after brushing my teeth and sprucing up in general I got dressed.

In another act of homage to the lovely Dani Reilly I reverently donned the panties she’d given me. This would have to be a rare thrill – I didn’t want to ruin them or wear them out. But as I was running an errand she’d decreed for me and then attending her game this afternoon I felt permitted. Drawing them up over my wounded ass and swiftly returning erection gave me an acute thrill indeed. I’d never engaged in any cross-dressing, nor felt the slightest inkling to. But it definitely excited me to have my sex nestled into the same swatch of fabric that had held hers as early as the day before. Once again I felt an acute need to masturbate, and again managed to suppress it. But it was growing clear this requirement was eventually going to become quite a trial for me. Already I was looking forward with uneasy longing to my next discipline session despite the condition the first had left me in.

That of course brought me to my next mistress-appointed task for the day. I needed to replace the pointer she’d broken over my bottom. Once I was dressed I consulted the directory for the nearest store that specialized in teaching supplies. After working out the number of buses I would have to take to get there I gave in and called a cab. Clearly I needed to dip into my bank account and buy a vehicle of some kind. In any case by one o’clock I’d reached the store and was browsing through the selection offered.

Dani had said to get a model that wouldn’t break. Shortly I located a graphite one that was ideal: four feet long, black with a molded white grip at the base and a white pointed tip. Flexing it between my hands I found it to be stiff and yet springy, strong and resilient but limber in the manner of a top-of-the-line fishing pole. Only a quarter inch or so in diameter, I could bend it almost into a semicircle without putting undo strain on it.

Conscious of Dani’s (I mean my) panties bunching up in the crack of my tender ass I whipped that stick around like a fencing foil. Listening to it cut the air with a wicked hiss I found myself both aroused and daunted by the thought of the uses to which it would no doubt soon be put. Supremely satisfied I paid for it, grabbed lunch at a fast food place and returned home. There I was just in time for the bus to Cade State and Dani’s game.

Unfortunately, this match was against a very poor team. Dani and a few of the other top players were rested to get other members of the squad some valuable experience. My beloved didn’t even get on the field. Though we cruised to an easy four-nil victory I hardly watched any of the action, focusing instead on my lovely mistress sitting on the bench, treasuring every time she leaped up in excitement or celebration. Denied even the briefest eye contact with her I returned home a bit downcast to endure the rest of that seemingly endless weekend alone.

Come Monday Dani ignored me completely, even when we handed in our papers for composition. Sitting through classes proved to be just the trial I’d expected on my slowly healing backside, and I was reduced to squirming uncomfortably and quietly pining for my intolerably sexy mistress even when I contrived to sit next to her in statistics. But at last Tuesday afternoon arrived, and with it our scheduled tutoring session secluded in that empty classroom. Brimming with excitement I arrived ten minutes early, bringing the gift of her new pointer and my increasingly deranged devotion.

I set out my books on a desk, opened the one we’d been working on and laid the pointer next to it. Still standing I read the same page three or four times, so worked up at the prospect of being alone with my mistress again that I couldn’t concentrate on such mundane matters as operant conditioning. Finally, the door opened and Dani entered, looking lovelier than ever. She returned my tentative smile with smirk of smug superiority, which widened to a magnificent grin when I picked up the pointer and held it out to her.

“I have your new teaching aid, Miss Reilly. I hope it suits your purposes.”

“We’ll see,” she gleamed, setting her own books down and accepting it from me. Right away my distress at being ignored by her recently was healed. Dani hefted her new weapon, flexed it and swished it through the air much as I’d done in the store. Her appreciative grin took on a decidedly evil look.

“Fabulous!” she breathed. “We are going to have mucho fun with this! Well done, boy. I was also pleased with your work on my paper. You have some simply splendid positive reinforcement to look forward to…Saturday night I think. We should have our composition grades back by then, and I have an absolutely huge game against our biggest rival that afternoon. Tell me, boy, have you obeyed me about beating off?”

“Yes, Miss Reilly: once only, as soon as I got home. It was my best orgasm by far. It’s been very difficult to hold off since then, but I’ve managed it.”

“Hmm…I’m going to have to take your word for that I guess, at least for now. Let me think about that. In the meantime, sit down. We’d better get to work.”

“P…please Miss Reilly,” I stammered. “May I kneel instead? Sitting is still quite painful for me. And I feel more appropriate kneeling before you in any case.”

“Well you should, boy!” Dani replied with a glint of mischievousness. “But this is still too public for such an obvious display of obsequiousness. Someone might enter unannounced. And I like the thought of you suffering for me. Therefore you will sit, and pay strict attention. You will not let your discomfort distract you from your studies, is that understood?”

“Yes, Miss Reilly.”

“Good. Okay then, back to chapter five…”

And so my tutoring resumed. Of course, I didn’t really need tutoring – I had tanked those tests on purpose. But to maintain the deception I feigned continuing difficulty. Soon I had another incentive to play dumb as well. No longer content just to chastise my mistakes with her sharp tongue Dani also began to punish them physically to the extent that circumstances permitted. She would give me a slap upside the head, pull my hair or painfully twist my ear in addition to rapping my knuckles with her delightful new pointer. Basking in her contemptuous authority, increasingly addicted to the perverse thrill of being abused by my secret mistress, I found myself constantly giving her excuses to do so. Dani wasn’t stupid however, despite her difficulties with math and English. By the end of that Tuesday afternoon the deception was finished, and already we’d taken another significant step toward out mutual destiny.

Five minutes remained on the clock. Dani had been circling ominously around me as she posed questions, toying ostentatiously with her pointer and smacking me smartly in the head with it at every wrong answer. But suddenly she knotted her fist in my hair from behind and yanked my head back. Leaning over me she hissed in my ear.

“That’s enough! No way are you this stupid! You’re coasting through two-hundred level math and writing, and you expect me to believe you can’t handle introductory psychology? Quit playing games and tell me the truth, boy. Why are you wasting my time this way?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress!” I gasped, using her secret title automatically. “You’re right, I don’t really need tutoring. But I’ve been in love with you for over a year now. You’re the whole reason I came to this school, and entered this program. I couldn’t find any other way to meet you. When I saw you were available for tutoring I started flunking on purpose and signed up. I know you’re on scholarship and probably need the money, and I have plenty enough to pay. So I thought I would help you out and at the same time let you get to know me. And it’s worked out okay, hasn’t it? You’re getting paid, you’re getting free tutoring of your own, you have your own personal whipping boy, and I get to spend precious time with you. It’s win-win all around!”

“I suppose it is,” Dani mused, still yanking my head painfully back. “But I don’t like being deceived. Swear to me right now that you’ll never try to trick me or lie to me again!”

“I swear it, Mistress! On my soul, which you now own, I will never try to trick or lie to you again! You have my solemn promise!”

“Very well,” Dani menacingly intoned, her hot breath tickling my ear and sending delicious shivers wracking me. “Here is how we’ll proceed then. You’re right, I need the money. My scholarship covers books, room and board – if you can call living in the dorm and eating at the dining hall room and board – but no other living expenses. And women’s soccer doesn’t have alumni handing out fat checks like the football players get. So we’ll keep up the official relationship. But from now on you will tutor me during these twice-weekly sessions, and keep paying for the privilege. Meanwhile our outside ‘study dates’ will be reserved strictly for punishment – and any other positive or negative reinforcement I care to dish out. And if you would seek to further ingratiate yourself with me, you might consider treating me to a proper dinner at these, or bestowing other little tokens of affection on me. How does all that sound?”

“It all sounds simply wonderful, Mistress!” I honestly gushed. “It sounds absolutely heavenly to me!”

“Good!” Dani purred in my ear. At last she released my hair. “I’ll see you Thursday evening then. Bring your math books!”

Without another glance she rounded my chair, gathered up her stuff and marched out.




Chapter Five

Back home I went straight to the computer and logged into my checking account. Even after sixteen months as my own man (and a reasonably independently wealthy one), checking the state of my finances still made me want to pinch myself.

Counting the last monthly transfer (it was the second week of October) I had just over thirty-six thousand dollars available. Since heat and electric and other household upkeep were automatically charged to another trust established for that purpose, my only real monthly expenses were for food and internet and cable TV service. Even Dani’s tutoring was paid for out of my educational trust. After splurging for a top-of-the-line computer, entertainment center and a new wardrobe I had continued to live frugally, taking the bus for example. Now, even setting aside say, a quarter of my savings to buy a reliable used car, I still had enough money saved up to lavish any number of expensive dinners and gifts on my beloved. And every month I added another two grand to my account.

Of course, I wanted to buy her something right away, but what? It not only had to be something she would like and could use; that would flatter her and have some particular significance, but discretion was paramount. She couldn’t just strut around school sporting some flashy new clothes or jewelry. People would talk, especially with Dani living in the fish bowl of a dormitory. At last I decided on a calculator specializing in statistical functions.

Naturally we had computer programs that would handle this stuff, but neither of us owned a laptop (yet) and this would allow her to work on assignments outside of class or her dorm room – specifically during our tutoring sessions together. This wasn’t exactly the kind of flattering, significant or (should I dare) romantic present I had in mind. But perhaps it was wise to start simple and pragmatic. Later, once I’d thought through the matter more and had a better idea of the way things were going I could move on to something more personal.

Wednesday Dani continued with her policy of completely ignoring me both around the psych department and in the classes we shared. Even when our papers were handed back to us in composition she merely glanced at her grade and tucked it away, giving me no indication how our collaboration had fared. It wasn’t until Thursday evening when I arrived to begin tutoring her that I got any idea where I stood with her.

This time Dani had arrived ahead of me. In fact, her book and papers were spread out on the big teacher’s desk, and she was poring over them, clearly acquainting herself with the areas she was having the most difficulty with. Wearing sandals, a denim skirt and simple paisley blouse, she was braless and as excitingly lovely as always. Looking up when I entered the room and shut the door behind me, she gave me a smoldering smile. Though it would be me doing the teaching from now on her pointer lay on the desk within easy reach.

“Close the shade, boy.”

Obediently I turned back and twisted shut the blinds over the window in the door. As we were on the third floor of a mostly empty building, this seemed sufficient to ensure our privacy. Too bad I couldn’t lock us in. When I proceeded into the room toward her Dani’s smile widened into a thing of toothy dimpled beauty.

“I got the best mark ever on that paper you helped me with, boy. Well done. I think a little positive reinforcement is in order.”

Still smiling, she reached up and slipped free a couple buttons of her shirt, exposing the upper slopes of her breasts and a bit of cleavage to me.

“Let’s hope you have a similar effect on my math grade.”

“Maybe this will help,” I croaked out of a suddenly dry throat. I produced the calculator I’d ordered for her (and paid extra for overnight shipping) and slid it onto the desk in front of her. “Just the tiniest token of my devotion, Miss Reilly.”

Dani’s smile brightened even further, an expression I’d have spent ten times as much to elicit. Then she undid another button, considerably improving the view.

“Well, you are a useful young mammal, aren’t you, boy? Well done again. Now, pull up a chair beside me here and let’s see if we can’t clear a few things up between us.”

Of course, in contrast to Dani my tutoring technique was supremely respectful and deferential to the point of timidity. There was also the constant maddening distraction of her gaping shirt. The top halves of her amazing breasts kept drawing my attention, and every shift in her position seemed to provide a glimpse of aureole, betraying the existence of some truly extraordinary nipples. Fortunately however, math is one of my best subjects. While Dani still struggled with basic algebra and was bewildered by statistical theory I had breezed all the way through calculus while still in senior high. Such is the difference between suburban and inner city schools I suppose. Despite having a near constant hard-on – even the smell of her in such close proximity was ambrosial to me – I was able to indeed clear things up quite a bit for her over the course of an hour. We even worked a good ten minutes past the allotted time. I made no complaint of course – the very idea was laughable. And once Dani sighed and closed her book at last I was further rewarded beyond belief.

“Wonderful – this crap is finally making sense.” Suddenly her hand was in my lap, groping me through my slacks. She seized and squeezed my erection, only that thin bit of fabric between her strong grip and the organ she swore she would never touch.

“My, my – someone is rather excited this evening. Having you been enjoying your positive reinforcement boy?”

“Absolutely, ma’am!” I gasped. Of course, I hadn’t come in nearly a full week, easily a record for me, and what a week it had been! Dani immediately made reference to this.

“I’ll bet – I can feel you throbbing. Tell me, boy: are you still behaving yourself? Have you abstained from masturbating as I ordered?”

“Yes, Mistress, I have!” Helplessly I groaned as her squeezing hand tightened. “I’ve never gone this long before. I don’t know how I’m going to make it through Saturday. I feel like I might shoot in my pants any minute.”

“Well, we can’t have that!” Dani grinned. She finally released me and shot a glance at the door. No one had even walked by it the entire time we were sequestered. It seemed our privacy was plenty secure. “Stand up and drop your pants. I’ve finally come up with a way to help you resist temptation – and ensure that my orders are obeyed.”

In seconds, my pants were around my ankles. I wasn’t wearing any underwear – these days it was the panties Dani had given me or nothing. My cock strained urgently upright, bobbing a little as it pulsed. I had insane visions of Dani jerking it for me or even squeezing it between her breasts or her big thick lips. But when she pushed back her chair and rose herself she had a length of a little blue pastel ribbon in one hand and her new pointer in the other.

“That’s enough erection now, boy. Get limp for me!”

Naturally I goggled at this impossible demand. And naturally Dani knew it was impossible too, for she promptly took matters into her own hands.

“I said get limp!”

As she’d done the previous Friday night Mistress suddenly lashed her pointer viciously down on the up-questing shaft of my hard-on. Somehow I kept from screaming but it was an extremely close thing. The pain was so much worse! That longer, hard-but-limber graphite switch was orders of magnitude more devastating than simple wood. My first gift to Mistress was clearly one I was going to be paying far more than I ever imagined for and in interminable perpetuity. Yet despite the explosion of agony in my cock it only strained harder upwards after waggling wildly around. In response, Mistress whipped it again and again, half a dozen times at least. Still my tortured sex organ exulted in the abuse, and though tears streamed down my face and my fists clenched so tightly my nails dug into my palms I gasped as much in arousal as excruciation. At last Mistress’ impatience got the better of her.

“Damn you, boy, I said get limp! Someone could come barging in that door any minute. I guess we need to get serious about shriveling you up!”

Suddenly Dani stepped forward and swung one of those formidable soccer-player legs up, ramming her knee hard into my exposed balls. Instantly I gave a choked cry and collapsed back into my chair, the breath and all the strength (not to mention arousal) knocked out of me. While I sobbed and retched for breath, appalled at Mistress’ brutal cruelty, she forced my knees apart and bent over the bowling ball of agony that had taken the place of my groin.

Setting aside her pointer she took that ribbon and knotted one end securely about the base of my throbbing scrotum. Being careful not to touch me with her bare fingers, she then tied the other end about my penis just below the head, leaving barely an inch or so of play in that ribbon.

“There!” she declared with consummate satisfaction. “The only way to remove that little dick-hobble will be to cut it. And if you dare do that, the pain in your balls now is nothing like what I’ll dish out when I see you again. I’ll kick ‘em right up into your asshole for you! So, do you think you’ll be able to resist the temptation to play with yourself, boy?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I groaned automatically, still too distressed to even consider the penis-bondage she’d just put me in.

“Excellent! Then get your pants up, get squared away and get out of here. I’ll see you at my place Saturday night at eight.” Grinning smugly again Dani gathered up her things and left.

Of course, by the time I arrived home I could think of little but my tied-down dick. I hurried into the closest bathroom, where the bright fluorescent lights would allow the most intimate inspection. There I dropped my pants again and gazed appalled at what had been done to me. To start with my shaft was raw and welted and already considerably puffy from the blows it had taken, but the bondage Mistress had put me in was truly fiendish.

The loop of thin yet sturdy silk ribbon about my dick encircled me just above the glans, and was just snug enough to ensure that it couldn’t be slipped on and off (at least without telltale greasing and fraying). Yet it wasn’t so tight that it would inhibit urination or cut into the tender skin. The knot meanwhile was drawn extremely tight and redundantly wrapped, making picking it apart impossible. The loop about my balls was identically calibrated to be both impossible to remove and yet completely safe. Mistress was right: only a pair of scissors or another cutting implement would be able to set me free.

Staring aghast at my wounded and imprisoned penis, I felt again the inexplicable and yet compulsory arousal that came with being subjected to my lovely beloved’s implacable authority.

My mouth grew dry, my heart raced, and right on cue my dick began to swell and stiffen, foolishly pitting itself against that ribbon. Of course, this was useless: no matter how madly it strained at its tether my glans was unable to raise itself. Instead I was inflicted with an exquisitely personal pain in my balls and prick both, as well as an acute sense of carnal frustration. Until Mistress saw fit to release me beating off was going to be a complete impossibility. Washing was going to be awkward as well, and I’d even have to pee sitting down. Dismaying as all this was however it remained distinctly arousing. Even the pain and frustration were turning me on, leading to greater pain and frustration leading to further arousal and so on in a self-perpetuating escalation. Wallowing in this perversely rewarding torment I stripped off the rest of my clothes and spent the remainder of the evening and even the entire night naked, feeling victimized and submissive, and dwelling constantly on thoughts of my fabulously exciting Mistress: miles away and yet constantly with me in the presence of her silk penis tether. Oh, how I couldn’t wait for Saturday night, when she would again deign to beat me, and then free me so that I might beat myself in frantic devotion to her!

Friday dragged on forever of course. The sole bright spot was that Dani actually made eye contact with me a couple of times, giving me brief, sly looks that reminded us both of the inescapable hold she had on me. Saturday proved interminable too, the torture worsened by the fact that for once everything didn’t go Cade State’s way on the soccer field.

Our opponent clearly came into the match with the intention of stymieing us by throwing Dani off her game. Not only did they bunker in defensively, keeping all eleven players behind the ball and playing negative, unattractive soccer, but they took every opportunity to foul her. Again and again Dani was shoved over or hacked down, until it seemed half their team had been cautioned. This rough treatment of our star player (and my beautiful beloved) enraged me along with the rest of our team and fans, and I seemed to feel each accumulated bruise and vicious tackle acutely myself. But the cynical tactics paid off. Eventually Dani grew so frustrated and pissed off that she threw a retaliatory elbow, which by either chance or design connected squarely with the opposing defender’s nose, sending blood spouting in a gush. To a chorus of partisan boos, Dani was given a straight red card – ejected from the game. Watching her storm angrily off the pitch and head for the showers I felt a premonitory shiver of unease in addition to the sense of outraged injustice shared by the rest of the crowd.

Down to ten players and without our sparkplug to boot, it became even more difficult to break down the opposing defense. Worse, taking advantage of their superior numbers the other team at last began to break on the counterattack, seeking to bag a goal against the run of play and come away with an unlikely victory. Finally, with less than ten minutes left and our girls pressing furiously (and a bit inadvisably) forward in hopes of maintaining our record winning streak, disaster occurred. There was a clash of heads, a wicked ricochet, and the ball squirted free in an unlikely direction, sending the opposition racing down into our end in a three-on-one. A couple passes later the lone striker, an ugly, hulking brute whose face should have been on mug shots all over the country finished with an easy tap-in to put us down one-nil.

That was it. Despite more desperate pressure than ever our undermanned squad was unable to equalize, and Cade State’s historic run of victories was ended at the hands of our bitterest rival. Seething with injustice and hurling invective at both the ref’s decision to eject Dani and the opposition’s despicable strategy – ‘the beautiful game’ that had certainly been not – I made my way to the exit with the rest of the crowd. Again, I was feeling a measure of personal trepidation along with the communal outrage. Lovely Dani was unlikely to be in a good or playful mood for our domination date just a few hours away.

Back at my ridiculously expansive house the weekly domestic crew was just finishing up. Since his death, my grandfather’s trust had employed a housekeeping service to dust and vacuum the interior every Saturday and a groundskeeper to mow the lawn, trim the hedges and ornamental trees and shrubs, skim and maintain the swimming pool and see to any other upkeep. Though the trust also provided for a live-in maid I preferred not to engage one. I was perfectly capable of making my own bed, doing my own laundry, cooking my own meals and loading the damn dishwasher after all, and considered it a matter of pride to look after myself. I exchanged brief pleasantries with these people as they left, took dinner alone and then showered meticulously, being careful as always not to disturb that pale blue ribbon. This was being sorely tested yet again as the anticipation of my approaching appointment with Mistress grew, and I felt more than a little crazed with frustrated lust. At last I dressed in simple moccasins, a pair of tan cargo pants and a nice white shirt, eschewing socks and underwear as usual. To maintain the illusion that this was a mere study session I gathered up my notebook and math text and took the bus back to campus.

Once again Dani’s dormitory was weekend-empty, populated only by those too bookish or antisocial to avail themselves of the college nightlife. I took the elevator to her floor and arrived at her door precisely on time. Then, taking a deep breath to try to quell my tremulousness, I raised a hand and knocked.




Chapter Six

The door to three thirty-seven was wrenched open almost immediately. There stood Mistress Dani, her lovely face disfigured by a hideously malignant rage.

She was dressed in just a sports bra and matching spandex shorts of navy blue. This skimpy, skin-tight and wildly exiting outfit exposed more of her than I’d ever seen before: buffed-up arms and shoulders, washboard belly narrowing to a tiny waist and then those outrageously flaring hips. Every bulging muscle of her Herculean thighs and butt were clearly defined, and thin stretched fabric also clung to every contour of her pneumatic breasts, letting me see their exact, perfectly symmetrical shapes right to the protruding tips of her nipples.

To say my breath was taken away is to find truth in a cliché: I was so awed I literally forgot to breathe. My knees immediately weakened too, and I almost swooned between arousal and intimidation. My insanely fearsome Mistress seemed deliberately sculpted from animate obsidian to appeal to all my most submissive compulsions. Perversely this madness of enervating desire only intensified when it became clear almost immediately that Dani was dressed not for sexual appeal but for ease of movement throughout the most athletic exertions. Mistress clearly had a workout planned that would not only test me to my un-guessed limits, not only ease the distress of her disastrous day, but that would also more than make up for whatever rampant physicality she’d been denied in her past two games, first from sitting on the bench and then being ejected frustratingly early. Perceiving this I was so overcome with terrified lust that all I could do was stand there and gape at her.

“Goddamn it, get in here, boy!” she snarled, yanking me inside and then slamming and locking the door behind me. “I am so pissed off I can’t even think straight! Didn’t you get my email message? I told you to be here by seven instead!”

Not even waiting for me to try to babble out some useless apology Dani plowed commandingly on.

“Haven’t you got a cell phone? No? Then get one, damn it! I want you on call for me at all times. I don’t ever want to have to wait on you again!”

At last, Mistress took a deep breath, and then reassured me (if only obliquely) that it wasn’t me she was primarily pissed off at.

“We’re going to find out just how much you love me tonight, boy. I am fucking bursting with rage after that fiasco today, and I’m going to take it all out on you. Are you prepared to accommodate your mistress in this? Are you willing to submit to me releasing all my unhealthy emotions in an absolutely epic thrashing of your ass?”

Despite that helpless quailing inside, I was of course rendered more than ever a slave to my love and desire for Dani by both her unbelievable body and consummate authority and my inexplicable addiction to being her victim. I didn’t hesitate for an instant.

“Yes, Mistress Dani. I belong to you entirely. Do whatever you wish to me. I’m outraged by the injustice done to you today too, and I’m terribly sorry I wasn’t here for you earlier. Please extract payback from me until you feel relieved. I live to make you happy however I can.”

“Then get your clothes off, boy. I want you naked and oh-so vulnerable!”

As I hastily stripped Dani rummaged a moment in the top drawer of her desk. I noticed that both her devastating new pointer and the belt she’d taken from me last week were laid out waiting on her bed. Then she turned back to me, and I saw that she was holding a wide roll of black plastic strapping tape. Right away she ripped off a strip of this and plastered it over my mouth, followed by another which overlapped it in an extensive X that reached high up my cheeks and down under the shelf of my jaw.

“God, I’d love to hear you screaming and bawling under my whip right now!” Mistress growled. “Seeing you gagged is nice, but I want to revel in every decibel of your distress. Unfortunately as long as we’re doing this in the dorm we have to be discreet about it.

“Okay, stand over here boy, and bend over the back of this chair. I need to make sure you can’t change your mind halfway through this and try to chicken out. Of course, it might be fun to have to wrestle you down and physically subdue you before finishing your punishment. But I don’t want to wreck the room. There’s too much of Sadie’s stuff in here that I don’t fancy replacing. That’s another reason for us to find a better place for our domination dates…”

Mistress positioned me standing nude behind her desk chair, my tied-down cock already straining painfully at its tether. Following her instructions I bent over the back of this until I was almost double, reaching down to clasp the outside of the back legs of the chair at about my mid-calf. Right away she used that tape to bind my wrists and ankles to them thus, preventing me from escaping her or even rising up from my uncomfortably folded-over posture. Then she tossed the tape aside and picked up the pointer I’d so inadvisably given her.

“I see your butt is finally healed up,” she breathed venomously. “How convenient: just in time for me to wound it even worse! Okay, white boy, prepare to suffer more than ever before. Mistress has got a lot of unholy anger to get out of her system!”

And so for the second of eventual innumerable times Mistress Dani commenced to thrash my ass. Right away the pain was far worse than earlier and not just because that new pointer made such a much more effective weapon. Truly it was thinner and harder, more whip-like in its limberness and generated more centrifugal force due to its greater length. But burning fury also made for a far greater motivator than simple excitement. Mistress slashed her stick against me with every iota of might at her disposal, getting all the strength of her body and all the seething outrage roiling her psyche into every incredibly vehement stroke.

Grunting like Monica Seles in a Grand Slam final she delivered both forehand and backhand shots, punctuating every vicious hit with a gasp of sadistic excess. As for me, I screamed and wept most satisfactorily for her, struggling fruitlessly and autonomically with the tape securing me in an insanity of unprecedented agony. Though being in bondage for the first time ever added a particularly acute and novel thrill to the proceedings that my penis tether had only hinted at, the sexual excitement I craved in this experience was quickly subsumed by the sheer excruciation of it. Soon my penis hung limp and chagrined, swinging with the impetus of that endless beating and no longer testing its tether in the least. With my flushed cheeks burning and blood pounding in my lowered head I could only suffer extravagantly and cling grimly to my infinite, unconditional love of the incomparable woman beating me: the only possible thing which might see me through such a traumatic ordeal.

Eventually, I received the briefest respite when Mistress paused to switch weapons. But then right away it was once again that supple leather belt whistling through the air to crack resoundingly against my ass, and again my tears were splashing and puddling on the chair seat beneath me and my screams were being stifled by the wide strips of tape gagging me. For what must have been forty minutes or so Mistress whipped me thus, only to finally switch back to the pointer. This time she took to belaboring the backs of my thighs – doubtlessly my buttocks could withstand no more damage without putting me in the hospital. Another eternity of agony passed then as first the pointer and then once again the belt welted me beyond endurance. But as ten o’clock neared – fully two hours since I’d first been incapacitated – Mistress Dani at last loosed an enormous sigh of satisfaction and dropped the belt. Once again she used my shirt to towel the sweat from her face and her own extensively bruised body before suddenly groaning ruefully.

“Oh brother, is my arm and shoulder going to be stiff and sore tomorrow! That was one hell of a workout: exceptionally fun and fulfilling beyond belief. But at least now I’ll be able to sleep tonight. I don’t know how I ever managed to get along without you, boy. Two sessions of whipping you and I don’t think I’ll ever be able to give it up.” She groaned again, working her arm in a circle before addressing me seriously.

“Okay, baby, I want you to stop blubbering now. You’ve paid beautifully for what that asshole ref and those cheating cunts did to us today, and I’m feeling very fond of you at the moment. Don’t jeopardize that. Let’s get you untied now make some plans for the next time.”

Dani used a pair of scissors to free me from the chair, and then ripped the tape painfully from my face. She gave me a dazzling smile as I wobbled there naked and whimpering before her, sniffling and gingerly caressing my abysmally abused backside.

“Okay, boy, we have to find a better place to do this next week. Got any ideas?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I hiccupped, still striving for equilibrium after my ordeal. “We can do it at my place. I live alone. It’s a great big house out on the edge of the suburbs. There are no neighbors for about half a mile on either side – no one to hear anything or intrude unexpectedly. It’s about ten miles away, but you can take a taxi there and back. I’ll pay for it gladly. I’ll make you a wonderful dinner too. How about steaks on the grill? Then you’ll have all the privacy in the world to do whatever you want to me for as long as you like. I would be honored beyond belief if you would accept my hospitality next weekend, and any other time you wished to use me for your domineering pleasure.”

Dani beamed with astounded delight at this information.

“You have your own house?”

“It is practically a mansion, Mistress. My grandparents left it to me. I’m very lonely out there too. I’d do anything to get you to visit me once in a while.”

Dani’s jaw dropped, and then she pealed forth infectious laughter.

“Well aren’t you just the slave-boy from heaven! And aren’t I just the luckiest mistress in the whole world? Oh, this is simply too good to be true! Okay, boy, it’s decided: from now on we play black master and white slave at your place, starting a week from tonight. Only I’m afraid I don’t have anything appropriate to wear to a dinner-and-domination date…”

“I can fix that, Mistress. I would love to give you another token of my devotion. Shop on-line for whatever outfit you want. Then e-mail me the link to the payment page. I won’t even look at what you’ve chosen; I’ll just buy it for you. I’ve been desperate to come up with an appropriate present ever since settling on that stodgy calculator.”

“Shoes too, boy?”

“Of course, Mistress! What’s a sexy new dress without matching shoes too?”

“Fabulous!” Mistress laughed again, clapping her hands with glee. “Oh, I could almost kiss you, boy! You are an aspiring dominatrix’ dream come true!”

The sight of Mistress’ delight warmed my heart up almost to the temperature of my still flaming backside, and now it was tears of love and joy that pricked my eyes.

“Shall I have them shipped to you here?”

“Oh no, boy, that wouldn’t do. Send them to your own house, but don’t you dare peek at them before I have them on.”

“Of course not, Mistress. Why spoil such an exciting surprise?”

Emboldened by these wonderful developments, I hesitated just a second. Then at last I asked the question I was increasingly desperate for an answer to.

“Mistress Dani, my wonderful beloved owner, could you please release my penis now? I’ve been absolutely dying to worshipfully jerk it off to you!”

“Oh, but don’t you want to wait another week?” Mistress Dani grinned mischievously. She stepped up closer, fixing me with her gleaming gaze and focusing all of her incredible allure on me. “Think of how much more intense your orgasm will be if you abstain for twice as long,” she breathed. “Plus you’ll be seeing me in all of my fabulous decked-out beauty, wearing the new outfit you’ve given me in the privacy of your very own home. And perhaps, after I’ve thrashed you once again, I’ll even let you jerk off right in front of me, ogling me shamelessly all the while. Isn’t that worth a week’s wait, my unconscionably perverted young slave?”

Mistress’ wishes were of course irresistible; her authority absolute. And the scenario she depicted was undoubtedly madly erotic. Already my penis was back straining at its implacable silk leash. Despite the pain and frustration swamping me I could only agree.

“Yes, Mistress Dani. If that’s what you want than I want it too.”

“I’m glad to hear that, boy. That should be your mantra. Now what I want is for you to get dressed and get out of here so that I can do some on-line shopping. Go home, play with my panties and gaze at my picture, treasure your wounds and remember me whipping you. Look forward with unbearable anticipation to a week from tonight. It will be the most exciting evening of your life so far – I absolutely guarantee it.”

“Okay, Mistress. I love you more than anyone ever loved anyone anywhere.”

“I know you do, slave-boy. Now get out.”

“Right away, Mistress.”

Within a minute I was on my way home.




Chapter Seven

If the wait between Thursday and Saturday nights seemed endless, the succeeding week dragged on for an eon.

At home I did as I’d been told. I played with my panties while not daring to don them. Too small in the waist and too big in the butt, they were already starting to pop the elastic. I obsessed over all my wonderful wounds (far more extensive this time), sleeping on my belly and taking my meals kneeling. I carried Mistress’ signed picture everywhere, fantasizing about her nonstop. I wept and groaned and squirmed and struggled with my sanity as my bound genitals throbbed ceaselessly with pain and unrelieved need. When the packages with Mistress’ new outfit arrived I gave them pride of place on the bedroom vanity where they were the first thing I saw in the morning and would gaze upon long into my sleepless nights, trying to imagine what wonders lay in store. And all the while I marveled over the fact that such a supremely superior feminine specimen had accepted me as a slave, deigned to dominate me and would soon be doing so in the unworthy hospitality of my very own home.

As for school, on Monday I skipped my classes: there was simply no way I could face sitting on my thighs and ass for intervals of an hour at a stretch. Tuesday I managed this only with extreme discomfort and with the prospect of my tutoring session with Mistress later in the afternoon to sustain me. Once there I gave her the number to my new cell phone – and she’d be the only person who would have it. From her, I received the composition assignment we’d been given on Monday, and I helped her to organize and outline hers in addition to providing more assistance in statistics. Wednesday night I proofread and improved the resulting paper for her, and was again rewarded during our Thursday evening session with the slipping of several buttons on her blouse and the occasional rubbing of my maddened cock through my slacks as we sat closely side by side bent over Dani’s books and calculator.

“Are you getting excited about Saturday night, slave?” Mistress murmured to me as she stroked and squeezed. “Is this deprived little toy of yours just bursting to be used again?”

“Very much so, Mistress!” I moaned, practically out of my mind with frustrated lust. Dani leaned toward me further, the front of her shirt sagging open to reveal most of one satiny ebon breast even to a few scattered ducts spotting the remarkably expansive, just-visible aureole of her nipple. Her fingers found my bound-down head and pinched me cruelly, bringing a little cry I was unable to suppress from me.

“Good for you!” she crooned. “I’m excited too. I haven’t been out to dinner in ages, even if it’s only with a lowly slave. And I can’t wait to wear my smashing new dress. I’m also looking forward to finding some innovative new ways to discipline you, and listening to you shrieking with distress half the night rather than just blubbering into a gag.

“Unfortunately, our game against UD is away this weekend and all the way up in Dayton. I doubt I’ll make it to your place until eight-thirty or so. Depending on how the evening goes, I might just have to stay over until morning. Wouldn’t that be a shame? Hmmmm?”

Mistress’ humming in my ear had the hair prickling on the back of my neck and delicious shivers wracking me. Her words had my heart racing and prick straining even more than her just-removed hand had. Somehow my suddenly parched mouth made the appropriate sounds.

“The only shame is that you’ll ever have to leave there Mistress. I would spend eternity chained up immobile and hanging upside down, crammed into the smallest, deepest cell of your immense castle dungeon, just to remain forever under the same roof as you.”

“That’s very sweet, slave,” Mistress laughed softly. “I’ll keep it in mind. You make such a splendid piece of property I might indeed have to possess you forever.” Suddenly wonderful Dani nearly slew me with happiness by following this fantastic portent with a quick kiss to the side of my skull, just behind the ear. Again I shivered deliciously. Then she drew back, all business once again. “That’s enough fun for today, boy. Now show me how to determine this standard deviation, my non-standard deviant. I still don’t quite get it.”

On Friday, Mistress once again gifted me with a few sly smiles and brief eye contact, and by Saturday I was truly in a tizzy of anticipation. Unable to attend the game due to the distance involved I spent the day in endless preparation, redoing tasks a dozen times to ensure that everything was just right. I showered meticulously, shaved with a brand-new razor, brushed and flossed my teeth for half an hour, used tons of mouthwash, just enough aftershave, trimmed my nails and took inordinate care with my ponytail, my hair finally having grown long enough for a proper one. After dressing and undressing half a dozen times like a flighty girl on prom night, I at last settled on a combination I considered properly stylish, classy and yet still reasonably casual. Then I harried the maids and groundskeeper uncharacteristically about (I’d arranged for them to come a day early), making sure there wasn’t a speck of dust to be found or an errant leaf or blade of grass floating in the pool.

I had inch-thick New York strip steaks marinating the day away. I stepped out to the farmer’s market to choose several ears of corn picked just that morning, as well as a selection of fresh local fruit for dessert. Flawless big potatoes were scrubbed and wrapped in foil, sour crème laid by and just-picked chives chopped fine. I sliced onions and mushrooms for sautéing and had a couple bottles of the best wine in the cellar brought up and chilled. On the vast patio out back between the house and the pool I laid a bed of fine lump charcoal in the big just-scrubbed grill (no gas and definitely no briquettes for me) and surrounded the patio furniture with citronella candles to help the smoke from the fire ward off insects.

It was a beautifully clear and sunny day, windless for once on the edge of the plains and with the temperature in the eighties even in mid-to-late October. Growing up a few hundred miles to the north in the lee of the Great Lakes I still couldn’t get over the relative mildness of the weather. Eating outside was definitely in order. I spread a fine linen tablecloth and newly laundered seat-covers over the best of the patio furniture, added votive candles in colored, cut crystal vases, and snipped a few magnificent roses from the flowerbed out front to go with them. I chose the finest glassware, silverware and china from my grandparents’ collections and set them aside to swiftly lay out place settings once the time came.

Speaking of my grandparents’ collections, once the hired help left at five o’clock, I opened the bedroom safe and took out my grandmother’s jewelry box. The most precious items were stored in a safe deposit box I couldn’t access until I was twenty-one, but this was still an impressive enough collection to dazzle any poor girl from the inner city. Hell, it still dazzled me, and I knew damn well my no-good parents would kill to get their hands on it. Too bad, assholes. Opening this I set it on the vanity next to Dani’s packages so she could accessorize herself like a queen (which of course she was to me) once she’d donned her new outfit.

I programmed the stereo with several hours’ worth of music, mostly smooth and bluesy jazz with some fusion thrown in (Al DiMeola, Stanley Clark and the like) as well as a healthy dose of Frank Zappa – instrumentals only of course. I set this to play randomly at a level just loud enough to be appreciated and activated speakers both throughout the house and out on the patio. Then there was nothing more to do but watch the clock and stew in nervousness.

More than two more hours passed in an agony of anticipation. I kept telling myself that the later Dani arrived, the more likely she was to spend the night. My stomach knotted and twisted; I hadn’t eaten since shortly after noon, but I felt it might be impossible to swallow a single bite. Finally, at eight forty-five a taxi pulled into the drive.

Immediately, I hurried out to meet it. I was paying off the meter almost as soon as Dani was climbing out. Then the driver pulled away, and we were facing each other at last.

“Good evening, Mistress. Welcome to my home. How did the game go?”

Dani was dressed in just shorts, sneakers and t-shirt. Clearly she’d hurried over here straight from the shower: her hair was still damp and a nasty scrape on one leg was still raw and wet-looking. But she was all lovely exuberance, carrying a gym bag in one hand and her pointer in the other. Her smile lit up the slowly encroaching dusk.

“Fabulous! We crushed them seven-nothing. Your Mistress scored four goals, and got their goalie ejected when she brought me down in the penalty area. That’s how I got this.” She waggled her leg, giving me a chance to voice my heartfelt distress.

“That looks terrible, Mistress. What the hell’s wrong with your trainer? We need to get you some Bactine and a bandage right away.”

“Forget about it. I’m ready to get sexy and celebrate!” She turned her gaze around the manicured grounds and up at the sprawling house. “Goddamn, boy, you weren’t kidding. What a spread! And you say all this is yours?”

“Absolutely, ma’am. May I show you around a bit?”

“Just on the way to my new outfit. Then you can tell me all about it over dinner. I am absolutely starved!”

“Your wish is my command, Mistress. Right this way if you please. May I carry your bag?” Without waiting for an answer I took this from her, the perfect gentlemen, and led the way to the front door. Laughing excitedly, Dani fell into step beside me, twirling her pointer between her fingers like a majorette. I held the door and ushered her inside, immeasurably gratified by her gasp of appreciation. Her eyes greedily drank in all the tasteful and spacious opulence as I led her through grandly appointed rooms and halls and upstairs to the master suite.

There she exclaimed over the magnificent canopied four-poster bed. But as expected her eyes really popped out when I led her to the vanity and she saw the open jewelry box.

“Goodness gracious, boy, what are you, some kind of teenage millionaire?”

“No, Mistress – not yet anyways. I don’t get my full inheritance for a couple of years yet. And until I was eighteen I was as poor as anybody. All this stuff, the house and everything, was my grandparents. To tell you the truth, it really hasn’t sunk in yet, though I moved here the summer before last. I’ll tell you all about it over dinner.

“Speaking of which, I’d better get started on it. Go ahead and change, and help yourself to the jewelry. Someone ought to wear it, particularly a ravishing and supremely deserving goddess like you. I’ll be on the patio out back when you’re ready.”

Mistress Dani was already absorbed in the treasure chest before her. Leaving her to it I slipped quietly away, and then hurried downstairs to set the table.

The grill had been lit forty minutes ago and the potatoes were already baking. Once the table settings were in place and the candles lit, I brought the rest of the food out in preparation. Gloaming was coming on, but in addition to the many candles and fiery glow of the grill the pool was lit from below, casting a pale bluish aura that wavered and rippled over everything with the movement of the water. The moon was just rising, fireflies streaked fitful trails of gold across the yard, and a more romantic setting couldn’t possibly be imagined. Instrumental melodies of beguiling intricacy unspooled in the background, and I’d just finished pouring the wine when I heard the screen door slide open. I looked up, and almost dropped the bottle.

Did I call her my queen? Mistress looked regal indeed – not to mention stunningly gorgeous, smashingly sexy, and more profoundly authoritative and intimidating than ever before. To start with she was a good three inches taller. It seems I’d bought her not a new pair of shoes, but spike-heeled boots: supple black leather that rose to just above the knee before folding back down an inch or so. Above this she wore the quintessential little black dress. Clinging as tight as those spandex shorts had and clearly advertising her lack of panties or bra, this started high up on Dani’s thighs and embraced her intimately in stretchy fabric to just the tops of her egg-shaped breasts. Her many beaded braids were knotted high up on the back of her head to trail down over her bare and brawny shoulders and she glittered everywhere with metal and mineral finery.

A heavy gold chain of exquisite design circled her throat, she wore jeweled bracelets on both wrists, rings adorned nearly every finger and diamond pendants dangled from her earlobes. Yet not even these could match the brilliance of her eyes and teeth. Carrying her very potent pointer in one hand and a large purse in the other, she gleamed at me with an excited delight and yet carried herself with more aggressive self-assurance than anyone born and bred to such staggering luxury. Deftly using a stiletto heel to reach behind her and slide the screen shut Dani slinked and swayed and strutted and strode toward me like the goddess I’d called her.

“How do you like me now, white boy? Your little eyes are just popping out of your head! Aren’t you glad you waited to masturbate?”

“Absolutely, Mistress!” I sputtered, fumbling the two-hundred-dollar-or-more bottle back onto the table. “You are the most surpassing vision of loveliness imaginable! I must be dead and in heaven, and you the omnipotent goddess assigned to torment and exalt me through all eternity! I was so right to entrust you with my immortal soul!”

“You ain’t dead yet, slave, though you might wish you were before I finally free your penis. Delayed gratification, boy: that’s the secret to the best pleasure ever! What’s that you’ve got there – wine?”

“The best vintage in the cellar, Mistress. May I offer you a glass and a toast on this most auspicious occasion?”

“Well, I’m really not supposed to, being in training and all. And neither are you, Mister nineteen year-old. But that’s never stopped me before, and I’m sure it hasn’t you. I think a glass or two on an empty stomach might just be the thing for both of us.”

“My thoughts exactly, Mistress.” As she reached the table and set down her purse I handed Dani a glass and picked up my own.

“Here’s to you, Mistress Omnipotent: the most ideal owner an unworthy slave could ever aspire to belong to.”

“Hear, hear.”

We clinked rims and drank.

“Damn that’s good!” Dani exclaimed with another laugh. “I could get used to living this way real fast. You are fixing to spoil me, boy!”

“No, Mistress,” I dared to differ, “I’m merely treating you as you eminently deserve, and as a loving nature always intended. I’m going to throw the steaks and corn on and cook for you now. Would you care to sit and watch your slave serve you?”

“I think not, boy. I’m feeling far too energetic to sit still just yet. I believe I’ll just stroll around the grounds a little bit first while I finish this glass of wine.”

“As you wish, my beloved. Mi casa es su casa.”

“I’ve been waiting to hear you say that, boy. And I might take you up on it sooner and more completely than you think. Living in the dorm is a dreadful drag, especially after two and more years of it.”

Without giving me a chance to remark on this fantastic prospect (might she really move in with me?) Mistress Dani strolled off toward the pool, her glass in one hand while she spun the pointer in the other, her spike heels clicking sharply on the elegant tile of the patio.

Dismissed to begin my chores I set to with a will, fishing the un-shucked ears of corn out of the basin they were soaking in. Quickly, I peeled back the husks, brushed the kernels with melted butter and herbs, re-closed the husks and placed them over the coals. I set the pan of mushrooms and onions on next, turned the potatoes over, and then picked up my own glass of wine. While attending to these side dishes and waiting for the right time to add the steaks I sipped at this and watched Mistress do likewise as she calmly acquainted herself with more of her new territory.

From circling the pool Dani stepped out onto the diving board. She walked confidently right to the end, where she idly stirred and flicked the heated water with her stick. Returning to the tile she stepped off the other side, wandering among the lilac bushes planted there. From there she moved across the lawn to examine the large birdfeeder and then over to the big, old, wild apple tree where she tested the hammock and swing set in its shade. Bending to look at the ground she called out to me.

“Are these deer tracks, boy?”

“Yes, ma’am. I often see them out there at dusk or from my bedroom window in the morning if I get up early enough.”

“Outstanding!”

The onions were just about to caramelize, and the corn husks already blackened.

“How do you want your steak?”

“Medium-rare, boy. Medium-rare.”

“Five minutes until dinner then.”

“I hear you.”

As Mistress began to stroll back over I plucked the steaks from the tray, dripping with marinade, and laid them gently on the grill. Searing them to seal in the juices, I turned these just once with tongs, unwilling to pierce them with a fork. While they finished I hastily transferred the onions and mushrooms to a bowl and then the table, placed dinner rolls to ever so slightly toast over the coals, removed the sour crème from the cooler containing the fruit and whipped cream for dessert and set it on the table by the chives, salt and pepper, butter and steak sauce. Working against the clock I transferred the corn and potatoes to a platter and then the table, and was doing likewise with the steaks and rolls just as Mistress took her seat. Before sitting across from her myself I refilled both our glasses.

Mistress helped herself, needing no urging from me. Still, while she selected a steak and potato I gladly scorched my fingers husking her corn for her and then pushing the bowl of sweetly caramelized onions and mushrooms closer.

“Is this real butter?”

“Yes, ma’am”

“You know, I don’t think I’ve ever even had it.” Mistress Dani was liberally brushing both corn and roll.

“Here you’ll get nothing but – unless you prefer the other stuff of course.”

“We’ll see.”

Of course, I had no worries. My lay-about and yet ridiculously demanding parents had required me to cook for them since junior high, and I was well-trained in satisfying even discerning tastes. Mistress had no complaints, devouring everything with gusto. Indeed we were both so busy stuffing ourselves (the wine and aromas coming off the grill relaxing me and restoring my own appetite admirably) that we barely spoke beyond expressions of pleasure. Utterly forgotten was my promise to explain my situation. It wasn’t until we were nibbling on whipped cream and fruit that Dani renewed her demand.

“You were going to tell me how you lucked into all this: the house, jewelry and everything. You said it was your grandparents?”

“Yes, bless them. They had the sense not to trust my parents with it, or it all would have been gone by now.”

I explained about their estrangement, threw in some scathing and bitter commentary about the sots who raised me, and then described the various trusts and stages of my inheritance.

“So my grandfather’s plan worked great. I grew up responsible and appreciative, and determined to keep my parents voracious mitts off it. I even have a restraining order against them after my old man tried to beat it out of me. So for now I have my own home – an unbelievable one I’ll admit – my education provided for, and more than enough spending money as long as I don’t go nuts. Then when I turn twenty-one I get it all.”

“Fucking unreal.” Mistress shook her head, and then eyed me with her patented smug grin as she suggestively licked the cream off a wedge of fresh peach. “This just keeps getting better and better. So why don’t you buy a car? Why are you taking buses and taxis around?”

“Because that’s what I was used to doing. But those days are over, believe me. Getting a good used vehicle is next on my agenda. I’m certainly not going to ask my Mistress to take a cab here and back every time she feels like eating a proper dinner and thrashing her willing victim.”

“Good boy. Because that’s going to happen a lot more often than just once a week after this. That was the best meal I ever had in my life. I want to eat like that as often as I can. And I want to dress like a queen, swim in a private pool, sleep in a giant old four-poster bed and wake up to the sound of birds instead of screaming jerks. I want to see deer out of my bedroom window instead of pimply geeks and arrogant pricks. And I want to beat and tease and tie up and torment a pathetic male who worships me at every opportunity.”

“That sounds inexpressibly fabulous, Mistress.”

“Doesn’t it though? In fact, it sounds so amazingly fun and fulfilling that I want to do it right now. Take your clothes off, slave. I’m going to use my steak knife to cut free your penis. Then we’re going to have a domination session commensurate with our ambitions. You’ve earned some positive reinforcement here that’s going to blow your fucking mind – not to mention load. Before I bed down tonight you’re going to both bless and curse the day I ever came into your life. Now strip!”




Chapter Eight

As I rose from the table and reached for the buttons of my shirt (fingers trembling markedly), I belatedly noticed full night had fallen.

The moon was a silver scimitar lifted above my head and scattered stars sparkled like the diamonds dangling from my goddess’ ebon ears. Crickets competed with the music (fluid and madly passionate now, Zappa’s “The Gumbo Variations”) and despite the hour the air remained sultry and still. I was just a little bit drunk, and should have been logy from the big meal just finished, but the excitement of future portents and the immediacy of the ordeal upcoming easily defeated this. Stripping before my mistress filled me with the same uneasiness and arousal as the two previous times, and this was accentuated by the way she sat smugly observing me, idly swirling the last of the wine in her glass. As I dropped my pants and stepped out of them my rapidly swelling penis screamed for release more acutely than ever, and my tingling balls seemed to bulge with their surfeit of unspent seed.

It had been two long weeks since I’d emptied myself in the best orgasm ever, a designation certain to soon be superseded. And indeed true to her promise once I stood naked before her Mistress finished her drink and rose up holding the knife she’d just cleaned with her napkin. Brandishing this in subtle threat she moved around the table to stand in front of me.

“Don’t move, boy. Hold ever so still for me now…”

Grinning significantly she brought her weapon to my groin, tracing gentle circles of threatening suggestion around my genitals with the pointy tip. She scraped the serrated blade against the base of the tangled thatch there and issued ominous orders.

“These organs belong exclusively to me, slave, whether I ever choose to use them or not. I could make babies from them eventually or slice them off permanently on a whim, depending on how I feel about them. And I don’t like them all hairy. It looks ugly and dirty to me. From now on you will keep this crotch shaved completely bare, just like mine, is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped, pulsing and straining like mad and imagining her smooth and hairless down there under her snug-fitting sheath. I groaned helplessly as she pressed the flat of her blade against my own condemned tangle and rested the keen edge on the very junction of groin and penis.

“How I would truly love to do this!” Mistress breathed, pressing down against my swelling circumference, indenting the swollen flesh and testing my ability to remain motionless to its limits. “I absolutely despise men in general, boy. But giving in to the temptation to unman you would deprive me of the fun of forever teasing and tormenting you with sexual uncertainty; of never letting you know when or if ever I’m going to allow you to have an orgasm again.

“Might I someday even break my vow, and touch and suck and even fuck this vile little thing? Or might I someday tire of the game at last, cut it right off and put it through a meat grinder, relegating you to only eunuch uses? That’s a matter for me to consider, and for you to endlessly wonder and worry about, slave. Just remember to be exceedingly thankful to me for every climax you get to experience. Tonight, at least, you will be allowed to amuse me by beating yourself off like the shameful little teenage onanist that you are.”

With that Mistress traced the sharp steel tip slowly down the length of my dick. She slipped it adeptly beneath the snug ribbon strangling the plum of my glans and then with a quick twist and yank severed that tether. Once freed, I leaped immediately heavenward, straining exultantly upright with a relief and need so extreme I staggered and almost swooned with the unprecedented intensity of it.

Only a heroic effort of will kept me from seizing that throbbing spike straightaway and collapsing in manic manipulation. As I moaned uncontrollably and whimpered at the requirement of withholding, Mistress Dani cut the ribbon around my balls too and dropped that tiny stretch of silk at my feet.

“But first, boy, it’s punishment time. You will not touch yourself until I feel you’ve suffered enough to earn it. Come over here by the pool, where I will finally have room and time and privacy enough to work on you properly. Your earlier beatings were just to ease you into this kind of endless, most necessary service. Now you begin to gratify me for real, and repay the sins of your sex and race in the manner befitting a pathetic male cracker enthralled by his ridiculous lust for a vicious black mistress.”

Pouring the last of the bottle into her glass, Mistress picked this up, grabbed her purse and pointer and prodded me tremulous and fiercely erect toward the open space she required. There she set down the glass and stick, delved in her purse and withdrew the roll of strapping tape she’d used to restrain me previously.

“Kneel,” she ordered peremptorily, “legs together and hands down at your sides.”

Once I was positioned thus Mistress taped my ankles tightly together and then did the same to my legs just above the knees. After that she secured my upper limbs pointing straight down, wrapping the tape around and around my waist and forearms until I could clench my fists or wriggle my fingers but very little else. Then she eased me over backwards, until the rear of my head and shoulders rested on the hard tile and my back was uncomfortably arched. With my legs folded under me my hips, groin and thighs were all elevated, the highest questing tip of my erection straining mightily for the stars. As the pale blue light of the pool cast ceaselessly rippling patterns over my helplessly bound and contorted body Mistress Dani gulped half her new glass of wine and unfolded the tops of her boots so that they rose excitingly high up on her thighs. Then as I lay there captivated by arousal and dread she stepped back over to the table where we’d so recently shared such a wonderful dinner.

She picked up and refolded the fine linen napkins we’d used. Employing these to protect her hands from the thick hot glass she grabbed two of the little vases containing the votive candles I’d set out. By now these had burned down into flaming wicks floating in inch-deep pools of melted wax. Turning back, she carried these carefully over to me, the flames flickeringly illuminating a smile of devilishly evil intent on her incomparably lovely face.

“I’m going to save you the bother of shaving tomorrow, boy,” she announced. Then one after another she poured those little cauldrons of thick scalding liquid straight down onto my upraised groin, concentrating specifically on my hirsute balls and pubis but not neglecting to drizzle some all over my interminably deprived and now ragingly insistent prick. Right away I wrenched at my bonds and screamed with excruciation, writhing in agony as she poured, poured, poured that scalding wax all over my most tender, sensitive flesh.

“That’s what I want to hear!” Mistress laughed sadistically. “Thank you so much for providing these wonderfully romantic candles for me, slave. I might have never thought of this otherwise. Hold on now, boy: we’re not finished yet.”

While I gasped and wept and struggled to deal with the flaming pain in my groin Mistress tore one of the napkins in half – quite a feat of strength indeed, and one I doubted I’d have been able to pull off myself. Armed with these strips of fabric she pressed them carefully into the wax coating my balls and pubis and further rubbed it into my burned skin. Then she returned the empty vases to the table and returned with the last candle.

Chuckling indulgently at my babbling pleas to desist she carefully emptied this vase onto my nipples, where I also had scattered hairs spouting out. Again I screamed uncontrollably, the molten wax trickling down in burning runnels toward my neck and armpits even as it encased my nipples in lava-hot cakes. I shuddered, I squirmed; I wept and writhed with unrelievable torment as Mistress again tore up the expensive monogrammed napkin and pressed and rubbed it against me. Then with a grinning toast to my miserable sobs she drained the rest of her glass.

“That’s it for the wine, slave. Where can I find another bottle?”

“Chilling in the fridge, Mistress,” I whimpered through gritted teeth. “Help yourself please.”

“Don’t mind if I do. Sit tight, slave, and let that wax do its work. I’ll be back directly.”

By the time she returned the wax had solidified, though insulated by those linen strips it retained much of its heat. Surely hours or even days after it cooled completely I would still feel pain in those first degree burns all over my erogenous zones. In any case after pouring herself a fresh glass Mistress Dani crouched next to my tear-streaked face with the bottle in her hand.

“Here, slave-boy: this will help with the pain, and to brace you for what comes next. Never say I’m not an occasionally compassionate mistress. Open up!”

When I complied she carefully poured a long draught of that exquisite vintage into my mouth, which I somehow managed to swallow without sputtering or choking. Right away the wine went to my lowered head, and fighting off a wave of dizziness I gasped my gratitude.

“Thank you, Mistress. I love you.”

“Good!” she twinkled impishly. “Because now comes the really painful part!” Moved perhaps by her own recent heavy intake of wine, or by my surely fetching distress, Dani actually leaned closer and kissed me on the forehead. Then she set the bottle aside and moved back to my groin, where my slightly slumping penis had hardened swiftly back into rigidity at this unexpected and forever treasured gesture of affection. Snickering with relish, she laid hold of the linen strip packed about and glued to my balls and suddenly ripped it briskly off.

The detonation of pain was thermonuclear in intensity. I didn’t just see stars; I saw whole galaxies of supernovae. The flash of agony literally whited out the night, effacing all other thought and sensation effortlessly. This time my scream echoed off the house behind me and no doubt disturbed the surface of the nearby pool. When at last I became aware of my surroundings again it was to the pealing of Mistress’ drunken laughter and a playful admonishment that couldn’t disguise her relish of my suffering.

“Was that too fast, slave-boy? I’m sorry; we’ll do this next one nice and slow, and let you feel every individual hair being ripped out by the root. After all, this is where the really heavy fur is. We want you to properly learn what we ladies have to endure in the name of fashion.”

The ordeal that followed was literally indescribable. All I can say is that it was excruciatingly drawn out, an interminable torture worse than anything I’d considered possible, and that by the time it was over I was as exhausted and wrung-out as I was baby-smooth bare of all crotch hair, just as my limitlessly sadistic mistress claimed to be herself.

Next, of course, my nipples received the same treatment. And though this wasn’t nearly as intolerable it was plenty bad enough, so much so that as I saw Mistress pull my belt from her purse and wrap it about her fist afterward I felt profound relief, at least at first.

Here at last was something I had experience with and understood, and had indeed withstood already on two prior occasions. But then Mistress began viciously whipping me not on the thick and relatively insensate skin of my ass but in the very spots she’d just so excruciatingly bared: my chest and crotch, along with my belly and upper thighs.

Immediately, I was once again in blinding agony, shrieking like a sissy and thus goading Dani on to endlessly redoubled efforts. Intoxicated by my suffering as much as the four or five glasses of wine she’d already imbibed (and of which she continued to partake) Mistress whaled away at my burned and already badly irritated body for far longer than she ever had before, even deliberately striking my vulnerable cock and balls full-on so many times that I feared they’d be too swollen and painful for me to even touch when I was finally given permission to play with them. But at last variety demanded that she switch implements and areas to attack.

Giggling uncontrollably, Dani was finally drunk enough to temporarily forget her vow to never touch my penis in the name of convenience, expedience, and the infliction of additional agony on me. Seizing me by those woefully abused genitals, she used them to haul me upright onto my knees, thrilling me madly despite how much this hurt and my overall terrible debilitation. Steadying me while I wobbled and sobbed she held her own glass up for me then and wouldn’t lower it until it was emptied.

Already I was rather drunk myself – chastened by my parent’s addiction I’d never been much of a drinker. But I clearly needed it this evening. Once I’d finished that glass, Mistress bent me over forward this time, until I was kowtowed down with my ass high in the air, my bound feet stuck out straight behind me and my head bowed all the way to the ground with my teary cheek pressed to the tile. Then Dani picked up her wickedly thin pointer and went just as enthusiastically back to work on me.

For another respectively exhilarating and debilitating eternity she beat me, alternating between my buttocks and thighs and even cruelly bastinadoing the tender soles of my feet. After that she hauled me back upright again and whipped my dick with her stick until the erotic intimacy of this agony coaxed my erection back into raw and welted but proudly rigid readiness. Then she made everything she’d done to me eminently worth it, providing a positive reinforcement I could have spent a lifetime merely remembering.

Though my knees (and most of the rest of me) were screaming piteously from well over three hours of almost nonstop kneeling and beating, I still didn’t consider offering any resistance whatsoever to whatever Mistress Dani had in mind. And when she slit the tape at my side to finally free at least my right arm I quit weeping altogether.

Surely this could only mean I was at long last about to be allowed to perform the blessedly treasured sacrament of jerking off in homage to my gorgeous goddess’ infinite beneficence! Amazingly enough though, this was but a mere portion of the reward about to be bestowed on me for my generous hospitality.

Mistress had hinted that I might be permitted to masturbate right in her presence, and while greedily ogling her throughout. Clearly she got quite a kick out of wildly titillating me while endlessly denying me the least touch of her body. But nothing could have prepared me for how far my beloved Dani was suddenly willing to go in that regard.

My first hint came when she bent over, felt along an inseam and then suddenly unzipped her boots. Next she stripped them carefully off, staggering a bit in her obvious intoxication. But then she straightened up, fixed me with a grin more devilish than at her most sadistic, and began slowly shimmying out of her dress.

First, her breasts popped free, sheathed in beads of sweat like the rest of her, and looking so firm, perfect and protuberant that I might have died on the spot. The first naked ones I’d ever seen, the size of the thimble-tipped nipples alone amazed and aroused me beyond belief. Then the way they rode high on her ribcage, the shadows beneath followed by the hard-muscled concavity of her diaphragm as these were successively revealed stunned me almost to the point of swooning again. Still that stretchy fabric bunched up and was slid down, easily at first from the impossibly trim belly, pitted with the black hole of her navel, and then shifting back and forth to clear the abruptly curving swell of the comparatively huge hips and butt that haunted my every thought. Down those therapod-sized thighs that gifted garment slid, until oh yes, I was actually looking at their V-shaped confluence, shaved just as bare as promised and with a heavenly slit at the bottom, the holy fount I would gladly barter everything I’d ever had and would to humbly sup at while being harangued to provide the most expert loving service conceivable. Finally, Mistress’ dress slipped off her bare legs and she stood revealed in all her heavenly glory, only the colored beads in her braids and the jewelry I’d provided her remaining to accentuate her exquisite symmetry and more-than-feminine perfection.

In the insanity of its urgency my cock both hurt worse and felt better than ever in my experience as I beheld this divine vision. Yet still I didn’t dare touch it until given explicit permission. And then it came; oh, paradisiacal bliss and unbearable cardiac accelerant, it came!

“You may take your penis in hand now, slave. I need a swim to wash off the sweat of so much wonderfully exciting whipping. You may watch me and stroke yourself as you do so. But do so very slowly, and don’t you dare ejaculate until I emerge from the pool and tell you that you may. I want to see every nuance of your crazed expression as you build to the brink and spill over, paying homage to my beauty and dominance with your unworthy seed.”

“Thank you so much, Mistress!” I moaned and croaked, taking myself oh-so gingerly between just thumb and forefinger as my gaze continued to glut on her wonderful nudity. “It shall be just as you decree.”

“Good boy.”

Mistress turned and stepped away from me, at last granting me the view I most coveted: that of her fantastic ass contrasted by the slender small of her back. Again I moaned in reverent appreciation, slowing my stroking even more and only with a monumental effort. Slipping gracefully into the pool, Dani whooped with pleasure. Then she started out for the other side in a perfect breaststroke, her kicking legs scissoring beautifully. Lit from below, the clear water exposed her entire pussy to me, again the first time I’d ever seen such a thing, and again I found myself moaning with tortured blessedness. Soon she rolled over and switched to a backstroke, beaming at me kneeling bound and pleasuring myself as I feasted my eyes on her heavenly body. Reaching the shallow end she propelled herself upright and out of the water momentarily, her breasts bouncing beautifully. The nipples were pebbly and erect with the exhilarating chill and as black as the void between the stars overhead. Gold gleamed at her throat and wrists, gems sparkled from her ears and fingers, and I slowly, gingerly used just two digits to manipulate my puffy, abraded and raging-hard penis, more tormented by the effort of delaying my orgasm than by all the agony she’d inflicted on me earlier. Watching Mistress Dani swim and splash and cavort about naked in the water was such a vision of erotic loveliness I was certain I would be seeing it forever every time I closed my eyes. While I could I drank it in with all the heart-pounding awe of any penitent suddenly and unexpected exposed to the uncloaked majesty of his deity, and despite the danger to my sanity hoped it would never end.

Alas, it eventually did, bringing with it the transcendent compensation of the apotheosis so long denied me. Finally, Mistress swam back to my side of the pool and climbed out, a Nubian Venus rising from the surf. Sheathed in gleaming liquid that trickled down her amazing musculature and dripped from her exquisite tits the goddess of my dreams approached to within five feet of me. Taking a spread-legged stance with her fists cocked on her hips, she posed there backlit by the pool in a manner that emphasized her intimidating pulchritude and perfection of form more than ever before and stared down at me kneeling bound breathlessly erect in her shadow. Beyond the sternness of her expression a sadistic derision capered in her gaze at the sight of me worshipfully playing with myself in lieu of any other sexual gratification, and at last she gave the order I’d been seemingly waiting forever to hear.

“Okay, slave. You may demonstrate your adoration of me by beating yourself to climax in my presence. You have sixty seconds. If you can’t come by then, you lose your chance until the next time I see fit to allow it. Begin jerking properly, you pathetic piece of excrement!”

Sixty seconds? Fired by this unbelievable night – and Mistress’ shocking but bizarrely, incredibly arousing insult – I doubted it would take even five. Already the hours of torture just past had not only slipped into insignificance beside the memories of seeing Dani in the dress, boots and jewelry I’d given her, of having dinner with and even being kissed by her, of her violating her vow not to touch my penis followed by the forever-to-be cherished spectacle of her stripping and skinny-dipping, but they’d also taken on their accustomed aura of nostalgic excitement. Even the renewed agony in my sorely wounded member as I at last gripped it tightly in my one freed hand and commenced to frantically pumping it lit a conflagration of submissive ecstasy in me. Adding this to the living pornography of Mistress’ sculpted muscular perfection posed naked in judgment just above me, and the extreme yet wildly compelling humiliation of masturbating right in front of my superiorly smirking and desperately beloved owner – not to mention the length of time she’d denied me this necessity – and it is little wonder my expectation proved accurate. After perhaps as little as a dozen swift, groaning strokes of my fist I cried out helplessly and began ejaculating. Then for nearly as long as I’d jacked it my agonized erection spasmed and spurted out sticky streamers and hot little clots of semen, exalting and shaming me simultaneously. Still I worked it furiously, milking my orgasm for all it was worth, until at last Mistress Dani put a stop to my sacramental self-abuse.

“That’s enough, slave. You truly are repulsive. I’m tempted to push your face in that mess and make you lick it up like the lowly dog that you are. But you’ve been good to me tonight. Between the game, dinner, and disciplining you this has been about the greatest day I can remember. Now I’m going to finish it by sleeping naked in your bed. You will be allowed to join me there, though maybe not in the manner you’ve always dreamed about.”

Oh my heavens, could this night and my life get any better? As Mistress picked up her knife and moved in to free my remaining bonds, a streaking meteor traced a line of fire through the starry blackness behind her. Fervently I wished on this falling star that it always would.




Chapter Nine

Wincing at the pain in my battered soles, I shifted from foot to foot on the hard tile like someone standing on a hot surface. Mistress meanwhile tucked her boots under her arm, crammed her belt and tape back into her purse and picked up her pointer and dress. Then she led me back into the house and up to the master suite as though she’d already laid claim to the place. Both of us were still naked, drunk, and moving rather unsteadily. Limping along behind her, glad I wouldn’t be obliged to run any marathons in the immediate future, I spent the entire journey avidly ogling her incredible ass, thunderous thighs and the impossibly slim and sexy small of her back. Once we reached the bedroom she headed straight for the attached bath.

“That’s enough music for tonight, boy – though I do like it, and you can transfer some to my mp-three player soon. You chose well.”

Dutifully, I killed the stereo. In the ensuing silence I heard the tinkling as Dani used the toilet, and felt a renewed stirring of arousal at the sound.

Damn, I was getting more perverted by the minute. I put this down to having a naked woman in my personal space for the first time. Soon of course we would be naked together in the same bed, and this thought thrilled me even further despite my terrible soreness and exhaustion. Glancing at the clock I saw it was nearly two-thirty in the morning. So much excitement in just six hours! Exalted as I might be by sharing my bed with a woman, any woman but particularly this one, I would no doubt sleep very well tonight.

When Mistress emerged from the bathroom I followed her in using the facilities. Out of recently ingrained habit I did this sitting down, even though my penis remained blessedly free. Then stepping back into the bedroom I saw that perhaps the evening’s trials weren’t over for me yet after all. Mistress Dani had been in my closet, and all four of my remaining belts lay draped over the foot of the bed, along with her roll of strapping tape. Furthermore a large coffee table-style book of scenic photographs that had belonged to my grandparents rested on the bottom corner of the mattress just at the base of the right bedpost. Noticing me noticing this, Mistress favored me with her patented sadistic grin.

“Okay, slave, get over here and stand on that book, with your back to the post facing the head of the bed.”

Slumping with weariness and dire premonition I did as instructed. Sure enough, once I was standing on that hard book, my head perhaps a foot and a half below the ruffled silk canopy, Mistress used three belts to bind me tightly to the bed post at the ankles, knees and waist. Pulling my arms around behind me, she overlapped my forearms behind the post and wrapped them in tape from wrists to elbows, further securing me. The last belt she used to strap my upper arms and torso to the post right over my raw, tender, burned and bruised bare nipples.

Looking down at my similarly bare crotch (how strange it looked without any hair) I saw that my similarly welted, swollen, scalded and recently jacked cock was once again sticking out stiffly erect. No matter what the circumstances bondage infallibly has that effect on me. Climbing onto the bed and moving around in front of me, Mistress noticed this and again broke her formerly inviolable vow by slapping my prick hard and setting it to waggling madly around.

“Naughty, naughty, slave-boy! Because I said you could share my bed doesn’t mean I’d planned to let you use this thing, or even trust you not to touch or disturb me. You will spend the night upright here, where you can watch me sleep snuggled in your blankets, my lovely head on your pillow and my fabulous nudity caressed by your very own sheets. And speaking of disturbing me, I know your poor feet hurt, and that will only get steadily worse. That’s why you’re standing on that book, and not the mattress. You have to pay for the privilege of sharing my bed with continuous discomfort. But I can’t have you keeping me awake all night with your pathetic begging and sobbing…”

Mistress had the panties she’d given me in her hand. She stuffed these into my mouth as she had before, tore off another two strips of tape and sealed them in.

“There!” she brightly declared. “No loud noises from you, boy! Of course you can whimper and moan all you like – I can’t imagine a lovelier lullaby. Okay then, I am exhausted! Good night, slave. Watch me sleep, obsess on how much you love me, and remember how lucky you are to be sharing my bed. Soon you might be doing it regularly!”

With that Mistress rose up onto her tiptoes enough to plant a blessed kiss on the tape covering my lips. Then she dropped down, scrambled across the giant mattress – big enough to comfortably accommodate at least three or even four people – and slid between the sheets. As familiarly as if she’d done it dozens of times she picked up the small remote which controlled the room functions and doused the lights. Within minutes she was sound asleep, with me looming gagged and bound to the bedpost above her.

And so a night of unprecedented torment I’d thought finished had barely begun. I spent the next ten and more hours tied to that post: long enough for bondage to go from a boner-inducing thrill to a torture I was insanely desperate to escape. Standing absolutely upright the entire time I was able to shift my increasingly agonized feet only the tiniest amount, and never enough to provide the least relief. Mouth stuffed with those wadded up panties and taped securely shut I indeed moaned and whimpered almost continuously, denied even the release of weeping by the need to keep my nasal passages clear. Watching Mistress blissfully slumber on, rolling about the vast expanse of that mattress as her unconscious whims dictated while I could move only my fingers, toes and head quickly lost its appeal even when she exposed her awesome body by slipping out of or casting aside the light covers. Occasionally, she’d come awake briefly, her eyes always seeking me out in the dimness, whereupon she would smile fondly or smugly at my woeful suffering before drifting back into wonderfully comforting sleep.

As for me I was able to doze only intermittently, my chin resting against my neck and shivering in my nakedness. Fingers numb from the tight tape and the surfaces of my skin burning and aching from my various punishments, limbs growing stiff and useless, tight belts cutting into me as I sagged against them, my shoulders increasingly afire from the contortion of my arms and my drunken buzz gradually being replaced by the throbbing head and queasiness of a hangover, I felt my bladder swell with the need to pee and wandered in thin half-dreams of Mistress finally waking to free me. But of course it wasn’t until nearly noon that she at last began to stretch and yawn, focus a bleary gaze and possessive smile on me and show any sign of rising. Then, heaven bless her, though she still wouldn’t free me for nearly another ninety minutes, lovely Dani at last once again made all the travails she’d subjected me to more than worth it.

Taking in my bloodshot eyes, abused body bound above her like heretic about to be burned at the stake and obviously exulting in my severely distressed condition, she suddenly cast the covers aside, again revealing her incomparable body to me in its entirety. Only this time Mistress drew her legs up and spread them out wide, fully exposing her luscious pussy to me.

From cupping and squeezing her breasts and caressing her belly and flanks, both hands slowly slid down to dally and finally play between those enormously muscled legs. Her heavy-lidded eyes studied me in all my misery and sudden shocked excitement just as avidly as I did her and she began to masturbate, crooning up at me belted helplessly above her.

“That’s right, slave-boy, suffer for me! Oh yes, suffer for your Mistress’ sexual pleasure! Seeing you in such miserable arousal turns me on almost as much as having a beautiful girlfriend sucking my tits, eating my pussy and then fucking it with a big old strap-on cock! I just can’t get enough of it…”

So she was gay – or at least bisexual. She had said something last night about someday making babies with me. Whatever the case, for some reason this revelation turned me on even more. Overlaying the incredible sight of Mistress prying herself open and vigorously fingering that slick pink slit I had a hopelessly compelling vision of her in bed with another girl: naked and making out, feeling each other up and even wildly fucking. Not the scenario that Mistress proposed of course – the thought of someone else enjoying what she’d forbidden to me was just too painful to contemplate. But what I would have given to watch my supremely dominant Mistress with a big fake dick strapped about her crotch, laying atop some screaming, thrashing beauty and plunging it breathlessly into her!

Soon my own penis was once again painfully rigid, jutting out from my strangely hairless groin straight at my beloved and aching as though trying to rip itself off and fly to drive into her. For nearly twenty minutes, I strained madly and suffered gladly in my inescapable bonds, as Mistress Dani worked herself into a hip-bucking frenzy and at last cried out an orgasm whose intensity I could scarcely imagine. Then alas I at last lapsed back into pitiful misery again when she slumped in satiation, rose up and strode naked into the bathroom, leaving me alone in my once again intolerable bondage,

Through the closed door I heard the tub filling and couldn’t suppress a despairing sob. Though big enough for three or four people and equipped with massaging jets (my grandparents really knew how to live) I rarely used this, preferring the quick expediency of a shower. Dani however seemed determined to enjoy every luxury on offer to its fullest.

My fears proved well founded. She spent over forty minutes in there, leaving me bound upright on my horribly sore feet, my bladder absolutely bursting, while she leisurely soaked the stiffness and aches of the previous day’s exertions away. Picturing her lounging there in the churning water filled with bubbles, bath oils and salts, naked but for tens of thousands of dollars worth of gold and gems and passing a washcloth slowly over her shapely breasts and well-muscled limbs soon had me painfully tumescent once again and wondering longingly how many weeks would pass this time before I was allowed another orgasm. But at last I heard Mistress rising from the tub and toweling off.

By and by she emerged from the bathroom. I heard her removing that jewelry with a regretful sigh and returning it to the box, followed by the click of the lock.

“I’ll be keeping this key, slave,” she announced matter-of-factly. “From now on no one wears or even sees this stuff but me. And I’ll expect my dress dry-cleaned, my boots properly lotioned and cared for and both stored in the right half of this wardrobe, which you will empty and henceforth reserve solely for me. You’ll see I’ve left my pointer and belt in there already. In addition to buying a car this week – preferably a nondescript van with no windows but for on the doors and those heavily tinted – I insist you invest in a variety of ropes and other restraints for me to use on you: shackles, chains, locks, gags, and a dog collar and leash specifically. In fact, I’ll email you some links.

“I absolutely love seeing you all tied up. I don’t think I’ve ever had a better night’s sleep or more satisfying orgasm than while listening to you whimpering, seeing you bound naked up there and knowing beyond a doubt that you were inescapably restrained and willingly suffering. Didn’t you swear that you’d spend eternity chained upside down in the deepest dungeon for me? We won’t be taking it to that extreme, but from now on bondage is going to be as big a part of our relationship as your regular thrashings and rarely earned orgasms. Speaking of which…”

Mistress returned to my line of sight and climbed onto the bed. She was dressed once again in the shorts, sneakers and t-shirt she’d arrived in and carrying what looked like an eyeliner pencil. She used this to carefully write ‘Mistress Dani’ along the shaft of my prick.

“There: now I won’t need to risk binding your penis. Don’t ever let me find that signature smeared or rubbed away, boy. I’ll let you wash and renew it every few days until I come up with a more permanent solution to ensuring your chastity. In the meantime you’ll have to take sponge baths or tie a baggie around your dick before you shower.”

Dani packed all her stuff back into her gym bag and went to the phone by the head of the bed and called for a taxi. Then she gave me a cherry wave.

“See you in class tomorrow, slave. I had a simply fabulous time. We’ll have to do this again real soon, maybe Wednesday. Be sure you get a car by then. Your wallet is still in your pants out by the pool, right? I’ll take cab fare from there, along with enough cash to get a nice breakfast – or lunch at least.” She blew me a kiss and headed for the door, and of course I lurched frantically against my bonds and gave a muffled yelp through the wad of panties still taped into my mouth.

“Oh of course – silly me.” Mistress paused and gave me a twinkling, dimpled smile that was nonetheless limitlessly sly. “You probably have to pee, and want to sleep and eat. I suppose I’ll have to untie you at least for a while.”

She moved around behind me, unstrapped the belts and released my numb arms. Right away I collapsed onto the bed and fumbled to pull the tape from my mouth. Retching a bit, I pulled and spit the soggy wadded panties out. Mistress was already at the door.

“Good-bye, Mistress. Thank you for last night. I love you terribly.”

“I’m glad, slave. I truly am. See you later.” Then she was gone, and I crawled madly off the bed and for the toilet.

Once I’d finally relieved myself I drained and rinsed out the tub. I wrung out and hung up the washcloth Dani had used, and the towel. Then I staggered back to the bed like a cripple. Dani’s scent was still all over the pillow, sheets and blanket. Snuggling blissfully into this at last, I dropped off immediately and slept like a rock until dinnertime.




Chapter Ten

Monday I wanted nothing more than to skip my classes. Once again my backside was in no condition for prolonged sitting on hard institutional chairs, nor were my sore feet up to trudging around campus all day. Unfortunately, we had a test scheduled in statistics. In addition, Mistress had said, “See you in class on Monday.”

Casual good-bye or not, I took this to be an order. From now on I would take her every word as gospel, and follow every instruction no matter how offhand in its delivery promptly and to the letter. After the weekend just past I was fanatically eager to earn as much positive reinforcement as I could – not to mention be allowed to jerk off again as soon as possible. And so I went to school, took my test, ogled Dani as surreptitiously as I could (she ignored me completely of course) and then went car shopping.

As per my orders I ended up driving home in a plain, utilitarian gray van with darkly tinted windows. On the way I stopped at a Home Depot and purchased the necessary variety of ropes, chains and sturdy padlocks Mistress required for restraining me. Back at the house I found a blank email message waiting from her with more than half a dozen links attached. Without checking to see what I was ordering I dutifully purchased each item, again paying extra for express shipping. Then I had dinner, cared for Mistress’ boots and rearranged the closet as directed. After that I spent the rest of the evening catching up on homework. At last I went to bed satisfied that I’d seen to almost everything my beloved expected of me.

Tuesday I dropped off Dani’s dress at a twenty-four hour dry cleaner’s and made arrangements to have it delivered back to my house the following afternoon. I proceeded to school, sat uncomfortably through my morning classes again and showed up eagerly for my tutoring session with Mistress. Minutes later she walked in the door to join me, dressed casually in athletic garb but no less lovely than ever.

“Hello, boy. Once again I have to congratulate you. I got another excellent grade on the paper you helped me with. And that math test yesterday was the first one I felt reasonably confident about. I can’t wait to get it back. You’ve got some positive reinforcement coming. Did you buy all the things you were supposed to for me?”

“Yes, ma’am: ropes, chains, locks, and whatever else it was you wanted ordered. Everything should be here by tonight. And I drove the new van to school today.”

“Outstanding. Pick me up in it tomorrow behind the field house at six o’clock. Don’t get out of the van, just sit and wait for me in the back where no one can see you. What color is it?”

“It’s slate gray, ma’am, with tinted windows.”

“Good. Here’s something else you can do for me. Go to a hardware store and get a couple of good steel pulleys. Screw them into the frame of our bed, up at the top where it joins the foot-posts and under the canopy where they won’t show. Then thread long ropes through them and leave them hanging. Got it?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Let’s get to work.”

Once our hour of tutoring was up Dani had me move to a desk in the rear corner of the room where anyone barging in unannounced wouldn’t see us immediately. Standing with her back to the door and further blocking me off from the entrance she unzipped the front of the hooded sweatshirt she wore, exposing her hard little belly and sumptuous breasts harnessed up high in a skimpy, lacy white bra.

“Okay, boy, take your penis out. You may ogle me and play with yourself for five minutes. But you may not ejaculate, so maintain control.”

Concealed by the desk I hurriedly unzipped. My erection sprang forth instantly. Once Mistress inspected this and verified that her signature was intact she nodded at me and checked the clock. Immediately I commenced a desperately exciting yet torturously slow stroking. Suppressing my moaning with a monumental effort, I alternated staring at those six-pack abs and plumped-up breast-halves and meeting Mistress’ smirking gaze as I played. Strangely the humiliation generated by the latter was even more arousing than the former. My face burned hotter than my stiff, wounded prick, and I groaned quietly with the necessity of restraining myself. I panted and stared and pumped and felt madness creeping ever closer, and sooner than I could have possibly credited my allotted five minutes was up.

“That’s it, boy.” Grinning at my tormented whimper Mistress zipped back up. She fished a tissue from her pocket and tossed it on the desk between us. “Clean that smudged mess off your prick. I need to sign my property again.”

Trembling with stymied need I obeyed. Once I was unmarked again Dani promptly leaned over and renewed her signature. Then she smiled impishly at me.

“Tomorrow at six, slave. Remember, get there a little early and conceal yourself in the back. I believe I’d like Italian food for dinner, so dust off your best recipe. And don’t forget the pulleys. I’ve got big plans for us.”

“Yes, Mistress. Is lasagna okay?”

“Fabulous! Make a big one, so I can take some leftovers back to the dorm.”

“You got it, beautiful.”

Dani winked at this cheekiness and left. After waiting nearly ten minutes for my frustrated tumescence to subside I tucked myself away and did likewise, hoisting my book-bag and hurrying off to my next class.

I had a fair idea what Mistress intended with the pulleys. So seeking to ingratiate myself further I decided to do her one better. After school I got four pulleys instead of two, two of them double-pulleys set side-by-side, along with four small leather collars and a cranking mechanism. I installed the two simple pulleys at the top of the foot-posts as directed, concealed up under the canopy. The double-pulleys I screwed into the bed-frame at the base of the posts, likewise hidden between the frame and mattress. After drilling through the frame I fitted the crank at the foot of the bed in the center, with the spool mechanism also concealed by the mattress and the handle poking unobtrusively through the footboard.

Choosing four sturdy, quarter inch-thick cords the same color as the stained mahogany of the posts and frame, I knotted these securely to rings on the little collars – or cuffs, which is what they were about to become. Then I threaded all four ropes through the pulleys, two of them running down the posts and all four along the bottom frame, and secured them to the spool. That left two cuffs dangling from unobtrusive ropes by the posts and two lying on the mattress at the foot of the bed, all four capable of being simultaneously retracted by turning the handle of that ratcheting crank. Delighted with my engineering and carpentry, and uneasily excited about what this mechanism portended for the following evening and indefinite future, I broke for dinner.

Afterwards, I put together the most elaborate lasagna ever and laid it by so that all I had to do was stick it in the oven before leaving to pick up Mistress. Finally, I piled the packages that had come for her during the day in the closet by her boots, belt and pointer and the remaining ropes, chains and locks, and I was all ready for our next domination date. Again I went to bed both confident in my preparations and exhilarated about the following evening.

I was waiting in the lot behind the field house by five-forty five, parked between similar vehicles belonging to the athletic department. I retreated behind the two seats to the empty cargo hold and sat on the thin pad I’d laid over the metal floor, way back by the rear doors. Twenty minutes of shivering anticipation later the front door on the driver’s side opened and Dani Reilly climbed in, fresh from showering after soccer practice. She tossed her gym bag back in the hold and flashed me an approving look.

“Good boy. Stay there until we get off campus. Then you can join me and help direct me back to your place.” Belting herself in to the driver’s seat she started the motor and headed out.

Back at the house, Mistress exclaimed over my lasagna but limited herself to only two pieces. She drained her glass of milk and pushed her plate back.

“That’s enough for now. I don’t want to get so stuffed I can’t exert myself properly. Let’s go upstairs and see the modifications you’ve made for me.”

Mistress was suitably impressed.

“Oh, this is wonderful!” she beamed, turning the crank experimentally and watching the ropes and connected cuffs withdraw a few inches. “Boy, you have outdone yourself again. No wonder I like you so much. And you say the rest of the stuff is in the closet? Very well, get your clothes off, slave. I’ll be right back to restrain and discipline you in the most gratifying manner yet in just a minute or two. Put on that wild music I liked for me. We gonna have some fun tonight!” Mistress reached into her gym bag and tossed a couple of ordinary but quite unsettling household items she’d brought onto the foot of the mattress: a bag of wooden clothespins and a mousetrap. Then she strode into the closet, pulling off her shirt as she went.

Trying not to imagine what she intended with those things, I quickly stripped. Then I programmed the stereo to play Zappa’s Hot Rats album, an insanely passionate guitar-and-jazz jam that had inspired Mistress to sadistic excess on our last date. The first selection was just beginning when the closet door banged open and my devilish black dominatrix emerged, clad in her boots and a shocking new outfit and carrying a veritable armload of incredible toys and restraints. My eyes darted madly back and forth between her and these as she began laying them out on the bed next to the clothespins and trap.

Mistress wore a minimal bodysuit that covered her crotch, waist and belly but not her thighs, hips and buttocks, and the cleft and top of her ass but not much above the small of her back. Black leather panels studded with silver spikes covered her front to the tops of her breasts but split up the middle, widening from her navel on up in a narrow V held together by tight lacings that simultaneously exposed and enclosed her cleavage and the inner halves of her tits. Two thin straps ran up from this to join at the back of her neck, leaving those muscular arms and shoulders bare to bulge and flex as she placed item after exciting item in a line on the mattress.

First were her familiar pointer and belt. But next to these she laid a new implement of discipline, a foot-long cylindrical handle from which dangled a number of tightly-braided thongs about three times that length: a flogger I believed it was called. Then I saw the dog collar and leash she’d stipulated, followed by a wide leather gag with buckling straps and a big blue ball affixed to the inside.

After that Mistress produced a curious set of shackles, like handcuffs except these had four manacles instead of two, each linked by a very short chain to a central ring. Finally, she laid out a large, shiny silver dildo with a dial set in the base (obviously a vibrator) and a small harness of thin black straps with little metal boxes and fittings attached. With all these various toys and tools arrayed Mistress turned to me brimming with her usual zealous sexual excitement.

“Okay, slave, you know what I want now. Get up on the bed, stand at the foot facing the head with your legs spread. It’s time to finally get you properly restrained!”

Throbbing with fearful excitement I assumed the required position. Mistress wrapped my ankles snugly in the cuffs, and without being prodded I lifted my arms high and wide so she could do likewise with my wrists. Once I was thus secured she began turning that crank, drawing my limbs out until I was stretched taut in four directions. Then she climbed onto the bed in front of me and picked up that little harness of thin leather strips. Right away she began wrapping this about my urgently engorged genitals.

Soon I had straps tightly cinched about my groin where these joined my body, the base of my scrotum and between my balls, separating and causing them to ridiculously bulge, and from the base of my erect pecker all the way up the shaft, where the last one choked off the bloated plum of my glans. This bulged and pulsed, bobbing a bit with the throb of my anticipation, and Mistress giggled as she fiddled with a little switch on the attached fitting.

“As you can see, you bought us his and her vibrators, slave. This should enhance our genital pleasure considerably. Of course, since the harness will prevent you from ejaculating no matter how excited you get, it’s liable to intensify your sexual frustration wonderfully as well. I have to admit, that’s the primary appeal for me. I like seeing you crazed with unrelievable lust for me almost as much if not more than I enjoy seeing you helplessly tied up and screaming under my whip. And as for the screaming part, well, I can’t let you drown out this wonderful music you’ve turned me on to. So let’s see what we can do about that.”

Suddenly the harness bound tightly all about my sex organs came to life with a frantic buzzing, transmitting acutely stimulating heat and vibrations to both testicles and the entire length of my prick. After a gasp of surprise I began moaning helplessly, as my deprived cock immediately defied belief by straining even harder, jutting fiercely up and out from my body and darkening to purple-red in its ever-increasing engorgement. Meanwhile Mistress had picked up that gag, and was lifting it to my face.

“Open wide, slave. I believe you’ll find this a bit more unforgiving than my gift of panties for filling your mouth.”

Indeed! That ball was so huge that even opened as wide as I could manage Mistress had to force it between my teeth, straining the tendons of my jaw terribly before it was finally lodged behind them. It was so big and hard that I doubted I’d ever be able to expel it on my own. Of course, Mistress promptly made that moot by buckling the stifling leather outside securely about my head, sealing my painfully sprung jaws and face from ear to ear and the bottom of my chin to right under my nose more completely away than her tape ever did. Mistress gleamed up at me.

“Damn, you look so cute like that! I could almost kiss you if your mouth wasn’t horribly stuffed and completely locked away behind so much sexy black leather. Okay, slave, we’ve got just one more new enhancement for you before we get you really strung and hung up and start the wonderful whipping. I got the idea for this when I was doing laundry on Sunday.”

Dani picked up her bag of clothespins and opened it. To the fearful widening of my eyes she laughed delightedly.

“Just a few additional little sources of torment for you, slave. Well, maybe not a few. This is a bag of fifty after all. Let’s see how many we can pinch onto you…”

Mistress began by attaching two of her little spring-loaded clips to each of my nipples, giggling afresh at each sharp inhalation of pain she elicited. Then she attended to my genitals. Each tender spot of turgid flesh exposed by the harness was cruelly clamped: several pinching the already drawn tight skin of my scrotum over each testicle, a full ten bristling from the shaft of my erection and five in a semicircle agonizingly squeezing the head, one right on the nerve-packed tip. Reveling in my bleating, squirming and whimpering, Mistress proceeded to clamp the tip of each finger and toe, saving the last two to pinch onto my earlobes. Finally, she clapped her hands in celebration.

“All right! We’re suffering considerably already, aren’t we, slave? Let’s just improve your bondage a bit, and the whipping can begin.”

Climbing off the bed, Mistress moved around behind me and resumed turning the crank. As the ropes retracted I was not only stretched out even more, I was drawn upward until my feet lost contact with the bed. Hanging wholly from my wrists, already trembling and sweating from the stress on my limbs, I was stretched spread-eagled until the ropes supporting and tethering me down were as taut as violin strings and my hands and feet were turning purple from the constriction of the cuffs. Still my harnessed-up and relentlessly stimulated prick throbbed hotly in its multiply-pinched rigidity and I keened as much with perverted arousal as terrible distress. Mistress giggled yet again as she picked up her new flogger.

“You think that’s bad, slave? Wait until I string you upside down from there! Then we’ll really have some fun. Now, let’s see how you take to my newest whip…”




Chapter Eleven

Straightaway, Mistress Dani began flogging me, scoring my back with those hard braided thongs. In truth this wasn’t as painful as her pointer or belt, and I counted my blessings. She would get to those soon enough. In the meantime, I had more than enough miseries to contend with. In addition to my whipping there was the stress on my ridiculously stretched limbs and joints, the swiftly growing ache in my sprung jaw, fifty individual little bites of exquisite pain from the clothespins and the relentless vibration of my genitals causing them to strain ever more intolerably erect. Tormented and turned on in equal measure, I hung whimpering in my bonds and reveled in the gratification my Mistress was getting from dominating me. Short of any real sex life of my own, it was this vicarious fulfillment I almost wholly lived for.

Yet there was an additional explanation for my increasingly compulsory enjoyment of being beaten beyond the thrill of bondage and submission, and despite the very real pain and damage it caused me. Leave it to Mistress Dani, my beloved athlete and psychology major, to provide it. Perhaps twenty minutes into viciously flogging me from my neck to my cuffed and stretched ankles she paused a moment to turn the crank some more, stretching me even further before addressing me.

“Are you feeling it yet, slave? That all-natural and wonderfully wholesome high you can’t do without? It’s called an endorphin rush. It’s what gets people addicted to working out: weightlifters, distance runners, and of course soccer players – not to mention whip-wielding mistresses. Sustained physical activity releases endorphins, as does prolonged corporal punishment. Coupled with the adrenaline rush of perverse sexual excitement, I bet you’re feeling pretty good right now despite all the pain you’re in. Am I right?”

Spurred by this revelation I nodded vigorously. Mistress laughed softly in response, as she came around and climbed onto the bed to confront me.

“Good for you. Anything that keeps you addicted to submitting to me beyond your hopeless puppy love and deranged desire for my body is just fine by me. Let’s see if I can whip your front and sides just as fine without dislodging those clothespins. I see your penis is just as outrageously erect as ever despite sporting over a dozen of them. Mistress’ vibrating harness is quite effective, isn’t it? Acute, unrelenting sexual arousal with no release can be quite an intolerable torment alone, can’t it?”

Once again I nodded vigorously, giving a plaintive whine of barely-suppressed frenzy for emphasis. Tears were running down over the tight leather enclosing my lower face and dripping off my chin, and despite my repeated uncontrollable struggles I could barely even sway back and forth a bit: a willing victim trapped in the web of an insanely alluring spider, looking desperately forward to the interminably delayed apotheosis of being consumed and drained. Exalted in her supreme suzerainty, Mistress Dani favored me by loosening the lacing on the front of her bodysuit a bit. Then standing gloriously gorgeous right in front of me she began adding hundreds of overlapping welts to my belly, chest, flanks, hips and the fronts of my legs to go with those already intaglioed on my backside.

Every dozen strokes or so Mistress turned the crank a bit more, incrementally increasing the stress on my body as though I was a heretic on the rack. Eventually the agony of my stretching was so acute it competed with that of my disciplining, and still she kept giving it another unbelievable turn or two. And of course, after the flogger she used the belt and the pointer, until I was whipped and distended into near delirium. Taking advantage of the almost universal access my cruelly extreme bondage afforded her Mistress carried on until nearly every square inch of my body was welted and abraded beyond belief. Good thing summer was over: I wouldn’t be able to show even my arms and legs in public until I was healed up. And who knew when that would be? Dani could no longer wait even a full week between discipline sessions after all, which presented a difficulty she acknowledged when she at last put down the pointer she’d once again enthusiastically used to exhaustion.

“Tell me, slave: are you ticklish?”

Lifting my hanging head with difficulty, weeping as much with relief that at least the whipping finally seemed over as with the global agony that consumed me, I managed to nod.

“Very ticklish?”

Again I nodded.

“Excellent! Do you have any skill at wrestling; formal training in gym class perhaps?”

I shook my head and then shrugged indicating that we’d covered this in gym but that I’d never been much good.

“Even better! We have to explore some other ways of tormenting and dominating you soon. As much as I’d like to we can’t keep beating you like this every day without allowing sufficient time for recovery in between. All right then, it’s time for your reward, boy.”

Mistress moved to the center of the bed, piling and plumping the pillows and then reclining below me in sumptuous comfort. She freed the lacing of her bodysuit, exposing her breasts completely for the first time since Saturday. Then she spread her legs and unsnapped the crotch, likewise showing off fantastic territory still forbidden to me. She picked up the dildo I’d bought her and snapped it on, turning it into a six by one-inch vibrator. Then feasting her eyes on me suspended spread-eagled above her in all my clothes-pinned, cock-harnessed and – hardened and extensively stretched and whipped arousal and misery she began masturbating.

No doubt inspired by her new toy (not to mention the insanely arousing view) Dani indulged herself for far longer than she had on Saturday. Pulling herself up and open to expose her clitoris she stimulated this to orgasm before even penetrating herself. Then she writhed and thrashed, moaned and cried and thrust away at herself until I was nearly mad with arousal myself. Finally, gasping with aftermath, she crawled over to where I hung agonizingly erect, brandishing both a sadistic grin and that fake dick slick with all her juices.

“I need you to hold this for me, boy.

“Normally I’d stick it in your mouth and let you clean it for me. I know you’ve never tasted pussy, and I’m sure you’d find mine simply to die for. But I like the way you look gagged like that just too much. So let’s see if we can find some other place to stick it. After all, we’re still looking for other ways to dominate, humiliate and pointlessly excite you, aren’t we? I think this might manage to do all three simultaneously…”

Kneeling before me, Mistress lifted her still-buzzing vibrator up between my widely spread legs. Suddenly I knew what new perversity she intended, and I began to bleat in protest and shake my head in frantic denial. This only encouraged and excited her, and the next thing I knew that blunt, rounded, hotly buzzing cylinder was pressing against my anus.

I struggled mightily of course, but with no slack whatsoever in my bonds I couldn’t even sway a bit back and forth. Then with a more intrusive discomfort than I can possibly describe that dick pushed into me, sliding up inside with a stretching and stuffing sensation that was both awful and horribly evocative, more shaming than anything ever and yet undeniably exciting because of this. All the way into me it slid, as I groaned and wept and felt my face flaming with limitless mortification. Then it stopped, securely lodged.

“There!” Dani laughed. “Now you’ve got my big hard dick inside you. Only half a dozen people have ever been able to say the same, and they were all beautiful girls. I hope you’re suitably honored and excited, slave. I’ve never shared such intimacy with any man, and especially not a skinny young weakling like you. And already it’s having an effect on you, isn’t it, boy? Look how hard and eager your own useless prick is!”

Truly she had a point.

That busy buzzing on the inside of me combined with the vibrating harness outside (and the mad arousal that being so shamefully penetrated against my will generated) had me throbbing more fiercely and bobbing more urgently than anything yet. Giggling again at my conflicted whimpering Mistress began to slowly twist those pinching clothespins off my maddened prick one at a time. Far more painful in the removal than they’d been in the application or even for the duration, each stab of intolerably intimate agony made me cry into my gag and shudder with reaction. And yet this process only increasingly compounded my runaway arousal, until I began to think the single stroke of a finger along the shaft of my raging tumescence might cause me the most forceful orgasm ever.

Unfortunately, once the pins were all scattered on the mattress below me Mistress didn’t proceed to remove the harness, which while stimulating me intolerably remained too tight to permit any ejaculation. Seeing me raging and straining and visibly pulsating right at the level of her face, Mistress instead leaned in close and gently blew on the bloated head, causing me to wrench and cry and weep with frustration. Again she giggled, and blew again and again before cooing seductively up at me.

“Poor baby! That’s not the kind of blow job you’ve always dreamed about getting from me, is it, slave? You are just so incredibly turned on you can’t stand it! And to think it’s only been four short days since your last orgasm!

“That’s too bad, baby, because I’m afraid I can’t allow you to come again quite so soon. You need at least two weeks of nonstop teasing and celibacy to properly appreciate Mistress’ magnanimity when she finally lets you jerk yourself. Tonight I have something else planned for your poor little trouser mouse: something to properly exemplify how trapped he is between his owner’s perverted needs and his beloved Mistress’ necessary cruelty.”

Dani was fiddling with something in her hands. Blinking away the tears I peered down and saw her setting the mousetrap she’d brought: bending the ‘hammer’, the bar that did the killing, back against the spring, flipping the holding bar over it and carefully engaging this in the catch on the trigger. Horror washed through me, along with another unconscionable spike in my arousal, and again I struggled wildly with the restraints suspending me so helplessly before her – all to no avail of course. Once the trap was set Mistress gingerly lifted it up and prodded the trigger against the swollen, still indented tip of my prick.

Immediately the holding bar sprang free, the hammer leaped around too fast for the eye to follow and snapped shut on my tender glans with crushing force. Screaming and shuddering in my bonds I heard Mistress laughing and clapping gleefully.

“Hooray! I’ve caught me a naughty little trouser mouse!” Convulsed with mirth she fell back on the bed, laughing and kicking her legs like a child. In contrast, writhing uncontrollably in terrible pain, I could only weep and scream, appalled all over again at this latest inventive cruelty. At last Dani pulled herself together and climbed off the bed.

“Okay, slave, I’m ready for another piece of that excellent lasagna. You hang there with my dick in your ass and your own precious little manhood caught like a rat in a trap, and spend the time thinking about how lucky you are to belong to me. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

She walked off, leaving me gasping and mewling through my nose.

I did sound just like a rat in a trap, and Mistress’ lesson wasn’t lost on me. Despite all my financial resources, and the eventual wealth to get whatever I wanted out of life, I was already irrevocably bound to Dani Reilly’s possession. My helpless adoration of her, my need for her approval and my mad addiction to her erotically-charged domination made me the least piece of her property, forever dependent on her slightest whim. Mistress owned me, I belonged to her utterly, and I was indeed supremely lucky that it should be so. Nowhere else could I find such perverse fulfillment, and the terribly limited rewards she doled out to me were absolutely more priceless than any accumulated wealth.

This inescapable awareness not only helped me to endure the pain of my distension-suspension, the humiliating discomfort of the foreign object stuffing my rectum, the insane frustration of the unceasing sexual stimulation meted out by the vibrators, the agony of all those remaining clothespins and my severely welted skin and most of all the excruciation in my crushed glans, it allowed me to actually revel in those things as the time ticked slowly away in Mistress’ absence. By the time she returned, a plate of lasagna hot from the microwave and another glass of cold milk in her hands, I greeted her appearance with a hopelessly sappy swell of love. Smiling benignly back at my worshipful gaze, Dani climbed onto the bed, settled herself against the headboard and consumed her late evening snack, smacking her lips appreciatively and casting me regular heartwarming glances as she did.

“This really is very good, slave. I’m impressed. I particularly like how you used Italian sausage as well as ground beef and a lot of onions and green bell peppers. But I could stand it even spicier. Next time use more crushed red pepper.”

This critique given Mistress finished her meal in silence, setting fork, plate and glass on the bedside table when she was done. Then she yawned and stretched and grinned up at me.

“I’d love to leave you just like that all night, slave. But we have classes tomorrow, and I depend on your help in them. I need you to be alert. So tonight you actually get to share the bed with me – and for real this time. Of course, you’ll still have to be restrained – I don’t trust any man that close to my naked body. But we’ll be under the same covers, and sharing the same warmth. I know that will be fantastically exalting for you no matter how elaborately you’re chained up. So let’s get you down from there. It’s already almost eleven o’clock.”

First, Dani removed the rest of the clothespins, once again twisting them off rather than easing the springs. She did the ones on my nipples and balls last and then finally switched off the vibrating harness and unstrapped it, peeling those straps from the furrows they’d dug in my skin. My cock and balls immediately flamed excruciatingly with renewed circulation. This got astronomically worse when she at last freed her trouser-mouse from the trap so cruelly torturing it. Hard as it was to believe the release of my glans was even more agonizing than its capture had been. And yet even worse pain was still forthcoming. When my erection refused to subside Mistress immediately slammed a fist into my nuts, making me retch and scream all over again.

“Sorry about that, slave. But you need to pee before I tie you up again, and you can’t do that with a hard-on.”

Grinning at my suffering she at last moved to the crank and gradually eased the horrific tension on my limbs. Once my feet finally rested on the bed and there was sufficient slack in the ropes she released the cuffs, whereupon I immediately collapsed to the mattress and curled up sobbing, gingerly cupping my agonized groin. While I was out of commission thus she buckled the new collar about my neck and snapped the six-foot leash to it. Then she tugged peremptorily.

“Come on, slave. Into the bathroom with you. I’m going to watch while you sit down to pee, which you will do without touching yourself. Nor will you lose that vibrator. You must get used to going about and doing things with my dick lodged firmly in your ass. I believe I’ll even get you a butt-plug soon so that you can enjoy being stuffed around the clock.”

Somehow I obeyed the pull of that leash by staggering after Mistress. She stood over me, leash in hand, while I sat down. It was hard enough to void without also expelling the vibrator, but Mistress’ smirking presence and continuous eye contact made it so much worse. When I finally finished I was led back to the bed. Dani pulled the covers down and patted the mattress well to the left of center.

“Okay, baby, lie right here on your belly.”

While I complied Mistress picked up those four connected manacles. She cuffed my hands behind my back, bent up my legs and cuffed my ankles too, shackling me up hogtied. Momentarily, she unclipped the leash, wrapped it around the head-post and passed the snap end through the loop. Pulling it snug she snapped it back onto my collar, tethering me to the post and ensuring that though I might roll back and forth I would remain safely on my side of the bed. Then she returned to the bathroom, leaving me hogtied, ball-gagged and butt-stuffed, that vibrator still buzzing angrily away inside of me.

By the time Mistress rejoined me, now blessedly naked; I once again had an uncomfortable erection. Squirming it frustratingly against the mattress I whimpered a bit as she took her place about four feet away from me, exalted and aroused indeed beyond all measure to be in bed with Dani Reilly, both of us nude as the day we were born. Pulling the covers up over us, she gave me a smile and a wink and then blew me a kiss.

“Good night, slave. Try to get some sleep: school in the morning you know.”

She doused the lights.




Chapter Twelve

As October turned to November everything continued to increase in intensity. The drive to the title for the Cade State women’s soccer team got progressively more serious, with Dani Reilly cast in the leading role more emphatically than ever.

Since their sole loss where she was red-carded Dani had been in inspired form, tearing opposing defenses apart in truly dominating fashion and establishing a dramatic new winning streak. Her press clippings were increasingly glowing, and she was even featured in a short TV piece on a national cable sports network. That Cade State would cruise to the championship was being taken for a given, and in private Dani had even accorded her lowly slave some of the credit. With me basically rewriting each of her papers and spending as much time as was needed to help her with math all of her academic worries had been resolved and she had the time and peace of mind to concentrate on both training and her other new love: pitilessly subjugating me. This too she credited with her recent unstoppable form. Not only was she elated and inspired by having a secret slave to release any frustrations on and provide her with increasingly bizarre and satisfying personal and quasi-sexual fulfillments of a kind she’d only dreamed about before. She was also living much better than previously. Taking more and more sumptuous and nutritious meals at my place rather than suffering the bland institutional fare of the dining hall, and spending ever more nights in a sybaritic bed out in the country rather than the cramped, crowded, and noisy confines of the dormitory meant she was nearly always well fed and rested no matter how late she stayed up tormenting me and masturbating. Nor was she required to perform more than a minimum of tedious domestic chores. She had her slave to cook and clean for her, and began to bring all of her laundry over for me to do in addition to the black dress and growing number of fetish outfits she kept stored in her half of my bedroom closet.

To explain her absences from the dorm she told her roommate, neighbors and teammates that a wealthy alumnus with ties to the national soccer team was secretly subsidizing her with the use of a vehicle and townhouse. Though nominally against the rules this kind of thing was rife in collegiate sports (particularly football) and was both winked at and treated with careful discretion. No one asked any questions, and Dani’s performances on the field were more than enough to justify such a lie and prevent any resentment. Before long Dani was practically living with me, and treating my van as her own.

She had curtains installed between the seats and the cargo space. Whenever we unavoidably had to travel together (I quickly reverted to taking the bus to campus and back), Mistress would sit up front and drive while I remained hidden in back, lying gagged and hogtied or otherwise inventively bound and zipped into a large black gym bag on the thin padding covering the floor. Of course, I made no complaint: such treatment excited and fulfilled me as much as it did Dani. As she’d indicated, regular bondage quickly became as much a part of our relationship as physical discipline, humiliation, orgasm control and mutual masturbation. Being restrained invariably excited me despite the knowledge that it would eventually prove torturous, much as discipline still did. Indeed on those increasingly rare nights Mistress stayed at or returned to campus I took to paying homage to her by sleeping bound even in her absence.

Sharing the bed with Dani turned out to be an honor I was unworthy of, never to be repeated. With my mouth stuffed and stoppered I could only breathe through my nose, which led to whistling inhalations and even snoring. On those occasions when rest was required, and I could not be left suspended and stretched in distress above her to whimper and suffer the night away I was banished first to the carpet across the room. When this proved insufficient I was relegated to sleeping gagged, stuffed and wrapped in chains on the floor in the closet. So there I chose to repose even when alone, hogtying myself with the four-way shackles and even using the ball-gag despite the considerable discomfort this caused me. And speaking of discomfort I indeed somehow got used to living around the clock with the large butt-plug Mistress picked out for me painfully stuffing my rectum.

Dani continued to add other toys and tools to her collection as well, particularly implements of discipline. She had paddles of leather, perforated plastic and wood, a riding crop and even a couple of actual whips: a stiff coachman’s switch with a decorative tassel on the end and an excruciatingly incisive single-tail flogger over six feet long.

Naturally she couldn’t use these every day. So as she’d announced she would do she began to devise other, less physically damaging ways to subjugate me. Fitting me with a bit, bridle and reins and a different butt-plug trailing a long silky tail she made me into her cute little pony-boy. On hands and knees I carried her on my back all around the house and grounds while she cropped me on and giggled unceasingly. On other occasions it was me doing the helpless giggling. Using a feather, makeup brush or just her fingertips she tickled me into gasping paroxysms, particularly while she had me strung up helplessly spread-eagled. But her favorite form of horseplay was wrestling.

Wearing a sports bra and those spandex shorts to deny me the touch of her breasts and vagina Mistress spent hours at a time grappling with and subduing me, employing any number of expert, brutally punishing holds to render me weeping and helpless and thrillingly submissive. On either the bed or floor (the latter resulting in copious rug burns) she aggressively had her effortless way with my naked body. Twisting me into painful contortions, crushing me with her powerful arms and legs and wrenching my limbs into agonizingly incapacitating configurations, Mistress never tired of demonstrating her physical superiority. Despite the shorts and bra, I of course found such intimate bodily proximity with her to be insanely arousing – and acutely painful and frustrating in an additional way. At last Mistress Dani had found the perfect solution to ensuring my inability to masturbate except on the increasingly rare occasions she chose to permit and supervise this. She had me purchase a chastity device, a little metal cage that fit over my genitals and locked in place. This not only prevented me from becoming erect, it made every attempted hard-on a torture in itself. Entwined with her on that gigantic bed, feeling the intimate press of her hard-muscled body and hearing her panting breath in my ear as she manhandled me around made my imprisoned penis seem to scream with unrelenting agony and need. Yet I’m thrilled beyond belief to say that I wasn’t the only one driven to carnal frustration by these hours-long bouts. Often once Mistress had me crushed and straddled and incapacitated beneath her she would grind her crotch against me, humping my chastity cage or plugged butt until I thought I’d die with excitement. She would even gasp her admissions of need at me as she did this.

“God damn, I am simply starved for sex! I haven’t done it in way too long! I might even have to eventually settle for fucking you, boy. Or picking up some pretty young one night stand and bringing her back here to do right in front of you. How does that sound, slave? Would you like to watch your Mistress kiss and play and suck and fuck some attractive woman in your former bed while you sat bound, gagged and butt-stuffed with your cock in a cage?”

Naturally I would far prefer the first option: Mistress Dani finally consenting to actually having sex with me. Of course, she once swore I would never fuck her, but she’d said the same thing about touching my penis. And indeed she eventually formalized the conditions under which sex between us would at last happen. If and when Cade State won the championship, she would fuck me in celebration – and in gratitude for my contribution to her academic and athletic success. Before then, however, I would have to watch her fuck others. Mistress ordered me to make modifications to the closet. The full-length mirror on the door needed to be replaced with a two-way mirror like those used in police interrogations, so that I could remain bound and hidden, titillated and tormented by the show she intended to put on.

I had to order such a mirror on-line, as there was no store near the college that carried them. I got one identical in size to the mirror on the outside of the closet, which I removed and set aside. Then after cutting an only slightly smaller rectangular hole through the door I hung the new mirror in its place. Finally, I remounted the old mirror on the inside of the door, concealing the hole and the transparent nature of the glass behind it. I used magnetic contacts and hidden hinges for this, so that from inside the closet the original mirror looked completely ordinary until it was swung aside, providing the required clandestine view of the bedroom.

Once again Mistress was delighted with my carpentry. As a reward she unlocked and removed my chastity cage before dragging me onto the bed for another extended bout of wresting. After an hour and a half of desperate grappling I was so overheated I was almost ready to come at the slightest stimulation to my long-deprived penis. At that point, Mistress wrestled me facedown over a pillow, burying that raging erection in its deep feather plush. Then holding and pitilessly controlling me with a full nelson that wrenched my shoulder sockets, rendered my arms useless and pressed my face into the mattress she laid bodily atop me, crushing me to the bed and clamping my legs tightly between her own massively muscular ones. She began roughly humping me then, pumping her spandex-clad crotch against my vibrator-stuffed butt and grinding my hard-on rhythmically into the pillow. After weeks of maddening deprivation and relentless titillation – not to mention ninety minutes of cruelly dominating bodily contact – my expectations were quickly confirmed with an ejaculation that left me weeping at its intensity.

This heavenly experience would eventually prove distressingly portentous. But I wasn’t to learn this (or for that matter ejaculate again) until another month passed, the championship was won and the moderately famous Dani Reilly and I finally began having sex. In the meantime, I was agonizingly introduced to the jealous hell of forced voyeurism.

The next Friday night Mistress dolled herself up in her black dress, boots, and a careful selection of jewelry: fine enough to be elegant and alluring but not so expensive that it would invite robbery or unwelcome speculation. The she ordered me to strip and bring a heavy, straight-backed wooden chair up from the dining room into the closet. There she had me remove my butt-plug and replace it with a new larger vibrating one. She swung open the inner mirror and positioned the chair directly in front of the door less than a foot away. Ordering me to sit she ball-gagged me and bound my arms crosswise behind the back of the chair to its sturdy wooden slats. She tied my legs to those of the chair at the ankles and knees, and then wound and locked steel chains all about my torso and the back of the chair and my thighs and hips and the seat. She clamped clothespins to my earlobes, nipples, and the infallibly swelling head of my penis where it protruded from the confining chastity cage. Then she ran her fingers affectionately through my hair and gave me that patented dimpled smile that never fails to elicit helplessly compelling adoration in me.

“Sit tight, my helpless young bondage slave. I’ll be back in a while to show you how your beloved Mistress fucks and gets fucked – as only a goddess like her can. Wish me luck in picking up someone particularly worthy of me. It may take me some time. I have to head way across the city to where no one’s likely to recognize me. Think about me while I’m gone, and enjoy the show when I get back!”

Dani blew me a kiss, stepped out of the closet and closed the door behind her. Through the glass I watched her insert and turn a key in the lock, sequestering me in my secret hidey-hole. Then she left me there squirming uncomfortably in all my bonds and trying futilely to adjust to that new painfully huge anal intrusion. After that there was nothing to do but sit there alone and watch the empty room before me, waiting for it to be filled with incomparable beauties and erotic activity sure to test me like never before.

Mistress had said to think about her while she was gone – as if I ever did anything else. When not dominating me with her simple presence she seemed to occupy my every waking thought, and cavort black-skinned and beautifully punishing through my fevered dreams. So while I waited I fantasized about finally having sex with her.

What would it feel like to lose my virginity, to slide my hard penis into her wet and silken vagina? Would she be as muscular in there as everywhere else, gripping me tightly as I slid in and out? And what position would she allow me? I found it hard to imagine her letting me lie on top of her, or thrust into her doggy-style from behind. There was too much implicit dominance in such mechanics. Surely she would insist in being on top, with me tied up helplessly submissive beneath her while she sat astride and rode me. Indeed that prospect was the one I found most exciting to contemplate, and I swelled painfully and pointlessly in my cage as I sat and imagined Dani straddling me with her bulging hips and buttocks, smirking superiorly down at me as she took away my virginity. But at last a real demonstration of Mistress’ preferred techniques and surely prodigious appetites approached. Nearly two hours after leaving me chained to the chair in the dark I faintly heard voices and footsteps through the closet and bedroom doors. Then that bedroom door swung open and in stepped Dani Reilly, followed by another woman nearly as attractive as she was. Right away my heart began to pound, and I moaned quietly to myself in fascination and dread.

Dani’s find was a Latina of comparable age sporting large hoop earrings, an explosion of glossy black curls and great big breasts just bursting out of a tight little blouse. They were in each other’s arms practically before the bedroom door closed, kissing and giggling and staggering entangled together toward the bed. They fell upon this with Mistress on top, who immediately began tugging at and unbuttoning her temporary lover’s clothes. Before I could truly credit it they were both naked: groping and moaning and squirming their way to the center of the mattress. Once there they proceeded to provide an education, entertainment and torment to me that far surpassed my most fevered imaginings.

They pawed at and played with and suckled each other’s breasts. Limbs and hair entwined they rolled about caressing and kissing, squeezing and stroking and eliciting ever more urgent gasps of passion. They linked in a sixty-nine and performed mutual cunnilingus seemingly forever, and yet all this was just the appetizer for the exercise in carnal gluttony that followed. Soon the vibrators came out, and their buzzing was subsumed by almost continuous cries of ever increasing ecstasy. All the while of course I squirmed and whimpered in my concealment, my clothes-pinned cock throbbing madly in its cage and my gut churning miserably in jealous abandonment. But finally Mistress produced the strap-on dildo she’d often alluded to and my ordeal truly began, as did the sexual extravaganza foretold.

“Okay, Gina,” Dani giggled, her eyes gleaming with anticipation as she held up this member I’d heard so much about. “Let’s see what you can do with my ten-inch nigger prick. I am so starved for a fuck I could just go nuts!”

Mistress strapped that shiny black cock, amazingly lifelike in its big molded contours, securely about the waist and crotch of her big-haired, big-boobed lover. Then while Gina knelt before she took it into her mouth and sucked it. Demonstrating an appetite and proficiency at this craft amazing in someone never lacking for a scathing or dismissive condemnation of the male sex Dani expertly fellated her until the head and entire shaft were glistening with lubricating spit. Then she cast herself back sideways on the mattress, surely not coincidentally right in prime viewing position for me. Lifting and spreading those thigh-heavy legs up and wide she proffered the vagina she’d sworn to never let me penetrate and repeated the invitation that stabbed me with envy so cruelly that I wanted to weep.

“Come on, honey, fuck me! Pound my pussy until I come a hundred times!”

“You got it, LaTonya,” growled Gina, and she lunged forward, her spectacular tits dangling and jiggling gloriously as she dropped to her palms and knees. Obviously Mistress had given her a fake name, and Gina knew nothing about women’s soccer as she’d failed to recognize her. She clearly knew plenty about fucking however, far more than I dared imagine I might ever learn myself. Inserting her oversized prick easily and without hesitation she began driving my beloved goddess instantly toward delirium, subjecting me to a torture I’d previously been utterly unable to even contemplate.

As Mistress shrieked with an ecstasy I could hardly believe and tossed her head in an excess of pleasure the awl of jealousy piecing me turned into a twisting knife slowly carving away at my guts. Tears streamed steadily from my eyes, mercifully blurring my view, and yet not enough. I could still see those intimately linked bodies lunging and plunging against one another in perfectly syncopated rhythm, still see Mistress’ legs rising to lock about that inconceivably lucky waist and even watch every successive expression of ecstasy that chased its way across Dani’s lovely face. Through the glass I heard every moan and gasp, and every panted exhortation I’d endlessly dreamed of being directed at me.

“Oh yes, oh God, oh fuck me; fuck me harder! Give it to me, give it to me; give me your lovely big prick! Fuck me ‘til I can’t walk you lovely luscious bitch!”

And of course all the while that I wept with dispossessed misery my own hard cock continued to throb madly with pinched off agony. I squirmed in my seat, inescapably aware of the myriad welts on my backside and the huge buzzing plug painfully stuffing me up. It seemed forever that this ordeal endured. And yet of course even when the two rapacious beauties before me shared an orgasm the likes of which I would remain forever ignorant of (would I in fact ever even feel my penis inside another person?) the torture was still barely beginning.

Next it was Dani’s turn to wield the dildo. This she contrived to do with me watching from behind. While this denied me the sight of her face filled with ecstatic intent, and of her breasts dangling and dancing madly to the rhythm of her fucking, it provided me with an even more arousing view, one she clearly knew would be most appealing to me. Crouched over her thrashing lover with her big haunches bunched up I was privy to every flex of her enormously muscular, relentlessly thrusting butt. This vision was so intensely erotic that soon I was weeping more in acute frustration than jealousy. Yet jealousy remained an integral part of my torment, and indeed continued to increase in an unconscionably perverse fashion the longer I watched my Mistress drilling into her vastly appreciative partner.

Squirming on the huge intrusion in my own lower orifice, reminded acutely of the insanely exciting way Mistress liked to wrestle me facedown, hold me utterly helpless, lay atop me and similarly pump her hips against my deeply penetrated backside, I was finally forced to acknowledge that I didn’t envy Gina just the closeness of her naked embrace or the inestimable honor of sexual contact with the sublimely sexy Dani Reilly. Strange and scandalous as it was, I began to envy her the obviously brutal, wonderfully punishing thrusting of Mistress’ cock itself.

What must that feel like? Well obviously she enjoyed it immensely, screaming like a banshee and lifting her hips to maximize her impalement. And naturally the inherent submissiveness of serving as a receptacle for another person’s sexual organ and ecstasy had to be a particularly compelling satisfaction. Just hours earlier I’d concluded that being on the bottom during sex with Mistress would undoubtedly be the most appropriate and exciting position for me. How much more appropriate and exciting would it be to suffer the penetration as well rather than provide it? I confess that thought had me flaming with a more compulsively addicting submissive shame than anything I’d experienced yet, and my cock paradoxically straining more insanely than ever despite the even more intolerable deprivation this sick fantasy implied. Still I couldn’t resist speculating on how I might convince Mistress to take me this way, perhaps after she finally blessed me by eradicating my virginity after they won the championship. In any case now I had double the reasons to feel horribly frustrated and insanely jealous as I watched Dani and Gina fuck, making my voyeurism twice as trying as before. And so I sat there, turning on the spit of the pain and hunger in my ass and the emotional agony roiling in my gut for at least three hours, as the unattainable ladies before me proceeded to fuck each other to orgasm in a seemingly endless variety of positions. By the time Dani spun some fairy tale of a husband expected home by dawn to usher the lovely Gina out of the house I felt almost as wrung out as though I’d spent the hours screaming under Mistress’ various whips.

Of course, her teasing and gloating as she finally released me, permitted me the use of the bathroom and hogtied me up for the rest of the night twisted the knife of my distress even further. I ended up crying myself to sleep despite the dangers of nasal congestion that came with being gagged so thoroughly. And that was only our first use of the spying closet. How many further such trials might lie ahead?




Chapter Thirteen

Over the remaining, climactic three weeks of the soccer season Dani managed to squeeze in another four such occasions. Each one was a mirror of the first, if you’ll permit the sly allusion. Mistress inspired herself with an extended discipline session, bathed, dressed to kill, carefully accessorized, restrained me in the closet by the door, and went out clubbing. She returned by and by with some knockout sexpot who hadn’t a clue who she was and wallowed in several orgiastic hours of passionate lesbian sex.

Each time I suffered agonies of jealousy, insanities of frustrated arousal (Mistress had consistently refused to release my penis since that last orgasm) and a constantly increasing shameful craving to experience the assaults of her strap-on for myself. Of course, I remained too timid and reticent to mention this unspeakably humiliating urge to her, but I managed to get the message across nonetheless during our frequent wrestling sessions.

Each of these culminated in one of two ways. Either Mistress would pin me to the mattress on my back, straddling and restraining me while she humped against my imprisoned erection attempt, or she would incapacitate me on my belly, trap or spread my legs between or with her own and grind her pubis roughly against my stuffed anus. My excitement at the latter soon became unbearable, and I moaned and raised my ass to her, seeking to maximize the way her humping nudged that big plug inside me. Mistress Dani couldn’t fail to read these signals, and early in the week of the last game of the season – it was Tuesday and the championship match was scheduled for Saturday afternoon at home – she called me on them and wired my anticipation up to a fever pitch.

“What’s the matter, slave? You’re not fighting me anymore.”

I was utterly helpless: Mistress’ right hand gripped my wrist, bending my arm behind my back, forcing it painfully up between my shoulder blades. Her other forearm was locked around my neck, levering up my chin while she crushed me to the bed, her legs scissoring mine while she rudely humped my pillow-elevated butt. Bracing a hand on my shoulder she levered my chin up higher, straining my spine while she panted accusingly in my ear.

“Those moans you’re making sound a lot more like wild arousal than trapped-rat panic, and you’re pushing your plug-stuffed butt up against my pumping crotch. Why are you so excited? Is it because you had your last orgasm this way? Or is it something more? If I didn’t know better I’d think you were offering up your virgin ass for a good hard sissy-boy slut-fucking. Is that what you want, slave? Are you begging nonverbally for your Mistress’ big cock?”

With my face beet-red from more than just the pressure on my throat I hesitated for a shamefully short interval before nodding and garbling an imploring affirmative into my gag. Mistress chuckled richly in response, bumping her crotch harder than ever against my blocked entrance. Her hot breath ruffled my mussed hair and she bit my ear playfully.

“Why, you naughty little slut-boy! What are you, some kind of faggot?”

Naturally I shook my head vigorously and bleated in affront.

“Of course you’re not. Anyone can see that from the greedy way your eyes devour my body at every opportunity. You just want to submit to whatever your Mistress feels like doing to you. And I definitely feel like fucking your slutty little butt.

“Why do you think I’ve been training and stretching you with all these vibrators and plugs, humping you to orgasm and letting you watch me fuck? It’s all been leading up to this most formative experience for you. And very soon now I’m going to do it too. I’m going to start doing it to you every day of your life.

“How do you feel about that, Slut-boy? Does it excite you unbearably? Because it certainly excites me. I’ve never had an orgasm with a man before. The whole idea frankly offends me. But you’re not much of a man. Just a boy really: a deliciously succulent little slut-boy who wants to spend the rest of his life supporting me, suffering under me, being bound and beaten, dominated and diminished and righteously fucked by me. So I guess I can make an exception in your case. In return for your undying devotion and eternal submission I’m going to make all of your most perverted dreams come true. Very soon now, Slut-boy!

“But in the meantime I need a late night snack and a back rub. So let me just get your bit and bridle, and your tail and my crop, so I can ride my little pony-boy down to the kitchen and watch him cook for me. Then it’s back up here for a quick massage, and then straight into the closet with you. We’ve got another full day of school tomorrow, and another long evening of domination after I get back from training. Your training to be my lifelong slave is still in its infancy after all.”

I couldn’t decide which to be more excited out. This confirmation that in addition to us having sex soon Mistress would soon begin using her cock on me regularly had me thrilling with such perverted anticipation that I was shivering with goose-bumps. And though she often tossed off throwaway comments about never letting me go or enjoying my hospitality forever, this was her first explicit confirmation that our relationship was more than just a kinky college fling. Dani Reilly truly intended to spend the rest of her life with me!

I was so wild about all this that I scrambled eagerly off the bed and took up my proper position for bridling and mounting with a submissive fervor that couldn’t possibly be misinterpreted. I knelt down on all fours, then lowered myself to my elbows and put my face to the floor. Mistress returned, worked the vibrating plug out of my ass and then pushed in the one dangling the equine tail. Formerly, I’d accepted these insertions with a groan of resigned misery. But this time I gave a gasp of uncontrollable arousal and blessedness as my mistress forced her toy deep up into me, amazed at how quickly I could come to crave such an intimate and painful violation. Mistress giggled afresh at this, and wiggled that big plug about as she ensured the security of its seating.

“Oh yes, slave, I can see that you’re more than ready to give up your butt-cherry to me. We are just going to have so much fun and fulfillment soon and forever that your pitiful little penis will become a mere afterthought, just a forever unused conduit for pain and torment!”

I wasn’t sure about that of course. Indeed there was something seriously unsettling about this prophecy. I almost thought to bring this up as Mistress Dani at last unbuckled and popped out my ball-gag. But of course my place is not to question her but only to serve and obey, to submit to and suffer whatever turns her on. Before I could violate this precept Mistress was forcing the bit between my teeth and buckling the bridle all about my head, and the ability of intelligible speech was again beyond me. It was just as well. Mistress straddled my back, sat down on it, gathered up the reins and slapped me smartly with her riding crop.

“Giddy-up, slave! Mistress wants a club sandwich and a glass of iced tea.”

Right away I pushed such trivial concerns as my orgasmic future aside and hurried off toward the door and the hallway beyond, gratified as always by the weight and heat of Dani Reilly’s body atop mine.

Downstairs I made Mistress her sandwich, being careful not to drip the drool running from my stretched back bitted mouth on it and then crouched down leaning on my elbows at her side while she ate. After carrying her back upstairs I provided the ordered back rub. I was getting quite good at this, and naturally treated getting to put my hands on Dani’s bare skin as the holy and exalted experience that it was. Then I was again gagged, stuffed with a vibrating plug, hogtied, wrapped in chains on the closet floor and locked in for the night.

Naturally the rest of the week was a torture of suspense for me. Not only was this a huge weekend coming up (if Dani won the championship she was going to have sex with me, if not I could expect the most horrific discipline session ever as she vented her disappointment), but I saw less of my Mistress over the ensuing three days than I had in months.

Not only was the season drawing to a close, but a couple weeks after that the semester would as well. That meant exams coming up and term papers and lab projects soon to be due. I wasn’t concerned about my own grades overmuch – as long as I scraped a pass and didn’t flunk out I really didn’t care how well I did. But Dani had her athletic eligibility and scholarship requirements to maintain. Between studying, library research, soccer practice and team bonding exercises before the big game she was required to be on campus so much that after Wednesday it was just more practical for her to remain at the dorm overnight.

I found myself cooking for one again, and sleeping on the closet floor in simple shackles which I had the keys to, rather than being wrapped elaborately up in ropes and chains Houdini wouldn’t have been able to escape. Buckling on the ball-gag and especially inserting the plug myself had none of the thrill of Mistress doing it to me, and I also pined for her whips, paddles, pointer, and clothespins even though I knew it was beneficial to my body that it have this time to heal up. I managed to distract myself somewhat by spending my hours painting a large congratulatory banner I meant to hang in the bedroom. But this only served to remind me that if Cade State won I wouldn’t see Mistress until Sunday – Saturday night after the game she would spend partying with her teammates. I had that much longer to wait for our insanely anticipated private celebration, where I would finally lose my virginity, surely be allowed an orgasm after weeks of deprivation, and maybe even be introduced to the desperately perverted pleasures of Mistress’ big black prick.

Seeing Dani during class and around the pysch lounge where she’d barely acknowledge me, and during our Thursday tutoring session where she was strictly all business somehow exacerbated the suspense. I was like an alcoholic forced to view a bottle I couldn’t yet broach. Somehow I made it through until Saturday at last though, and joined the crowd for the big game. Anticipating another championship everyone was exuberantly celebratory already. It was brilliantly sunny with temperatures in the high forties – perfect for soccer in early December – and my heart was in my throat as I watched Dani jog out onto the field with her teammates.

This title game was a rematch with our biggest rival, the same team that had dealt us our sole defeat when their cynical tactics saw Dani ejected and the game bogged down by a stifling bunker defense. It was time for revenge, and no one in the crowd was looking forward to it more avidly than I. The sides lined up, the whistle blew, and at last the game I had more riding on than any contest before got underway.

Right away it became obvious we were in for a repeat of the previous cynicism. Why not – it seemed the only way we could be beaten. There were always ten or even eleven defenders behind the ball, and soon the fouling began in earnest. Only this time the tactics backfired.

Not ten minutes into the game one of our strikers, a tall, very pretty girl named Morgan Tyler ran onto a perfectly weighted pass from Dani and was hacked down just on the edge of the eighteen yard box. Though everyone screamed for a penalty shot the referee, perhaps unwilling to award such a decisive advantage so early in a title match, indicated a free kick instead just outside the penalty area. No matter: Dani stepped up to the ball. With everyone expecting her to attempt to bend the ball over and around the wall of defenders a la David Beckham, she instead used those immensely powerful legs to blast it at head level straight at the wall. Seeing the ball rocketing toward her face one of the defenders succumbed to survival instinct and flinched out of the way, allowing the shot to zoom through and practically tear a hole in the back of the net.

The stadium erupted in delirium. With an early lead we would be able to press the advantage, while the opposition would no longer have the luxury of sitting back in a defensive shell hoping for a lucky break. Soon we had a proper soccer game to watch.

I don’t think I ever had a more anxious ninety minutes. Though we’d opened up the defense we remained unable to score again, and suffered several close chances in our own end. Luckily our goalie, who was exceptionally agile despite being a hulking behemoth of a girl, was up to the challenge. The persistent fouling grew more outrageous as frustration set in, though this time Dani kept her cool. Perhaps she was husbanding all her outrage for the time she could more profitably take it out on me. In any case she ended up exacting the best revenge of all. With only minutes left in the game and the other team pressing furiously forward in search of an equalizer she worked a sublime give-and-go with one of our other midfielders to get behind the last defender. From there she raced in free on the goal, effortlessly rounded the keeper’s desperate lunge and slotted the ball easily into the empty net, putting the result beyond doubt.

With the crowd erupting once again (like many I was already hoarse from screaming) Dani turned a series of celebratory handsprings that would have done a gymnast proud before being mobbed by her teammates. A few minutes later the final whistle blew and she was carried off the field on their shoulders, the championship trophy held triumphantly aloft.

With my heart bursting with love and pride, and tears prickling my eyes I watched them parade around the field thus until they disappeared into the locker room. Then with the rest of the jubilant throng I poured out of the stadium to an adjacent roped-off parking lot where beer trucks and a sound system were already set up for a victory party.

Everyone drank and danced and drank and cheered and exulted in the win and drank some more well into the evening. The party really picked up when the team joined it, but unfortunately this was the point I’d been instructed to leave at.

Dani didn’t trust either of us to behave with proper discretion toward each other in such a setting and didn’t want me around. Disconsolately, I slunk away, took the bus home and spent the evening recording every scrap of local and even national coverage of the victory: highlights, interviews and analysis, and even speculation that Dani might forgo her senior year to enter the Women’s Professional Soccer draft over the winter.

I knew she would never do this. Salaries in that league were not exactly exorbitant, and Dani was determined to get her degree so that she could land a proper job when her playing days were over – providing she didn’t decide to just let me support her completely while she made an even more rewarding career out of dominating me full-time. In any case the speculation was highly flattering, and I made sure to record every word.

After the last sports broadcasts wrapped up I spent an intolerably lonely night doing speculation of my own, wondering where my mistress was and imagining the fun she must have been having without me. Once again I distracted myself making preparations for our own monumental celebration the next day, and went about the big empty house with my dick straining painfully in its cage, trying desperately to imagine what it would feel like when it at last slipped inside Mistress’ fantastic body.

Using a stepladder, I strung the banner I’d made across the middle of the bedroom just below the high ceiling facing the door. In bold red lettering on white (the school colors) this read, “Congratulations Champion! Mistress Dani Rules this House, this Slave and NCAA Soccer!” I affixed half a dozen balloons and several colorful streamers to either end of this. Downstairs I put four big bottles of champagne in an ice chest in the fridge along with a platter of shrimp and cocktail sauce, arranged another platter with various cheeses and sliced smoked sausage and other finger food, and constructed a bunch of savory shish-ka-bob skewers to grill for dinner. At eleven o’clock I added more media coverage of the game to the recording I’d made, edited it into a package over an hour long and cued it up to play on the entertainment center in the bedroom with just a touch of a button or two. I cleaned and treated Mistress’ boots, whips and other leather goods, polished her shiny metal shackles and vibrator, strap-on cock and other toys, and generally ensured that the entire house and patio was spotless. Yet even after all that I was still too keyed up to sleep. Finally, I took a shot glass and a bottle of Wild Turkey from my grandfather’s liquor cabinet and returned to the bedroom.

After pulling my spying chair from the closet and setting it in front of the TV I stripped and tied myself to the chair. Cuffing my hands together in front of me and attaching clothespins to my nipples and penis head, I sat and watched the media package I’d put together, downing four or five shots of bourbon in the process. After that I retired to the closet, gagged and shackled myself up and let the whiskey have its way with me. The morrow was going to be the biggest day of my life…




Chapter Fourteen

My cell phone rang at around eleven-thirty Sunday morning. Freshly washed and shaved all over I’d just gotten out of the shower and finished brushing my teeth. I set down the glass I was holding, hurriedly spat out a mouthful of rinse water and picked the phone up from next to the sink where it was resting. Only one person had the number of course.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good morning, slave. Are you up and ready for your big day?”

“Absolutely, Mistress. I just got out of the shower.”

“Does that mean you’re still naked?” Dani’s voice carried a teasing lilt that rippled me with gooseflesh and got my cock twitching immediately.

“Yes, ma’am – except for my terribly pinching penis cage that is.”

“Good. Stay that way. You will remain naked this entire day. We won’t be having sex until after dinner, but I’m going to enjoy teasing and playing with my slave all day until then. I want all my tools and toys laid out on the bed. Then I want you kneeling by the front door, collared and leashed and bridled and bitted with your tail in and my crop in your hand waiting for me. I’ll be there in under half an hour; I’m just leaving now.”

The phone went dead in my hand. Shivering with excitement, I quickly gargled with mouthwash, slapped on a bit of aftershave, and went to do as directed.

Mistress’ tools and toys were already carefully arranged on the bed, right where I’d left them after cleaning, oiling and polishing everything the night before. After inserting the plug with the ponytail attached and buckling on the collar and leash and bridle and bit and casting the reins back over my head I brought up the stuff I’d prepared from the kitchen and arrayed it on the table I’d placed under the banner: ice chest full of champagne, glasses, napkins, shrimp cocktail, fresh fruit and platter of cheese and crackers, etcetera. Though the room was flooded with bright sunshine I lit several candles, knowing full well Mistress would find a use for them. I put her favorite music on the stereo and cued up the video compilation on the TV. Then I practically ran downstairs and took up station kneeling next to the door, my foolish cock throbbing in its cage like a starving dog straining at a well-gnawed leash. Peering through a narrow glass pane by the door I only had to wait five agonizing minutes or so before the van pulled up and Mistress got out. As usual she wore only simple athletic gear: sweat pants, a hoodie and sneakers. And as usual she was as beautiful and desirable to me as any mythical love goddess could be.

With a huge toothy smile and a bit of excited skipping Dani bounded to the door. When I pulled it open for her she fairly leaped inside, swept it shut behind her and locked it. Then she turned that dazzling smile and her gleaming gaze on me and plucked her riding crop from my hands. She gave me a peremptory swat with this.

“Get down for mounting, boy! I’m going to ride you upstairs, where the real mounting and riding is going to take place. And you’d better have food and drink ready, because your mistress is in a mood to party!”

When I crawled through the bedroom door a few minutes later Mistress gave an appreciative gasp that gratified me even more than her weight on my back and the pressure of her thighs clutching my sides. She gave my ass another little backwards swat with her crop.

“Oh, this is splendid, slave! I can always count on you to anticipate my needs, and provide just the right touch of flattery too! Take me to the closet now so I can change.” Mistress hauled left on the reins and I dutifully proceeded that way. There she sprang off me and removed the bit and bridle, leaving me still collared and leashed.

“Good boy. Now go pour us a couple of glasses of champagne and think of a nice toast for me. I’ll join you in just a second.”

I popped the cork gently, trying to prevent a gusher. Not only was I concerned about wastage and the rug; I was all too aware of the popular metaphor of the spurting champagne bottle as a symbol of ejaculation. I needed no maddening reminder that my long delayed, hoped for yet un-promised orgasm was still many hours away. Luckily the bottle foamed over just a little and I poured out, my toast already planned and well rehearsed. I screwed the bottle carefully back into the crushed ice that a handy gadget on the refrigerator had provided. Then I turned to the sound of the closet door opening and gasped a little with fresh excitement. Mistress had found the new outfit I’d purchased as a gift for her, the first one I’d chosen myself. She honored and aroused me beyond measure by choosing to don it.

The top took the form of a simple cup-less bra, with a black leather strip to match her boots circling her torso just beneath and supporting the undersides of her breasts, which were lifted and outthrust even more than normally. Triangles of shiny silver chain enclosed each of these, accentuating them in breathtaking fashion. From connecting rings at each apex an identical length of chain ran straight up, over each shoulder and down Mistress’ back to connect with the leather strip. A matching leather miniskirt, so short it barely covered her pubis tightly girdled her hips and butt and was ornamented with further parabolas of chain down each side. Mistress had the tops of her boots unfolded so they rose to almost halfway up her thighs, and all that leather and steel emphasized her aggressive breasts and intimidating musculature in a way that urged me to fall immediately to my knees in worshipful supplication. Somehow I resisted this imperative, lifting the two sparkling glasses and limiting my expressions of adulation to what she could obviously read in my face, eyes and body language and hear in my tremulous voice.

“You look more sexy and authoritative than ever, Mistress. I’m so honored and delighted that you’ve found my latest gift acceptable.”

“It’s more than acceptable, slave. It’s simply divine: fit for the goddess of discipline that I am. You have done well yet again. I am going to enjoy beating and tormenting you all afternoon in this more than ever. I’m going to say it yet again: you are simply the perfect slave for me, a dream come true. I can’t believe I found you, and I’m never going to release you. You are mine until the end of time. Now, I can’t wait to hear your toast, taste the champagne you’ve chosen – I’m sure it’s of far higher quality than that I guzzled and had sprayed all over me yesterday – sample the food you’ve provided and then spend a simply heavenly day celebrating in my own favorite way under this banner you’ve made that so rightly proclaims my sovereignty.”

Mistress Dani reached me, took her glass and raised it expectantly. From less than two feet away she was such a vision of effortlessly dominant supreme desirability that I had to clear my collared throat twice before I could speak. She’d donned the most spectacular jewelry in the collection I’d ceded to her yet no diamond in the world could match the glister of her eyes, and no pearls that of her bared teeth. Overwhelmed more than ever by my owner’s simple proximity I raised my own glass and at last forced my wavering voice into use.

“Here’s to my champion and conqueror, my motivation and mistress, my beloved supreme being and deity, the only and ultimate eternal possessor of my body and soul, and soon to be my sole lover in this life or any other: Miss Dani Reilly. You mean more to me than anyone or anything in the universe ever could. I love you, Mistress, and promise to serve you faithfully and unstintingly in everything always.”

“Cheers!” Dani grinned with delicious possessiveness and clinked glasses with me. We drank, and following her lead I drained my entire glass and then set it on the table.

“Now, slave, get up on the bed and assume the suspension position. I haven’t bound or beaten you since Wednesday, and I’m just overflowing with zealous abandon!”

Within minutes I was once again strung up just as I’ve so often been before: stretched tightly spread-eagled in mid air, with a ball-gag filling my mouth, a big vibrating plug my butt and fifty clothespins pinched onto my most sensitive spots. So excited I was panting through my nose and keening uncontrollably at the pain in my penis as it tried desperately to erect. I gazed down at my glorious Mistress as she sorted through her many weapons, trying to decide which of them she would use on me first. Finally, she chose a perforated wooden paddle, and so began yet another interminably extended punishment session.

Pausing constantly to sip champagne and snack on finger food, often to turn the crank and stretch me further, rather less often to switch implements and only three times to lie back below me and masturbate to orgasm, Dani spent the day exactly as she’d said she would: teasing and tormenting and disciplining me out of my ever-loving mind. Not once during this increasingly excruciating interlude did my mad arousal and unlimited devotion to her falter, and by the approach of dinnertime I was as deliriously excited and desperate for orgasm as I was agonized and exhausted. Mistress meanwhile was considerably tipsy and as gratified as ever by her exertions and my addictive reaction to them, and as she released me to drop onto the bed at last she couldn’t help rolling me around wrestling on the mattress a bit, mashing her bare breasts against me for the first time ever, laughing and kissing my gag affectionately even as she manhandled me around and rudely humped me.

“Oh, slave, you are just so fun to play with I actually think I love you. I never dreamed I’d say that about a man. But you are just a toy, pet, whipping-boy, bondage object, sugar daddy and soon to be slut all rolled into one. I’m as gay as any woman ever was, and yet I still can’t wait to fuck the absolute daylights out of you. But first I need a real meal, and a ride down to the kitchen. Let’s get you back in your pony-boy rig and find out what you have planned for dinner.”

It seemed winter had arrived pretty much overnight. It couldn’t have been more than forty degrees when I slipped out onto the patio to light the grill. The chill air felt good on my naked skin, which still flamed with the pain of the welts, bruises, burns and abrasions that covered it. Nevertheless, I dashed quickly back inside where Dani waited at the dining room table for me. While the fire burned down to coals she passed the time first riding me idly around the downstairs, exploring rooms she’d yet had little reason to visit. To my surprise she was particularly taken with my grandfather’s den, an ultra-macho sanctum of hunting trophies, mounted antique weapons, bookcases, fireplace and the only liquor cabinet in the house. After lingering there long enough to do a couple shots we returned to the dining room, where she amused herself with the tall taper candles burning there. She dripped wax on my nipples, balls and penis head until they were completely encased, whipped it off with her riding crop and then required me to fondle and play with them while she watched, giggling. Finally, it was time to cook though, and again I dashed repeatedly in and out, laying the shish-ka-bobs on the grill, turning and basting them, and at last retrieving them to serve on a bed of fluffy white rice.

Mistress pronounced herself delighted with my cooking as always, and at last pushed back her plate. While she relaxed with a last glass of wine she had me strip off her boots, kneel before her and give her a foot massage: another exalting and coveted honor for me. Finally, she smiled widely down at me and made the announcement I’d been waiting forever to hear.

“Okay, boy. I’d say you’ve earned an orgasm and more. It’s time for the ultimate positive reinforcement. Now you finally get to have sex with me. Put your bit and bridle back in and on so I can ride you upstairs. Then you will get in bed so I can tie you up and ride you properly!”

Words cannot possibly convey my eagerness and excitement.

My stomach was all fluttery, my limbs trembling, and again gooseflesh rashed out all over me. Despite being well recovered from my naked forays outside I kept shivering uncontrollably. Back in the bedroom, Mistress again swapped bit and bridle for ball-gag and then for the first time in long weeks unlocked and removed my chastity cage. Instantly I swelled into exquisitely rigid readiness. Indeed I again feared that the slightest touch would set me off. But then she wrapped my genitals tightly into that vibrating harness and switched it on, simultaneously ensuring my inability to ejaculate and applying an overwhelmingly superfluous amount of stimulation. This was the first indication that things were not going to proceed exactly as I’d envisioned. The second came when she placed a pillow at the foot of the bed and addressed me with the new, particularly degrading pet name she’d come up with upon learning of my unconscionably shameful secret desire for her.

“Okay, Slut-boy, lie on your back with your head on the pillow and your feet pointing up at the head of the bed.”

Once I tremulously complied, Mistress cuffed my wrists to the stretching ropes that normally held my ankles, and then lifted each leg and cuffed my ankles to the ones usually restraining my wrists. She turned the crank, stretching my wrists out wide and lifting and spreading my legs until they were well above my head and my wounded buttocks were raised up a few inches off the mattress. She wedged another pillow under these, firmly supporting my hips and then slipped off the bed and circled around out of my line of sight for a minute.

Clearly she intended to first ‘take my butt cherry’ as she’d referred to it before properly having sex with me. While a disappointment this was still a wildly exciting prospect, and my face flamed so hotly with humiliation that I could feel my scalp tingling as well. My hard-on throbbed and bobbed in its harness and I couldn’t help squirming on the bed, straining at the taut ropes stretching me so pitilessly up and out, and moaning with mad anticipation. Then Mistress moved back into view.

Sure enough, she’d removed her miniskirt, and between her thigh-high boots and leather-and-chain bra she’d strapped on her big black cock, which now glistened with a thin coat of some slippery lubricant. Grinning at me with the most devilish expression of sadistic excitement I’d ever seen on that gorgeous face she climbed back onto the bed and moved quickly before my raised and widely splayed legs and vulnerable, perfectly elevated ass.

“Here we go, Slut-boy,” she breathed, again using what would soon become my exclusive new name, “time to for me to absolutely eradicate your virginity!”




Chapter Fifteen

My heart seemed to hammer against my ribcage. High above my head my toes were curled up tight like a monkey gripping an invisible high wire. My abysmally wounded skin crawled, my stomach churned, my distended mouth was desiccated and my face burned like a cynosure. My bloated and collared balls tingled both within and without as they were relentlessly vibrated and my penis, finally freed to rear urgently upright – and more, cinched into a hugely swollen and achingly hard erection by a number of cruelly tight straps – pulsed and burned even hotter than my face as it was likewise electrically stimulated along its entire adamantine length. Torn between the deepest shame and most intense excitement of my life I keened weirdly into my gag and watched with breathless upset as my nearly naked and cock-girded Mistress reached down, seized the butt of the huge plug buzzing away at my already woefully sore insides and worked its big thickness out of me. I cried out unintelligibly as it slipped free, leaving me achingly empty and still widely dilated. Then I literally screamed like a banshee as my crouching tigress suddenly lunged forward without ceremony and drove her uncompromisingly hard black phallus violently into me right up to the hilt.

It wasn’t pain that made me scream. As stretched as I was Mistress’ slippery big prick drove smoothly into me without tearing or even abrading me. True, she plunged in deeper than even her biggest plug had ever reached, but this didn’t hurt so much as touch me in a way that was evocative beyond description. It was an unearthly cry of consummation I unleashed, as my most submissive self met its most appropriate complement. There could be no more fitting and necessary expression of our relationship than this ultimate reversal of roles; no more telling act of supremely personal subjugation than to have my unquestioned superior use me for her pleasure this way. With that first stabbing penetration I became more quintessentially Mistress’ property than ever before and I reveled in the ineradicable fact of it. It was physically, sexually, psychologically and emotionally both the pinnacle and nadir of the addictive power transfer between us, and I knew instantly that I’d never learn to live without it. Mistress Dani perceived all of this immediately as well, and after releasing her own simultaneous cry of ecstasy she gave a brief gloating laugh and crooned approvingly down at me from her position of ultimate dominance fully embedded in my bound and helpless body.

“Oh yeah, Slut-boy, things will never be the same for you now, will they? Now that you’re my slut and you love it I hold the most supreme power imaginable over you. Your ass is mine, Slut-boy, and I’m going to make you beg and suffer for this throughout all eternity! Now let’s see how you take to being brutally fucked like the nubile young sissy slut that you are. Mistress is going to have her insatiable way with you for hours! I don’t think I’ve ever had a tighter or more satisfying opening to exploit…”

With that she drew back until everything but the very tip of her prick was out before spearing viciously in again, bringing another muffled cry of incoherent ecstasy from me. Out and then in, out and then in, Mistress set about fucking me properly, establishing a dick-sticking rhythm that had me squealing with excitement and straining to bring my already stretched legs and elevated hips higher within seconds.

For her part Dani was soon panting with effort and excitement of her own, the huge muscles of her hips, butt and thighs flexing and bulging tirelessly as she pumped powerfully back and forth. Soon she was releasing endless ecstatic cries, breathless little shrieks of affirmation as she sexually pleasured herself at my delighted expense.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes; ah God, Slut-boy, I just knew fucking you would be the ultimate kick! Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah, take it, bitch! Take my big nigger prick, you slut, you sleaze, you greedy little whore! Take it and love it and beg me for more!”

I lavishly did the first two and certainly would have done the third if I wasn’t so securely gagged, especially when Mistress leaned forward over me, supporting herself on columnar arms spread to either side of my head as she increased the speed and savagery of her attack. With her breasts dangling beautifully just above me and flying wildly all about she glared demandingly down, maintaining an exhilaratingly demeaning eye contact with me as she fucked and exhorted to me to wallow in her fucking. For nearly twenty minutes she maintained this insanely sustained pace. The impetus of her hips and prick caused my own harnessed hardness to flop wildly about. Even as it was unbearably stimulated by its vibrator and responded equally to my unprecedented arousal this energetic motion made it burn harder still. And even when she succeeded in drilling me to her first orgasm of the evening the intolerably intense slut-fucking had barely begun.

Mistress collapsed gasping atop me, mashing her breasts against my chest and pressing her cheek against my leather-covered one. Yet even as she panted and shuddered in recovery her hands slid under my stretched-wide arms to hook onto my shoulders. Anchoring me thus she continued pumping with exquisite strength and slowness, my raging erection crushed between her hard hairless pubis and mine as her intruding cock continued to plumb the depths of my submissive body and psyche. Soon enough she was accelerating her efforts again, jabbing mercilessly into me as she clutched me against her and worked her muscular buttocks with a frenzied abandon. Shortly it was on to orgasm number two, and then three and four as Mistress rode me as promised for hours and hours of climactic excess.

My own need for carnal release escalated unceasingly throughout this marathon indulgence in sexual domination, climbing right along with the savagely welcome pain in my privacy. Whether Mistress was crouching before me as she pounded her prick home, her tits bobbing and bouncing, looming over me with them dangling and dancing madly about or lying intimately atop me, squashing them between us, the excruciating intensity of my excitement tormented me relentlessly. When at last Dani withdrew from me completely, removed and cast aside my genital harness and unbuckled the cuffs restraining me the thought that it was finally time for sex and ejaculation immediately had me in a desperate frenzy. Imagine the insanity of frustration that overwhelmed me then when she merely repositioned the pillow next to me, wrestled me over onto it with my finally freed and agonizingly erect cock crushed into it and straightaway stabbed back into my ass. I actually wept with deprivation and thwarted necessity. Soon however I was once again writhing and crying with exquisite arousal as she restrained me bodily and started pounding vengefully into me. It was just like the time she’d humped me to my last orgasm, only now she was truly brutally butt-fucking me in a way her humping had barely hinted at. As she crushed me to the bed beneath her utterly incapacitated and literally raped me Mistress Dani began growling new commands I could not help but acquiesce to.

“Now, Slut-boy: now you can come! Blow your disgusting spunk even as I hammer your sissy ass! Your fucking virginity is history, your future as my slut-bitch-whore-pig, sugar daddy is set in stone and so the present demands your ejaculation. Come for me, bitch! Blow your load! If you ever want to experience orgasm again do it right now damn you!”

She rammed, rammed, rammed her cock into me, wrenching my arm excruciatingly, and even as I screamed in agony, shame, despair, and the blackest excitement conceivable I spasmed and shuddered and felt the stuff pumping out of me in mind-blanking ecstasy. I was coming; ah Goddess, I was coming! And it was the best orgasm I’d ever had or ever expected to. I writhed and cried and squirmed and spurted to the pile-driving penetrations impaling me until I was utterly spent and slumped limply in defeat. Still Mistress fucked me for another good ten minutes or so, rubbing this formative experience and comprehensive capitulation into me until she had yet another shrieking climax of her own and there could be no least shred of possible doubt left about who I now was: Slut-boy, here and forever after Mistress Dani’s simpering little sissy slave, Slut-boy, fit for little more than eagerly submitting to her big black dick.

Speaking of that supremely effective organ Mistress pulled it out of me, tossed the soiled pillow off the bed and rolled me back over to face her. Sweaty and disheveled from her fantastic exertions, she grinned at me with a hint of malignant glee

“So, Slut-boy, I trust you fully enjoyed finally getting to have sex with your Mistress? I know it was the most thrilling and gratifying experience of our relationship for me by far. Tell me, was losing your virginity better than you ever dreamed it could be?”

Suddenly it dawned on me that being buggered wasn’t just foreplay, it was the only sex act Mistress intended to perform with me. Instantly reading my extreme dismay Dani laughed with sadistic delight.

“You silly little Slut-boy, you never really dreamed you might actually penetrate me did you? How foolish can you be? I told you the first night we got together that you would never fuck me. I’m a lesbian after all, as you well know. No man’s penis is worthy of me, especially not that of a submissive young sissy who lives to be bound and beaten. When you and I have sex it will always be me fucking you. That should go without saying.”

Mistress laughed again at my crestfallen expression. She reached out to twist one of my nipples playfully.

“Look on the bright side, honey. Even after we’re married you won’t have to worry about watching me cuckold you with another guy. All the people you’ll have to spy on me having sex with will be women. You, on the other hand, will never fuck anyone. You’ll be a vaginal virgin forever, never to know what it’s like to have your penis inside another person. You’ll never experience a blow job either, or a titty-fuck, or even a hand-job. You won’t even give yourself one ever again. To keep you properly appreciative of sex with me you will only come from being butt-fucked, and to keep you properly obedient you will only do so when I choose to allow it. Surely that will suffice for a love-struck, hopelessly enslaved slut-boy like you. So just remember how heavenly it feels to be fucked by me, and forget all about ever having any other kind of sex life. It’s not going to happen.

“Now then, is there a reason you have something cued up on the TV? Is there something you want to show me before I fuck you for a few more hours?”

I was caught between so many emotions it took me a minute to process this and nod. Did Dani just say, ‘after we’re married’? This offhand assumption filled me with soaring joy. I was going to actually marry Dani Reilly! On the other hand, the crushing information that I would die a virgin, and even more that I would never experience all the other penile pleasures most husbands and indeed all men took for granted simultaneously swamped me with appalled consternation. Oh the price of belonging to Mistress was so cruelly high! Yet in the next breath I was reminded of that greatest of compensations. Dani was going to butt-fuck me like that again at her every whim, and for hours more just tonight!

With my head spinning and gut roiling with all these conflicting feelings I whimpered confusedly as Mistress jumped off the bed, her breasts and penis bobbing enticingly, to pour two more glasses of champagne and grab the remote. By this time the light had died to just the half dozen flickering candle-stubs still burning. In that golden romantic glow my wife-to-be looked so impossibly desirable that I moaned again in tormented adoration as she turned back to rejoin me. Eyes twinkling in the dimness she held out a glass.

“You may momentarily take that gag off, Slut-boy. We need to toast our amazing new sex life. You must be at least as thirsty as I am.”

I fumbled my mouth free and accepted the glass handed to me.

“Here’s to you losing your virginity, to me for fucking a guy for the first time, and to the way it’s going to be between us, with me fucking whomever I want but especially you, and you getting nothing but slut-fucking forever. May we both have simply fabulously fulfilling sex lives throughout our entire marriage and the eternity we shall spend together as mistress and slave!”

“Hear, hear,” I croaked out of a dry mouth and throat, knowing it was worse than useless to dispute any of this. My Goddess had decreed it and so it would be. I downed that icy, effervescent draft and carefully set my glass aside on the mattress. Then I rolled onto my side facing the TV as Mistress muted the music and started the video playing.

She snuggled up behind me, thrilling and gratifying me immensely by resting her head on my shoulder and draping an arm around my torso, where she continued to pinch and twist and idly play with my nipples while we watched the compilation of clips I’d made. Her breasts pressed against my back, soon giving me a new boner, and her own cock was poking me in the backside, an exhilarating portent. Indeed when the video ended Mistress expressed her approval by taking me just like that: unrestrained on my side from behind. Like spoons in a drawer we lay nestled together as she thrust in and out of me, until at last her always demanding excitement got the better of her. Then it was on to other positions, the more degrading for me the more we enjoyed it. Before long I was gagged and tied up again in any number of cruel contortions while Mistress stab-hammered inexhaustibly into me late into the night. Finally, bound facedown while she lay atop me and straddled my backside I responded to her relentlessly pneumatic rhythm by ejaculating again, though only a few little dribbles of semen came out.

That was more than enough for any night, even for such a momentous celebration as this. And we had school in the morning of course. Mistress locked the chastity cage back onto me, forced an enormous vibrator into my woefully abused ass and consigned me to my closet for the night ball-gagged, hogtied and elaborately wrapped in chains. Extensively wounded and physically and emotionally wrung out as I was I fell asleep almost immediately and slept like a rock until morning, when my immeasurably more fulfilling new life resumed.




Chapter Sixteen

With soccer season successfully over Dani had far more time to devote to both enjoying my hospitality and dominating me. She didn’t waste a minute of it.

It seemed every second not spent in class or on schoolwork, or in eating the sumptuous meals I prepared for her or luxuriating in the many comforts my home had to offer was used to explore thrilling new ways of subjugating me or to indulge more extravagantly than ever in established ones. So enjoyable did my mistress find this that she decided not to go out for basketball over the winter or even track in the spring. She now had a far more rewarding sport to pursue in the offseason: wrestle-raping.

Now that I was her confirmed eternal Slut-boy, Mistress took to butt-fucking me in almost every circumstance and at every opportunity.

She enjoyed tying me to the bed, bent over a chair or table or any other object, or in ever more inventive contortions right on the floor, and having at me while I was thus elaborately restrained. Almost every discipline session also culminated with her hips further spanking my badly bruised and welted ass as she pounded away at me with her big thick prick. Even while fully clothed she wore this around the clock when at the house, a constant titillation and reminder of my status for me and an assurance that she would be prepared to use it at the least provocation. Dani particularly liked interrupting me during food preparation or while I was doing other housework, approaching me unseen from behind and shoving me down over the counter, washing machine or any other handy piece of furniture when I least expected it. Of course, I had no choice but to submit to this or any other whim of my owner – not that I would have dreamed of doing so. Giving up all rights of any kind was one of the most compulsory thrills of being a slave. But by far Mistress’ favorite kind of sex (and mine as well) was that which had brought on my first orgasm by intercourse.

Nothing was more exciting for both of us than a manifestly unfair wrestling match during which I struggled desperately but ineffectually against her, found myself ruthlessly muscled into incapacitation and then brutally buggered, ostensibly against my will. How my cock would strain in its cage as I lay there pinned in some painful and inescapable fashion beneath her while Mistress panted harshly, wrenched at my twisted limbs and viciously hammered her hard cock into me! Every feral grunt and snarl as she had her way with my helpless body accentuated the sense of victimized submission that defined me, and soon I wouldn’t have traded this even for normal sex. Even though Dani refused to let me come until the results of our math final and term papers became known, subjecting me to more intense carnal frustration than ever, this too only reinforced my addiction to being utterly owned, dominated and controlled. Each such bout of punishingly dominant one-sided sex saw me revel increasingly in the new identity Mistress was hammering ineradicably into me, and when she announced that she would be spending the entire winter semester break at my house, and not returning to the dorm or her family even for Christmas I was more honored and excited than ever before.

After our last classes we returned to the house. As always Dani drove the van while I lay hidden helpless in back, ball-gagged, butt-plugged, hogtied, bagged up and chained by the collar to a special fitting welded to the rear door. Next to me on the floor was another gym bag with just some dirty laundry for me to wash in it: all she would need for a stay of some three weeks. While at my house she would have all the entertainment she needed and would wear only her growing collection of sexy dresses and fetish outfits.

Of course, Mistress would be adding considerably to these at Christmas. In addition to having her order whatever she wanted with my credit card I chose a number of exciting gifts for her myself. Soon she would be ruling over and taking me in considerably more style and even more rewarding fashion than she already did. But first we had the unprecedented pleasure of uninterrupted, around-the-clock cohabitation to wallow in, a delightful preview of the married future we would eventually be sharing. The honors and ecstasies this provided kept me increasingly exalted and tormented almost unceasingly.

After sleeping late every morning, Dani would rise just long enough to free enough of my bonds to allow me to finish releasing myself before burrowing back under the covers. Invariably she would sleepily remark on the need to find some timer-equipped system that would spare her this necessity. Then while she dozed an additional hour or so I hurried downstairs to prepare coffee and breakfast for her, often with my hands still cuffed in front of me and my bare feet hobbled by a one-foot shackling chain. After I served her breakfast in bed and prepared her bath came the true highlight of my morning.

If I had thought massaging Mistress’ feet and giving her back rubs was a source of holy awe and joy, this was nothing compared to being allowed to bathe her. Though I wore a sponge-mitt on each hand and never touched her skin directly the process of soaping and rinsing her heavenly body for her while she lounged languorously in the tub drove me practically wild with conflicting blessedness and desire. Getting to wash her hair and shave her armpits, legs and even crotch every morning was even more maddening. I gloried as well in the simple tasks of handing her heated towels for her to dry off with, putting toothpaste on the brush for her and providing tumblers of both rinse water and mouthwash. I even found myself excited by the sight of Mistress casually using the toilet in front of me. Finally, I would quickly see to my own hygiene, emerging to find my owner dressed in whatever devastatingly sexy outfit she’d chosen for the day with her cock strapped securely about her crotch and an assortment of restraints and implements of discipline already laid out to use on me.

In contrast, I spent the days naked aside from my chastity device, collar, gag or bit and bridle and whatever ropes, shackles and chains the moment called for. Whenever I wasn’t cooking, cleaning, or being beaten, buggered or otherwise dominated I was kept tightly tied up while Mistress watched my TV, listened to my stereo, used my computer or otherwise enjoyed the comforts of my home. And of course, after whatever evening extravaganza we engaged in I spent the nights likewise chained up alone in the closet.

The increased intimacy provided by spending nearly every minute together was simply heaven for me. Dani too seemed to delight in the closeness and comfort of living together, and favored me with more smiles and gestures of affection than ever. When my grades arrived by mail (I’d passed everything comfortably) she left me hogtied on the big dining room table like a bizarre living centerpiece while she ran the van back to campus to pick up her own mail. Upon her return she was excited and effervescent and actually kissed me on the forehead in celebration as she announced the results.

“I don’t believe it! I got a B in both statistics and composition! That’s the best I’ve ever done in any math or English class! And I have your tutoring to thank for it. Well done, Slut-boy. I’m going to fuck you extra hard right now, and I’m going to do it completely naked. Then I’m going to let you come for Christmas – provided you provide a perfectly splendid celebration. That’s only three days away, slave, so tomorrow I’m going to allow you to wear clothes and go out and get us a tree and decorations and whatever else you need to make the occasion extra special. For now though let’s get you off that table and upstairs into my bed for a good three-hour rump-romp before dinnertime. I can’t wait to get drilling your sissy little ass!”

By evening of the next day I had a twelve-foot tree set up in the huge, high-ceilinged living room, surrounded by potted poinsettias and dozens of thick red candles in festive, wreath-wrapped holders. I loaded the large fireplace with aromatic cherry logs and kindling and hung a large fuzzy stocking from the mantelpiece. I laid in a supply of Christmas cookies, candies, fudge and other scrumptious treats, as well as the makings for eggnog and hot cocoa. Mistress’ presents were wrapped and stashed in a downstairs closet, and by Christmas Eve I had elaborate meals planned and the early prep work done. After a dinner in which I truly outdid myself cooking (but would certainly surpass the following day) Dani and I drank a couple bottles of wine, lit the candles and decorated the tree together to the seasonal piano solos of George Winston’s December. Planning to indulge and extend ourselves like never before on the morrow we abstained from sex and domination games, and Dani retired early to enjoy a luxurious soak in the tub before bed, leaving me to finish my preparations.

I blended the eggnog and left it in the fridge. I brought the automatic coffeemaker into the living room and set it up to make the hot cocoa at the touch of a button. I set carefully covered platters of cookies and other goodies all around, loaded Mistress’ stocking with the smaller presents and piled the rest under the tree. At last I built up the fire with some enormous logs that would smolder throughout the night and prepared myself for repose, and for presentation on Christmas morning.

Among the new toys and restraints I’d bought for Mistress to use on me were several I wanted her to see on me right away when she came downstairs. First, I set up a new state-of-the-art digital video camera to record everything, trained it on the tree and patched the feed through to play on the TV. Then I removed the plug currently stuffing my butt and inserted a new one, the biggest one yet. Shiny metal and roughly conical, this was over four inches at its widest and nearly eight long. Even heavily greased with a new cayenne pepper impregnated lube that burned me frightfully this was excruciating to squeeze inside, and with the powerful vibrator turned on all the way it was a searing agony to contain. Sobbing a little as I tried futilely to get used to this I then proceeded to replace my collar as well.

This new one was much thicker and stouter, fully two inches wide with a locking buckle. Set into the glossy black leather on either side of the ring were two engraved silver tags, one reading ‘Slut-boy’ and the other ‘Property of Mistress Dani’. I locked this snugly about my throat and then hefted the heavy-duty shiny steel six-foot chain that came with it. One end I locked to the ring on the collar and the other to the Christmas tree stand. Then I tossed the keys over onto the coffee table beyond my reach. Now I was committed.

I had a number of big, festive white silk bows, one of which I affixed to my collar along with a large gift tag that read ‘For Mistress’. I stuck another bow to the corner of the ball-gag sealing away my face, used the ribbon of the third to tie my hair back in a ponytail with the bow decorating the nape of my neck in back and attached the last one to my chastity cage. With that it was time for the serious restraints.

I wrapped my legs from ankles to groin in another sturdy new chain, folded them back at the knees and then wrapped them again: securing them doubled up with my heels pressed against my woefully stuffed and burning butt before snapping closed the locks. Again I tossed the keys onto the table beyond my reach. Finally, it was time for the present Mistress would surely appreciate the most – next to the incredible new cock I had gotten her at least.

This was a specialized set of handcuffs with a built-in release timer, exactly what she’d been wishing for. No longer would she have to get out of bed in the morning to free me. I set the dial to the maximum forty-eight hours and again tossed the key onto the table. I closed one manacle up tight around my left wrist, reached around behind myself, arched my back and passed the other through the chain binding my ankles to my thighs before similarly locking it about my right wrist. I had a lot of practice doing this from nights pining alone when Mistress was at the dorm. Once I was thus in inescapable bondage I dropped to the floor, rolled onto my side with my caged and decorated cock facing out and squirmed my hogtied way back under the tree among the other wrapped presents.

Warmed by the colored lights blinking just above me I settled in to try to sleep until morning. Naturally it took me quite a while to drop off. But I passed the time fantasizing about Mistress fucking me to ejaculation with the fantastic new double-dildo I’d found for her. Then I passed seamlessly into dreams of the same.




Chapter Seventeen

I was awakened by a cry of child-like delight.

As usual all four limbs were cramped and numb from prolonged hours of being locked together behind me. My bowed back and stressed shoulders were screaming. My wedged open jaws ached terribly and my crammed full ass was horribly sore, that giant vibrator still buzzing angrily away at me. Nevertheless, my heart leapt with a joyous excitement of my own at Dani’s sudden exclamation. My eyes immediately flew wide.

“Oh my goodness, look at all this! And look at you: the best present of all, and on live TV for me! Oh, I can’t wait to unwrap and enjoy you, along with everything else. But first let me see to a few things; it’s a bit chilly in here.”

Mistress was dressed in just a sheer translucent nightgown of deep purple silk. Spaghetti straps held this barely up over her breasts and the hem just covered her boulder-like buttocks. Barefoot she hurried over and started the hot cocoa and then tossed several logs onto the sullen coals in the fireplace, building up a roaring blaze. She poured a mug of chocolate, added marshmallows and sipped at this before carrying it over to kneel next to me where I lay chained up under the twinkling tree. Again she exclaimed with delight, this time over my new personalized restraints.

“Look at this collar! Property of Mistress Dani! And it has your name on it too, and it locks in place so you can’t remove it. Plus brand new chains and shackles – oh, Slut-boy, look: these handcuffs have a timer! Does that mean I can set them to release you automatically in the mornings? How wonderful: just what I’ve been saying over and over again that I need. Oh, and look at all these other presents!

“Honestly, Slut-boy, I have never had a Christmas like this. I was lucky to get two or three gifts when I was growing up. I certainly made the right choice in enslaving you, didn’t I? I think you’ve earned your orgasm and more today. I might even have to let you eat my pussy like one of my girlfriends. Would you like that, Slut-boy: to perform oral sex on your mistress like a ravenous little lesbian?”

Naturally I nodded eagerly at this prospect, and Mistress giggled with gleeful indulgence, stroking my head affectionately.

“Why not? You’re such a cute little sissy, with that bow in your hair! But let’s see what else you’ve purchased for me first. I hardly know where to begin with all these presents…”

Leaving me bound in contorted torment Dani started with the biggest packages first. Some of these gifts were a surprise to me – the ones she’d ordered for herself – while others were a surprise to her, and infused Mistress with infectious ebullience. In the former category fell three sexy new dresses and a pair of fetish outfits that made my cock harden futilely in its cage. It seemed I’d bought her a white leather corset with little black belts running up the front. The matching thigh-high boots and bicep-high gauntlets were also white with black accents, as was the crystal-studded choker. She’d also gotten a black latex cat-suit complete with a half-hood mask. For my part I’d chosen lots of smashingly sexy lingerie for her as well as practical gifts like an e-book reader and portable media player to go with her new digital camera.

Now when we were unavoidably apart she could call up videos she’d made of me being dominated and fucked by her, or simply log onto the computer here wirelessly and tap into a camera feed of me alone and struggling or suffering through whatever bondage and torments she’d subjected me to before leaving. And of course there were other toys and restraints besides the ones currently in use on me.

In addition to an arm-binder sheath for securing me from shoulders to fingertips more straightly than ever, a five-foot iron bondage bar with shackles at both ends and a complex body harness of buckling leather straps more confining than a straitjacket yet which would provide almost unlimited access to my naked flesh was a wide, heavy blindfold of black leather to match my collar and ball-gag. Sipping on steaming hot cocoa and noshing on goodies Mistress exclaimed over all of these.

She put the blindfold on me while she tried on the new fetish outfits, not wanting to diminish their effect when she appeared in them for the first time. Then she removed it so I could watch her change into each new dress in succession and model all of her maddening lingerie for me. Assuming that she would be wearing this stuff almost exclusively for her girlfriends cruelly exacerbated my frustrated torment at seeing her supremely desirable body so devastatingly accentuated, and I groaned with jealousy even as my terribly pinched penis throbbed in its confinement. Finally, Mistress got around to emptying her stocking however, at the bottom of which were the two items I was sure we would both quickly come to appreciate the most. Under miscellaneous small items like thumb cuffs, a ring-gag and the tube of peppered lube she found first the taser, and then the feeldoe.

Of course, this wasn’t an actual police-issue taser – more of a handheld zapper wand capable of delivering a variable charge from a mere tickle to a truly agonizing, if not quite incapacitating jolt. Mistress’ eyes lit up upon recognizing this, but nothing like they did when she delved to the very bottom and brought up the specially designed double dildo I discovered while researching my newfound sex life on-line.

“Oh my God, is this a feeldoe? I’ve heard about these! You slide the smaller half inside you, where your pussy holds it in place so you don’t even need any straps. Then as you fuck with the bigger, outer half this bulb presses on your g-spot while the connecting saddle rocks against your clit. I’ve heard you get orgasms galore, and I already come just from using my strap-on!

“I also heard they were too small and unrealistic-looking to be properly satisfying though, so I never bothered to get one. This must be a new model or something though because look at it: nearly a foot long, over two inches thick, and perfectly lifelike except for the huge number of upraised veins. Holy shit, Slut-boy, if you thought I was fucking you a lot before, you aren’t going to believe how much I’m going to use this thing on you now!

“That seals it. You are definitely going to eat my pussy today and my butt-hole too. But first I’m going to pound your ass right here in front of the fireplace, ride you upstairs and discipline you all day, enjoying extensive use of my new slut-boy shocker, and then have a wonderful holiday dinner. After that you can eat me for dessert and come as many times as you can while I spend the rest of the night pounding your ass some more. This Christmas is going to be one neither of us will ever forget!”

Right away Mistress Dani unlocked my collar from the chain and dragged me out from under the tree and over onto the wide stone hearth. She positioned me lying facedown over a log nearly a foot in diameter. Without removing my gag or freeing my hands she unchained my legs, spread them wide and placed a cushion from the couch between them for her comfort. Then she stripped off the lingerie she was wearing, seized her new cock and fixed it in place.

The sight of my owner naked with an enormous black erection curving organically up from her hugely-muscled haunches with no straps or harness to spoil the illusion of its reality was so fearsomely intimidating and deeply shaming that I whimpered piteously at the way my caged cock throbbed, my face flamed and my ass clenched spasmodically on the vibrator so cruelly stuffing it. Mistress knew just how to exacerbate my conflicted cravings too as she squirted that new peppered lube all over it.

“God, look at that manly big cock, Slut-boy! It might actually be an integral part of me. I bet you’d like to suck it too, wouldn’t you? I bet you’d just love for me to fuck your slutty little face until I pump hot come all over it. You shameless little sissy, that’s the kind of oral sex you truly dream about: having a big hard cock erupting in your mouth. Well you’ll just have to be content with ass service for now. I need a fucking tight hole to fuck!”

Mistress moved around between my legs, grabbed the butt of the giant plug and wrestled it out of me. Due to its conical shape the agony of its abrupt removal was far greater than that of its gradual tapered entry and I squealed into my gag at the excruciating pain. Mistress chuckled approvingly as she set this aside and shifted into position before my gaping and upraised hole.

“I like your new plug as well, Slut-boy. You can bet your greedy ass you’ll be living with it inside you almost every single minute I’m not doing this!”

Straight away Dani stabbed viciously into me, her greater than ever girth and reach making me squeal again, this time in uncontainable ecstasy as well as pain. Then she began pounding her fiery bludgeon in and out with a power and pace unprecedented even for her, obviously spurred on to more inspired efforts than ever by the incentive that inner probe provided. Indeed she gasped and cried out with gloating glee immediately as she took me.

“Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah, ah, ah, ah yeah, Slut-boy, just feel that big hard penis! Oh god, this is the best sex ever! Soon I’ll have some hot babe pound it into me too. But for now it’s your turn, so revel in it, you slutty little butt-bitch. Take your gorgeous owner’s cock and beg her for more! You’re going to get it all day, all night, all week, all your life! A slave to my rampaging prick, that’s all you are or can ever aspire to be!”

With that my cock-equipped goddess gave herself entirely over to fucking me. For well over an hour and several orgasms she drilled herself into me, chafing my knees and face raw on the hard stone hearth. With that big log cutting into my gut and her fantastic new prick drilling me into delirium Mistress got our Christmas celebration off to a suitably extreme and portentous start. Then as she’d informed me she would she rode me upstairs without breakfast or bath and embarked upon the most rewarding discipline and domination marathon yet.

We didn’t have my tail, bit, bridle or reins but that didn’t matter. Mistress Dani forced that huge vibrator back into me, chuckling appreciatively at my agonized sobs as my sphincter was once again stretched almost to the tearing point. She donned her new outfit of white boots, gauntlets, collar and corset, tucked her taser into the front of this last, blindfolded me and unshackled my arms. Though these were dead to the world I somehow supported myself on all fours as she climbed aboard my back. Mistress changed my ponytail into sissy little pigtails, each tied off and decorated by a ribbon and bow, and then used these for makeshift reins as she guided me blind back up to her bedroom. There she did as she’d often threatened to, and suspended me spread-eagled at the foot of the bed – upside down.

Soon I was screaming into my gag again, blood pounding in my head as I writhed madly in place. In addition to the usual interminable beating with a seemingly endless series of weapons – made so much worse by the fact I never knew which one would strike me where – I, of course, also had to contend with being constantly subjected to electric shocks.

Mistress simply delighted in her new toy. Out of the darkness that enclosed me came jolt after jolt of unpredictable agony, particularly in my most sensitive spots: nipples, testicles, anus, and especially the nerve-packed tip of my penis. All day long I suffered these assaults alternating with more traditional discipline while my unseen Mistress giggled and gloated and gloried in my gagged screams and sobs. So debilitated was I by dinnertime that I could barely crawl downstairs, let only support my owner’s weight while I did so. Luckily Dani chose to stay to bathe away the sweat of her exertions while she dispatched me to prepare the meal for us. Still naked, gagged and plugged and covered more extensively with welts, bruises, burns and abrasions than ever I still managed to put on a simply lavish repast by the time she came down to join me. Freshly scrubbed and perfumed, wearing a smashing new dress and the most spectacular jewelry in her collection Dani was more gorgeous than I’d ever seen her. Our candlelit dinner was wonderfully festive and even romantic, right from the appetizers through dessert, and the rum-spiked eggnog afterwards soon had us both tipsy and giggling and more inspired than ever for an unprecedentedly prolonged and rewarding indulgence in dominant-submissive sissy sex.

Mistress left the gag off, merely locking the new chain to my monogrammed collar. Rather than ride me she led me crawling on all fours upstairs after her. There she slipped out of her dress, standing revealed in just the new stiletto-heeled shoes and black mesh stockings and garter belt I’d given her, the garters connecting the shiny little chains. She looked so breathtakingly sexy that I whimpered miserably when she put the blindfold back on me. Nevertheless, I eagerly obeyed the tugging of that heavy neck chain to climb onto the bed and crawl behind her up to the middle. I heard her plumping and arranging the pillows and settling back into them with an excited giggle. Then came another tug on the chain and the orders I’d been waiting all day, and perhaps my entire life to hear.

“Okay, Slut-boy. My legs are spread for you. Crawl up here on your knees. Then kowtow down before me, my sissy young lesbian wannabe, and service my heavenly pussy. Tonight you become a muff diver for the very first time. And you’d better get damn good real fast if you ever want to do it again. You’ve seen my girlfriends do it. Now it’s your turn. Make me come hard, or you’ll find yourself sucking my big nigger cock instead, like the filthy little slut you are.”

The pungent scent of her led me to Mistress’ holy center, where my tentative tonguing soon gave way to frenzied lapping. Yet merely licking the labia and poking into the vaginal canal wasn’t nearly enough to make my lady come. I knew from pornography what was required. Blindfolded as I was it took me quite a while and the encouragement of Mistress’ climbing cries, but at last I found the fabled clitoris. From licking and flicking this I went to nibbling and sucking, whereupon I was at last rewarded with screams of affirmation and finally a gush of fluid, which I had no choice but to swallow, as Mistress’ hands were by this time holding my face pressed tightly to her as she bucked and quivered against me. Finally, she let me up, however, and voiced her qualified approval.

“Okay, Slut-boy, that wasn’t too bad. But from now on when I let you eat my pussy I’m going to be sitting astride your face, smothering you under me while I rub myself off on you. That’s the properly dominant way to do it. I’ll also expect you to lick out my asshole, and poke your tongue up there as far as you can to demonstrate how slavishly you worship every last millimeter of me. But for now I need to fuck you for a few more hours, and allow you to have as many orgasms as you can in that period. You’ve earned them, and who knows when you might deserve another – maybe never. So you just kneel there, savor the taste of my come on your tongue, and wait while I get the ball-gag and handcuffs, the key to your cock cage, that peppery new lube and my wonderful double-ended slut-boy fucker.”

Within minutes I was again kneeling kowtowed, my gagged face pressed to the mattress and my hands cuffed behind my back as Mistress Dani knelt behind me, gripped my hips and drilled me doggie-style. Finally freed, my intensely erect penis slapped wildly against my groin as Mistress speared relentlessly into me, arousing me out of my mind but never quite providing the friction necessary for orgasm. Unfortunately, this seemed to be by design, for every position she fucked me in for the first couple of hours was similarly inadequate to get me off.

After she climaxed from doing me from behind Mistress fucked me on my back, not in the missionary position with my prick crushed between us but merely crouching before my upraised butt and then leaning forward over me. After that she moved on to the infamous pile-driver: deliciously degrading as always but again leaving my ceaselessly straining organ pointing down at my face and raging completely untouched. I almost began to consider it a blessing she kept me blindfolded the whole time. It was frustrating enough listening to her panting and screaming mixed with thrillingly contemptuous exhortations, and feeling her powerful body working against, slapping against and stabbing relentlessly into mine without adding the heavenly spectacle of her lovely face, bulging and flexing muscles and madly animated breasts. I might have gone truly out of my mind with orgasm finally permitted and yet so capriciously denied. But at long last Mistress Dani took pity on me. She removed my handcuffs (but not the blindfold) and commenced one of our maximally rewarding wrestling bouts. When after weeks and hours of intolerably desperate deprivation I finally found myself straddling a pillow, my cock crushed into it, my face pressed to the mattress and my arms nearly wrenched out of their sockets by a pitiless full-nelson, I ejaculated within a minute of being brutally pounded into. Then in another new first for me I climaxed again twenty minutes later during the same copulation as Mistress grunted and snarled and came yet again herself.

With that she at last released her hold and climbed off me. She hauled me upright by the hair and removed my ball-gag only to suddenly push my face down again, this time right into the slimy, spunky pillow I’d just been straddling.

“Lick up the mess you made, slave! From now on whenever you come you suck up and swallow the spew like the shameless slut you are. Sissies love to eat semen almost as much as they do pussy. Suck it off that pillow or I’ll rub it all over your face and leave it smeared and crusted there until morning!”

This was far worse than tasting and swallowing Dani’s ejaculate. Unwilling I hesitated a second. But then an agonizing shock to my sorely abraded anus spurred me into action. Mistress purred mocking approval at me as I cleaned up and consumed all of my formerly bloated balls’ noisome contents.

“That’s right my slutty young sperm vacuum, my genital sucking slave, eat all the yummy come. Get it all over your lips and tongue. Sissies like you live for this taste.”

After I’d finished Mistress gagged me again, forced my giant new vibrator back inside me and pulled me crawling after her into the closet. She hogtied me up for the night and snapped the new handcuffs closed, issuing orders as she did so.

“I’m setting the timer for ten o’clock. That should give you half an hour to struggle free of the rest of these bonds, half an hour to quietly bathe and shave and an hour to serve my breakfast. I want it delivered to me in bed at noon. This will be your new routine from now on.”

Beyond the blackness of my blindfold I heard the door close as Mistress Dani retired to what used to be my enormous bed alone.




Chapter Eighteen

For the next six days our cohabitation vacation proceeded like a wonderful dream.

We were each the other’s entire world, to steal a phrase from Cormac McCarthy’s The Road. I continued to spend every second I wasn’t elaborately tied up pampering, flattering, serving and slavishly doting upon my glorious mistress. As for Dani, when not completely naked she defied my expectations by dressing exclusively in the lingerie I’d given her, driving me to worshipful extremes of unrelieved desire around the clock. With her new cock constantly curving up from her crotch or her old one strapped on over whatever skimpy panties she’d chosen to wear she blessed me with thrillingly violent sex over half a dozen times a day without fail. She also took to roughly riding my face to multiple orgasms on a daily basis, until the taste of her pussy and even ass on my tongue and her come gushing into my mouth became as familiar to me as the lavish meals I prepared for us and the expensive vintages my grandparent’s seemingly inexhaustible cellar provided. Mistress was heard to lament repeatedly that she had to return to at least officially living at the dorm come the start of the new semester.

“Damn it’s going to suck going back to that hive every few days to pick up my mail and messages and at least maintain the pretense that I’m living there!”

I was lying on my belly down near the foot of the bed. Hugely vibrator-stuffed and wrapped tightly up hogtied in my new body harness of buckling leather straps, I was orally servicing Mistress’s feet while she lounged against a stack of pillows in a sheer black and gold leopard-patterned chemise. Alternately sucking on her toes and bathing between them and all over the soles with my devoted tongue I whined my agreement, my penis throbbing as always in exquisitely pinched-off misery.

“I’m tempted to just drop out of school entirely, and spend the rest of my life entirely under this roof, just living off, dominating, and butt-fucking you, Slut-boy. But that would mean the end of my soccer career, and my dreams of playing for the national team and winning a gold medal, a World Cup, and becoming the black Mia Hamm and all.

“I simply couldn’t do that. No, I’ve just got to stick out this last semester that I’m obliged to live on campus. Then as soon as it’s over I can move in here for the summer, my senior year and basically the rest of my life, or at least whenever I’m not in residency camp (I hope) or playing professionally somewhere.

“Of course by the time that happens you’ll be twenty-one, with your full inheritance and everything. You can buy or rent us a nice house in whatever city I end up playing in, and we can return here just in the offseason. Whatever the case, I mean to have my slave with me nonstop from now on, except when I’m unavoidably on the road.

“I am just irredeemably addicted to your cooking and pampering, Slut-boy, and to beating and buggering you and seeing you all meekly tied up naked and suffering for me! Every girl, especially every lesbian, should have her own cock-locked, madly devoted and deprived eunuch male to serve and satisfy her, to wallow in her abuse and beg for her to righteously butt-fuck him every day. I don’t even know how I managed to survive so long before I found you…”

Of course, talk like this always made my heart swell with bliss. To be appreciated and, yes, loved in her own way by the goddess of my dreams, to be reassured that I would be allowed to serve and suffer under and dote upon her forever brought tears of blessedness to my eyes. Whimpering happily I redoubled my efforts, sucking on Mistress’ toes and scouring between them with maniacal fervor. The course of my life was already set and it promised to be a never-ending paradise. But, of course, Mistress then took this minute to remind me of the one truly intolerable torment that belonging to her entailed.

“You know that it’s New Year’s Eve, don’t you, Slut-boy? After dinner I’m going out to party, and look for some delicious bitch to use my new feeldoe on me. Meanwhile, you’re going to ring in the New Year tied to a chair and hidden in your cuckold’s closet, waiting for me to come home and have spectacular sex right in front of you. I wonder when you’ll next be allowed to experience an orgasm again yourself: a few weeks, a few months, a few years, a few decades, maybe never? As always that’s for me to decide, and for you to worry about. Isn’t it simply heavenly being my secret slave?”

“Mmm-hmm!”

My eager affirmation was muffled by the number of toes in my mouth, and Mistress giggled delightedly.

“You are so cute, Slut-boy! I could just fuck your perverted little butt-hole right now! But I want to save my orgasmic excesses for later tonight, when I finally get to make love to a beautiful woman again – something you’ll never, ever get to do. That tight steel cage is the only thing your pitiful little penis will ever be inside of. If only I could keep every cock in the world similarly under lock and key!”

Contemplating this kind of paradise, Mistress lapsed into a blissful reverie as I transferred my frantic attentions from her left foot to her right. Bobbing on her big toe I suckled it like a prick, moaning joyfully all the while. But finally Dani pulled her talented feet away from me, gagged me back up again and curled up under the covers to take a nap before dinner. She was going to be up quite late after all…

Too soon school resumed. Since Dani no longer had need of spending money (I’d given her a bank card to withdraw whatever she needed from my account) we dropped the formal tutoring sessions. Of course, I still helped her with math whenever she needed it, and proofread and improved any papers she had to write. But without tutoring or sports we needed to be on campus only for classes. As before I took the bus back and forth to these while Dani drove the van. Otherwise we spent all of our time at the house, enjoying each other’s company and endlessly indulging our mutual need for dominance and submission. We remained a perfectly compatible if decidedly unconventional couple, never wearying of each other in the least or engaging in the most piffling disagreement.

Mistress ruled the roost completely in everything, and I went along ecstatically content just to belong to her, treasuring each smile and minimal gesture of affection she bestowed on me, serving her faultlessly in any way required and eagerly submitting to her every disciplinary whim no matter how demeaning or sadistic. I reveled in every second I spent in cruelly sadistic bondage and wallowed outrageously in the perversely limited yet orgiastically extensive sex life she permitted me. As I said, I truly suffered only when forced to watch her cuckold me on a more or less weekly basis – though of course I was also obliged to endure the ever more maddening extremes of consummately frustrating orgasmic deprivation Mistress delighted in subjecting me to.

At nineteen years of age I was in my sexual prime, brimming with testosterone and bloated with sperm my gonads endlessly produced to no purpose. I’d gone from climaxing every day for at least the past five years to ejaculating once a month at best. And I not only spent nearly all my time in close proximity to the woman I found most desirable in the world, seeing her daily and nightly in various stages of undress or wearing the most fantastically titillating outfits, I also interacted with her constantly in the most arousing ways imaginable: bathing and shaving her, massaging her body and feet, orally servicing these latter (and her genitals) upon demand, being bound, beaten and tortured by her, being effortlessly wrestled into submission, and most exciting of all being endlessly subjected to the thrillingly humiliating ecstatic indignities of brutal anal sex. The combination of all this limitless stimulation with almost nonexistent opportunity for release kept me in a state of excruciating sexual tension. Yet in a way I treasured even this. Such deprivation redundantly ensured my fanatical devotion and absolutely unstinting obedience to my beloved owner.

I spent every second of every day seeking to ingratiate myself to Mistress in the mad hope that she might eventually see fit to unlock my penis and finally let me climax as she yet again crushed me to the bed, panted and snarled and stabbed her hard cock into me. And even as those fabulous orgasmic occasions grew ever more seldom they proved ever more precious and correspondingly fulfilling for me.

A master of positive reinforcement and psychological manipulation, Mistress Dani endlessly increased the potency of my addiction to her ownership even as she relentlessly decreased the rewards of it. I became more of a slave to her every day, controlled absolutely in every way, and by the time the end of my freshman year rolled around I was so frantically dedicated to Dani Reilly’s least happiness that I would have died for her despite the fact that she hadn’t allowed me to climax in over nine long weeks. Then at last she relented. We would mark the occasion of finally formerly moving in together for the summer, the following school year and the rest of our lives with the most intense subjugation experience yet, at the pinnacle of which I would get to come one time and one time only. Then ensconced in our shared paradise we would indulge in an unbelievable eternity of complementary mastery and slavery.

Moving day was simply exhilarating for me.

Rather than load everything into the van herself Dani finally relaxed her strictures against being seen in public with me. Her roommate and most of those on her floor of the dorm had already moved out; to those remaining she referred to me simply as a former tutee she’d hired to assist her. She was sharp-tongued and impatient with me as we boxed and loaded things up, which I found secretly exciting.

Back at the house I gladly unloaded everything myself, storing things as imperiously directed: clothes in her half of the big closet, books and computer in the next bedroom she was appropriating as an office, miscellaneous items here and there. This process was easily finished by dinnertime, after which I was bridled and bitted and ridden back upstairs for that aforementioned unprecedented extravaganza of physical, emotional, and sexual subjugation.

This didn’t end until dawn of the following day, when grievously wounded, piteously broken, chained in the most painful and restrictive contortion yet, I responded to my umpteenth violent butt-fucking of the night by finally ejaculating so convulsively that my pulped and swollen, bruised, abraded and agonized balls felt actually deflated afterwards. Then before the recording camera and live on the room’s big high definition TV I again sucked and slurped up more than two months’ worth of slimy semen.

After that I was suspended as so often before spread-eagled over the foot of the bed, stretched so tightly that my limbs seemed on the brink of dislocation, every muscle and ligament thrumming with strain. This time in lieu of clothespins I had tight little sharp-toothed clamps dangling heavy lead weights biting into and dragging unceasingly on my nipples and penis head – these were among the many new gifts I’d gotten Mistress for Valentine’s Day, when I spent my entire monthly allotment and more on her. Thus I was left to suffer long hours of mewling miserably and watching my gorgeous goddess blissfully slumber. So it would go for the rest of the late spring and summer.

During early July, Dani Reilly was finally called into residency camp to train with the US national team for the first time.

Naturally she chose to celebrate this triumph with an even greater sex-and-torture orgy than ever before, and by once again finally allowing me to ejaculate – this time after an even longer spell of deprivation made even more maddening by the way we now lived exclusively together as Mistress and slave. Throughout the three weeks she was gone I pined for her miserably of course. I continued to sleep bound in the closet, went about handcuffed and hobbled, ball-gagged and butt-stuffed nearly around the clock, and spent endless hours watching the videos Mistress had made of herself dominating me.

I masturbated feverishly to these in the only way I was capable of: plunging one of her cocks into myself while sucking on another one – something she still constantly threatened me with but hadn’t yet subjected me to, and which I increasingly fantasized about and practiced for. I even zapped myself with her shock-wand while I did this, dripped wax on my body and tormented myself in any number of other ways. When Dani finally returned (as a newcomer she hadn’t been chosen by the coach to participate in the upcoming international tournament) she naturally vented her disappointment in the same way she’d celebrated her accomplishment.

Of course, the main difference (other than the increased severity of my punishments and brutality of my buggering) was the fact that I wasn’t allowed to ejaculate this time. Indeed this denial of my climax persisted throughout the rest of our first heavenly summer spent together, even through my twentieth birthday and the advent of the new semester and soccer season, when Mistress accompanied my latest fucking with the announcement that this year as captain she would be abandoning secrecy at last, and sharing my submission (and the pleasures of celebration and distress-salving) with her entire team. Thus having enjoyed only half a dozen orgasms since the turn of the year so far, I was suddenly facing the daunting and insanely titillating prospect of becoming the slut-boy slave not of just the incomparable Dani Reilly but of two dozen other supremely athletic college-aged women as well.

I’d been her eternal personal property for less than twelve months. Perhaps another fifty or more years of who knew what intolerable triumphs and treasured travails still lay ahead. And now they were about to begin in earnest…




Part Two:

Now, Again




Chapter Nineteen

It is the first weekend of the new school year, and the last before the games begin for senior Captain Dani Reilly’s soccer team. As for Mistress Dani Reilly, she has a new game of her own planned for this Saturday night.

Making obsessive use of the e-book reader I got her for Christmas, Dani has been absolutely devouring Anne Rice’s The Vampire Chronicles lately. She wants to indulge in fantasy role-playing now, and this is the perfect place.

As I’ve mentioned, my grandfather’s den is macho heaven, yet Mistress has taken quite a shine to it. An avid big game hunter all his adult life, Gramps had crowded this high-ceilinged space with exotic trophies. Among the heads mounted on the walls are American standbys like deer (a magnificent twelve-point buck), Rocky Mountain bighorn sheep and a smaller pronghorn antelope, but also Africa kudu, cape buffalo and some spiral-horned Asian species unknown to me. Similarly, there is a truly enormous Alaskan Kodiak brown bear mounted upright in one corner offset by a fur rug in front of the fireplace made from the snarling head and skin of a jet black South American jaguar.

Next to the liquor cabinet is a glass-fronted gun case displaying over half a dozen expensive, hand-crafted rifles and shotguns, while hanging over the mantle is an authentic Hawken flintlock from the days of the nineteenth century fur trade. Even more antique and exotic weapons are also mounted on the walls: a Scottish claymore, double-bitted battle axe and a crossed mace and sword to go with the suit of armor standing in the corner opposite the ten foot-tall bear. Only the wall next to this and opposite the doorway is conspicuously uncluttered. That’s because Mistress has had me move out the large bookcase that used to stand there in favor of heavy leather shackles she’s had me bolt to the wall. It is toward these she leads me by the chain locked to my collar once I’ve built up a roaring blaze in the fireplace.

It is just after eleven p.m., and the room is illuminated only by that crackling yellow flicker and the twenty tall black taper candles she’s had me place all around. Other than that collar and my ball-gag and cock cage I’m completely naked, while Mistress is wearing just the fluffy terrycloth robe she donned after her just-finished bath. Our mutual excitement has us both keyed up even more than usual with the novelty of this almost barbaric setting and the anticipation of Mistress’ still unrevealed intentions for tonight. As she orders me into position for bondage she can’t help but giggle a little.

“Okay, Slut-boy: up against the wall, facing out at me! Put your hands up over your head, spread apart for those shackles.”

Quickly I comply, and quickly Mistress binds me to the wall by the wrists. Then one by one she lifts my legs off the floor and likewise shackles them to that stretch of bare wall. When she’s finished these are split out perpendicular to my torso, bound at the ankles and upper thighs. Hung thus from my wrists and splayed legs, pinned to the wall like any other mounted trophy, I gasp with stress and excitement as she clamps the usual weights to my nipples. She wriggles the vibrator stuffing my invitingly proffered butt, checking its security, and then pulls a tiny baggie from the pocket of her robe.

There is a miniscule little pill in this, sliced in half to make it smaller still. Her eyes sparkling darkly with some daring thrill, Mistress pokes out the tip of her tongue and uses it to pick up and ingest this. Then she grins challengingly at me.

“Mescaline, Slut-boy: just half a hit. I got it at residency camp down in Los Angeles. And I gave you the other half along with your gag about ten minutes ago. That should provide a splendid atmosphere for tonight without totally tripping us out too much to function. I shall return for you at the stroke of midnight, just as it’s properly kicking in.”

Ignoring the flare of shocked unease in my eyes Mistress Dani moves a tall candlestick to just under my anus and caged genitals, so that the flame is close enough to these exquisitely sensitive spots to torture me without causing worse than a first-degree burn. After that she retreats to the fireplace, where she buries a pair of irons I’ve improvised under her direction in the hottest part of the blaze. She turns on some haunting yet distinctly psychedelic music and leaves, closing the door behind her.

Whimpering at the beginnings of pain in my stressed limbs, and agony in my anus and the tip of my penis, I try to distract myself from both these and my anxiety by concentrating on my surroundings and the music. I’ve never done any real dope before – just a little pot with Mistress a couple of times. But from what I’ve learned in class, the way to avoid adverse reactions to psychotropic drugs is to remain calm. The state of mind of the user will generally determine the kind of experience one has. Of course, it’s not easy to remain mellow while waiting for who knows what trying and madly exciting sadistic sexual ordeal to commence, especially when it feels as though a blowtorch is focused on your crotch. But the music helps, at least at first. Despite its complexity it’s soothing, even mesmerizing. But as the time passes its character changes, becoming ever more ominous, and the trophies around me turn gradually from merely interesting to creepy to downright menacing. Clearly the mood-altering effects of the hallucinogen I’ve been given are starting to kick in, as is the sensory distortion I’ve read about. This is no dry textbook however, this is reality (such as it is) and I’m rather unprepared for it.

Straight lines begin to waver a little, flat planes to ripple and curved surfaces to swell and recede. It seems detail has been added to everything. Hitherto hidden patterns have emerged from the most mundane places; the carpet has become an intricate mosaic of kaleidoscoping figures. Meanwhile the more exotic objects have become items of limitless fascination drenched with depthless significance. The barbarous weapons, decapitated heads, the snarling faces and gaping jaws of the bear and jaguar stir primitive fears and thrills by turns, are momentarily swept away by the distraction of the dancing flames, the mesmerizing music or the increasingly intense pains racking me only to return again and again with redoubled impact. I’m alternately gripped by euphoria and terror: giggling one moment and whimpering the next. I go from hanging limply in slack-jawed enchantment to writhing and struggling against my bondage in a desperate panic that’s unprecedented even after all these months. Mistress Dani was, as always, absolutely right: between the drug and my surroundings I’m primed like never before to appreciate whatever gothic game she’s chosen to play. Keyed to an emotional and perceptual pitch, my moods altered and elevated and able to be manipulated at will, my keenly enhanced senses receptive to the most subtle stimuli while vulnerable to the grossest overload, I’m the perfect prey for her in this room full of vanquished, slain, skinned, stuffed and mounted quarry. Hanging splayed out helplessly on the wall amid all the other trophies I’ve lost track of time completely. When the grandfather clock on one wall begins to sonorously gong the witching hour and the door to the room suddenly crashes open I can’t help but scream into my gag with shock. Instantly, I’m captivated by rapture, lust, and overpowering dread at Mistress’ stunning reappearance.

She’s dressed – if you can call it that – all in blood red lace, aside from her black boots and erect cock. Fingerless gauntlets cover her to just below the elbow, and over the matching teddy she wears a diaphanous floor-length robe that flares wide behind her like a cape of translucent crimson as she glides toward me. One hand carries the shock-wand I gave her for Christmas while her favorite black bullwhip trails along the floor from the other. Under any circumstance she would be gorgeous, sexy, and fearsome beyond belief. But in this setting, under the influence of a potent hallucinogen, she seems a supernatural succubus come to harvest my soul, leaving my bound body to hang naked and vacant with the rest of the trophies. Shivering with dread exaltation as she approaches, I unleash another unbidden cry at the inconceivably evil and yet seductive smile she favors me with.

Mistress’ canine teeth are twice as long as all the others and sharply pointed. If these are costume teeth they are certainly not of the cheap plastic Halloween variety. They look incontrovertibly real to me, as does the raving look of lustful craving my soul-owner focuses on me. Terror has my heart hammering even as my poor tortured penis strains madly in its cage. I bleat some pathetic interrogative as Mistress moves the candle tormenting me and moves right up against me where I’m pinned to the wall. For the moment she ignores this, her gaze focused ravenously on my neck as she unlocks and removes the heavy leather collar from it.

She leans in and licks my throat, slathering it up and down with her tongue. Then her lips begin to wander over the skin before fastening to me right where the pulse of life beats closest to the surface. Though I can feel the press of her abnormally long and pointy teeth she doesn’t bite but just lightly scratches them against me before locking her big thick lips tightly to my neck and sucking hard. Panting through her nose her breath is hot against my throat and the sustained suction soon borders on the painful. Mistress is giving me a love-bite, or a hickie as we called it in high school, and immensely flattered, excited and yet more unsettled than ever I moan helplessly, my caged cock straining mightily against the steel. At last she breaks away, again licking the small wound that she’s made before pressing her body firmly against mine and grinding our torsos deliciously together. The head of her cock pushes intrusively against my already outrageously stuffed hole and she meets my gaze from only inches away. Her eyes are dilated and yet heavy-lidded, her gaze both sultry and predatory as she at last breaks her silence.

“Ah, my helpless slave, my puny male mortal, my delectable young treat, you are going to provide me with such an excellent feast tonight! But I can’t feed on you just yet. You need long hours of terror and pain and sexual ecstasy to season and tenderize you first, to give you a supremely satisfying savor to go with the sustenance. Is your poor useless penis terribly burned from the fire I put under it? Well that is nothing to what comes next. Before I drain you tonight you shall be marked as my conquest and property for all of time. Wear this evidence of my ownership with pride throughout the eons my delectable if contemptible little possession!”

Mistress grins widely, giving me an up close look at those fearsome canines. With the heightened awareness of the drug I finally see that they aren’t truly real – just a custom-fitted, no doubt expensive denture. That doesn’t much lessen my great trepidation, however for this part of her intention at least has been an obvious eventuality ever since she sent me to my grandfather’s workshop with a couple lengths of steel rod an eighth of an inch thick and some very specific instructions. Now she turns from me, strides purposely over to the fireplace and withdraws one of these from where its end has been buried in the coals. Glowing a bright yellow-orange in the room’s midnight dimness, this end has been painstakingly bent into a perfect representation of the letter M. Mistress Dani means to brand me with the initials of that title, and I whimper miserably in anticipation of the agony coming closer with her every step.

“You are mine, mortal male,” she menacingly intones, her dark eyes glowing golden with reflected fire, “blood and bone, body and soul, spirit and flesh forever. Tonight we consecrate this with a series of unholy sacraments. Receive thou the first, and accept the blessings of my possession with agony, ecstasy and endless appreciation.”

Mistress presses that fiery steel M firmly against the skin of my belly somewhat to the right of my navel. Smoke rises from the contact, along with the hiss and stench of burned meat, and I scream into my gag with the greatest pain she’s ever inflicted on me. Then even this is superseded, as she wrenches the hot iron out of the instantly cauterized wound she’s just made. Laughing wickedly at my reaction, my soul-owner savors my shuddering and weeping for a moment as if this were a kind of psychic sustenance she thrives on. She retreats to the fireplace then and retrieves the iron bent into the letter D. The excruciating process is repeated, until the two initials are seared permanently into me, slightly offset and overlapping. Laughing more diabolically still Mistress Dani drops the iron to clatter on the floor and pauses a minute or two to let us both fully register the significance of the moment. Then she raises her shock-wand, shakes out her whip and goes to work on me with the joyously inspired sadism of the most demonically gifted torturer in hell.




Chapter Twenty

As the drug-thrall deepens time turns even more elastic on me, stretching out now like taffy. It seems like eons that I hang there: writhing, screaming and crying as Mistress entertains herself with my pain. Every sensation becomes increasingly exquisite too: the rich timbre of her laughter, the crackle of electricity leaping from the wand to my skin, the whistling hiss of the whip cutting through the air all make for a symphony of devastating significance. Likewise the sparkle of Dani’s eyes, the multihued beads adorning her braids, the deep crimson of her lace teddy and flaring robe, the gleaming ebony of her erection, the satiny sheen of her sable skin and each jewel-like drop of sweat beading on it comprise a feast of shape and color rioting amid the galaxy of little candle flames and the grotesque bestiary of decapitated heads and barbaric weaponry surrounding me. Even smells clamor insistently for attention: sweat, blood, leather, wood, smoke, cooked flesh and the faint ghosts of old cigars that haunt this place. But of course, it is the sense of touch to which I’ve become most attuned. The long familiar bite of the whip and searing jolt of current are now magnified beyond comprehension. Over the constant agonized drag of swinging and dancing weights from my nipples, the ever more painful strain of suspension on my limbs and joints and the still burning flame of the brand stamped on my belly each successive slash of the lash and zap of the taser is an explosion of excruciation.

Disorientation deepens into delirium as I hang marked for life and suffering like never before, until I’m incapable of counting or even properly registering the occasional gonging of the grandfather clock as it tolls out intervals of time passing in some more sane reality. Nevertheless, after an unmeasured eternity I find my unholy Mistress once again finally moving right up close against me, her whip and wand laid aside and her empty hands crooked into talons, the nails (shaped into sharply honed points for this occasion) painted blood-red too as they wrench the vibrator from my ass and then reach for my extensively welted flesh.

Teasingly these skate over my skin, and then scratch harder until they’re clawing at me, dragging long weals down my flanks. Stopping just short of digging bloody furrows they stingingly cross-hatch the more or less horizontal whip wounds before pinching, pulling and twisting and then resuming that feral clawing. Meanwhile Mistress’ face thrusts forward at a predatory angle, her jaws gape open and the sharp points of her teeth likewise nip and scratch at my shoulders and neck. Her jutting prick probes at the junction of my perpendicularly split legs, and then suddenly those claws sink into me, seizing me in a carnivore’s controlling grip just as she impales my already sore emptiness to the hilt.

From a standing position Mistress fucks me, pinning me to the wall and pounding into me even as her teeth still nip and scratch and she growls deep in her throat like some jungle cat: a black panther perhaps like the one snarling up at us from the rug. Sinking in an abysm of terrified submission, pained and turned on out of my addled mind, I moan and groan and gasp helplessly as I’m so violently used, the walls wavering in and out and every driving stroke into me so intensely stimulating my long-unemptied balls that they tingle and contract even as my pitilessly caged penis fruitlessly throbs and swells against the implacable steel.

Once again time has become infinitely malleable, the duration of our copulation marked only by the acceleration of Mistress’ thrusts and the panting of her breath as she takes her brutish pleasure from me. Pierced by her claws and rhythmically impaled I’m impelled through ever more imperative realms of violated victimhood, so overwhelmed with frustrated lust and dread exhilaration that I still fail to anticipate the inevitable climax this all is leading to. But then as Mistress’ rapid respiration and manic jabbing begin their familiar escalation toward orgasm she exalts and terrifies me like never before with the ridiculously predictable culmination of this gothic and exotic and supernaturally intense experience.

From gently gnawing on the curve of my neck her long fangs suddenly plunge deep into me, puncturing my flesh with a great glassy stab of pain. Her thick lips lock to the wound, and battened on me thus Vampiress Dani starts sucking voraciously, grunting like a beast as she feeds while not missing a single stroke of her hip-pumping penetrations.

My terror and victimization peak in an almost unbearable detonation of shocked pain and lust at this. Screaming and shuddering mindlessly I quiver uncontrollably all over as I’m fucked and sucked, Mistress’ hot exhalations almost searing the skin of my neck as she pants stertorously through her nose. I fancy I can feel myself being drained even as my former privacy is so wantonly invaded: blood, soul, life-force, whatever you want to call it, the last of my autonomy and individuality as a singular human being is drawn ravenously out of me, imbibed by my owner and leaving me less than a slave, shade, or shadow now bound to the eclipsing aura that is her indomitable immortal will.

I could be dying and passing into eternal thralldom for all I know, and the insane sensations and perceptions of this translation are so horrifyingly erotic that I keen and throb and gasp and twitch with a kind of psychological orgasm of my own as I willingly surrender to the succubus consuming me. For heaven knows how long my dark goddess grunts and sucks and swallows, undulating against me as she fucks out her ecstatically fulfilling apotheosis. But at last she pulls back, detaching her teeth from my neck and her talons from my sides and withdrawing the hard bone of her organ from my woefully sore hole. Her tongue snakes out, licking the smeared crimson from her lips, and against all expectations I can feel my essential ichor trickling a bit down my neck and flanks from the punctures she’s made.

Mistress hasn’t drained me after all.

Indeed she hasn’t even come close to any major blood vessels. This is all just a fantasy game after all, made particularly intense by the drug she’s fed us. As she laughs with satisfaction and roughly squeezes and twists my bloated balls it is only irresistibly sexy Dani toying with me, and not some demonic immortal entity. Nevertheless, my soul remains incontrovertibly hers and my heart yearns out to her more devotedly than ever as my terror subsides and my manic arousal returns to its mere fevered pitch.

“Ah, Slut-boy, that was fabulously fun! Can you believe I actually drank your blood? Talk about kinky! I need to fuck you a whole lot more though now, and this standing upright shit is too tiring. Let’s get you down on the rug, where you can feed off me this time and I can stab-hammer-batter your ass for hours while we gradually come down.”

Mistress Dani unshackles my legs from the wall and releases my arms. She takes me by the hand (a heart-swelling rarity) and leads me over to the fireplace. There she settles me (unbound for once) on my back on that silky black fur. She straddles my head, her gauzy red robe spread out wide around us and her crotch squashing down against the gag that still seals away the lower half of my face.

“Oh dear, you can’t feast on my bodily products like this, can you?” Mistress rocks back and forth a little, grinning down at me as she humps that thick black leather.

“You know what would be really fine, Slut-boy? If you had a big prick sticking up from this gag. They make those, don’t they? Then I could really ride your face. Or I could lounge back in bed while you lie hogtied between my legs and service me while still properly gagged.

“Despite all the girls I bring back here I truly don’t get nearly enough cock in my pussy. If you had a big fake one sticking off your face you could satisfy me so much more than you already do. And then not only would you not get to use your little penis on me, but I could deny you the use of your tongue too, and the taste of my pussy and come.

“Of course, you’re aware that my birthday is a week after next Thursday, right? You could get me one then. And you know what I also want? I want a big mirror over my bed. You could have one installed up under the canopy, so that no one could see it until they were right up close, but it would reflect back everything going on down below. Work on that, okay? In the meantime though, I still promised to let you eat me.”

Mistress lifts up, unbuckles the gag and pulls it from my mouth. She shifts forward a bit more then, before pulling the crotch of her teddy further aside and lowering her pubis back onto my face. Gripping her massively muscled buttocks with both hands she spreads these wide, opening her nether hole to me.

“Stick your tongue in my bung, Slut-boy,” she breathes. “Give me a good rim-job and then get it as deep into my ass as you can. Clean me totally pristine inside and out and then tongue-fuck my butt. After that I’ll let you eat my vagina, suck my clit and swallow all the yummy come I gush into your mouth. Savor the taste of me while you can, Slut-boy. Soon that too will be a very rare reward!”

Of course, I’ve had many long months for this to go from a repellent chore to a highly thrilling and arousing treat, and the thought that I will soon be denied it sends me into a frenzy. Slavishly I lap and swirl at that tight little entrance before forcing my way inside. Unlike Mistress’ tongue, which is delightfully pointy at the tip, mine is rather flat and broad like the dog she says I am. Once I get the whole thing in as far as I can I twist it back and forth, scouring her out just as directed. In response, Mistress moans beautifully in appreciation. Encouraged I proceed to rhythmic penetrations, which Mistress aids by humping back against me. My own anus puckers in sympathy with her, madly craving the much deeper and forceful invasion of her feeldoe, which still curves out of her by my nose and juts out over my face so close that my eyes cross as I fixate on it just above me. Alternately moaning with blessedness and whimpering with pain and frustration as my own unworthy penis pulses in its seemingly eternal confinement I service my goddess with a manic devotion, treasuring every gasp of satisfaction that escapes her.

“Ah God, Slut-boy, you do that so well! A perfect young asshole-licking horn-dog, that’s you! For someone who’s never been kissed, never made out with a girl and never will I’m glad you’re so enthusiastic and adept at frenching my bung. Very soon now I’ll allow you to suck my cock too. Won’t that be the thrill of a lifetime for you, my shamelessly slutty little sissy-bitch? Sex for you will always be about your hungry holes, and never your ridiculously little caged appendage, so revel in this while you can, my sleazy young bung-slave, my interminably denied eunuch piece of property. Get all the tonguing you’ve got coming to you!”

Naturally I need no such exhortation. Yet I respond to it nevertheless, gripping handfuls of fur on either side of me and grunting ferally myself as I wallow in this desperately intimate abasement. The mescaline I’ve ingested is still magnifying every sense amazingly: sight, scent, touch and particularly taste, as well as lending monumental significance to every perception and nuance of mood. For a time out of time I tongue-fuck Mistress’ butt with all the insane fervor I would bring to using my penis on her if that were ever allowed. And when Mistress Dani at last pulls away from me, eases her big prick from its seating and presents me with her femininity to service I fling myself into this new unfathomably heavenly honor just as wildly.

Once again I lap like an overeager puppy, nibble at Mistress’ labia until they’re positively dripping, tease them open and drive inside. Again she begins pumping back against me, seizing fistfuls of my hair and fucking my outthrust tongue like it was a dick. Rocking atop my face she grinds her groin against me, using me as wantonly as ever for seemingly forever before at last permitting me to expose and suckle her secret nubbin. When she at last screams out her climax and floods me with her ejaculate I suck and slurp and swallow this down like some kind of divine nectar, exalted beyond bearing by this evidence of the sexual pleasure I’ve provided her. All too soon this is over though, until Mistress only knows when I’ll be so wonderfully fed again. But at least it’s time for our quintessential carnal relations to resume. Mistress Dani slides her big feeldoe back into her receptively wet center and positions me for fucking yet again.

“Spread your legs, baby. Lift them right up into the air.”

Warmed more by this rare term of endearment I immediately comply. Dani catches me under the knees with her elbows and falls forward atop me, pinning my legs to the rug up above my head. We both gasp with bliss as she inserts herself and then she’s stabbing vigorously in and out of me just as she still does several times a day. Only this time I’m not gagged or bound in any way, and when I timidly raise my hands up inside her robe to cup and caress her big flexing buttocks she permits and even encourages this, smiling down at me from only inches away.

“Go ahead, Slut-boy: assist my rhythm. Slam me into you like you can’t get enough of it.”

Naturally, I can’t. Nor can I get enough of this permissive, affectionate tenor of our coupling. It’s as if Mistress is actually making love to me, and not just brutally sexually subjugating me – submissively exhilarating as that latter always is. But the idea that my loving lust is at last to some degree being reciprocated is a more profound and fulfilling thrill than any sense of victimization could ever be, and I bask in sublime ecstasy as Dani Reilly lies fully atop me, our torsos pressed together, smiling indulgently down as she thrusts her big penis tirelessly into me. When at last she begins accelerating towards orgasm, my gripping hands still clutching and pulling at her muscular butt, she actually presses her cheek tightly against mine as she gasps and cries and plunges ever more emphatically into me. Finally, she peaks, going rigid and quivering violently in my embrace as the divine neuromuscular convulsion wracks her. Then after panting a bit in recovery she maneuvers our bodies into a new configuration, one we’ve never explored before and which heightens the sense of loving intimacy between us even more.

Soon we’re sitting face-to-face, with our legs spread around each other, mine on top of hers. Our crotches are pressed together connected by cock and we thrust against each other, each gripping the other’s butts for leverage. Mistress’ breasts jiggle beautifully inside her lace teddy, and though my palms itch madly to reach up and grope them my daring doesn’t stretch nearly that far. I content myself with ogling, and staring into her lovely face and dark, heavy-lidded eyes as we fuck. Mistress still has that indulgent little smile playing about her lips and I’m nearly swooning with the unprecedented intimacies permitted me. We carry on this way for a long, leisurely while before the inevitable thrashing escalation and climax. Then, though the atmosphere of mutual loving and shared reciprocity alas comes to an end the Slut-boy fucking certainly does not. As the candles burn down and the fire falls to coals beside us Mistress Dani does me doggy-style, then in the pile-driver position and at last facedown from behind and atop me, my arm twisted painfully back up between my shoulder blades in a classic wresting hold.

Mistress pounds me to a final orgasm this way, and then locks that collar and chain back around my punctured neck. By this time those wounds have clotted (though they still ache and my brands, scratches and whip welts still flame with pain) and the last effects of the mescaline have faded away. Still sporting those menacing canines Dani grins with satisfaction at me.

“That was awesome, Slut-boy. We’ll have to save this room for particularly special occasions. Perhaps we’ll have a Halloween party here. By that time I’ll have introduced you to and begun sharing you with all my teammates. Just think of all the fucking and beating you’ll be getting then! You’re going to be in submissive sissy heaven. Okay then, crawl on after me upstairs. I need to get you restrained in your closet for the night – you’ve been out of bondage for far too long. I don’t know what got into me for a while there. It was almost as though we were lovers and equals rather than mistress and property for a while, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you so much for the experience. I will cherish it forever.”

“Good boy. Let’s go then, doggy: into your kennel for the night. Mistress needs her beauty sleep.”

My heart swelling anew with infinite and eternal devotion I crawl faithfully after Mistress’ booted feet and flaring robe toward the door.




Chapter Twenty-One

So I have my orders for Mistress’ birthday. But of course, I can’t be content with just carrying them out to the letter. I have to go her one better. Visiting the on-line fetish store where we do most of our business I find they have a variety of the gags she mentioned, and choose one that features not only a big ten-inch cock jutting from the outside but also a smaller but thicker one opposite this on the inside: ideal for keeping my mouth uncomfortably sprung and stuffed and further training me for the long-anticipated day Dani Reilly permits me to perform fellatio on her. They even have a model featuring a hole drilled through the two cocks to allow the passage of fluids. Mistress has said however that part of her purpose is to deny me the ambrosial taste of her pussy and come, so I reluctantly settle for the solid one in all black.

As for installing the mirror over the bed, this is something finally beyond my carpentry skills – particularly since I have an additional surprise in mind. I’m forced to contract with a home improvement company to do the work. Paying time-and-a-half to get them to do it over the following weekend when we don’t have classes, I’m able to get Mistress to stay out of the bedroom while they’re working. But of course, nothing can stop her from openly wearing her cock strapped on over her clothes while she’s home, calling me Slut-boy right in front of them or wildly and noisily disciplining and fucking me within easy earshot. The humiliation of knowing these guys can hear every grunt and cry, every slap of her hips and whips against my body, every orgasmic scream and shouted exhortation to “Take my fucking cock you sissy little ass-bitch!” is degrading and humiliating beyond bearing for me, and I can’t even meet their eyes when they finally finish up on Sunday evening.

They no doubt would have known something kinky was in the offing by the existing stretching mechanism as well as the nature of the additional embellishment I’ve had them install. Concealed behind the mirror above the bed is an electric winch capable of being activated by remote control. Flush against the underside of the mirror itself right in the very middle is a barely noticeable little loop of cable. With one push of a button on that remote however that cable can descend through a tiny hole in the mirror all the way to the mattress, then retract as needed. I have no doubt Mistress Dani will realize and enjoy all the splendid new possibilities for bondage, suspension and voyeurism this mechanism offers, just as the two workmen clearly do. Still I could do without all their muttered jokes and contemptuous sneers at me, and I’m immeasurably relieved to see the back of them.

Mistress’ birthday isn’t until Thursday. And though she slept in one of the other bedrooms (there are over half a dozen of these) Saturday night, there is no way she’s going to do that Sunday through Wednesday. So it is that Dani gets her birthday surprise a bit early, and is wonderfully gratified when she comes to inspect the finished job upon hearing me pay the workmen and usher them out.

“This is beautiful, Slut-boy! Just as I’d hoped, thanks to the canopy you can’t even see the mirror until you’re right next to the bed. But what’s that little teardrop shape in the center?”

“That’s a little extra treat for you, Mistress. I daresay you’ll find it useful. Here:” I hand her the little remote control. “Push that button and you’ll see.”

Mistress does so, and crows with delight as the thin but sturdy steel cable descends almost noiselessly toward the bed. She lets it get halfway down and then presses the button again, reversing it back up to nestle unobtrusively in place against the mirror.

“All right! Fabulous, my little bondage slave. We are going to have fun with that! I’m tempted to try it out right now. But instead I think I’ll wait for just the right instance. Last night at the victory party after our first game I began laying the groundwork for sharing you with the rest of my team. Soon the parties will all be held here, and this should come in very handy then. But I’m going to start enjoying that mirror right away.

“Thursday night I’m bringing a date home for my birthday, and we’ll make love under it all night while you hide in your closet and watch. After that I’ll fuck you on the bed, and let you service my pussy with the dildo-gag you’d better be getting me. We can both enjoy it then. But right now I’m going to watch myself masturbate alone, while you get dinner ready. So get your ass down in the kitchen, Slut-boy! I’ll be down to join you in an hour. After we eat we’ll study until bedtime. It’s a whole new school year after all and a whole new week starting tomorrow. And already I’m having trouble with the statistical analyses for Experimental Psych.”

Indeed these analyses are a bit beyond my comfort zone as well. Still after a good three hours’ work we have them completed. Of course, devoting almost all of my study time to Mistress Dani’s needs means I’m already falling behind in my own classes, and sophomore year is proving quite a bit more challenging. But this is truly inconsequential. It’s not like I’m compromising career prospects or anything. With my future as a stay-at-home marital slave, whipping boy, butt-bitch and sugar daddy already set in stone I could flunk or drop out tomorrow with no real detriment. Indeed, Mistress has already begun to consider mandating this. She would prefer to keep me isolated, minimizing my exposure to the public and the chances for potentially damaging rumors about her to start, particularly once she lets her teammates in on the secret, and to maximize the amount of time I spend in bondage and concentrating solely on ever more extravagant ways of pampering and fulfilling her. Also without the requirement of keeping me publically presentable she could continue to give full rein to her most sadistic and dominating impulses as she has all summer. For the time being though Dani still considers it prudent to allow me to maintain at least the appearance of following a career path, at least until I turn twenty-one next summer, the complete inheritance is officially mine, she can marry me with the appropriate prenuptial arrangements and legally take control of it herself.

Mistress spells this all out to me the evening of her birthday while I’m indeed humbly servicing her on the bed with the new cock-gag. After enjoying the splendid dinner and birthday cake I made for her Mistress decided not to wait until after her date to have fun with me under the mirror for the first time. And truly it was exceptionally arousing for me, being bound spread legs up under spread arms down on my back, looking up at the reflection of her muscular shoulders and back and enormous, tirelessly thrusting buttocks as she loomed propped above me or lay atop me pounding away at my ecstatically receptive ass with her feeldoe. Now it is Mistress gazing excitedly upward however, lounging back naked in a big pile of pillows with her legs widely spread, while I lie hogtied and vibrator-stuffed between them. With my mouth crammed full of hard rubber cock I bob my head like a woodpecker on crack, using the big prick jutting from my gag to exhaustively pleasure her pussy while my owner indulges in aphrodisiacal gloating about her intentions for seizing my wealth.

“Yes, Slut-boy – ah, ah, oh that’s good, faster slave – I’m sure with the right lawyer we can arrange to make you financially dependent on me rather than the other way around. That would be the oooooohhh…only appropriate circumstance for us to continue together under.”

Mistress gives vent to another succession of rising cries as she contemplates this and I accelerate my frantic thrusting despite the agony in the unaccustomed muscles of my neck. Of course, I entertain no reservations about being stripped to the last penny by my Mistress. She owns me completely; therefore she owns all my possessions too. I would die for her, so returning her unfathomable generosity in accepting me as her slave by giving up a mere financial fortune to her seems small beer. It even thrills my submissive nature and craving to be victimized by her to listen to her confident assertions, and my imprisoned penis throbs and swells with agonized need as I frenziedly penetrate her with the woefully insensate one strapped about my face. Before long Mistress is shrieking with orgasm, pressing my head to her crotch with both hands as she writhes and bucks against me. At last she collapses, petting me affectionately before allowing me to withdraw and gasp desperately through my nose at the freer air.

“Ah, that was awesome, Slut-boy. Once again you’ve given me climaxes like I never dreamed any man could. But of course, nothing can compare to being fucked by a beautiful woman – can it, Slut-boy? So let’s get you tied up in your cuckold’s closet so I can get ready for my date. I’m going to give you a special treat tonight since you’ve made this my best birthday ever so far. I trust you’ll properly appreciate it. Roll over now.”

Mistress lifts the nice gold necklace I just gave her over her head. When she put this on a few hours ago she first hung the key to my chastity cage from it, declaring that she would wear it this way almost always: flaunting my imprisoned manhood before me as a symbol of the absolute power she wielded and never letting us forget the inescapable hold she has on me. Now she fits the key in the lock and turns it before removing that cage for the first time in months.

Immediately, my heart soars at this. Does Mistress actually mean to permit me an orgasm? I dare not ask of course, nor would I be able to, since she merely proceeds to unshackle me, leaving me painfully stuffed at both ends. Nevertheless, I leap swiftly into hugely engorged rigidity, my sensation-starved prick so rock-hard and eagerly erect that it hurts.

Mistress exacerbates this condition woefully then by buckling my now seldom-used cock harness on and activating the vibrator. As I moan and writhe under this unbearable stimulation she leads me into the closet, where for once she eschews binding me to my voyeur’s chair. Instead she wraps me into that uncompromising body harness, leaving me straightly hogtied on my belly on the floor, with my raging prick crushed between my abdomen and the thinly carpeted hardwood. Still without a word regarding her intentions, Mistress Dani goes to bathe. She returns to the closet to dress, primp and don jewelry right in front of me, my erection throbbing hotly and my face burning with jealousy all the while. Then she opens the mirror on the inside of the door before addressing me at last.

“Okay, Slut-boy, I’m off to get my birthday date. Miss me while I’m gone, and enjoy the show when I return. Enjoy the pleasuring your penis gets tonight too. Remember, you never know when or even if it’ll ever be allowed to get erect again.”

With that she blows me a kiss, slips out of the closet and locks the door behind her, leaving me bound, stuffed, intensely vibrated from both inside and out and whimpering helplessly with jealousy, lust, and endless genital stimulation. And eventually these torments will be assailing me so much worse, and for so unbearably long.

Still, it is indeed a treat (if a madly frustrating one) to have my interminably cramped penis free to stretch itself out into a long, exquisitely rigid and intensely pulsating pole after so long. Bound into my restraining harness I roll restlessly back and forth, alternately reveling in the way it juts urgently out and grinding it deliciously between my body and the hard floor. And for once I don’t have to wait long hours while Mistress hunts for an appropriate pick-up.

This date has been arranged beforehand. Less than half an hour after locking me in the closet Mistress Dani opens the bedroom door and strolls back inside, carrying a bottle of wine from the cellar and two glasses. With her is a petite but hugely built Latina who looks intimidatingly hard and butch. Her glossy black hair is razored up short in back and on the left while falling down over the right side of her face in a sexy angled drape. Like Dani her eyes are large and dark in a face that is remarkably pretty compared to her body but marked by a scowl of habitual hostility. As I’ve said, she’s petite yet hugely built: barely five feet tall she’s shorter and far more muscular than even Dani, thick and stocky without much in the way of breasts but with the bulbous ass and powerful thighs that I love so much. I could almost believe Mistress chose her deliberately to titillate me. But as they enter their conversation reveals this girl to have come by her extreme fitness and bodybuilder’s physique quite logically: she’s a member of Dani’s soccer team. But of course upon seeing the giant four-poster bed that awaits all talk of drills run in practice is abandoned for a laugh of wicked appreciation.

“Holy shit! Look at this place! I thought the rest of the house was impressive, but look at that bed! And the TV is so huge too! It’s a good thing I’m not really a criminal despite my record. I had no idea you were so rich, girl – I thought you were a scholarship student like me.”

“I am. And I wasn’t rich until recently. I just came into this place a year ago. But now it’s mine forever, and we are going to have some simply incredible team parties here. Speaking of which, I thought you might like to watch a video compilation of our championship last year, to get you fired up for your own four-year run of glory. I can tell you’re not going to be on the bench for long, Maria. You’ve got it, girl, even as a freshman, if one starting a few years late. You’re an unstoppable force out there. I can’t wait to make the passes that’ll get you scoring.”

“Speaking of making passes, and scoring, I hope TV isn’t all you have in mind for tonight,” growls Maria, sauntering over to the bed while Dani uncorks the bottle. Then she gets close enough to see the mirror overhead, and lets out another gloating laugh. After that she notices the ropes paralleling the foot posts, and the four stretching shackles.

“All right: what have you got going on here, girl?”

“I told you I was seriously kinky,” Mistress grins, joining her soon-to-be lesbian lover and handing her a glass. “You said that you were too, after prison and all. But don’t worry. Those are mostly for someone else. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

“I want to baby, believe that,” Maria grins back, accepting the glass. “Thanks.”

Mistress picks up the remote, turns on the TV and starts playing the video I made for her. The two immensely sexy ladies kick off their shoes, climb onto the bed and nestle together in a pile of pillows sitting up against the headboard to watch. But, of course, it takes less than fifteen minutes and a single glass of wine before the video is being completely disregarded.

That’s all right though. Dani has set it for continuous play. By the time it’s concluded and restarted the exploratory kissing and foreplay is over with, both ladies are completely naked (Mistress wearing only that key around her neck) and they’ve already orally pleasured each other to mutual orgasms. Brusquely forward and aggressive (not surprising for a girl apparently just out of prison) Maria quickly uses those lower shackles to bind my Mistress’ arms wide before trying out that fabled feeldoe.

From my place on the closet floor I watch her looming over the amazingly agreeably submissive Dani, fucking her with a stamina and passion unprecedented in the other lovers my owner has brought home while I moan and burn and rub my incessantly stimulated erection raw on the carpet beneath me. God she’s so scary-hot! Besides being extravagantly buffed this Maria is extensively tattooed and pierced too.

Beyond the half dozen rings in each ear, one in her nose and a double stud in her tongue, she also has rings through the nipples of both of her hard little breasts, one in her navel and even one piercing her unbelievably large and protuberant clitoris, which is clearly visible to me just above the feeldoe even from a dozen feet away. Rudely she coarsely exhorts my heavenly goddess in a way I find downright blasphemous and yet which Dani seems to eat up and eventually announces her approval of.

“Come on you greedy black bitch, come for me! Shriek with glee as I pound your pussy! No one’s ever done you like me before, have they?”

Obviously not: after over an hour of repeated and simultaneous climaxes, while the tough little body-modified butch is collapsed gasping atop my bound and equally exhausted Mistress, Dani laughs with delicious satisfaction.

“Oh baby, but you’re good! You are perfect, in fact. We are going to have some amazing times together in this house! It’s too bad you have to go back to campus tonight. Come on, lover: untie me so I can do you before that has to happen.”

Wait a minute! Has Mistress just suggested that this is no one-night wonder, and that she and Maria are to be regular lovers, perhaps even devoted girlfriends? Or was that just a sly allusion to all the slut-fucking domination parties she intends to host for her teammates? I’ve become resigned to (and yes, dreadfully exhilarated by) the prospect of the latter. But the thought of the former stokes the fire of jealousy tormenting me into a raging conflagration. Should Dani take a significant other this can only decrease the intimacy and exclusivity of our relationship, shunting me into the background perhaps and making my occasional tortured jealousy the defining, central and inescapable characteristic of my being. Watching Mistress take up position behind the fiery, kneeling, and unquestionably appealing Latina, both of them facing directly at me as my beloved commences to wildly fuck her doggy-style, the incredibly arousing and upsetting tableau is suddenly smeared by tears of existential terror.

Sharing my Mistress with the occasional lover is distressing enough. The prospect before me – exacerbated by the way the two ladies scream and thrash and wallow in unprecedently intense lovemaking – is a hell I can barely dare to consider. Only the big cock stuffing full my mouth and the wide tight leather enclosing my entire lower face keeps the scared and miserable sobs I’m unable to suppress from betraying my presence in the closet. For nearly another hour, I endure this torture, as the ladies ecstatically fuck right in front of me and then cuddle and kiss and giggle together with a loving and devoted intimacy that’s even more emotionally eviscerating than seeing them have sex. At last they dress, however, and undoubtedly without the slightest thought for me suffering in the closet (unless it’s to secretly gloat over my predicament) Mistress Dani leaves to drive her hot new lesbian lover home.

Trying to take my mind off possibilities too distressing to contemplate, I pass her absence again rolling around in my bonds: alternating grinding my abraded, relentlessly stimulated erection beneath me or letting it strain rigidly out from my body in all its far-too-rare, ravenously rampant tumescence. Might Mistress’ freedom treat stretch so far as to finally allow me the orgasm she’s denied me for so long? Fixating on this slim possibility is inadvisable of course. Getting my hopes up only to have them dashed can only render the disappointment that much more crushing, and the ensuing interminable weeks or even months of deprivation that much more maddeningly intolerable. Yet even this is preferable to wondering whether I’m in the process of being usurped or superseded in my goddess’ always tenuous affections. Finally, Mistress returns, and of course deals me the most demoralizing double blow possible as soon as she enters the closet and squats down next to me.

“Isn’t my new girlfriend simply scrumptious, Slut-boy? I knew I wanted her for a regular lover the minute I set eyes on her. And now that our first date went so splendidly you’re going to be seeing quite a bit more of her. Here, roll over.”

Mistress tips me weeping onto my back, switches off the vibrator and unstraps the harness cinching me so hugely erect. Then she seizes my testicles in an iron grip and begins to squeeze them ruthlessly, adding nausea and agony to my miserable afflictions.

“I hope your contemptible little never-to-be-ever-used sex organ enjoyed its treat tonight, Slut-boy. But now it’s back into the cage again, possibly forever. I just love the way these balls of yours look all bloated up blue with unspent sperm. It makes them so much more fun to kick and crush and squeeze and shock, to knee and spank and punch and pummel and bat around like a boxer’s speed bag. I’d love to see what they’d look like after five or ten or even fifty years of never being emptied. The idea’s so exciting to me that you’re going to have to really please me extravagantly, I mean move heaven and earth and the whole universe to get me to even think about letting you come again.”

Giggling deliciously at this devastating portent, Mistress squeezes me even harder, veins popping and muscles bulging all up and down her arm, until I’m sobbing and retching, writhing piteously and properly shriveled up limp again. Then she matter-of-factly locks me back into my chastity cage and swaps my body harness for my usual tight overnight hogtying and time-release handcuffs. Closing the spying mirror and then the door she retires then, leaving me bound, broken and bawling abjectly on the floor until morning.




Chapter Twenty-Two

Friday my new torment continues. At breakfast (on school days she takes this in the dining room now rather than lounging comfortably in bed) Dani can’t stop gushing about her fabulous new lover. Maria is so pretty, so sexy, so incredible in bed. She’s such a fiery competitor too, so excellent on the soccer pitch that they’re certain to repeat as champions again, even though she has yet to see any game time. Yesterday was undoubtedly her best birthday ever, and my own contributions are mentioned again only in passing.

“God, that was such a turn-on, looking up in the mirror and watching her big hard butt flexing endlessly as she fucked me! I can’t wait to do it again. I’ve gone far too long without a proper love affair, Slut-boy. Remember our vampire night, when instead of just brutally overpowering and fucking your bound body into quivering jelly I actually kind of made love to you as an equal on that rug in front of the fireplace? I wondered what the hell had gotten into me – you surely did too. Clearly I was craving something only a real relationship can provide, and actually settled for seeking it in not only a contemptible male, but actually an enslaved little piece of sissy-slut shit like you! Good heavens: what had I become reduced to? Well, you can bet your cock-craving butt that’s never going to happen again! From now on I’ve got a lovely butch Maria to fill my less dominating needs. I actually think I’m falling in love with her already. I just need to come up with the proper way to let her in on my secret slut-boy; her and the entire team.

“The sooner I do, the sooner we can start hosting utterly unbelievable team parties and bonding exercises over here – pun definitely intended. Then you can start being bound, beaten and buggered to within an inch of your life nearly around the clock, and by dozens of mistresses instead of just me. Maybe that will distract you some from the terrible jealousy I know you must be feeling watching me fall in love with someone and knowing I’ll never love you the way I do her and you do me, and that you’ll never experience that kind of equal, reciprocal, sexual and emotional pair bond that’s so deeply socially and even genetically ingrained in our species. After all, if you’re fated to be nothing but an impotent eunuch slave, forever submissive and subservient and existing only to provide labor, comfort, and contemptuous carnal, physical, and emotional satisfaction to others through being tied up, tortured, and endlessly sexually subjugated you might as well wallow in that every second of your life, since that’s what gives you personal fulfillment. I only want what’s best and truly appropriate for you, Slut-boy, my eternal property and eventual husband. And I will certainly see that you get it.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I mumble from my place on the floor.

Kneeling under the table by her feet I’m eating my own breakfast from a battered tin pie plate – like a dog, of course – naked with my hands cuffed behind me. Mistress instituted this new requirement on my own birthday toward the end of summer, and now I take all my meals this way. I’m even forced to sit up and beg for treats occasionally, which she will balance on my forehead, toss for me to catch in my mouth or scramble across the floor after. In any case, the scenario she describes is at once horrifying, heartbreaking and yet blackly exciting in the sickly compulsive way I somehow find as irresistible as it is degrading. Whimpering at this inescapable conflict in my perverted soul and psyche, tears splash onto my jumbled up scrambled eggs and home fries even as my poor, interminably deprived penis strains stupidly to erect yet again.

Mistress falls silent, scraping her fork against her plate as she finishes eating and then slurping down the last of her coffee. Though I haven’t finished yet myself, she suddenly kicks my dish away from me across the floor and pushes the dusty sole of her boot into my face.

“Kiss me good-bye, Slut-boy. In fact, lick the ground I walk on. I’ll see you at school in a couple of hours. Be good until then, my unsupervised little doggie!”

After I lap my humble tongue up the entire bottom of her boot from stiletto heel to pointy toe Mistress pushes back from the table, grabs her book bag from the floor and leaves.

Taking her admonishment to extremes I press my face to the floor and wait patiently until the handcuffs pop open. Then I crawl over and retrieve my dish – soon to be replaced with a pair of shiny steel ones with ‘Slut-boy’ engraved on them I’m told. Though I’m still hungry I tip the uneaten half of my breakfast down the garbage disposal and start the sink filling. Remaining on my knees I add Mistress’ dishes, clear the table and clean up. Once the kitchen is spotless I crawl upstairs, shower, shave and dress, and at last stand and take the bus to class.

My course schedule has been deliberately arranged to start and finish two hours later than that of Mistress, so I return home about an hour before she’s due back from practice – just in time to strip naked again, lock on my collar, put Mistress’ bedroom to rights and start dinner. I’m just setting her place at the table when she breezes in, all exuberance once again and brimming with excited if unrevealed plans for the morrow.

“You will cancel the groundskeeper for tomorrow, Slut-boy. I’m afraid you’re going to miss my game. It’s going to be stiflingly hot and brilliantly sunny out, and we’re going to take advantage of that. I want you to suffer right along in sympathy with me as I’m charging around the pitch all afternoon, and not sitting comfortably in the stands. Our opponent is a pushover anyway this week. I can’t wait; I bet Maria finally gets some minutes this game.”

As I put Dani’s dinner on the table and mine on the floor under it, as she cuffs my hands behind me and we alternately sit at and slink to our places and throughout the meal following, Mistress resumes gushing animatedly about her new love. Once again this is a horrible torment to me, and one without the slightest hint of masochistic satisfaction. Indeed I’ll be receiving none of my usual perverted fulfillments this night. Though it’s only Friday Dani wants to get all of her schoolwork out of the way as soon as possible – big plans for the weekend and all. So together we tackle our studies, working on them throughout the evening, and then retire early without any sex or domination games. No doubt the next two days will provide a surfeit of both.

Saturday morning dawns hot and sunny as promised. When Mistress removes my collar and leads me out onto the patio after breakfast (loaded down with chains, butt-stuffed as usual and naked but for my cage and double-dildo gag) it feels more like mid-July than September even at 9 a.m. She has me lie on my back on the diving board, with my head at the end and the tantalizing cool of the pool just a foot or so below. There she begins securing me in place.

One chain is wound around my ankles and the board. With my legs slightly spread and my heels resting right on either edge Mistress Dani loops the chain twice around each ankle individually and then wraps it around both of them and under the board a few times before securing it with a padlock: ensuring that my legs remain spread as well as bound in place. Next she has me raise my arms above my head and bend them at the elbow over the end of the board and back along its underside. Again she wraps my separated wrists individually with circles of chain before winding the chain around them, the board, my shaved armpits and throat before locking it off. This unnatural contortion stretches my torso, forcing me to arch my back uncomfortably, lifting my midriff and tits toward the sky as the sun begins its long climb above me. One last chain about my waist binds my hugely stuffed ass tightly down.

This and the pressure of the chain on my neck will keep me from shifting position in any attempt to ease the strain of my posture, and I whimper with distress as Mistress slips off her shorts and grins impishly down at me as she straddles my face.

“You’re going to have a fun day in the sun out here, Slut-boy. As I said last night, if I’m going be getting all hot and sweaty running around in the sweltering afternoon, the least you can do is suffer in sympathy with me. The damn game is at one o’clock today instead of the usual four, so I’ll be home much earlier than usual. Root for me while I’m gone okay, and for my sexy little ex-con hard-body to get into the game. With her coming off the sidelines and getting into the action things are going to get a whole lot more exciting real soon!”

With this obvious and unsettling double-entendre delivered Mistress sits on my face, with her legs dangling off the board on either side, her hands gripping the end of it between my bent elbows and that big hard cock seated exquisitely deep inside her. Taking advantage of the stiff but springy board she rides my dick-face to a couple of quick orgasms, shrieking with ecstasy as she bounces wonderfully up and down. Afterwards she kisses two fingers and touches them to my forehead, a heart-swelling and blessedly treasured gesture of affection. Finally, she climbs off me, practically dances down the length of the board, around the pool and back into the house, leaving me chained alone and contorted for my day of sunshiny torment.

Not the smallest wisp of cloud mars that cerulean vault; not a single tall tree promises any relief. Already the sun is hot on my skin and the air still and sultry; the usually reliable and even buffeting Midwestern wind is utterly absent. As that blazing orb climbs slowly above me the constant glare of it in my eyes is painful and unrelenting even with the lids closed. Trapped between my arms I can’t even turn my head much away from it. Squirming and whimpering and struggling ineffectually against the chains binding me in place I may as well be staked out in the center of the Sahara. Long before the noon zenith I’m running with sweat, tortured by the ever increasing pain of that radiation sinking into my skin and heating up the steel chains and worse the cage imprisoning my penis. Thirst begins to torment me as well lying just above thousands of gallons of fresh cool water, and the drool normally provoked by having a huge foreign object filling my mouth soon dries up. The discomfort of my stretched and arched posture goes from painful to agonizing and excruciating cramps begin to wrack me even as merely breathing the hot air becomes ever more effortful. I can feel sunburn setting in already around the time Mistress’ and Maria’s game is due to begin (my only clock is of course that blazing star now shining directly down on me) and who knows how long after it ends my beloved will return? Say two hours of play, one for wrap-up, rehashing, showering and changing, that makes four o’clock at the earliest before she can even head for home. But the victorious teammates must have their party, perhaps go out for dinner together or Goddess knows what. Mistress has said she’ll be home earlier than usual but that’s no guarantee she doesn’t mean to leave me here until sundown or later. Sobbing with constantly accumulating physical torment and tortured nearly as badly by the uncertainty of its duration I pass the afternoon thus being roasted ever darker and growing progressively dehydrated as tears stream from my outraged eyes and sweat pours unceasingly from me in a futile attempt at cooling my overheated system. And still not the tiniest cloud passes, not the most insignificant puff of breeze ghosts by. Flies and other insects gathering to sample my sweat and tears crawl over me at will, ignoring my miserable thrashing and the spasms that wrack me during the most violent cramping episodes. Eventually delirium sets in: I begin to imagine the sounds of the van in the driveway and the banging of doors, and even to hallucinate Mistress walking across the patio, smiling smugly in all her irrefusible beauty as she returns to crow over my condition and at last set me free.

These images invariably dissipate like mirages in a desert, leaving me with only the crawling and biting insects for company. My flesh cooks as though in an oven, my genitals, neck, armpits and ankles feel like they’re being as branded as my belly recently was. These and all my other combined and accumulating sources of distress truly torture me worse than anything else my goddess has ever subjected me to. And, of course, I don’t even have the compensation of her presence here actively afflicting me and blessing me with the perversely fulfilling sight of her enjoyment. By the time she finally actually does appear, real and in the incomparable flesh, I’m so dissociated and reduced by suffering that it takes me a while to truly credit her reality.

Emerging from the sliding glass patio doors to cross between the tables and circle the pool Mistress is carrying a half-full bottle of cold Heineken and wearing yet another new fetish outfit – either my increasingly depraved fancy’s desperate invention or something else she’s recently used my credit card to purchase. A shiny vinyl corset of sunshine yellow crimps in her already tiny midriff, leaving her aggressively outthrust breasts and buffed upper body bare and emphasizing the radical flaring of her naked hips, butt and thighs. Matching boots of shiny yellow (trimmed with red accents to complement the three buckling belts down the center of her corset) reach to just under her knees and sport both stiletto heels nearly eight inches high and clever elevator soles. Through a wavering heat haze and undulant reflections off the spangling surface of the pool I see the big black feeldoe already curving up from her naked crotch. Oh, she’s such a vision of heart-wrenching and groin-churning loveliness she must surely be another mirage and I choke out a dry sob of misery at the deceptions of my traitor brain. But then as she steps onto the board it trembles and begins to bob under me and I dare to hope. Effervescent with glee my goddess crouches at my bare feet, fumbling with a ring of keys.

“How is my sun-cooked young Slut-boy holding out? Ready to see how a good old-fashioned whipping feels on that nicely shiny purple-red flesh?”

All gleaming teeth and darkly scintillating eyes this impossible vision speaks. Then I can actually feel her touch as she pops open the lock and begins to unwind the chain from around by ankles, hissing and giggling a bit as the hot steel singes her fingers.

“Oh my, I should have worn my gloves, huh? And look how the indentations of the links are burned right into you! Too bad I’ve already had dinner: my little Slut-boy has just been roasted to a mouthwatering turn!”

Oh my lovely goddess, oh my most heavenly sexy and beneficent divinity, she’s actually real, and really here! The sky and finally declining sun spin about me as I nearly swoon in sobbing relief, and Mistress Dani giggles fetchingly once again, tossing the chain behind her as she moves forward and settles her hot naked crotch on my flaming belly. The heavy weight of her body as she sits on me is truly indisputable in its suffocating actuality. Holding that moisture-beaded bottle of beer in one hand she uses the other to pinch and twist one of my tender, flaming nipples before lightly scratching my chest with her nails, causing me to scream with agony around the big cock choking me.

“Did that hurt, Slut-boy? Oh my, we’re going to have fun tonight, aren’t we? Good heavens, even your eyelids are sunburned!” Mistress pauses to take a big swig of that beer before stifling a light belch. “Are you thirsty, slave? Would you like a sip of this?”

Naturally I nod frantically. Mistress grins teasingly and takes another big swig, almost finishing it before eying me mock-contemplatively.

“Well…you aren’t twenty-one yet, my underage sissy-slut torture-boy. But I suppose it can’t hurt to let you have at least the backwash. Hold on a second.”

Fumbling with one hand Dani unbuckles the big double-dildo gag and pulls it from my mouth. Grinning down at me gasping galvanically – her weight on my belly makes my already labored breathing nearly impossible – she downs all but the last half-inch and then leans forward. After four or five aborted, cruelly teasing feints she at last tips that bottle up all the way and pours those meager dregs into me. Even nearly warm and half-flat this is a gift from heaven despite the way I sputter and almost choke on it. Dani giggles delightedly yet again.

“Was that piss-warm backwash good, Slut-boy? I bet it was. I bet you’d even savor my real pee right now if I was to straddle your mouth and urinate down into it. Don’t think I’m not tempted to do just that! But we’ll save that kind of hugely significant sacrament, that truly holy baptism for another day. I’m too eager to get you inside, get you all stretched out and suspended over the foot of my bed so I can truly get you screaming in agony for me. Here, let’s get this thing in. I think you’re finally going to get to suck my cock tonight.”

Smiling at my conflicted terror and expectation Mistress reaches into her boot top and pulls out the ring-gag I gave her at Christmas. She forces my already horribly sore jaws back open wide, wedging that big metal ring between my teeth before buckling it in place. Now if she truly wanted to piss in my mouth (horribly degrading yet sickly exhilarating thought that that is) there’d be nothing I could do about it. Instead Mistress merely unlocks and unwinds the chains binding my arms, at last relieving the terribly stressful contortion of my upper body. She backs down off me, unchains my waist as well and then rises.

“Crawl off the diving board carefully now, Slut-boy. Don’t you dare try to stand. I don’t want you falling into the pool. No doubt you think that would feel heavenly just now. But in your condition it might shock you into a heart attack. And I demand at least fifty more years of fun with your body before I’ll settle for just owning your eternal soul. Come on now. Mistress’ whip awaits, along with a few other fun surprises for your lucky slutty butt.”




Chapter Twenty-Three

Once I’m off the diving board it’s made clear that moving upright as a human being is (as usual at home now) unacceptable as well. Mistress locks my monogrammed collar back around my sun-and-metal-burned neck and snaps on the lead chain.

“Okay, Slut-boy, heel!” Grinning with irrepressible intention she leads me back across the patio toward the house.

Despite the pain of the rock-hard patio tile on my sunburned knees crawling like this is actually a blessing, and not for the usual submission-addicted reasons. I’m feeling terribly woozy, staggering some even on all fours and for the first time in maybe eight or nine hours the front of my body is finally shaded from the pitiless sun. Crippling along in agony at Mistress’ heel (careful even now to keep a respectful slack in the chain) is a profound relief. Unable to suppress it I whimper helplessly (and no doubt appealingly) in appropriate puppy-dog fashion.

Once inside we head straight for the back stairs. I’ve had no lunch, and clearly will be getting no dinner either – not that a raging appetite is any problem after my terribly debilitating ordeal. Still I could lap up perhaps a gallon of water from my dish with no hesitation and slavish canine gratitude.

My dehydration hasn’t been eased a whit yet, and indeed that brief taste of beer has only worsened my thirst, giving me an acute case of cottonmouth that is constantly exacerbated by the way I pant heavily through my locked open jaws. There’s nothing for it but to shuffle on obediently after Mistress up to what will no doubt be yet another immensely trying, if wonderfully interpersonal ordeal of inescapable bondage and unimaginable pain.

Entering the bedroom I indeed get one of those promised surprises, if only a minor one.

Naturally I had no opportunity for housework today, but nevertheless the bed (its shackles dangling invitingly low and ready already) has been made up with brand new sheets and pillowslips of sybaritic black satin.

Mistress must have purchased these along with her new outfit, and stripped and made the bed herself – the first housework she’s ever done under this roof. What could be the occasion? No answer is immediately forthcoming as she leads me to the bed, stands me up on the foot (facing away from the mattress and mirror this time, another first) and buckles me into the shackles. A dozen or so turns of the crank later I’m once again as painfully stretched as a convicted heretic on the rack of the Inquisition and as helplessly suspended as an insect caught in a predatory orb-weaver’s web. Superfluously suffused with the limitless sadistic zeal she’s shown for disciplining me ever since that first occasion together in her dorm room, my lovely goddess, the Mistress Dani Reilly, gleams up at me hanging halfway above her. She clips weights to my already screaming nipples and penis head and uncoils her favorite whip, as if this was no different from a few hundred other punishment sessions – except for the already dreadfully damaged condition of my dry, flaming, horribly sunburned skin. Perhaps it’s merely the exhilarating prospect of whipping this that accounts for her especially manic enthusiasm and the glittering thrill of her gaze as she steps back to give herself room to swing.

“Okay, Slut-boy: let’s truly prove your bottomless devotion to me and the unparalleled perversion of your character. I want to hear you screaming like the most tortured sinner in hell and yet see you hornier than the most depraved slut in nymphomaniac heaven! If you want to suck my cock tonight – among other unprecedented wonders – you’ll have to convince me you’re truly worthy of the honor. Here we go then: this is for my fabulous lover, Maria, who finally got in the game today, and immediately racked up an unbelievably thrilling tally. May she do likewise and score more at every comparable opportunity!”

And so begins the most excruciating whipping I – or perhaps anyone else – could conceivably endure.

Anyone who has suffered a prankish slap on a sunburned back can perhaps have a dim idea of how intolerably magnified I find each slash of that thin leather lash on my chest, belly, groin and legs. But without direct experience of the ordeal true comprehension is impossible, and neither mere words nor imagination can possibly convey the enormity of the experience.

Sadistically inspired beyond what can possibly be explained by the mere novelty of the occasion, the unprecedented magnitude of my reaction or even the splendid past and future exploits of her magnificent new lover, Mistress gloats and laughs and cracks her whistling lash against my uniquely vulnerable and exquisitely primed flesh with demonic vehemence and unquenchable appetite. For what seems like hours she elicits the most ungodly shrieks of agony from me, overlaying my seared-dry purple-red front with an intricate intaglio of incisively thin line that curve and crisscross and curlicue all over my anterior and around my sides. Obsessively inscribing this cryptic calligraphy of livid and seeping welts until it clearly records whole libraries of the most emphatic excruciation she’s ever been the author of Mistress persists until I’m whipped far past the point of incoherence. Yet true to her demand I somehow find myself responding with a demonstration of commitment far more convincing than anything previous. Inspired by the absolutely compulsory necessity of my own infinitely submissive devotion and sexual enthrallment – and an orgy of masochistic satisfaction far in excess of anything I’ve ever yet endured – I easily maintain the importunate urgency of my unrelenting attempted erection.

Bulging through the bars of its cage, straining insistently against the contusive bite and remorseless drag of the sharp steel teeth clamped into and the heavy lead weights depending from its badly burned, ultrasensitive tip, my condemned-to-uselessness appendage strains and rages with stupidly futile, indiminishable insistence. This unseemly immodest piece of meat will never be encased in the hot wet compression of a vagina, the reluctant muscularity of a rectum; it will never revel in the slick warmth and rhythmic suction of even the least adept mouth and lips. It will never be pressed between soft but firm tits or even feel again the briefest and loosest grip of a human fist. I even have convincing reason to fear it may never again even be driven to climax by the friction generated against a belly, bed or floor by the brutal and shameful sodomy I’m daily subjected to beyond bearing. Yet still the incessant infliction of appalling excruciation on me by the only person I’ve ever loved drives it to maniacally if uselessly assert its obsolete imperative for the entire duration of my most hideous torture ever. Seeing this and recognizing its indisputable significance, my supremely divine soul-owner at last lets her whistling whip lapse. As I hang sobbing above her with my skin lashed to ribbons, my limbs stretched to the brink of dislocation and my mindless member as urgently tumescent as it can get she proclaims this proof of my unparalleled perversity and her sovereign desirability for all to marvel at – and in the process springs her devastating, sickly exhilarating, dangerously portentous and eminently predictable surprise on me.

“Yes! Look at this! Starved and dehydrated, kept in bondage around the clock, condemned to total celibacy except for being brutally buggered like a sissy little faggot, denied orgasm interminably, made to crawl and feed exclusively like a dog, chained out immobile in the sun until horribly burned and now whipped to within an inch of his ridiculous life, and still my eternal slave Slut-boy’s little caged cock can’t help but hopelessly try to erect for me! I am the most desirable dominatrix in the whole wide world, and my pathetic male possession is the most perverted, submissive, desperately devoted – and even reasonably attractive – piece of property in existence! You love me more than anyone else ever and always will, don’t you my succulent young, Slut-boy?”

Still sobbing, trying madly to blink away my tears and focus my scattered faculties, I nevertheless nod fervently at this. Mistress’ gloating grin in response is priceless, and she can’t help redundantly affirm all this in different words.

“You love me desperately even though I torture you mercilessly, intend to keep your penis under lock and key permanently, have sworn that you will die a virgin that’s never been kissed while I make ecstatic love to others right in front of you; have turned you into my eternal personal chore and body slave, subject you to violent anal intercourse at every opportunity, and within a year will take from you your wonderful mansion and entire multimillion dollar fortune, leaving you penniless and forever dependent on my slightest whim. Don’t you, my hopelessly beholden, buggery-loving Slut-boy?”

Again I nod fervent agreement, letting a miserably conflicted plaint mewl out of my sandpaper-dry, agonizingly wedged-all-the-way-open mouth. My cock throbs so hard at this damning litany that the weight clipped to its tip waggles back and forth unmistakably. Mistress Dani Reilly crows with exaltation again.

“There: didn’t I tell you, beautiful? Come out and join the fun now, my fantastic new lover! As long as we’re going to be together my house is your house, my things are your things, and best of all, my slave is your slave!”

Immediately the closet door swings open. Out into the room and my appalled regard struts the short but massively muscle-bound Maria. As she moves to join Mistress right in front of me I finally blink my gaze clear enough to see that all five feet-nothing of her is completely naked: all light brown skin, colorful tattoos, bulging thews and shiny jewelry. I even notice she has some of my grandmother’s most expensive former gems adorning her, as does Mistress.

“Ah, beloved, I see you found my treasure chest okay: simply splendid. But couldn’t you find an outfit kinky enough for you, or were you too enthralled by watching me torture this worthless male peon to bother to try them all on?”

“Both!” growls Maria, fixing me with a glare that is both vindictive and overflowing with evil intent. “I was too busy being pissed at this cuckolded piece of shit for spying on me, reveling in its every helpless scream, and imagining all the terrible things I was going to do to it myself once you were finished warming it up for me. And after looking around I decided you had nothing in there half as intimidating as the mere sight of me in the buffed-up buff would be.”

“Girl, you got that right!” Mistress exults with a gleam of lusty appreciation. “Give my Slut-boy here a slow turn, let him see every inch of what he’s in for, and what I’m going to be exclusively enjoying right under his very nose from now on.”

Glowering menacingly at me, Maria does as she’s asked. And as she slowly rotates before me my initial shock and humiliation at her appearance is superseded by terror and a helpless squirming lust. Her incredibly impressive body has a distinctive manliness to it. Yet despite my discomfort at this I can’t help but madly fantasize about being brutally used by her.

Finally seen up close, Maria’s almost flat little breasts are oddly shaped, their curves distorted by her overdeveloped pectorals. Indeed they look as hard as muscle themselves as she flexes them for me. With their tiny nipples and her weightlifter’s arms (even when at rest these are wrapped with an upraised relief of veins like those Mistress only pops during exertion), with her huge lats spreading like wings below her bulky shoulders and her hulking traps arcing above them and up the sides of her columnar neck, Maria’s wide, deep, barrel-chested torso could truly be mistaken for that of a miniature man. In addition, her stocky midsection doesn’t taper nearly as much as that of Mistress Dani, her abs are even more pronounced and her hips are much flatter, lacking Dani’s distinctly feminine flare. While this makes her bulging thighs and rock-hard buttocks less visually striking, it is clear these are no less powerfully endowed. And speaking of endowment, capping the hideously uncomfortable if somehow perversely compelling aura of masculinity about this Maria is the way her ringed and exposed, naturally protuberant clitoris is so abnormally oversized: as big as the last phalange of my little finger, almost large enough to be mistaken for a diminutive dick.

Picturing myself kneeling bound before her and frenziedly sucking this while she grips my helpless head in her fists, grinds her hard little pubis against me and reviles me contemptuously makes my heart race, my face flame with mortification and my poor deprived penis pulse more urgently than ever. Fundamentally distressed by this reaction I tear my gaze away to study all those tattoos as she deliberately presents herself, glad at first for the distraction. But soon my perverted lust and extreme uneasiness return full force.

Clearly most of these are gang and prison tattoos, or they celebrate an aggressively militant lesbianism. While one side of Maria’s neck sports a relatively benign dagger design, and her right bicep is circled by the standard if doubled barb wire pattern, the rest are far more unsettling – particularly the giant one covering much of the left half of her back and shoulder.

Over a curving scroll that reads “Devil Dykes” is a meticulously drawn female demon. Wickedly curved horns sprout through short black hair identical to Maria’s. A long forked tongue flickers through enormous cobra-like fangs bared by impossibly gaping jaws, and the big protuberant eyes are a pupil-less radiant red. Still the facial resemblance is as unmistakable as the hairstyle. This is Maria represented here, Maria as she dreams of being.

Her deeply crooked legs have sharp-spurred fetlocks over cloven hooves. The sinuous tail that lashes from her beastly goat’s hindquarters ends in a wickedly barbed point. Carrying a three-pronged trident in one long-clawed fist and a cat o’ nine tails whip in the other, her bare upper body and arms are enormously muscular and her upswept breasts both beautifully huge and perfectly round, the enticingly erect nipples large and dripping. All this would be thrillingly intimidating enough. Yet truly unnerving (and shamefully arresting) of all is the gigantic erection (wickedly ridged along its bony underside) that curves menacingly up from the heavily furred haunches of this hermaphroditic demon, steaming semen spouting from the pointy pitted tip.

Undoubtedly, Mistress fell in love with both tattoo and owner upon first seeing this in the locker room. I expect it even inspired our memorable ‘vampire night’, and Anne Rice was just a convenient cover. In any case, below this big gang emblem a single-tail bullwhip like the one just used to carve me up is tattooed above feral Maria’s boulder-like buttocks. The legend “Bitch Power” is ornately inscribed down the outside of one entire thigh and she has a stylized set of handcuffs on her belly right about where Mistress Dani’s initials are branded on mine. As she at last completes her torturously slow turn (bringing that aversely compelling she-dick clit back to protrude gratuitously out at me) I see that above this on her shaved groin she also has inked two one-inch diameter female symbols, linked together like wedding rings.

Speaking of wedding rings, I notice then that in addition to filling her many piercings with Mistress’ gold, silver and precious gems, Maria is now also wearing my grandmother’s monstrous diamond engagement ring, one of the most valuable jewels in the house. Seeing the direction of my widening eyes – no doubt Mistress has been eating up the appalled terror, fascination and lust with which these have feasted themselves on her new lover’s every intimidating attribute – Dani takes particular relish in reassuring me over this.

“Don’t worry, Slut-boy. I gave it to her. I know she was in jail, but Maria isn’t a thief. Tell this cringing male bitch what you went to prison for lover.”

“Gladly!” Maria snarls, stepping threateningly toward me. “You’ve heard of Lorena Bobbitt, bitch-boy? Well I did her one better! I not only cut off a guy’s evil dick, I put it down the kitchen garbage disposal and made mincemeat out of it!”

She pauses to let this gruesome image sink in, staring significantly down at my own swollen, caged, and pitifully vulnerable sex organ. Then she raises her dire gaze and continues.

“Back in high school I was an A student and star soccer player, with a brilliant future ahead of me. But certain people didn’t like the fact that I was also gay. Being small and unable to properly defend myself I ended up getting gang-raped for it, what they actually and outrageously call ‘corrective rape’ these days.

“I was poor and Puerto Rican and the assholes that did it were rich and white, just like you. When it became obvious they were going to get away with it, I had to take matters into my own hands. I caught up with the main instigator at a party, slipped him some roofies and made damn sure he’d never rape anyone again. You might say I ‘corrected’ him.

“I got eight years in a woman’s prison for that, but it was worth it.

“I spent the time pumping iron, turning myself (with the help of some steroids) into the muscle-bound brute you see before you. Now no one’s ever going to overpower me again! I also developed a taste for forcible sex myself, nurtured a serious loathing for all men, and counted the minutes until I could finally extract some even more fitting payback. Now that I’m out at last I’m going to earn my degree, work at making a professional soccer team, and most important of all spend the rest of my life taking revenge on the vile male sex every chance I get, striking endless supremely satisfying blows for oppressed women and minorities everywhere. And son of a bitch, look at this: almost the first girl I meet has her very own lily-white, rich-boy, torture-slave!

“You won’t be really satisfying for me to victimize since you obviously already love what I’m going to do to you. But you’ll suffice for a practice bitch. After all, I’ve never done this before – though I’ve dreamed of it every night and day for nearly a decade. I can’t believe I’m finally about to pound a giant cock into a guy after all this time! I even bought one especially for you, Slut-boy, as soon as pretty Dani here let me in on her little secret. But before I ream you ‘til you scream, I need to do as your Mistress has suggested and torture you a little first, just as foreplay. Lovely Dani has given her permission, so let the payback begin!”

All infinite eagerness and rippling musculature, Maria steps up and turns that crank another few rotations, stressing my already radically distended skeleton even further. Then disdaining the whip or any weapons but her fists she springs forward, up onto the foot of the bed where her small but truly formidable body is pressed into dangerously close proximity to mine. Then despite my intolerable day in the sun and the worst whipping ever delivered, the weekend’s truly extreme and unprecedented ordeal at last gets underway.




Chapter Twenty-Four

Suspended as I am Maria’s face is just about level with my hideously sunburned and extensively welted chest. In fact, her excited panting is painfully hot upon it. Experienced mistress or not, she clearly grasps the opportunities for cruelty presented. Feet balanced on the footboard, holding herself in place with a grinding, crushing grip on my nuts, she uses her other hand to seize one of the toothed clamps sunk into my nipples.

Ruthlessly, she pulls and twists this, cheered on by Mistress and wrenching fresh garbled screams from me. Understanding without being told that removal of these clamps is always orders of magnitude more agonizing than the putting of them in place or the endless dragging of the weights she then squeezes and releases one. As a detonation of excruciation flares out from that badly abused nipple she leans in and catches it in her teeth, pulling and chewing and twisting some more before reattaching the clamp and switching her attentions to the other. And all the while she tortures these her immensely powerful fist is also twisting and crushing and yanking on my sperm-swollen testicles. Within a minute she has me bawling just as abjectly as Mistress had, struggling with roiling nausea and worsening the already intolerable pain of my distension by futilely attempting to thrash against my bonds. When she finally releases that ball-busting grip though, it’s of course only to do something worse. Sneering at my long hippy (or sissy) hair she reaches up and winds my ponytail about her fist. Anchored thus she at last drops her assault on my tits to slam the other fist directly into those already badly damaged gonads. Then it’s the clamps pinched into the exquisitely tender tip of my penis that she begins pulling and twisting, releasing and reattaching. Too traumatized to even scream with the breath driven out of me I hang gaping like a suffocating fish, my diaphragm hitching spastically as Mistress Maria snarls up at my now pallor-stricken sunburned face.

“You are so lucky you don’t really belong to me, Slut-boy! I wouldn’t just keep this filthy little thing locked up forever. I’d skewer it through with a big dull red-hot knitting needle about a thousand times, and then do the same to your despicable balls! Then I’d slowly saw them all off with a common kitchen steak knife, stuff them into your mouth all raw and mangled and make you eat them! I’d cauterize the resulting holes with a blow torch and leave you a genital-less eunuch for the rest of your pitiful enslaved ass-fucked existence!”

Punctuating this horrific diatribe with another full-blown uppercut to the nuts, Maria then pulls herself up as high as she can (yanking agonizingly on my hair in the process though I hardly feel this given my other sources of overwhelming distress) and spits contemptuously in my face. Then with her warm saliva adhering to or dripping down my features she ducks through the stretching ropes and onto the bed behind me. There she rudely gropes and squeezes my butt cheeks, explores and wiggles the base of the giant vibrating plug stuffing me up and finally loses patience with just the pedestrian infliction of pain.

“Come on, lover, we’ve got all season and maybe forever to torture this pig-dog-maggot-worm-sissy-slave-slut together. Let’s get him down from there. I want to fuck his ass until he squeals and sobs and finally properly appreciates what it means to be raped! It seems like I’ve been waiting to do this my whole life…”

“You got it, darling!” Mistress laughs agreeably, favoring me with a familiar mocking gleam. Finally breaking the deathly stasis that grips me at this I’m suddenly whooping desperately for breath, scooping air in and out of my wide-open ring-gagged mouth with uncontrolled gluttony – this presaging the imminent passage of some far more solid necessity. Right away lovely Dani refers to this, recalling the mad hope she planted in me earlier. “I’ve been waiting forever to turn him into a little sissy cocksucker too. It looks like tonight is finally the night, Slut-boy! We’re going to impale you from both ends ‘til you can’t tell your ass from your face and you’ll never need to again!”

Oh, my Goddess! In short order I find myself kneeling on her bed, right in the center of that black satin expanse. I now know what the occasion is of course! Working together the two beautifully sexy and sculpted mistresses quickly set about restraining me in a new and wonderfully compromising configuration.

To say I’m breathlessly excited is like saying I was recently a little bit distressed: the understatement of the century. Just being fucked is what I live for of course, that which makes even the worst of what my beloved subjects me to so much worth it and more. And now I’m not only minutes away from this, and from being additionally drilled by the demonically brutish and pulchritudinous Maria, but also from the long-awaited, almost incomprehensible honor of at last getting to prove my slut-boy bona-fides by humbly providing my mistress with the most fervent and fulfilling fellatio. Soon my trembling legs are spread out wide, my ankles shackled into either end of that five-foot iron bondage bar. Meanwhile my arms from pits to fingertips are confined in that other Christmas gift, the often-used black leather arm-binder. This is buckled so snugly up that my elbows nearly meet behind me and my shoulders are once again starting from their sockets, this time in an even more stressful fashion than only minutes ago. Then this acute distress is actually made exponentially worse.

At last Mistress has an occasion special enough to merit using her birthday surprise.

From the middle of that overhead mirror the thin metal cable descends. When it reaches me the loop at the end is secured to a ring at the apex of that tight isosceles sheath. Snapping shut the connecting padlock Mistress giggles with gleeful expectation and activates the winch again. As the cable retracts my stressfully bound arms are hauled up into the air after it.

By the time it finally stops I’m leaning so far forward my unsupported torso is parallel to the mattress, the weights still clamped to my nipples and penis tip dangling straight down, stretching those badly burned bits of intensely erogenous flesh more painfully out than ever. Meanwhile the much greater weight of my upper body likewise dangles straight down from bound-together arms wrenched perpendicularly upward above me – dreadfully exacerbating the strain on shoulders already suffering from nearly twelve straight hours of unrelenting and cleverly complementary contortion. The ring-gag still holds my jaws spread to their tendon-creaking limit, and as I kneel thus bent way over on widely spread legs the locking buckle at the nape of my neck is connected by a short taut chain to one of those securing the binder restraining my arms. This has the effect of wrenching my head radically back, with my neck fully extended and my face pointing directly forward, the wedged-open O of my mouth perfectly aligned with the inviting depths of my slutty gullet. Panting raggedly, already blinking away insistent tears of extreme bodily stress, I watch helplessly then as naked and thrillingly magnificent Mistress Maria moves around to confront my sun-baked, spittle-soiled face. Dangling from the straps of its harness in one barbell-hardened hand I suddenly spy the most outrageously enormous strap-on penis imaginable.

Molded from peach-colored plastic to look lifelike right from the big contoured head, down the vein-wrapped shaft to the simulated balls at the base, this elephantine phallus must be three inches thick and easily over a dozen or more long.

Immediately, my whimpers of agony turn to keening terror and incredulous denial: surely there is no way my body can possibly accommodate such a monstrous erection! But then Mistress Universe distracts me from that dread inevitability in the most perversely exciting and emotionally challenging manner, driving straight to the crux of the conflicting shame and need she embodies for me.

She kneels inches away from my captive (and captivated) face, all hard, pumped-up musculature and butch body modification. Thick branching veins stand out prominently on her arm and the back of her hand as she slides a palm down those washboard abs and over that tattooed symbol of linked lesbianism. The jeweled gold stud piercing her already holds that monstrously swollen clitoris protruding out, and now her spread fingers un-hood it further, causing it to pop up and jut forth all pink and rounded against the brown, a nearly inch-long glans demanding to be pleasured.

“I know it’s your Mistress’ big nigger cock you’ve been dying inside to suck on,” Maria rumbles seductively, “but I bet you find my all-natural, devil-dyke’s she-dick far more exciting, don’t you? I can read you like a book! What you really, secretly crave is a true, honest-to-Goddess penis thrusting into you, all hot and fleshy and pulsating with urgency. You want the ultimate humiliation of being forced into unwilling faggotry. Well that’s for your Mistress to decide. I’m not going to usurp her owner’s prerogative. But I will let you make sissy, sloppy, slutty tongue-love to my big gorgeous organ before I batter in your tight little boy-cunt. So go ahead,” she orders, pushing her pubis hard against my face. Just as I admittedly fantasized about she thrusts that succulent dyke-dick rudely into me. “Lick me, bitch!”

Roiled by hysterical inner turmoil, my resistance to the truth being forced on me undermined by the shrieking vehemence of my denials, I further put the lie to these by my instant and slavishly frenzied acceptance. Despite the repugnant things it says about me I greedily fling myself into lapping at that intruding appendage. Moaning uncontrollably with urgency and upset I worry it all around and up and down, sobbing more with frustration at the interfering ring which keeps me from closing my lips and worshipfully suckling it than at the appalled self-disgust I suffer at Master Maria’s far too accurate accusations. Of their own volition visions of that horrifically compelling tattoo suddenly monopolize my mind: that dangerously bony and ridged, inhumanly prodigious prick curving up like a cutlass from those hairy goat’s haunches, scalding semen spouting out of it. It is this I’m kneeling bound before, skewered through the weeping, bug-eyed, outrageously distended face and all the way down to the stomach! Its beastly, big-breasted wielder rears and rams and endlessly rapes my helplessly choked throat (stretching its circumference like truncheon would a garden hose) before roaring with a hellishly vindictive release. Then it’s my invaded belly hugely distending, as I’m pumped and pumped and pumped full to overflow with a noisome flood of lava-hot come.

Ah, Goddess, the flaming heat of addictive humiliation flushing my face burns hotter than my sunburn, and again the weight clipped to my eunuch’s dick is waggling with the urgency of the blood throbbing through it. But then it’s Mistress to my reluctant rescue, reminding me of my obligations to her and bringing me back to reality by moving in behind me and yanking the gigantic buzzing plug filling my ass free with a sphincter-ripping wrench.

“Looks like I’d better loosen you up a bit, Slut-boy. Mistress Maria might murder you with that big demon’s prick of hers otherwise!”

That’s right, it’s Mistress Maria and not Master, despite what my mortifying fancy might imagine. Still as Mistress Dani’s deliciously stabbing initial entry rocks me forward Maria further fulfills my earlier fantasy by gripping my head tight with both hands and thrusting back harder with her tattooed pubis. And when Dani commences her usual vigorously spearing slut-fucking my muscle-bound Master-stand-in wonderfully grunts her brutish satisfaction as my frantically slathering tongue is rhythmically squashed against her ambiguous genitalia.

Alas, this heavenly double penetration doesn’t last nearly long enough. It’s the opposite orifice each mistress wants right now. After no more than a minute or so Maria releases my head, pulls back from me and delivers a devastatingly punishing open-handed smack to my sunburned cheek: payment for the unintentionally pleasurable if necessary lesson she’s just given me. And once the stars that blank out my vision have dissipated the terror I’ve been temporarily distracted from returns full force.

Rocking back and forth from my poor wrenched shoulders as Mistress continues to violently enjoy my ass, I’m forced to watch up close as right in front of me Maria dons the superhuman prick I’m being prepped for. While not the ridiculously disproportionate fantasy weapon tattooed on her back, this is plenty demonic enough in its dimension and intention. Even given Maria’s stocky muscularity, once strapped solidly in place her erection still looks outrageously oversized on her. Then it looms even menacingly larger, as she pushes it contemptuously right up into my humiliated, tear-streaked face.

“You got to lick my little dick, Slut-boy. Now slobber all over my proper-sized one. Give me some lubrication so I don’t kill you with this thing.”

Mewling with miserable anxiety I stretch out my tongue and comply. As exciting as it undeniably is to finally be licking an erect cock I can’t escape my awareness of the agony this thing is certain to cause me. This is worsened by the continued desiccation of my mouth. Dehydrated as I am it seems my last reserves of saliva were squandered on the gold-pierced protrusion of Maria’s admittedly exhilarating clit. No matter how frantically I swipe that big club with my tongue it seems to wet it not at all. And then the opportunity is ended, and I’m going to be forced to endure the depredations of Mistress Maria’s monstrous penis, steroid-spawned strength and rage and decade-long quest for vengeance despite the obvious dangers.

“You ready, baby?” asks Mistress.

“Sister, I was born ready for this!”

“Me too, you beautiful brute – me too. So let’s fuck this slut!”

Mistress Dani pulls out of my ass and they switch places. Now I’m looking nearly cross-eyed at that gleaming black feeldoe sprouting from Mistress’ similarly sable groin as it approaches to within a centimeter of my restrained face. The illusion of true hermaphrodism here is nearly perfect, and I moan again, this time in eager anticipation. Yet Mistress postpones my interminably delayed introduction to cocksucking for a further interval that is excruciating in more ways than one. She’s watching appreciatively as Maria kneels between my locked-wide legs and aligns herself with my already gaping entrance.

“Here it comes, Slut-boy!” she breathes. “My beloved finally gets to fuck a man’s ass. And you get to learn what true rape is really like. Thank heaven I’ve got my video camera recording all this. This is going to be a double-fuck for the ages!”

Maria may be a virgin when it comes to sodomizing men. But she’s no stranger when it comes to wielding a strap-on. If this wasn’t indisputable after watching her bone Dani a couple nights ago it’s certainly immediately proven by the brutal efficiency with which she forces her enormous penis into me, and the mad zealotry with which she begins jack-hammering away.

Naturally, I squeal piercingly at that absolutely agonizing intrusion. Yet in truth the circumference of the cock taking me is less than that of the widest part of the plug that’s daily crammed into and wrenched out of me. The hard-earned elasticity of my sphincter can handle it. It’s the way that prodigious girth continues in, stretching, stuffing, practically splitting me apart to a depth that is utterly unprecedented that I find so terribly traumatizing. And when it’s finally penetrated me completely, when the balls as big as prime plums press against my own, monstrous Maria proves she has far more than ample expertise and the biggest cock ever to attack me with. She has strength and power that dwarfs even that of Mistress Dani, a vengeful incentive that verges on insanity, and most of all the astonishing mobility that seems the exclusive province of all petite women. Snarling, growling, and panting in truly bestial fashion, gripping my hips tight and pumping her own with a speed and force that seems truly inhuman, it’s as though the demon of our darkest mutual dreams has finally truly been unleashed on me. Despite my addictive love of brutal sodomy, and my finally undeniable forbidden lust for this masculine-seeming creature, as she pounds vindictively away at my deepest recesses (the weights swinging wildly from my tits and dick and my shoulders rhythmically wrenched worse than ever) the agony of my rape is simply too great for me to enjoy it. Extravagantly masochistic or not, the immense battering ram bludgeoning into me brings me only pitifully trapped and insuperable misery. Bawling like a baby and squealing like a stuck pig I’m surely satisfying Maria’s darkest compulsions while mine are worse than denied. As if waiting for this evidence of long overdue comeuppance Mistress Dani at last joins the action. And her contribution likewise makes what has been a long-cherished dream an inescapably nightmarish actuality.

I was promised the opportunity to suck cock tonight. But with a big steel ring wedging my jaws in a painful gape and my lips unable to close over this what I get instead is merely more brutally abusive slut-fucking. Pulling free my ponytail holder so that my hair hangs in drapes around my face, Mistress gathers this in her fists and lunges forward. Smelling and tasting nastily of my ass, her big black prick rams immediately all the way into me, sliding along my squashed tongue on its trip deep into my esophagus.

No amount of practice could have prepared me for this! That image of my choked throat stuffed and stretched by demon-Maria’s giant penis might actually have become reality. Gagging convulsively, struggling mindlessly for scant sips of air, feeling helpless tears pouring from my eyes, streaming down my cheeks and dripping off my chin, I can do nothing but endure as Mistress laughs wickedly, her clit and pussy lips pressed tight against those of my mouth as she revels in the depth of her complete penetration.

“Yeah, baby! How do you like that, Slut-boy? Stuffed from both ends, not one but two giant cocks filling you up! Is it everything you ever hoped for? Now you’re a true sissy slut!”

Awful as this is of course it’s about to get unimaginably worse. With Maria’s manic pneumatic battering only gaining in power and pace my face is being rhythmically shoved against Mistress’ genitals: a heavenly pleasurable incentive for her to respond in kind. Not letting her gloating delay her further she immediately starts violently fucking me herself, driving her repellent and throat-choking cock all the way in and out of me perhaps once every second. Squashed and spitted between these two relentlessly hammering phalluses I can only hang-kneel gagging, struggling to scream and breathe as copious tears I can’t begin to stanch dehydrate me further. And all the while Mistress crows and gloats, rubbing my face in my extreme and agonized degradation even as Maria concentrates all her own attention and energies on finally maniacally achieving and accomplishing her overriding purpose in life: ferociously violating the first of an endless succession of helplessly tortured men.

Naturally her first orgasm isn’t long in coming. But despite its ecstatically screaming intensity she doesn’t let it slow her down a whit. She merely bears down and pounds her way toward another, smacking her big balls rapidly against mine even as she treats my previously insatiable slut-boy-cunt to a demonically inspired drilling that becomes more unendurable by the minute. Inspired herself by her lover’s antagonistic extremes Mistress Dani at last drops her derisive crowing to devote her own entire resources toward fucking me into oblivion. Of course, with two such ultra-competitive and supremely athletic specimens facing off over my bound and brutalized body this soon becomes a contest of sorts. Each wishes to prove herself the superior and most pitiless mistress. Pinned between these combative personalities I truly suffer like never before, the occasion I’ve most looked forward to now transformed into the (so far) worst torture ever inflicted on me. And when finally my gorgeously glorious Goddess and dangerously demented demon reach their simultaneous screaming peaks, pounding out a mutually escalating crescendo into my either end in a last apocalyptic double climax, my seeming endless ordeal is still barely beginning. Neither of these immortals could be satisfied with merely one double-slut-fuck after all. So following a few congratulatory kisses and exclamations of mutual esteem they swap dildoes and holes and straightaway begin slam-stab-battering unstoppably into me again.

So it goes for hours and hours, an interminable dual rape that turns my greatest source of fulfillment into an unendurable punishment, until at last even these deities must rest and recoup their unbelievably inexhaustible stamina. Thence commences truly the worst torment of my twenty-four-plus hours of bondage, inanition and unrelenting suffering.

The endlessly hammering cocks are withdrawn at last and replaced once again with the vibrating butt-plug and dildo-gag. My ankles are freed from the spreader bar only to be shackled into the upper two of those four crank-controlled stretching cuffs. Then hugely stuffed at both horribly abused ends I’m hauled bodily into the air right up to just beneath the mirror. Now suspended wholly from my remorselessly wrenched-up arms and painfully split legs, my frame again cruelly stretched to nearly the tearing point, I hang agonizingly swaybacked, gravity not only dragging terribly at my radically bowed body but also the weights still clamped by sharp steel teeth to my burned nipples and dick. Since my head dangles nearly two feet lower than my toes (blood already pooling and pounding within it) this is again chained stressfully back to force my gaze upon that which I least want to see. There I hang and watch in unrelievable and ever-increasing agony, jealousy and misery as the beauties I love and lust for to the point of incomprehensible dementia snuggle deliciously entwined together just below me. Lulled by my muffled nonstop sobbing they exchange adoring kisses and caresses for perhaps fifteen minutes before peacefully falling asleep. Utterly unable to rest myself, I patter a constant rain of tears onto the coverlet over their feet as they blissfully slumber away the last few hours before dawn and much of Sunday too in each others’ wonderfully muscular arms. Resplendently recumbent on a satin-sheeted goose-down mattress they are the very epitome of lovely, sexy, perfectly pair-bonded, wholly contented and fulfilled, gloriously desirable yet utterly unattainable femininity.

For this I have sacrificed my autonomy, orgasmic capacity, and soon every last penny of the fortune my grandparents so carefully accumulated and preserved for me. What the hell might my so-eagerly-entered-into enslavement cost me next?




Chapter Twenty-Five

Fortunately, my omnipotent Goddess Dani can be as blessedly benevolent as she is capriciously cruel.

When she and Maria finally stir and rise late the next afternoon she solicitously holds up a pitcher for me to empty my excruciatingly swollen bladder into. Leaving me hanging then with at least one source of agony relieved they move to the bathroom, considerately closing the door to muffle the sounds of them bathing each other and making love in the tub for nearly two hours. Ignoring me completely when they emerge at last they dress, oblivious to my acute distress as they make plans to go out to dinner before returning Maria to her dorm room on campus. They leave without as much as a glance in my direction, and it’s nearly another two hours of lonely and unspeakable suffering before Mistress re-enters the bedroom. When she finally sees fit to lower and release me then she lavishes me with petting and affection like a particularly beloved and cosseted pet, promising to generously and personally see to my well-being.

“I’m so proud of you, Slut-boy!” she coos once she’s freed me from my bonds and pulled out the plug and cock stuffing me up. Drawing me to her breast for some inexpressibly precious body contact she strokes my head consolingly as I collapse against her on the bed, weeping with unimaginable relief. “You’ve been through so much for me this weekend. And you made my second date with Maria one we’ll all remember forever! I know I’ll never forget the way you looked all torturously restrained and suffering so abysmally as we double-fucked you out of your mind for about five hours straight. What a wonderfully accepting slut! And the way you proved your devotion and need for me by staying aroused throughout the most vicious whipping ever was the most flattering thing anyone has ever done for me.

“I know it’s not easy being my slave. I’m as sexually demanding and insatiable for your pain as I am worthy of your worship. But I want you to know that I appreciate you. I could never find anyone nearly as perfect as you to be my degraded little doggy and sissy young slut-boy. I’m never going to let you go. But I’m also never going to let you down. Within the limits of our relationship I’m always going to see to it that your deepest needs are met, not only for submission and victimization but for feminine approval too.

“Are you ready to move about yet? We need to get you fed and watered, bathed and groomed and treat your wounds. We need to get you prettied-up for me. We also need to keep your strength up, so we can repeat heavenly scenes like last night regularly for the rest of your life. So here, boy: lift your chin up, my cute little doggy. Let me lock your collar and chain back on. Then we’ll go downstairs and fill your bowls with something hearty and healthy, so you can eat and drink your fill. And after that we’ll come back up here, where I will bathe you for a change. You’ve definitely earned a special treat from me.”

It’s times like this that truly bind me eternally to Mistress. Heart aching and swelling with distressingly intense love I choke back my tears and comply. Once she has me collared and leashed again Mistress gives me the smile that I’d barter my soul a million times over for and then vastly supersedes this with an affectionate kiss on the tip of my nose.

“Come on, Slut-boy. It’s dinnertime for doggie.”

If I had a tail it would be wagging frantically. If I were less expertly trained I would be clambering all over her to lick her face. As it is, I content myself with squirming around to swipe my desert-dry tongue up the gritty soul of her boot before bounding as promptly as my terribly debilitated body will allow off the bed. Then I crawl happily at Mistress’ heel downstairs.

Rather than fill my water dish at the tap as usual Mistress opens the refrigerator and pours in one of the bottles of chilled Perrier normally reserved for her. While I lap and slurp madly at this (hands clasped properly behind me despite the horrible soreness of my shoulders and the fact that she has very kindly not manacled me) Mistress opens a large can of Dinty Moore’s beef stew and empties it into my other dish. She sets this cold on the floor before me, and while I urgently gobble it down she refills my water dish. After I lick the tin clean and while taking another drink she even dumps in a can of fruit cocktail for a rare healthy second course. Again I show my gratitude by licking her boots devotedly. Once I’m sated then she leads me back upstairs as a doggie rather than bridling and riding me as a pony as she still occasionally does, for which I am even more profoundly grateful. I seriously doubt my poor back could take her weight. Finally, Mistress draws me after her into the bathroom, where the reward and treat that will surely leave me more indebted to her than ever waits.

“Hands behind your back, Slut-boy,” she orders, and I carefully suppress the groan I want to emit as she finally does cuff me up. Then I do moan, this time in worshipful appreciation and hopeless lust, as Mistress shimmies out of her dress, leaving her naked but for those boots of thigh-high soft black leather and the key that dangles teasingly between her beautifully protuberant breasts.

She shoos me into the tub then, dons the sponge mitt I’m normally exalted to use upon her myself, and then squirts liquid soap all over me. She even squeezes the bottle so that it spurts in gooey runny clots all over my face, grinning significantly at me in this facsimile of male ejaculation. Then she wets the mitt and lathers me up all over, while I gasp and moan and strain madly at my cage, honored and exalted and turned on beyond belief. When she gently soaps my badly bruised and swollen and sunburned balls I can’t help but lift up my hips and squirm with irrepressible excitement in the cold hard tub, my arms trapped awkwardly and painfully beneath me. Smiling indulgently, Mistress gives them a gentle squeeze before moving on to sponge-scrub the equally tender and abused, bloated and protruding head of my throbbing penis. I whimper and gasp more madly than ever at this, having no idea how sorely I am about to be truly tested.

Mistress tunes the handheld showerhead to a gentle warm spray and rinses me off, again showing literally amazing restraint and consideration. We both know she could and probably should torture my badly damaged skin with a scalding, needling blast. But Mistress is bestowing an unprecedented treat on me tonight, reminding me why I endure ordeals like that just past. Once she blots me dry with a big soft towel she grins even more teasingly at me.

“Did you enjoy that, Slut-boy?”

“More than I can possibly express Mistress!” I fervently croak. “I would gladly die for you right now!”

“Well, you’re going to like this even better,” she purrs. “I need to get my little slut all healed up, so he’s ready for my next little party, when I introduce him to a few more members of my team. Try not to blow a gasket now, baby.”

She strips off the sponge mitt and dons a tight white latex glove in its place. Then she squirts and drizzles a medicated lotion all over me, again spurting it messily all over my face and giggling prettily this time when I lift my chin and thrust my features forth to receive those incredibly suggestive streams and splats of pearly, off-white goop.

Very gently, with only a fraction of a millimeter of rubber separating her fingers from my flesh, she smears and rubs this soothing spew into my horribly sunburned and whip-welted flesh. And when she finishes with my balls this time she makes my heart leap and hammer by lifting that shiny little key from around her neck.

“I have to remove your chastity cage for this part, Slut-boy. Do you promise to be a good little doggie and not ejaculate all over your Mistress if she touches your penis? I haven’t given you permission to come yet remember. I prefer you all madly frustrated and deprived, as you well know, your ridiculous little balls all painfully bloated up with months or years of forever-unplanted seed. That’s the way a proper eunuch slave always should be.”

“I will try, Mistress,” I whimper, squirming again with wild anticipation.

“Very well then. Here we go.”

Mistress fits the key in the lock and turns it. The bars of the little cage snag agonizingly on my throbbing swollen flesh as it’s pulled free, and immediately I leap upright into amazingly urgent rigidity. Fists clenched so tightly beneath me that my fingernails dig crescent-shaped cuts into my palms I grit my teeth desperately and pour everything I have into withholding orgasm as she drips that cool creamy lotion down my raging hot, madly pulsing prick. Then my infinitely desirable goddess begins using the feather-light stroking of a single gloved finger to spread it around and work it in.

Somehow I hold back all throughout that slippery-silky caressing of my shaft, and even around under the rim of the glans. But I know it’s a dreadfully lost cause when she begins on the exquisitely tender wounded head. Still I almost make it. But when her fingertip finishes circling the very tip by rubbing just under the hole, the nerve-packed, absolutely most sensitive and erogenous spot on the body, I suddenly cry out wretchedly and break. My balls clench and convulse, a nearly forgotten ecstasy almost lethal in its intensity explodes through me and within a split-hair second my spasming, steely-hard tumescence is spouting out gobs and globs and looping slimy streamers of my shamefully filthy semen.

Weeping with an intolerable excess of emotion – fear, shame, remorse, and primitive biological relief even greater than that mind-blanking ecstasy – I writhe helplessly around the convulsion having its way with me as the nasty stuff pumps unstoppably up and out all over me. When at last this cataclysm loosens its grip on me and finally subsides I slump sobbing in the tub, the glorious ecstasy draining away to a mere memory, letting horrible, overwhelming remorse and shame swamp me in its place. It takes every iota of will I have to timidly raise my gaze and take the tenor of Goddess Dani’s reaction to this unforgivable sin.

Though she’s scowling at me there is an undeniable rueful amusement in her eyes, and my terrible chagrined upset eases.

“Well I suppose that was inevitable, wasn’t it?” Mistress scolds me. “I should have known better. Still you are a very bad doggie and you need to be punished. And we definitely have to do something about that soon. I can’t have you spewing all over the place every time I unavoidably have to take off your cage. Maria had a very good suggestion the other day, which I will definitely have to take under advisement.”

She picks up the sponge mitt and carefully wipes up every drop of semen before carefully setting this aside on the rim of the tub. As she locks the cage back on me I desperately rack my terrified brain, trying to remember if Mistress Maria made any suggestion in my presence other than poking my genitals through with millions of holes, sawing them off and feeding them to me. Surely Mistress wouldn’t let herself be influenced to such an appalling extreme! But then she cranks my terror up even further by suddenly rising to her feet.

“Wait right here and don’t move a muscle, you naughty little doggie. I need to get a couple of things.”

What, a knitting needle, knife, and blow torch? Shivering uncontrollably, my disobedient penis trying to shrivel back up inside me, I wait in quaking trepidation while she moves around the bedroom. When she returns a minute later though, I slump back with inexpressible relief and inconceivable gratitude. Mistress is merely wearing her feeldoe, and carrying her thin limber coachman’s switch.

When she reaches the tub Dani picks up that sponge mitt and (surprise, surprise) smears my summer’s worth of semen liberally all over that big black prick. Then she takes an authoritative and aggressively sexy stance facing me: legs spread, fists on her giant hips with that whip jutting up and her spunk-covered cock pointing jauntily forward, once again blending so seamlessly with her eggplant-black skin that it could almost be real.

“Kneel up here, Slut-boy.”

Clumsily and hurriedly I comply, until my mouth – no ring-gag this time – is barely an inch from her big erect penis.

“You were terribly disappointed yesterday that you didn’t actually get to suck on either my or Maria’s cock, weren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Very well then, first comes your reward, then the punishment. Give me a blowjob, you sleazy, slutty little bitch! Suck my dick you filthy whore, you perverted cock-gobbler! Taste and savor and swallow all the yummy delicious come you so sinfully provided!”

My heart hammering, stirred up by these wonderfully degrading insults even more than my long anticipation of this moment, I don’t hesitate. Leaning forward toward those huge thighs, spreading hips and beautifully shaved groin I close the last inch or so even as I open my mouth wide. Then I’ve got Mistress’ penis inside me, the familiar taste of my come salty on my tongue and slippery on my caressing lips. Closing these tightly on the first third or so of the head and shaft I suckle her, swallowing the sperm that mixes with saliva in my mouth just as ordered. Eager for more I begin bobbing hungrily back and forth, enthusiastically pleasuring that big black organ and being rewarded with more ejaculate the more of her dick I manage to take in. Slurping frantically at the mingled spew and spit that tries to escape my laboring lips I keen greedily as I feed, and Mistress laughs delightedly.

“You like doing that, don’t you, Slut-boy? You love it, in fact. You’re already hopelessly addicted to sucking dick. You don’t want just mine and Maria’s, but anyone’s you can get, the oftener the better, particularly real ones. And why not – if your own penis will never enjoy such sublime pleasure, you might as well learn to love and crave providing it for others, as many as you possibly can and at every opportunity. You depraved little dick-slave slutty fucking cocksucker! Well all right then, my soon-to-be bisexual young sissy. I’m going to see that you get all the delicious male cock you can stand and then some, until your belly’s as bloated with sperm as your never-to-be emptied balls.

“Won’t that be wonderful when instead of just licking it off the shaft you can feel all that slimy semen shooting out hard against the back of your throat and running all warm and wet down into your tummy? Or maybe an insatiable penis vacuum like you would prefer it squirting out all salty-sweet and stinky all over your extended tongue, or splattering your lips, chin, nose and cheeks. Which will you find thrillingly defiling, Slut-boy: feeling it shoot deep into you or spraying out all over your slutty soiled face?”

Not giving me a chance to answer, Mistress places her palms on the back of my head and pushes her prick in all the way, until we’re again sealed lips-to-lips and I’ve engulfed the entire organ. Thanks to yesterday’s endless violations I’m so used to this by now that I don’t gag at all but instead moan appreciatively, my just-spent cock twitching again already at the horribly humiliating, unspeakably revolting, but somehow madly compelling possibilities she’s described.

Good Goddess, what is happening to me? I don’t know, but I know I can’t resist it in the least any longer. Being the slutty little fellatio freak insatiably greedy for penis and hot seed she proposes making me seems a more thrillingly degrading destiny by the second. If I can’t suffer the horrific oral rape of the hermaphroditic dream-demon, Maria, I recently imagined, I’ll have to make do with the alternative the brawny butch suggested. From forcing her whole length on me Mistress soon goes to brutally fucking my face again. Unlike last night though, I’m now able and suddenly even eager to accommodate her. For nearly twenty too-short minutes then I kneel humbly handcuffed before my Mistress in exhilarated bliss, reveling in being a proper if novice cocksucker at last, and yes, actively fantasizing that it’s not silicone but the soft-over-hard sensitivity of throbbing-hot skin sliding between my pursed lips, stroking in and out of my throat and preparing to ecstatically spurt and spatter and sloppily pump out either right down my gullet, onto my loving tongue or all over my eagerly proffered-up face. Finally, Mistress Dani pulls back, laughing again at my demented needy gasping, and at the messy strings of drool that parabola down between my lips and her dick-tip before breaking to swing and splat at last against my slickened chin.

“That’s enough, slut. You’ve got the rest of your life to suck off this and every other hard hot cock I feel like feeding you. Perhaps someday soon I’ll begin whoring you out to an endless succession of unsuspecting strangers. Right now though, I want to fuck your sissy butt. So get out of that tub, kneel in front of it, bend your upper half over and into it and present me with your always available asshole.”

Oh Goddess, yes! How much more rewarding can this day possibly get? Soon I’m bent way over, my cheek pressed to cold porcelain, while Mistress once again strokes wonderfully in and out of me. At first, she gives me a long, slow and (dare I say) lovingly leisurely fucking. Eventually though this builds up into the kind of wildly exciting full-bore, all-out, balls-on deeply spearing pneumatic ass hammering that I’ve long since come to live for. And after that I even get the further perverted reward of a classic punishment session: my until-now unblemished buttocks and thighs gifted with nearly a hundred wickedly slashing swats of that thin stiff switch.

By the time this last treasured fulfillment is finished it’s time for us to retire, and I’ve never been more ready. Awake for two full days straight, suffering the most horrific succession of ordeals yet followed by the most cherished evening in memory featuring not only a veritable feast of Mistress’ affection but also an orgasm and my first true and truly formative cocksucking experience, I can have no complaints even when Mistress suggests and then denies in the next breath yet another heavenly possibility.

“Well, Slut-boy, I was going to reward my faithful doggie with the extremely rare treat of letting you sleep bound on the foot of my bed tonight. But I’m afraid you blew that when you ejaculated without permission. So it’s into the closet with you now, for your usual overnight on-the-floor hogtying. Get some rest anyway, because we have school in the morning.”

Despite the fact that my shoulders are once again in terrible and ever-growing misery – still not recovered from all that stretching, wrenching and suspension and now back bound bowed behind me – I’m out like a light almost before Mistress has closed the door on me.




Chapter Twenty-Six

Despite what Mistress said about school in the morning I skip my classes with her blessing on Monday. This causes me no concern at all. Academia – indeed college life in general – has lost whatever incidental appeal it once had. It is impossible to walk around campus or sit through classes (which my buttocks and thighs are in no shape to do in any case) and look at my fellow students or concentrate on my unbearably mundane subjects without thinking that they are all insufferably naïve and bland, banal and pointless respectively. The far more compelling (and necessary) education I’m getting at home now occupies my awareness to the exclusion of everything else. So once I see Mistress out the door (naked, butt-stuffed, hobbled by shackles and with my hands cuffed in front of me and a big cock locked into my mouth as always) I set about doing all the housekeeping I would normally have seen to on Saturday. I clean the kitchen until everything sparkles, dust, vacuum, do laundry, wash the windows and put the bedroom and bathroom to rights. After that I lovingly polish all the cocks, chains and locks, whips and other weapons left lying around and put them away. Then I start on dinner.

When Mistress breezes in after practice I’m standing at the counter chopping fresh vegetables for a stir-fry. Coming up behind me with a wide if decidedly sly smile, she grips my butt-cheeks with both hands and kneads them meaningfully. Her breath tickling my ear sends shivers all through me – not to mention the news she imparts.

“Well, Slut-boy, you’ll be happy to hear that Maria and I have just about finished laying the groundwork for our victory party this weekend. These will all be held here from now on, so you’re going to have a lot more work to do on top of everything else. Anyway we spent all day telling stories about what we did and I’ve been doing to you, and promised to share video clips of it with them tonight. Everyone’s so excited to get in on the fun! I’m going to email them all particularly choice snippets of you being bound and beaten and double-fucked so they can see what it’s really all about. I’ve also promised whole movies on DVD, which you will burn for me this evening. So look forward to Saturday slave! If you thought this past weekend was extreme, you ain’t seen nothing yet! They’re just going to keep getting better and better without end!”

So after dinner while Mistress sits at one computer attaching and sending brief scandalous video clips of us to her teammates, I sit cuffed at another creating whole three and four hour-long movies for her to hand out. My face burns almost constantly with shame at the compromising and possibly permanent records of our exploits we’re making, and I only pray that Mistress’ teammates can be trusted not to post or pass these around. Soon my face is burning even hotter however, and my heart pounding with that old sickly excitement magnified a dozen-fold when she calls casually over to me.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you, Slut-boy: Maria has some good ideas, some really outrageous ideas, for getting you some real cocks to suck off soon. So you’re going to be gay like me within a week or two, whether you want to or not.”

Disagreeing with Mistress is of course anathema. But I can’t help raising objections at this, if only semantic ones. Whatever my pulse rate might say, my brain and what’s left of my original self-image insist on dispute.

“Really? I’m not too sure about that, Mistress. No matter what you command me to do – which of course I will without hesitation – can I really be considered gay if I’m not attracted to men in the least? It is women like you I lust after exclusively. The thought of hairy-ass male-on-male sex does nothing but revolt me.”

“Come off it, Slut-boy. You want to suck cock. Admit it.”

“Okay, maybe I do. But that’s an isolated, irrational compulsion born almost solely out of my perverted need to please and be degraded by you. It doesn’t mean I’m no longer attracted to women, or that I’m going to start trawling gay triplex websites.”

“Well that’s too bad, Slut-boy, because you are never going to touch a woman in your entire enslaved life. But you’re going to suck off more cocks than the busiest porn star in the world, and a whole lot more. Maria wants me to turn you into a gay whore, and I’ve just decided it’s an excellent suggestion. Do you want to argue with me some more, faggot?”

“No, Mistress!” I whimper at once, appalled at what my idiocy may have just gotten me into. I fall silent immediately, squirming helplessly to the pit of my limitlessly chagrined soul.

They say gays are born and not made, but try telling that to any hapless prison bitch. The thought that such a future may have been sealed for me with no more than a minute of impudence is limitlessly devastating. Still the breathless urgency with which I serviced Mistress’ prick last night, and the insanely compelling images and urges that accompanied this recur without warning, and I squirm worse and whimper anew with painfully conflicted upset, my own forever-virgin cock swelling uselessly in its cage.

These episodes recur almost constantly over the next few days, particularly as Mistress takes to ordering me to perform fellatio on her just as regularly and unexpectedly as she still brutally buggers me. I miss more than a couple of meals kneeling beneath the table sucking her cock while she eats, and my studies suffer further doing the same thing during homework time. Occasions she used to spend lounging in bed watching TV or reading while I lay hogtied between her spread legs servicing her pussy with my tongue or double dildo-gag are now devoted to bobbing endlessly on her erect cock. She’s also at considerable pains to improve my technique: teaching me to alternate long, slow strokes with more frenzied attentions, to lap up and down the shaft, circle the rim of the glans, swirl about the head and tickle the tip with my tongue. She often substitutes a strap-on for her feeldoe so I can practice sucking her balls as well, and continues to grip my head tight and violently fuck my face to orgasm at the culmination of every such session, until I learn to endure even the most prolonged and brutal assault on my throat without retching helplessly. Naturally she continues to tease me as well, musing aloud about how different a real cock will taste, how much more intensely intimate having its throbbing heat in my mouth will feel, and of course how incredibly degrading it will be when the stuff of it pumps out onto my tongue or all over my lips, chin and cheeks.

Thursday I finally get a blessed distraction from this when Mistress sends me back to the workshop for more carpentry chores. She needs a pair of old end tables modified according to very specific instructions. These are of sturdy stained maple, about two feet square and eighteen inches high. The first chore is simple and straightforward enough: I only need to drive a number of one-inch diameter screw-eyes into the underside. The other table needs more extensive work, indeed it won’t even be a table anymore long before I’ve finished with it.

First, Mistress has me saw all four stout legs off, turning it into a heavy, inch-thick platform that rests flat on the floor. Next, she has me saw the top half off an old coat tree, leaving nothing but a two-inch thick wooden pole rising from an x-shaped base. Under her direction I screw this solidly to the center of that flat platform, creating a waist-high vertical post atop a heavy, stable pedestal. Then things get truly exciting-unsettling.

“You see that old bowling pin?” Mistress points out. This is a trophy of some kind Gramps won in a tournament long ago: a regulation size wooden ten-pin, fifteen inches high and nearly six wide at its fattest point about five inches from the bottom. In addition to being painted in the traditional fashion it has also been ornately lettered with its significance: third place, nineteen eight-eight, Benevolent and Protective Order of the Elks, etc.

“You will drill out the base to a depth of four inches, making a hole the same diameter as that pole. Then squirt some top-quality glue in there and fit them together, so the bowling pin sits atop the pole which sits atop the pedestal, all very sturdy and stable and impossible to break apart. Then I want another screw-eye driven into the side of the pole about halfway to the floor. And make sure that bowling pin is still sanded and painted and polished smooth. Trust me: you’re not going to want a single splinter coming off there.

“After that, get your ass straight back upstairs. I’ll fuck your slutty butt before bed and then let you suck my cock. You need to get better used to the taste and smell of your own ass on the dicks you suck, until it’s no longer revolting but ambrosial for you. Remember how you disliked the taste of my own ass at first? Enough repetition, with the right associations, and you can come to enjoy anything, Slut-boy. Those are words to live by for you!”

What Mistress wants this improvised piece of furniture (or tool, or toy, or whatever you want to call it) for is painfully obvious. And that construct itself becomes obviously and increasingly painful to come Saturday night. While Mistress is at her game (I’m no longer allowed to attend these, or even leave the house without explicit permission, not that that would be advisable naked, caged, gagged, stuffed, cuffed, collared and shackled as I spend all my time alone behind closed doors) I clean house and set up for the party.

The option of engaging maid service has now been permanently ruled out, even though we could easily afford it even if it wasn’t paid for out of a trust. Mistress far prefers having me do all the housework myself. In any case I once again vacuum, mop, dust and spend all day cleaning like the lowest menial – a chore slave, say. Then once everything is perfectly presentable I get started on the preparations for the party.

I hang banners in the bedroom, where most of the actual festivities will take place – though doubtless they will eventually spill out into other areas of the house. I set up tables all around the walls and prepare the usual finger food, bowls of chips and other snacks, and tap the keg of beer that has been resting in a tub of ice overnight. I stack up plastic cups and set out glasses, arrange bottles of wine, champagne and liquor on an adjacent table and put lively party music on the stereo and a selection of DVDs in the 6-disc carousel. As per Mistress’ orders the first one is the championship compilation from last season and the other five increasingly kinky and incredible recordings of my incessant subjugation. On the bed, freshly made up in slippery black satin, I arrange every assiduously polished dildo, toy, restraint and implement of discipline in Mistress’ extensive collection, and throw open the closet door to show her long row of boots and prominently displayed fetish outfits. Finally, in the clearest large open space I set up the new furniture also per Mistress’ orders: the little low, square table and the bowling pin-topped pedestal right next to each other.

I shower, shave, dry, brush out and tie back my hair – now longer than Jim Morrison’s even at his most dissolute, in fact edging into Gregg Allman territory. I brush my teeth and do the old mouthwash and aftershave routine and emerge from the bathroom at my cleanest and most attractive just as Mistress bustles in after her game.

“Okay, Slut-boy, everything looks good. God I’m so excited! Maria will be here with the others in about forty minutes: just enough time for me to change, put on some jewelry, and get the main attraction properly situated: that means you, slave.”

Oh God. Once she’s dressed and dolled up Mistress is wearing her favorite black boots with the tops turned down, a tiny miniskirt of matching black leather and an intricately figured black and gold bustier that leaves her arms and shoulders bare but for the heavy gold bracelets on her wrists. Gold hoop earrings dangle from her lobes and the key to my chastity cage hangs from its chain about her neck. Looking sexier than ever in her vibrant exhilaration she hustles me over to that upright pedestal straightaway. There the interminable and ever escalating pain I spoke of promptly begins.

“Okay, Slut-boy, kowtow here with your butt in the air. Let’s get that plug out of you.”

This is accomplished with the usual gigantic tearing agony followed by overwhelming relief. But the relief is barely momentary.

“Now step up here, swing astride and settle down onto that bowling pin. Come on, Slut-boy, chop-chop. You had to know this was coming.”

Of course I did. But that doesn’t make it any easier. The top of the pin is above the level of my belly-button: so high I need to use the little table as a step stool before I can swing over it, insert the smooth and rounded head in my luckily still-gaping anus and let my weight down carefully, biting my lip to keep from crying out. Filling me up and stretching me out ever more outrageously as it penetrates me deeper I squirm desperately around, actually trying to accommodate more of that immense wooden intrusion so that I can at least finally get my tiptoes on the floor and ease the agony of my entire weight being supported by nothing but the impossibly hard object skewering my rectum. By the time I manage this at least half that bowling pin is inside me and I can’t help sobbing with appalled agony.

Chuckling to herself appreciatively Mistress quickly buckles me into the arm-binder, yanking hard on the belts like a woman tightening a corset, until my shoulders are once again intolerably stressed. The she locks a length of chain to the ring at my fingertips, pulls it down and passes it through that screw-eye below my knees and draws it back up, yanking it tighter until I’m secured so solidly to the pedestal I couldn’t ease that monstrous penetration in the least if my life depended on it. There she snaps the end of the chain to one of its upper links.

“You’re undoubtedly going to sink a lot further toward the floor over the course of the evening, Slut-boy,” she grins, “that’s what makes this such an excellent piece of equipment. But as that occurs we can just unsnap this chain and pull it tighter, drawing up the slack before securing it again. That’ll keep you locked down onto it nice and tight. Now then, two more pieces of chain and you’ll begin to get the full effect of this delightful device.”

Clearly relishing my agony and terror Mistress lifts my left foot up, bends me back at the knee and binds my leg folded up thus with two quick loops of chain about my ankle and upper thigh. Once she does likewise to the other leg I’m balanced wholly atop that impaling pin, held upright by the arm-binder and utterly at the mercy of gravity. Already I begin to slowly descend, stretched out wider, filled up further and skewered ever deeper by the monstrous blunt object lodged in my ass. But Mistress isn’t finished quite yet, oh no, she must make me a supreme spectacle of sexual suffering for this occasion.

One of her more arcane recent purchases is a miniature ball-and-chain – miniature in the sense that the shiny steel cannon ball weighs only ten pounds and is the size of a large orange. Similarly the gleaming chain is only eight or so inches long and ends with another simple snap rather than an attached fetter. But, of course, it’s not meant to shackle any ankle after all. Mistress lifts the key from around her neck and actually removes my chastity cage for the second time this week. She gives me a gleam of playful sadism as she does.

“Aren’t you excited, Slut-boy? You’ll get to enjoy a constantly vibrated erection again all night tonight. Here…”

She tightly wraps, buckles, and locks on my cock harness, preventing any sinful ejaculation before activating the vibrator. Despite (oh hell, because) of the extremity of my predicament my erection is instantaneous, jutting up fiercely at the ceiling even before the vibrations go to work – at least at first. But then Mistress snaps that chain to a ring dangling from my already compacted testicles and lets the cannonball fall to the level of my knees, where it hangs and swings, crushing my nuts, nearly ripping them from my body and pulling my boner down to a point almost straight out perpendicularly from me. Laughing merrily at my agonized scream Mistress gives that arrogant prick a swat, setting it to waggling wildly around.

“There: not only will that give your balls something to think about all night, but the extra weight will pull you down toward the floor more. I can see I’m going to have to tighten your tether chain already. Let me just see to these first…”

She has a whole handful of alligator clips, some trailing heavy lead weights and others brightly colored decorative feathers and bells. Five with weights are clamped onto my tender glans, dragging it further toward the floor but not quite enough to defeat its madly insistent need to strain urgently up level. About a dozen other feathered ones pinch into the stretched skin of the shaft here and there wherever the harness and vibrator leave it bare: cheerfully festooning me like a living party favor. Next a weight is clamped to the tip of each nipple, flanked by feathers and bells on each side attached to the aureole. A couple more of these latter are clipped onto the hank of rawhide tying back my hair, decorating my ponytail, and finally Mistress pinches the last two onto my earlobes, the little steel teeth digging excruciatingly in and the feathers dangling effeminately down by my cheeks like some kind of hippie-chick earrings.

Mistress Dani steps back to look me over. Thrilled with what she sees she claps with delight and even leans in to kiss me on the forehead, sending a rush of unadulterated pleasure through me to add to my already heady stew of fear, anticipation, wild excitement, desperate arousal and various keenly experienced agonies. Then she locks the ring-gag between my teeth and the blindfold about my head and slides a rubber cock into my mouth, so the realistic head probes my throat and the balls rest against my chin, completing the breathtaking spectacle of my bound, utterly helpless and festively decorated sexual subjugation.

I feel her move behind me then. The tether chain is freed and yanked tight again, taking up perhaps two inches of slack. Already I’ve sunk that much more in just a matter of minutes, engulfing Goddess only knows how much bowling pin and stretching my sphincter to an unimaginable diameter in the process. I choke out a fresh sob as I’m pulled more firmly down onto that impalement. Swaying a little on the pole that supports me more than a foot off the floor I feel those weights swing about in response – particularly the ones torturing my testicles. Nausea roils me and sweat breaks out everywhere. But then just as Dani snaps that chain in its new place we hear a much anticipated sound through the open windows. We can’t see the driveway from here but clearly several cars are pulling into it. It’s party time at last.




Chapter Twenty-Seven

Bound and spiked on an immovable pedestal I listen to the clicking of Mistress’ boots as she hurries from the room. Alone in impenetrable blackness then I can hear car doors slamming and female voices raised in greeting. Very soon I will be the center of attention, the object of communal hilarity and derision and no doubt soon after that subjected to teasing, torment, impossibly arousing discipline and double-drilling like I can barely conceive of. Squirming miserably as gravity drags inexorably upon me in so many ways, listening to the jingling of bells and feeling my relentlessly stimulated erection burn and ache with need and pain, I can only whimper and wait for my first public use to get underway. The delay is nearly as torturous as everything else. But at last I hear a rumor of feet on the stairs and the growing clamor of excited chatter. This is it, and after the next few minutes once again nothing will ever be the same.

Instinctively, I lift my head and stop slumping, trying to present the most appealing pose possible. Seconds later the door of the room is thrown open with a crash. Immediately I hear a chorus of gasps, followed by shrieking laughter, cheering, scandalized screams and cries of “Let me see, let me see!” Above all this Maria’s voice calls out with distinct relish.

“Now you see why it’s just us teammates invited tonight, ladies! No boyfriends or guys of any kind – this time at least! And no family, friends or assorted hangers-on allowed either. It’s just us victorious beauties and our pathetic plaything!”

A gabble of chatter, laughter, and delighted exclamations ensues again.

“Oh my God, look at him!”

“How does he stay up like that?”

“Is that thing actually up his ass?”

“Ha – he’s got a cock in his mouth!”

“Jesus, look at his balls!”

“What have you done to him?”

“Nothing he doesn’t absolutely love,” Mistress declares. As the voices approach and surround me I feel the weighted clamp on one of my nipples pulled and twisted. It’s Mistress and she continues for the benefit of everyone.

“Isn’t that right, Slut-boy? You delight in everything I choose to do to you.”

Vigorously I nod agreement, and she continues over further gasps, exclamations and laughter.

“You are hopelessly compelled to submit to dominant women. You love spending all your time in bondage. You want nothing more than to be whipped and tortured. Though you’re totally heterosexual you’ve become addicted to dick, to sucking and being fucked by them. Even now you’re anally impaled on a bowling pin and couldn’t be more turned on by it. And though all these things arouse you out of your mind, you’ve willingly given up your sexual capacity to me just so I’ll keep on doing them. You’ll remain a virgin forever; worse, you’ll never have another orgasm if I don’t allow it. In fact, you’ve enslaved yourself to me for all eternity, given me your body and soul along with this house, everything in it, and everything you once owned or ever will in exchange for me dominating, degrading, and sexually subjugating you!”

I nod emphatically after each declaration, emitting a depraved keening around the cock filling my face and shaking my tits a bit to jingle those little nipple-bells for added emphasis. The amazement, delight, and appalled disbelief surrounding me grow in response. Someone – undoubtedly Mistress – sets the ball chained to my crushed nuts swinging, making me sob uncontrollably and causing my pinched, weighted, and gaily decorated erection to waggle and jingle prettily about. Mistress continues.

“And now, for the ultimate thrill of your miserable existence, you’re going to start likewise submitting to the entire Cade State women’s championship soccer team as our secret mascot, helping us to celebrate our victories and ease the pain of our few defeats, to get psyched up for challenges and to reward those who do particularly well each game.

“That means Maria tonight. She scored both goals in our win over Kentucky. And that means Judy, who had eight saves in a shutout, and Nadja, who put in an all-around standout performance in defense. They get the first opportunity to play with you. But first we all need a few drinks. Come on girls! The party’s on, Slut-boy, just as they will always be from now on. No more taking up collections! Just free food and drink and the kinkiest entertainment conceivable!”

People begin moving around, ice cubes rattle and bottles clink against glass rims. Exclamations of approval greet the first sight and taste of the hors d’oeuvres, and the realization that the beer is of much higher quality than the usual college fare. Far more spirited cries, along with further gales of hilarity, rise from the vicinity of the closet and bed, as the stretching shackles, various mirrors, fetish items and outfits are discovered and examined. I also hear plenty of marveling over the house and property itself: the patio and swimming pool visible from the windows, the beautifully landscaped lawn and flowering trees, the sumptuousness of the bathroom fixtures and the expensive artwork and furniture they passed on the way up here. Everyone is suitably impressed and envious of Mistress’ un-guessed wealth and possessions. And, of course, not neglected in these exploratory examinations is the most precious possession of all, that which made all the others inevitable: me.

Amid all the circulating and buzzing (and beginning guzzling) the most forward of the crowd continue to close in and congregate around me. Soon I’m being incessantly poked and prodded, pinched and tweaked and teased. My buttocks are boldly groped and spread to expose the incredible depth and breadth of my impalement. Weights are repeatedly batted and set to penduluming back and forth or swinging jinglingly about. Toothed clamps are tugged on and twisted and dangling feathers used to tickle my agonized and hugely turgid genitals. Finally, an unseen hand begins to suggestively slide that hard rubber cock in and out of my mouth. A mocking voice giggles out of the darkness.

“Ooooh, look at this! Is it true, Slut-boy? Are you a shameless heterosexual cocksucker?”

Whimpering with uneasy excitement I nod in affirmation.

“Really?” doubts a different, more skeptical voice I think I recognize from some of my psychology classes. “Are you sure you’re not just a homo in denial? One who hates himself so much for what he is that he has to seek out the worst sort of punishment for himself, and manipulate women into forcing him to perform acts he secretly craves but can’t bring himself to commit voluntarily? Isn’t that what you really are: a Republican?”

A chorus of laughter greets this sally, and this time I shake my head in adamant negation. That unseen hand presses the cock all the way in, twisting it between my lips and waggling it in my throat, and once again impressed noises come from the growing crowd surrounding me.

“Well faggot or not, you’re certainly good at taking cock. Look at you deep-throating this thing! I bet half the girls in this room would gag and puke trying to take this much cock into their mouths. I know I would – hell, I’d puke putting any filthy cock in my mouth.”

“And let’s not forget what he’s got up his ass!” crows someone else. “Jesus Christ, look at it: about three-quarters of a fucking bowling pin!”

“I’m not surprised,” remarks yet another voice sardonically. “Did you see those videos? Did you see the size of the dildoes Dani and Maria were fucking him with? According to her she’s spent an entire year breaking him in. No wonder he goes by the name of Slut-boy! If he’s not a faggot he’s the most perverted little sissy in the world!”

“You got that right!” Now I recognize Maria’s voice. “Check this out!”

Suddenly an electric shock strikes one of my shaved armpits, causing me to lurch against the chain restraining me and bite down on a surprised cry. Whoops of appreciation are still resounding all around when another shock strikes that ultrasensitive spot just south of my pee-hole, again making me cry out and this time fruitlessly flap my bound legs.

“See? You love it, don’t you, Slut-boy?”

Breathlessly I nod again. In response Maria continues to employ the shock-wand, zapping me unpredictably here, there, and everywhere. Someone behind me administers a hard pinch to my left buttock; another hand yanks unexpectedly on my ponytail. My clipped right nipple is cruelly stretched and twisted briskly back and forth and some adventurous soul gives my crushed, bloated balls such a powerful squeeze that I retch so hard the cock almost slides out of my mouth before the hard heel of someone’s hand rams it back in.

“Oh no, faggot, you’re going to keep sucking that cock until we replace it with a real one. And I have just the candidate in mind!”

It’s the skeptical voice from my psychology classes, and this time I place it. It belongs to Morgan Tyler, a tall and willowy – and damn attractive – sophomore striker. Like Maria she makes no secret of being exclusively homosexual, a fact I’ve heard repeatedly bemoaned by the other males in the psych program. I’ve even seen her naked with another girl, along with millions of other people around the country. One day the guys in the lounge were passing around the latest edition of Playboy’s College Girls, and damn if she wasn’t right there, in a carefully posed spread of simulated lesbianism with another model.

My memories of her stem-like legs, long slender body and delectably pointy little big-nippled breasts can’t compete with her sneering words however. Once again I find my face flushing an obviously telling red, while betraying bells chime from my twitching penis.

“Ha! What’d I tell you? He’s a homo in denial, and next weekend I’m going to prove it! I’ll drag him out of his closet kicking and screaming if I have to!”

Again I shake my head wildly in adamant denial, and this impudence earns me stunning slap to the face.

“Don’t you ever contradict your superiors, slave! My cousin is a senior here; he’s a member of the only exclusively gay frat on campus, and he’ll be more than willing to help us out a perverted sissy like you. I can’t wait to get him on the phone!”

Cruel laughter rains down on me from all around. Then with an eye-watering shock to the tip of my nose (not that I’m not already leaking tears of humiliation, pain and dismay) the pinching, pulling, twisting, tweaking, tickling, squeezing and other various minor tortures resume. But at last Mistress joins the group (which must by now include everyone in the room) and declares that it’s time for the proper domination to get underway.

“Okay, ladies (and apprentice mistresses), it’s training time. I’m not referring to Slut-boy now – he’s already admirably trained in all but a few crucial ways. It’s all of you I’m talking about. Not only will you be rewarded during these sessions. This is also preparation for the day you do your own indispensible part in the subjugation of the despicable weaker sex by turning your own boyfriends, husbands or admirers into pathetically fawning slut-slaves.

“You’re all doing beautifully so far with the essential humiliation, and no doubt you’ve already picked up a few pointers on bondage techniques from me. But now we come to the truly fun stuff. Mistress Maria, you already have some experience at this, as well the honor of going first today due to your two cracking goals. Choose an implement of discipline and begin gifting Slut-boy here with the punishment he so madly, if helplessly craves. Let’s all move back some and give her some room.”

There’s a shuffling of feet, more excited giggling and chatter, and the sexually charged ambience surrounding me retreats a bit. For nearly half a minute I wait with bated breath for this much feared and anticipated experience to begin. Then the slender coachman’s switch Mistress used less than a week ago to punish my unauthorized orgasm slashes suddenly across my stuffed buttocks. Yet another interminable ordeal is underway.

A communal chant keeps count of the strokes. Mistress lets her get up to thirty while I writhe and cry and jingle my little bells and then it’s Judy Mallory’s turn. The team’s starting goalkeeper, Mistress Judy is a hulking six foot-two brute of a girl who must weigh nearly two hundred pounds. She has short frizzy hair and a bit of a shovel face, but of course I can’t see any of this. I can only feel her prodigious strength as she batters my welted ass with a heavy wooden paddle to more laughing, gasping, chanting and cheering. Then it’s Mistress Nadja’s turn.

Nadja Rojel is a truly beautiful Persian girl, more attractive even than Morgan with her exotic olive skin, sultry dark eyes and long, thick, shiny raven hair. In the days I was allowed at the games my eyes were often drawn to her, and she also creates quite a splash on campus. The daughter of Iranian ex-patriots who fled the downfall of the Shah she is actively outspoken in condemnation of the current Islamic regime and seems to delight in flouting the mores of the culture she came from. In addition to playing organized sports she dresses in brightly colored silks that are scandalously tight and skimpy, emphasizing her trim figure, knockout legs and beautifully shaped breasts. So compelling is her exotic appeal that I’ve heard Mistress frequently bemoan the fact that she isn’t bisexual, and even indulge in giggling speculation and locker-room banter about her with Maria. Too bad she didn’t strip for Playboy. In any case, I’m currently denied the stunning sight of her too. But memory alone is enough to keep my intensely erect cock twitching against the weights as she zealously uses a single-tail bullwhip to lash agonizing welts all over my front and sides.

After that it’s a free-for all. To keep me from losing the cock in my mouth (despite the fact I sorely need it to bite down on, some blows are stunning enough to dislodge this) Mistress Morgan takes the initiative of yanking my head way back with my ponytail, which she knots tightly into the belts of the arm-binder. Now facing almost straight up, my neck and scalp screaming at the strain on them, I’m belabored with multiple weapons all over my body from all sides for what is surely hours as the party gathers steam and the drinking begins in earnest. In pauses between songs on the stereo I can occasionally catch snatches of the soundtrack from the DVDs playing – mostly the endless slap of hips and exhortations of Mistress as she fucks me. But of course most of the time the excited shrieking of the ladies, my own garbled screams, the constant jingling of bells and cracking impact of blows against me – not to mention the mind-blanking agony I’m continuously suffering – efface everything else from my awareness.

At any one time, I’m being flogged across the chest, whipped on my belly, sides and thighs, paddled, cropped or caned on the ass and soles of the feet; having my stretched-out and compacted testicles batted, squeezed or spanked and my indefatigable erection shocked with the wand (along with everywhere else) and viciously twisted, yanked or slapped around. Naturally when any mistress tires, wants a fresh drink, something to eat or desires another diversion there is a clamoring mob vying to take her place, keeping the abuse utterly unrelenting.

This marathon extravaganza is just as inconceivably brutal and extreme as I feared it would be, as simultaneously torturous and masochistically exalting as Mistress had warned. Only the fact that my sunburn has at last healed and peeled keeps this from being the all-time champion discipline session I’ve ever been subjected to. That honor remains with last Saturday. Three times during this marathon Mistress calls a brief halt to tighten that restraining chain: snugging me down more solidly onto that ever more deeply impaling bowling pin in order to minimize my tormented writhing and helpless swaying. During these temporary respites my choked groaning and sobbing is heartily applauded by all, cell phone photos of my condition are taken, compared, exchanged and collected, and everyone marvels anew at the incredible extent of my anal stretching and rectal stuffing. Finally, giddily drunk on both alcohol and sadistic excess, the gathered girls decide to truly see how much of that wooden object they can actually get inside me before the climactic slut-fucking part of the party at last gets underway.

Clearing that little table of what sounds like a dozen cups and various instruments of punishment someone climbs up on it while my ponytail is at last freed and my head allowed to come back down. With a fair amount of inebriated assistance this girl climbs up onto my shoulders. With her skirt pushed up her thighs are wonderfully warm against the sides of my face, her crotch hot and damp on my neck with my hair pulled up to use as a handhold. Steadied from below she begins rocking about, using her momentum and extra weight to force me excruciatingly further and further down, helped along by hands yanking on the chains connected to my bound arms and balls. Finally, unbelievably we pass the point of greatest width. But though the circumference of that bowling pin lessens from there on down we’ve reached the limits of what my anatomy will allow. More whooping, cheering, and documenting with photos celebrates this ungodly accomplishment, and I can smell the sweet reek of a reefer being passed around. But at long last, after who knows how many hours of foreplay, Mistress calls for the commencement of the most highly anticipated event of the evening.

“Okay, ladies, what do you think? Is our slut loosened up enough for a good old fashioned gang-bang?”

A roar of approval greets this. And within minutes it’s underway.




Chapter Twenty-Eight

Under Mistress’ direction the ball and chain is at last unhooked from my testicles, allowing my still-weighted erection to nevertheless spring eagerly upright. Nearly fainting with relief I barely hear the derisive comments directed at this and am only dimly aware of that tethering chain being disconnected from the arm-binder. I sob brokenly when my head is again wrenched radically back and my hair re-tied to this, and then I’m being lifted bodily into the air.

More gasps of disbelief, whoops of approval and exclamations of amazement greet the sight of that bowling pin emerging, as the ladies finally get a true indication of the outrageous size of the object that’s been so excruciatingly skewering me all this time. As for me I’m rendered even woozier with relief, and the blackness spins dizzily about me as I’m carried over and set down on my back on that little low table.

I’m positioned so that the bottom half of my buttocks hangs off one end and my tied-back head, shoulders and arms are unsupported at the other. My arms are pulled back under the table and tightly tied off there – doubtless to one of the screw-eyes I installed. My folded legs are spread wide, pressed down flat against the table and likewise bound down. A belt around my belly further secures me solidly in place, keeping me from shifting about too much during fucking, all of this ensuring that no amount of struggling on my part will be effective for anything other than amusement – or my own perverse excitement. Blood is already beginning to throb in my head as it hangs upside down and I listen in increasingly exhilarated distress as Mistress directs the placement of feather-stuffed pillows at either end of me, so the currently favored slut-fuckers can kneel in comfort for as long as it takes them to achieve the one orgasm everyone is permitted before turning over whichever hole they’ve been drilling to the next mistress impatiently waiting in line. Then she once again raises her voice in instruction.

“Okay, girls, this is Maria’s dick, and as you can see it ought to belong to King Kong. She’s graciously agreed to share it tonight with whoever is presently fucking Slut-boy’s butt. Otherwise he’s not likely to notice it’s even happening.”

Once the laughter, cheering and high-fiving have died down she presents her own feeldoe, explaining its dual insertion purpose and lauding its orgasmic advantages.

“Anyone not comfortable with stripping down can simply strap one of these other cocks on over their clothes, or let them protrude through their zipper so the butt can rest directly on their clit. I can’t imagine why anybody might be shy – Slut-boy can’t see us, and we’ve all been in the shower together, most of us dozens or even hundreds of times. Of course, with the feeldoe Slut-boy’s lips are going to come in contact with your pussy, giving him a taste of territory forever forbidden to his own pathetic prick. But that’s a wonderfully teasing torment for him, an acute reminder of all he’s had to give up in exchange for being butt-fucked. He might even get to taste your ejaculate. In any case, you have the option – and after all, a few of those other cocks are even bigger than the feeldoe, if you really want to feed him some penis, or maybe just prolong your turn. But don’t do it only on that account. You’ve got all night and all season to fuck this slut as much as you like and in any way that strikes your fancy.”

More cheering, more clapping, more high-fives and cries of “I’ll drink to that!” break out. Again Mistress waits for the clamor to subside before going on.

“Now then, Maria was the game’s first star, but she’s already had all of last Saturday to fuck this dick-addicted slut. And it’s my house but I’ve already had a whole year, and still have the whole rest of my life to do it. Therefore Judy and Nadja are the first ones up, and as the game’s second star Judy gets to attack his greedy sissy boy-cunt. Nadja, the feeldoe is all yours. Everyone else decide on the ensuing order, and let the proper entertainment begin!”

Quivering with irrepressible excitement, aroused beyond all measure despite the long hours of bludgeoning agony that I know is upcoming for my already impossibly stretched and sore back door, I barely listen as Maria helps Judy harness up for her first ever strap-on experience. It’s beautiful exotic Nadja I’m straining my ears toward, giddily picking up the faint whisper of silk against skin as she disrobes. Clearly she too is a strap-on virgin, and her exhilarated giggling keys me up further in expectant sympathy. Someone (Mistress it turns out) pulls free the cock still stuffing up my suck-hole and slides in its place the curved, bulbous-headed vaginal extension of the feeldoe.

“Here you go, Slut-boy. Lick this good and wet for your lovely Persian princess. I’ve seen you eying her surreptitiously from the stands. Now you owe her the first of innumerable orgasms, you cocksucking court eunuch you. Pretend you’re a member of her harem, competing to see who gets to keep his head by pleasing her the most extravagantly.”

Slavishly, I lap away until that little cock is withdrawn. Moments later I hear a gasp and a throaty little exclamation of pleasure as it’s seated deep in that surely fabulous Iranian vagina. Imagining that flawless olive-skinned body naked but for the big black cock curving scimitar-like up from it I moan in helpless anticipation. Her hands clasp the back of my head on either side then, and I’m exalted just to be touched by this exquisite female specimen. The head of her cock clumsily pokes my face – it just barely fits through that ring after all. Then it is guided into my open hole and abruptly shoved down my throat to an explosion of cheering from all around. Squirming with perverted gratification, I keen my appreciation through my nose for the lovely Nadja. But before she can take even a second stroke other strong hands seize my chained and tied-down thighs. Maria’s mother-of-all-penises probes my still widely dilated anus. Then that club like the fat end of a baseball bat plunges into me with a breathtaking brute force.

Making up with enthusiasm what they lack in expertise both women promptly begin fucking me almost in tandem, as more cheers roar out, more photos are taken, more palms slapped and drinks chugged. Now I’m blessing Mistress for impaling me on that bowling pin. Thanks to my extensive stretching and recent education neither huge penis tortures me anything like they did last weekend. Instead I’m free to wallow in existential arousal: immersing myself in emotions and sensations that have become both elemental and necessary to me. Shuddering all over as my bound body is pounded against and into from either end, hearing the bells clipped to my nipples, penis and ears jingling shrilly over the celebratory clamor around me, I treasure every rapidly spearing stroke as if it were the last. Silky-wet Persian pussy lips kiss mine every time Nadja’s dominating invasion reaches the maximum. And if Mistress Judy’s body isn’t one I would lust after or want to picture it is stronger than even Maria’s, her brutish two-hundred pounds driving that monstrous cock home with a prodigious power that threatens to knock the already scanty breath out of me at each bludgeoning insertion. Oh, this is heaven, nirvana and Elysium all wrapped up in one despite the strangling and agony I’m being subjected to. Then it’s Mistress Maria’s voice that rings out over the crowd.

“Don’t stand on ceremony, ladies! Slut-boy still has nipples and genitals to torture, and plenty of accessible skin to be whipped! There are all kinds of exquisitely satisfactory ways to kill time while you’re waiting for your turn. Dani honey, where are the candles? A little dripping wax might spice up our sissy’s life.”

“Right here, darling. Speaking of fun diversions, I’m going for a quick skinny-dip in the pool while our friends get acquainted with the wonderfully exciting delights of sissy-slut double-fucking. Would you care to join me? We still have an hour and a half before the pizzas and Buffalo wings my slave was provident enough to order ahead for us are due to arrive. Just grab that bottle of iced champagne for us, that’s a good girl…”

So while I lie spayed out and tied down with my neck stretched back far enough to turn its airway into freeway, reveling in Nadja’s nonstop gasping, giggling and surprised little cries, and in gargantuan Judy’s grunting and panting as they eagerly pursue their first orgasms as cock-wielding dominatrices, the other perhaps dozen and a half tremendously fit young females close in around us and resume giving me more to absorb than just a pair of pneumatically plunging penises. Naturally the shock wand – dialed up to its highest setting – once again begins zapping me unceasingly. As per Mistress’ suggestion hot wax also begins drizzling onto my body in any number of places from any number of candles. Groping hands pull and twist and squeeze my long-suffering balls and harnessed-up prick, the riding crop swats the insides of my thighs, multiple whips vie to reach my arched-up torso and of course I’m incessantly pinched and slapped, tickled and tormented by anyone who can reach a free hand in. Freed of Mistress’ supervision this abuse grows ever crueler and the mockery dished out ever more scathing. Once lovely Nadja screams and comes at last (grinding her sopping pussy beautifully against my locked-open lips) it’s militantly homosexual Morgan who moves to take her place and continue her assault upon my supposedly fraudulent sexuality.

Judy is still pounding titanically away at my ass, though her escalating rhythm and feral grunting indicates she’s approaching her peak as well. Still Morgan effortlessly captures my attention as she moves into place before my blindfolded, upside-down face.

“No way do you taste my pussy, faggot!” she snarls, poking a strap-on ineffectually against my ring-gag before realizing it won’t fit through. Rough hands strip this off then before her big cock levers my jaws open even wider as it forces its way inside. “You’re going to get nothing but what you truly crave from me, you homo-in-denial. Now suck my cock before I fuck you with it! Show us all your expert technique!”

With my head so tightly bound back I can only bob fractionally on that thick shaft. Nevertheless, I purse my drool-slick, nicely thick lips about it and do so, obeying my mad excitement by mollifying her though I know damn well I’m no homosexual. I’m a psychology student too, and I know my own self well enough to be confident my perversion isn’t any way nearly as simple as she suggests. Still more cheers and jeers and the clicking of camera-phones all celebrate my efforts, which persist even as Mistress Judy pounds out her orgasm at last before withdrawing. Once someone straps on and takes that behemoth’s place however Morgan falls to fucking me with a fierce intensity that seems designed to either gag me into puking or force me to accept her continuing accusatory snarls.

Neither effort is successful. And secretly I additionally spite her by picturing that sleekly slender body with its delectably pointy big nipples in all its Playboy-posed glory as she determinedly has me. Her orgasm when it comes seems bitterly ecstatic, and as if acknowledging her defeat she snarls threateningly again at me as she pulls out to make way for the feeldoe-wielding female impatient to succeed her.

“Next week, Slut-boy – next week I prove to everyone what a shameless secret queer you really are. Count the hours, bitch!”

And so the endless double-fucking and nonstop domination continue interminably, thrilling me unceasingly despite my growing physical and emotional exhaustion and the toll so much drilling and discipline takes on my captive body. Even by the time the pizza and wings arrive there are still girls so eager to take their turn that hot food can’t distract them. And though more and more wander off to enjoy a swim, crowd into the hot tub or explore the house – or seek other bedrooms together for privacy, their drunken inhibitions lowered enough for the sexually charged atmosphere to overwhelm any initial reticence toward experimentation – there always remains an eager crowd around me and a pair of huge hard cocks pounding me into euphoric oblivion. Eventually the night grows late enough for the younger, more responsible or less experienced girls to head home, pass out or crash wherever they can locate a bed, soft couch or convenient piece of floor. But led by Mistress, Maria and Morgan a hard core cadre of lesbians, sexual sadists and newly addicted slut-fuckers persists in mutually enjoying, tirelessly using and pitilessly dominating me until the seriously wee hours of the morning. At long last, I’m once again suspended over the bed from the ankles and arm-binder to listen (still blindfolded) with tortured jealousy and incredibly debilitated misery to an enthusiastic six-girl orgy that carries on just below me until well after the first birdsong heralding the dawn wafts through the open windows. Then after the most unbelievably intense and extended (yet again) domination experience of my existence the big house is finally silent but for the sounds of sighing, snoring, and the occasional rustling of entwined limbs through rumpled bedclothes.




Chapter Twenty-Nine

All the ensuing week Mistress waxes lyrical about the first real party of her captaincy.

Everyone had such a wonderful time. Everyone was amazed and awed and impressed (and more than a little envious) of her and her possessions. Teammates can’t stop talking about the bash, can’t stop approaching her with thanks and congratulations, questions and suggestions concerning the next one. Everyone is training like mad and performing inspired stuff on the pitch, determined to outperform everyone else and earn favored status for the next such extravaganza. Despite this competitiveness, team unity has never been better. Sharing such an incredible experience and thrilling secret, as well as some new budding romantic and sexual relationships among the players, have bonded them like no team ever. They are certain to absolutely destroy their next opponent, and when they do they are also certain to make that first party seem tame and staid by comparison with the next big blow-out.

As for me, I’m missing classes again. At first, I’m so lamed up and damaged I can’t even move around the house much until midday Monday. Then crippling about cuffed and hobbled it takes me until Tuesday night to get the place put to rights. Wednesday I make it to school for the latter half of the day, only to be confronted with an unforeseen but perhaps predictable difficulty.

Morgan Tyler has recognized me. In class and around the psych lounge she treats me with an open, sneering contempt. One of those rare gays that think everyone should be out and proud about it, and who takes a vicious pleasure in exposing those who aren’t, she’s begun circulating rumors with the force of certainty about me. Without betraying the secret of Dani’s association with me or team parties past and planned, she’s told everyone she knows that I’m a latent homo and admitted sissy cocksucker, and that I’m an anally-obsessed slut who lives to take gigantic dildoes up the ass. As a consequence of this gossip the few friends I had in the department have instantly distanced themselves from me. I’m the subject of whispering, snickering, and outright jeers wherever I go. Ostracized in the lounge, disassociated from in class and subject to looks and laughter from complete strangers just walking around campus, by Friday morning I can’t take going back.

Mistress is surprisingly sympathetic, if highly amused. While not yet allowing me to drop out, she permits me to stop going to classes as long as my ability to coach her in math and re-write her papers for her doesn’t suffer. Once I’ve proven this perhaps the sham of my college education can formally end.

So Friday I’m once again kept busy with carpentry (actually pretty minimal this time) as well as making arrangements for the party the following evening. Saturday I’m again occupied cleaning house, preparing food, setting up for our guests – and caught between squirming excitement and foreboding dread every time I recall Mistress Morgan’s threats. Dani makes no secret of the fact that she’s approved whatever Morgan has in mind, and even hints that my latest modifications will be an integral part of this potentially devastating and/or life-changing occasion. Sure enough, when the team arrives Saturday evening after just the kind of blow-out victory Captain Dani has been predicting, I’m restrained in yet another new painful, bizarrely compromising and humiliating, incredibly portentous way.

This time everything is set up out on the patio, the space surrounding the pool, the lawn and the big spacious dining room just inside the sliding glass doors. The sultry late summer weather is still in full force: even at sundown it’s in the mid-eighties. Skinny-dipping was such a big hit last time that Mistress has decided to party outdoors so that the pool will be just as handy for cooling off as my captive body will be for getting heated up. And so I find myself dangling agonizingly swaybacked right in the middle of the recently cleared patio, much as I ended the last party over the bed – albeit with a few extremely crucial differences.

Here my body is low to the ground and eminently accessible: not suspended uselessly above the action but positioned specifically to be the center of it. And rather than hanging immobile my tightly bound form can swing easily back and forth with the simple thrust of a hand – or a big hard cock. Though currently (and almost always) open to the heavens, the patio here is spanned overhead by a series of sturdy redwood beams over which a retractable awning can be drawn to shade away that punishing Midwestern sun. Part of my job on Friday was to climb high up on a stepladder and drive another three of those supremely useful screw-eyes into those overhead beams in an equilateral triangular pattern. The remainder of it was to drive two more into the ends of an eight-foot long, two-inch thick polished oak pole. Now three long, shiny steel chains descend from those screw-eyes, the two nearer to the house linked to the ends of that pole and the one near the pool to the ring at the tip of my arm-binder.

Though as usual this cruelly stresses my wrenched shoulders by hanging the entirety of my upper body and head directly from my arms pulled straight up behind me, and also as usual my head (bound stretched back by my hair again) dangles a good foot and a half lower than my feet, here the similarity ends. Rather than stretched spread in a wide V and hanging wholly from my cuffed ankles, this time my legs are split like a gymnast’s, making a straight one hundred and eighty-degree angle that is perpendicular to my bowed torso. Enforcing this distressing condition is that long oak pole, the middle of which lies across the top of my buttocks just above the crack. Several loops of thick, prickly hemp rope bind each ridiculously split leg to the underside of that bar at the ankles, knees, and right at the radically bent junction of my thighs and butt. This leaves me slung from it with my legs, stretched-out cheeks and supremely inviting sissy-pussy all hanging right at waist level – or should I say erection level.

Though that ball and chain sways from my locked on cock-cage, dragging my genitals excruciatingly straight down (and promising to yank agonizingly back and forth as both me and the cannonball swing to and fro) and my dick-tip and nipples are also predictably clipped with pendulous weights and bells like before, for once I don’t have an enormous vibrating plug or indeed anything else stuffing up my rectum. Nor am I fitted with a gag of any kind. Mistress explained this as she positioned a folding camp chair just under my flushed, dangling face.

“No preparatory stretching for you tonight, Slut-boy. I want your little boy-cunt as wonderfully tight and gripping as a virgin’s honey-pot. And there will be no locked-open hole for the usual thoughtlessly brutal face-fucking. You will be giving voluntary blowjobs instead. I want you to splendidly demonstrate all the expert cocksucking techniques you’ve learned servicing my feeldoe. Make me proud, Slut-boy. Show everybody what a shamelessly greedy fellatio freak I have for a sissy-slut, and you will be deliciously rewarded in return.”

With that Mistress fitted my blindfold securely in place and left me to go and don whatever amazing fetish outfit she’s chosen for this evening. Naturally I’ve spent the time since then obsessively parsing her parting words, putting them together with my surely purposeful positioning, Mistress Morgan’s many crude threats and the hints and promises Dani herself has been sowing around the past two weeks.

Tonight is undoubtedly the night: time to see how my darkest, most perverted fantasies measure up to reality. When I dimly hear car doors clunking closed on the opposite side of the property I whimper to myself in terribly conflicted shame and anticipation. No way is that hateful bitch Morgan right about me. But I can’t help suffering an almost existential anxiety as I wait for the proof of the pudding.

Truly that wait is so long that I wonder if I’ve completely misjudged the situation – long enough for me to be distracted from such compelling possibilities by the usual euphoria and masochistic excess with which I wallow in my more established uses.

When the team pours through the doors and surrounds me I’m waiting on tenterhooks to hear Morgan’s scornful voice.

Surely she will heap the abuse on me she’s been both husbanding and barely venting all week before confronting me with that which I’ve been equally fearing and craving ever since seeing Maria’s abnormally enormous clit – and possibly ever since Christmas, when I first saw Mistress sporting her feeldoe and challenging me with its implications. But she doesn’t even seem to be here. Hands are immediately laid on me: swinging me experimentally back and forth, batting my dangling weights and bells, tweezing and twisting my protruding penis head and stretched-out nipples, caressing my bowed back as if imagining the slashing of whips against it, pinching and smacking my bunched buttocks and even teasingly rubbing my greedy boy-cunt. Voices call out greetings and jeers, appreciation of my inspired bondage and zealous approval of my penis cage. Mocking laughter and comments call attention to my hair where it ties my head stretched back. Nixing my usual ponytail Mistress fixed it herself, parting and braiding it into two perfect pigtails over a foot long with daisies woven through them in ‘adorable’ sissy fashion. But nowhere in all this is Morgan’s caustic contempt, nor is she hailed or addressed or even referred to. Blithely ignoring her absence, Mistress urges drinks on everyone and by-and-by calls the party to attention to announce the game’s three stars – those rewarded few who will be given preferential access to me for the evening.

“Okay, we all know I got a hat trick and tore up the pitch in my usual indomitable aspiring national team fashion. But I’m exempt from these awards. Therefore the first star goes to my outstanding winger Trudi, who set up two of my goals with simply scrumptious through balls and delivered the pinpoint corner kick that Morgan put away.”

Right away my mind sketches in this girl I can’t see: Trudi Flaherty, a sturdy senior midfielder of average height, overdeveloped legs and almost nonexistent breasts: seemingly the typical build for a female soccer player. With short red hair, a zillion orange freckles and a squarish, unremarkable face I consider her neither particularly attractive nor the least bit ugly. Nadja gets the second star again with another dominating shut-down performance in the center of defense, which naturally suits me beautifully. I am truly guiltily infatuated with her.

“Finally, I’m giving the third star to freshman walk-on Paula, who got her first minutes in relief of me today once the game was beyond doubt and produced a very creditable debut. Congratulations, honey, and let’s see if you’re as adept with a big dildo as you are with the ball!”

This is a girl I’ve never noticed yet or even heard of, being a recent addition to the team. Apparently she’s black though, as a few comments are made about the eclectic mix of ethnicities presented – Irish, Iranian and African. In any case Trudi is given the option of which hole she wants to start with and chooses to have her cock sucked. This is a minor disappointment to me – already I’m craving the taste of Empress Nadja’s exquisite Persian pussy again, and I can hear her gloating to the others about the feeldoe of her own she’s just purchased.

In addition to becoming instantly addicted to sissy-fucking, Nadja was one of those who finally broke down and experimented with bisexuality last week. Indeed she loved it enough to be a member in the rollicking six-girl orgy that concluded the proceedings along with Mistress, Maria, Morgan and two others.

Oh well – it’s a certainty I’ll be sucking her off soon enough, along with everyone else. And her butt-fucking is sure to be more inspired than ever now that she has the added incentive of the famous feeldoe’s inner probe and wonderfully clit-stimulating corrugated saddle. In any case, she holds off a bit in deference to Trudi, helping to free my head and hair for bobbing and control purposes. Then I catch her distinctively sexy throaty giggle as I’m swung back out of the way so that first star can take her seat in the blowjob chair. Shortly I’m pushed forward again, the honoree’s hands clasp my pigtails and my eagerly opened and questing lips are guided down onto the first hard dick of the evening.

Oh, paradisiacal joy and perverted ecstasy! Right away I obey Mistress’ orders to do her proud, pleasuring the big prick I’m battened on with all my skill and boundless enthusiasm. Soon Nadja moves in behind me and squeezes her new penis into my tight resistance and Goddess is in her heaven and all is right with the world. As expected Nadja’s tirelessly inspired thrusting soon has me swinging back and forth and I no longer even need to bob – just purse my thick slick lips about the organ in my mouth and let her rhythm do the work. Soon I’m kissing shaved Irish pussy at the end of each stroke, impaled by ten-plus inches of dick at each end and moaning ceaselessly in sissy bliss. Still I’m eager and attentive enough to get my tongue involved as much as possible. And when the whipping, cropping, zapping, wax-dripping and many other endless torments are added to the swinging drag of those stretching weights and the constant yanking on my nearly dislocated shoulder sockets everything couldn’t be more perfect.

Music booms from the outside speakers, shrieking and splashing commences at the pool, chants of “Chug, chug, chug!” from the keg and “Suck, suck, suck that cock you slut!” from all around me all overlap in a wonderfully festive cacophony. Soon enough Trudi has climaxed and I’m sucking on black dick, total stranger, Paula, humping back against me from her seat in the blowjob chair while goodness knows who else takes Nadja’s place squealing with delight at the resistance my tight ass provides to the reciprocal thrusting of the feeldoe. In short the party is well underway, and gathers steam this way for what might well be an hour or so – don’t ask me, not only am I blind to any visual referents, I’m driven so deliriously into ecstasy by the only metronome available (the swinging, stabbing, and voraciously suckling rhythm of being double-fucked) that I’m the next thing to absolutely mindless. Indeed I’m so completely self-involved that I fail to heed the unwonted hissing, giggling, and subsequent hushed intensity surrounding me as I’m again swung back for the next lucky prick to take its place in the chair. Unsuspecting and no more or less eager than ever I’m pushed forward again, gripped by the flower-entwined pigtails and pulled down onto yet another stiffly upright penis. Then everything in my wonderful – if strenuously trying – life changes horribly and irrevocably for the permanent worse.




Chapter Thirty

I catch a brief whiff of something repellent. Then as my heretofore insatiably greedy suck-hole closes on perhaps the fifth or sixth prick of the night my mouth, nose and sinuses are suddenly filled with it: an overwhelming, unspeakably revolting taste/smell that makes me retch uncontrollably and almost puke. At the same time I register the should-be-exciting heat and texture of real live skin on my tongue and between my lips and realize all-unready what is finally actually happening to me. Still gagging uncontrollably I try instinctively to pull back. But the two-fisted grip on my pigtails doesn’t permit this. And then a third hard palm on the back of my skull pushes me all the way down and pitilessly holds me there, filling my rebelling throat as well as my mouth and burying my nose in coarse kinky pubic hair. At the same exact time a further coercive grip seizes and threateningly squeezes my stretched testicles even as the gloating voice of Mistress Morgan snarls right in my ear, effortlessly penetrating the raucous chorus of jeering cheers and celebratory applause that simultaneously explodes all around me. Her scorn is triumphal, limitless, and cuts me to the quick.

“What’s the matter, Slut-boy, you filthy depraved faggot? You’re a greedy little sissy-slut cocksucker, aren’t you? Well now’s your chance to truly prove it! I’d like you to meet my cousin, Ron. He’s gay, just like you and me, and he can’t wait to pump a first ever hot sperm injection down your faggot throat. And once you’ve satisfied him, you can start working on his four most impressively hung frat brothers here.

“They’ve been graciously invited to the party this time to provide you – or should I say accept from you – just this wonderful service. This is your dearest dream, we all know that, Slut-boy. So get busy living it out. Suck off these five cocks like you wish it was five hundred – as it no doubt eventually will be. And if you bite or even scrape with your teeth Maria’s going to rip your useless balls off and make you into an impotent court eunuch for real!”

Did she say my dearest dream? Maybe it was once so, in some pitifully naïve past. Now it’s an inescapable nightmare, as I struggle with my gorge, listen to the universal derision focused heartlessly on me and feel that soft-over-hard, sickeningly hot organ pulsing urgently in my mouth. I can’t believe I ever thought this would be arousing, even sickly thrilling. Scalding tears of shame and distress are pouring down my face as I sob and choke and wish I was dead and in hell rather than be occupied (in more ways than one) than I currently am. Still I have no choice but to obey. Mistress’ orders and the dire threat to my testicles aside there is nothing voluntary about this blowjob. The hand on the back of my head – no doubt that of the deliberately late-arriving Morgan eases up only enough to allow me to pull back about three-quarters of the length of that invading obscenity before promptly forcing me all the way back down, filling my throat again and nestling my nose back in that nasty thatch of hair. Up and then down, up and then down, her compelling hand and those using my braided hair as handles begin enforcing a pitiless rhythm despite my continuous sobbing and retching. It doesn’t help that amid all the jeering and laughing I can again hear the constant muted clicking of camera phones, and then worse my beloved Mistress Dani forging her way through the crowd and asking someone to please move aside so she can get in right up close with her top-of-the-line digital video camera.

This does at least remind me of my responsibilities to her though. Little as I want to give any evidence or even suggestion that Morgan is right about me being a latent homosexual (though I feel I’ve definitively proved the opposite already, especially to myself) I need to remember that Mistress’ wishes are the only thing ever allowed to matter to me. Above and despite everything else I must under no circumstances disappoint her expectations. Resolved and resigned thus I put forth a herculean effort I can barely conceive myself capable of and at last manage to suppress my retching, if not my outraged and miserable sobbing. Then with an even more immense effort she should indeed be extremely proud of I somehow force myself to begin performing as ordered, at least as far as circumstances dictate.

As my helpless face is ruthlessly yanked up and shoved down onto the odious erection skewering it I at last conquer my repugnance enough to make the experience as pleasurable as possible for my rapist. I purse my slippery, slavering lips tightly about the cock sliding between them, pooching them noticeably out while at the same time carefully cushioning my teeth – tremulously mindful of the size of the muscles threatening my testicles. Mistress (who never misses a trick) immediately picks up on this change in behavior.

“Okay you guys, let him go – all but you, Maria. Let’s see what this sissy cocksucker can do by himself. I’ve been training him on my feeldoe to be the perfect gay whore, and he’d damn well better not prove wanting if he ever expects to come again.”

Crying harder than ever at the too-intolerable-to-be-considered implications of this I nevertheless go immediately to work. Despite overwhelming disgust, shame and a virulent self-loathing I put all my eagerly learned talents to the test, using every technique Mistress drilled into me. Despite my nonstop sobbing I bob urgently up and down, spittle dripping from my chin as I take long, deep, shamefully sloppy strokes at varying speeds: intuitively mixing careful calibration with instinctive excess. Gasping desperately for breath I pause at unpredictable intervals to suck, lick and swirl, toy at and tickle that hot lollipop with my teasing tongue. Then I engulf it once again to resounding cheers, bitterly resenting the panting and moaning I’m beginning to elicit even as I do everything in my power and repertoire to intensify them. From just kissing the tip to rubbing it along the back of my throat at the beginning and end of every stroke I impale myself just as ferociously as I was forced to before, grunting like a gorging pig at the trough even as tears continue to stream down my cheeks and mingle with the spit leaking constantly from my lips. It seems to take an immeasurable eternity of such hatefully fervent efforts for me to get anywhere. But at long last a bit of sticky sweetness begins seeping from the velvety-soft plum sliding endlessly along my tongue.

Something tells me to stop bobbing and suck on it again like a big meaty popsicle. But another intuition warns me not to: surely this exudation indicates that I’m nearly at a dreaded success. As much as my idiotic fantasies reveled in the inevitable culmination of this disgusting nightmare I now regard it with the utmost repugnance. Nevertheless, the sooner I get this gross nastiness over with the better. And so I bear down, pursing and slurping and impaling myself more urgently than ever while the bastard faggot writhes and moans and breathes in frantic hitching gasps. The buzzing of the surrounding crowd climbs in unmistakable expectation. Unfortunately even this home stretch seems hideously prolonged. But at last out of the blackness hands again suddenly clutch my head, forcing it down hard against that stinky, wiry groin even as it’s lifted to me, penetrating me to the absolute maximum. Accompanied by a bizarre creaky cry from above the organ gagging me begins to spasm. Then mercifully bypassing my tongue it shoots splat after splat of hot viscous wetness against the back of my gullet, trickling sickeningly down toward my stomach then with the most abominably crawly sensation imaginable.

Again this goes on for seemingly longer than I can possibly stand – though surely not even fifteen seconds of objective reality. But finally that clutching, grinding, spasming and spurting exhausts itself. The hands drop away from my head and the lifted hips collapse back onto the chair. Conscious even after this horrific finish of Mistress’ demanding expectations I keep my lips tightly clamped to that softening penis as I’m finally allowed to pull back off of it, conscientiously cleaning every inch of mingled spit and spew. Then it’s out. Convulsively, I swallow a slimy mouthful and begin retching all over again, nauseated physically, emotionally and even spiritually. Sobbing inconsolably I’m conscious of the sneeringly celebratory atmosphere surrounding me: raucous cheering and applause, congratulatory slaps on my ass and swats of my many weights and bells. One girl is gushing about the professional way I use my nice thick lips and another laughingly responds that I’ve got a brilliant future ahead of me in making gay porno movies if I want it. Of course, Mistress instantly corrects her.

“Future?” I can picture her indicating the camera even now recording the messy, gasping aftermath of my first ever real blowjob. “He’s got a hell of a present in gay porn. And whether he wants it or not is immaterial. Slut-boy’s future lies in homosexual whoring. He’s going to make me fabulously rich beyond what I already am someday – but not until he gets a ton of more practice. Next I want to see him take the money shot straight in the face. Pull him back there girls. Someone wipe that wetness off the chair and let’s get his next dick sitting in it. Ron and his brothers have all been promised as many orgasms as they can manage – as well as future considerations I’d rather not go into just yet – in exchange for keeping our secret. So let’s see that they all get them. Ready? Okay then, open up, Slut-boy! And let’s see you do it without bawling and retching this time!”

I’m swung back forward and onto a much bigger (but still repellently smelling) erection. And so it begins all over again, a never-ending nightmare I can’t escape – maybe not ever, if Mistress’ unthinkable warnings are to be believed.

This time it takes much longer than before. Disrupting my ministrations is another hard cock (again horridly warm and indisputably organic) that pushes into my ass and begins a slow, leisurely act of sodomy on me.

“Remember, Bradley,” Mistress Morgan mockingly warns this third unseen rapist, “you’re just getting warmed up back there. Enjoy that tight sissy-pussy all you want, but save the money shot for Slut-boy’s pretty faggot face.”

So this is why Mistress wanted to keep me nice and tight! Anally obsessed as I admittedly am, the unforgettable fact that it’s a man using my ass robs this copulation of any pleasure whatsoever. Though I manage to keep from gagging as I bob and slobber, suck and lick and tickle and titillate (big as it is the erection plumbing my gullet still isn’t nearly as large and unyielding as those I’ve been trained on), I can’t help incessantly weeping at the realization I’m now being unwillingly enjoyed by two anonymous men. Still I perform as expertly as I’m able to given the handicap of being constantly stabbed in the ass. And eventually I at last manage to bring the big stinky thing skewering my abysmally humiliated face right to the brink. Then suddenly my head is hauled rudely up by the hair. Mistress’ voice is implacably commanding.

“Open wide, Slut-boy. Hold out your tongue for the nice yummy come.”

Shuddering with uncontrollable loathing I nevertheless immediately comply. Moments later a big hot spermy glurt hits my proffered taste buds dead center, pooling there on the purposely curved surface. Then more inconceivably degrading streams and splats, clots and gobs squirt all over my burning features: lips, chin, cheeks and nose just as in my unspeakably naïve fantasies. I even feel them hit and dribble down the protective leather of the blindfold.

Another round of resounding cheers breaks out. Glasses are clinked and drained and communal laughter excoriates me. Despite fresh sobs I manage to ingest what I’ve just been given, lick my dripping lips and swallow again. Then with that horribly bland-smelling semen still sticking to my features and trickling down round three of this insanity begins immediately.

Naturally the smell and taste is so much worse this time. And it’s destined to remain so throughout the rest of this truly unendurable ordeal, as once again the next gay stud in line readies himself by taking a turn violating my defensively (if uselessly) puckering bung. I don’t know how long it takes me to suck off all five cocks – two hours total at least? Whatever it is it’s an eternity of perdition for me. Performing true fellatio this way gets more repulsive and traumatic rather than less with repetition. And, of course, Mistress decrees that all four of the last five loads be pumped onto my tongue and all over my face, overlaying the crusted remains of those previous until not an inch of skin is left undefiled. Even under the tight eye covering the sticky slickness trickles, leaking inexorably down from where extra-urgent spurts of it have splattered my forehead to gum up my brows, lashes and lids. And despite my obviously comprehensive misery I receive no sympathy from my captors, not even my woefully beloved owner. Her laughter is just as gloating as all the others, her voice cruelly disapproving.

“Well, that could have been a worse first performance, Slut-boy. But you’re going to have to get a lot better. You haven’t convinced either Morgan or me that you’re fully out of the closet yet. I for one truly hope that she’s wrong about you. It will be far more entertaining for me to force you into a lifetime of gay prostitution if it really is so anathema to you. And it will make those occasions when I choose to do you myself so much more treasurable for you.

“We’ll see how you do next Saturday, and Friday night too. That should tell us all we need to know about who you truly are.

“Morgan and I already have a far more challenging experience or two planned for you, before we move on to Maria’s downright dastardly ideas. In the meantime though, the ladies here have been interrupted for far too long already by this educative if admittedly highly entertaining interlude. So let’s get the splendidly rewarding and fulfilling female domination back underway! The night is still relatively young after all, and we have another glorious victory to celebrate!’

Someone uses my pigtails to tie my head stretched back again. Next my still sobbing mouth is wedged back open with the ring-gag, which is buckled tightly in place. The voluntary part of this performance is over I take it. The blowjob chair is removed and the chain so cruelly wrenching my shoulders and suspending my bowed torso is shortened, so that the slutty young suck-hole in my come-covered face is at the same convenient penis level as my sissy-pussy. Then round and round we go, it all begins again, continuing much as it did the previous week.

For the next six or eight hours I hang and swing to the rhythm of dueling double-fuckers while being simultaneously tortured in endless inventive ways. The only change is the continued inclusion of those five guys from the homo frat. After a brief period of recovery they join in the rotation using me. Blindfolded as I am then I never know if the next dick about to be rammed into my ass or throat will be a real one until I’m squeezing or choking on it. Though they only feed me three more loads throughout the evening, and scanty ones at that, the uncertainty of never knowing when I’ll be feeling or tasting hot pungent queer-meat rather than safely exciting silicone, plastic, or rubber robs my normally thrilling and fulfilling sexual use of most of its enjoyment. By the time the twenty or so ladies staying over this time repair to various bedrooms for orgiastic Sapphic excesses, loving private liaisons or merely alcohol-sodden sleep, and I’m left hanging bound in agony alone on the littered patio, I’m weeping more broken-heartedly than ever at what’s been done to me – and in existential dread of what still lies ahead.




Chapter Thirty-One

I have only six days to wait before discovering what that latter might be – the six longest and shortest days of my life. Then Friday evening arrives. Morgan has very portentously joined us for dinner, and she takes immense, scornful satisfaction in the way I’m given mine kneeling naked under the table with my hands manacled behind me. Of course, I’m too wracked with anxiety to more than nibble at a few of the scraps provided me and content myself with emptying my water dish. This is just as well – an empty stomach and adequate hydration are both sure to be beneficial tonight. Immediately after finishing, the goddesses in residence once again blindfold and ring-gag me. They link my cuffed hands and hobbled feet together in hogtie fashion, zip me into my black traveling bag and load me into the back of the van for an unexplained ‘field trip’.

A short time later (surely no more than half an hour, though once again my terror and dismay make it seem both briefer and longer) the tires crunch up a graveled driveway and the van I purchased in another, more naïve lifetime parks and the motor shuts off.

“Here we are!” gloats Mistress Morgan excitedly, and my bare skin crawls against the slick nylon bag at the undisguised relish in her voice. “This is going to be so deserved!” Doors chunk open and closed as they get out, and male voices are raised in greeting – no less stomach-turning for being expected. The rear doors open on a riff of delighted laughter.

“This is him?”

“It sure is,” Mistress affirms, her voice also heartlessly amused and excited. “Why don’t you big strong boys haul him out of there and inside the house for us? You got a room ready?”

“Downstairs in the basement: thick walls and no windows. It’s actually even been soundproofed for initiation rituals: no way for anyone to see or hear anything, the perfect little dungeon. Everything’s been moved out and one big bare double bed moved in. It’s all set.”

“Let’s go then. Slut-boy’s got the experience of a lifetime coming. And this frat is never going to feel so blessed. You say you’ve invited guys from other chapters?”

“Hell yeah, we’ve got a full house. We’ll keep him busy until morning no problem.”

“Outstanding! Well, let’s get to it.”

Whimpering with appalled disbelief at all this I feel myself picked up, carried across the driveway, up a few steps, across a creaking wooden porch and inside what is undoubtedly Morgan’s cousin’s frat house. For several minutes we pass through rooms and hallways enlivened by the rustling, chatter, catcalls and laughter of what must be a great number of adolescent men. Then it’s down a steep flight of stairs into dankness and chill, across echoing concrete and into the deadened ambience of the room mentioned. There I’m deposited on a sagging bed, springs twanging tiredly. Filled with miserable despair I hear the zipper purr open.

Brusquely that heavy gym bag is tugged and worked off of me. I feel Mistress’ practiced surety unlocking and removing my ankle shackles, then spreading my legs wide and cuffing them to either end of the spreader bar. Leaving my hands manacled behind me, she uses the leash chain locked to my collar to tug me squirming awkwardly into the center of the bed. There I hear her lock the other end of the chain about what must be the head of the metal bed frame, its six-foot length allowing me to assume any contortion required but not escape the mattress itself.

Distinctly I hear her pocketing the keys. Then out of the blackness and despair that’s swallowed me up Mistress suddenly kisses me on the cheek for the first time ever. Even in my consummate misery at what’s coming this is like a stab of purest, heart-swelling sunlight in the world’s deepest dungeon. Her blessed lips tickle my ear then as she quietly husks words meant only for me, her hopelessly devoted and immensely valued slave.

“Have fun if you can tonight, Slut-boy. If you can’t, remember that your suffering sexually pleases me. These guys don’t know it, but when I chained you to the bed I hid a little webcam in here. Maria and I, Morgan and Nadja will be watching the show and making love back home, at least for the first few hours. We have another big game tomorrow after all. So think of us observing everything and having a rollicking good four-way if things get too heavy for you here. I’ll be back for you tomorrow morning.”

Mistress’ aura retreats, her weight leaves the bed and I hear her address my temporary jailors – or at least one of them.

“Okay, Ron, he’s all yours. Have fun. I only insist on a couple of things. Everyone uses condoms when you’re fucking him in the ass – everyone but you at least. Morgan says you’re clean. No diseases or any other permanent damage allowed. And every single come-shot goes right in his face or mouth, just like the other night.

“Oh, and it might be amusing if you all use his pretty sissy hair to wipe your dicks with after each suck or fuck. Here, you’d better take this – it’s a shock-wand in case he misbehaves, needs some encouragement to perform up to snuff, or even if you just feel like torturing him some. Don’t worry; he loves it all, even if he tries to pretend otherwise. He may retch and cry, but he wouldn’t let me subject him to all this if he wasn’t helplessly addicted to it, would he? You’ve got the most perverted little sissy in the world to enjoy here tonight, so get to it!” With that Mistress’ boots clack across the concrete, their echoes receding through the outer basement as she leaves me to face what will no doubt indeed be ‘the experience of a lifetime’ alone.

I still can’t believe her; can’t believe what the love of my life, my holy Supreme Being is doing to me: condemning me to a whole night (and maybe even lifetime) of unmitigated hell. Yet that brief heavenly kiss and the knowledge that she will be watching gives me the scantest scrap of comfort to cling to. It won’t be anywhere even close to nearly enough, of course. But it’s all I have as the door closes behind her and I hear hated Ron hastily shucking off his clothes.

“God bless lovely cousin, Morgan!” he laughs. “And God bless the women’s Cade State soccer team. Guys like us could live a thousand lifetimes and never see an opportunity like this. And here once again I get to go first!’

The springs groan and so do I as he joins me on that musty-smelling mattress. Strong hands roll me roughly onto my back, trapping my cuffed arms awkwardly beneath me. Despite the fact that a gang-rape far worse than anything Maria ever endured is about to begin I don’t put up the slightest struggle. Bound and chained to the bed as I am, what would be the point? Besides provoking my rapist and titillating Mistress (who can’t be watching yet in any case) I don’t see one. So I merely shudder in resignation when Ron’s warm body straddles my chest.

The asshole bitch-slaps my face back and forth a few times just for fun. Then he slips free the ring-gag, letting it fall atop my heavy leather collar. When he pulls out my ponytail, lifts my head by the hair and sticks his disgusting dick in my mouth I can’t help gagging and beginning to weep again. But utterly cowed I still fellate it as urgently and expertly as ever. Giggling with the unaccustomed thrill of total dominance he grips my head tighter and fucks my face a good long while to get himself warmed up. Then he pulls out of my mouth and moves down the bed.

Asshole Ron toys with the head of my caged penis, giggling again when this causes a reflexive attempted erection. But then he gets down to business. Lifting my spread legs over my head by the iron bar locking them apart he presses his still spit-slick prick against the tight entrance that used to belong to Mistress alone. With a monumental effort I relax my defensive puckering. He gives a sigh of exquisite pleasure then as he stabs it swiftly all the way into me.

And so the ultimate nightmare is upon me once again – and this time it’s so much worse. This time the repellent faggot lies right down atop me so he can fuck me in the missionary position. The proximity and indeed intimacy of this is way beyond horrible, especially when he starts kissing me, forcing his tongue into my mouth and repeatedly shocking me with the wand until I begin to properly respond in kind. Oh I’m in hell, in hell, in the worst hell conceivable, making out with someone for the first time ever and it’s another, older man! And still this perdition is barely beginning. His heavy body crushing mine into the mattress Ron writhes and humps and groans and grunts atop me, fucking me slow and steadily forever and then fast and hard right up to the brink of orgasm. At the last second he pulls out, scrambles back up my body and sticks his befouled dick back in my mouth. He makes me suck on and fellate just the velvety head and first inch or so until it finally spurts its hot vileness directly onto my tongue, shooting as well back against my palate, my ticklish uvula and all over the back of my throat. After I stop gagging long enough to swallow this down I conscientiously use my circumferentially squeezing lips to squeegee clean his hatefully raping penis – which I would be absolutely ecstatic to see cut off and put down a garbage disposal a la Mistress Maria. But after he withdraws it completely he still swipes its drooping wet length contemptuously all over my crying face before using a handful of my loosely spread-out, freshly washed hair to wipe himself off as Mistress had suggested. Then he crams the ring-gag back into my mouth and climbs off the bed.

“See you later, Slut-boy. I’ll probably manage two more of those for you before they come to pick you up tomorrow. In the meantime though, I’ll send the next big cock right down. As I told your Mistress, we’ve got enough of them to keep you busy all night long.”

And so the nightmare continues. At least the second guy isn’t quite so bad. Leaving the ring-gag in, he merely makes me lick his erection all over like a candy cane before rolling on a condom, rolling me back over and lifting me onto my knees. With my weeping face pressed to the mattress he kneels behind me, grips my hips and fucks my ass to climax. When he’s finished he rolls me back over, wipes the condom clean on my hair, strips it off his dick and drains it onto my miserably proffered tongue before spitting in my face and leaving.

Most of the other studs are not so considerate. The next one amuses himself by torturing me with the shock-wand for a good ten minutes before getting down to business. Then after fucking me interminably in any number of positions he demands a proper blowjob, including being the first of many to make me uncomfortably stuff my mouth with his sickeningly hairy balls. Cheeks bulging I’m forced to suckle these like plums while he laughs spitefully down at me before ramming his rampant erection back into my throat. Brutally he fucks my helpless face, finishing at last by ejaculating copiously all over it.

Probably due to the lengthy delay all this causes I face two cocks at a time next. Clearly these belong to steady boyfriends who interact lovingly with each other as they double-fuck me. After a while they swap holes and do it again, before together rubbing their erections all over my bruised lips and messy cheeks, making me service one stinky, sticky prick and then the other, back and forth forever before they finally jerk them off at the same time, defiling my face from either side and then using their softening dicks like that other bastard did to smear their mingled mess all around my even more liberally come-coated features.

I have to suck all of this off of them before they gigglingly wipe clean on my hair and leave. And then I’m once again subjected to a fellow who has to fuck me in the unbearably revolting and humiliating missionary position. This is a fat slob of a guy, obviously deprived, who forces me to make out with him too and even sucks on my protruding penis-head and balls himself before squashing me so intimately into the mattress and panting raggedly in my face as he grunts and moans and jabs gracelessly into me.

And so it goes, as I’m used sequentially by ones and twos in the longest sodomy marathon ever. All night long these faggots take me, some blithely ignoring my bitterly miserable weeping, some reveling in it and some sadistic bastards deliberately maximizing it by slapping me around, shocking me interminably or brutally beating my ass black-and-blue with the heavy fraternity paddle left lying on the bed. Raped more times in more ways than I can possibly categorize, my hair and face so crusted with ejaculate that even my constant tears can no longer cut through it; pumped so full of come that I surreptitiously puke it off the side of the bed more than once in the few seconds I’m left alone; drilled so incessantly that even my extensively experienced ass is abraded raw, bleeding and in ever increasing agony, the horror simply refuses to end. Is it ten, twelve or twenty hours that I’m chained to that bare, sagging and stinking bed underground, the ultimate prison-bitch for an inexhaustible succession of insatiable cellmates? I have no idea (it later turns out to be fourteen); it seems an entire lifetime. In my blasphemous heart I curse my omnipotent Goddess more than a few times for condemning me to this unendurable hell, and even devise various rebellious plots for escaping her service before it’s too late. And yet when the door opens at last to admit not yet another disgustingly hairy, smelly, swaggeringly well-hung male but Mistress herself (along with Morgan, Maria and Nadja too!) my lacerated heart nearly bursts with infinite love and gratitude.

Oh, the sound of their voices is dearer to me than a choir of heavenly angels! Even the triumphant crowing of cruel Mistress Morgan and Maria’s smug satisfaction at seeing my no doubt appalling condition relieves me immeasurably. As for Mistress’ gentle commiseration, and sexy Nadja’s uncharacteristically tinkling giggles, these make me break down crying again with unsupportable adoration and a fanatical need to endlessly please them that will surely remain an integral part of my personality forever.

“There, there, Slut-boy,” Mistress Dani coos as she unlocks the chain restraining me to the bed of my unimaginable suffering. “Mommy’s here at last, and she’s going to take good care of you. Once again she’s extraordinarily pleased with you. You have proven to her beyond any doubt that you’re not some kind of closet homo, and she’s delighted that her plans for you will be that much more rewarding.”

“He hasn’t convinced me of anything,” Mistress Morgan scoffs. “He’s just so deep in the closet that not even an endless orgy can bring him out of it.”

“Well he’s convinced me, and I’m the only one that matters,” avers Mistress in her gently soothing tones. My heart breaks again with inexpressible worshipfulness at hearing this. She fumbles above me a minute more, no doubt extracting that hidden webcam. Then she unlocks my ankles from the spreader bar and hobbles them back up, passing the connecting chain through the handcuffs to once again hogtie me.

“Okay, Slut-boy, back into your bag. Nadja and I are going to take you home and make this all worthwhile for you. Mean old Morgan and Maria are going to stay here and pester her cousin and his friends for the full story of all your adventures in unwilling homosexuality. So you don’t have to worry about them.”

The nightmare is indeed wholly over at last! More indescribably grateful and in love than ever, I let myself slump into flaccidity as I’m maneuvered back into the bag. Though I can’t stop weeping I feel nothing but exhausted bliss as I’m carried up out of that dungeon and the frat house itself. I slip into a thin doze almost as soon as I’m shut in the back of the van, and don’t come groggily out of it until the zipper comes down again in my very own (former) driveway.

For the first time in maybe sixteen hours that come-crusted blindfold is removed. The painfully bright sunlight of a warm, late September morning lances into my come-gummy eyes and they immediately tear up again. When I finally adjust and blink these away it’s to see the incomparably lovely faces of Mistress Dani and Empress Nadja smiling warmly down at me.

“Okay, Slut-boy. Let’s get you into the house and then a hot bath. Can you crawl like an obedient little doggie for me?”

My bound arms are dead to the world. But this is by no means a novel condition for me. I’ll be sufficiently functional soon enough. I nod in response and garble an inarticulate, “Yes, Mistress,” through the ring-gag. Mistress’ smile widens. Nadja gives me an approving twinkle of her big dark eyes and together they work the bag off my body. Mistress removes my shackles and gives a peremptory tug on the chain still locked to my collar.

“Come on, cocksucker. Out of the van and upstairs with you.”

Ten minutes later I’m being shooed into the huge empty tub while the ladies snap on thin rubber gloves. They unlock and remove my monogrammed collar and I’m made to kneel silently and reverentially while they twice shampoo and comb all the unspeakable crud from my long sissy hair. During the rinsing Mistress directs the powerful steaming spray against my face as well, the welcoming blast scouring away all but the memory of dozens of noisome ejaculations. Then once I’m at last cleansed of all that crusted spit, shit and semen they rinse out the tub, discard the soiled gloves and start it filling again with fresh hot water. Sitting me back down in this they add bubbles and bath oil and activate the massaging jets. Then to my staggered astonishment they both strip nude but for jewelry and slip into the churning water with me.

I’m sitting in a bathtub, naked and unrestrained except for the chastity cage constricting my insanely raging penis, accompanied by a pair of likewise wholly unclothed female deities. The honor being shown me is blasphemously inconceivable; the gesture of trust that I will only look and not dare to touch both humbling and exalting in the extreme. Flanking me on either side Mistress and Empress meet over my unworthy body and begin to kiss deeply, cupping palms full of sudsy water and laving them over each other’s silken skin, ebon black and olive brown, with lovingly intimate caresses. They move on to excited fondling right in front of me, before at last breaking breathlessly apart and turning to me sitting abashedly in their holy presence.

“Don’t worry, Slut-boy,” Mistress Dani smiles. “I’m not cheating on Maria. The two of us don’t have anything exclusive going. There’s no room for jealousy on this team. And after last night Nadja and I can’t keep our hands off each other. I expect you’ll be seeing a lot more of her in my bed – and suffering her use yourself – than Maria for a while.”

This is another tremendous relief (and source of unbridled excitement) for me. After recent revelatory experiences Maria’s formerly thrilling massively muscular faux-masculinity is nauseating to me. And of course, Nadja’s raven-haired, sleek and yet curvy, graceful and alluring, exotic and erotic, distinctively feminine sensuality is both a soothing balm to my distress and an exquisitely arousing riot to my senses. This latter is soon to be proved indisputably, further demolishing Morgan’s hateful suppositions.

“But we’re not here to lay hands on each other – at least not primarily. We’re here to reward my faithful slave again for further incontrovertibly demonstrating his devotion to me. We’re here to lovingly scrub the filthy touch of despicable other men from you.”

To my limitlessly amazed and aroused eternal gratitude they each don sponge mitts and together proceed to do just that. Beaming at me affectionately, murmuring endless enchanting endearments, giggling delightedly at my hopelessly blown-away reaction, they slowly soap and rinse me redundantly everywhere. The fact that Nadja’s enjoyment is unmistakably erotic as well (heartily bisexual as she is, the big coffee-colored nipples of her beautifully-shaped breasts poke eagerly erect through the thin soapy sheen covering them throughout this process) is flattering beyond expression for me. Indulgently unconcerned, Mistress chooses to graciously treat us both in response to this – me so infinitely more than Nadja of course. At the culmination of their paradisiacal ministrations she unlocks and removes my chastity cage. As I spring instantly into painfully pulsating rigidity she smiles and addresses her lover simply.

“Would you like to do the honors, lovely Nadja?”

“Immensely!” my sexy Persian Empress exclaims her agreement. As she soaps her sponge mitt again Mistress next meets my pitifully imploring, desperate gaze and responds even more simply, her dimpled smile nearly as priceless as her permission.

“Yes you may, Slut-boy.”

As Nadja scrubs my churning balls with torturous slowness I swear I’m dying of ecstasy. When she reaches my penis the first gentle up and down stroke of her sponge-covered hand makes me convulse uncontrollably, and I ejaculate so powerfully it’s like death and ascending to heaven all at once. Giving an excited cry herself Nadja unknowingly violates at least the spirit of Mistress’ celibacy decree by gripping my spouting dick in her hot, wet, soapy cushioned fist. Squeezing me tightly and pumping me urgently she expertly milks me of every last drop, wonderfully prolonging my spasming throes for as long as possible: a heartrending eternity in thirty brief seconds. When I collapse back gasping and weeping in swooning aftermath she finishes scrubbing me caressingly even as I slump over limp and spent in her educated Iranian hand. Gently she mops up my come then without making me ingest any of it – an additional favor I can never appropriately repay her for. I’ve had far too much of that taste already recently.

Unbelievably magnanimous Mistress overlooks this breach of established procedure too, merely locking me back into my chastity cage and then hitting the lever to drain the tub. Once we’re all rinsed off and dried she examines me carefully, clucking with rueful amusement at the wear and tear on my still bleeding sissy-pussy. She coats a tampon with antiseptic ointment and inserts this in lieu of my usual vibrating plug, as Empress Nadja gives her throaty and intensely sexy laugh at the sissy significance of this.

“We’re going to have to leave this alone for a couple days,” Mistress Dani sighs regretfully. “No slut-fucking for you tonight, slave. That’s all right though. I have other plans for you this evening. Speaking of which, Nadja and I have to leave for our game soon. Let’s get you hogtied in your closet, Slut-boy. You can rest for a few hours before you have to set up for the party. I’ll set the handcuffs to release you at four o’clock.”

Soon I’m lying shackled up hand-to-foot in blindfolded blackness again. Dildo-gagged as well I listen to Mistress latch the door shut behind her. Between gag and blindfold my upper cheek is still tingling: Nadja herself has kissed me there this time. Before their footsteps can even fade away I’m sound asleep with a supremely blessed expression on my face.




Chapter Thirty-Two

The game today is away, all the way over in Illinois. That allows me more leeway than usual in making preparations for the inevitable victory celebration. In anticipation of my horrific ‘field trip’ Mistress also had me get all the housecleaning and food and drink prep out of the way on Thursday and Friday afternoon.

To even further facilitate matters, my hands have been left free since the timer-controlled cuffs popped open. Though I’m still naked, dildo-gagged and hobbled there is nothing to prevent me from enacting any of the heretical plans I concocted the night before. Nevertheless, as I clear the patio and set up tables and chairs, distribute platters of food and bottles of liquor I don’t even consider trying to flee, call the police or barricade the house. Nor do I make any other attempt to escape my servitude in pursuit of some kind of unimaginably banal ‘normal’ life. All those mad, desperate impulses have been washed out of me along with the physical residue of my terrible night underground by that paradisiacal bath.

I could never leave Mistress, no matter what. She’s the love of my life, the owner of my soul; the deity of my destiny. I live to receive the briefest smile from her. And as endlessly revolting, torturous and degrading as last night was, this morning was correspondingly heavenly. As I mince around the house and property in my shiny metal hobbles I’m still lost in an amazed daze of memories I’ll cherish forever: actually being kissed on the cheek not once but twice, like beautiful bookends to all the horror between; watching stupefied as Mistress Dani and Empress Nadja strip and slide naked into the tub with me; sitting slouched thunderstruck between the two of them as they lovingly soap and scrub me all over, doting affectionately on me all the while. Most compelling of all there was the incredible catharsis of Nadja’s simply divine hand-job. This was by far the best one I’ve ever experienced (not saying much I admit, since all the others were provided by me alone). Yet beyond the incredible if brief pleasure, this represented as well a kind of natural sexual expression I’d considered lost forever: sacrificed like so much else on the altar of Mistress’ divinity. And where one supposedly eternal edict can be rescinded, why not others? I’ve enjoyed two orgasms this month alone – more than the entire preceding summer. And being tightly gripped by a wonderfully spongy and soapy fist – and expertly flogged with it until my balls had utterly emptied out – came as a completely unexpected and unprecedented gift. Who knows what glorious reward may be granted me next?

Without enduring the hideous torture of my night underground I would never have earned such mindboggling honors. I just spent nearly an entire hour naked in a hot tub with two infinitely desirable women! I was just jerked off by one of the most universally lusted-after girls in school! I could never have enjoyed such sublime experiences if not for my permanent servitude to Mistress. Without her I’d still be a pathetic loser, a dateless wonder ignored by women and ostracized by guys. I remain ostracized (and have been subjected to so unspeakably much worse) by men of course. But I’m also the object of true affection, sexual attentions and so much more that I cherish and crave from some truly ultra-desirable women. I will endure anything I have to in the mere hopes of keeping those occasional rewards coming.

Such is the power of intermittent positive reinforcement. But knowing the method by which my psych major Mistress has enslaved and manipulated me makes it no less impossible to escape her. Bound to my fate by chains stronger and more enduring than the steel ones I’m wearing I finish setting up for this evening’s party without a qualm about what new outrages I may be shortly forced to face. Mistress knows best, and I will merely have to wait and see. They can’t be more challenging than last night’s were, that’s for sure. And I managed to survive those…

The evening begins in remarkably benign fashion. When Mistress returns she’s accompanied again by the always stunning Nadja, who gives me a smile and wink that swells my heart and stirs my groin nearly as much as the sight of Mistress always does. And rather than bind me in some outrageously painful and compromising way as she has in the past two weeks Mistress actually removes my hobbles and double-dildo gag. She sits me down naked in a simple straight-backed chair on a sunny spot of the pool deck next to a large cinderblock she has me drag over. As Nadja sets a big paper shopping bag on a nearby table Mistress locks the chain from my collar through this cinderblock: truly minimal bondage. Leaving even my hands free she fits the blindfold in place and then gives my penis-head a teasing squeeze.

“Sit there and don’t fidget, Slut-boy. We’ll get to you soon enough. I’ve got another great team-bonding activity on tap for tonight, along with another wonderful opportunity for you to prove your devotion and worth to me. Don’t let me down now.”

Mistress turns away from me.

“Nadja, darling, I know you wanted to try on some of my lingerie and dominatrix outfits. Do you want to do it now? We’ve got a little more than half an hour before the others show up.”

“I don’t know,” she laughs. Damn that sound is so sexy! “I don’t think that’s enough time. I’m going to get totally turned on doing that. I’m going to want to beat and fuck your slave and then fall into bed with you for hours on end afterward. I never dreamed that sadism could be so much fun, and sex with women so fantastic. Why don’t we just go for a swim while we’ve got the pool to ourselves? Just promise me I can stay all day tomorrow, and it’ll just be you, me and Slut-boy up in your bedroom all afternoon.”

“You got a deal, darling!”

“Fabulous!”

‘Fabulous’ is my thought as well as I listen to these heavenly beauties giggling and splashing around in the pool. Often they fall silent but for wet smooching sounds, and to keep my jealousy at bay I fantasize about them using me together less than twenty-four hours from now. This gets me through the interval before the others arrive with just a minimum of moaning and toying with my swollen protruding penis head. Then I’m given truly upsetting things to occupy my awareness, as yet another triumphal celebration gets underway.

“Okay, ladies, let’s all gather around!” Mistress’ voice rings out from right beside me, and those not already crowded close can be heard moving in tighter. “Our three stars tonight are Tanya, Morgan and Emily, in that order. But I’m afraid they’re going to have to wait a bit, and have a bit less leeway than previously. Poor Slut-boy here is no condition for butt-fucking. He spent all of last night chained in the basement of a gay frat house, learning what his life as a homosexual whore is going to be like and proving his worthiness for it. In addition to swallowing about a gallon of come and having even more than that pumped onto his face and tongue he took so much queer-cock in his little sissy bum that he’s still bleeding down there. I actually had to stick a tampon up his ass. It seems the poor dear is having her period.”

Jeering hilarity greets this announcement. When it recedes Mistress continues.

“So we have something a bit different planned for tonight. As you all know, our game next week is against Cincinnati, our historic rival and the only team to beat us last season. That is not going to happen while I am captain. So to get us fired up for it, we’re going to dress our little mascot up in one of their uniforms and spend the night punishing, humiliating and defiling our little cross-dressing cocksucker just like we’re going to do to them next week on the pitch!”

A veritable explosion of whooping and cheering is raised in response to this, while I sit and blush and squirm uneasily in the midst of it.

“So let’s get started. First we’ll do the uniform. Then we’ll build on the tampon and extensively feminize the slut, and make her up like the disgusting whore she is. Then at last our three stars can start dishing out some serious punishment!”

The process of dressing me humiliatingly up begins innocuously enough. A pair of those tight toothed clamps is pinched onto each of my nipples, though for once there are no weights or bells attached to these. But then something new is introduced. I feel something hard and rubber and circular about three inches in diameter placed over my left breast, the rim wet like a suction cup. This similarity is increased when I hear a pumping sound and it grips me tightly, drawing that clipped nipple painfully out as the air is evacuated from inside it. The same thing happens to my right breast and I can feel these things protruding out from my chest. When a shirt is pulled over my head next it hangs a bit funny on me, belling out over my stomach as though I actually now have tits any woman – or cocksucking young sissy – could be proud of. Clearly this is the whole point, as more whooping and cheering celebrates this accomplishment and I can feel hands groping my front and hear Nadja exulting.

“Awesome! They actually feel like real boobs, right to the little valve things poking out like nipples! Now for the uniform shorts and socks…”

Now that my arms are in the short sleeves I feel a pair of handcuffs tightened about my wrists, manacling them in front of me. The chain locked to my collar hauls me upright and I’m made to step into a pair of shorts, which are drawn up my shaved legs and about my waist, concealing my caged genitals. Socks as tight as stockings are pulled up to my knees and then I’m pushed back down into the chair. My ankles are hobbled with shackles again, and then I hear Mistress’ commanding voice.

“We need to take the blindfold off to do your hair and face, Slut-boy – or should I say, Slut-girl. You’ll be allowed to see and look around later, but for now you must keep your eyes closed. Do you understand?”

Anxiously I wet my lips with my tongue, burning with mortification at being feminized like this. Goddess only knows how ridiculous I look.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. And hold still. We don’t mind burning you with the hair curler, but I do mind you not looking absolutely ravishing and completely convincing for the latter part of tonight. We’re going to find out just how good of a cocksucker you really are later.”

Refusing to speculate on just what that might mean, I hold steady and keep my eyes shut as ordered while the blindfold is removed. Despite growing trepidation then I remain so as my long hair is brushed out, and throughout the good twenty minutes or half hour it takes to be curled and styled in heaven knows what degradingly female fashion. I can tell by their comments and even by the readily identifiable smell of them that it’s again Nadja and Mistress handling this part of my transformation, and my cock predictably swells painfully in its confinement despite my shame and discomfort with having my born sex disguised. Finally, this stage of the procedure seems to be completed though.

“What do you think, ladies? Did Nadja do a good job? I keep my kinky black-girl hair in cornrows, so I have no experience with this sort of thing.”

“Awesome!”

“It looks excellent!”

“She makes a pretty little sissy, doesn’t she? You should keep her that way all the time!”

“Maybe we will!” Mistress Dani laughs, sending my fluttering stomach plummeting. “Let’s see how she looks with makeup on before we decide. Who wants to do this part?”

There’s an immediate clamor of competing pleas. Finally, those with the most experience and expertise are chosen, while another pair of girls gets delegated to shape, polish and paint my fingernails. And so I sit with my eyes closed and my hands extended with fingers splayed, determinedly suppressing my need to squirm. I’m filed, brushed, dusted, painted, drawn on etcetera, have my eyebrows plucked and am finally misted with a gagging-sweet perfume. At last everyone steps back for a critical assessment.

“Oh my God!”

“I don’t believe it!”

“What a job!”

“Look at those lips! And that eyeliner, shadow and mascara!”

“And that hair! God, I’d kill to have hair like that! No fucking fair!”

“She’s pretty!”

“Fuck that – she’s hot. Gorgeously sexy and slutty even.”

“Can you tell she’s really a guy? I can’t!”

As everyone gushes and marvels, cheers and mocks me sitting there disguised as a woman I hear Mistress speak in an undertone to someone.

“Why don’t you guys go to the other parties now – round up the guests we talked about. Give our three stars between forty minutes and an hour to beat this slutty young cocksucker some. Then we’ll have some real fun.”

There is a rustling of movement and footfalls as a few people slip away. Then Mistress raises her voice to me.

“Okay, Slut-boy, you can open your eyes now.”

I do so, but keep them properly on the ground – or at least on the big round tits I now have jutting out my soccer jersey, on my hands with their finely shaped and brightly painted nails cuffed and clasped demurely in my lap, and on my shapely bare legs pressed primly together. Mistress reaches out and gives my left tit a gentle squeeze.

“Before we give you a good caning, Slut-girl, you must practice some girly mannerisms for us. Bat your eyes, purse your lips, smile coquettishly, toss your hair and play with it. You must be a hundred percent convincingly female for us tonight.”

I do my best, performing all of the above actions and more, marveling at myself at the heavy fall of silken curls falling all over my shoulders, chest and back. The heavy makeup feels unreal on my face, I can actually see the long curvy lashes fringing my eyes and taste the thick red lipstick plastered on my mouth. Still I dare not raise my gaze to the faces surrounding me as everyone laughs and points and ridicules me mercilessly. At last Mistress seems satisfied, and decrees the beginning of a punishment I find far more welcome and less excruciating than this unrelenting humiliation.

“Okay, girl, pull your shorts down and lie across the seat of that chair. Tanya, you’re our first star tonight. There’s a rattan cane lying in the pool right there getting nice and limber and heavy for you. Give her ass and thighs a good thirty strokes. Morgan, you’re next, then Emily.”

So shortly I find myself with my shorts around my shackled ankles, my narrow, unfortunately boyish (and already deeply bruised) ass bared for beating. That wet rattan cane is one of Mistress’ most fearsome weapons, especially in the hands of a particularly motivated dominatrix – which all these ladies are when confronted with someone in the uniform I’m currently wearing. Mistress Morgan is especially vehement when her turn comes. She bears me a serious grudge after all, reasonable or not, and whales away at me as if determined to break me. Unfortunately for her my experience at taking punishment far outstrips hers for dishing it out. Determined not to ruin my makeup by too much crying I submit to even her inspired thrashing with a minimum of tears despite the additional damage she lays on my horribly sore ass. And as Mistress Dani had indicated this beating doesn’t even last an hour – truly child’s play compared to what I’ve become used to.

So is the next challenge the team has for me – not that it’s made any easier or less revolting thereby. Mistress gets a call on her cell phone, calls a halt to the caning, and lays the situation sternly out for me.

“Okay, Slut-girl, you know you’re being trained as a whore for me. This is the last stage of it – Morgan’s idea, of course. Personally I like seeing you crying and retching while servicing men. It’s both reassuring and very satisfying to me. And most of the tricks you’ll be facing will prefer that too. But some of them won’t. Therefore you have to learn to suppress this, and act as though you love it when necessary. So tonight we have some special guests coming.

“These are guys on the Cade State football team who’ve been promised blowjobs in exchange for helping us get fired up for next week. They’re all straight, and have no idea you’re still a biological male. They will not take it kindly if they find they’ve been duped into a homosexual experience. So you must be a very convincing slut-girl for them. Suck their cocks like you can’t get enough of them. Use your hands too, cuffed as they are. You must learn to use every bit of your body and every trick at your disposal to excite a man.

“Now, get on your knees in front of this chair, my slutty little cocksucking slave. You’ll be bound hand and foot and chained to this cinderblock. But otherwise this will be a completely voluntary performance, so be convincing!”

Whimpering with distress while everyone laughs and buzzes with anticipation I assume the required position. And long before I’m ready for it (I will never be ‘ready’ for such revolting and mortifying use) the first unsuspecting stud is seated before me with a drink in his hand, his pants around his ankles and a mixed crowd urging us on.

I should get an Academy award for this performance. Giving no outward indication of the shame and disgust roiling me I provide blowjob after expert blowjob, either bathing my face with depraved feigned ecstasy in each ejaculation or greedily swallowing it down. No one ever sees through my disguise or suspects I’m anything but a fanatically eager slut-girl delighted to be of such degrading service. Of course, Morgan’s superior smirk is a continual torment to me as well. But I’m not going to let Mistress down just to try and prove a point to someone who will never accept the truth about me anyway. When the ordeal is finally over and the seven special guests have been ushered out at last I collapse in retching and weeping revulsion. But Mistress Dani’s approval comforts me no small amount, and the resumption of physical discipline is never more welcome. My craving for punishment is commensurate with my self-loathing after such a performance and the inspired teammates let me have it in spades for nearly the entire rest of the evening. Yet still they have one more appallingly degrading and disgusting ordeal for me to endure, one more way to vicariously mete out an extremely appropriate defilement of their upcoming opponent.

Mistress locks my ring-gag in place. Then she has me pick up the cinderblock chained to my neck, carry it out onto the diving board and then squat kneeling there over the water about two feet from the edge of the pool.

“Okay guys!” she finally cries, laughing and swaying with intoxication as she straightens up and turns from me. “Everyone line up behind me. It’s time to show Cincinnati how we really feel about them – and incidentally what we think of cross-dressing cocksucking forced-faggot slut-girls too. Slut-girl, you stay kneeling right there facing us. Hold your come-covered face right up high for us and don’t move – not unless you want us to throw you off that board into the deep end, cinderblock and all. And, ladies, once you pass through the line, rejoin it in back. This is going to be a double defiling!”

Once the line has formed behind her, Mistress turns back to me. Her dark eyes alight with malicious spitefulness she steps out onto the board, leans over, spits right in my heavily made up face, adding her warm saliva to the crusting of dried ejaculate still decorating it.

More jeering and drunken hilarity erupts at this, and the second she makes way Maria steps up to take her place. I see her swishing a mouthful of spit around (and hear those just behind her hawking up phlegm in preparation) and then with a gloating sneer she sprays me liberally, practically soaking my face. And there are still twenty-odd girls to go.

One after another they spit in my face, Nadja twinkling mischievously as she does, Morgan ordering me to stick out my tongue so she can drop a huge slimy dollop of spit and snot straight onto it, and all the others likewise leaning in close to contemptuously soil me with varying degrees of relish and scorn. As unbearably gross and degrading as I find this procession however it’s nothing compared to what comes next. When at last Mistress Dani steps up to the edge of the pool again I see that she’s lifting up her tight leather miniskirt.

“Remember the last time I had you out on this diving board, Slut-girl, and you were so desperate for a drink? I said one day I’d give you a proper draught hot from the holy fount: a wonderful new sacrament for you to religiously revel in. Well today is finally the day. You’re about to be baptized, and not once but over twenty times. Enjoy it!

“Soon I’ll train you to be my exclusive toilet, and not waste a drop of my heavenly nectar. But for tonight I’m just going to spray your slutty face. Tip it up to me now, and let’s see how good my aim is. And whatever makes it through your dick-loving suck-hole you swallow got me? Or it’s into the deep end you go, cinderblock and all!”

Oh man, how much worse can things get, and why haven’t I seen this coming? It seems so inevitable now. Already covered with makeup, mucus, semen and spit, I have no choice but to hold my flaming, miserably weeping face up for this ultimate defilement. Spreading her legs and squatting, Goddess Dani brings her sacred center down to within inches of my locked-open mouth. Then to more raucous hooting, jeering, applause, laughing and cheering she hisses intimately at me as she prepares to urinate.

“Get used to this, Toilet-boy! You were made to be my commode just as much as you were my slave, slut, whore, torture-toy, bondage-boy and sugar daddy. I’m going to spend the rest of my life pissing in you!”

With that she lets go, spraying a sizzling golden shower straight into my face. Thankfully her aim is quite poor, likely due to her laughing, swaying drunkenness. Though I’m completely soaked by that stinging, stinking, salty and ammoniac stream arcing down to splatter against me, little of that filthy reeking flood finds its way into my mouth. Of course, enough does to make me retch and want to vomit. But somehow I swallow as instructed, shuddering violently and trying not to imagine enduring this ordeal every day hence for eternity.

Once again Maria’s next, flaunting her big she-dick clit at me before thoroughly marking her territory and stepping aside. Then comes Empress Nadja, lovely and playful and yet pitilessly accurate as she floods me up. Next Morgan moves right out onto the board and actually straddles my face so as to get every drop possible into my open mouth. In seemingly endless succession two dozen eighteen to twenty-two year-old college girls step up, squat and urinate in my face, until my carefully styled hair is plastered to my head, the make-up, semen and saliva from before are all scoured off by that caustic assault and my tortured stomach is bloated and sloshing like a goatskin. Piss soaks me from crown to toes, puddles on the board around me and runs tinkling into the pool below. But with this last ultimate defilement finally finished the ladies’ appetite for seeing me disgracefully degraded seems sated too.

Mistress unlocks my piss-saturated collar and removes it for washing. Then she drags me off the diving board and back onto the patio under that redwood framework. Working together the ladies hoist me into the air and hang me by the ankle shackles from one of those handy screw-eyes. They chain the cinderblock to my handcuffs, letting it dangle and stretch me agonizingly out. Suspended upside-down with my head a good five feet above the deck, my urine-saturated clothes sticking to my skin and endlessly drizzling more piss down over my face, they troop off to find bedrooms together or climb into their cars to return home at last, leaving me weeping that way until morning of the next day.




Chapter Thirty-Three

As anticipated, Sunday once again more than makes up for this unprecedented if not truly torturous ordeal. True to her promise, Mistress spends the day with Nadja, allowing her to try on all her lingerie and fetish outfits – and forcing me to model the former as well for them, once again made-up and hairstyled in quintessential sissy fashion. Then with the two of them excitedly outfitted in leather, latex, slick vinyl and shiny steel (and me sporting ruffled and beribboned lace from snug-fitting choker to high-heeled shoes) we spend a simply heavenly afternoon in bed together. Bound in any number of degrading contortions I’m disciplined and doubled-fucked out of my ecstatic mind before preparing and serving a fantastic dinner to them. Of course, after this I’m excluded and hung from the mirror above the bed to watch them make love. But even as she’s fucked into multi-orgasmic bliss by my Mistress, Nadja makes smiling eye contact with me, her twinkling amusement and affection for me in my pathetic predicament humbling and heartwarming both. I hope she and Mistress Dani remain lovers together forever.

Unfortunately, on Wednesday evening it is Devil Dyke Maria that I’m turned over to, Maria of the downright dastardly ideas for pimping me out. Under her pitiless supervision my dreaded lifetime of service as a hooker for homosexuals at last truly begins.

Training completed, I’m loaded naked, blindfolded and hogtied as usual in my big black travel bag into the back of the van. When we reach our destination – a disused alley behind a prison halfway house – I’m made to kneel on the mat in the center of the cargo space facing the rear doors. Still blindfolded, my legs are spread and secured thus with that locking iron bar. My arms are buckled tightly into their binder and drawn high up behind me where the ring at the tip is locked to a fitting in the ceiling. Kneeling bent way over uncomfortably helpless like this I’m subsequently sold to practically everyone in the building and many more besides. Using her gang connections Maria has put out the word on the ex-con grapevine: two-dollar blowjobs, three-dollar butt-fucks and five for double-teams.

The response is more than enthusiastic. At least I’m not required to pretend to enjoy it this time. The brutal bastards who slip endlessly into the back of the van by ones and twos unfailingly revel in my helpless weeping revulsion, and in addition to being repeatedly raped I’m smacked around, burned with live cigarettes and otherwise tortured throughout my pimping out. It’s not until after four in the morning that Maria closes up shop, gloating over the thick wad of cash she’s collected as she packs me back into my bag and returns me at last to the house.

Unfortunately, no reward of orgasm or even undue affection follows this excursion. And on Friday it’s repeated. This time I’m taken to the deserted parking lot behind a gay biker bar popular with more ex-convicts, and it all happens again. Feeling fat hairy beer guts pressing against me as I suck cock after noisome, long-unwashed cock actually makes me pine for those sanitary young football studs. Nevertheless, despite all my bawling and retching I obey Maria by reluctantly performing as expertly as possible even when I’m having my sissy-pussy brutally battered at the same time. I do this not only to minimize the abuse I’m relentlessly subjected to but to develop good word of mouth for future excursions, thereby maximizing Mistress’ profits even as I increase the number of disgusting cocks I’m going to be forced to suffer and suck.

Despite all this I still receive no special reward beyond my usual use by Mistress and her lovers – Maria and/or Nadja usually, although also Morgan or another member of the team on occasion. On the contrary as she’d said she would, Mistress immediately institutes regular toilet use. Already taking my whoring for granted, she now pisses directly into my mouth whenever she has to go, punishing me severely if I spill so much as a drop. Nadja and the others follow her lead, using me almost casually as a commode whenever they are in residence, as they increasingly are as the season progresses. In addition to this and my regular excursions to the halfway house, biker bar and soon back to the basement of that frat house again, Mistress carries through on her other threat of forcing permanent feminization on me. Despite how ridiculous it makes me feel I’m made to keep my nails shaped and painted, my long hair properly styled, my brows plucked and my face heavily made up. Rather than go around the house naked at all times I’m required to wear exceedingly feminine white and pink and pastel lingerie. I mince around in very high heels, affect a breathy falsetto and exclusively female mannerisms. And of course, the parties every Saturday grow ever more humiliating and outrageous throughout the first half of October.

Sissy-slut performances and exhibitions of whoring prowess are introduced. Regularly I find myself splayed out feminized in front of everyone and servicing four cocks at once: being fucked from both ends by a pair of gay studs while giving simultaneous hand-jobs to two more. And rather than being fucked by the women I’m increasingly subjected to more impersonal, even mechanized kinds of sodomy. First, I’m gouged and pounded by broom handles, truncheons and even the fat end of a baseball bat. And when this gets tame giant butt-plugs are fitted to the ends of an electric drill and even a reciprocating power saw. Bound painfully out in the center of the party or even in the relative privacy of Mistress’ bedroom these are driven deep into me and spun agonizingly about or hammered pneumatically in and out at impossible machine speeds, subjecting me to insanely violent invasive pain with none of the breathless, skin-on-skin contact with incredibly sexy females that normally makes being fucked so exciting and fulfilling for me.

Oh, for the days when Mistress would wrestle me into helplessness, pin me to the bed and have her brutal way with me until we both came! Yet though these seem gone forever, and throughout all of these new horrors of urine ingestion, forced gay sex, transvestitism and so much else, Mistress Dani still blesses me – on an ever more seldom basis it’s true – with just enough token acts of kindness, expressions of approval and gestures of affection to keep me irrevocably committed to her. Knowing how infatuated I am with Nadja too she encourages the lovely Persian girl to tease and flirt with me, to treat me to sexy smiles, grinning winks, and the occasional incredibly precious touch or two. My cock remains securely locked up at all times since that glorious bath. Mistress has decreed that I will not come again until they win the championship, and often drops hints or engages in obscure banter with Maria about some ‘permanent solution’ to my persistent residual manhood that they have been contemplating.

In addition to pimping me out two or three nights a week Maria has convinced Mistress to allow her to pierce me repeatedly, doing my ears, nipples, belly button and tongue. Thus as October passes I find myself sporting more and more jewelry in addition to my lingerie, makeup, high heels and the false eyelashes, breasts, and long, garishly painted fingernails I’ve been fitted with. Large hoop or pendant earrings, a tongue stud, more rings or studs through my nipples and a large fake pearl in my navel are added to the many bracelets on my wrists and the rings on each finger. All this ornamentation is cheap brassy costume or trumpery stuff – only Mistress and her chosen lovers are allowed to wear the expensive things inherited from my grandmother. Sleazy, two-buck whore that I am this is only appropriate. In any case, toward the end of the month Mistress finally makes much of my new status and duties permanent and official.

I’m allowed to formally drop out of school. Right away then Nadja, Maria, Morgan, Trudi, Emily and half a dozen other girls move off campus and into my former grandparents’ house for the rest of the semester and probably the next. At one of their parties all of my male clothes down to the last sock are burned on a bonfire, and an addition of scads of new lingerie for my very own, a variety of skimpy French maid’s costumes, are purchased for me.

From now on I will serve as housemaid and chore slave to everyone, in addition to my duties as communal toilet, torture toy, bondage object, sissy slut and gay prostitute. In fact, aside from my regular excursions in the latter capacity I am forbidden to leave the property at all. A prisoner in my own home and the degraded plaything of the entire Cade State women’s soccer team, I have become all but unrecognizable even to myself in just a couple of short months. And still the already legendary celebrations being held (now open to the entire gay frat and ever more confidants being let in on the secret) grow increasingly unbelievable.

At Halloween the house and grounds are filled to overflowing with costumed revelers. Tucked away in the macho heaven of Gramps’ den, I’m kept shackled not to the wall as on Mistress’ vampire night but bound splayed out atop a small table after the manner of that first team party. In addition to the usual implements for torture and discipline a car battery and jumper cables are set up next to me for proper shocking of my nipples, genitals, tongue, and every other bit of accessible skin. An endless parade of masked strangers wends their way through here to whip and torture me interminably (and of course fuck both of my slutty holes with either the cocks they were born with or those arranged on the table nearby) under the expansive largess of Vampiress Dani.

Surely nothing could top this notorious occasion for sheer riotous revelry. And as far as amounts of punishment suffered, I doubt anything will ever exceed the evening in mid-November when the ladies return after their sole loss of the season, an upset that is all the more painful for being inexplicably handed them by a team they would normally thrash. Of course, it’s me that gets unbelievably thrashed then in an orgy of violence intended to vent their wrath and frustration. And it is lovely beloved Nadja, the Iranian exile, who comes up with the tortures as novel as they are terrible and at the same time satisfyingly appropriate.

“You know, in the hellhole my parents came from they have absolutely barbaric punishments for such things as prostitution, homosexuality and adultery: flogging, hanging and stoning respectively – along with incidental gang rape by the prison guards. Why don’t we see that Slut-girl here suffers all of these for her various sins?”

This suggestion is met with vehement approval, and under Nadja’s supervision the preparations begin. Though it’s barely fifty degrees outside I’m made to strip naked, take a shovel and dig a deep hole, right under an overhanging bough at the edge of the canopy of the biggest tree in the yard. While I do so, the ladies sort through the dirt and select out every stone from the size of a golf ball on down.

Once the hole is about two feet deep I’m made to climb into it and then refill it, burying myself to just the top of the legs. With the soil tamped solidly down then I’m as trapped as any bondage could possibly make me. That doesn’t stop the ladies from next winding a chain about my wrists and waist, securing my arms down tightly against my sides and rendering me utterly defenseless. Then comes the incidental gang rape, which is an all too brief treat for me, deprived of female contact as I have been. Bent over with my face and torso in the dirt I’m fucked in the ass and mouth by each of the ladies at least once before they resort to drilling and hammering me interminably with the machine penises. But then by the light of the full moon and another roaring bonfire my barbaric sentence is carried out.

Together Mistress and Empress Nadja cast a heavy rope over the branch above my head after fashioning a traditional hangman’s noose from the end. My collar is unlocked and removed. Grinning evilly at my fearful gibbering they fit that prickly hemp loop tightly about my neck. Eager hands combine to pull on the rope, drawing the noose up until my spine is terribly stretched and the loop closes tightly about my throat, restricting my breathing to a thin labored wheeze. The rope is tied off then, an impenetrable black bag is pulled down over my head and the punishment begins.

First the flogging: using bullwhips my unseen tormentors circle about and lash me from all sides for what must be hours. Only the fact that I’m not sunburned saves this from being the absolute worst whipping of my life. Yet this is only a part of my sentence. As I sob and retch and struggle for breath in the lull that follows I hear Nadja’s unmistakably throaty, gloating laugh. Then a wickedly hurled stone suddenly whizzes out of the blackness surrounding me to impact agonizingly on my laboring rib cage. And with that the truly medieval stoning gets underway.

While none of the rocks I’m endlessly pelted with are big enough to break bones or do any permanent damage their cumulative and unpredictable impact is torturous in the extreme. Able to do no more than writhe helplessly in place and fight for grudging sips of air as they strike me five and ten at a time from every side I’m easily able to see why this is considered the most heinous form of execution still practiced. Bruised and battered beyond belief, feeling blood trickling from numberless gashes, by the time this assault peters out I’m left slumped stretched up in shuddering debilitation so profound I no longer even care if I manage to survive it.

Mistress Dani would never allow me to escape her that easily. She has a lifetime of whoring, toilet service and even worse torments all planned out for me. Before retreating inside for the defeat-salving orgy ahead she considerately loosens the noose just enough to make sure I don’t strangle to death overnight. Then they leave me chained and half-buried that way to wheeze and whimper and shiver away the cold hours until Sunday alone, that impersonal black hood still yanked down over my lumped-up head.




Chapter Thirty-Four

Three more weeks of soccer games, increasingly riotous parties and ever more extreme and distressing use of me and finally the season winds down in predictable fashion – on the pitch at least. Cade State will be facing Cincinnati in the championship match, whom we barely defeated earlier even with the benefit of my cross-dressing, beating, humiliation and ritual defilement serving as inspiration. In contrast to this seeming inevitability, the final stage of my unexpected transformation from cherished secret slave to team mascot, feminized gay whore and toilet maid remains unknowable to me despite the many gloating allusions to it and constant comments dropped in my presence by everyone, particularly Mistress and Maria, the architects of my increasingly unspeakable existence.

Mistress: “Just think of it, Slut-girl: soon you’ll be rid of that terribly confining chastity cage for good! Won’t that be a relief? Of course, depending how things go on the field, you might be relieved of a lot more than that too…you better hope we fucking win!”

Maria: “I’m warming up the garbage disposal for you, whore! I’ve got some particularly deserving trash in mind to grind!”

Nadja: “Less than three days to go before the best orgasm ever for you, girl – provided we win that is. If not woe is you, slave! I can hardly bear to think of it…”

Naturally the message in all these hints is impossible to mistake or ignore. Yet despite my acute anxiety I still have trouble taking it seriously. Maria is of course more than capable of unmanning me and every other male in existence with great relish. And Morgan’s smugly confident expectations give me no little unease. But surely Mistress Dani would never take such a cruelly irrevocable step. Her long ago assertion that she might want babies from me someday aside, I can’t imagine her permanently depriving herself of the unlimited sadistic glee she takes in teasing and torturing my genitalia. And however confident she is in her hold on me she has no guarantee such a horrific amputation wouldn’t lead me to go to the police, or at the very least end our relationship before I come into my full inheritance and she can marry me and take legal custody of it. Nevertheless, uncertainty and dread still torment me. Though the lure of finally having an orgasm again has me in a tizzy of expectation of my own – particularly an orgasm of the monumental intensity and import I’m repeatedly promised – I can’t shake a dire premonition as the days pass and the clock ticks down. And then on the afternoon of the big game my gorgeous goddess finally issues an unambiguous decree that confirms all my worst fears, leaving me in almost no doubt whatsoever that all those hints and portents were indeed deadly serious.

The game is scheduled for four in the afternoon. Like the get-together after their sole loss this party will be for teammates only. Once again Mistress has me thoroughly clean the house on Friday. I’m instructed as well to see to all party preparations early on Saturday. Then shortly before she and the others have to leave for campus she summons me to the bedroom.

“Okay, Slut-girl, take off your bra, panties, and that cute little nightgown you’re wearing. Leave on just the stockings, garters, girdle and those five-inch heels. Then put on your Cincinnati jersey and get on the bed. Lie in the middle with your slutty butt up on that big hard pillow and your head resting on the other one. Spread your arms and legs out wide.”

Once I’ve complied with this, Mistress cuffs each wrist and runs the chains to the posts at the head of the bed. She locks my ankles into the stretching cuffs at the bottom. Then she turns the crank until I’m drawn out painfully spread-eagled on the mattress, every joint, ligament and muscle seeming to thrum with strain. With my head elevated a little bit and my groin a lot she locks the double-dildo gag into my heavily cosmeticized face. Then with a grin equally salacious and sadistic she removes my chastity cage, tossing it indifferently in the wastebasket.

“Glad to see the last of that, aren’t you, Slut-girl?”

I nod most emphatically, and Mistress’ smile in response is sly and crafty in the extreme. Yet she makes no other reference to this as she matter-of-factly buckles my already urgently turgid genitals into the locking cock harness and switches the attached vibrator on at maximum. Then as if this weren’t unbearably stimulating enough she rolls over a recently purchased floor-model vacuum cleaner. Shaking out the long hose, she pulls this onto the bed, fits it over my erection and switches on the motor.

Immediately that flexible fabric tube clamps itself tightly to my hairless elevated groin and my prick too, its powerful suction pulling dreadfully on my already overstimulated penis in a way that is agonizing and incredibly arousing all at once. Helplessly I groan with need and lift my already pillow-supported hips up higher.

“Bet you wish you could suck cock like this machine, huh, Slut-girl? Well enjoy it while you can, you dirty little whore. This is the only sucking your pitiful little penis is ever going to get. And this afternoon’s unrelenting pleasure just might be the last it ever gets to experience.”

Mistress Dani Reilly picks up the remote control and flips on the TV for me.

“Not only am I allowing you on my bed unattended, but I’m actually going to let you watch the game today, Slut-girl. After all, you have so much more to lose than even we do. You see, if we lose this game, we’re going to come back here and amputate your vestigial manhood. There will be no other way to ease our fury and pain. We’ll cut your cock and balls off with a butcher knife, cauterize the wound with a blowtorch and put your useless despicable genitals down the garbage disposal without even allowing you a final orgasm. However, if your Mistress leads her wonderfully sadistic team to our fourth championship running, not only will you get to keep your precious penis, but you’re going to climax like never before and never again. You’ll come so hard you’ll think you’ve died and gone to heaven.

“I know you’re a gambling girl, darling, because you’ve stuck with me through everything so far without ever knowing how much it might eventually cost you – beyond your freedom and fortune that is. Well now I’ve made the ultimate wager for you, betting your forever unused dick on the performance of me and my teammates. Enjoy the game, secret mascot of the Cade State women’s soccer team, and pull for us to win! I know goddamn well you will…”

With that Mistress gives me one of her rare and always treasured kisses on the forehead. Then she climbs off the bed and exits the room, locking the door behind her. Moments later a commotion of exultant whoops, slamming doors, running feet and racing engines is followed by a profound silence. Gagged and bound to the bed I’m left alone in the big isolated house.

Stunned disbelief at Mistress’ decree abruptly gives way to panic and I thrash helplessly against my bonds. The futility of my efforts is as madly arousing as always, and as I strain with all four radically stretched limbs I again lift my hips almost unconsciously, reveling in the pain, suction and vibration assailing my exquisitely rigid, provisionally condemned penis. At last I collapse back with a maddened whimper.

The unbelievably potent stimulation concentrated on my rarely allowed erection makes it nearly impossible to think straight. Nevertheless, I scramble to cope with my desperate dilemma like a rat seeking egress from an insoluble maze.

My situation is utterly inescapable.

I’m hopelessly tied up, with a big rubber cock and stiff leather gag stuffing up and sealing shut my mouth. Yet even were I not gagged, and the windows closed and the room and house locked up, I could scream for help until my voice gave out without attracting the attention of anyone. The nearest neighbors are that distant and I’m on the side away from the road to boot.

I should have acted when I had the chance. The time for desperate attempts to flee my owner before something irrevocable befalls me is now clearly past. With my manhood on the line and all future orgasms forfeit should the team come up short today there’s nothing at all I can do about any of it but scrabble about for some faint hope that this is all just a sadistic ploy by Mistress to terrorize me.

Frantically I review the arguments I put forth earlier.

Mistress couldn’t possibly castrate me: she enjoys toying with and torturing my genitals far too much. And she dare not risk so fundamentally alienating me in a way that could scuttle all her smugly harbored plans for me and my money, and possibly even get her arrested and jeopardize her glorious athletic career before she even has a chance to get drafted and play for the national team. Yet the more I ponder these reasons the less iron-clad they seem.

Mistress has no need of torturing and endlessly teasing my genitals to get her satisfaction from me. Those delights have long been superseded by the greater thrills of forcing me into gay prostitution, using me as her toilet and feminizing me. In fact, I even can’t remember the last time she spent any really significant interval personally brutalizing my nuts and/or penis. She now treats pinching them with toothy clamps and crushing them with dangling weights as merely an incidental part of my generalized torment, hardly to be noticed or remarked upon. She hasn’t bothered with the overstimulation she’s currently subjecting me to in long months either. Even when she freed me in the bath last time she was perfectly content to leave driving me over the edge to Nadja, who unlike her would actually enjoy toying with my penis. Most damning of all, she has made it known on countless occasions that the most satisfying part of owning me involves denying me orgasms or indeed any natural male heterosexual expression. What more supremely rewarding way of maximizing this perpetual thrill could there be than to permanently rob me of my sex organ all together?

Squirming helplessly as the possibly doomed appendage in question is madly vibrated and sucked on nonstop I desperately turn to my other argument for doubt. Yet here again I find it more unconvincing by the minute.

So how about if I turn her in to the police, press charges or simply decide to leave her? Masterfully intuitive student of psychology that she is, Mistress knows me far better than I do myself. Surely she has considered this matter carefully, thought through all the possibilities. Confronted by the horrific prospect at last, I’m forced to belatedly wonder: what would I do if Mistress were to carry out her threatened amputation?

It doesn’t take me long to arrive at the answer. I would do nothing, of course. Even such a horrible assault could never compete with the pathetic love and gratitude that flood me whenever I’m favored with the least expression of approval or affection from her. In fact, eternally robbed of any normal fulfillment I would most likely find myself bound more fanatically to her than ever, more desperately addicted still to the perverse yet unbearably exciting alternate forms of fulfillment submitting to her provides me with: physical discipline and dildo penetration.

Whimpering with upset, tossing my head hopelessly in futile denial, I put these belated realizations together with the behavior of my other mistresses recently.

Maria’s gleefully zealous anticipation, Morgan’s knowing superior smugness, the fleeting stab of pity with which Nadja often regards me, along with the barely suppressed hilarity and vengeful satisfaction evinced by so many of the other teammates: all these crash in on me with the indisputable knowledge that no diverse group of adolescent women could be such universally accomplished actors as to be faultlessly carrying on some kind of elaborate deception. In light of these revelations I’m suddenly left to wonder not if Mistress might be capable of carrying out her threat if they lose, but whether she can possibly mean to spare me even if they win. She’s thrown away the chastity cage after all, and why would she do that unless she knows she’ll never need it again? That sly and crafty smile…

Tortured by uncertainty and dread worse than ever as a result of my desperate quest for hope I soon find myself back thrashing uncontrollably. Hating myself for the involuntary arousal this reliably generates once again – surely it epitomizes everything about me that has landed me in such a ghastly predicament – I weep with bottomless bitterness even as I raise my hips, straining my almost certainly condemned erection upwards in hopeless craving for an apotheosis as impossible as it is imperative to achieve. That relentless stimulation is maddening in the extreme, so much so that I actually find myself miserably considering whether I might not truly be better off robbed of its insanely potent capacity to torment me so.

That Mistress Dani has driven me to such a shocking extremity is a further indictment of the limitless perversity innate to me, compounding my misery and predicament even further, and I struggle and sob on in unprecedented physical, emotional and even spiritual torment worse in some ways than swallowing never-ending amounts of urine and semen, and being forced to submit to untold dozens of homosexual rapes every week. This terrible perdition lasts for a horribly long eternity – or perhaps only an hour or so – until finally simple exhaustion causes me to slump groaning down in hopeless defeat. It’s then that I remember the much needed distraction Mistress left me ready at hand.

On the huge LCD TV across from me the pre-game festivities are winding up. The women’s divisional soccer championship is minutes from kicking off. Dubious as I am that even victory will allow me to keep my penis I nevertheless focus on the screen with a desperate hope that puts the emotional investment of even the fiercest partisan at the most bitterly contested World Cup final in the pale. Still despite this intense focus it remains impossible to ignore the indefatigable buzzing and sucking on my harnessed-up hard-on. I continue to moan, writhe restlessly and fruitlessly hump the air above me as the two teams trot onto the field.

After the preliminaries Dani rolls the ball to Morgan to begin play. Morgan strokes it smoothly back to Nadja behind her who plays it out wide and my trial by suspense gets briskly underway. Fortunately, there is none of the cautious feeling-out process that usually begins such an enormous match; these long-time rivals know each other too well. The pace is furious and the tackling bloodthirsty from the get-go. For ten minutes, my heart is in my throat as Cade State presses the attack. Appearing in her valedictory performance, Dani naturally runs the show from midfield, confidently pulling all the strings as she works to set up her strikers. But then in a horribly portentous reminder of our previous loss to Cincinnati catastrophe strikes. Under pressure my beloved Nadja commits an uncharacteristic gaffe, attempting a back pass to Judy, our behemoth of a goalkeeper. Without enough weight on it the ball slows in its roll, allowing the attacker harrying her to swoop down upon it, round Judy and deposit it in the back of the net.

Groans rise from the home crowd, as well as a muffled wail of despair in the cell of my former bedroom. If I didn’t know her better I could almost believe Nadja did that on purpose just to insure my bloody unmanning. And, of course, in addition to the lead making my suspense that much more excruciating, it causes Cincinnati to promptly bunker in, adopting that stifling defensive style they’re so good at in an attempt to protect their advantage and kill off the game before it’s barely underway. Watching them pack ten players behind the ball and refuse to open up I writhe in torment and gnash my teeth with frustration – or I would if I didn’t have a giant black cock wedged uncomfortably between them. God, I want to rip that jersey I’m humiliatingly wearing to shreds and then wipe my ass with it! As it is all I can do is watch with clenched fists, curled toes and trickling sweat as Dani, Trudi, Morgan and our other attackers launch endless fruitless attempts to pick apart that bunker and storm the opposing net.

It’s no good, and for half an hour I weep and plead and writhe in place, begging them to get more creative. Then when they oblige I go into eye-popping, furiously struggling paroxysms of rage, terror and injustice as Morgan – sprung by a simply sublime pass from Mistress – is hacked down right in the eighteen yard-box. Besides being a yellow card foul this is a blatantly obvious penalty shot infraction that could surely tie the score for us. Yet the referee just blithely waves play on, deeming Morgan to have embellished too much. Now it’s the official I’m irrationally convinced is out to sabotage my slim chances of keeping my manhood. Nevertheless, halftime arrives with the score still one-nil and my precious genitals hanging by a thread.

The dire threat to these makes me acutely conscious of my still insanely stimulated penis all throughout the interminable interval between halves. Robbed of my necessary but oh so trying distraction I find myself frantically pulling at my bonds and humping thin air again, stabbing upward with my tortured organ as though sheer extremity could make Mistress’ or Nadja’s or even Morgan’s or Maria’s or indeed any female’s body and forever forbidden pussy suddenly magically materialize atop it. It is so heartbreakingly, tragically, monstrously and indisputably unfair that I should be about to lose my precious member without ever once experiencing the unimaginably sublime ecstasies it was evolved for!

Panting explosively through my nose, messily blowing out the mucus trying to clog it, I bawl and struggle and suffer extravagantly exactly as Mistress no doubt intends me to for fifteen straight minutes. But at last the game resumes, and my excruciatingly intense suspense again overwhelms every other consideration.

The second half proceeds just as the first finished, with Dani and the rest of my mistresses relentlessly pressing the attack and Cincinnati cynically rebuffing each attempt, sometimes by the skin of their teeth. A fierce long range effort from Dani dips and swerves beautifully only to rattle the crossbar. Inserted at the half to add some bite Maria somehow plants an uncontested header just to the right of the wide-open goal. She I can definitely credit with sacrificing an ephemeral sports title in favor of my permanent castration, and if hate could kill there would be nothing left of her but disassociated atoms drifting along the breeze. Still the minutes drag past and the clock ticks down with chance after terribly close chance thwarted or wasted. The inexorably approaching final whistle impends like a guillotine blade poised above my madly throbbing and insanely if futilely stimulated penis. Finally, after ninety minutes of anxiety so acute it should have killed me the obviously biased referee adds only a ridiculously meager two minutes of injury time to the clock.

Cursing her as virulently as I earlier did Maria I strain toward that big high definition screen with every iota of my being, fervently praying to my holy Goddess to rescue me before the thread my doom hangs from unravels completely at last.

Sometimes prayers are answered, particularly when the deity they are addressed to is as omnipotent as she’s believed to be. After making a dazzling solo slalom along the end-line that earns us one last corner kick, my eternally beloved Mistress – lurking unexpectedly just outside the penalty area – meets Trudi’s pinpoint delivery with an absolutely smashing full volley blast. Picking the ball out of the air precisely despite its velocity she powers an unstoppable shot from twenty yards out into the top corner of the net, sending the crowd and her teammates into a delirium of celebratory relief. No one’s relief and ecstasy can possibly approach mine, and I weep and scream and thrash about like a deranged but innocent lunatic reprieved just as they were about to trip the drop on the gallows.

Never have I loved and treasured my incomparably blessed Goddess more. And still the game isn’t over yet, nor is the threat to my genitals. Dani has merely ensured that I will endure another thirty-minute eternity of suspense by sending the match into overtime and then possibly on to the most nail-biting ordeal of all: a best-of-five penalty-kick shootout. Still who are we kidding – I’ll take any further agony of anxiety over the bloody certainty of being unmanned with infinite giddiness, glee and overwhelming relief.

And so I suffer through another endless half hour of unprecedented psychological stress as the two tired teams battle through an uneventful but no-less nerve-wracking overtime period. Then the game indeed progresses to the unpredictable crap-shoot of penalties to decide the title.

Now the fate of my manhood (if it isn’t already sealed of course, mustn’t forget the way Mistress threw the cage away) rests on a chance as capricious as a coin flip.

While shootouts are often won through the skill of the goalkeepers or the nerve of the shooters, they are just as often lost through something as random as a fly buzzing by at precisely the wrong time. The pressure is so great and the stakes so high that heart attacks are indeed a documented consequence for spectators worldwide every year. And, of course, the stakes for me here are more astronomical than any mere partisan could possibly conceive. Good thing I’m young and in excellent cardiovascular health. Tightness constricts my chest that has nothing to do with the stretching of my torso and the elevation of my abdomen. My heart too races far more rapidly than be accounted for by even the insane overstimulation of my restrained and threatened erection. It’s Mistress Maria (not her! anyone but her!) who steps up to take our first spot kick after Cincinnati scores the opener.

Damn her, damn her DAMN HER! FUCKING TREACHEROUS CUNT!

Maria’s suspiciously tame effort is easily saved, and don’t let anybody dare to tell me she tried her best! How can her teammates – and Captain Dani above all – possibly let her get away with this shit? Their season, legacy and even professional careers could be on the line!

Penalty kicks are taken a mere ten yards away from the eight by twenty-four foot goal, making it easier to score than not. Even in the World Cup the success rate is consistently between seventy and eighty-five percent. Fucking bitch – the next three shooters from each team demonstrate this by scoring easily, leaving one impossibly momentous round to determine my fate. Even this next kick could do it. If they score here it’s all over but the screaming – muffled though mine will no doubt be when Mistress or more likely Maria viciously takes a knife to me.

Yes!!! Oh thank heaven!! Judy may be hulking and a bit ugly, but she’s absolutely beautiful to me as she guesses correctly at last, dives the right way and pushes the Cincinnati striker’s attempt wide. If we score on our next effort the shootout will be tied, and then move on to overtime rounds. If we miss, Judy’s heroics will have availed me nothing, and evil Maria’s Devil Dyke treachery will have its cruel reward…

Stepping up in the most crucial fifth slot, always reserved for the most reliable scorer, is none other than Goddess Dani herself. Will she save me again, or condemn me to an eternity as a eunuch? Involuntarily, I hold my breath… Never a doubt! Cool as ice Mistress blasts it straight down the middle as the keeper gambles to the left, and I’m allowed to live and breathe once again. Now we move on to single-elimination rounds, where the pressure is even more intense – and the opportunity for chance or error to intervene so much greater. The more skilled attackers have already been used, and now the defenders and holding midfielders must step up and test their mettle. This gives a whole new meaning to the term ‘sudden death’, especially for my manhood. When the Cincinnati player up first chokes and skies her shot over the top of the bar I’m born again in a flare of hope almost too incendiary to stand. If we score now, we win…

Up steps that gorgeous, vivacious, affectionate and sympathetic central defender, Nadja. She’s graciously being given a chance to redeem herself after her nearly disastrous error in the beginning minutes. Surely the exotic empress I love more than any woman ever except Mistress won’t let me down. Again I stop breathing as she places the ball, takes up position behind it and waits for the whistle. The hated ref blows this; she runs forward and hammers a shot toward the lower right hand corner. The Cincinnati goalie guesses correctly, dives for the ball and even gets a hand on it. Its momentum is just too great however. While deflected the ball squeaks past her to hit the inside of the post and just barely ricochet into the net.

The stadium erupts in exultation; my mistresses all charge forward and pile upon Nadja in a delirious group hug before lifting her onto their shoulders in triumphant celebration. In contrast I can only slump weakly in exhausted weepy relief, groaning anew as that constant and never-ending penile stimulation intrudes back upon my awareness more demandingly than ever.

In point of fact nothing has been confirmed for me yet despite this wonderful outcome. I still have at least an hour (possibly many more) of torturous suspense to endure before learning of my owner’s ultimate intentions for my pathetically virginal erection.

She promised me I could keep this if we won. But something about her arch smile (amongst so much other evidence) suggests otherwise. I can only hope this glorious finish to her collegiate career – and this vindication of her seriously unorthodox captaincy – inclines her toward magnanimity in victory, and some small reward for her team’s poor suffering mascot.




Chapter Thirty-Five

Over two full hours pass before the return of my victorious mistresses is heralded by growling motors and jubilantly honking horns. Car doors slam, the front door downstairs is flung open with a bang and the thunder of dozens of footsteps pounds upward. Soon Mistress leads the charge into my sumptuously comfortable cell. While everyone else makes a bee-line for the keg, the booze and of course the requisite Dom Perignon she dashes toward me and springs exuberantly onto the bed. Blazing with effervescent vitality she places a gloriously hearty champagne-scented smack of her thick wet lips on both of my cheeks – a hell of a reward right there. Then beaming down at me she announces the rest.

“We won, Slut-girl! That means you get to keep your penis! Aren’t you absolutely delighted? I know I am! I promised you’d be spared the knife, and I don’t lie! I also promised that you’d come like never before and never again, truly the orgasm of a lifetime, and that you most certainly shall! But not for quite a while yet I’m afraid. We need to celebrate, and get you properly primed for it. Let me just slip into the closet and put on some Mistress attire. Then I want to put the video I made of you watching the game – didn’t know there was a camera on you all this time did you – up on the big screen TV. Then we’ll start having epic fun with your poor deprived penis. By the time we’re finished with it you’ll be begging for us to cut it off!”

Mistress bounds back off the bed and into the closet.

In truth, I’m already close to regretting I was even born with a penis. It’s been over five hours straight that organ has been clinched rigidly erect, constantly vibrated and subjected to unrelenting powerful suction. It’s frankly in unprecedented agony. Yet I have no doubt that what’s coming will prove more difficult still, both in terms of inflicted pain and unbearable stimulation. About that I’m not wrong.

While Mistress is changing, Empress Nadja is next to join me on the bed. Already a bit tipsy she too beams gleefully at me, bends over and kisses both my cheeks before addressing me.

“I scored the spot-kick that saved your penis, Slut-girl! Are you properly grateful and appreciative of me?”

I nod emphatically, putting all the worshipful love and devotion I can muster into my adoring gaze.

“Good!” Nadja responds with that incredibly sexy throaty laugh, then gazes tenderly down at me. “We are going to do such amazing things to that just barely reprieved organ, and that’s just the beginning. If I could make you come with just that one little touch in the bath, you won’t stand a chance tonight. You’ll never be the same again, poor girl. But enough about that — right now I need a good old-fashioned victory fuck. That means I’m going to ride this other penis of yours.” She gives the cock jutting from my face a playful flick. “I don’t think I’ve ever done that. It’s long past time I tried it. Can you make it wonderfully fantastic for me, Slut-girl?”

Of course, the real question is how wonderfully fantastic will Nadja make it for me? There’s nothing I can do but submit to being helplessly ridden. Nevertheless, I nod with the greatest sincerity up at her.

“Good girl!”

That dazzling smile is dialed up to its highest wattage, all gleaming white teeth in a dark-eyed, olive-skinned, incredibly beautiful face. With a flourish she whips off the riotously colored dress she’s wearing, becoming the first – but surely not the last – naked mistress in the room. She’s all perfectly proportioned limbs, an exceedingly fit but not too muscular body and those exquisitely shaped absolutely symmetrical breasts as she swings astride my face and sinks excitedly down onto it.

“Make me come, Slut-girl!” she cries. “I saved your cock; now make me come so hard!”

By the time she’s ridden me to orgasm – oh the rewards I hoped for are coming thick and fast now – Mistress has returned wearing a killer body harness of crisscrossing thin leather strips.

Bright blue against her ebony skin, the color contrast is beautifully appealing and all of her incomparable assets are boldly displayed. Also displayed on the big TV where everyone can see it is the recording of me bound stretched out, writhing and crying and humping the air even as my eyes are glued avidly to the all-important game being played out before me. Now begins the serious reward for my successful season of communal service though. And whether I can possibly stand it or not we will shortly find out. As she climbs off my dick-face Nadja gives me an affectionate pet of the head and another smile, accepts a drink handed to her and then takes her place in the celebratory crowd now surrounding and grinningly facing me.

There’s still an air of no little mischief about my triumphant mistresses, and Morgan’s smugness, Maria’s vengeful zeal and Nadja’s excitement-tinged-with-sympathy are all completely undiminished. Despite Mistress Dani’s assurances this is more than enough to make me still fear for my poor deprived and never really used erection. There’s something the ladies aren’t telling me here, some lawyerly chicanery which may yet prove unthinkably costly to me. But then Mistress shuts off the vacuum cleaner – at last! She climbs back onto the bed with me, grinning from ear to ear. In one hand is a soft, thick, white silk rope about two feet long that I recognize as a restraining cord from the bedroom draperies. And before long all coherent thought deserts me even more completely than it did at any time today so far.

Mistress pulls the hose off my penis and casts it away. She switches off the vibrator (another inexpressible relief) and unlocks and removes the harness. Being careful to not so much as brush my hugely turgid, impossibly rigid, madly pulsating erection she ties that silk cord around it right at the base, using an excruciatingly tight bow that not only looks prettily decorative but can be instantly slipped free just by tugging one of the ends. Now my grossly bloated, exquisitely tender and more sensitive than ever member is cinched uncompromisingly if impotently erect but with every square millimeter of its darkly throbbing vein-wrapped shaft and velvety head accessible for pleasure or abuse. She leans over it, running out her tongue as if to actually break one of her cruelest long-standing decrees. Stopping just an agonizing fraction from touching me she wiggles her pointy wet tip so close to my come-hole I can feel the tiny breeze generated. A single drop of saliva connects us for a heart-stopping instant before detaching itself to glisten on my quivering tip. Then Mistress teasingly withdraws. She smiles at my broken sob and wretchedly pleading eyes with that infinitely unsettling slyness.

“No such wonderful oral pleasures for you ever, Slut-girl. No female mouth will ever touch this penis! As your Goddess I forbid it! Still, you have contributed fabulously to our championship season. Fucking and punishing our beloved secret mascot has bonded us all together like no other team ever, culminating in today’s ultimate reward. Therefore you shall receive your ultimate reward, before taking the final step in your splendid transformation into the perfectly trained forced-gay toilet-girl whore who will serve me in holy (or is it ‘wholly’) hetero celibacy for a wonderfully rewarding eternity.

“Throughout the entirety of this final party then, while the rest of us celebrate Cade State’s fourth straight championship, one of us will be constantly subjecting you to endless relentless stimulation of a far more maddening and personal kind than that which you’ve ever enjoyed: a nonstop tag-team cock torture and tease that I guarantee will drive you utterly out of your sleazy, slutty mind. Of course, whether you get torment or teasing at any particular time will depend on whose turn it is to keep you going, and how they happen to feel about you personally. I’m sure Nadja will have you in absolute heaven, while Maria and Morgan will put you through hell. In any case I’m also sure that long before you get to enjoy your climax of a lifetime you’ll be begging us to relieve you of the capacity for such insanity forever regardless of my solemn promise. So enjoy your reward, you still disgustingly biologically male young slut-girl!”

Mistress climbs off the bed, leaving my head spinning with possibilities too dire and desirable to properly cope with.

“Judy, I’m giving you first star for your penalty save that reprieved Maria and opened the way for Nadja’s winner. Do whatever you please to Slut-girl’s penis. Just don’t touch it with your mouth or grip it with more than two fingers. Brushing it with your breasts is okay but pressing it between them is definitely out! Everybody got that? Okay let’s get this party started!”

Hulking Judy mounts the bed, her squashed-looking face stolid and expressionless. It’s hard to tell what she might do to me. I’ve heard her bemoaning the fact that she’s never had a boyfriend, and when it comes to fucking me with a dildo she’s always one of the most brutal and inexhaustible, using her two hundred pounds to stab-batter me into me whimpering jelly – either in revenge against men or in pursuit of the only sexual satisfaction she ever gets from them. As one of the few on the team that remains resolutely heterosexual she’s refused to even experiment with the other girls. Given this opportunity with a real penis for once, will she be more likely to enjoy playing with or traumatizing it? Mistress and Nadja are laying out toys, tools and weapons galore on the foot of the bed. Prominent among these are the shock-wand of course, a candle and matches, a small hand flogger and belt for whipping, that mousetrap from before, a set of metal kitchen tongs, a handful of toothed clamps and many more innocuous items like a jar of baby oil, paint and make-up brushes, silk ribbons and scarves, more ropes and leather thongs and heaven knows what else. Pulling off her top to reveal a heavy, peach-colored bra hiding breasts that are barely worth concealing, Judy chooses a big peacock feather. Then still without much expression beyond a tiny enigmatic smile she begins stroking the delicate fringe on the end of this gently up and down my straining shaft, pausing occasionally to tease and tickle the bloated purple head.

Oh lord, I writhe and thrash, moan and groan and strain mindlessly upward again, driven wild with need by just this almost insignificant tease. My question has been answered: Judy delights in forcing me to endure the same desperation of unrelieved arousal she has no doubt suffered throughout adolescence. With just the stroking of that feather she keeps me on a paradoxical pinnacle of intense sexual pleasure combined with cruelly denied need for over twenty long minutes. Then she makes way for heavily freckled Trudi, whose precision corner kick allowed Mistress to so spectacularly tie the game and send it into overtime.

In contrast to that lightly stroking feather Trudi uses the hand whip – a dozen flat leather thongs just over a foot long – to painfully flog my madly straining hard-on. Yet to a pervert like me this is even more arousing still. With that throbbing hot flesh being whipped redder than ever the impossibity of quenching its raging fire in the paradisiacal wetness of a mouth or vagina soon has me crying again even as I lift it higher, reveling in every agonizing slap of those leather straps. These are merely the most benign of the stimuli I’m subjected to over a marathon that lasts nearly seven more hours.

Mistress was right. The very personal nature of these interactions, the close proximity of so many desirable women and the infinite deviousness of the female mind applying these stimuli make them so much more trying than any mere mechanical titillation regardless of its power. Not that mechanical means are spurned. Jenna, a hot little Latina sophomore who plays right midfield and had the game of her life combining with Mistress in their endless attempts to pry open the Cincinnati defense, uses a curved, handheld vibrator when her turn as the game’s third star comes up. And she shows the same devilish invention she did on the field in its application. Inserting this in my sissy-pussy she presses it hard against some particularly sensitive spot inside my rectum while at the same time using a single pinching finger and the thumb of her other hand to masturbate me up and down with torturous slowness.

Again and again my balls clench and my hips jerk involuntarily as my body tries to ejaculate. Yet always this is prevented by that tightly knotted rope, making me sob and sweat and score my wrists raw on the chains restraining me. Already a smear of glistening seminal fluid covers the tip of my glans, the same sweet pre-come I’ve tasted leaking from so many other cocks shortly before they start spurting into me. There will be no such spurting for me, at least not until I’ve succumbed to complete insanity. So it’s almost a relief when smug and spiteful Morgan takes over tormenting me. She at least will give me a brief surcease from unbearable sexual pleasure and unrelenting carnal pressure…

Indeed: she pulps my balls in the crushing grip of a fist while giving my poor prick a vicious belt-whipping, snarling with satisfaction all the while. When she tires of that she winds a rough hemp cord rather loosely about the shaft and then ruthlessly rips it free, rope-burning terribly painful abrasions into me. After her I’m pinched with clips all over, gripped and twisted with the tongs, shocked with the wand and scalded with dripping wax. I’m snapped in that mousetrap at least a hundred fucking times. I’m batted madly about with slapping palms, bent unnaturally every which way and pressed down between my legs until my penis is screaming in its need to spring back upright. Yet these are barely the beginning of the tortures I eventually endure. When that despicable bitch Maria takes her turn she knots a noose just under the rim of my glans so tightly this is an agony alone. Then she yanks that rope brutally in every direction before gloatingly tying it to the cable she lowers from the mirror reflecting all this from above. Activating the winch with a sinister grin she retracts that cable until my butt loses contact with the pillow under it. Then with my entire weight suspended from that death-grip on my glans I’m further stretched in five directions until I fear the knife won’t be needed: denied this quick unmanning she means to rip my dick right from my body! It is small comfort to me when Mistress Maria instead contents herself with shocking my strangled bloat and whipping my distended shaft until her turn is finally up and I’m let blessedly back down onto the bed.

Interspersed with all these and more horrific tortures the ladies continue to subject me to teases even more unendurable. In addition to that feather I’m stroked and tickled with brushes, gently caressing fingertips and lightly scratching nails. Gauzy, air-light silk and sheer satin lingerie is draped and dragged back and forth over that urgently upright flesh-spike. Breasts as well are brushed barely against me over and over until I feel I might die if not given even one brief instant to be compressed between such warm, soft but firm, desperately erogenous flesh. One young freshman (I’ve never even learned her name; her minutes on the pitch have been pitifully scarce) nearly unhinges me completely just with her nipples. While her breasts are small like most female athletes, the tips of these stand naturally out from her aureoles in big stiff pegs like brand-new pencil erasers: rubbery prongs at least half an inch long.

Rubbing these one at a time up and down the shaft on every side and in mad spirals all over and around the throbbing head before endlessly flicking them back and forth against the super-sensitive, pre-come coated tip, this unnamed mistress seems determined to erase my last sanity with them. Yet not even this ordeal by ecstasy is close to the worst.

Taking pity on my badly abraded and extensively welted condition that other young freshman – I think her name is Paula, the cute black striker anyway – finally makes use of that baby oil. First, she drizzles this all over my burning, abysmally aching prick (ten hours erect and counting). She uses the bloom of a rose from a nearby flower arrangement I provided to spread this all around and then massage it into my wounded skin. She fits the soft, oil-soaked cup of the flower over my glans and alternately spins it and rubs it all around until the petals are falling apart and so am I, once again clenching and jerking convulsively with attempted orgasm after orgasm. Pausing intermittently to whip me with the thorny stem, inflaming me further, Paula keeps this up well past the usual allotted time, the drunken crowd gleefully cheering her on. Finally, skating just up to but not over Mistress’ prohibitions she forms her thumb and forefinger into a tight hard circle about my slippery shaft and pumps me rapidly up and down, jerking me like no woman ever has, simulating intercourse with a skill far beyond anything in my own obsessive history of onanism. And yet – of course – the mistress who finally breaks me, the one I don’t stand a chance against as this last team party approaches its four a.m. climax, is none other than that gorgeous Iranian enchantress, Empress Nadja.

Already she has teased me into manic delirium three times this night. But sensing that I’m finally beyond any possibility of resistance to her carefully crafted plans, Mistress Dani (who hasn’t deigned to join in this tease-torture orgy at all) sends her once again into action. And despite the previous extremes of unbelievably potent penile pleasure she’s already inflicted on me (adeptly using the toes and soles of her feet to fondle and then vigorously pump and jerk me among a myriad other things) Nadja has clearly saved her most diabolical tricks for last.

Smoldering seductively at me she pours yet more of that oil all over my insanely stimulated prick. She uses a single finger to spread it gloriously all around, smiling at my helplessly lifted hips and quavering moans. Then she actually climbs onto my body, straddling my elevated abdomen as no woman has ever done, acting as though she truly means to mount and ride my virgin organ. Settling herself just in front of this instead she splays her caressing palms on my belly and leans forward, her raven hair pulled off to one side and hanging over her shoulder in a darkly shining sweep. With her perfect breasts displayed right before my captive face she smiles down at me again with a loving slyness of her own and begins pumping her hips.

Ah Empress, this is heaven, the closest I’ve ever been to actually having sex! Though not seated inside her vagina, my rampant erection is nestled between her buttocks, the front side of its oil-slick head and shaft pressed firmly back by the lower half of the crack of her ass, which strokes it smoothly up and down and rocks it rhythmically back and forth as she pretends to ride me. Once again I’m jerking and convulsing with repeated pitilessly defeated climaxes, so utterly exalted by such intimate proximity and unbearable stimulation that I might truly be in paradise. Aside from actually being inside her, what could possibly be more arousing than this?

Empress Nadja knows. But she and Mistress and all the rest have an agenda here, and she isn’t pulling out all the stops just yet. Instead she smolders lustily down at me still, her dark nipples contracted and erect with a rampant arousal of her own. Clearly the more ruthlessly she stimulates me the more turned on she’s getting herself. Driven by this additional incentive she cleverly begins to prod me toward this evening’s inevitability.

“How does that feel, Slut-boy? Yes, in spite of your hair, makeup and dress you’re still very much a boy, aren’t you? I can feel your insistent maleness straining madly against me as it slips up and down and bends back and forth under my rhythm. Are you ready to come yet?”

I nod frantically, suffering so much accumulated need now being stoked so skillfully to the point of madness that I’m but putty in her hands. Truly I’m ready to agree to anything, almost anything at all to achieve that so terribly necessary release. And yet as I’ve suspected all along this ultimate climax is going to be hideously expensive for me. The sacrifice my mistresses require in return is so mindbogglingly momentous and stupendous that no one in his right mind would ever willingly commit to it. Thus the need for the irresistible Empress Nadja, along with everyone else’s endlessly titillating attentions.

“What if I say you can only come on one condition? What if this orgasm of a lifetime has to be the last one of a lifetime? Before I gift you with your best climax ever, you have to accept that it’s also your last climax ever.

“That’s the only appropriate way for you and your Goddess to go forward into heavenly eternity together. You must be willingly relieved of the capacity, if not the need, to spill your seed. You must become a court eunuch for real. So beg for us to put an end to this impossibly trying, impossibly torturous, truly interminable ordeal of penis pleasure for you, Slut-boy. Beg us and we will – for good. Beg me for it now. Give me permission to make love to you at last. Just nodding your head will be agreement enough. Then I will fuck you, oh I’ll fuck you to such a glorious orgasm that it will more than make up for all the other ones you’ll never get to have.”

Even though on some level I knew this was coming the choice presented to me is so excruciating that I can’t possibly make it. The biological imperative is overwhelming – I’m in my sexual prime here, brimming with churning hormones. I need to come, I absolutely have to! But then to never do so again! I’m only twenty years old! The madness of going several months without a climax over the summer was a terrible trial eased only marginally by the submissive thrill of bowing to my Mistress’ will. She is so infinitely sexy that lately going even nine or ten weeks in her company without coming has been an intolerable torment for me. Imagine spending fifty straight years in such depraved deprivation! I weep and groan in impossible extremity. As my raging hard-on slides through the slippery grip of firmly pressing butt-flesh, and is rocked rhythmically backward against its forward straining urgency, I toss my head in useless negation: trying futilely to deny both the inevitable end approaching and the irrefusible demands of my madly ravening libido. Taking this head-shaking as a simple refusal Empress Nadja husks down at me with gentle reproach. Then she ups the already astronomical ante even more.

“No? You won’t nod even for me, Slut-boy, the most desirable woman you’ll ever know, and the one I know you love nearly as much as you do your sacred owner? What more can I do to convince you? How about this, my adoring young subject…”

She lifts just off me, allowing my long-suffering, harder-than-ever hard-on to slide down the parting of her buttocks. The powerfully pulsing, exquisitely sensitive tip catches a bit, poking hard against the cup of her pucker as it strains insanely forward. Then it skates with excruciating slowness along her sopping-wet vaginal entrance before at last springing back upright soaked and pulsing in its quivering rigidity. Carefully Empress settles back down, her warm weight resting now on my madly churning balls. Now my hugely tumescent, badly abraded and welted shaft is gripped not by her plump firm butt-cheeks but by those slick and silken pussy lips. Staring steamily down at my instantly exponentially increased derangement Nadja starts slowly pumping again, and now it’s those heavenly wet labia and the wonderful nub of her engorged clitoris that slide up and down against me, this time on my even more responsive underside.

My helpless cry of despairing ecstasy is mingled with a delighted gasp of Nadja’s own.

Now she’s nothing so innocuous as merely ‘aroused’. She’s in the grip of her own imperative need, a desperate lust I’ve never witnessed in any woman, and she immediately begins rocking and pumping with a far greater fervency than before. Her big eyes widen, her wet lips are parted and atop her perfect breasts bobbing and swinging so enticingly just above me her nipples darken and distend even further. Of its own accord one of her supporting hands rises from my chest to fondle and pinch and pull and tweak these as she rides my writhing body, further impelling her efforts and finally even driving her to beg me herself.

“Oh heavens yes, I can feel you: so hot and hard and throbbing! My genitals and yours, coming together at last and rubbing so wonderfully against each other! I know you’ve never felt a pussy on your cock before, Slut-boy. And I’ve never had a prick so madly desperate and eagerly erect on my womanhood either. Oh it feels so fucking good, doesn’t it? Oh god, Slut-boy, what I wouldn’t give to have you inside me right now, your fleshy-hot love-sword stabbing into me deliriously and repeatedly right up to the hilt! Oh god, Slut-boy, nod yes for me; please, please nod yes for me! Mistress won’t let me fuck you until you agree to her terms. And oh you beautiful boy, you’re killing me here! God, I need you so fucking bad! I will never be complete until we’re joined at the hips, screaming in the throes of the most wondrous simultaneous climax either of us has ever had or ever will! Oh god, please let me make love to you now, I have to!”

Moaning, crying, gasping and groaning Goddess Nadja picks up her pace still more, rocking my raging cock rapidly back and forth. Stropping it sloppy with her wet silken flesh she tortures me with an ecstasy so acute I’m practically screaming with need, all the while abjectly begging me to end the perdition of suspense my foolish obstinacy is putting us both through.

Finally, I can stand it no more.

Truly driven into insanity, foolishly deluded enough to think I’ll be losing my virginity as well as my orgasmic capacity to her; thinking that with one brief nod from me and another inch of movement from her I’ll be sheathed to the balls in the heavenly compression of her vagina; that we’ll be both fucking like crazed beasts and making tender love to each other like any deeply devoted couple, I at last surrender to gorgeous Empress Nadja. I can’t say no to her anymore, I just love her too dearly. Her heartfelt pleas, demanding needs and overwhelming physical and emotional blandishments are literally irrefusible. Accepting the truly horrific eternal consequences if only it will put an end to this unbearable madness – a madness that has been building relentlessly over the last twelve hours and even twelve-plus months since Mistress first locked me up – I finally give a choked wail of grief and exigency and nod frantically up at my desperately beloved conqueror.

The forgotten crowd around us explodes into whooping cheers of exultant victory, shocking me back to reality. Meanwhile, Nadja falls forward atop me, crushing my ravening love-spike between us with intolerable deliciousness and covering every bit of my face not blocked by the gag with grateful wet kisses.

“Thank you, Slut-boy, oh thank you, thank you, thank you so fucking much! Now at last I can fuck you to orgasm – before your Mistress does what she must.”

Yet rather than engulf my condemned member Empress Nadja suddenly rises and climbs off my body. Leaving me stretched out bound and gagged, panting and weeping, throbbing and burning with unbearable need, infinite distress and sudden confusion she turns to triumphantly beaming Mistress Dani. She in turn smiles her dimpled approval and – of course – hands over an already well-greased feeldoe.




Chapter Thirty-Six

Kneeling next to me, Nadja eagerly takes the proffered double cock.

She inserts the smaller end where I’d stupidly expected my own erection to go. It slides easily up into her. She’s as receptively wet and ready as can be believed, and moans joyfully at this blessed entry. Then she moves swiftly between my widely spread legs, right up to the obtuse angle they form at my elevated crotch and butt.

Cursing my idiotic misapprehension, I feel the white-hot fire of my arousal heartbreakingly lessened by woeful recognition.

Of course, Mistress’ most implacable decree must stand no matter what. Of course, I will die a virgin, and almost assuredly without a penis too despite her promise that I’d be spared the knife. But then seeing my beautifully nude Empress with a huge cock curving up from her crotch the old perverted excitement I’ve been a slave to forever floods through me. As Nadja crouches before it the irrepressible craving for penetrative punishment in my sissy-pussy brings my arousal right back up to its formerly fevered pitch.

This may not be the sex I expected. But right now I’ll certainly take it. My temporarily abandoned erection bobs up and down with the renewed intensity of its urgency and Nadja’s smile at me as she aligns her own elegantly-shaped, almost foot-long fuck-organ makes me forgive her instantly for misleading me whether she intended to or not.

“Okay, Slut-boy,” she breathes excitedly, “Let’s make this a fuck for the ages, and an orgasm we can both look back on with awed incredulity for the rest of our lives. Mistress Dani is rewarding me for securing your acceptance by letting me be the one to bring on your last ever come. Let’s make this an act of sweet-savage love, one to remember and savor forever!”

She lunges forward immediately, and that big slippery spear gores me right up to the butt, wonderfully stuffing me full of female meat for the first time all week. Just as she’d begged me for, our crotches are connected by cock at last, and just as expected our overlapping screams (mine muffled by the gag, of course) are ecstatic in the extreme. More celebratory cheering heralds this impalement as well, as the sexual tension accumulating all evening finds expression at last. Yet I have eyes and attention for no one but my beloved Empress, disregarding even Mistress as she ties a longer rope to the one that will free the bow still choking off my interminably delayed final climax. She stands grinningly ready then, awaiting Nadja’s signal to pull the string.

As for my Empress, she is so unbelievably hot as she pulls slowly back and stabs forward again, then back out and in again with a deliberately measured pace that I fear my eyes will be seared from their sockets if I look at her too long. Yet it’s impossible to tear my gaze away. I’ve been fucked by Nadja countless times before of course. But usually it’s facedown from behind or right in the throat, and I’m almost always blindfolded. Now she kneels before me completely naked. And bless her; she’s still taking her sweet time getting up to steam despite the mutual madness of lust that consumes us. She said it after all: she wants this to be a fuck for the ages, and for both of us to properly appreciate it. Staring unimpeded at her sleekly sexy, slender yet curvy, exotically olive-skinned body in breathtaking action I can certainly do no less.

Did I call her breathtaking in action? Perhaps she is, when she’s simply kneeling there thrusting sedately away, her depthless gaze regarding me lovingly. But when her pace begins to accelerate, her eyes grow passionate and demanding and her breasts begin to bob on her chest she becomes romantic poetry in motion. Yet not even Rimbaud or Baudelaire – or indeed the Marquis de Sade – could pen fitting words for her scintillate brilliance when she at last leans forward, props herself on her palms set on my shoulders and begins getting her whole body and soul into magnificently drilling me.

Now that glossy black hair hangs around our faces in a pair of shimmering sable drapes. Those infinitely expressive eyes gaze deeply into mine, conveying perceptions and intentions far too intimate for base language. And those exquisitely shaped breasts are drawn down into cones seeming sharp enough to slice me up. Driven by the impetus of her continuously escalating rhythm the hard pointed nipples swing rapidly above me like Poe’s pendulum paired. Yet if those coffee-colored arrowheads are but a brown blur, her frantically pumping hips drive that big black bludgeon into my receptive sissy-pussy with the speed of a runaway sewing machine.

Ah Goddess, I’ve never been given it so good!

Still all I can do as I’m so spectacularly fucked is weep and keen with an unprecedented depth of feeling, strain against my ropes and chains and lift my hips as high as I can, desperate to get the least bit of friction on my own radically distended, seemingly forgotten erection. Fortunately, Empress meant what she said about making this my most rewarding fuck ever, a savage-sweet act of love as much as a pitiless expression of domination. She won’t let the relentless and insanely intense stimulation of that condemned organ lapse for long, nor will she scrimp on the treasured intimacy that makes face-to-face intercourse with such a sexy and much beloved woman as desperately precious as it is limitlessly repugnant when forced on me by a gross hairy man. Hardly losing a fraction of her power and velocity Nadja suddenly knots a hand in that hated Cincinnati jersey and does for me what I’ve wanted to do myself ever since I was forced to put it on. Exhibiting a strength worthy of muscle-bound Maria and a vehemence as exciting as it is unexpected she tears that garment into rags and flings it from me, baring my girdled midriff and suction cup breasts to the exultant whoops of the captivated audience. Then she wrenches those cups from my chest too.

“You’re still a boy, Slut-boy, at least for now. And I’m going to make love to you as one!” she growls. Then she supersedes even this treasured gesture by dropping atop me.

Squashing me breast-to-breast into the mattress, deliciously trapping my raging cock between my elevated groin and her wonderfully undulating one she clasps my torso tightly to her own. Sliding her hands under my arms and hooking them over my shoulders – the better to power her frenzied thrusts – she presses her silken cheek against mine as only Mistress has ever done, and that far too infrequently. Then moderating her madly stabbing pace back to a succession of slow, deep, hard, nearly complete withdrawals and insertions designed to husband her energy for a long drawn-out copulation I’ll treasure and remember forever (just as she’d promised), Nadja brings her lips to my ear and gently nibbles on this. Disguised by this incredibly welcome (if undoubtedly suspect to the others) physical endearment she quietly breathes heartfelt revelations intended for only me to hear.

“I’m sorry, Slut-boy. I am so terribly sorry for what’s going to happen to you after this, and especially for my part in setting it up. But I had to do that, if only to make this terrible day as special as I possibly could for you. Everything was inevitable anyway. At least this way you got to feel my pussy on your cock, and I got to feel you, which drove me totally wild too. And now I get to be the one to make love to you.

“I’ve really come to care for you, Slut-boy. If you belonged to me, I’d not only let you come once in a while but I’d mount and ride your cock for real, and every day too. You deserve so much better than what Mistress Dani has planned. Remember that I said so when it happens. But for now let me make my part in this abominable crime up to you with the most loving fucking you’ll ever get. Let’s make this last mutual orgasm stand for the entire wonderful lifetime we might have had together if only you’d met and submitted to me first.”

After this deeply touching secret apology – and heartbreaking, mind-blowing admission – Empress thrills my now eternally beholden soul even further by doing something else no one has ever done to me, something as totally unexpected and amazingly arousing as that whispered confession. Even as she continues her slow, powerful stabs into my greedily accepting center she stops just nibbling and thrusts her tongue deeply into my ear.

Slathering it lovingly all around, poking the pointy tip in and out as though soul-kissing that unlikely orifice, this slithering invasion and her hot panting breath send delicious shivers all through me. Oh Goddess, I love you so much! This is the closest I’ll ever come to making out with a woman, of that I have no doubt. Distantly I’m aware of murmuring restlessness and even disapproval from the audience. Yet glorious Empress Nadja remains utterly unconcerned about what anyone else might think.

It’s true: I’ve been brutally slut-fucked thousands of times. But no one, not even Mistress Dani on that memorable mescaline trip, has ever truly made love to me before, and almost certainly never will again. My racing heart squeezes painfully within me at this perception and my long-suffering penis throbs more urgently than ever where it’s squeezed so excitingly between us. Even when Empress drops her wonderfully loving tonguing to press her cheek intimately against mine again I’m amazed, aroused, and touched even more profoundly to feel a wetness on her face mingling with that of mine. She too is shedding tears during this unprecedentedly intense coupling.

So much emotion added to the undulant friction on my dick and that interminable slow stabbing makes for the most potent stimulation of all on this endless day and night. Moved beyond description I groan and sob and strain open and up to her for an unbelievably precious eternity of paradisiacal lovemaking. And as I do so I’m surprised and gratified beyond all possible expression to find that the old cliché is really true: making love to someone is immeasurably more exciting, rewarding and fulfilling than any mere fucking could be no matter how perversely inspired or demonically driven. And when this heavensent Empress at last begins to pick up her hip-jabbing pace once again this mutually shared recognition renders both of us readier than ever to revel in the constantly escalating intensity of a good old fashioned fast and furious female-superior ass attack.

Goddess Nadja gasps and pants, moans and groans, grunts with effort and gives out ecstatic cries of greed and need in my still damp and tingling ear as she writhes atop me body-to-body, pistoning into me like a locomotive pouring on the coal for the last marathon stretch of a record-breaking run across the un-guessed breadth of a vast untrammeled continent. Taking each wonderfully punishing thrust like a true virgin astounded by the blissfully thrilling reality of violently joyous lovemaking (which in a way I am) I yet again find myself spasming and jerking with endless autonomic attempts at ejaculation. But not yet, oh no, that earth-shattering climax of a lifetime can’t be permitted until my deity is ready to join me in that apocalyptic apotheosis. And bless her, curse her, thank her forever, Goddess Nadja again takes an incomparably exhilarating eternity approaching that pinnacle.

Again I’m being driven out of my ever-loving mind by her maddeningly extended efforts. Yet this time I cherish every excruciatingly intense second even as I weep and keen, squirm and strain, grit my teeth on the cock filling my mouth and pray for it to both be over and last forever. Practically hyperventilating as the breath whistles through my nose I’m tortured and toyed with, glorified and gratified beyond anything in my extensive experience as Nadja’s interminable crescendo towards orgasm builds and builds and builds with unceasing passionate ferocity.

Goddess or not though she actually has limits to the ecstasy she can stand. Finally, her jack-hammering frenzy reaches an incredibly sustained peak, her breathless cries of affirmation scale off into disbelieving shrieks and somehow among them she gives waiting Mistress Dani the signal I’ve been both dreading and dying to hear.

“Now Dani, now, now, now!”

With one swift tug then the death-grip about the base of my insanely raging, nonstop spasming cock disappears. Then even as my hopelessly beholden eternally cherished Empress Nadja continues to shriek with mindless release and convulsively batter into me my own forever delayed best-and-last-ever orgasm explodes through me.

Testicles clenching, sperm sacs emptying, screaming penis frantically pumping like an overloaded high-pressure hose I writhe in a brain-blanking biologic paroxysm. Physical ecstasy merges with and overwhelms emotional and spiritual nirvana at last, and my pillow-elevated crotch jerks spastically up against the infinitely sexy body atop me forcefully enough to lift Nadja up even as she pounds down into and against me. Oh Goddess, this goes on and on until I feel like I’ve died and been brought to heaven by her indeed. But at long last we collapse in an infinitely loving and fulfilled, incomparably blissful if sticky embrace, my final ejaculation gluing us together in a pitifully inadequate metaphor for the eternally enduring bond between us that this once-in-a-lifetime experience has forged.

Celebratory cheering has again exploded all around us. Mistress Dani hovers nearby with her still undefined but indubitably hideous intentions for me. Yet for long minutes we only have consideration for each other. Lying exhaustively entwined and still connected by cock, sweat, semen and tears we bask in a gloriously gasping aftermath, oblivious to others’ expectations or whatever the future might hold. Then finally Nadja’s private whisper tickles my ear again.

“Thank you, Slut-boy.

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had or ever expect to. Forgive me, please, and remember me too. After what’s going to happen to you now I don’t think I’ll be able to stand being around these people any longer. I’m going to transfer to a different school, and we’ll probably never see each other again. But know for a fact that I love you, and I’ll always remember you.”

With that she gives me a kiss on the temple and then on each eyelid as she tenderly strokes my sweaty hair. Then reluctantly she pulls out and climbs off of me.

Unable to watch what’s coming or even look at me now she wipes her face angrily as she scrambles off the bed. Then as she goes she wrenches out the feeldoe, flinging it away from her and grabbing up the dress she shed seemingly eons ago. Without a word to anyone she pushes roughly through the congratulatory crowd, which murmurs uncomprehendingly before closing in again behind her. My last ever sight of her is of beautifully exotic Nadja disappearing into the bathroom, leaving me to face my unspeakable fate alone.

“Okay, Slut-girl!”

Mistress Dani recaptures my attention.

She too is devastatingly sexy, with that satiny black skin broken into diamond patterns by thin strips of bright blue leather. Speaking of diamonds, she has several that used to belong to me glittering against her ebony flesh: in her earlobes, navel, and on several of her fingers. A sapphire bracelet worth over five thousand dollars is twinkling around her wrist. Her proudly protuberant tits, hugely muscular buttocks, thighs and hips; her beaded cornrow braids, lovely dimpled face and so much else about her twist my madly enslaved heart painfully within me: I will always love this Goddess too beyond all reason. But I can’t help feeling a deeply poignant sorrow even greater than that which I know has Nadja sobbing in the bathroom even now for what could have been instead. And this regret is about to become monstrous and everlasting beyond standing. I know that from the malevolent excitement cresting around me, particularly in the Mistresses Morgan and Maria standing right in the forefront – as well as in the sadistic exhilaration capering in Goddess Dani’s gaze as she postures before me and begins to declaim.

“As you know, the close male servants of Empresses and Goddesses, and other women of unlimited power, have throughout history been required to be eunuchs.

“This has not just been a matter of necessity, so that they don’t tempt their owners into unfit liaisons which might result in vulnerabilities or even progeny. Nor is it merely for the amusement factor of seeing these males humbled, defeated, and endlessly tortured by unseemly cravings they cannot ever hope to satisfy. It is also because too much buildup of testosterone in a male inevitably leads to unacceptable levels of aggression. And while all these reasons are applicable and sufficient in your case, Slut-girl, there is the added fact that testosterone production and accumulation also inhibit the almost complete feminization it pleases me to subject you to. Therefore you must now be permanently altered.”

While I tremble all over in existential trepidation, sweating and whimpering anew and expecting the appearance of a butcher knife after all, Goddess Dani climbs onto the bed with me. Smirking down at my pleading weeping and desperately shaking head with a supremely gloating smugness far in excess of what even Morgan has recently been betraying, she produces instead a curious little tool or implement similar to a pair of electrician’s pliers, though considerably more complex. Momentarily relieved at its lack of sharp edges yet unable to dispel my certainty of approaching doom, I catch my breath as she breaks another decree by seizing my limp, sticky penis with her entire bare hand. Yet rather than do anything dreadful to this she merely seems to be lifting it out of the way. As I let my breath out in a shaky, quavering moan though she reaches in with that arcane little tool in her other hand. What she’s up to with this is blocked from my sight by that fist gripping and lifting of my dick. I want to look up in the mirror but don’t dare. An expectant hush falls, and in it I feel something slip over my now loosely deflated testicles. Then almost instantly an incendiary flash of agony explodes in my still tingling-with-aftermath groin.

I am a veteran of brutal and extensive testicle torture of the most unconscionable kind. Yet nothing in my life as a slave could have prepared me for this sort of monstrous excruciation. Dimly through my shocked, screaming howl of gagged agony I’m aware of the most raucous and fiercely celebratory cheering of all; of Morgan and Maria guffawing and slapping high-fives and of gloating toasts being made and glasses clinked and drinks quaffed. Expecting that crippling agony to abate I’m hugely dismayed as it only grows worse. Through streaming tears and an encroaching haze of darkness (I must be terribly close to passing out) I see Mistress Dani receiving congratulatory kisses and high-fives of her own. But at last she deigns to grin down at me, waggling her little implement and gloatingly addressing me.

“This is called an elastrator, Slut-girl. It’s used for neutering farm animals – or in this case a slutty little doggy.

“What it does is clamp an extremely tight little ring about the base of the scrotum, cutting off all circulation to the testicles. Deprived of blood and oxygen they will soon die, shrivel up, blacken and rot. Within a few days to a week they will detach themselves and drop off, and you will have officially been castrated. At that point, Mistress Maria will get to feed them to the kitchen garbage disposal, since she provided the knowledge necessary for this neat and clean, totally bloodless removal.”

Laughing with sadistic drunken glee at my appalled horror and still relentlessly swelling agony my eternal owner gleams victoriously down at me.

“I said you could keep your penis, Slut-girl. I never said anything about your evil little gonads. And I said you would be spared the knife but I never mentioned farm implements – or needles. You see, once your balls fall off and she grinds up the rotted remains, Maria here will also get to pierce the little nubbin of skin which is all you’ll have left in their place. Then she’ll pierce the head of your cock too.

“A single titanium ring will be threaded through both of those holes. It will then be welded permanently closed. That will keep your precious, forever flaccid and impotent and now truly vestigial penis locked snugly down under and safely up tight against your slutty, sissy crotch for all eternity. So unworthy orgasms aside, you’ll never again have one of those maddeningly frustrating erections like you just so extensively suffered through. Yet all of your tricks and tormentors, and all of my many friends and lovers and I will still be able to shock and pinch and clip and otherwise torture you down there all we like. It’s the best possible solution for everyone. I’m sure you’ll agree with me once your pain goes away in a few days. So welcome to proper slavery my eternal personal eunuch! You belong to me forever, Slut-girl!”

At this the wave of mounting excruciation and absolute horror inundating me finally becomes insupportable. Crashing down it swamps my consciousness, effacing my celebratory surroundings with a merciful if only regrettably temporary oblivion.

It is over: doom has me in its implacable grip at last.

Epilogue:

Later

Today is my fortieth birthday: exactly half a lifetime since I was made wonderfully passionate love to by one goddess and then condemned to unending impotence by another.

I have never seen the former since, though as she requested I’ve not forgotten her. How could I possibly ever? Indeed not a day has gone by that I’ve not fantasized about the lovely and loving Empress Nadja with a miserably pathetic longing and heartbroken regret.

As much as I treasure the memory of what we had together, I often wish she’d never given me that oh-so brief glimpse of what might have been. As for the latter deity, the one I unfortunately threw my lot in with, I’m actually watching her right now as she debates once again transforming my incredibly wretched existence for the infinitely worse.

That possibility might seem hard to credit. Certainly my current circumstances would beggar belief for anyone less abysmally downtrodden and degraded.

As always when I’m not busy earning money for Mistress Dani I’m clamped immobile in a position of acute bodily distress in the tiny confining cage or ‘kennel’ she keeps me in. This is centered in a small cinderblock cell far below the ground – exactly the kind of dungeon I once promised I would gladly spend eternity bound upside-down in for her.

Kneeling scrunched down belly-to-thighs on an inch-thick stainless steel plate just eighteen inches wide by thirty in length – the bottom of that twenty-inch tall cage – my legs are clamped to that plate at the ankles and just below the knees by heavy metal fetters. Further fetters lock my ankles to my thighs and my torso to my knees, preventing me rising even the little bit my extremely close quarters would permit. Terribly stressing my shoulders (of course) my tightly shackled-together elbows are raised high above my back. Protruding through the roof of the cage they are bent over one of the bars. From there my pressed together forearms angle back down to where my wrists are manacled tightly to the back of yet another wide metal fetter locked snugly about my waist. With my hair (longer than ever and still kept styled into lavishly slutty ringlets) cascading down the sides of my face to pile on the floor just in front of my knees, my head is kept stretched radically back and facing forward by an additional steel bar inserted through the cage and levered under my chin. Further restraints prevent me from turning it to either side even a fraction of an inch. This leaves me gazing constantly straight ahead through the small square hole in the bars at the large high definition video screen right in front of me.

No gag of any kind is required these days. Though I was long ago turned into a mute by having my vocal cords removed, my face is kept so habitually stuffed full of various penises that speaking would be almost always impossible anyways. Like my other horribly abused orifice, right now my wholly toothless mouth (rendered so in the interest of providing superior fellatio, of course) is so mechanically occupied that all I can do is moan unceasingly.

After I sucked my one daily meal of pureed peas and lima beans from a large flesh-textured rubber cock inserted through the front of my cage, and washed this down with an enormous draught of hot piss straight from another dick – that of the hugely hung slave master who oversees my use and administers any supplemental punishments – I obediently fellated my Master’s humungous organ erect so that he could enjoy his regular overseer’s privilege. After he did so – brutally fucking my made-up face and ejaculating all over it as always – he set up and engaged the system that keeps me appropriately occupied and suffering during any necessary down-time or brief lulls in business.

In addition to alligator-clipping over two dozen electrical contacts to particularly sensitive spots, he also inserted and activated the two gigantic, motorized and electrified piston-mounted solid copper penises.

These now hugely stretch my lips and sissy-pussy to hammer extremely deeply into my throat and rectum at truly inconceivable speeds. And though like those many wired contacts the base electrical charge these huge metal cocks constantly carry is only high enough to be moderately painful (at least at first), just like in those contacts this is radically increased at random intervals and for random durations in a jolting intermittent torture that is nearly as unendurable as my more mundane everyday uses.

It wasn’t always this way. All this unmitigated hell didn’t descend immediately following my castration, or even my marriage.

True, once the soccer season was successfully finished and my mistresses had far more leisure to pursue their avocation (and eventual vocation) as pimps, my service as a gay whore became nightly rather than only two or three times a week. And once Mistress Dani graduated from college and was drafted into the Women’s Professional Soccer league and arrangements were made for even more intensive prostitution, I was still treated with enough occasional affection, personally delivered discipline and female-administered fucking to ensure my continued devotion despite my devastating castration and eternally penis-pierced bondage. But once I turned twenty-one, was legally married to Mistress in a simple courtroom proceeding and had willingly signed over every last penny of my lavish inheritance to her, things rapidly began to deteriorate for me.

Until then I had been kept chained in the basement of a sadomasochistic gay brothel operated by Maria, Morgan and her cousin, Ron, only when Mistress Dani was on the road with her club team or the US Women’s national squad. She still kept me with her in the house we’d moved to after she was drafted by Los Angeles whenever she was in town, allowing me to serve as her toilet, maid, personal slave and outlet for celebrating her triumphs and salving her setbacks. But as her respectably successful but ultimately never glorious career progressed I saw less and less of Mistress, wary as she was of attracting the wrong sort of media attention even in such a huge city. Then I lived nearly year-round chained up and gagged in that sleazy underground fetish bordello, and the only female contact I had was with hideously masculine Maria – who never deigned to fuck me anyway but only pee in me and administer as frequent and severe beatings as she could get away with without unduly damaging my value as a torture-slut. It was only upon Mistress’ early retirement following a severe knee injury at the disappointing age of twenty-eight that we began living together again – and then only in the strictest sense of residing under the same expansive roof.

That was when she purchased this mansion in the Caribbean.

My grandfather’s truly prescient investments had appreciated almost astronomically by then – assisted by the lesser but still significant fortune Mistress was accumulating selling my services to an increasingly esoteric and well-heeled clientele. Once established in this favorable locale for tax sheltering, money-laundering, and discreet if ever more outrageous and lucrative solicitation she immediately installed me in the underground dungeon where I reside to this day. Serving as her own madam now she keeps me as a very exclusive gay torture-slut and piss slave, selling me nearly around the clock to very wealthy, secretive and unbelievably perverse clients from all over the world. Many of these incidentally have made no secret of their wish to purchase me outright and spirit me back to their home countries, where they can give their unspeakably depraved desires full rein.

It hardly needs to be said that I dread this possibility exceedingly. My current existence is horrific enough. Even after two decades of it, sex with men – which is the only kind I ever have and that constantly – makes me cry and squirm and want to vomit every time, with no hint of arousal at all. I am not gay! I’ve still never had my penis freed, never had it inside of anyone, and never ejaculated or even experienced an erection since the night of my magical lovemaking with Empress Nadja nearly twenty years ago.

I have never sucked on, played with, or even touched a woman’s breasts barehanded in my entire virgin life. I’ve never made out with or even been kissed on the lips by a female – though of course I must constantly endure the most aggressive and sloppy tongue-wrestling with any number of hideously repellent men. I haven’t even been fucked in the ass or face by a woman since Mistress Dani almost perfunctorily drilled me on our wedding night, shortly before I signed the papers transferring everything over to her name. In fact, once the need for even minimal positive reinforcement from her ended that night she also gradually ceased personally disciplining me, showing me any affection or touching me at all except to use me as her toilet. Unbelievable as it sounds I haven’t even seen her in person in over ten years.

I’ve remained locked in this dungeon underground, shut away from the sun and outside air ever since I was first confined in it. My world is limited to this tiny kennel, the surrounding cell, the ghastly and hideously equipped torture chamber next to it and the sumptuously appointed disporting room beyond that. My only contact is with the clients, slave master, and the other exclusively male members of the household staff, who are also allowed to enjoy me as often as their duties and my hectic schedule permit. Yet that doesn’t mean I never get to see the still absolutely ravishing, supremely fit and sexy Dani Reilly.

Like my cell, Mistress’ bedroom, baths, sauna, gym, dining room, and every other place she most frequents on the estate are all equipped with enormous state-of-the-art video screens. Equally sophisticated cameras are secreted all over the dungeon, her living quarters and everywhere else, and a computerized tracking system ensures that wherever she goes or whatever she does, an image of lifelike precision plays out constantly before my restrained face – especially when I’m clamped helpless in my kennel like I am now. Likewise with a mere casual glance or at most the touch of a single button Mistress can monitor my own caged suffering – or most torturous and ignominious usage – whenever she pleases. Right now we happen to be watching each other, desperately tormented and indulgently amused by what we see respectively.

Surrounded by staggering opulence Mistress is lounging on the enormous circular bed in her palatial master suite. She’s entwined with Hulga Radovich, her latest steady girlfriend and true mate who moved in eight years ago.

An absolutely gigantic six-foot seven-inch, three hundred-pound former professional bodybuilder from Russia (who is of course far more monstrously muscled than Maria ever dreamed of being), Hulga is always as lovingly solicitous of Mistress as is she cruelly contemptuous of me. Having just finished making wildly passionate love right in front of me the two women are both magnificently naked. Cuddled together on a giant pile of gold-tasseled silk pillows, they are stroking each other sensually and discussing holding an auction.

Apparently clients and slave masters from Albania, Thailand, Saudi Arabia and several other places keep increasing their offers for me. These have now climbed to truly astronomical levels. As she gazes smugly up at me caged and suffering terribly on the giant screen above her bed, Mistress Dani smiles possessively. She still needs convincing.

“But, Hulga darling, I already have far more money than I could ever possibly spend. And Slut-girl earns tons more for me practically every hour of every day. Besides, even after all this time I’m still sentimentally attached to watching her suffer. She’s my oldest piece of property, a reminder of the days when I was a poor scholarship student from the dreadful inner city. I would never be where I am if I hadn’t so skillfully manipulated and addicted her to being whipped and butt-fucked by me. How can I just throw all that away?”

“But think of the possibilities!” Hulga cajoles, one huge paw toying idly with a breast that’s grown substantially larger over the years without losing nearly any of its aggressive uplift.

“We could get a new virgin slut-girl, one still in her teens who could provide us with far more thrilling entertainment for the entire rest of our lives. This one has been used practically to destruction.

“Seriously, she just turned forty, and is already losing her appeal. How much longer before gray hairs start to show up in all those slutty brown curls? She already has crow’s feet around those perpetually suffering eyes. And think about it: so much brutal fucking over so many long years has made her incontinent. We won’t be able to hide that much longer no matter how you restrict her diet. She’ll have shit dribbling out of her around the clock. See how much she’s worth then! Let’s not wait; let’s get full market value for her now.”

Seeing Mistress wavering, Hulga presses her case in even more devastating fashion.

“Hell, with a new slut you might even rediscover your old taste for personally torturing, fucking and peeing into a man yourself after all these years. I know I’m game to try it. How much fun can it be watching it endlessly happen vicariously? And just think of what Slut-girl will suffer in the harem of some gay Saudi prince, or the barracks of the Iranian Revolutionary Guard, or under some pitilessly cruel oriental Master in Bangkok.

“They’ll do things to an infidel white piss-slave over there that frankly boggle the mind! Let her live out her few remaining useful years being abused far more outrageously and disgustingly than even you have the stomach for seeing. Then they’ll dispose of her as slowly and gruesomely as she deserves, sparing us the necessity. And truthfully she bores me these days. Can’t you say the same? We need a new challenge to spice up our jaded appetites!”

“Oh, very well,” Mistress Dani sighs at last, piling more crushing horror on me than I ever thought possible even after all these years. She smiles wickedly straight into the camera at me, knowing she’s meeting my despairing eyes directly. “We’ll hold an auction for this slut-girl as soon as we can set it up. Then we’ll procure a new young virgin for our dungeon, one far more exciting to transform and torment.

“Now that that’s settled, fuck me again my big brutish, darling! Fuck me like you can’t get enough of my wonderfully generous pussy! Let’s give Slut-girl a show to remember forever before we ship her off halfway around the world to her unfathomably degrading destiny!”

Right away they fall upon each other. Though it tortures me worse than the giant metal cocks so rapidly stabbing and shocking me I watch avidly through endlessly streaming tears then as my hopelessly beloved Mistress again ecstatically writhes and flexes, screams and thrashes: wonderfully sexually pleasured in ways I’ve never been deemed worthy of even attempting.

The horribly momentous decision has been made, and soon I’ll suffer the ultimate misery of never seeing my gorgeous Goddess again – except as a lowly spirit bound eternally to serve hers in the afterlife. That is now the only thing I have left to look forward to.
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