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Chapter 1: Reunion

My name is Boynton. And fuck me; I’m so excited I can’t sit still!

I keep roaming from room to room, checking to make sure nothing is amiss in this ridiculously big house. Meanwhile I’m constantly peering out the windows at the even more lavish mansion across the street. Fuck me again; I can’t believe I’ve actually got a date tonight with my incredibly hot neighbor.

First off, Jen’s a polished and sophisticated twenty-four. I’m a mere bumbling and naïve eighteen. Before today, we hadn’t even seen each other in over six years. But before that, we spent a lot of time together.

As my next door neighbor, Jen served as my babysitter for over half a decade.

From the ages of six and twelve and twelve and eighteen respectively, she was recruited by my parents to watch over me whenever they went out – which they did almost every day and night. Of course, as multi-millionaires, my parents could have hired a nanny to watch over their only child. And as the only daughter of multi-millionaires, Jennifer Johnson had no need of the relative pittance she was paid. But the Boyntons didn’t get rich by wasting money. And the thought it good for Jen to develop some responsibility as she grew up. In the coolest serendipity, it worked out perfectly.

I was in awe of this big, beautiful older girl. And she enjoyed having a lonely little boy to lord it over. By the time I was eight, I was hopelessly enthralled. I was absolutely crushed when she finally moved out of state to attend college.

For the next six years, when most junior high and high school students were busy feeling out (and up) the opposite sex, I didn’t have a single date. Jen had spoiled me for girls my own age. And as a short, slight kid lacking in social skills, the only girls I could’ve had would’ve been equally undesirable. Forget about it, my standards were just too high. I graduated high school a virgin who’d never been kissed. And so I’ve remained, despite my suddenly outrageous wealth.

Not three months ago, my parents died in a plane crash, leaving me their sole heir.

Holy shit, the house and property were mine, along with a bewildering array of investments and more bank accounts than I could count.

Okay, I admit it, I was less than crushed.

My parents were always distant, even neglectful of me, practically leaving me to be raised by my neighbor. With them out of the picture, I didn’t have to worry about college, becoming another money grubber, or even working a day of my life.

Sounds like Xanadu, right? Unfortunately, I shortly found myself lonelier than ever, rattling around an enormous house day after day with only the occasional domestic help for company. But then wonder of wonders, glory of glories, from out of the blue suddenly struck more good fortune.

Mr. and Mrs. Johnson, now getting on quite a bit, decided to retire to somewhere in the Caribbean. You know, some place they could run out the clock on a sun-soaked, tax-exempt beach.

Good for them. But how much better for me! Their impossibly lovely daughter, having recently received her Master’s degree, apparently decided to return from school and take up residence in the empty family home.

The mailman told me. But I didn’t dare believe it until I looked out my bedroom window this morning. Holy shit, there she was, sunbathing on her huge front lawn.

We both have very long driveways. So the distance was considerable. But the master bedroom which I’ve lately taken over is on the second floor, and I had the advantage of height. And fuck me, there was no mistaking that distinctive hair: full and thick and impossibly glossy, black as a raven’s wing. It even appeared to be longer than when I’d last seen it, hanging down to brush the bra strap just visible across her still damp T-shirted back as she walked out the bedroom door. And her amazing body was immediately unmistakable as well.

Jen is a really big girl, fully eight inches taller than my pathetic little five foot seven. And she’s really fucking big in every other respect.

I don’t mean fat now – perish the thought! But she is BIG-boned, solidly built, thick in the arms and legs and body, with bulked-up shoulders, bulging biceps and breasts that still somehow outsize the rest. And holy shit, didn’t she appear to be topless as she reclined in her lounger, just out of range of the sprinklers? My heart was pounding as I raced to the closet and dug out my binoculars.

I returned to the window, prick rising in anticipation. I focused in and gave an impossible moan of appreciation.

Jen was not just topless, she was entirely nude. And her huge, beautifully natural breasts surpassed anything to be found in my extensive porno collection. They even put my maddest fantasies to shame. I stood there studying her for nearly an hour until she finally rose and slipped back into her robe. I swear she glanced directly at me a second, grinning up a bit at the high window where I hid. Then she turned and went inside.

Naturally I went straight to bed. Utterly captivated, I shucked off my pajamas and frantically masturbated. That vision of divine loveliness playing across my eyelids was so compelling that I couldn’t have waited for the world to end. I achieved the climax of my life in under a minute.

Spunk pumped out of me like a gusher, emptying me comprehensively. Still I thrashed and spasmed like an electrocuted epileptic. At last I lay there spent, panting and gasping and feeling incomparably blessed. Then I began scheming out ways to renew my nefarious neighbor’s acquaintance.

***

Like any good soldier with an impossible obstacle to surmount, I concentrated first on preparation and surveillance.

I washed and dressed myself like never before, shaved and carefully splashed on the old cologne. Then I alternated between checking every square centimeter of the house and using my binoculars to keep a close watch on the Johnson’s – just as I would oh so obsessively do for the rest of the day. And, at last, my opportunity presented itself.

About three in the afternoon, the mailman’s jeep made its slow way around the cul-de-sac that forms the end of our secluded suburban street. And once he’d passed Jen’s box on the way to mine, I saw her front door open. The lady of my dreams emerged wearing only skimpy white shorts and a tightly stretched, dark blue tube top.

I stowed the binocs, raced downstairs, and then commenced a perfectly timed yet seemly nonchalant stroll out to my own mailbox. Naturally, through my calculations, hers, or both, I arrived on the opposite side of the turnabout just as she was emptying her receptacle. She looked up then, feigning surprise at my arrival, and greeted me with a beaming smile that could never have been more genuine.

“ny! I was counting on you still being around! How are you doing?”

She crossed the road toward me. Holding her mail in one hand, she engulfed me in a strong, smothering hug before I could even reply. Squashing me against her breasts, she actually lifted me off my feet, crackling my spine, and bruising my ribs before setting me back down. I was still gasping for breath and scrambling for my oft-rehearsed greeting when she spared me the necessity.

“Look at you! My little ward is all grown up – sort of!”

She loomed up close, grinning down at me. “You’re a rather pretty young man now, aren’t you? But you’re still a shrimpy little wimpy one!”

“I…I…I guess so, Jenny,” I stammered, utterly intimidated by her size, proximity, and our rather intense history. But the second I looked at her feet, she put her fingers under my chin and tipped my gaze back up to meet hers.

“Don’t worry, ny. I remember you best as the ashamed, lonely little boy enthralled by his beautiful babysitter’s superior femininity. And that’s the way I shall always love you. So let’s catch up now, my obsessed little neighbor. What have you been doing with yourself all these years?”

Intimidated even more, I cowered under her mocking regard and admitted the shameful truth.

“Nothing at all, really. Just finishing up school. You know me. I was never much good at making friends, much less scoring dates. And then my parents died, leaving me the house and everything. I don’t need to work, nor do I feel like it. But since then, I’ve been lonelier than ever.”

“I heard about your parents. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. They were inattentive pricks. You were more of a parent to me than they ever were.”

Jen grinned again at this.

“Yes, I was, wasn’t I?”

She continued to grin unsettlingly at me, and I found myself fumbling around for a topic of conversation. And naturally my most desperate wish emerged from my lips.

“So are you back to stay or what?”

“I sure am!” she exclaimed, still favoring me with a knowing, laughing look in her eye as I squirmed in her shadow. “My parents retired and moved out, leaving me the house. I’ve finished my Master’s in Feminist Issues. But I have no more need or inclination to go to work than you do. Hell, babysitting you was the only job I’ve ever had or probably ever will. So you can definitely say I’m back here to stay, neighbor.”

“That’s so wonderful!” I gushed. “Oh, Jen, you know I’ve always been hopelessly in love with you. Seeing you again now is the best thing that’s ever happened to me!”

“You mean seeing me naked this morning was the best thing that’s ever happened to you!” she smirked.

“I saw the lens flash from your binoculars at least a dozen times, ny. I know you were spying on me, you naughty boy! I’ve got a good mind to put you over my knee, just like in the old days!”

Immediately mortified, and yet inexplicably turned on by this, I could only stammer, blush, and look at my shoes.

“You jerked off while you did it too, didn’t you?”

My humiliation quadrupled at this accurate accusation. Yet, I’d never been able to lie to Jennifer. Somehow I managed to nod, still looking down at the ground.

“I’m desperately sorry, Jen. But I just couldn’t help myself. You’re the first naked lady I’ve ever seen – the first real one, anyways. And I love and desire and missed you so damn much.”

Jen gave a gloating laugh at this.

“Well, little ny, maybe I’ll just have to make your dreams come true and relieve you of your silly virginity one of these days. I think we are going to be very close from now on, closer even than when we were kids. Why don’t we go out for drinks tonight? We’ll relive some old times.”

Naturally I was both astounded and ecstatic at this prospect. Somehow I managed to close my dropped jaw and look back up at her at last.

Her brilliant blue eyes – always so wonderfully bright in contrast to her raven-black hair – still held a definite mocking glint. And, as always, her beauty and superiority practically paralyzed me. But, nevertheless, I managed to scramble up a bit of craft.

“Um…well…I’m not old enough to legally drink yet. But my parents left a fully stocked bar and hundreds of DVDs. Why don’t you come over and watch a movie tonight? We’ll order a pizza or something too.”

“Excellent!” Jen exclaimed. “I’ll be there after dark. See you then.”

My head swimming with all this, I turned to head back up my driveway, only to be stopped by another mocking laugh from my neighbor.

“Say, ny, don’t you think you ought to check your mailbox? That is why you came out here, isn’t it?”

“Oh, yeah,” I muttered, and opened the box. And, of course, the only thing in there was this month’s issue of Playboy.

“Pornography!” cried Jen immediately. “Oh, you really are a bad boy! You’re going over my lap for sure now!”

And with that, she gave me a playful swat across the ass, turned, and headed back up her own driveway.

I stood and watched her go for a minute. Then, face burning, gut churning, and my cock a hot little rock against my pocket, I made my own dazed way back up to the house.

***

So anyway, the rest of this day has passed impossibly slowly. But now, just as I’ve completed one last restless circuit of the house, the doorbell rings.

I’m currently at the bar – there are two of them actually, one in the downstairs living room and one in the master bedroom. I’ve chosen the latter for entertaining my beloved, and not just because my new bedroom has the best entertainment center and houses the DVD collection. I’m hoping the proximity of that enormous waterbed will facilitate things a bit.

Could it really happen?

Could tonight finally be the night?

Was Jennifer really serious?

The thought of finally losing my virginity, and to the only woman I’ve ever considered worthy of giving it up to, has had me in an anticipatory tizzy ever since we parted earlier. Now my system responds to the sound of chiming by kicking my heart rate into overdrive and setting swarms of butterflies loose in my belly. Immediately, I race down the stairs and over to the front door. I take a second to collect myself and pull it open. Then, for the second time today, my jaw drops open although this time it’s as much in unaffected admiration as astonishment.

Surely this towering apparition can’t be real. She must be a wet dream come to life, or a gloriously vengeful goddess come down to Earth to collect the souls of her chosen sinners. Her incredible beauty and intimidating size are immensely accentuated by an absolutely smashing black leather outfit.

To start with, her hair has been curled just enough to make it even more alluring. Her make-up job is minimal yet perfectly applied. Yet that’s but the bare beginning. Her pointy-toed, stiletto-heeled boots give her nearly a full foot of height on me, putting her incredible breasts at just the level of my shocked-wide eyes.

Her pants are skin-tight and decorated with shiny steel spikes along the seams. Most amazing of all, those watermelon breasts are uplifted and only barely contained by a skimpy matching black leather silver-spiked brassiere. Otherwise, she wears only similarly matching spike-studded collars about her neck and biceps, and fingerless, knuckle-spiked gloves encase her big strong hands. A huge, sparkling diamond stud decorates her otherwise completely bare belly, and inch-long silver scimitars dangle from her earlobes. Taken in all at once, this impossibly arousing ensemble is as fearsome as it is unprecedented. Never have I ever seen any woman dressed thus, much less my completely familiar yet never mundane girl-next-door. I can only stand there and goggle up her while Jen smiles grimly down at me, reveling in my appalled, awestruck arousal.

She gives me nearly a full minute to appreciate her incredibly intimidating appearance. Then she barges in uninvited. Stepping right up to me, she blatantly invades my personal space. The bare upper slopes of her leather-clad breasts brush my nose; and, without a word, she reaches down and boldly gropes my crotch. Feeling my throbbing erection, she finally deigns to speak to me.

“Look how hard you are!” she breathes down.

“College has made a whole new woman out of your babysitter, hasn’t it? Or maybe it just finally fully unleashed a potential your childhood spent under my power certainly helped develop.

“In any case, beginning tonight, we’re going to set about exploring that mutual potential to the very fullest. Now get me a fucking drink, boy! I want a double bourbon on the rocks!”

“Yes, ma’am,” I manage, the honorific issuing from me unbidden. I’m immediately unmanned and continue as obsequiously as I can.

“If you’ll come with me, I’ll take you to the bar, DVD collection, and a fifty-eight inch high-definition plasma-screen TV.”

“Good boy,” my hulking neighbor purrs. Then she follows so close behind me I swear I can feel her breathing down the back of my neck as we mount the stairs and make our way to the master bedroom.

Once there she moves immediately to the couch I’d placed before the TV. She opens a small black handbag, lights up a joint, and picks up the list I’d printed out detailing the entire inventory of the DVDs that I’d either acquired or inherited. Meanwhile, I go to the bar and pour us a pair of Wild Turkeys.

Normally, I don’t drink hard liquor – there’s also a keg of Beck’s Dark on tap and that usually suits me. But given my former babysitter’s intimidating new appearance and attitude – which I’m now forced to admit was quite more than hinted at in her earlier incarnation as the only true authority in my life – I feel it’s best to ingratiate myself with her as much as possible. I return, bringing the bottle and ice bucket with me. I set them down, serve her whiskey, and right away she points out a title on the sheet.

“There: Aliens. The extended director’s cut. We’ll watch that.”

Dutifully, I retrieve the disk, insert it, and begin playback. Then I take my drink and join her on the couch, careful to leave a respectful space between us. Jen, however, has other ideas.

“Scoot over here, ny. I won’t bite. At least not yet…”

I obey and right away she wraps a big strong arm about my shoulders. She pulls me up tight against her, my short, slight form dwarfed by her big voluptuous one.

“Now keep quiet,” she orders. “This is one of my favorite movies, and I’ve never seen the extended version. I don’t want to miss anything.”

I sit and remain dutifully silent, utterly blown away to be enfolded so by this huge, gorgeous older woman.

Her left breast is squashed against my shoulder, her body is oh-so big and warm, and the heady female smell of her is indescribably delicious. As sexually, romantically, and even human contact-deprived as I’ve always been, Jen has me in heaven already. I work steadily on my drink and make no demurral as she periodically freshens us both up, even though her body weight, experience, and overall tolerance dwarf mine. Then as the film progresses, and Sigourney Weaver’s Ripley character develops from an unsure peripheral role into an aggressive, dominating force and, finally, into an absolutely iconic action-movie protagonist, the similarly powerful female sitting next to me can’t help but violate her own order. Ever more emphatically, she extols Ripley’s perfect combination of motherly nurturing and ass-kicking aggression.

“Look at her! She makes the entire squad of highly-trained male soldiers look like pussy little wimps! The only one who can hold a candle to her is the only other female in the cast: the buffed-up Vasquez, who wields the biggest weapon and is the platoon’s most effective soldier. And, of course, the two men who are supposed to be in authority are the weakest links of all: the incompetent, ineffectual lieutenant and the treacherous, effeminate company man. God, I love this movie! It’s the one mainstream sci-fi action franchise that tells it like it is: with the women properly dominant and the males exposed as the weak, limited creatures they are!”

She goes on and on in this vein, more and more exposing and alluding to the radically feminist indoctrination she’s received while away at college. This is both unsettling and arousing to me, and ever more the latter as I get drunker. Self-deluding barriers begin to break down, and I’m force to recognize that it’s the air of superiority she’s had over me from a very impressionable age, more than her will-sapping beauty and monolithic size, that form the keystone of my attraction to her.

Still, it’s a little scary hearing her scathing talk and wondering what other radical new attitudes and appetites her years at college have unleashed in her. As unbearably horny as I am, and desperate to finally have sex with this icon of aggressive femininity, even being increasingly drunk isn’t enough to give me the courage to make the first move on her. As weak and insecure as the stereotypical male she constantly derides, I slump quietly against her, clutched in her one-armed embrace and quietly waiting to follow whatever lead she takes. Then finally the movie ends, and the evening’s real entertainment gets underway.

Ripley slays the monster, adopts the child fate has placed in her care, and the credits roll. My erstwhile babysitter squeezes me even tighter against her soft warm side then, and sighs with exquisite satisfaction.

“That was so spectacular. That movie never fails to fire me up. Thank you for the invitation tonight, ny, and for having the wherewithal to indulge my rather particular tastes. I’m most pleased with you right now.”

Naturally, my heart soars with this, and I burrow ever deeper into her big warm flank. But then her voice and manner suddenly harden.

“However, that doesn’t mean I’ve forgotten about your absolutely necessary punishment! On the contrary, it just makes me that much more determined and excited about delivering it.

“You know that you were a very bad boy this morning, iel. We absolutely have to relive some old times in response. There is no alternative. So now I’m going to give you a very hard, extended, good old-fashioned bare-assed butt-spanking, just like I used to. Any objections, boy?”

And there it is at last, the key to everything that’s been driving me tonight. In the few brief seconds before I respond, I’m cast back twelve full years into the past to relive those crucially formative times in my mind.




Chapter 2: Déjà Vu

As I’ve indicated, I was six years old when my parents and Jen’s came to the agreement that she would be the one to babysit me. And she lost no time at all in establishing her authority.

First, my parents explained in no uncertain terms that Jennifer was to be in charge while they were out. I was to do whatever she said, and she was authorized to punish any disobedience however she deemed fit. This could range from a denial of privileges to being forced to stand quietly in a corner to even spanking. And yet before punishment ever entered the picture, I was already enraptured by her.

Even at twelve, Jen was a big, strong girl, well on the way to developing her eventual impressive bulk and breasts. I was tiny by comparison. And even though I was utterly asexual at that stage, chemical precursors were surely at work in me. In my just-cohering psyche, this big, beautiful older girl quickly swelled to fill the dominating female role that my own uninterested mother and barely-remembered wet nurses had left vacant.

Within a week, she became the most potent personality in my life. She came into my listless, lonely existence and immediately became its overriding focus. And despite the incredible strictness of her supervision, the quick severity of her punishments, and the eventual sadistic zeal she betrayed in inflicting them, I always remained hopelessly attached to her. In the shortest of intervals, I willingly ceded every iota of control to her.

She determined what we would watch on TV, what and when we would eat, and what games we would play. Right away, she denied me the cartoons I liked, deriding them as ‘baby TV’. Instead we watched soap operas which bored and mystified me yet held her endlessly rapt. No matter. This quickly led to our first instances of discipline. I found myself standing at attention facing into a corner for the duration of every show during which my fidgeting and complaining distracted her.

We had much better luck with nature and animal documentaries, with Westerns and cops-and-robbers dramas: standard TV fare since the media’s inception. After all, what young boy doesn’t love lions and tigers and bears, not to mention gigantic roaring dinosaurs? And all these scenes of vicious animal aggression fired Jen up too, inspiring the first of an increasingly portentous series of games between us.

This was ‘predator and prey’ naturally, and I’m sure I don’t need to tell you who was the lion and who the gazelle, who the wolf and who the sheep, or who the tyrannosaur and who the bleating, defenseless duckbill. Jennifer would give me a head start and then stalk me through the house, both of us on our hands and knees, in a game of hide-and-seek in which no hiding was allowed. Eventually, she would either chase me down or pounce on me from ambush and wrestle me to the ground. Then with much snarling and growling, she would maul me, claw me with her nails, and even playfully bite me here and there. Eventually, she was reduced to just tickling me mercilessly until I was gasping and hiccupping and begging for her to stop.

That was fun enough, in an anxious, submissive kind of way for me and an excitingly dominant one for her. But it only lasted a year or so. Then it was the other two genres that really put us on the path to the future. Soon we were playing – among similar games – first cops and kidnappers and then cowboys and Indians almost every time we were alone together. And, of course, I was always the banker kidnapped by the villain, or the cowboy captured and tortured by the Indians.

The bad guy – or in this case, girl – would surprise me, overpower me, and drag me back to her hideout. There she’d tie me to a chair and threaten much more than just my life as she bargained with and then shot it out with the imaginary surrounding cops. Finally, she would fall, mortally wounded; and, with her last act, crawl across the floor, rear up and shoot me dead where I sat: helplessly bound and gagged and pleading for mercy with my terrified eyes.

This game stirred something new and inexplicably exciting in me. Almost from the minute I was abducted and bound to the chair, my prepubescent penis became and remained remarkably hard. I had no idea why this happened or what it meant; only that it churned my innards in a most exhilarating fashion. And when my captor finally feigned giving me the coup de grace, shooting me in the forehead at point-blank range with a dart-mounted rubber suction cup, I always suffered an involuntary shudder and strange inner twang like the earliest precursor of orgasm.

I didn’t understand this feeling either. But I immediately loved it and quickly came to crave this ultimate experience with an addict’s intensity. And yet as strangely compelling as this wonderful new game was, even it was eventually superseded by cowboys and Indians.

This best game yet was like a combination of all the others that had gone before and then some. To start with, we each had costumes for this one. The past Christmas I had asked for and received a cowboy hat and boots, a sheriff’s star, and gun-belt complete with cap pistols. A red-patterned bandana knotted about my neck then made me a fairly convincing little cowboy.

Better yet, Jen had a feathered headdress left over from an old Halloween costume, and some southwestern-style beads she’d picked up on a recent vacation to the . Then, unbelievable to you as it may seem (remember, we were always wholly unsupervised during these years), all she would wear other than these accessories were moccasins, an old, threadbare and outgrown camo-patterned bikini top, and a makeshift loincloth fashioned from a length of rope and a wide strip of dark green fabric. Add in some alternating stripes of red and pink lipstick on her cheeks to simulate war paint, and she made the most beautiful and fearsome Indian ever.

While she was getting ready, I would sit at my imaginary lonely campfire. Constantly looking over my shoulders in breathless anxiety and anticipation, I listened fearfully for the slightest betraying rustle. And yet, despite my absolutely paranoid vigilance, this cruel, nearly naked Indian brave (or bravette) would invariable catch me unawares. Sneaking up and leaping startlingly upon me from behind, she’d knock my hat off, wrestle me down, and quickly overpower me. Taking away my guns, she’d hogtie me up ankles-to-wrists on the spot. Then she would gag me with my own bandana and gloat over me for a while, tickling me mercilessly and pinching me all over my body before dragging me to one of the big living room’s central supporting pillars – the one with the heating grate at its base.

There she would release me only to quickly tie me up even tighter than before. Standing me upright against that simulated wooden stake and right atop the heating grate, she would bind my hands behind it and then wrap long ropes redundantly about me, securing me to that foot-thick pillar at the ankles, knees, waist, and throat. After that she would twist my ears, pull my hair, and slap my face repeatedly. Garbling through my gag, I would beg her piteously for mercy, and for the cavalry to arrive and rescue me, but as in all of our games, the bad guy (girl) would always win. Jen would torment me endlessly like this before finally closing every heating grate in that part of the house except the one just beneath me. Piling firewood all around my feet, she’d pretend to burn me at the stake then by turning the thermostat all the way up.

Ever hotter air rose around me until I was absolutely baking: pouring out rivers of sweat and gasping for breath. Yet, despite this torture, I would always revel in my constant, incomprehensible erections from start to finish. And my physiological arousal always built and built and built and finally peaked as I struggled with my bonds and writhed in pain at my very real torment, and then in only half-imagined unsurpassed agony, as I was slowly sacrificed to my pitiless captor’s heathen gods.

Watching through a wavering heat-haze as Jen would shake her fists and whoop with triumph, shoot my guns in the air, prance and dance around me in an endless circle, clap her hand rhythmically over her mouth, and ululate wildly in celebration as I was being cruelly cooked alive was an even more compelling prepubescent apotheosis for me than being shot in the head by my villainous kidnapper. Eventually, I was begging her to play this game with me every day, despite the slaps, ear-twists, cruelly tight ropes, and ever more torturous heat.

For a year or two, she was only too happy to oblige, and we even developed several other similar games. But then as more time passed, we gradually did away with all of these fantasy trappings and, eventually, all of our various games became distilled down into one elemental one: the tie-up game.

This was much better for both of us. Jen was getting older, a freshman in high school, and no longer much interested in childish fantasies. Not only that, but she wanted to be relieved of her responsibilities as much as possible in order to watch her soaps, do her homework, or gossip with her friends on the phone. And as I approached puberty, the erotic signals my body sent me at being put into bondage continually grew stronger. I no longer needed make-believe scenarios to get excited about being tied up. After a while, as soon as my parents were five minutes out the door, Jen would pull a bunch of ropes and belts and a heavy cloth gag and blindfold out of her book-bag. She would drag me to the most distant basement closet and order me to assume whatever ridiculously submissive position she currently happened to fancy.

I was only too willing to comply. Then she would bind me up so tightly that not even an entire afternoon and/or evening of wild struggling could loosen my bonds in the slightest. After that, she would torment me for as long as this held her interest then lock me in, wedge a chair under the doorknob, turn off the lights, and leave me helpless there for the duration of her shift. That left her free to earn her easy pay undisturbed while I writhed like mad and rolled around on the cold concrete floor in the dark, crushing my urgent, inexplicable erection underneath me and wallowing in those complex, endlessly compelling sensations that my young brain couldn’t begin to comprehend, yet my developing body couldn’t help but send.

All this was portentous and instrumental enough in shaping the future me. But, simultaneously, Jen was also quickly developing an additionally greedy taste for physically disciplining me.

Perhaps it was the sadistic nature of the Indian game that truly fed this. But, in any case, within a year of becoming my babysitter, she discarded the unsatisfying expedient of making me stand ashamed in the corner when bad. Spanking me was to prove a much more rewarding form of punishment, a fact that became obvious the first time she chose to implement it.

***

This occasion arose ironically – or perhaps predictably – enough during one of our early cops and kidnappers games. I was bound to the chair and gagged, struggling deliciously, while Jen sat straddling me, breathing into my ear all the terrible things she was going to do to me if the ransom wasn’t met.

“First, I’ll cut off all your fingers and toes, your ears and nose. I’ll cut out your tongue and gouge out your eyes. I’ll break your arms and legs. I’ll pour boiling oil and acid on you. I’ll…”

Suddenly the telephone rang. I prayed that Jen would ignore it; but, instead, she jerked me rudely out of our oh-so exciting fantasy.

“That must be Trisha! She said she had a date tonight with Rodney Cooper, that incredibly hot high school guy. I told her to call me here and tell me all about it as soon as she got home.”

And with that, my captor leaped off and abandoned me, sprinting out of the room for the nearest extension.

Left alone and denied in mid-fix, I slumped in my bonds, whimpering into my gag. For the next twenty minutes or so, I waited in desperate hope for the resumption of our game. Yet the rapid rise and fall of the dimly-heard conversation going on in the next room showed no sign of winding up. At last, my withdrawal sparked rebellion in me. I began applying myself cleverly and diligently to escaping my bonds rather than just frantically and ineffectually.

It took me another ten minutes; but, at last, I worked my hands free. Then it was an easy manner to remove the gag and free the rest of me. Still more than a little piqued at Jen’s prolonged absence, I left the chair by the window and moved to the TV.

I quickly found some cartoons, and with the short attention span of a seven year-old, I was soon absorbed. After five minutes, I’d forgotten all about my big, intimidating babysitter and our exciting, interrupted game. That couldn’t last, of course. Suddenly, I heard an outraged shriek from behind me.

“How DARE you!”

I spun in chagrin, seeing the meaning of my life glaring at me in unmitigated outrage.

“How DARE you escape from me? Who do you think you are, prisoner? You are my property! You belong to me every second of your life that your parents are out! You do what I say always, and you stay put wherever I place you until I come back to reclaim you, just like a temporarily discarded toy!”

Her blue eyes glared, her face was flushed, and her blooming chest heaved with uncontrollable anger. Seeing her so overwrought, I wilted in fear and shame. And yet, once again, my little penis began twitching. Swamped in conflicting sensations and emotions, all I could do was cower and goggle up at her.

“Well!” Jennifer snarled. “I think it’s finally time for you to get a spanking! You have certainly earned one with this little stunt!”

She strode across the room, seized me by the ear, and hauled me to my feet. I cried out at this, but I couldn’t resist as she dragged me back to the hard wooden chair I’d lately escaped from. But this time, she sat down in it. Then, for the first time ever, she ripped open my pants and yanked them down to my ankles, along with my underwear.

“Lay over my lap now! I’m going to spank the skin right off your ass! That’ll teach you to disobey me!”

Somehow I overcame my trepidation and did as instructed.

I’d never been spanked before, not even by my parents, who rarely noticed me at all. But as my face hung down toward the ground, it flushed red-hot. Excitement swelled unbidden in me as Jennifer grimly warned me.

“This is going to hurt like hell, iel. But maybe it will show you once and for all who’s in charge around here!”

Then for the first of thousands of eventual times, her heavy arm swung and her big strong hand smacked hard against my bare, quivering little ass.

I barely bit back a cry. It hurt all right! But there was also something compelling about the pain, something unwanted, and yet inexplicably necessary. Jen spanked me again and again and again; and, squirming in her lap, I found myself overwhelmed by a need for something I knew not what. Soon my moans and whimpers had more to do with this feeling than even the ever-climbing pain in my bottom. And young and naïve though I was, I soon perceived an element of enjoyment in Jen, something that went well beyond the satisfaction of just imposing justice.

After that she began leaping at every opportunity to spank me. Not only that, but our games quickly became ever more sadistic, culminating in the torturous yet helplessly compelling cowboy fantasy I’ve already described. And as for me, I gradually became so addicted to laying across Jen’s lap that I began purposely misbehaving, giving her every excuse I could find to pull down my pants, put me across her thighs, and spank me – as she did regularly until I was twelve years old, and she finally left me for the soon-to-be-revealed mysteries of higher education.

***

“Well, iel?”

Eleven years and five seconds later, I’m yanked back to the present by my gorgeous former babysitter in her now entirely predictable new persona. I blink up at her as she crushes me to her huge, leather-clad body, glaring down at me with an impatience and barely controlled zeal that has my already rock-hard cock pulsing madly in its confinement.

“Don’t you agree that you were a very naughty boy for spying on me today and for buying who knows how much disgusting pornography to jerk off to all these years? Don’t you think you need to be severely punished for all of this?”

Of course, as Susan Sarandon says in Bull Durham, guys will put up with anything if they think it’s foreplay. But, after this flood of recollection, I don’t even need this excuse. Somehow, in my terrible loneliness, I’d put the truly depraved extent of our former relationship almost entirely out of mind the last few years. All these memories now crashing in are incredibly arousing and yet scary as hell.

Do I really want to go there again? And do I actually have a choice? My painfully hard and pulsing prick says that I do and don’t respectively. Conquered again, and this time as a legally recognized adult, I eagerly if uneasily submit to my former and soon to be forever owner.

“Yes, Jennifer. I was a very bad boy this morning. I definitely should have closed the shutters as soon as I realized it was you over there and that you were naked. Spying on you, and treating you like some kind of pornographic sex object, was inexcusable. I deserve to be spanked now as never before.”

“Yes, you do!” affirmed Jennifer. “And I will amply punish you for that first felony immediately. Later, I will also most appropriately and permanently punish you for jerking off, and for every time you’ve done so before and I wasn’t around to catch you at it. But first, we are finally going to relive some wonderfully exciting old times: the bare beginning of our new relationship. Stand up here in front of me!”

Tremulously, I obey her. And right away she rips open my pants and yanks both them and my briefs all the way down around my ankles, just as she used to. But then my erstwhile babysitter finally reveals real evidence of her recent extreme education.

Instead of just bending me over her lap like before, she first positions me properly and then bends my cock all the way down until it points straight at the floor. Then, when she folds me over her leathery lap, my erection is excruciatingly back-bent.

Still, in this unnatural configuration, it throbs and burns like never before, and if the pain is magnified alarmingly, then the masochistic pleasure I take in this renewed acquaintance is enhanced even more. I’m keening with need even before she delivers the first of surely another ten thousand or so future spanks.

And then that first one falls: a stinging smack against my ass that is all nostalgia. The pain and shame I feel at being punished by my beautiful guardian is as intense as it ever was. Yet, the arousal is now undiluted, no longer a glandular mystery but a most driving delight. I moan happily at this long overdue re-acquaintance and squirm deliciously as the spanks smack steadily down, a rain of uncounted blows I suddenly want never to end. Soon my entire ass burns with pain, and my face flushed with a most compelling shame, as my former babysitter begins to harangue me as she punishes me in another eerie echo of yesteryear.

“Who’s in charge here, boy? Who has total authority over you? Who is your superior? I am! I am your superior in every imaginable way! I am older than you, smarter than you, and far more educated than you! I’m much bigger than you, much stronger than you, much better-looking than you, and far more sexually desirable. I am everything a human being should be, and you are nothing! Less than nothing! So, from now on, you will always obey me instantly and absolutely, just as you did as a child! In fact, you’re still a child compared to me, and you always will be! So get used to this again, you naughty little boy! I still own you body and soul, and it’s my right, my privilege, and above all, my duty, to punish you whenever I see fit!”

She goes on in this fashion, spanking me ever harder; and, despite my runaway arousal, the connected pain and shame eventually have me sobbing like the worshipful little boy I’ve suddenly reverted to. Only then does Jen at last cease beating me.

“All right, that’s enough. Stand up.”

Painfully I rise, still crying, and stand before her staring shamefully at the floor.

“Stop sniveling! That’s what you get for being a dirty little boy. And stop rubbing your bottom. Let the pain recede on its own.”

Again I obey and try to cross my hands in front of me. Immediately Jen slaps them away, exposing my still urgently upright measly three (if that) inches. She seizes this, easily wrapping the entirety of my erection in her hand, and starts slowly, firmly pulling on it.

“Look at you! You’re crying, but you’re still as big and hard as a pathetic little shit like you can get. You loved that, just like you did in the old days. Didn’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I mumble.

“I suppose you’ll begin purposefully misbehaving again too. Don’t think I didn’t know all about that! You’re just lucky I love dishing it out as much as you love taking it. Well all right then. Either way, the ass-beating is just beginning. But now it’s over with for tonight. Take off all your clothes and get in bed.”

Finally! My heart soars at this, and I race to comply. But instead of following suit, Jennifer merely withdraws a pair of shiny steel handcuffs from her bag and follows me. Once I’m lying on my back in bed, she leans over and takes my entire prick into her mouth as easily as she did her hand.

She sucks hard on me, and my fantastic ecstasy at this first-ever experience is boundless. Her tongue tickles that oh-so sensitive underside, and then she bobs up and down, professionally fellating me until I’m gasping and groaning, clutching handfuls of satin sheet and hovering on the bare verge of ejaculating. Then she abruptly stops and orders me to roll over.

Mystified and cruelly denied, I comply. Straightaway she pulls my arms around behind my back and cuffs my wrist together.

“There!” she declares. “Your punishment for masturbating starts right now. You will never touch yourself again unless I allow it. These cuffs should keep you from indulging in any more filthy, forbidden activities. And as I recall, you used to beg me to put you in bondage. You enjoyed that even more than being beaten! So enjoy it now!”

What? I can’t believe this! She’s right, of course. But…but…

“But aren’t we going to have sex?” I hear myself whine. “Aren’t you going to ‘relieve me of my virginity’?”

“Hell no!” Jen scoffs at this. “Leastwise not tonight. No, there will be no sex for you, you dirty little boy. Instead, you’re going to lie here helpless all night and remember what used to happen to you when you really got dirty. I’ll be back for you tomorrow afternoon. You can make me dinner so start planning recipes. After all, how many times did I cook for you? Then later, we’ll relive some more old times. Until then, goodbye.”

I still can’t believe this! And yet, without another word, she turns her back on me and marches out the door, leaving me handcuffed, naked, amazingly erect, and incredibly horny. My raging-hot cock is still cool and wet with her saliva, still tingling with the aftermath of sensations as heavenly as they were unprecedented.

Groaning with dismay, I begin squirming desperately against that slick satin sheet, rubbing my demanding erection as fervently against that soft warm waterbed as I ever did the cold concrete floor of the basement closet. Nothing can relieve my need however. Eventually, I even manage to straddle a big soft feather pillow; to lie atop it and hump like mad, pumping my hips and sliding my cock against it while trying to imagine the slippery satin cover and delightfully yielding insides are really Jennifer’s cruelly denied vagina. Yet, not even this is enough to get me off, and at last I collapse in exhaustion, weeping in frustration, and feeling that tortured organ burn and throb like never before.

For the rest of the night, I writhe and struggle fruitlessly, rattling my shackles and re-acquainting myself with the perverse thrill of bondage. But now that I’m an adult, I finally realize what incomprehensible apotheosis my prepubescent body was endlessly striving toward in those days. And knowing this, and knowing the impossibility of achieving it while bound, turns all of that former yearning and craving into ever more maddening frustration. For hours unending, I struggle and weep, rubbing my cock on the sheet and humping that big slick soft pillow like an alcoholic worrying at an un-open-able whiskey bottle. It’s not until dawn is breaking that I finally exhaust myself enough to remember Jennifer’s final order.

What did happen when I used to really get dirty? Soon enough, I understand. And again the floodgates of memory are flung open.




Chapter 3: Bathed and Enslaved

What she meant, of course, was to remind me of the consequences of literally getting dirty, rather than figuratively. And really, what little boy can help but get dirty? It’s their very nature.

In our later years, I was always getting dirty. Whether from streaming rivers of sweat during my fiery execution or rolling around bound on a dirty basement floor, I was rarely in a condition to be slipped between clean sheets at the end of the day. But that very first brush with dirt came about in an almost-entirely innocent fashion.

It was shortly after that first most-momentous spanking, perhaps a couple weeks later. It was after dinner but a few hours before my bedtime, and I wanted to play cops and kidnappers. Jen, however, had math homework to do. Of course, she could have just tied me up and left me, but she hadn’t yet conceived of that expedient. Instead, she ordered me to go play outside but to make sure I didn’t get dirty.

Again I’d been denied my fix. Piqued at Jennifer for refusing to play with me, and secretly hoping to get spanked again, I made sure to get dirty in spite of her orders. I went straight to the sandbox and started digging. Before long, I’d dug through the sand and down into the dirt underneath. I drew a bucket of water from the spigot, and just like that, I had all the ingredients necessary for a first-rate batch of mud-pies.

In short order, I resembled a mud-pie myself. And by the time Jen came outside to collect me, I was absolutely filthy. I can still hear her outraged shriek.

“How DARE you!”

So far so good. It was the same thing she’d yelled before spanking me; indeed, the same thing she screamed whenever I crossed her. And although I’d purposely brought this scene about, I couldn’t help but be terrified by the sight of my big bad babysitter seething with rage and bearing down on me.

“Didn’t I tell you not to get dirty? Didn’t I? Look at you! You’re mud and sand from head to toe! I know your parents never pay attention to you, but there’s no way I can put you to bed like this! Oh, you are a very, very, VERY bad boy! You are definitely in for it now! Get in here!”

Again Jen grabbed me by the ear, hauled me to my feet, and dragged me squealing inside. First, she took me to the utility room and the washing machine.

“Strip, you filthy little shit! Right down to your grubby, ugly skin. Now I have to wash your clothes too!”

What choice did I have? Soon I was not just bottom-less before this icon but utterly nude. Flushed a deep, humiliating red, I stood there and fidgeted while Jen bundled my clothes into the washer, added soap, and started the cycle. Then she hauled me after her to the bathroom and ordered me into the tub.

“Get in there, iel!”

“But…but aren’t you going to fill it?”

“Just so you can turn the water to mud? No way, boy – not yet. And don’t you dare question me. I’ve had it up to here with you already. From now on, you keep your mouth shut unless I ask you a question. Now get in that fucking tub!”

That particular expletive was still a novelty to me, and its use, more than anything else, cowed me. Humbly I climbed into the tub. Then Jen turned on the water, tuned it to hot, and switched it to shoot through the hand-held showerhead in a needling spray.

Starting at the top of my head, she directed this at me full force, sluicing the mud and sand off my body. This was quite painful for me, particularly when directed at my face or other sensitive areas. But then finally she sprayed out the tub, rinsing the last bit of muck down the drain, and put in the stopper. Only then did she draw a proper piping-hot bath and order me to sink down into it.

What followed was yet another inexplicably exciting prepubescent experience.

I’d been bathed before, of course. My parents had employed a wet nurse from the time of my birth, and even now, they had old Mrs. Hanson come in every morning to get me washed and dressed and up for the day. But this was very different.

Vera Hanson was elderly and barely sapient. Jennifer Johnson was thirteen, beautiful, and with breasts that already strained the fabric of her T-shirts. Add in the fact that this particular T-shirt was already quite wet from the showerhead’s back-splatter, and my seven year-old mind was seriously bamboozled. The sight of those heaving globes and protuberant nipples only barely concealed by filmy wet fabric was yet another amazingly powerful, prepubescent, way-too-early erotic stimulus for me to handle. Then she soaped up a washcloth and started roughly scrubbing away at every square inch of me.

This was beyond just pleasurable. It was a little bit painful and incredibly shameful as well. But being bathed by Jen pushed yet another whole series of irresistible buttons inside of my childish psyche. Yet, like the spankings – and oh boy, did my wet, naked ass get a fierce one after that – this first bath would only set a precedent that would be repeated endlessly for the next five years, ineradicably inculcating in me a need that only she could relieve. Jen bathed me and beat me more times than I can count throughout my childhood. And despite the pain and shame, I quickly came to crave both, compelled by hormonal impulses I couldn’t come close to understanding – and which I would be forever helpless to resist.

***

Suddenly, I wake up, surprised to find I’ve slept at all.

It’s one-oh-five in the afternoon. My last memories are of poorly remembered dreams of my childhood. And is it any wonder that I awake with an erection? I groan and roll off the pillow I still straddle, freeing my hard-on to pulse with renewed urgency. Then more recent memories rush back to occupy my head, and I groan again.

Apparently, I’m back on the merry-go-round.

All the uncontrollable emotions and undeniably arousing sensations of my childhood have returned to reclaim me in the form of my now enormous and irrefusable next-door neighbor. And as nostalgic and exciting as all this is, I can’t help but feel that morning-after remorse of an alcoholic just crawling out of the gutter after falling off the wagon. Even worse is the feeling of rattling my handcuffs and knowing that I have no recourse but to plunge headlong back into that oh-so arousing, oh-so compelling, oh-so fearsome and degrading and yet paradoxically fulfilling nightmare.

I wrestle thus with my past, near-certain future, and my bonds for nearly fifteen minutes. Oh how my shoulders ache! But finally other bodily needs take precedence; and, with a huge sigh, I struggle my way out of bed.

I make it to the bathroom where I’m forced to pee sitting down. Then I get in the shower and clumsily manage to turn on the water. Soaping myself or washing my hair is impossible with my hands still cuffed behind me, but I can at least stand under the blast for awhile. After that I shake and drip dry and make my naked way downstairs to the kitchen.

There I find two bowls Jen left out for me. One is full of water and the other holds a pile of snack crackers, a dozen or so thick slices of cheddar cheese and a large bunch of grapes. Gratified at this thoughtfulness, I sit down and use my nose to push off the sheet of plastic wrap covering the food. Then I stick my face in the bowls like a dog and wolf it all down.

After that there’s not much I can do but wander naked around the house, yearning for Jen’s return, and trying to ignore the ever-growing ache in my shoulders. It’s not until late in the afternoon, four-thirty or so, when she finally makes her way across the street and barges uninvited back through my front door.

She is dressed identically to last night: all shiny silver and steel and intimidating black leather. She looms high over me just as before; and, just as before, I’m rendered weak in the knees by her towering beauty and incredibly arousing proximity. Gone in a microsecond are my doubts about the wisdom of resuming our relationship. Immediately I’m as captivated by her as ever before. In fact, I’m suddenly compelled to abase myself even further, and I drop painfully to my knees at her feet. Then I look up at her, towering above me practically to the heavens.

“Thank you so much for coming back to me, Jen. Every second of your absence is a torture to me now.”

Her smile in response if wide and genuine – if a trifle wicked.

“You’re welcome, iel.” She places a subtle extra stress on the second syllable, almost turning my name into the feminine version. But then she brushes past this.

“Did you have a nice night?”

“Yes and no, Ma’am,” I reply. “I couldn’t forget the feel of your mouth on my penis, and I was incredibly, sexually frustrated – especially once I obeyed your orders and recalled all the times you bathed me. I really enjoyed recalling those days. But I’ve been squirming-mad horny even worse for the effort. In any event, I’m absolutely ecstatic to see you again. Will you please free me now and allow me to put on some clothes?”

“Yes and no,” she replies, mimicking my response. “Yes, I will free you now. You can’t make dinner for me all cuffed up. But you may not get dressed. I like seeing your wimpy body naked, and your shrimpy little cock sticking up so outrageously hard. And besides, after dinner, I’m going to bathe you, just like the old days. Clothes will just get in the way. Now take me to the dining room, break out your best bottle of wine, and start making dinner for us! I’m fucking hungry!”

With that, she pulls a key from her scanty leather bra, yanks me to my feet, and spins me around. She unlocks the cuffs, removes them, and then tucks them into her belt.

Freed at last, I swing my aching arms around in wide circles. I’m glad indeed to be able to work some life back into overstressed muscles, joints, and ligaments as I lead the way back into the kitchen. When we reach the dining room, I indicate the appropriate chair at the head of the table.

“Sit please, Jennifer. I’ll get you some wine. Then I’ll put on some music and get started on dinner. I’m incredibly honored to serve you.”

“Yes, you are,” she agrees, taking the indicated seat. Then she opens her handbag and produces a fat home-rolled cigarette which, as she lights up, is revealed to be high-quality marijuana. Not that I bother to confirm this of course – already I’m scuttling off to the wine cellar for the best bottle of red in the house.

I return, open the bottle, and pour two glasses. I program the stereo to randomly flip through the tracks of my four favorite Traffic albums – perfect accompaniment for any dinner. Then, while Jen drinks and smokes and watches me, appreciatively, I set the table, light a pair of candles, and broil strip steaks medium-rare. With sautéed onions and mushrooms, French-fried potatoes and a steamed mix of broccoli and cauliflower for the vegetable, I surely can’t fail. And, of course, I don’t. I’ve always been gifted in the kitchen. The food is excellent (if I say so myself) and the wine exquisite. Jen smiles benignly at me afterwards and then smokes again. And this time she actually shares the reefer with me. Soon we’re both most pleasantly blitzed. Then Jen gives me an eager, evil grin and makes my day – not to mention the rest of my life.

“Okay, ny. Let’s get you in the tub, you dirty little boy. I’m going to lovingly scrub every inch of you. I’m going to build your sexual arousal until you can’t fucking stand it. Then I’m going abandon you all handcuffed and horny again. And tomorrow, I’m going to finally take your virginity. Twenty-four hours from now, you’re going to get the absolute shit fucked out of you for the first time ever.”

Oh my lord, can this even be happening?

You’re damn right it can!

Jen pulls me to the bathroom by my penis. Only this time, it’s the lavish bath off the master bedroom. And this time, I have no doubt about why my cock is so remarkably hard. And then it gets harder still as Jen ushers me into the tub and removes her bra and fingerless gloves.

“I don’t want to get my leathers wet,” she grins, as she pops those big, beautiful breasts out of their restraints.

Obviously, my eyes pop out too, seeing those enormous icons right up close and personal, only a foot or so away from me.

Those huge, sloping ovals, those big pink nipples so hard and erect and incredibly pebbly… For the first time ever, I’m staring at a real pair of breasts in the actual flesh and not through a pair of binoculars or a camera lens. Utterly blown away, I moan in desperate appreciation at the way they dangle down and sway enticingly as she leans over to put in the plug and fill up the tub.

If her aim is truly to arouse me out of my mind, she’s accomplished it already. And, of course, the evening has barely begun. Jennifer quickly submerges my lower half in piping hot water then picks up a washcloth and soaps it up thickly. Then she grinningly begins to bathe me.

She scrubs my shoulders, arms, chest, belly and back. “Maybe someday soon, I’ll let you bathe me. How would you like that, boy?”

“I’d absolutely love it, Jen,” I truthfully respond. “I loved cooking for you; I’m sure I’d love doing anything you wanted in return for the way you cared for me and raised me.”

“Good,” Jen croons, “because I’ve been planning on formally enslaving you. You may have guessed this already, but I got exposed to some wildly exciting concepts at college. I couldn’t help but think of you the entire time. I kept remembering how great it was to own you as a child, to have total control over you, and the thought of owning you again as an adult and combining all of our former fun with all of these even more outrageous ideas had me squirming in my seat. So what do you think, dirty boy? Do you want to officially become my lifelong slave? Do you want to truly belong to me for good? Kneel up now!”

My head spinning at all this, I obey. Then Jen takes that soapy slippery cloth and begins scrubbing my painfully erect penis with it.

The pleasure is so great I almost swoon; and, careless of the consequences, I give up the last shreds of my autonomy with barely a thought.

“Oh, I want that so much, Jennifer! I’ve missed you so badly, and I love you so much; I’d give anything to be the smallest part of your life again!”

“Gooooooood,” she croons again, as she scrubs and scrubs at the pulsing head of my penis, carefully getting all around and under the rim.

“Because you’re going to give up absolutely everything you have to me. I’m going to take everything from you that you can possibly give. Now stand up tall and spread your legs! You’re still terribly dirty down there…”

I obey, my head still turning, and my guts still squirming at this commitment I’ve so blithely made. Still my cock is a quarter-foot spike of excitement as my owner again soaps up and then thoroughly washes my balls, between my legs, and every little crack and crevice from the base of my penis to the top of my buttocks.

She pays particular attention to my anus, scrubbing repetitively away at it and even forcing a terryclothed finger into it until I’m on the verge of daring to complain to her. But before I can muster the courage for this, she finally quits. Then she takes the hand-held showerhead, rinses the washcloth, and sprays all the accumulated soap from my body.

Just as before, she delights in directing that needling spray against my genitals and even against my defensively puckering anus. Also just as before, her chest catches a lot of back-spatter until those amazing breasts are bejeweled with water droplets, and trickling, sparkling rills dribble wonderfully off of their big erect nipples. Unfortunately then Eros recedes temporarily, as Jen finally washes and rinses off my face and hair.

She combs my hair out and supervises me brushing my teeth and using the toilet. Then, once again, she cuffs my hands behind me and uses my now ever-present erection to pull me to the bed. She installs me there and laughs at my obvious disappointment as she dons her leather bra.

“Don’t worry, boy. You’re going to see a lot more of me tonight. But first we have some unfinished business to see to. After all, no bath is complete without the ass-beating afterwards. And I think you’ve outgrown just my hand. I think it’s time I used your very best belt to strap you silly!”

How can I possibly describe my reaction?

She was right yet again. Never had a bath concluded without a spanking. Yet Jen swore to up the ante even more. In spite of all her torments, I’d never experienced any beating worse than a spanking. But now, as my older and now eternal owner goes to my closet and sorts through my belts, I have no choice but to prepare myself for one. After all, I’m not going anywhere, am I? And as I’ve just pledged my entire life to my former babysitter, I’d damn well better get used to satisfying her every whim. Hadn’t I?

No shit I had. And so as Jen finally chooses my finest belt, doubles it up, and satisfyingly cracks its supple length between her fists a few times, I brace myself for what’s coming. She climbs onto the bed with me, causing me to bob up and down a bit on that supposedly wave-less mattress, and takes up position next to me.

“Here we go, you bad, bad, naughty little creature. Your babysitter’s going to strap your ass black and blue now…”

And, of course, she does. The first crack of that leather strap across my ass causes me to cry out uncontrollably. The pain of the belt is worse than her hand by at least an order of magnitude. And nothing can stop those blows from coming. They rain down on my welcoming behind like constant thunderclaps.

At first, my submissive squirming feeds my arousal. I’m able to worm my erection against the bed and milk the unprecedentedly intense experience for all it’s worth. But soon, the agony exceeds my decade-old greed for discipline, and as I sob and bleat like a sissy, my cock pulls back in shriveled chagrin. Finally, when I’m weeping uncontrollably and blubbering incoherently for mercy, Jen stops beating me at last and runs an appreciative hand over my ass.

“Yeah, baby! That’s what I call a fucking butt-beating! No slave’s ass should ever be anything but swollen and bruised and hurting like hell – that’s my divine opinion. But you’ve suffered enough for tonight. I’ve got a special surprise for you now – something to keep you fully occupied until I finally take your pathetic virginity. It should also properly prime you for that first-ever, fundamentally formative experience…”

She giggles with some creepily private glee. Then she returns to tonight’s agenda.

“You are just so cute when you’re sexually frustrated! And the way you goggle at my body every chance you get has convinced me that this is the best way to maddeningly stoke your impotent lust until at last I decide to supersede it…”

She climbs off the bed, retrieves her handbag, and withdraws a DVD. Her voice quickens with excitement as she moves to the entertainment center, inserts it, and begins programming the system.

“There’s no way you could know this, of course. But lately, I’ve become a huge fan of home movies. And thanks to modern technology – digital cameras, computers, and DVD burners, for a start – I’ve quickly created an impressive archive. I even have a website where I share and sell them. This three-and-a-half hour disc (which I’m putting on continuous play) should surely exceed all of your most worshipful dreams of me. In fact, I’m positive it will drive you completely out of your mind!”

Jen chuckles fiendishly. Then she turns to me one last time before hitting ‘play’.

“Tomorrow, I promise, I will relieve you of your ridiculous virginity. But only on my terms. I want you to cross the street and present yourself on my doorstep at precisely You will come just as you are now: handcuffed, naked, urgently erect, and desperately horny. Is that understood, slave?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I reply, a bit surprised to find that despite my recent ordeal and still-flaming buttocks, I am once again urgently erect and desperately horny.

“Good. I’ll leave food for you again. So eat before you come over. We’re going to be far too busy fucking all afternoon, evening, and night to be bothered with eating!”

“Yes, Ma’am!” I eagerly respond, so madly excited by this prospect that I can’t even consider anything else.

“Good,” she breathes at me again. She pushes the PLAY button, and then comes back to me and actually kisses me on the cheek.

“Enjoy the show, -yell. I’ll see you tomorrow.” And with that, she leaves me. But then suddenly she reappears in the form of a high-definition image on my top-of-the-line plasma screen TV. Straightaway my jaw drops open in unaffected admiration – not to mention quadrupled arousal.

Jen is standing in front of a king-sized bed in what appears to be a motel room. She’s dressed in lacy black lingerie that goes splendidly with her raven hair and creamy skin. Smiling beguilingly at the camera, she appears to be making direct eye contact with me as she slowly strips it off.

First, she releases her garters. Then she teasingly removes her stockings and slides the belt down and off. She stretches back, thrusting out her immense chest as she reaches behind to pop free the clasp on her bra. Then she lets it fall, exposing those oh-so magnificent mammaries. Still smiling sensuously at me, she hefts and caresses them, lifting them up, pushing them together, tweaking the nipples up hard and even ducking her head to lick them one after the other. Then as she leans forward to work her panties gradually down and off, those huge udders hang down and sway around in the most maddening manner imaginable. Immediately, I’m pulsing urgently and panting heavily. And the show is just starting.

Jen moves onto the bed where she is surrounded by sexual accessories.

First, she picks up a bottle of baby oil and begins rubbing it into her skin until she’s all slickened up and gleaming beautifully. Then, for an hour or more, she masturbates using first her fingers, then a vibrator, a dildo, the vibrator and dildo together, and an ever-widening variety of other toys. Naturally, I’m humping a pillow frantically almost the entire time so aroused by this display that I feel I’ll go mad if I can’t ejaculate. But just like last night, I find it impossible. And then Jen’s home movie gets even better, making my need and frustration so much worse.

Suddenly, another naked woman enters the picture, this one a slender, stunning redhead with strawberry hair even longer than Jennifer’s. Her breasts are admittedly tiny, and yet they go perfectly with her spare, willowy frame. She joins Jen on the bed, and immediately they begin soul-kissing ardently, bringing a genuine passion to the act so often missing between paid performers in porno flicks.

So my beautiful babysitter is bisexual – surprise! For some reason that thought is desperately arousing to me despite the hot jealousy I feel at watching her make love with someone else. And make love they do, for the next two hours and more. They kiss and play and suckle each others’ breasts; they eat each other out in an incredible sixty-nine, use all the gathered toys on each other and, finally, take turns fucking each others’ brains out with a strap-on dildo. Finally, after they each have innumerable orgasms, they push the toys onto the floor, cuddle up together, and after a few last minutes of kissing and caressing, they fall asleep in each others’ arms.

The DVD ends. Groaning with exhaustion and frustration, I slump atop the pillow I’m straddling. And then, of course, it starts right up again at the beginning. Jennifer smiles beguiling at me and begins to slowly strip off her smashing black lingerie.

This is just too much. And yet there’s nothing I can do about it. Jen’s put the remote control way up on top of the entertainment center. Even if I could work it with my hands behind me, there’s no way I can reach it. I try to ignore the movie and sleep, but the demands of the screen and soundtrack are impossible to resist. Twice more I watch the entire DVD, alternately squirming and humping madly atop the pillow and weeping in an insane excess of frustrated arousal. It’s not until dawn that I finally tear myself away, climb out of bed, and move downstairs to the living room sofa. There I manage at least five or six hours of sleep despite being plagued by dreams replaying yet again the wonders I’ve just been privileged to witness.




Chapter 4: Virgin No More

And so I awake: erect once again with that fabled ‘morning wood’. Moaning in a now entirely familiar mix of need and denial, I squirm around on the couch, rubbing off on the rough cushions and making it all so much worse. But, at last, I regain control and struggle upright. I hit the downstairs bathroom, skipping the shower this time. I was well and thoroughly bathed last night. Then I head for the kitchen.

This time my dish contains cut-up chunks of leftover chicken breast, more crackers and cheese, and a neatly peeled and sectioned navel orange. The other bowl is half full of apple juice.

My new owner is taking good care of me. I empty the bowls; and then, almost against my will, I find myself compelled to mount the stairs and return to the master bedroom. The DVD is still running in continuous play, and the two loveliest ladies I have ever seen are currently building up toward yet one more simultaneous orgasm. Jennifer is propped above her leggy lover, her hips and breasts practically blurs of motion as she pounds her strap-on down into that welcoming vagina.

“Come on, Nikki, take it!” she exhorts. “Take it, take it, take it! Take my big hard cock, you greedy little slut!”

“Oh, yes, Jenny, give it to me, give it to me, give it to me, give it to me hard hard hard hard HARD! Fuck my hungry cunt, you big bad domineering bitch!”

It goes on and on like this, and I have no choice but to take up my position atop the pillow and resume my frustrated humping.

After all, what better way to kill the time between now and ? And really, I’m just following orders. So, for over two and a half hours, I watch my beloved fuck and get fucked (although much more of the former by a wide margin), play with herself and her friend and constantly cast knowing glances toward the camera. Still, despite my frothing-at-the-mouth frenzy as I try madly to ejaculate, I still manage to keep a wary eye on the clock. And when arrives, I finally rise from the bed – urgently erect and insanely horny, just as ordered – and make my naked way out of the house and across the cul-de-sac.

Good thing these expensive lots are exclusive and extensive, and our nearest neighbors are separated from us by half a mile and thick belts of aromatic pine and hemlock. I’m completely unobserved (except perhaps by Jennifer) as I scuttle nude, handcuffed, and outrageously hard between our front doors. Once there, I bend forward and use my nose to push the doorbell.

Elegant chimes sound, and I wait in breathless, erect anticipation of the unprecedented wonders about to commence. Then at last the door opens; and, yet again, my jaw drops likewise. Jennifer Johnson is so just gorgeous that it blows me away every time I see her now.

This afternoon she wears only a short, simple silk robe of royal purple, perfectly befitting such a potentate. Her spiked black collar encircles her neck, her hair is pulled back in a simple ponytail, and diamond studs glitter in her ears. Barefoot, she still looms tall above me, and her piercing eyes regard me imperiously.

“Yes?” she asks coolly.

“I arrive exactly as ordered, Jennifer,” I humbly mumble. “May I come in and offer you my virginity?”

“In a moment. But first we need to get a few things clear. You are my slave now, yes? My personal property for all eternity?”

“Absolutely, Ma’am.”

“Then you will never again use my given name. I am your mistress now, and thus I expect to be respectfully addressed at all times. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I eagerly if meekly agree.

“And you will always obey me immediately, implicitly, and absolutely. Understood, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I reply again, a bit unnerved now by these formalities. But I would swim through fire or walk on lava for this goddess, and so my submission is without stint. At last, she smiles and relents.

“Good. Now get your wimpy ass in here and follow me. I can’t wait to fuck your fucking brains out.”

Heart pounding at this prospect, I eagerly obey. Once inside, Jen unlocks my handcuffs and tosses them aside. Then once again I swing my arms in relieved arcs as I pad naked after her through that lavish mansion. Eventually, we arrive at her own master suite which she has obviously redecorated since inheriting the place. I can only describe the décor as wealthy modern dungeon.

An enormous fireplace large enough to roast a steer dominates one whole wall. A similarly enormous four-poster bed dominates another. Steel shackles dangle from each post, and a magnifying mirror is bolted to the ceiling above. The wallpaper is a somber gray patterned to simulate stone blocks, and the lamps are made to look like bracket-mounted torches. Closet doors are also cunningly disguised to imitate thick, riveted steel, and although thick and plush underfoot, the rug is a matching concrete gray.

While I goggle at all this, Jen discreetly taps buttons at the door behind me. Then she turns and gives me a shove toward the bed.

“Get in bed and prepare yourself. I need to slip into something appropriate and indeed necessary for your deflowering. I will join you momentarily.”

As she disappears into a closet, I obey her.

Naked, I climb onto the huge bed and crawl to the center. Then I lie back, slowly stroking my impossibly turgid cock. What did she mean: necessary? And isn’t ‘deflowering’ the term you use to describe taking a girl’s virginity? How the hell does it apply to a guy like me? But then suddenly, the closet door crashes open, and Mistress emerges. And everything becomes horrifyingly clear.

She’s nude now except for a few oh-so telling accessories.

Of course, her neck is still circled by that menacing collar, and her buffed-up biceps still sport its brothers. But limitlessly appalling to my naïve young mind is the strap-on dildo she now wears.

While not as big as the one she was using on Nikki in the DVD (in fact its slim six inches seems more incongruous on her hulking form in its wimpy size than even its mere existence), its presence alone is enough to inspire mad panic and denial in me. Relishing my reaction, Mistress gleams with unholy glee. Her runaway excitement shivers in her voice as she challenges me.

“Are you ready to finally get fucked, you sissy little slut?”

“Oh, God, no,” I blubber, “Oh no, oh no, I can’t, you can’t, you can’t mean this, this isn’t what we agreed, not like that!”

“Oh, yes like that! Get ready, slut-cunt. Here it comes!”

My legs clamp together like a vise. But Mistress only laughs gloatingly at me, stroking her cock up and down and then moving in.

Sirens go off in my mind (INCOMING, INCOMING) and autonomic impulses take over. I leap from the bed and sprint toward the door, mad fantasies of across-the-street sanctuary compelling me. But once I reach it, Mistress’ barely registered tapping becomes as clear to me as her sadistic intentions.

The door (painted to resemble implacable steel like all the others) has one anachronistic touch: an electronic keypad combination lock, rendering it as impermeable as its simulation. And then Jennifer reaches me as I struggle with the knob.

“Where do you think you’re going, slut?”

She grabs me from behind, manhandles me across the room, and actually picks me up and throws me onto the bed. Ignoring my frightened whimpers and abject begging, she leaps atop me and sets about subduing my frantic thrashing.

This kind of wrestling is no contest at all. Mistress is much stronger and outweighs me by probably seventy pounds. She quickly crushes me under her big, heavy body, scissors my legs with her own, and manacles both of my wrists in one big fist. Her breasts are squashed against my chest, her cock pokes painfully into me, and her brilliant blue eyes glare down in outrage. Her breath comes heavy enough to ruffle my hair but this is clearly more the result of excitement than exertion. Overpowering me was practically effortless for her; and, although I continue to hopelessly writhe and squirm beneath her, this only serves to excite her further.

“How dare you resist me, slave? Your ass will be strapped black and blue for that! I am your Mistress! And as you may have guessed from the DVD last night, six years at an all-female school studying militant feminism have turned me into a hard-core bull dyke lesbian. This is the only way I fuck now. So if you want sex with me, then you have no choice but to play the girly part. You must become the greediest, most effeminate and submissive little butt-slut in the universe, my tasty new young bitch!”

Horrified even more by this tirade, I redouble my efforts to escape. And still, I can’t help but be madly aroused by the huge, smothering strength and weight imprisoning me. This was the evocative old game of predator and prey carried to a previously unimaginable extreme. As cruelly perceptive as ever, Jen has no trouble recognizing this conflict, and she leaps to exploit it.

“Look at you!” she snarls. “Your mouth keeps whimpering no, but your puny yet impossibly hard erection says otherwise. You’re crying like a baby, but I can feel your heart absolutely racing. Give it up already! Give in to your arousal, your need to please me and accept the inevitable. You are going to take my cock tonight, iel, or should I say, Danielle, tonight and every day and night for the rest of your life. Taking my cock is about to become the overriding purpose of your existence. So quit fighting it and submit! Either way, I’m going to fuck your slutty little sissy-pussy until you can’t get enough of it! Do you want it bone-dry and violent the first time or all slickly-slippery-sexy?”

And with this, my resistance at last crumbles. The alliterative trick ‘slickly-slippery-sexy’ especially gets to me, awakening possibilities for passion where before I could only imagine horror. Finally, of my own free will, I lapse into flaccidity – all except for my still urgent erection. It throbs against Mistress’ body like a second heart, all heat and pulse and power. Seeing my surrender, she begins to nail the coffin-lid on my stunted, barely realized masculinity.

“Good, slave. Are you ready to become my butt-bitch then?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whimper.

“Excellent. I will release you now. And when I do, you will spread your legs out wide and lift ‘em up high! Any other action on your part will increase your eventual punishment for resisting me exponentially.”

She lets me go and climbs off, still staring sternly down. Blushing furiously under that fearsome regard, I do as ordered. Within a second, my legs are spread and lifted high above my head. Mistress wedges a pillow under my kidneys, raising the level of my ass and humiliation simultaneously. Then she produces a tube of lubricant.

First, she slathers that incongruous cock of hers until it gleams. Then she fills her hand again and slathers up my own erection. The pleasure of her strong hand slippery-stroking me up and down after days of simultaneous runaway arousal and implacable denial is overwhelming, and I moan helplessly. But then my moan turns into a grunt and groan of discomfort, as two of those big lubed fingers circle slowly around and then push into my anus, thickly greasing me inside and out. Her withdrawal leaves me feeling suddenly, regrettably empty, yet I immediately suppress this deviance. Then I wait in an agony of humiliation and suspense as she wipes her hand on a towel and then moves into place, kneeling before my most private, personal portal.

“Here we go, ielle!” Her huge breasts are heaving with excitement, and I’m surprised to find my own breath coming short.

“It’s finally time for me to pop your cherry. I hope you enjoy this as much as I’m going to…”

Her strong hands spread my cheeks wide. She aligns herself, and I watch in terrible trepidation as the lifelike head of her dildo makes contact with my fearfully puckered opening.

“Relax, ielle,” she breathes at me, and I try. But then she pushes into me, and I have no choice but to bite my lip, squeeze my eyes shut, and whimper in pain and humiliation as I’m occupied for the very first time.

“Open your eyes, slut!” Mistress suddenly sharply commands. “Watch the shaft of my cock as it slowly sinks into you. Revel in the invasion of each long inch. Feel your latent femininity awake. Let it grow, and grow, swamping your poor, ineffectual, mistaken manhood until it overwhelms you completely. You are no longer iel. You are ielle, a sissy little butt-slut, and you will learn to love and crave my cock more than anything else in the entire world!”

I sincerely doubt that! Nevertheless, I do as ordered and watch as my former babysitter gradually pushes her entire penis into my ass.

The pain is very great and the shame exceedingly so. But that strange emptiness has been assuaged, and my quavering moan quickly becomes curiously confused. Mistress enters me until her crotch is pressed tightly against mine. Then she grinds them together, gouging around inside me and giggling at my conflicted cry.

“Oh yeah, ielle! You’re going to learn to love this! Now brace yourself. Here comes the slut-fucking proper!” And with that, she pulls back until only the head of her hard cock is embedded. Then with a powerful thrust of her muscular butt, she stabs the entire slightly curved, vein-wrapped shaft back up into me.

The agony is immediate, and my cry in response a high-pitched yelp of surprise. And yet, of course, the ordeal is just barely beginning. Mistress immediately repeats the maneuver, again and again, sliding almost all the way out of me and then spearing back in with a swiftly escalating succession of thrusts. Gasping with urgency, she ridicules me fiercely as she revels in my defloration.

“Yeah, baby, yeah! Finally! Finally I’m fucking your slutty butt! You’re my sexy little sissy-bitch now, ielle! Now and forever more! Aren’t you? Do you like it? Do you love it? Is sex with me everything you ever dreamed it would be?”

Helpless to answer for a time, I can only yelp and cry, tears leaking from my eyes as I’m introduced to my punishing new sex life.

The pain of that prick pounding into me is simply too enormous to contend with. But gradually, a new sensation enters my afflicted awareness.

As Mistress’ cock slides smoothly, swiftly in and out of me, it rubs on some hidden little nubbin inside. I don’t know what it could be, but the feeling is strangely compelling. It causes my cock to harden even more and even leak a bit of stickiness. Seeking a distraction from this shameful occurrence, and from the slowly easing pain of my relentless penetration, I raise my gaze from the cock goring into me to the always incredible spectacle of Jennifer’s breasts.

It’s just like in the DVD, only far more immediate.

As she towers over her prey, leans back, and pumps pneumatically with her hips, those fleshy melons bounce up and down on her barrel chest in an absolutely maddening fashion. Only this time, it’s happening less than three feet away and not on some relatively distant TV screen. Oh, how awesome! Despite my intolerably shameful and painful ongoing buggering, this incredible sight only fuels my reluctant arousal. And then, suddenly, Jen makes everything so much more intense.

Without warning, she drops forward, catching herself on sculpted arms propped wide above my head.

Now she has gravity at her command, and her pounding thrusts down into me become ever more powerful. The increased proximity of her incredible body is ever more arousing as well, and the epitome of this is the new configuration of those mind-blowing breasts. Now they dangle pendulously down in huge, u-shaped udders only centimeters from my eyes. Swinging back and forth with her rhythm, they constantly graze my face, driving me absolutely wild. Then Jen drops even lower, from palms and knees to elbows and toes, crushing me under her big heavy body and burying me in that heavenly cleavage. Then as her hips continue to plunge her big prick in and out of me, she somehow manages to twist her torso, slapping my cheeks with her bracketing tits and grinding them against my captive face.

This is, by far, the most arousing experience I’ve ever had. And somehow I dare to raise my hands and press all that gloriously firm, fatty flesh against my face from either side. I can barely breathe like this, but I don’t care. I am truly in sexual heaven, and even the terrible attack on my ass can’t detract from this. In fact, as aroused as I am, I’m even learning to accommodate that. And then as she crushes me down and has her brutal way with me, my new owner and mistress calls me on this.

“Ah yeah, look at you! You definitely love this, ielle. Most men quickly go limp while being butt-fucked. But your puny little penis is still rock hard, and you’re moaning like the greediest little slut-bitch ever! You love being fucked, don’t you?”

“No, Mistress,” I protest, my voice muffled by her breasts. “It’s your boobs turning me on. I’ve never, ever seen any woman’s breasts up close in reality, much less touched them. Now I have my entire face smothered in the most wonderful pair in the universe. It’s the greatest experience of my entire life so far. Taking your cock is the absolute worst!”

“Oh, really?” she sneers down at me. “Well, we’ll just see about that! Let’s try fucking in a different position!”

Abruptly, she pulls out of me, leaving me achingly empty once again.

She climbs off, yanks the pillow out from under me, and orders me to roll over onto it. Tremulously I comply; until, for the third night in a row, I find myself straddling a thick soft feather pillow, my painfully erect penis crushed into its silken plush. The only difference is that this time, I’m not bound – at least at first. But straightaway, Mistress puts paid to that circumstance. She stretches my arms and legs out into a taut X and shackles me thus spread-eagled to the four bedposts. Then she looms over me, chuckling with fiendish glee.

“Now, let’s see you try to deny your arousal!” she gloats. “Now you’re really going to get fucked!”

Once again she lubes up and thrusts deep into me. Only this time, my facedown, butt-up and elevated-ass position allows her to get even deeper than before.

My groan of pain and shame is more eloquent than ever; my emptiness now filled to overflowing. Again Jen leans forward, propping herself on palms braced wide above my head. And again she starts fucking me, slamming in and out of my ass in a relentless rhythm that soon has me grasping the shackling chains and biting a fold of the coverlet in an attempt to contain the emotions and sensations generated. Then somehow, in all this madness, I find that another irresistible turn-on has replaced that of Jen’s incredible breasts.

Once again, I’m humping a pillow, rubbing my desperate erection against it like it was my beloved’s own perfect pussy. Only this time it’s not of my own volition or even by my own power. This time, it’s Mistress’ constant rapid thrusts that push my body rhythmically down against that silken sack of feathers. And for some reason this distinction makes it all the more arousing.

Of course, being subject to Jennifer’s power has always been extremely evocative for me. Whether it’s being wrestled down, tied up, tickled and tormented, spanked and strapped, or whatever, I’ve always been caught up by a keen excitement when suffering in her clutches. Combine this long-standing affinity with that delightful rubbing on that inner nubbin, and the nonstop friction on my crushed erection, and finally I start to helplessly change into the being Mistress wants me to be. From an agonizing insult and outrage that attack on my ass gradually transmogrifies into something I might indeed eventually learn to crave. idly, unwillingly, my back begins to arch, and my hips yearn upward, raising my opening for an even more potent penetration. Immediately Mistress takes advantage of this, escalating the pace and power of her thrusts and simultaneously intensifying my indoctrination.

“That’s right, ielle, revel in it! Lift up and open to me! Learn to love this because it’s the only kind of sex you’re ever going to get.

“School didn’t just turn me into a militant lesbian, you know. I majored in female domination. I’ve learned to worship the goddess and signed on to the struggle to reclaim the planet from the brutish, unworthy, disgusting male sex.

“We superior females will redeem the human race one worthless male at a time. And my contribution starts with you, little boy. You will spend the rest of your entire life not only as my total, willing slave and butt-slut, my aspiring little lesbian, but as a submissive sissy she-male transvestite too. I’m going to spend the next eighteen hours or so fucking this new identity irrevocably into you. So moan and groan for me! Lift up your ass and spread your legs! Let your need and greed for penetration overwhelm you! You will give up your pathetic masculinity and join the winning team tonight. I absolutely guarantee it!”

After that shocking soliloquy, Mistress falls silent, saving her breath for buggering me. All of her considerable energies she pours into her penis then hammering my suddenly hungry ass until I’m sobbing nonstop with a bewildering mix of fear, pain, shame, need, arousal, and hopelessly compelling love for my former babysitter. Despite the horrors she’s just outlined, and the shamefully intimate agony she’s inflicting on me, the overpowering intensity of her proximity is simply too much for me. From my earliest, most formative years, I’ve been imprinted and conditioned to love and obey this iconic female and not even being anally raped by her can change that. My cock remains rock-hard as it rubs against the pillow, and whether I’m in heaven or hell becomes gradually indistinguishable. And, again, the evening is barely beginning.

As Mistress pounds me into oblivion, her first orgasm of the evening finally wracks her. She screams and shakes and hammers harder than ever; and then, at last, she withdraws from me leaving me aching and shaking myself, quivering and sniveling and woefully unfulfilled. She smokes a cigarette and sips at a glass of whiskey. Lounging next to my facedown and still tightly bound body, she idly caresses my upthrust ass, speaking indulgently to me as she regains her energy.

“Ah, that was so great, wasn’t it? I love fucking Nikki, but pounding a pathetic excuse for a man into submission can be so much more rewarding. I’m going to spend the rest of this night; and, indeed my life, ramming my cock in and out of your tight little sissy-pussy, ielle. And if you don’t love it already, you soon will. You simply have no other choice in the matter. You will either learn to love it and crave it or spend eternity in torment. That’s all there is to it. Now, let’s get you fucked into submission again!”

And with that, she repeats the entire physically and emotionally exhausting ordeal. Indeed, true to her word, Mistress spends the entire night fucking my ass again and again and again, methodically eroding my resistance to this kind of sex and experiencing orgasm after orgasm after shrieking, hip-bucking orgasm. And then finally, just as dawn is breaking and she’s slipping so swiftly in and out of me and screaming in the throes of yet another wild climax, the unthinkable finally occurs.

Despite the previous impossibility of this, my own achingly erect cock suddenly spasms as it slides back and forth against that silken pillow. Before I can properly credit it, I’m shooting out semen. All the insane sexual frustration of the past few days boils over at last, emptying my gonads in a convulsive, wrenching orgasm of my own.

There’s no hiding this from Jennifer, of course. My wail of release is unmistakable. And when she at last hammers out every last vestige of our simultaneous climax, she pulls out, rolls off my body, and confronts me.

“You just ejaculated, didn’t you? Soiled my pillow with your stinking male seed! Didn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whimper. “I couldn’t help it.”

“Well!” she declares. “On the one hand, I’m glad you’ve finally, incontrovertibly proved that you love being butt-fucked, you sissy little pussy-girl. But on the other hand, you’ve committed a terrible sin against me and, indeed, all of femininity. You already have a serious strapping coming for trying to resist me earlier, and this felony will only compound that punishment alarmingly. Later today, I’ll make sure you never offend me again. In the meantime, though, let me get my belt, and we’ll get this first bit of unpleasantness (at least for you) out of the way.”

She climbs off the bed and re-enters the closet.

I have a few seconds then to gasp and relax. I realize what’s coming, of course, and even recognize dim portents of doom in the rest of her speech. But by now I’m so out of it I can’t look more than a few seconds ahead into my upsetting future.

I’m about to be strapped across the ass, yes. And it’s going to be the worst whipping I’ve ever experienced, I know. Just let me endure it, maybe even find a way to enjoy it. Then we’ll go on from there…

After less than a minute, Mistress emerges naked from the closet. Her cock is gone, but dangling from her good right hand is an instrument of punishment far more diabolical than anything I’ve ever owned.

It’s a belt now, true enough. But only the most sadistic female dominant ever – or maybe some kind of kinky performance artist – could possibly call it her own. In any case, before my already traumatized ass gets to experience it, my eyes and mind size it up automatically. It is thick black leather and three inches wide. It’s perforated from end to end with a pattern of holes no doubt meant to be stylish, but surely most effective at increasing the speed as it whistles through the air. And augmenting the momentum of every strike (remember: power equals mass times acceleration), is an ungodly amount of metal ornamenting that leather.

Forming an additional intricate pattern are hundreds of rounded steel studs interspersed with dozens of sharp little spikes. Mistress has already threaded the belt’s heavy length through its buckle and pulled it tight, forming a secure loop around her fist. Grinning at my goggling dismay, she returns to the bed and takes up her position next to my reamed out, upthrust butt.

“Are you ready, ielle? I think you’ll find my belt a far more effective instrument of discipline than your own. I also think you’ll be far less likely to resist or offend me ever again after this…” And with that, she brings her powerfully muscled arm around in a vicious arc. Her belt whistles through the air and smacks against my ass in an unprecedented explosion of agony.

Having watched any number of animal documentaries in my time, I’ve often heard it reported that the crushing force of an alligator or crocodile bite is so great that the victim never feels the teeth at all. Later, they find a neat row of holes; but, at the time of the injury, all they can perceive is the overwhelming power of the blunt force trauma. Thus it is for me. I know for a fact that those shiny steel spikes are biting into my already swollen buttocks with each crack of that dangerous strap. And yet all I can feel is the thunderclap explosion of so much mass and velocity impacting upon skin and muscle still wounded from the relatively tame strapping and spanking of the previous nights.

Just as last night, my ass-whipping quickly exceeds my tolerance for and perverted enjoyment of punishment at the hands of beautiful Jennifer. Soon I’m sobbing and wailing again, squirming in my bonds, and begging my imperious owner for mercy. But it’s not until I’ve been strapped a full twenty-five times, and my ass is truly black and blue and dimpled all over with little holes, that Mistress deems my punishment finished.

“All right. I think you’ve finally learned your lesson. Stop your bawling, you whiny little baby!”

She climbs off the bed and disappears for a time while she cleans, lotions, and polishes her belt. Then she returns with a warm wet washcloth and, likewise, cleans my many wounds.

Antiseptic ointment is smeared all over and rubbed into my ass; and, at last, the night’s ‘fun’ seems to be done. Leaving me bound facedown, Jen grabs a pillow and a quilt and snuggles up next to me. She covers us both, drapes an arm and leg over me, and kisses my cheek.

“Sleep well, ielle. We’ve got another big day coming up.”

Within a minute, she’s lost in blissful slumber.

Luxuriating in the warmth of her big, solid body, more in love with her than ever at being wrapped in her embrace, I’m quickly able to dismiss all the pain and portents of our first night together and willingly accept all that’s happening to me. Perhaps, eventually, I’ll even learn to find ‘sex’ as exciting as she obviously does. I sigh enormously; and, a moment later, I’m asleep myself.

***

It seems like seconds later, I’m awake again.

Mistress is leaving me, rising from the bed. Without a word, she enters the bathroom. The door shuts, the tub starts filling, and I sigh with disappointment. I writhe around, rattling my chains and whimpering with frustration. My bondage is no longer arousing. By now, it’s actively maddening. And by the clock on the wall, it’s another hour and half before I’m finally released.

Jennifer enters the bathroom at twelve-twenty p.m. She performs her hygiene, moves to the closet, and dresses in yet another smashing ensemble (an incredibly slinky black dress, high heels, and classy sunglasses) and disappears into the kitchen. It’s almost two in the afternoon when she finally returns with a tray for me.

She sets it down on the bed next to me. There’s a tall glass of orange juice and a thick club sandwich on it. Still without speaking, she goes around and releases my shackles. Then as I roll over, work my arms and legs and rub my wrists and ankles, she finally deigns to fill me in on what she expects today.

“Okay, ielle. I need to go shopping this afternoon and run a few errands. While I’m gone, you may eat and go to the bathroom. Then I want you to bathe. You’ll find I’ve left out scissors, lotion, and a straight razor for you. I want you to shave your legs, groin, and underarms. From now on, you will do this every morning. A good little sissy will always be baby smooth bare for her mistress. And make damn sure you wash your sissy-pussy inside and out as clean as you can. I don’t want you dirtying up my cock, and I can guarantee you won’t want that either!”

With that, she taps in the proper code and leaves, locking me in on the way out.

Apparently, I’m not only her property and soon-to-be she-male, but I’m her prisoner as well. So much change in only a few days! My head is spinning with it all.

My only choice is to just go blindly ahead, accepting everything that comes one step at a time. And so I eat.

The sandwich is indescribably scrumptious. On top of everything else, my jailer has some serious culinary skills. After finishing every last crumb and drop, I heave a sigh and head for the bathroom.

Unlike the bedroom décor, the bathroom is all gleaming modern fixtures. An enormous upraised circular tub is surrounded by multiple mirrors, all of them beveled like the one in the bedroom. Following Jennifer’s orders to the letter, I bathe myself scrupulously and then set about stripping my body of hair.

This task is a bit more trying than I’d expected. It takes nearly an hour and results in multiple scrapes and cuts. But, at last, I’m as clean and bare as any gorgeous owner could demand. After that I clean the bathroom, make the bed, and straighten up the entire area within my reach before at last lying carefully down atop the covers.




Chapter 5: Changed and Caged

My legs, groin and balls feel so curiously erotic shaved smooth the way they are. I can’t help but caress them, feeling my testicles tingle, and my erection throb as I heft and rub and gently squeeze. Still, I’m not mad enough to masturbate, and so the hours pass in torment as I gaze at my bare reflection in the mirror above me and hover in a state of dreadful, suspenseful arousal. And when, at last, I hear Jennifer’s tapping fingers releasing the lock, my hands leap to my sides, my heart kicks up several gears and my erection pulses ever more urgently. The door swings open and there she is: big and beautiful beyond belief, laden with bags and packages and grinning at me most unsettlingly.

“Good afternoon, ielle. I see you’ve obeyed me impeccably – for once. Good. So before we get to the extremely appropriate eternal punishment you’ve earned, I have a couple of rewards for you. First, dinner! And don’t you dare get any crumbs on my bed!”

She tosses me a bag of take-out hamburgers and fries along with a can of soda. While I eagerly rip it open and dig in, she sets the rest of her packages down and once again locks us in. Then she begins to strip.

Famished as I am this naturally detracts from the attention I can pay to my food. Still I remain careful to eat over the wrappers and, as per orders, not a crumb escapes me. But then I nearly choke on the last of my soda as she tears open one of the packages and produces a pair of light blue latex hot pants with a dildo built into the crotch that is considerably larger that the one she used to break me in last night.

She steps into these, pulls them up, and carefully works them into place about her waist. When she’s finished, there isn’t a wrinkle anywhere, and she’s sporting a cock nearly ten inches long and two thick. This big penis is more in proportion to her mythic frame; and, though it looks much sexier on her than the other (matching her eyes and offsetting her hair perfectly in addition to its size), I can’t help but feel a resurgence of last night’s terror at the thought of it bludgeoning its way up into me. But at least I have a further bit of respite before my agonizing education in womanhood resumes. Mistress pulls on a pair of thigh high boots and then busies herself setting up a video camera pointing at the bed – and incidentally, yours truly.

I dump my trash in the nearby wastebasket, and by then, Mistress is ready for me. She grabs another shopping bag and approaches me.

“Sit here, on the edge of the bed.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

This bag contains a pair of large plastic suction cups, each one easily the size of a baseball. She holds one up to my face.

“Lick all around the rim.”

Mystified, I comply. Then once it’s good and wet, she places it over my left breast. A small pump is attached to a valve at the apex; and, with a few quick squeezes, Mistress evacuates the air inside. Now vacuum holds the cup securely to my chest while simultaneously pulling my nipple out painfully erect. This procedure is repeated with my right breast, and then Mistress produces a filmy, frilly pink lace D-cup brassiere. She teaches me how to don this and to secure the clasp behind my back, and then she laughs fiendishly at my squirming humiliation.

“There you go! Your first set of she-male titties!” She tweaks the two valves where they poke through the thin, admirably filled out cups in a credible simulation of big aroused nipples and then drops more horrifying portents.

“We’ll be starting you on an estrogen regimen soon and, if necessary, getting you implants, but these will do for the time being. Now then, let’s get your garters, belt, panties and pumps on. I bet you’re going to make the prettiest little sissy ever!”

In short order my cross-dressing is complete. From the choker about my throat to the four-inch heels pinching my feet, I’m all dolled up in lacy pink lingerie. Only my crotch remains bare with the urgent spike of my erection as telling an indictment of my perversion as can be imagined. Mistress swats it scornfully, bringing a gasp from my lips and an even more furious blush to my cheeks.

“Look at you! I knew you’d make a willing little lesbian. You can’t wait for me to fuck you into submission all night again, can you? Well, you just be patient, my sexy little sissy-pussy. We’ve got other business to attend to first. Just a few more finishing touches here, and then we’ll get to it.”

First, Mistress shapes and polishes my fingernails a matching pink. Then she makes up my face like the most brazen little whore: lipstick, rouge, eyeliner, eye shadow, mascara, etc. Finally, she pulls a long, curly blond wig over my head and applies clip-on earrings. “We’ll get your ears pierced tomorrow,” she remarks off-handedly, “but these will suffice for tonight. Now I want you to go and lie down in the middle of the bed.”

I do so; and then, gazing up at my magnified reflection in the overhead mirror, I’m amazed at what I see. A pretty – if decidedly slutty – young woman is gazing back down at me. The always fine-boned features of my face have been skillfully transformed through make-up to look decidedly feminine with the earrings and that full, lush framing of rich blonde ringlets accentuating the fey, vulnerable look I’ve been given.

My flat little belly and big round breasts are indistinguishable from those of a well-developed teenage debutante, and my slender legs could easily pass for those of a girl as well. Only my narrow, boyish hips and swollen male genitals belie the illusion. Still, as taken aback as I am by my transformation, I can’t help but be madly aroused by it. If it is truly Mistress’ intent to unearth a latent femininity in me – and simultaneously eradicate my always tentative masculinity – then she is already well on her way to success. But then her next order throws me into renewed confusion.

“Now, ielle, I want you to take your puny little penis in hand and masturbate it to climax.” Questioningly, I gaze up at my owner, unsure if I’ve heard her correctly.

“That’s right,” she says. “I’m giving you permission. And while you do it, I want you to alternately watch yourself in the mirror and gaze into the lens of this camera. You will obsess about how sexy and slutty and submissive and utterly feminine you feel, and you will fantasize about enjoying a lifetime of sex as a woman. When you finally climax, you will catch every drop of your ejaculate on this sponge. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I simper, in a breathy little voice. Then, as I’ve been yearning to do all afternoon, I take my painfully hard organ into my hand and start slowly manipulating it. Mistress, meanwhile, goes to the camera, starts it recording, and then narrates an introduction to this, her latest home movie.

“This is ielle. She is my brand new lifelong she-male sissy slave, beginning her last act as a man. See how she caresses her new breasts and shaved bare body as she masturbates. Already she has become so feminine that the contrast between what she was and what she is becoming confuses her. Let us watch then and see how long it takes her to achieve her most fulfilling climax ever…”

Dutifully I masturbate, obeying all of Mistress’ instructions to the letter. In truth, it isn’t difficult at all. Watching myself in the mirror, I indeed feel so sexy, slutty, feminine and submissive that I’m more madly aroused by the second. And when I gaze into the camera eye (and take in naked, smirking, cock-sporting Mistress peripherally), my nearly unbearable humiliation mixes in to make that exceedingly perverse alchemy that I always find so helplessly compelling. Soon my hips are jerking, I’m panting and moaning; and then, when I finally start to fantasize about a lifetime of being tied up, crushed down, having my legs spread wide and Mistress’ penis plunging relentlessly into my most private, secret center, my churning balls suddenly respond to this fantasy just as they did last night to the reality. Less than five minutes into this ultimate exercise in masturbation, I suddenly come to an incredibly convulsive climax. Semen shoots out of me with a force and duration that’s nearly unprecedented. Yet, despite this ecstasy of release, I somehow manage to continue to obey my beloved owner impeccably. My free hand holds the slightly damp sponge to my spitting prick and catches every last clot and drop of my forever unworthy seed. And then when I am at last empty and exhausted and collapse back in panting recovery, I hold that soiled sponge out to Mistress, presenting her with the evidence of my acceptance of her oh-so necessary modifications to me.

But oh, those modifications are apparently still only beginning! Mistress takes the sponge from me and carefully wipes my ejaculate onto the head and first few inches of her cock. Then she positions herself next to the bed and in full view of the camera.

“Good girl,” she grins. “Now roll onto your belly and crawl over here to the edge of the bed.” Only an idiot could fail to realize what’s ‘coming’, and I am no idiot. Ridiculously perverse, submissive, and hopelessly in thrall to my lovely owner I may be, but not stupid. And yet this challenge is so outrageously extreme and, yes, repellent to me that I can’t help but hesitate.

“Now, ielle!” Mistress shouts and my resistance immediately crumbles. On my belly, I worm my way over to her until her big hard cock is only inches from my heavily made-up face.

“Now, you slutty little she-male,” Mistress breathes. “Now you’re going to suck my cock and eat your come. Learning to have sex like a lady means learning to love servicing penises and greedily gobbling what they finally spew forth. So suck me off, you depraved little bitch!”

What choice do I have? Mistress decrees it; thus it shall be. Groveling on my belly before her statuesque form, I force myself to open my lipsticked mouth wide. Tentatively, I inch forward. Then Mistress makes my stubbornly masculine qualms moot. She grabs me firmly by the head and thrusts the first few inches of her spermy dick deep into my open mouth.

Automatically I close my lips about that monstrous insult, pursing them in a hollow-cheeked O I’ve seen in countless porn magazines yet had never dreamed of forming myself. Yet far worse than this recognition is the slimy, salty goo my tongue tastes. It is truly revolting, and I gag a little. Mistress is quick to correct me.

“Don’t you gag yet, ielle! Save that for when you truly need it! For now, just clamp your lips tight around my cock and clean it of every last drop as I withdraw…”

Slowly, she pulls back, vacating my oral orifice; and, despite my bone-deep disgust, I do as instructed using my tightly pursed lips to squeegee my semen from the thick shaft and lifelike head of her oversized erection.

Then she’s out, my lips are closed, and I have a warm, sticky mouthful of spunk. Again my gorge tries to rebel, but I fight it down and swishing that mess around my mouth, I manage to dilute it some with saliva. But then Mistress speaks, and I can put off the inevitable no longer.

“Swallow it, slut! Eat that seed, you disgusting little come-bucket!”

Unable to even gargle ‘Yes, Mistress’, I merely do as ordered, ingesting my own reproductive juices. Again I’m forced to struggle with my gorge, and again Mistress merely laughs at me.

“Still choking, little girl? Wait until it’s my cock in your throat and not just a little teaspoonful of semen. Open up to me, slut! It’s time you really learned what sucking cock’s all about!”

And so I do. The second I’m open, she pushes back into me until half her big prick is in my mouth. Immediately I attempt to emulate what I’ve seen so many greedy porn stars do. I suck her, pushing my face forward and back, sliding my lips up and down her shaft. Now that I’m no longer forced to contend with my disgusting come, I quickly cotton to the task, suppressing the awful insult to my former self and reveling in the humiliation I feel. Soon my spent cock is actually twitching again, absolutely unbelievable, and as saliva begins to escape around my lips and slicken my chin, I cast my eyes upward, eager for some sign of Mistress’ approval.

Generously she grants this to me, smiling benignly down past those gigantic breasts and nodding her head in encouragement. “That’s it, slutty, suck me. Pleasure my penis, you depraved little whore. Remember, the camera is recording every second of this. You’re about to be the new featured player, the world-wide star of the show, on my domination-sissification website.

“I’ve been advertising your on-line transformation for months, and I get thousands of hits a day already. My movies are all over the internet and will be forever. So show everyone who ever sees this how quickly you can learn and adapt to your new female persona. Suck my cock like you can’t get enough of it!”

My humiliation deepens alarmingly at this, and I plunge face-first into it, wallowing in the shame and submissiveness of it all. I suck and slaver like mad, pushing my face ever faster and farther onto the hard rubber length of her organ, grunting like a pig, and breathing explosively through my nose. But then the head of her cock hits the back of my throat, and I gag uncontrollably. Mistress giggles meanly at this; and, within seconds, my education in fellatio begins in earnest.

“See? I told you to save your gagging for later! Now you’re going to learn how to take the whole thing, to deep-throat me completely until I’m well and done fucking your pretty little face!”

Once again her strong hands grab my head; and, this time, she tips it back as far as it will go, opening my throat all the way. Then she thrusts wickedly forward, filling my esophagus with her cock until her crotch is flush with my red, sweaty face.

Now I’m really gagging! In fact, it’s all I can do not to puke. Mistress grins down at my desperate struggle, holding her cock deep in my throat until at last my diaphragm stops hitching and trying to empty my belly. Tears flood my eyes and stream down my face, joining the drool drizzling from my mouth, and everything blurs into a yellow-blue smear. But finally I’m able to stop retching, and I lie there quietly, enduring the enormous object occupying my oral cavity. Mistress rewards me then a breath of praise.

“Good girl. I can’t believe how quickly you’re learning to accommodate me. It took Nikki days to get used to deep-throating me. Now let’s see how you take to actual face-fucking…” Slowly she pulls back until just the bulbous head remains inside. Relief! Oh, such wonderful relief! But then she thrusts forward, filling me up again.

Again I gag, my belly lurching painfully. Then she draws back before thrusting forward again. In then out, in and out, her big thick cock fucks my mouth. It takes a good five minutes of these slow, even strokes before my gorge settles again, and I’m able to quietly submit to her deeply penetrating dick. Gradually my eyes stop bleeding tears and my vision clears. Then I watch her upper crotch approach and recede with increased speed as she finally picks up the pace of her fucking. Soon she’s slamming in and out of my upper orifice as recklessly and ecstatically as she last night did the lower.

This assault is harder by far to accept than even that first introduction to sex. But my determination to please my beloved owner is far more pronounced by now as well. It takes me a mere twenty minutes or so to convince myself that I enjoy being a slutty little face-fucked cocksucker too. Perhaps I can convince her that I’m a better, more eager and devoted lesbian than even the luscious redheaded nymph Nikki! With that thought in mind, I begin to squirm my half-naked, lingerie-clad body against the bed, pleasuring my own now fully erect cock as I revel in the one so rapidly ramming into me. Mistress notices, of course – she’s as omniscient as any goddess after all – and she quickly accelerates her pace ever more. Soon she’s moaning even louder than me, and at last she fucks her way to her first screaming orgasm of the day. Then she pulls out of me and collapses panting on the mattress next to me. For a time, she ignores me completely as she recovers. But finally she rolls to face me; and, playfully fingering the curls of my wig, she marvels at all she’s accomplished in barely twenty-four hours.

“Damn, I can’t believe how easy this has been! What you’re going through is called ‘forced feminization’. But I’ve hardly had to force you at all. Once I broke you in with my big hard cock last night, it’s been like rocks rolling downhill. Admit it, Danielle, you were meant to be a she-male. Eliminating your masculinity has been practically effortless for me!”

“It’s only because I love you so much, Mistress,” I timidly reply. “I would do anything in the world to please you. If turning me into a girl makes you happy, then I’m entirely willing to go along with it.”

“Good,” she smirks at me. “Then let’s just see how willing you are to take the next step away from your former self because this one is truly the biggie. Now roll back over and position yourself back in the center of the bed with your arms and legs both spread out wide. I want you shackled up spread-eagled for this. You’ve been out of bondage for far too long today…”

Quickly I comply; and, within a minute, Mistress has me chained out taut in four different directions. She climbs from the bed and begins to access more of her many bags and packages.

First, she sets a large, heavy water glass on the bedside table into which she empties the clear contents of a thick brown bottle. Next, she produces something that looks like an inch-thick short, black stylus trailing a long electrical cord which she plugs into a nearby wall socket. Then, chuckling deliciously to herself, she unwraps one more rather small package. I see a shiny flash of steel, and then whatever object this is disappears into her fist. Finally, she climbs back on the bed and reclines next to my waist.

With her free hand, Mistress gently caresses my once-again urgently upright erection.

“Look at this silly little thing! It just doesn’t know when to quit, does it? It still sticks up as hard as a truncated tree branch even when I need it to be all limp and flaccid. Well, I know how to fix that, ielle. No problem. Brace yourself for some entirely appropriate agony now…”

Mistress takes one of my testicles between her thumb and forefinger and begins to squeeze.

Immediately, pain and nausea flood through me. I squirm in my bonds and whimper piteously. Still she squeezes harder and harder and, within minutes, my hard-on is history. Only when I’m shriveled up tiny and limp does she relent.

By this time tears are again blurring my vision, and all I can perceive of the mysterious object finally revealed to me is a smear of silver. But I feel cold steel against my hot flesh as Mistress pokes my penis into a small, down-curving metal sleeve. Next, a thin, round manacle encircles its root and the base of my balls, and I hear a series of ratcheting clicks as it is tightened about me.

Alarmed, I quickly manage to blink away my tears; and, when my sight clears, I finally see to my horror that I’ve just been fitted with a stainless steel chastity device that holds my penis bent down against my balls with only the purplish head protruding. Mistress inserts a tiny key, turns it, and it seems I feel the click of the lock throughout my entire body and soul.

“There!” she declares with supreme satisfaction. “That last hour or so was a very generous gift from me to you, Danielle. Not only did you get to experience your first ever blowjob, face-fuck, and come-feast, but that was preceded by your last ever orgasm and, indeed, your final full erection. You are now and forevermore my sissy little she-male slave, ielle. And it’s axiomatic that sissy slaves never, ever get to use their cocks even when they’re allowed to keep them. Like so much else about their former masculine persona, penile pleasure is forever forfeit. So not only will you never experience penetrative sex, you will never again even touch yourself. From now on, all of your sexual stimulation and fulfillment will be of the feminine variety. Now let’s just make this transition utterly irrevocable…”

Still dumbstruck with horror at this, I watch numbly as Mistress climbs from the bed and goes to the bedside table.

“Say goodbye to the last of your manhood, ielle,” she grins and drops the key into that glass of liquid. Immediately, it begins to fizz and foam and dissolve in what is now revealed to be some sort of acid. Then my implacable owner picks up that thick black stylus, and, of course, it’s a soldering iron.

“Hold still now,” she breathes as she returns to me. “You don’t want to get burned…”

With commendable care and precision, Mistress proceeds to fill the keyhole of my cock-lock with solder, plugging it up for all eternity. Afterward she blows on it until that molten metal cools and solidifies before finally unplugging the soldering iron and setting it aside. In the space of five minutes or so, I’ve become an impotent, emasculated virgin for all of eternity. My owner turns back to me then, a look of unholy zeal and smug possession radiating from her.

“Now, my sexy little lesbian,” she growls. “My succulent young penis sucker, let’s celebrate this auspicious occasion by fucking like we’ve never yet fucked!”

Holy shit, it is as though we’ve never yet fucked.

At first it starts out just like last night. Mistress unshackles my ankles; and, right away, I double up, spreading my legs and lifting them up over my head (eagerly this time, I must admit). Mistress wedges a pillow under my butt and greases us both up. Then she looms above me, her awesome size and incomparable breasts causing my penis to attempt to futilely, painfully erect.

The insidious device now imprisoning my manhood prevents that, and I get my first taste of the agony and frustration that will remain a lifelong companion to every instance of sexual arousal I ever experience. But then Mistress spreads me out and thrusts herself deep inside me. And the much greater length and girth of her cock puts my former deflowering to such shame that I immediately squeal out my agony as though I’m still just a tender young virgin. Then she starts fucking me proper, and the unprecedented amount of pain and humiliation know no bounds. The size of that organ battering into me, and the power and pace of Mistress’ incredibly zealous assault has me weeping in seconds. Indeed it must be fifteen minutes or so before I manage to come to terms with it all and find the slutty sense of feminine submission that finally drove me to that unbelievably costly illicit orgasm.

Of course, no such apotheosis is possible for me now. And so for the hour or more that my sissy-pussy endures its unprecedented pounding, I can only moan and yelp in increasing delirium. This endless escalation of emotion and sensation is truly maddening, and it’s only my appreciation for and gratification at Mistress’ three obviously wonderfully explosive orgasms that grants me any sense of fulfillment at all. When she finally pulls out and collapses atop me, I somehow find myself strangely satisfied despite my cruelly denied need for release.

Obviously, Mistress knows best in forcing this perverse transformation upon me. Crushed under her panting bulk, glorying in the pressure of her breasts squashed against me, I murmur loving thanks and endearments to her until she slips off to the side and cuddles wonderfully with me.

She caresses me, running her hand up and down my flank. Snapping my garters, she pinches the bloated head of my cock where it protrudes from the tight steel sleeve.

“So that was good for you, was it, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress! I adored it. I especially loved it when you climaxed. Not only am I immensely gratified at providing you with sexual pleasure, but you fuck me so hard and fast when you’re coming that it drives me out of my mind.”

Mistress giggles at this, pinching my sensitive penis tip so hard that I gasp in pain.

“Tell me, slutty, do you like being fucked on your back or your belly better?”

“They both turn me on unbelievably, Mistress,” I truthfully respond. “On my back I get to watch your incredible breasts jounce about just above me. Plus I can look myself in the eye and watch us fuck in the mirror. But you get me so much deeper when I’m on my belly. Plus it’s much more degrading to be shoved facedown and hammered helplessly against the bed.”

“Oh, so you like being degraded, do you?”

“Yes, Mistress. The humiliation of being treated like a lowly toy by you excites me wildly.”

“Well, I can make it much more intense for you. And once I regain my strength, I will. I’m about to spend the entirety of eternity fucking you into abject submission. But right now I’m having too much fun just playing with you.” Her hand slips lower, and she begins to squeeze and twist my testicles, giggling playfully at my groans and gasps.

“You know, I thought about taking these balls right off and making you into a literal neuter. But they’re going to be so much fun to pinch and twist and tie up with ropes and stretch out with weights…

“And, of course, I’ll need to punch and knee and kick them whenever you misbehave, or when I just want to see you suffering. Plus I want you always impossibly horny for me, and forever unable to do anything about it. As I said before, you’re unbearably cute when you’re sexually frustrated! I can’t wait to see you thirty years from now, after half a century of insane celibacy! I could’ve cut off your puny penis instead of locking it up, but I’d rather have it hurt terribly every time it tries to erect. It hurts like hell right now, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasp.

“Good! I want you to always revel in that pain. That’s your eternal punishment for jerking off Monday morning when you spied on me! And don’t think I’ve forgotten about you spewing on my pillow last night without permission!”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Now let’s get you repositioned, so I can fuck you some more!”

Mistress unshackles my wrists and climbs off the bed to access more of her packages. “Roll over, slave, with the pillow under your groin like last night.”

Eagerly I obey, and by the time I’m properly facedown and butt-up, Mistress returns carrying two pair of shiny steel handcuffs and a short, thick cock set into a wide buckling strap. First, she snaps one cuff onto my left ankle, bends that leg back at the knee, and locks the other cuff about my left wrist. Next, she repeats this procedure with the right ankle and wrist; and, just like that, I’m locked into a formerly familiar back-arching hogtie.

“Open your mouth wide,” she orders and, when I comply, she forces that thick plastic cock inside, filling my oral orifice admirably. She tightens the strap about my head and buckles it at the nape of my neck, gagging me comprehensively.

“Now, you little slut, you shameful cocksucker,” she breathes. “Suck on that cock while I fuck the shit out of you!”

Once again she spreads my upthrust cheeks and drives her big cock into me right up to the base. Owww, so deep! Deeper than ever before by far! Then, as she resumes brutally buggering me, she keeps her promise and degrades me even further with a verbal onslaught almost as merciless and humiliating as the pneumatic thrusting of her powerful hips.

“Yeah, baby, take my cock, you fucking cunt! Take… every… single… abysmally… degrading… inch! Wallow in your pathetic, miserable dick-slave existence! It’s all you’re good for, slut! You disgustingly submissive little she-male piece of shit! Look at you, both of your greedy sissy-holes stuffed full of rock-hard cock! That’s right, slut, keep sucking on my other penis! You sperm-bucket, come-funnel, spew-vacuum, insatiably voracious gobbler of throbbing hot male genitals! You love taking cock more than life itself; you worthless slave to my big erect organ…”

How she can keep gasping out these terribly disparaging insults while simultaneously maintaining and accelerating her vicious rhythm is beyond me. But somehow she does and that dual attack on my ass and self-image is so cruelly penetrating that I’m soon sobbing around the cock in my mouth and yet perversely lifting up my hips at the same time, ever more eager for the abuse being hammered into me. And this eternity is barely beginning. Just as she’d ordained, Mistress spends the next six hours or so violently fucking me into submission again and again and again. Her appetite for using and abusing me is voracious, seemingly endless. But around in the morning, she pounds and screams her way through one last orgasm before finally collapsing for good next to me.

“Whew,” she exclaims when she recovers her breath. “That’ll have to do for tonight. We’ve got another big day ahead of us tomorrow. Believe me, tomorrow your enslavement truly gets underway.”

Leaving me gagged and bound facedown, she strips off her thigh-high boots. Pulling a light coverlet up over us both, she snuggles up next to me, her big dick poking against my hip.

“I’m going to let you keep on sucking that cock, ielle. I just love the way you look with a face full of dick! And I’ll be sure to fuck your sissy-pussy one more time before breakfast. So you have that to look forward to. Don’t you just have the most wonderful mistress in the whole wide world and the most exciting sex life imaginable?”

Eagerly, I nod my wholehearted assent, and Mistress chuckles softly in response. She snuggles up even closer; and, seconds later, she falls asleep draped halfway over me. Despite my many terrible aches and pains, and a few still half acknowledged stubborn male qualms, I quickly follow suit.




Chapter 6: Maid to Work

True to her word, Mistress wakes me shortly before by once again fucking me wildly mindless.

Facedown I’m pounded again into the mattress and pillow beneath me so violently that I’m not so much sucking the cock filling my mouth as biting down on it in a futile attempt to cope with the pain of that invasion. But finally, she’s had her fill of me yet again, pulls out, and rolls off.

“Ah, nothing like a good slut-fuck to start the day right,” she sighs as she strips off her penis pants. She sets about releasing me, freeing me of the hogtying handcuffs but leaving that big cock-gag buckled firmly in place. “No, slutty,” she replies to my questioning eyes. “I’ve decided that you’re going to suck my cock around the clock on this first real night and day of slavery. So no food or words for you until dinner. Come on now, ielle. You’re living with me now, as my housekeeper, groundskeeper, cook, maid, butler, foot and body slave, basically living at my beck and call twenty-four hours a day. And it’s time you started learning your daily routine, starting with bathing me every morning. You can start reciprocating for all those times I washed you.”

Naked, she heads for the bathroom, and still dressed up in my exceedingly slutty get-up, I follow her, tottering precariously in those high-high heels.

Mistress starts her lavish tub filling and instructs me in the proper sequence and amounts of bath salts, oil and bubbles to add. Then she climbs in and points to the bar of scented soap sitting in its dish.

“Get started, girl. Begin at the feet and work your way up.”

Madly excited already at this prospect, I feel a dismally familiar pinching pain in my imprisoned penis as it strains against its cage. I reach for the thick washcloth hanging there; but, with a mischievous grin, my gorgeous owner stops me.

“No way, slave. You will wash my entire body barehanded.

“That should be maddeningly frustrating for you every morning, don’t you think? To feel each muscular plane, sexy curve, and hidden crevice of my forbidden silken skin under your fingertips as you submissively see to my hygiene? You’re my utterly willing girl now, my feminine little she-male sissy, but I also want you to never forget your status as a defeated, humiliated, intolerably frustrated former member of the coarse, brutish, pig-dog-goat-worm lower male sex. Remember, your relentless penile pain is your most appropriate, permanent punishment for all your years of disobedience to me.”

Gulping with chagrin at this prospect, I do as instructed. Incredibly aroused and in steadily increasing agony at the profoundly unworthy honor being shown me, I lovingly soap and scrub Mistress’ feet, carefully cleaning between each and every toe before moving on to the heel, top, and instep.

Her long, exquisitely contoured legs come next while Mistress lounges luxuriantly in the piping hot water and hums contentedly to herself. Finally, she murmurs her temporary approval.

“That’s good, girl. orrow you’ll learn how to shave me: legs, crotch, and underarms. But we have too much to get done today. Wash my hips, butt, and vagina now, do the last at least three times. I can’t count the number of times I’ve come my brains out in the last day and a half…”

Exalted beyond belief, I obey, my sensitive fingers reveling in the feel of those slippery smooth lips and folds of sacred female flesh. Of course, this is the first time I’ve ever touched a woman down there, and Mistress’ moans of pleasure as I gently rub and scrub her over and over again more than make up for the truly intolerable pain and frustration of my thwarted arousal. But even this is superseded when I finally reach those magnificent breasts.

So round, so full, so firm, and yet yielding! And the big stiff nipples protruding against my fingers and palm are so rubbery that this time it’s me who moans in uncontrollable delight. After that the rest of her bath is woefully anticlimactic, even when I get to shampoo her lovely silken hair. Finally, my first task of the day is finished though, and Mistress reveals two features of that elaborate bathtub I’d heretofore been ignorant of. First, she stands up and presses a button, and five thick cylindrical streams of water fall from a pentagonal pattern of nozzles set in the ceiling. She rinses off under this then discontinues that descending flow and presses another button. Immediately, the water starts churning as the Jacuzzi comes on, and she sinks back into it with an exquisite sigh.

“Okay, ielle,” she breathes. “Go and make the bed now and clean up the room. I want it spotless when I come out.”

I proceed with all prudent speed. After I make the bed to exacting standards, I notice a pair of chutes in one wall. One is marked ‘Laundry’ and the other ‘Refuse’. I drop Mistress’ discarded clothes down the first and the discarded bags and packaging down the other. Then I enter the closet, surprised to find a wardrobe nearly the size of the bedroom itself. Soon I find a cupboard full of cleaning supplies, and I waste no time in cleansing Mistress’ penis as thoroughly as I did the rest of her. Then as I’m using a thick, soft cloth and a can of furniture polish to dust every surface in the room, I hear the unmistakable sounds of my insatiable owner masturbating to a climax in the Jacuzzi. Naturally this arouses me immensely, and it is to the accompaniment of moans, cries, thrashing, and splashing and, most of all, my new permanent recurrent penis pain that I finish my chores. And just in time, too. I have only put away these last products when Mistress’ imperious voice summons me back to the bathroom.

“Return to serve me, slave!”

“Yes, Mistress!” I garble unintelligibly around the cock in my mouth.

I scurry as quickly as my unfamiliar footwear allows back into the bathroom where I find her standing rinsed clean and streaming into the tub.

“Hand me a towel, girl, and stand ready with another.”

There are at least six thick, voluminous terrycloth ones hanging with easy reach from a heated rack. Mistress takes the one I hand her and wraps her hair in it. She steps out on the bathmat then.

“Dry me, slave.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Again I perform a wondrously arousing chore, reversing the procedure this time and tending to her from top to bottom so as not to let drips run down and spoil my earlier work. At last she grunts her satisfaction and steps over to the toilet.

“Strip, slave,” she orders, as she seats herself. “Now you may bathe and shave. Then drain and clean the tub. Make it quick, too. I want you ready for costuming by the time I’m dressed!”

“Yes, Mistress!” I hurry to comply, stepping out of those terribly pinching shoes with great relief. Great is my relief as well when I pop off the suction cups simulating my tits and remove the wig from my sweaty, itchy head.

“You’ll wear those tits until you get some of your own, and the wig until your hair grows out long enough to properly style,” she warns me as she blots herself and rises from the commode. Then she ignores me completely as I bathe and shave myself: first brushing her teeth and then drying that beautiful banner of hair. She leaves me to finish up while she dresses. And, again, I’m just in time. I’m only climbing off the john myself (my cage ensures that I will forevermore pee like a girl in accordance with my new persona) when she returns dressed in another insanely intimidating outfit. Again she takes my breath away and has my cock straining at its confinement.

Her skimpy top is again all black leather and steel. Three thin spiked strips support six shiny descending rows of fine-linked chain. These enticingly drape her clearly revealed breasts. Her pants are tight black jeans tucked into highly polished knee-high riding boots complete with pointed toes, stiletto heels, and shiny steel spurs. And strapped on over her jeans is yet another large, lifelike dildo, this one jet black as well – except for the shiny steel head topping its vein-wrapped, two inch-thick shaft. Seeing my gaze fix on this, Mistress smirks smugly at me.

“Yes, Danielle. I intend to always be ready to fuck you into submission at the drop of a hat, whenever and wherever the urge strikes me. Plus I just feel so much more powerful and dominant with a big, hard cock jutting up from my crotch. And I look so much sexier and alluring that way too, don’t you agree? Don’t you just wish I’d use it on you with mad abandon right now?”

Again I garble my affirmative reply, nodding vigorously to make sure she understands me. I notice she’s carrying a small ice bucket then which mystifies me but only for a moment.

“Too bad. I just got off wonderfully not twenty minutes ago. So sit on the side of the tub now, slave. It’s time we got your ears pierced.”

This prospect is unsettling to say the least. But Mistress’ technique is practiced to the point of professionalism, and the agony is less than expected. First, she numbs my earlobe with an ice cube and then drives a big needle swiftly through the flesh and into the cube held behind. I manage to limit myself to one brief bleat of shocked excruciation, and one uncontrollable lurch. Ignoring my reaction, she staunches the bleeding and replaces the needle with a dangling silver and pearl earring and then repeats the process on the other side.

“There,” she declares. “I’ll be ornamenting you a whole lot more eventually. But that’s enough to be getting on with. Now let’s get you properly costumed.”

Again those suction cups are applied to my chest, the wig to my head, and I’m taught how to make up my face like a slutty little whore. Like shaving, this will be my daily responsibility from now on, so despite the acute discomfort and humiliation, I apply myself diligently to learning every nuance of this feminine art. Finally, I’m led out to the closet where I’m confronted by a row of identical French maid costumes that I’ll be expected to wear during daytimes from now on.

Mistress supervises as I don the fishnet stockings, lacy garters, and bra. Then she laces me into an uncomfortably tight corset, following which I slip into a short, low-cut, frilly black and white dress (that barely covers my bare ass), and finally, the ruffled apron and matching cap. Then shiny black shoes with heels even higher than before are forced onto my feet, and tiny locks on the straps are snapped shut ensuring that I will be unable to remove them on my own. She leads me out of the closet then where I’m made to stand erect and pose while Mistress surveys her handiwork.

“Good. Very good. A very pretty, slutty little slave-maid you make.

“Now, you will go to the front door and retrieve my morning newspaper. Then join me in the kitchen where you will prepare my very late breakfast. And I want you to walk like the slut you are. Slink and mince and sway your hips for me. Take little steps. If necessary, I will hobble you with a pair of ankle shackles. But as I’ve said, we’ve much still to do today, and I don’t want to slow you down unnecessarily. I’d much prefer to keep you hobbled only when I’m not around, or when you have all day to see to your various chores. So get going, slave!”

I head across the room for the door, doing my best to move as instructed. However, at first, it’s hard just not to fall right over. Mistress snorts with contempt as she moves around me to unlock and open the door; and, as she steps aside to allow me to precede her, she gives me a stinging swat on the ass that almost topples me.

“I can see we’re going to need a lot of work on that.” Then as she follows me down the hall, she offers critiques. “Swing your ass, slut! Bend your knees a little! And mince! Mince like the coquettish little sissy you are!”

I try to comply, but Mistress remains scornful as she turns off toward the back of the huge house.

“You are pathetic, slave! You’d better get a lot better before I see you again. And by the way, the kitchen is this way: by the den, past the library and conservatory, down the hall through the big formal dining room.”

I mumble a shamefaced acknowledgement and proceed to retrace the route I took two nights ago, though it truly seems an eternity since then. And, in a way, it is – I was an entirely different person then. Finally I make it to the front door where I peer cautiously out at the brilliantly sunny early afternoon.

Good, the coast is clear. I open the door and squat down when I pick up the paper, and not just because of a deliberately ladylike unwillingness to let my bare ass be revealed by my miniskirt riding up. Frankly, I’m still so unsure of myself in those terribly uncomfortable shoes that I fear I’ll fall flat on my face if I bend over.

Paper in hand, I follow Mistress’ directions through her staggeringly opulent mansion to the kitchen. There I’m greeted by a huge, airy space with a central cooking island dominated by state of the art fixtures and appliances surrounded by everything else a world-class chef could require.

One whole wall is completely glass through which I see a huge shimmering swimming pool flanked by a big barbecue pit and elegantly appointed patio. Beyond this, beautifully manicured grounds stretch back for an acre or more with a badminton court, children’s playground, croquet pitch, etc. For a moment, I wonder and grieve that I was never invited over here as a child. But then I spot Mistress seated on the patio with her back to me. A gaily patterned lawn umbrella shades her from the sun, and her fingers drum impatiently on the table.

I hurry towards her, but then my attention is caught by the little telephone nook I’m passing. On the built-in table I spot a pad of notepaper and a fountain pen, and I stop to quickly jot a note: What would Mistress like for breakfast? Tearing it off, I move as rapidly through the sliding screen door and toward her as my inept attempts at slinking and shimmying allow. Mistress scowls up at me as I arrive, and the disapproval in her eyes wounds me to the core.

“You are still pathetic, slave,” she declares as she takes the paper from me. Then she scans the note I hand her and places her order.

“We’ll start with coffee, black. Make a pot, four cups, and serve it in my personalized mug. Then I want a can of grapefruit sections, followed by four scrambled eggs with diced red bell pepper, six strips of crisp bacon, two slices of whole wheat toast with marmalade and a tumbler of orange juice.”

Eagerly, I nod my obedience and put everything possible into my sissy-walk as I return to the kitchen. Mistress has opened her paper and dismissed me from consideration however, and my efforts go unobserved.

Oh, well. Once back in the kitchen, I find myself truly in glory. As I’ve mentioned, I have an innate gift for and love of cooking. I’d thought my parents could always afford the best ingredients and appliances, but here I find myself proven wrong. I quickly find a top of the line coffee maker with a bag of the finest hand-ground gourmet blend, and I start a pot brewing immediately. Glass-fronted cabinets hold enough fine crystal, china, and silver for an enormous banquet, and I soon locate an appropriate bowl, spoon, and what is obviously the indicated mug – the title Mistress Jennifer and codicil Don’t Mess with Her! are incised on the side. I set these down and then move through a pair of swinging doors into the expansive pantry.

This pleasantly cool room is stocked like a cornucopia but is as meticulously organized as a library. Again I quickly locate a loaf of bread and can of grapefruit sections. I open the fruit, empty it into the bowl and then place this in the freezer to chill while the coffee brews. Then I set about accomplishing all the prep work necessary for the second course.

I set up two frying pans, place a slab of butter in one and then locate the eggs, bacon, pepper, and marmalade. I find a silver serving tray and crystal vase and prepare a place setting complete with condiments and a lovely pink rose from the arrangement resting on a windowsill. Then I whip up the eggs and dice the pepper, slice and juice several large oranges; and, by that time, the coffee is ready and the fruit chilled. I fill the mug, and eschewing the serving tray for now, I slide the spoon into the bowl and deferentially deliver this first course to my lovely owner. Still she remains absorbed in the newspaper and acknowledges me not at all as she picks up the mug and sips.

Right away I return to my duties, toasting the bread, and frying the bacon and eggs. Such is my skill that everything is done at precisely the same time, and I load up the tray and carry it out to Mistress, who is just finishing up the grapefruit and pushing the bowl aside.

My own belly is rumbling audibly by this time as well, but both of us ignore this as is proper. I serve my Mistress and prepare to retrieve her bowl and spoon for return to the kitchen when she stops me.

“Wait, ielle. Turn around and kneel with your back to me.”

Docilely I comply and am amazed when Mistress unbuckles my gag and removes the cock filling my mouth.

“Stand and turn,” she orders, and I manage to accomplish this with moderate grace. She presents me with a pair of small yellow pills.

“This is your first daily dose of estrogen. Go inside and take it, along with as much water as you can drink. Then return immediately with the coffee pot.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you so much, Mistress!”

She dismisses me with a wave as she picks up her fork; and, retrieving the bowl and spoon, I hurry inside.

Indeed, I’m so thirsty by now that even my hunger and culinary efforts have been unable to generate any saliva. That cock in my mouth feels like a desiccated tree branch stuck in desert sand. In my exploration of the refrigerator, I’d seen both the usual ice water dispenser in the front and a carafe of chilled mineral water inside. But unwilling to wait even an extra second – and unwilling as well to overstep any bounds imaginary or not – I hurry to the sink, deposit the bowl and spoon, turn on the tap and grab a big tumbler. Then I chase the transforming pills with glass after glass of ordinary tap water until my formerly aching empty insides are sloshing like a filled goatskin. Reeling with relief, I clutch the counter a moment then grab the coffee and return to Mistress.

She swallows, sets down the fork, and again orders me to turn and kneel. When I obey, her cock is promptly pushed back into my mouth, and the wide leather strap buckled tightly behind my head.

“Stand and turn, slave. Refresh my coffee. Then stand by at attention with the pot ready.”

“Gladly, Mistress,” I garble against my gag.

For nearly fifteen minutes, I wait and watch as Mistress leisurely eats, still idly scanning the paper as she does. Occasionally, I’m called upon to refill her mug. This offers me a blessed chance to shift my stance and relieve the ever-growing pain in my unnaturally confined and contorted feet and ankles. At last she finishes, pushes back the tray with a sigh, and lights up a joint.

“Clean up now, slave. Then rejoin me out here immediately.”

“Gladly, Mistress. I live to serve you,” Of course, I can only say this in my head, but I feel compelled to nonetheless. I load up the tray and return to the kitchen. Despite its comprehensive furnishings, no dishwasher is provided. Who would dare trust fine china, silver, and crystal to a mere mechanical device? Unwilling to risk the softness of my hands and the girlish shape and polish of my nails, I don a pair of rubber gloves, carefully wash, dry, and store the various pans, dishes, and coffee pot and wipe every soiled surface spotlessly clean. Then I return to my owner as promptly as ordered.

Finished with her morning smoke, she sits back watching the sun sparkle on the undulating surface of the pool, a bemused little smile on her face. She takes a moment to recognize my arrival and then graciously indicates a chair at the table across from her.

“Sit, slave. We have matters to discuss.”

Honored and gratified immeasurably, I take the proffered chair being careful to move as gracefully as possible and to sit in as feminine a posture as I can contrive. The relief in my cramped feet is almost orgasmic in its magnitude, and I await my owner’s will with unfeigned adoration in my expression. Mistress eyes me possessively a moment, her smile growing ever more smug. Then, at last, she addresses me.

“Aside from your ridiculous walking, you have done very well so far today. I’m pleased you didn’t disappoint me, ielle. You see, anticipating your satisfactory performance, I’ve already gone ahead and dismissed all of the domestic staff from both of our homes. You will be filling all of those functions over here from now on. As for your own house, that brings us to the matter I now decree upon.

“You will not be learning the rest of your duties here until tomorrow. Today, we will be too busy closing up your former home.

“As you are now my personal property, all of your personal property now belongs to me as well. We have an appointment tomorrow afternoon with my attorney. There, you will sign over to me the deeds to your house, grounds, and entire estate. All automobile titles will be transferred to my possession, and you will provide me with a power of attorney to manage all of your financial and legal affairs. All of your bank accounts, investments, and any other assets will become mine. This will have the effect of rendering you personally penniless. You will serve and service and submit to me completely for the rest of your hopelessly enslaved, eternally emasculated life. And, if you ever give me any cause to repudiate you, to cast you out of my life, you’ll find yourself homeless, living under a bridge or something somewhere, probably sucking dirty crack dealer cocks for your daily crust of maggoty bread. Do you understand all of this?”

For the third time in three days, my mind is whirling, and my gut churning at the surprising cost required of me to remain in my former babysitter’s favor. And once again it is really no contest. Jennifer Johnston is simply so lovely and alluring, so big and dominant, that I don’t even hesitate. I nod eagerly, emphatically, sucking hard on her cock for good measure and never letting my adoring expression waver in the slightest.

Her smug little smile widens pricelessly in response, and she makes my day by leaning across to kiss me gently on my powdered cheek.

“Good girl. Good, good girl! Come on now. We have a lot of work to do across the street.”

***

Waiting, as ordered, for Mistress to join me by the front door, I find myself again gazing apprehensively down her long driveway. I also find myself even more thankful that we live on large, secluded lots on a cul-de-sac than when I made this same journey buck-naked three days ago. Back then I was just a handcuffed, obviously erect streaker. This time I’m a transvestite in an outlandish fetish costume. Despite my willingness to accede to Mistress’ least demand, I still remain terribly embarrassed at the thought of being seen by anyone in my new incarnation. But then the sound of Mistress’ approach causes me to turn deferentially toward her.

She appears identical to when we parted, right down to the big black steel-headed cock thrusting up from her crotch. The only difference is that she now carries a thin, limber quirt about a meter long. Seeing me focus on this, Mistress gives me that profoundly unsettling grin I’ve come to know so well in such a short time.

“Perhaps a little incentive will improve your faulty gait,” she gloats. “Now precede me across the street. And walk like the sexy little sissy-slut I need you to be, or believe me, you’ll feel my displeasure immediately!”

Gulping hard, I nod in acquiescence. Then I take a deep breath, open the door, and step daintily out into the blazing summer day.

Mistress follows close as we head down her driveway: a step behind me and off to the side.

She gauges my performance critically, punishing every totter, misstep, and the tiniest lapse in femininity with a slashing stroke of her quirt against the tops of my thighs just above the stockings and below the flouncy hem of my short-short skirt. This area is barely an inch wide, and thus each stroke becomes cumulatively worse as the welts build up on each other. Tears of agony soon have my mascara running, and the wet black streaks cut channels through my thick make-up. The incentive to improve is great indeed. By the time we’re three-quarters of the way to the road, I’ve finally managed to master the appropriate way to mince and sway like a proper sissy-slut. Another fifteen or twenty steps without being struck, and my tears have cleared enough to see beyond a few feet. I look up, and what I see is the kind of nightmare I’ve been dreading. Not a dozen yards ahead of us, just pulling up to the box at the head of the driveway, is the mailman: the same staid old fellow who’s run our route – and been friendly with our families – since before we were born.

His gape-mouthed look of astonishment is limitlessly mortifying to me. Mistress however is wholly unabashed, appearing to even revel in the outrageous spectacle we make. When my pace falters, she whips me harder than ever right in front of him and then cheerily waves and hails.

“Hello, Mister Curtin! Can we talk to you for a minute?”

The enormity of this has robbed me of my painfully acquired sissy-skill. Mistress is obliged to whip me three more times before we gain the end of the driveway, and the open side of the truck where the old man waits, utterly unable to control his reaction.

“Hi!” Mistress greets brightly again, reaching to accept the sheaf of mail he holds as though he’s completely forgotten it. His eyes keep darting from her unconcealed breasts to the cock at her crotch to where I stand squirming and blushing in her shadow.

“Can you please give us the Boyntons’ mail too? In fact, you can deliver both to this box from now on. I doubt you recognize her, but ielle here used to be , the last of the Bonytons. She lives with me now, as my sissy little slave-maid. We’re just on our way to close up her old house for good. Indeed, I doubt she’ll be getting much more mail from now on anyway. She’s going to cancel all her porno subscriptions, and I’ll be taking over all of her personal and legal business. Isn’t that right, ielle?”

With a mouth stuffed full of cock, I can only nod. Curtin continues to look incredulously at us for a good long minute. Then, like a man starting awake, he gives a shaky “Whatever you say, ma’am,” and hands over my mail as well. Then with one last unbelieving stare at those huge, chain-draped breasts, he wheels around the turnabout and departs, still casting us appalled glances over his shoulder.

Mistress laughs merrily. “Did you see the look on his homely old face? Oh, that was priceless! I don’t know which he wanted to do more, bone me or shoot you!” Again she’s consumed with mirth, laughing gaily up at the clear blue sky. At last she recovers, though, and crams our mail into her receptacle.

“You can pick that up later, slave. Something tells me I’m going to need my hands free for whipping you all the way up to my new house!”

Fortunately, this is not so. It takes me only a dozen steps or so (and four more excruciating slashes across the thighs) before I regain the form that she’s recently whipped into me. For the rest of that long, slow walk up the driveway, she only strikes me a few more times and only to see if she can make me lapse thereby. When at last we reach my former front door, she stops me and pulls aside my curly blonde locks to kiss my neck in congratulation.

“Good girl. I think you’ve finally learned your latest lesson in femininity.”

A wonderful shiver runs through me at this, and I reach forward and open the door.

“Good thing this is a relatively crime free area,” she remarks. “I’d kind of forgotten I’d ordered you over to my place naked and handcuffed. I’d hate to have lost my new belongings before I even got a chance to go through them.”

About to cross the threshold, I catch myself at the last minute. I step aside for my Mistress instead; and, with a rather clumsy curtsy (something else I clearly need to work on) and an ornate wave of welcome, I usher her ahead of me into her new house.

Mistress enters. I follow her, and we stop just inside the door. She looks around a moment and comes to a decision.

“We’ll start in your room first. We’re going to need trash bags and several large boxes. You have these, I presume?”

I nod ‘yes’ when she glances around at me, and she nods back in satisfaction. “Fetch them, ielle, and join me there.”

This requires a trip to the connected garage, a huge space equipped for six vehicles, although only three occupy it now. In one corner is a pile of collapsed cardboard cartons. First, I grab a box of outdoor trash bags, drop it atop this, and pick up a stack a foot or more in thickness. I lug these upstairs, and upon entering my bedroom, the first thing I see is willowy, red-haired Nikki being fucked into screaming ecstasy by Mistress’ cock. That maddening is still playing continuously across my plasma screen TV. I feel a renewed jab of jealousy at the sight, and then Mistress snaps me harshly back to reality.

“You’re walking like a man again, ielle! Do you want me to bent you over and whip your ass bloody? Remember, no matter how heavily you’re burdened or how strenuous your activity, you must always move daintily and gracefully.”

She is standing by my collection, separating it into two stacks. Chagrined at my lapse, I make immediate correction as I move across the room to her.

“Better,” she sniffs. “Now set those boxes down, shake out a garbage bag, and dump in your entire porno collection. It’s all going in the trash.”

Obeying, I feel a pang of unworthy loss as years of Playboy, Penthouse, and less respectable periodicals flutter into the black plastic bag, never to be perused and used again.

Dozens of DVDs and VHS tapes follow, and then, without being told, I go to my computer; and, with a few clicks and keystrokes, I set it to begin deleting over one hundred gigabytes of pictures, videos, and stories. Mistress meanwhile has assembled a box and had begun loading it with those of my DVDs and music CDs she happens to fancy. When she sees my latest task is complete, she orders me to put together another couple of boxes and load them with my entire wardrobe for donation to charity.

This loss is less galling though I’d chosen my apparel with great care. By the time I’m finished, she has gone through my bookcase as well, choosing and adding to the box any tomes she wishes to retain. She closes the box then pauses to tie back her hair, making it less bothersome. Then she enlists my service in attacking the closet and various shelves and cabinets, taking my binoculars, a carved ivory and obsidian chess set, various knickknacks and anything else that catches her eye. Together we box up all of her new belongings and place everything else of inconsequential value aside for donation.

“Well, so far so good,” she declares. “Now how about your parents’ stuff?”

I shrug, indicating that I’d already cleared out their clothes and anything I didn’t add to my own possessions.

“What about jewelry? As I recall, your mother used to go around weighted down by about ten pounds of gold and diamonds and rubies and the like.”

Straightaway I move to the north wall (still trying to ignore the distraction of the TV where Nikki is now buried between my beloved’s splayed legs, performing an act I can barely dare dream of) to a six by four foot painting of deliberately moderate value. Carefully feeling along its edge, I trip a release and then swing it back on concealed hinges. Behind it is a large wall safe. With Mistress at my shoulder carefully noting the combination, I open this and likewise swing wide the heavy door.

“Excellent,” she breathes. Boxes and boxes of jewelry are piled inside along with banded stacks of emergency currency in the amount of $50,000. Mistress removes these, packs them away, and finally withdraws the last item: a thick, zippered leather portfolio. Temporarily forgotten as she takes possession of my most valuable assets, I shift incrementally on my aching feet as she opens this and peers inside. Stock certificates, bearer bonds, deeds to house, property, and various pieces of real estate.

“Wonderful. My lawyer will need to see these.” Mistress packs them carefully away as well and then closes the now empty safe and swings the picture back in place. She turns slowly around the now denuded room looking for anything she may have missed. Finding nothing, she turns a gloating smirk on her now penniless slave.

“All right. What kind of cars do I own now?”

I make a gesture indicating that we proceed to the garage.

“Very well. But let’s start moving my stuff down there as long as we’re going. I’ll take this.” She picks up the box containing the contents of the safe. “You carry that.” Her pointed toe indicates the box full of books, CDs and DVDs. “But wait a minute.”

Tucking her box under one muscular arm, she goes to the entertainment center.

“All these nice electronics are really superfluous. My stuff is all as good or better. We’ll be leaving it all here, along with all the artwork, furniture, appliances and stuff. But we mustn’t forget this!” She presses a button; and, for the first time in perhaps ninety-six hours, she and Nikki cease making love. She shuts down the system, claims the , and slips it into the box at my feet. Then, still carrying her newly claimed treasure under one arm, she picks up her quirt and gives me a merciful little swat (and potent reminder).

“Lead the way, slave.”

I crouch down carefully and pick up the box. It’s terribly heavy, and my thighs quiver uncontrollably as I slowly rise with it in my arms. Still I somehow retain a modicum of grace, even though the stress on my extended ankles and cramped feet practically triples in an instant. Moving with excruciating care, I head for the stairs with Mistress following me menacingly close behind, quirt at the ready.

I don’t know how I made it to the garage without collapsing, much less while receiving only a dozen or so slashes across my extensively welted thighs. But finally we arrive. At a nod from Mistress, I ease my burden down, nearly weeping with relief. She meanwhile continues to support her own heavy box with just one arm as she looks appraisingly over the vehicles parked there.

My own relatively modest everyday-use SUV is the only one fully visible. Farther along that cavernous space, fitted canvas covers hide the distinctive shape of my mother’s sporty little Mercedes convertible and the low, angular outlines of my father’s pride and joy, his classic black 1988 Lamborghini Countach.

“What have we here?” Mistress murmurs. “Uncover them for me, girl.”

I obey, pleased and gratified at Mistress’ nod and smile of appreciation when she sees the scarlet little Mercedes. But her gasp of wonder and delight when I reveal that awesome Italian machine – capable of almost Formula One speeds – swells my heart with pride. See what I have to give you, Mistress?

She does. “Absolutely fabulous,” she breathes with awe. “Look at what I’ll be driving from now on!” She steps up, obviously a woman in love, and runs a hand over its flawless satin finish. As she opens the distinctive up-swinging door and sets her box of treasure on the passenger seat, she issues her next order to me distractedly.

“Slave, you go upstairs and bring down the boxes we’ve filled for charity. Load them into the SUV. Then bring down the other boxes for me and pile them with that first one.” She slides into the low, plush driver’s seat, forgetting me completely.

With a painful pang and inward sigh, I turn to comply, leaving her sitting there rapt. Indeed, she’s still caressing the steering wheel and smiling like a lady lost in the sweetest of fantasies when I return to her thirty minutes later, my assigned tasks fulfilled.

She looks up at me, smiles widely, and with a heavy sigh finally forces herself to climb from the car. “What a dream,” she breathes. “I can’t wait to try it out. I know the perfect highway too: long straightaways, gentle curves, very little traffic… Ah, well.” With a visible effort, she returns to the present.

“Work before play, I suppose. Come on, my beautiful ielle. Let’s take care of the kitchen next. Grab some more of those boxes and let’s go.”

Naturally, Mistress doesn’t bother to thank me. But the increased affection she shows me, and the fact that she doesn’t whip me once on our way back through the house (not even when I stumble a bit, almost turning an ankle) is as much of a reward as my knowing that I’ve pleased her immensely.

We arrive in the kitchen shortly, and as upstairs, we begin sorting its contents. Perishable food is either boxed for Mistress’ use or thrown away. Likewise we go through the freezer, finally leaving behind only canned stuff that won’t spoil without power. Again I carry this stuff to the garage, and again Mistress is sparing of the whip. At last we stand surveying our handiwork: the SUV loaded with cartons for the Salvation Army, Mistress’ box of wealth sitting in her new dream machine, and another pile of boxes for delivery across the street to my new home.

Mistress taps her chin contemplatively, obviously trying to decide something. But then her roving eyes light up in surprise, and she laughs in delighted appreciation.

“Look!” she cries, pointing over at the nearest corner. There, dusty and even a bit cobwebby, sits the quintessential little red wagon.

A toy from my childhood, it’s actually not so little. About six feet long and three feet wide, it was once a top of the line example of its kind. Now it sits forgotten in a corner, relegated to a simple storage function. In addition to dust and spider webs, it holds a pile of two or three dozen unused roofing shingles left over from a repair job some years back.

“It’s your old wagon!”

Mistress is truly delighted by the sight. And I find myself, once again, swept by long-neglected, powerfully evocative recollections. Either sharing those memories or reading my mind, my owner nudges me jocularly.

“Remember how we used to play with that?”

How could I have forgotten? Together we stand there for several minutes, caught up in nostalgia, gazing at that once-magical artifact and reliving all the places it used to take us.

***

I think I was about eight when we started playing with the wagon. I know it was around the time ‘Cowboys and Indians’ was going great guns. I also remember that it was either very late fall or early winter because it was a Halloween mask that actually inspired it all.

I’d gone as Porky Pig that year. Jen was supervising me as I cleaned up my room and put away my toys one day, and she spotted the mask.

“Ha! Look at this! I’d almost forgotten about this. How appropriate! You made a perfect little piggy, didn’t you? Not surprising, really, since that’s what you are.”

Somehow I found the temerity to disagree. “No I’m not.”

“Oh, yes you are. All little boys are pigs. Look how dirty you’re always getting.” Suddenly, a mischievous sparkle came into her eyes. “I’ve got a great idea for a new game we can play. Oh, this is going to be so exciting! We’ll finish this later. Go get your wagon and meet me in the living room.”

Meek and obedient, I did as instructed. According to my parents, the wagon wasn’t allowed in the house. But as always, they weren’t around and Jennifer was. So I brushed the dirt off the wheels and then quickly pulled it in to where my babysitter waited.

“That took you long enough,” she sniffed, as she advanced on me with the mask held out. “This game is called ‘Farmer at the Fair’.

“I’m the farmer – at least at first – and you’re my prized little piglet. So put this mask on.” Under her excited regard, I donned my Porky the Pig mask. Then through the eyeholes I saw that Jen was holding two six-foot lengths of rope.

“Kneel in the wagon, piggy, with your feet close to the back.”

Again I did as ordered. Then Jennifer put her hand on my head and pressed me downward.

“Now squat, so your butt meets your heels. Good. Now lean forward, so your face lies on the bed of the wagon. This is called ‘kowtowing’; it’s the way you show homage to a goddess. Do it! Okay. Now I just need you to put your arms back along your sides, so that your wrists are right next to your ankles.”

The second I complied, she began to tie me up this way, lashing each wrist to its corresponding ankle. Within minutes, I was securely bound into this uncomfortable kowtow. With my ear pressed against the wood bed of the wagon I craned my neck and rolled my eyes to find her. She was smiling happily, clearly delighted by this new fantasy she’d conceived.

“Okay, piggy. Now that you’re all properly trussed up for transport, let’s get you to the fair.”

She picked up the wagon’s handle and began to drag me through the house. Down hallways and through room after room she towed me until at last we arrived in the big main dining room. She pulled me up to the dinner table and halted.

“Okay, now we’re at the big State Fair. This here is the judge’s table, and we’re one of twelve finalists for the choicest entry in the little piglet competition. I’m going to be the judge now. I want you to show lots of vitality for me. Wriggle your butt, struggle with your lashings and oink like you’re terribly distressed by your unfamiliar predicament.”

Well that wouldn’t be too hard. I followed her instructions to the letter, acting for all the world like a scared, confused little animal not knowing what to expect from this bizarre situation. As I said, easily done, since that’s exactly what I was. Jennifer meanwhile began to work her way slowly around the table, stopping at each chair, and pretending to examine some imaginary entrant.

She feigned poking and prodding, checking teeth and hooves and whatnot, commenting upon the various merits and shortcomings she uncovered.

“Oink! Oink, oink, oink!” I bleated plaintively, wriggling around and keeping a fearful eye on the arbiter of my fate. She made me wait to learn it too, drawing out the suspense by taking her sweet time working her way around the circle. But at last she stood over me once again.

“What have we here?”

“Oink! Oink, oink!”

“Someone’s produced what appears to be the perfect piglet. Let’s just get a closer look at the meat-to-fat ratio…”

She began pinching me everywhere causing me to squirm and bleat and breathe heavily through the plastic pig mask. Arms, sides, shoulders, back, legs and even toes she pinched hard enough to leave faint red marks, always pronouncing her finely considered judgment after each.

“Very good! As the honorable judge of this prestigious competition then, I declare this little piggy to be the blue-ribbon, first place winner. Let the owner of this animal approach the podium to receive the adulation of the masses and the monetary prize of ten thousand dollars!”

Immediately, Jen reverted to her earlier persona.

“Thank you, Judge! And thank you, everyone!”

She bowed all around to the imaginary crowd. My own vivid imagination added the roars of applause and the popping of flashbulbs until the scene resembled the Best Picture Oscar more than a simple State Fair. Still Jen embellished it, skillfully working the crowd with her acceptance speech until she had them roaring at her final joke with savage and delighted approval.

“So in closing let me just say that this ribbon is wonderful, the money is even better, and your graciousness and appreciation best of all. This has been an amazingly rewarding night… But, of course,” she then slyly added, “we all know the real payoff comes when I get this choice little piggy back home.”

Jen smiled devilishly then and the place erupted. Her smile widened becoming genuinely happy, and then eagerness and excitement overcame her. With one last wave at the deliriously cheering crowd, she seized the handle of the wagon and once again began to tow me through the house. But rather than head back to our ‘farm’ in the main living room, she pulled me the other way, through the rest of the dining area, into the kitchen, and up to the door of the pantry. Somehow seeing my perplexity through the blank face of my pig mask, she finally let me in on the joke.

“Well, little piggy, it seems all my hard work raising you is finally about to pay off. And you are about to fulfill the ultimate purpose of your existence. After all, when raising prime livestock, far more rewarding than any money, prize, or fame is the end product, your final culinary apotheosis.”

Still not grasping this, I shook my head in puzzlement. Jen bent down to hands on knees and put her lovely face only inches from my ugly pig one. “Poor little piglet, you didn’t think I’d let a tender, succulent young suckling like you go to waste did you?”

She turned into the pantry. And as I was puzzling this out and feeling that first flush of excited, horrified stimulation that made all these torturous games so necessary, she returned and dumped a bag of potatoes over me. Feeling them hit and bounce and roll around on me, coming to rest at last in the wagon bed or whatever cradle of my flesh they may have found immediately magnified my humiliation and excitement. And of course my eager owner didn’t stop there. She also piled onions, carrots, big whole cabbage heads and raw mushrooms over and around me until I was practically buried in produce. Then she picked up a basting brush, a long-tined meat fork and a twelve-inch butcher knife and reclaimed the handle of my now execution cart.

“Back to the farm!” she cried. “Back to the farm for the tastiest pig roast ever!”

And so we went. Back through the house she dragged me, into the living room and straight over to the post and heating grate we used for our cowboy executions. My owner pulled the cart up next to it up, and dropped the handle, fork, and brush. Retaining only the wickedly keen butcher knife, she dropped to her knees next to me and again pushed her beautifully animated face right up into my kowtowed, purposely blank one.

“Now it’s time, piggy!” A shiver of anticipation ran through her, and my own mad, dark excitement quickened. “I know you’ve lived only a very short while, but I’m afraid it’s now over. As your owner and master (had you even approached the status of pet that is) I determine every facet of your existence, right up to the time and method of its ending. And since I raised you only to eat, and since you are now in the optimum state of prime, I will do so forthwith. However, I am prepared to show you one small mercy.

“Rather than cook you alive, as the Indians do their food, we white farmers are more humane. We choose to slaughter our meat before we cook it. So take one last look at the sky, trees, and especially me and say goodbye!” She seized me by the hair and yanked my head back as far as my contortion allowed, exposing my throat. She laid the keen blade against its far side, her breath hot and heavy on me and that pheromonal odor of hers rising around us.

Immediately, my excitement crescendoed, skyrocketing me into one of those powerful pre-sexual paroxysms, precursors of orgasm that so affected me. My breath panted in extremity, I struggled so madly with my bonds that I dislodged half the vegetables, and my penis strained against my belly in flaming rigidity.

“Goodbye, piggy,” Jen whispered at me. “I am going to so love cooking and consuming you!” And with that, she quickly flipped the blade over to its un-honed side and slowly swept it across my neck from ear to ear.

Of course, that dull edge was incapable of doing me damage. But the sharp tip scratched me with perfect precision, gently enough so the mark would fade away before my parents came home but hard enough to give the necessary touch of painful reality to this fantasy. And as always this imaginary coup de gras propelled us on to an insanely compelling mutual peak. Jen gasped with tremendous satisfaction, and I went instantly rigid, every muscle in my body straining toward some unknown apotheosis. For several seconds, I sustained this impossible physical and emotional exertion and then collapsed emptily away when my owner began piling the fallen vegetables back atop me.

Humming to herself as though I were no longer there, she pulled me directly over the heating grate and flipped it open.

The heat was on all over the house already, it being early December or so, and the warm draught immediately enveloped me despite the limited protection of the wagon. But then as always, Jen went around closing all the other grates in the house and turned up the thermostat until I was baking as hot as ever I had in my Indian’s sacrificial fires. The only difference was that, this time, we were pretending that I was already dead. Jen continued to hum idly to herself as if completely alone in the room, as she alternated brushing me here and there with the madly tickling basting brush and jabbing me in the ass with the big sharp meat fork. She even left the room for long stretches. Leaving me to cook in that ever more intolerable heat, she blithely ignored my obvious suffering. And I was required to remain as perfectly still as possible despite all the stabbing, tickling, and ever-growing heat.

This was my most terrible trial yet. But finally, after an hour or so, Jen couldn’t wait to get on to the rest of the game. She returned the heat to normal, pulled me away from the grate, and sat crossed-legged next to the cart. She tied a bib around her neck and unloaded the produce piled around me – the cabbage looking decidedly wilted. Then she picked up the big knife and fork and leaned eagerly over me.

“It’s time to eat you at last!” She stabbed my ass with the fork and pretended to finally slice off a big old chunk.

“Yummy yummy yummy in my tummy tummy tummy!” she cried. For nearly half an hour she carried on, lost in a delightful fantasy of carving me up and eating me. Finally, she reached the end of her imaginary repast, and I was untied and allowed to resume being alive. Whew – what a game! And this was just the first of our endlessly inventive wagon games.

After ‘Farmer at the Fair’ began to stale, Jen switched to ‘Trapper and Butcher’.

In this fantasy, I was captured game. I would be removed from the snare, have all four limbs tied together, and be placed on my side in the ‘sled’. Then my captor would drag me back to the half-civilization of a remote trading post where I would be sold, skinned, gutted and portioned. After that, we’d repeat the climactic roasting and eating scene, much to my perverted delight. But then, unfortunately, Jen dispensed with even this.

Next came ‘Buyer, Seller, and Slave’. I would be hunted and captured, wrapped up, and hogtied with about twenty feet of chain, and dragged to the slave market. There Jen would alternately play seller, auctioneer, and cruel, pitiless buyer. After purchasing me, she would seize upon the expedient of forcing me to do housework for her while still hobbled by all those chains.

Naturally I found this game disappointing and unfulfilling since it lacked the kind of inexplicable climax that I craved. And then our final fantasy uses of my little red wagon proved even worse for me. Then it was Jen sitting in the wagon and me pulling her around and around the house and up and down the driveway and street. I was her rickshaw driver, her chariot horse, or her covered wagon ox: straining at the traces, working myself to exhaustion while she either lounged back in regal splendor or sat up and pretended to viciously whip me on.

It seemed our games got less rewarding for me and more for her until we finally outgrew them, leaving them all behind in favor of the elemental tie-up game. It would be years before we’d finally start turning some of those twisted children’s fantasies into downright insane realities.




Chapter 7: Welcome to the Dungeon

Mistress’ excitement competes with her glee as we recall all this.

“Those were the days, weren’t they, ielle? You being my little pony-boy and all? It’s too bad the wagon’s too small for that now. I could go for making you pull me up and down the street again or even down to the store. That would be a laugh and a half! But as I’ve now got a Lamborghini to get me around, I suppose I’ll settle for having you use it to deliver my new belongings over to my house. So get that wagon empty and ready and load it up for me!”

Straightaway, I unload the shingles, wiped the wagon off, and even gave it a squirt of oil wherever it’s required. After that I pile it high with boxes until all of Mistress’ stuff is loaded up and ready to go. Then I turn my cock-gagged face to her for further instruction.

She’s grinning at me and flexing her quirt. “Okay, slave. Back to your new home we go. And don’t let pulling that wagon interfere with your sissy-walk. You know I’ll let you know about it!”

So we head back across the street. My feet are absolutely killing me in these very high heels, and the wagon is heavy. It’s no surprise that Mistress has to whip me across the back of the thighs at least two dozen times between the garage and her front door. But finally, we arrive. Mistress ducks inside for a second and then returns with handcuffs and a set of shiny steel shackles.

“While I’m sorting and putting away my stuff, you will return to your old house. You will go through it from top to bottom, making sure everything is neat and clean and squared away. You will put dust covers on the furniture, empty the trash, and close and lock all the windows and shutters. And since you’re going to be unsupervised for a while, I’m going to have to hobble you. Make damn sure you stick to your sissy-walk and your entire new slut-girl persona the entire time.”

She cuffs my wrists tightly together in front of me and then links my ankles with the shackles, leaving barely a foot of chain between them. Dismissed, I turn and begin the long, mincing walk back across the street.

It takes me some time to get used to the shackles. Moving gracefully while hobbled is no easy feat, even without Mistress whipping me. Yet, somehow, I persevere, moving as sexily as I can even once I’m inside and surely out of Mistress’ sight. Climbing the stairs is an even greater challenge; but, as ordered, I begin at the top of the house and work my way down.

In truth there isn’t much to do. I’ve never been messy, and I’d just cleaned the place this week in anticipation of my big date. How long ago that already seems! Finally, I’m almost finished, and when I arrive in the living room, I dare to steal a few minutes off my feet.

With the shoes locked onto me I can’t remove them, of course, but just sitting down is an immense relief. For nearly ten minutes, I sit there and stare out the window, keeping an eye out for Mistress, and doing my best not to think about the immense, appalling changes in my life since that so desperately anticipated first date.

Soon I find they are hard to ignore however. Rather than dwell on them, I quickly get back to work. And if one’s complete transformation into a she-male slave is hard to ignore when one is shaved bare, made up, cross-dressed like a French Maid and shackled hand and foot, it’s absolutely impossible when one finds oneself suddenly being brutally butt-fucked.

I’m just finishing up with the last of the dust covers, bending over the back of a couch to tuck it down snug. I start to rise back up, but a sudden hard shove slams me right back down. In an instant, my face is pressed to the plastic, my toes are up off the floor, and my skirt is being flipped up in back.

Mistress has approached me unnoticed from behind and decided to take advantage of the opportunity. The cold steel head of her cock is quickly forced into me, and within seconds, I’m being fucked into submission in yet a new position, one more degrading to me than ever. Mistress’ strong right hand presses my head, holding my face to the couch, while her powerful body slams relentlessly up against and into me. For nearly half an hour then all of our chores are forgotten as I’m bent over, held down, and pounded throughout Mistress’ usual multiple orgasms. The pain and pleasure, humiliation and domination are greater than ever, rendering me downright delirious as I’m violently used. But finally Mistress is sated, and it seems our break period is over.

She pulls her cock from my horribly battered ass and pulls my skirt back down. Then she removes my cuffs and shackles and hauls me back onto my feet.

“Well that was fun! Expect that to happen often to you, ielle. After all, your cute little ass is mine! And whenever I get a glimpse of it, I’m overcome by the uncontrollable urge to pound the fucking shit out of it!”

Mistress grins at me, winks, and then it’s back to business. She casts a critical eye around the room. “So, what do you have left to do?”

With her cock filling my mouth, I can’t answer, of course, so I merely shake my head, indicating that I’ve finished my assigned tasks.

“All done? Good girl. Let’s go turn off the power, pick up all the keys, and lock up the place. Then we’ll move the cars and be done.”

Soon, we’re back in the garage. I am tasked with moving the SUV and my mother’s Mercedes over to Mistress’ own big six-car garage. She moves the Lamborghini. Finally, it seems our chores are finished. Except…

“Oh dear, ielle, I don’t believe you ever picked up the mail. Slink your sexy little ass back out to the box and get it now, girl. Then join me in the kitchen.”

Oh the agony of me-feet! With an inward groan, I do as I’m told, making that long walk up and down the driveway one more time.

It’s nearly the dinner hour when I join Mistress in the kitchen, and my empty belly is twisting itself in painful knots. Timidly, I place the mail next to her.

“Yes? Salvation Army? Yes, I have some goods to donate. Can you come and pick them up? The day after tomorrow? Great, I’ll see you then.”

Mistress hangs up the phone.

“You may prepare and serve me dinner now, ielle. You will eat separately after. I don’t care what you make, as long as I love it. So get cooking, girl, and make it snappy. I’ve got big plans for tonight, and you’ve got another wonderful surprise coming. The sooner you’re done working, we can play.”

Right away I get busy, making and serving fettuccini alfredo with Italian sausage. Mistress pronounces herself delighted, and when she’s finished, she removes the big cock gagging me. She makes me kneel and suck the even bigger cock at her crotch for a while before lighting up and dismissing me to have my own solitary dinner.

Never have I been so hungry and thirsty! I eat hugely, drink two big glasses of milk, and begin cleaning up. I’ve no sooner got the dishes in the sink though than Mistress enters the kitchen and stops me.

“That’s enough for now, ielle. You can finish up later. I can’t wait to get my new car out on the highway and see what it can do. And while I’m gone, we’re going to play the old tie-up game. I haven’t had you in proper bondage since you were twelve, and I can’t wait to see you all bound and contorted and helplessly struggling again. So that brings us to your next wonderful surprise. You’re about to find that I’ve vastly improved my capacities and techniques for restraining and tormenting you. Come with me, slave. My brand new, state-of-the-art dungeon awaits its only lonely prisoner!”

***

As we head through the house, Mistress explains the ‘improvements’ she’s been making to it over the past year.

“I don’t know if you noticed the trucks and contractors coming and going since my parents moved out but fixing up the master bedroom was just the beginning. Of course, it wasn’t easy directing all this long-distance, but my contacts at school hooked me up with some brilliant people who specialize in this kind of work – and also with keeping it confidential. In fact, I paid them in cash for everything, so there are no records whatsoever. Anyway, with daily reports and downloadable video, I only had to check in personally every month or two. Damn, I can’t wait for you to see what I’ve accomplished! I’m about to share a secret with you that very few others know about.”

Mistress leads me to a heavy, steel-cored door. She taps a code into an electronic lock similar to the one in her bedroom and opens it. Stairs lead down to the basement, of course, and she ushers me ahead of her. As we descend (my heart pounding with a heady mix of excitement and trepidation), she continues my education.

“You see, when I was just a child playing underworld explorer, I stumbled onto the most fascinating, wonderful surprise. Almost no one knows it by now, but this house was not the first structure to occupy this site. It was built on the foundations of an earlier mansion dating back to the mid nineteenth century. And left over from those times, not even included in the modern blueprints, is an extensive sub-cellar, a kind of safe-hold/disaster-retreat/cold pantry. You can imagine my excitement at discovering it – not even my parents know it’s here. Over the years it’s been my private retreat and stash spot, and the source of endless plans and fantasies. And now I’ve converted it into my own super-secret, super-secure, brilliantly hidden dungeon. Oh, ielle, we are going to have such amazing experiences down here! At least half of the rest of your life will likely be spent locked up in bondage far underground…”

Now the uneasiness has begun to trump the excitement as Mistress directs me toward a partial niche set off in a remote corner. I say partial because the bottom meter or so of its six-by-four foot space is filled by an apparently immovable cube of solidly mortared cinderblocks.

“Grab the edge of that and pull, slave.”

I try with all my might, and yet they refuse to budge a millimeter. They are clearly an integral part of the structure – or so I think. But then Mistress laughs with eager appreciation and trips a cleverly hidden release.

“Now try it.”

I pull again, and the ease with which the whole section suddenly slides out (clearly the cube is hollow and resting on well-greased bearings or something) causes me to lose my balance and fall backwards onto my ass – not to mention my extensively welted upper thighs.

Mistress laughs again.

“I should whip you for that graceless lapse. But I’m in a hurry to test that Lamborghini. And I have a feeling you’re going to suffer all the punishment you can endure tonight and then some as it is. So get up, slave, and watch this. I want you to appreciate every detail of my incredible security.”

She steps up to the space created and pushes the bottom corner of one seemingly random and indistinguishable cinderblock. Immediately it’s seen to be false though as it swings open to reveal another electronic lock. Mistress enters the code, and the entire six-by-four foot section of floor just exposed tilts up on whisper-quiet hydraulics. It climbs quickly to ninety degrees, revealing at least six inches of soundproofing on its underside. Lights comes on automatically, and through the hole revealed, past an equivalent layer of insulating thickness, another steep flight of stairs leads down.

Mistress steps back and points. “Into the dungeon, prisoner.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I quaver, once again trying hard not to think about what I might have gotten myself into. Becoming the property of Jennifer Johnson, as thrilling and fulfilling as it is, seems to be becoming more expensive by the hour. Still it’s far too late to turn back. And so I concentrate on making my abysmally aching feet carry me as gracefully over to and down those stairs as possible.

The sound of Mistress following, and that of the door closing and locking, and the cinderblock camouflage rolling back into place, distracts me momentarily. But then I descend low enough to see what awaits me, and my jaw drops open in appalled awe.

Mistress has been very busy indeed. Each detail of my new dungeon strikes me ever more forcefully.

To start with, just beyond the stairs, the rest of the space has been closed off by a closely placed row of heavy steel bars set floor to ceiling and wall to wall. The only access is through a narrow door equipped with yet another unpickable keypad lock. And beyond this lies a gleaming, spacious, fully stocked, specially designed, modern and yet curiously archaic torture chamber.

Everything is shiny steel, supple black leather, and well-lacquered woods, all brightly lit by adjustable track lighting. All four walls are mirrored top to bottom, and state-of-the-art electronics are prominent. However, conspicuous amongst all this modernity are a myriad of downright medieval devices.

I goggle in dismay (and yes, in a recurrence of horrified excitement) at the Andrews’ cross, and at the large wooden capital ‘T’, each of them dripping with black leather straps. There is also a stretching rack, multiple adjustable wooden stocks, and a large steel bird cage dangling from a swivel greased so smooth that the cage rocks gently even in the slightly altered air current created by our arrival. Surely it would be impossible for someone imprisoned in it to keep it from swaying wildly with every shift of weight…

Naturally there are also tables, shelves, racks, and trunks groaning with whips and canes, crops and quirts and paddles, clamps and weights and all sorts of arcane little fetters. There are coils of rope and chains in every length and gauge, boxes of padlocks, dozens of manacles and shackles, leg-irons, straitjackets, leather and rubber bondage harnesses and isolation suits. The array of insidiously designed restraints and implements of discipline truly surpasses description. One table even supports a computer, a series of video monitors, and a whole mess of other unrecognizable electrical apparatus rife with dials and switches, wires and plugs and alligator clips. I’m puzzling over this as Mistress moves to the cell door and releases the lock.

“Do you see the cameras, prisoner?” Lusty excitement throbs in her voice as she points them out. “Five of them, all controlled through that computer. I can record our sessions together from multiple angles, edit and splice and create the most incredibly intense torture videos. I can’t wait to start sharing them with my professors and sorority sisters, and even distribute them over the Internet. And, of course, when you’re left down here to wallow in your bondage alone, I can monitor and enjoy your solitary suffering from just about any computer in the world.”

She swings the door open, grabs me, and shoves me through it. “Into the cell, prisoner.” She follows and shuts the door behind us, putting a total of four implacable locks between me and the outside world. Still, she can’t resist describing the amenities.

“The computer controls the climate in here as well, allowing the lighting, heat, and ventilation to be altered for either the comfort of the Mistress or the torment of the prisoner. All in all, I think you’ll find this place perfectly suited to taking all of your childish fantasies and perverted little games to their cruelest extreme. And, of course, I will get to vent my rage on the worthless male race to unprecedented levels. What do you say to that, prisoner?”

What can I say? Begging and protesting would be useless. Ingratiation is the only course open to me.

“I say ‘thank you’ for going to all this trouble for us, Mistress. I love you more than life itself and will endure whatever torment you determine appropriate.”

“Good,” she smirks at me. “Let’s get started then.” She leans over and at long last unlocks those cruel fetish shoes. “Strip down to your wig and penis cage, slave.”

Immediately, I tear off the shoes, unable to prevent a small whimper of relief from escaping me. My ankles are so stiff they don’t want to straighten out, and my feet themselves are literally in agony. Still I don’t dawdle to enjoy this most welcome respite. I peel off the sexy stockings, surprised by the attempted erection this engenders, followed by the apron, dress, hat, garters, bra, and falsies. Mistress must help me by releasing the corset (which like the shoes sports its own little lock), and as it’s unlaced and falls away, I heave another huge sigh of relief.

Bondage and discipline, hell, just wearing these clothes every day is going to be a most taxing torment! But then Mistress begins preparing me for the longest night of my young life. Once I’m nude, she grabs me by the ear (just like in the old days) and drags me over to a low steel table. High above this, some strange machinery is set into the ceiling. But my jailor gives me no chance to analyze this.

“Lie on the table, on your belly, hands behind you. Then don’t move a muscle unless I say so!”

“Yes, my beloved Mistress.”

Now my cock is really hard: cramped by its sleeve worse than even the shoes did my feet. I shiver as my naked body makes contact with the cold tabletop and not just from the chill. Despite the horrors I’m sure to soon endure, I find myself as excited as ever at the prospect of playing the new and improved tie-up game.

Except, of course, this is no longer a game. This is rock-solid reality; the rest of my life that I’m looking at here. And damn if that terrifying thought doesn’t make me even more excited. I sneak a peak at my giant, forbiddingly beautiful Mistress: at her shiny black hair, her strong, symmetrical features, her huge, similarly symmetrical chain-draped breasts, her solid, statuesque frame, powerfully muscled arms, legs and ass, and finally, the big, thick, silver-headed cock she sports. She is so arousing to me even as she just stands at a shelf collecting a number of belts that the last vestige of my manhood strains at its cage, rolls over in its grave, and cries out for release. How intolerable it is that I’ll never get to fuck her, or even anyone else! Suffering this maddened lust, I can only lie there and wait for it to get worse as Mistress gathers up a few last items and returns to me, her evil grin and sparkling eyes driving me absolutely wild.

“First, before we can tie you up, we have to get you stuffed and plugged.” She drops everything except for another stiff rubber cock-gag. Only this one isn’t mounted on a single strap. It’s attached to a complicated head harness that seals in the whole lower half of the face. Supple leather straps bracket my nose, ears, and eyes. They wrap about my head and meet at the back of my neck where they are secured by yet another small lock. Mistress holds up a pair of black leather ovals then.

“Normally these would snap over your eyes, prisoner, rendering you blind. But as it’s your first time down here, I’m going to let you spend it looking around, seeing what I have in store for you, and dreaming about how it’s all going to feel. Am I not the most kind, thoughtful, and generous Mistress ever?”

Once again my mouth is stuffed full of cock, this particular penis so thick that it strains my jaw, and so long that it probes my throat. All I can do is nod emphatically. Mistress nods back matter-of-factly and then picks up a curious device made of thick black rubber.

One end looks like a deflated balloon, its surface covered with protruding bumps and spines. From the end of this, a short, narrow tube runs to a shiny metal valve and a smaller, unadorned and inflated bulb. Picking up on my puzzled study, Mistress gives me that evil grin again.

“This is for your other hole. I want you thinking about me while I’m gone, slut, particularly about my relentlessly pounding prick. I also want your sissy-pussy stretched out wide, all greedy and loose and gaping for me when I get back. Something tells me speeding around in that Lamborghini is going to fire me up for some high velocity of another kind tonight.”

I don’t need to be told to spread my legs and arch up my butt. In fact, the second I understand what’s coming, I do so eagerly. It’s amazing. After what – three days? Mistress has instilled a lust for being penetrated in me that, before this week, I would have denied ‘til I was blind. Regardless of whatever defeated remnants of manhood I still retain, I am without a doubt now a ravenous little slavering-to-be-fucked dick-slut. Mindless as an animal, I strain upward and open, moaning with delight as my wonderful owner uses a pair of big lubed fingers to force me open.

Twisting and turning, slipping in and out, those skilled digits are both an insane stimulation and a terrible tease. Naturally, I immediately want her big hard cock stabbing up into me instead, and I gasp and keen and whimper at the pain in my trapped erection. But then Mistress pulls out, and her fingers are replaced by slick black rubber.

This feels weird, so different from a cock in its softness and bristling surface. Still Mistress pushes that deflated balloon all the way in, deep inside me until only the tube and bulb protrude. My sphincter clamps tight about that tube, and I groan in exquisite fulfillment as I’m finally, finally filled. But then Mistress teaches me what really being filled is all about.

Her big fist grips that little bulb and begins to pump it.

I can’t say I’m surprised when the big one inside me begins to inflate. The only surprise – and it obviously shouldn’t be – is the incredible size Mistress proceeds to pump it up too. Her fist just keeps on squeezing until the thick veins snaking up and down her arm are much more prominent than usual. Her formidable muscles flex, swelling with exertion and pumping in the blood. Meanwhile, my formerly greedy rectum keeps filling and stretching, those nubbles and spines going from tickling to annoying to agonizing in the matter of a minute. And still she keeps pumping it up until it feels like I’ve got a hedgehog stuffed up my butt. By the time she finally stops, I’m pouring sweat, panting through my nose, and clutching my legs together in a futile attempt to keep it from expanding any more.

My groan of relief is tainted with a shameful element of perverse satisfaction. Oh, the incredible size of that invasion! Despite the terrible, cramping pain, pride and lust fill me up commensurately. What a world-class she-male butt-slut I am! My ass can take anything! But then Mistress slaps said ass quite smartly.

“Did I tell you that you could close your legs? Spread ‘em out wide for me. You’re lucky it’s six feet to the nearest whip, and I’m dying to get you bound and locked up so I can get out on the highway. Still, I just may remember that blatant act of disobedience when I get back.”

I hastily comply; and, right away, she seizes my balls and stretches them out. Then I find out what some of those strange little fetters are for. Cold steel encircles the base of my scrotum just below the penis cage. A series of ratcheting clicks announces it being tightened around me until it finally has an exquisitely painful death grip. Then two more fetters (one locking about each testicle) are tightened down and pulled out until my balls are stretched so far away from me and each other and compacted so tightly that, for a time, I’m actually able to disregard the monstrous distention of my rectum. And then it all gets worse. Mistress snaps a chain to that fetter and runs it up my back to a ring on the top of my head harness. She threads it through this and then pulls it back violin-string tight before locking it off.

This is a replay of one her previous favorite tricks. Only this time, it’s not rope and cloth, but high-tensile steel that holds and stretches my head and balls back together. Already I’m in considerable pain, and the bondage has barely begun. Next, Mistress goes to work on my arms and torso with some of those tough leather belts.

These are of varying length and width – wait a minute! Did she say there were no whips within reach? Either she forgot about these, or she’s already moved beyond merely strapping me as discipline. Whatever the case, she begins by bending my arms around behind my back and using a short, stout pair of those belts to bind them together at the wrists and elbows.

This bowing of the back and stretching of the shoulders is another time-honored technique. But again Mistress is far better equipped and much more ruthless than six to ten years ago. I quickly have another acute source of misery to deal with. And then Mistress uses two longer, wider belts to strap my captive arms tightly to my torso at the shoulders and wrists.

That does it – my upper body is now as good as cocooned. Only my bound together elbows jut up a bit from my back. I writhe deliciously around while my beloved, humming excitedly to herself, immediately proceeds to secure my legs.

First, she bends one foot up until the heel hits that extensively welted area just below the butt. Then she binds my ankle to my thigh with another short, stout belt. Extending the leg in the slightest is now impossible. The other leg gets the same treatment, and then Mistress smacks my naked ass again.

“Put your legs together now, prisoner. Lock them up tight like you tried to get away with before.”

I pull them together until I’m pressed tight against myself from big toes to immensely plugged hole. Mistress again chooses two much bigger belts to strap my lower body up just as she did the top. Within a minute, I’m encircled and cinched up tight about the ankles and upper thighs, the calves and lowers. Next, she produces another shining chain complete with the usual classy brass padlock.

She threads this one through the belts binding my ankles and wrists. Then, just like before, she pulls them so tightly together that my tits and knees come off the table and my back bows even more than that noggin-to-nuts chain has already enforced. I writhe more deliciously than ever at this, suddenly flooded once again by my lifelong love of pitiless bondage. And still that bondage isn’t complete.

Suddenly I hear a whirring noise above me. The machinery set in the ceiling recurs to me then. I peek at it in the nearest mirror.

Mistress is guiding a pair of heavy steel cables as they descend toward me from what is obviously an overhead winch. Each cable ends in a loop, and she uses two more locks to connect these to first the belt binding my elbows together, and then the one encircling my ankles and thighs. Again, the motor whirrs, the cables draw tight, and my body bows up just that horrible bit more.

“Struggle for me now, prisoner!” Mistress voice is breathless with that same old excitement. “Let’s test out the machinery!”

Delighted to oblige, I twist about as much as possible within my bonds. But as soon as I do so, I hear another short series of ratcheting clicks, and I’m drawn up into an even tighter bow. I gasp in unexpected distress as my lovely jailor claps her hands and giggles with glee.

“Perfect! Oh, this is going to be so great for you while I’m gone!

“We never managed to get into suspension when you were a perverted little boy, ielle. But now that you’re a seriously perverted little girl, we’re going to get into it big-time! You see, my perfect prisoner, the winches overhead can detect any slight pull on the cables. And they’re programmed to respond to each and every tug by retracting those cables two inches. So every time you make a move, you’ll be pulled up higher by your elbows and ankles. Soon you’ll lose contact with the table. Then you’ll hang, and swing, and rise ever higher until you’re finally too near the ceiling to go any further. Then a delightful new torment will kick in.

“On either side of those winches are installed two flywheels. Each of these wheels trial four short whips. Once you come within range, they will start spinning, lashing your ass in punishment for having reached them. And since you can’t be hauled any higher, each new detection of tension by the winch will cause the wheels and whips to spin faster. I think you’re going to find yourself very entertained while I’m gone. Oh wait, that reminds me, one last touch of torment for my submissive little prisoner…”

She steps away for a minute during which I can’t help but test my bonds, resulting in another two-inch shortening of the chains. Oh man, it just keeps getting better/worse! So much pain and helplessness, I feel compelled to struggle my brains out! But I’m sure that once I’m off the table, the agony will quickly exceed the excitement. My trip up to the whips will undoubtedly be a nightmare. But then Mistress returns and compounds the torments awaiting me as soon as I clear the table.

She carries with her two tight clamps, linked by six-inch chains to heavy lead weights. The radical bowing of my back allows her access to my nipples which are still sore from being sucked on all day and night by my fake rubber breasts.

Oh, how I can’t wait to develop big real slut-girl titties of my own! All I have to offer Mistress now are my tiny little boy nips, but that doesn’t cause her any hesitation. One by one she attaches those tight, toothed clamps to my nipples, leaving the chains to dangle and the weights to rest on the table.

This causes me exquisitely arousing pain, of course. But surely it’s nothing like what I’ll feel when I’m hanging in the air with those heavy weights dangling down, swaying with my every move and getting heavier by the second. I moan around Mistress’ cock in my mouth in conflicted dread, excitement, pain and anticipation, and she giggles back with irrepressible glee.

“Good girl! Oh, you’re such a wonderfully submissive prisoner! You’ll hang here alone now while I go out and try out my newest toy. And while you’re hanging here, suffering worse with every little struggle, you’d better pray to the Almighty Goddess for my safe return. Because if something happens to me out there on the road tonight, you could very well remain imprisoned here for the next five billion years. The way this dungeon is hidden, girl, I doubt anyone would ever find your body. So pray ardently for me – or to me, it comes down to the same thing – and look forward to an incredibly violent fucking when – or if – I finally do return!”

She kisses me on the cheek, turns her back on me, and hurries back upstairs, not neglecting to secure every lock behind her.

In seconds, I’m left alone in the dungeon, hidden deep underground a huge remote house, utterly dependent upon my jailor’s return for my very survival.

My powdered cheek still tingles with her incredibly treasured kiss, and as I cautiously stretch just a bit, I’m suddenly, ruthlessly hauled upward another two inches. Now my belly is just brushing the table, and all my weight hangs from my elbows and ankles. I can’t help but whimper in despair then. How many hours, days, years, decades, centuries, millennia until my torment will end? Only the Goddess knows. And so I do as ordered and begin fervently praying to her.

***

Oh, my big, beautiful, beloved, most gloriously gorgeous Goddess, please be careful and skillful, or at least lucky, and come back to save me safe and sound and soon! We both know I love you more than my own pitiful little life by far. I don’t want to die down here, but any harm that should come to you would be the far greater tragedy. You are lovely, wonderful, powerful, and divine beyond all mortal imagining. I am weak and contemptible and desperately unworthy of the sublime ecstasy your perfect penis is so capable of giving me…

I am so caught up in my devotions that I forget to remain as still as possible. With the ardor of my pleas, I twist against the belts imprisoning me; and, of course, my prayer is interrupted (or answered) by the ratcheting of the winches. Two more inches of cable are withdrawn, and at last I’m hauled completely into the air. Still the weights clamped to my tits rest on the table, so I’m spared that increase in agony, at least for the moment. But despite the belts strapping my arms to my body, the strain on my shoulders is terrible, not to mention the increased bowing of my back. I whimper around the cock in my mouth, close my eyes, and begin praying again.

This time I make it through nearly ten minutes of slavishly worshipful and ever more ardent appeals to my living divinity before an uncontrollable spasm wracks me, and I’m pulled two more inches upward. Now the chains dangling from my tits are straight, and the weights just barely resting on the table. Desperate to keep from moving any more, I recall Mistress’ other order and seize upon the distraction.

I was told to study the equipment surrounding me and dream of how it might be used. Very well, I will. But the first thing that arrests my vision is naturally me. At the nexus of a box of mirrors, I’m surrounded by infinitely repeating images of myself. Suddenly able to see thousands of me from every angle, my cock strains mindlessly in its cage at the spectacle I make. Hanging hogtied in mid-air, tightly wrapped in straps of black, pulled into an unnaturally tight bow with only my eyes, ears, and tiny bits of cheek and forehead visible of my heavily made-up face, I look deliciously slutty, helpless, and vulnerable. Hanging down either side of my strapped and stuffed-up face are my thick blonde ringlets, and dangling chains seem to link my nipples to the table. I’m so aroused by this sight that I’m suddenly overcome by the perverse impulse to see myself hauled up that next critical increment and watch my reaction as the weights leave the table.

With a sudden convulsive wrench, I fight my implacable bonds with an impulsive frenzy. Immediately I’m yanked upward, once, twice, three times. I quit struggling as abruptly as I started, enthralled by the sight of my helpless body being jerked up into the air. But my sudden wild swinging is not so easily stilled, and each pull on the two cables hauls me up another increment.

Also wildly swinging are those heavy lead weights now dangling from my nipples. The pain of this is sharp and exquisite as those clamping teeth bite into my tender rosebuds, stretching them excruciatingly out and yanking them constantly around. By the time they begin to slow down, and my momentum has been damped enough to stop the whirring winches, I’m hanging nearly three feet off the table.

Despite myself I’ve somehow made it halfway to the ceiling in a matter of minutes. The self-destructive madness of this indulgence thrills me, and the pain in my crimped-off cock rivals that of even my tortured tits. The sight of me swinging and twisting and being jerked helplessly upward, utterly at the mercy of a mindless machine – and let’s not forget my Goddess’ divine scheme – remains unbearably exciting to me. Panting through my nose, wallowing in the now fiery pain in my sorely strained shoulders and back, penis, balls, and nipples, I literally can’t help myself. I know it’s incredibly stupid, but so is putting yourself for perpetuity at the mercy of a big, pitiless goddess in the first place. Madly anticipating the disastrous consequences, I once again begin to thrash about as violently as I can.

Again I’m jerked incrementally upward, and this time I maximize every vector of my movement. Soon I’m flying about at the ends of those constantly snapping and jerking cables with my gripped nipples nearly being ripped off by the wildly changing forces of those unpredictably swinging weights. So swamped with that old mad excitement that I couldn’t have stopped my body if I’d wanted to, I buck and writhe mindlessly, avidly watching myself get pulled ever higher and higher and into an evermore excruciating back-bow. But suddenly I hear an additional whirring sound, and those threatened whips start up, rapidly slapping my ass on either side.

This change shocks me suddenly into the realization that I’ve stopped climbing; I’m now hanging nearly ten feet off the floor and looking down at the chamber I’ve been ordered to study. Still my momentum again keeps me swinging, and the whips in turn swing faster and faster. By the time I’ve finally stopped moving, they’re nothing but a blur, slashing my ass so rapidly that already I have two more spots of constantly climbing pain to contend with.

I don’t believe this. Mistress hasn’t been gone half an hour, and I’ve nearly maxed out my punishments. If something does happen to her – Goddess forbid! – and I’m left trapped down here, the pain will surely have me insane long before I finally die of thirst.

At last, I have myself under control again. I’m still terribly turned on by my dangerous predicament. But at least I’m able to think and act rationally now. I try to calm my heavy panting and bring myself as close to stillness as possible. Unfortunately, that’s the whole point of being in bondage for me: all that thrilling, wonderfully futile struggling. Having to remain still is the worst torment of all. Desperate for a distraction, I seize upon the same one I’d set out to find before I got so literally carried away. I breathe a quick prayer to Goddess and then set about studying my dungeon.

Easiest of the many devices to understand is the St. Andrew’s cross. I will be strapped to this big adjustable X and placed at whatever angle my jailor happens to fancy, from straight up to lying flat or even completely upside down. Utterly helpless, I will be subject to whatever sadistic whim strikes her. Likewise, the large capital T is clearly a crucifixion cross. It is the easiest thing in the world for me to picture myself strapped up there and hanging in agony for hours on end, being ripped to ribbons by one of the many heavy bullwhips lying around.

The long table with shackles at either end connected to chains running to the big spoked crank must be a stretching rack. True to Mistress’ command, I fantasize about being chained out tight and stretched, stretched, stretched; my entire body in agony as she gives the crank another turn, and another, and another…

Dangling from the ceiling near me is that stainless steel bird cage.

Just big enough to accommodate me scrunched up inside, my ankles locked to the perch and my hands cuffed behind me, I will surely find attaining a comfortable equilibrium impossible. Back and forth and in every other unpredictable direction, I will tip and sway and swivel about, insidiously tormented by my inability to come to rest. How many hours, nay, days will I suffer this way?

Thinking of this I suddenly lose my current precious balance, swinging about just enough to alert the machinery. Right away the whips increase in speed, thrashing my already reddened ass on both sides. I moan in terrible distress at this new increase in agony, my butt muscles clenching involuntarily around that enormous inflatable plug. Oh Goddess, I hurt everywhere! My ass, inside and out; my bitten and stretched-out nipples; my bowed back and neck and overstressed shoulders; my stuffed wide jaws and, of course, my poor penis, insistently straining in its cruel steel cage – all of these accumulated miseries bring a few harsh, strangled sobs from me. And worst of all is knowing that I dare not struggle. This mental torment, this deprivation of the thrill-fix that makes it all worth it, is truly the most insidious punishment of all. Finally I blink away the tears smearing my surroundings and return to my inventory.

Stocks and pillories: these will lock me into contorted postures, helpless to relieve my ever-growing discomfort, as Mistress paddles or whips or (hopefully) fucks me silly. This thought then spins inevitably off into a long fantasy of Mistress ramming her big hard cock up my ass: that supreme experience is all I have to look forward to now. In my adoring mind, I breathlessly replay every occasion in which she’s used me this way, from being wrestled onto the bed and relieved of my virginity that first evening to being shoved facedown over the back of the couch and violently violated just this afternoon.

Of course, this indulgence makes my cramped cock hurt even more. But it’s a good pain now, and I revel in it as in my mind I once again listen to Mistress exhort and belittle me as her powerfully pumping hips slap my ass and her big hard organ gores up into me. Alas though, this is just too exciting, and once again I lose control. In seconds, I’m struggling maniacally, feeling those flaying whips speed up and up and wallowing in three amazing simultaneous turn-ons: my deliciously futile struggles, the infinite images of the shameful spectacle I make; and, most of all, the powerfully compelling memories of my Goddess having sex with me. Fuck the whips; fuck my damaged ass (Oh yes, Goddess, fuck it, fuck it, fuck it HARD!) fuck everything, I just have to struggle! And so I do, twisting and writhing, swinging and swaying, fighting my bonds with all I’ve got and not being able to loosen them one iota. Finally, it seems I’ve maxed out the whips as well. Those matching wheels are flinging them against my buttocks at an insane pace, but one that no longer continuously climbs. The excruciation is acute, of course. But at least I have no more incentive to remain still. Finally I’m able to thrash and struggle and fight to my perverted heart’s delight. And so I do: obsessing on my Goddess’ cock fucking me until, at last, I descend into a kind of mindless, timeless oblivion. All I know is my many agonies, my thrilling struggles, and my desperate, slutty fuck-fantasies.

Forgotten are my orders to examine the dungeon and even to pray for my life and my Goddess’ safe return. For hours I’m lost in this heavenly hell until exhaustion overcomes me. Then I slump weakly in my bonds, prey to all the evermore intense agonies assailing me. All I can do is hang there and weep, miserably enduring, more tortured by the moment, and praying nonstop for rescue. And yet it’s still at least an hour more before I hear the opening of the trap door and the heavy tread of my Goddess descending into my own personal hell.

***

She looks different – distressingly, excitingly so. She’s only made a few small changes in her appearance, but they are profoundly intimidating ones.

She wears the same clothes, and boots, and the same steel-headed cock juts up from her crotch. But now black leather gauntlets cover her hands and arms up to just past the elbow, and a matching executioner’s hood conceals her head except for eyes, ears, nostrils, and the lower half of her face. This masking is dreadfully frightening. But it’s the insane amount of excitement she exudes, a clearly overflowing zeal demanding release that is the scariest and most arousing thing about her. Never has Mistress looked more eager to have at me.

In fact, so eager is she to get to me that it takes her two tries to tap in the proper code. But then she gets the cell door open, enters, slams it shut with a ringing clang, and bounds over to where I hang weeping. Bursting with fervor, she gleams up at me.

“Howdy, prisoner! Did you miss me?”

I try to nod, but all I manage to do is yank on my stretched, crushed nuts. Mistress giggles gleefully at my strangled bleat. “Oh, you poor baby, all stuffed full of cock and with your head fully extended! Let’s try this: blink once for yes and twice for no. Now, are you glad to see me? Are you absolutely ecstatic?”

Emphatically I blink yes.

“Did you pray for me, and to me, and dream about all the exciting things I’m going to be doing to you down here?”

Yes!

“Did you also dream about me fucking you into absolute oblivion?”

YES!!!!!!!!!!!!

“And did you enjoy yourself? I see you’ve maxed out my program.”

Yes…

“Well you don’t look like you’re having fun now! Your crying has made a terrible mess of your make-up. Why, you’ve been in limitless torment, locked away all alone down here. Haven’t you?”

Yes!

“Well too bad, prisoner. Now that I’m back, I’m afraid it’s about to get a whole lot worse. These last three hours were just a little warm-up for you. I know I promised to fuck you when I got back, and believe me, baby, I will. I’m going to fuck you absolutely senseless. But first, I’m going to have to torture the total shit out of you!”

She pushes a couple buttons; and, at long last, the whips stop flaying my ass. I begin to descend toward the table again.

“I just had the most thrilling, exhilarating time of my life teasing, fleeing, and easily outrunning cop after cop after cop. That car is just the absolute bomb! It’s a good thing I removed the license plates first, or they’d probably be over banging on your old door right about now. In any case, I am just so full of energy and excitement I’m about to burst. I need to work some of that passion out of my system – or maybe spike it up even higher – and the best way to do that is to vent it all extensively on you!

“Of course, as your owner, I reserve the right to torture you mercilessly whenever I feel like it, just for the pure fun of watching you suffer. And I still owe you punishment for your clumsiness earlier. So prepare yourself, prisoner! Agony and excruciation await you at the hands of your beautiful, pitiless jailor…”

As soon as I’m back on the table, Mistress releases all the belts and chains, even removing the big head-harness cock-gag. The only things she leaves in place are the nipple weights, testicle fetter, and that enormous object stretching my rectum. Limp and weeping with relief, I can only lie there gasping for breath. Mistress is far too eager to await my recovery though, and she immediately slides me from the table and manhandles my numb, cramped body over to the waiting crucifixion cross.

She lifts me up, standing me on a little shelf a foot or so off the floor. Quickly, she secures me by the waist to the big wooden upright with one of those built-in straps. Once I’m thus in no danger of falling, she proceeds to secure my arms to the crosspiece at the wrists, elbows, and upper biceps.

Other straps are available at the chest, knees, and ankles, but Mistress ignores these. Instead, she releases the strap about my waist and trips a little release lever. Instantly, that shelf I’m standing on drops away eighty degrees on a hidden hinge. This is practically no support at all, and my toes scrabble for purchase, trying desperately to relieve the strain on my already woefully sore shoulders.

“There,” Mistress declares. “Standing like that will help train your ankles to the daily wearing of high-heeled shoes. And hanging from your arms is the whole point of being crucified. Tell me, prisoner, do you like playing Jesus?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I croak. “I absolutely love whatever you choose to do to me.”

“You don’t really believe that old rabble-rouser was God, do you?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Tell me what you do believe.”

I breathe as deeply as possible considering the stress on my chest. Then, with the ease of often practice, I explain my previous atheism.

“Until tonight, I believed in no supernatural entities at all. Certainly not the ridiculous ones posited by religion. I used to say: if you must worship something, make it the sun. At least the sun is there, you can actually see the damn thing. That makes believing in it a bit more defensible. And as the source and sustenance of all life, the creator and eventual destroyer of the solar system, it seems well worth venerating. But now, tonight, I believe I’ve finally found something far more worthy of worship, something truly and demonstrably divine. I now worship the benevolent, protecting, nurturing, disciplining and determining universal Goddess as she is currently incarnated in the mythic figure of my divine and sanctified owner.”

“What a sweet and well-rehearsed speech! You certainly have been thinking about this in my absence.” Goddess blows my mind by giving me a first ever kiss on the lips. I can’t believe it’s happened, and then she heaps even more praise on me.

“That’s why I love you, Danielle. You are so thoughtful and devoted, not mention sexy and submissive and excitingly perverse. Well, now it’s time to put that perversion of yours truly to the test. In the name of the universal Goddess you recognize in me, I hereby claim your eternal worship. You may add the name ‘subject’ to your titles of slave, prisoner, maid, property, girl, and sissy-slut. And, from now on, you will name me only as Goddess. I shall consecrate this new, holy bond between us now by testing your devotion through torture. Open your mouth!”

Despite the debilitating ordeal just past – and the worse one surely coming – I’m madly aroused and excited again. I comply, and Goddess swiftly wedges a heavy steel ring between my teeth, forcing my jaws to remain sprung wide. She straps this tightly in place. Next, she hangs several more of those heavy lead weights from the fetter on my balls, pulling them agonizing down. Then she goes to the table with the computer and starts fiddling with the other electrical apparatus stacked there.

“I’m sure in your studying of this room and dreaming about its potential that you noticed and appreciated this device, prisoner. From this console I can connect wires to any and every spot on your body. I can then program them to deliver electric shocks to you in any sequence, combination, strength, and duration I like. I can have you sizzling like a steak up there all night if I choose, gradually increasing the voltage until you finally suffer electrocution and death. Yet, I also have this wonderful little toy: a detachable, fully charged shock wand. It allows for far more spontaneity in application, much more hands-on fun. And that’s what I’m all about right now. So get ready, subject. Your Goddess’ divine power is about to be unleashed upon you!”

She turns from the table and closes in on me, holding out a long, slim metal wand with an insulating grip. Her heaving breasts, eager grin, and the fiery zeal blazing through her eyeholes betray her utter raving sadism.

At long last, it is finally torture time! A worthless, defeated little ex-male hangs here helpless, just begging for the most evil, inventive, insidious and endless applications of creative excruciation. What could be more thrilling, exalting, and ultimately satisfying? Seeing all this expressed in my Goddess’ eager approach, I cringe inward, feeling my cock swell paradoxically at the same time. Goddess terrifies me; she arouses me furiously. Though I’m already in terrible pain from my shoulders, nipples and balls, from my ass inside and out, and from my cruelly thwarted erection, agony like I’ve never experienced is about to be upon me. And then it is.

Goddess reaches out with her wand and touches my pinched, stretched right nipple with the tip of it.

Exquisite excruciation sears instantly into me. Unprepared for the unprecedented intensity, I scream uncontrollably.

Goddess giggles with delight, holding and pressing the electricity into me, as I shudder and scream and lose my footing, hanging wholly from my strained shoulders. Finally she relents; and, sobbing, I struggle to get my feet up under me again. But then she touches the already tender left nipple with fire, and again I scream and slip and sag and kick on the cross: crucified and electrified simultaneously.

“Yeah, baby!” Goddess cries, watching me twist and writhe and howl with pain. “Now we’re getting somewhere! How’s that feel, prisoner? Do you like it? Do you love it? Do you want it never to stop? Try this on for size!”

She stops shocking my nipple. But before I can begin to recover, she touches the wand to the head of my penis where it protrudes from the imprisoning sleeve.

The pain is twice as intense this time. Screaming, I throw back my head and draw up my legs reflexively, again hanging wholly from my shoulders. Still, Goddess presses electricity into the most sensitive spot on my body, giggling delightedly at my agonized suffering. Then, one at a time, she shocks my testicles, and then each nipple, my penis head again, and several other random spots on my body. Finally she allows me to get my breath, and my feet under me, before…

“Stick out your tongue, my worshipful little subject. Prove how much you adore and venerate me!”

Groaning terribly, I obey. And immediately my Goddess touches her magic wand to its wet, sensitive tip, sending her divine lightening lancing into my mouth. Again she holds it there, reveling in my writhing and crying before taking advantage of my tear-streaked cheeks, shocking them here and there on either side.

The wetness aids conductivity, and I can’t help but try and twist away from that searing pain. But there is no escape. For the next hour or so Goddess tortures me delightedly until I wholly give up trying to keep my feet under me and just hang there, waiting for the next infusion of fire to send me back into screaming, writhing paroxysms. Finally, my Goddess has had her fill of this rather tame sport though, and needs to engage in more strenuous activity. She’ll never be ready to fuck me at this rate…

She puts the wand back in its charger and picks up a coiled black whip. She shakes out its seven-foot lash and cracks it in the air. Still grinning evilly at me, her sapphire eyes blazing through that implacable black mask, she brings my earlier dream to life then by whipping my skin to ribbons.

Naturally, the reality is far worse than any dream could be.

Those were distracting fantasies. This is instant nightmare. Goddess is the most powerful figure in the universe, and she puts all of her surpassing strength into flinging that lash. Each stroke leaves a long, livid weal on my pale white flesh, not to mention setting off an explosion of agony.

In the old days, people were whipped to death often. I can immediately see how. The electro-torture, while causing horrible pain, does little actual damage – a slight burn here and there. But each vicious whiplash inflicts more and more physical trauma which remains and accumulates. It takes perhaps twenty to thirty minutes (I guess, time has subjectively stopped for me) for Goddess to stripe my body from knees to neck with wickedly curling and crisscrossing welts. At that point, she finally decides that she can’t afford to damage her property any more. And each of us is now in optimal condition for the night’s big highlight.

I’m in enormous distress and perfectly vulnerable, ripe, and receptive. And Goddess is flexed-out, loosened up, in mid-workout; exalted by the sublime, primal thrill of having formally consecrated her hold over me in the most exciting fashion imaginable – except for that ultimate one of course. And now it’s finally time to enjoy that primary benefit of having ownership of a helpless willing subject. Not the money, material goods, and domestic labor she’s accrued, nor the blind adoration and madly masochistic devotion. No, my number one use for Goddess is always as a lubricious little dick-slut, an eager and appreciative recipient of the kind of brutally dominant, hours-on-end prick-pounding she most craves administering.

More zealous than ever, Goddess casts her whip aside. She removes the weights from my nipples and nuts and even releases the cruelly stretching fetter from the latter. Leaving only the ring-gag in my mouth and the rubber bulb inflating my rectum, she unbelts my dead arms and catches me as I slump forward. Effortlessly, she scoops me up and carries me like a baby to the cell door, murmuring reassurances as she releases the lock and carries me through.

“There, there, little girl, stop blubbering. Your torture ordeal is over, and you lived through it. And now you’ve got a wonderful reward coming. Your Goddess is happy with you; she’s very, very proud of you, and she can’t wait to get you into her bed!”

Cradled in those powerful arms, only some fine-linked chain between me and those fabulous breasts, I somehow manage to still my whimpering and sniveling. Goddess is eager indeed I notice, taking those stairs two at a time despite being burdened with me. She takes the basement stairs likewise then strides rapidly through the house to her bedroom. She lays me on the bed where I sprawl limp and helpless, slowly recovering from my ordeal and awaiting the far more welcome one.

I watch as my Goddess strips down naked – all but for the torturer’s hood that is.

Perhaps she fancies it, or maybe she’s omniscient enough to know how intimidating it makes her look. Then talk about intimidating! The pinkish-red cock she produces and straps on is the biggest one yet: thick and hefty, long and ridged, with an artificially pointy head-bulb to ease that monster’s insertion. Lying on my back, so debilitated I can barely move, I stare at that gigantic organ with a consummately familiar mix of fear and lust. Soon enough, my own tiny penis begins to twitch and swell and harden into pain.

Goddess tests her fit, making sure that fearsome cock will properly respond to the incredible demands she intends to place upon it. Then she straightens up and literally dives onto the bed, landing atop me in an avalanche of gorgeous flesh.

“Now, my succulent young subject,” she growls down at me, her gas flame blue eyes blazing through that scary mask, “Let’s fuck!”

Somewhere I summon the strength to open my legs. Goddess shifts off me, and one at a time, she lifts them wide overhead and shackles them thus spread. She wedges a familiar pillow under my kidneys and, at last, deflates and withdraws that humungous hedgehog my ass has been hoarding. This is another enormous relief to me. Yet while it has left me aching horribly down there, it has also left me just as Goddess wanted: stretched out enough to take her biggest cock at sewing machine speed.

She pauses only to lube up good. Then she moves into position, her huge breasts heaving more excitedly than ever. “Okay, slave. It’s time to finally fulfill your fundamental function! Here comes my gigantic cock!”

She stabs it into me, its massive circumference an instant agony. Past that first pointed tip, the strawberry-shaped head swells to the size of a child’s fist! And if the long ridged shaft behind it starts out just as thick, it widens further with each remarkable inch. By the time it reaches its firmly secured base, it’s bigger than my admittedly wimpy forearm. After four or five hours of being outrageously stuffed and stretched, my ass is loose all right. It’s also bruised and abused beyond belief. That first bludgeoning cock thrust slams into my gaping acceptance like an iron spike into bloody mud. And, with that, the worst pain of the entire interminable day begins.

Goddess is like an Olympian miler in mid-race.

All of her champion physicality is at its peak, propelled pell-mell forward by an insatiable passion to conquer and excel. Within three thrusts, she’s up to her usual top speed, her big hands hooked around my folded up thighs and anchoring me against the increasing violence and velocity of her attack.

Her stupendous breasts are dancing like mad, trying to distract me from the constantly climbing agony in my ass. But for the first thirty minutes or so nothing on Earth can do that. Goddess’ corrugated cock is just so huge, and the fervor with which she wields it so insane, that all I can do is squeeze shut my eyes, wail through the ring gag, and use my rarely freed hands to grip and pull my pussy wider, trying desperately to accommodate that unholy onslaught.

Ah, Goddess, it’s like I’m being raped by a demon! A red, monstrous, horned and clawed thing, with membranous wings, a phallus like a barbed harpoon, and a superhuman capacity for frenzied endurance! Each deeply stabbing, widely stretching, never relenting punch into my already extensively bruised center tortures me worse than I’d ever believed possible. I have been damned; I am in hell. But then arrives evidence that I might be the least bit blessed after all. Finally, I get an unexpected respite: Goddess senses an orgasm coming, and she slows down a bit in response.

Apparently she doesn’t want to climax just yet.

Although she’s capable of a seemingly infinite series of orgasms, she wants to keep pounding me for a while before the first: just to sharpen her hunger for it and prolong the brutal fun of bludgeoning me. Soon enough though, she’s back doing so just as madly as before, driving me deeper into oblivion with every unstoppable stroke. Twice more she backs off from the brink this way until she’s been brutalizing me for nearly an hour. But at last her urgent cries come from deeper inside; and, instead of avoiding that first peak, she finally goes full out to surmount it.

She drops forward like before, propping herself on widely spread palms and knees and accelerating her frantic fucking even further.

This impossible escalation continues for nearly five minutes. Now my eyes are truly glued to those rapidly jiggling and joggling udders – anything to distract me from the agonizing hammering in my ass! And this fabulous dance, combined with the infectious extremity of Goddess’ climb toward climax, inflames my own perverted passion. Again, as on that first night, I’m finally able to fold my intense anal pain into the equally compelling shame and lust and exultation I feel at being used this way.

I am causing Goddess pleasure here. No shit: immense, otherworldly pleasure, by the sound of her piercing shrieks as she finally jack-hammers her way up to and through an amazingly violent and sustained orgasm. And that divine ecstasy validates my existence. The emotional fulfillment I get at the sight and sound and ultimate pounding of my beloved ejaculating her brains out becomes a more adequate and appropriate replacement for my own abandoned orgasms with each repetition. Of course, that anal pain now is a hundred times worse, and yet that fact makes my ultimate success in accepting it so much more momentous. When Goddess finally hammers out her final throe and collapses atop me, I feel so good about myself, so loving of my supremely wonderful deity, and yes, so insanely horny that I dare attempt to satisfy a lifelong dream.

Goddess’ heavenly breasts are squashed against my face.

This is glory enough for any unworthy subject. But suddenly the banished man in me rises again, and I just can’t help myself. By twisting, I’m able bring my mouth to one of those big, puckered pink nipples.

My dream is to suckle her madly. But bitted as I am that’s impossible. And so I settle for poking my tongue out through the ring and licking and flicking that stiff, rubbery protuberance as energetically as I can.

Ah ecstasy, paradise, nirvana, ; every heaven that’s ever been conceived! How long have I awaited thee! But then predictably my deity rears up and strikes me like a thunderbolt. So powerful is her blow that lights flash, and my face flames with pain.

“NEVER, ielle! You never touch any part of my body without permission. Are you angling for a few more hours downstairs?”

I shake my ringing head vigorously, putting on my most contrite expression and casting my eyes down in tremulous shame. Still, it’s impossible to avoid the sight of those huge, pendulously dangling melons just above me, and my innate desire for them is a deep, poignant pain that will never go away.

Not as deep as the other pain her cock just inflicted, of course. Again, Goddess displays her omniscience by seeming to read my mind.

“Very well. Just behave yourself from now on.

“Now then! Tell me, ielle, how did you like taking my favorite cock? Was being fucked with it the greatest experience of your entire life?”

Unsure if this is a lie or not, I nevertheless nod sycophantically.

“Good,” Goddess grins. “Because now that I’ve got you broken in, I’ll probably be using this one on you exclusively. So, let’s see…” She consults the clock. “We’ve got another four, maybe five hours until morning. Let’s just see how many times I can come before then!”

She releases my legs and orders me to roll over and straddle the pillow.

“I think I prefer you this way, subject: groveling facedown, with your whipped-raw ass sticking way up in the air. Speaking of that, later we’ll have to try the pile-driver position on you – that’s the one reserved for only the most degraded of sluts. But for now, I’m just going to fuck you deeper than you’ve ever had it before.”

For once, I’m left unshackled, so that Goddess can quickly reposition me however she likes. I’ve learned my lesson; however, and I remain docile and compliant, enduring the next five hours – actually closer to six – of being anally tortured with tears, screams, unrelenting pain, and surpassing lust but with no attempted initiative of my own.

I am merely an animate toy, to be positioned and used by my Goddess for her every sexual excess with no thought at all to my own inconsequential needs. Still, every time my beloved divinity screams and shakes and pounds out one of those rapturous orgasms, I find my own fulfillment continuously waxing no matter how badly my horribly battered sissy-pussy suffers. And when I finally do find myself in the pile-driver position – bent doubled over upside down, only my head and shoulders on the bed with my ass raised up to its highest possible level – it is indeed so abysmally, deliciously degrading that my cock remains a bulging ball of pain no matter how viciously Goddess rams down into me. After she climaxes one last time (despite her challenge, we’ve both long since lost count), Goddess cuffs my hands behind my back and stretches out next to me. She looks at the clock and lets out a whistle.

“Nine-fifteen a.m.! Holy shit! That’s what I call fucking the night away! I am absolutely exhausted. There’s no way we’re going to make it to my lawyer today. I’d better call her and reschedule for tomorrow.

“Today we’re going to have to spend in bed resting, letting your wimpy mortal body heal. In fact, I’ll order in food for breakfast. Except for satisfying my sexual needs, you may have this day off, slave. So lie there quiet and recover like a good little girl while I see to business. I’ll be back with breakfast and your estrogen as soon as it arrives.”

Leaving me stunned with love and gratitude at this, Mistress removes her cock. She dons her regal robe and sweeps from the bedroom, locking me in on the way out.

Despite my confirmed devotion, I sigh hugely when she’s gone. Oh, how she tries me! Yet, how could I have it any other way? Again I sigh enormously. Seconds later, my traumatized body gives in to necessity; and, for the first time in twenty-two hours, I sink into recuperative sleep.




Chapter 8: The Town Finds Out

Twenty-four hours later, we resume our interrupted education in my new routine as slave-maid.

We spent the previous day indolently dozing it away. Keeping me cuffed the entire time, Goddess enjoyed herself immensely feeding me by hand and intermittently fucking me with that giant cock. Finally, we cuddled up and got a good night’s sleep for a change. Now it’s shortly after ten, and I’ve at last been released from my restraints.

First, I enjoy the sublime pleasure – and terrible penis pain – of again bathing my Goddess’ heavenly body. Then I’m taught to shave her, receiving a healthy twist and crush of the nuts for every little nick and scrape.

As before, I see to my own hygiene while Goddess dresses. I’m fitted back into my wig and breasts; and, under her expert tutelage, I apply my heavy make-up. I’m locked back into my terribly confining corset and shoes, and dressed in an identical French Maid costume. I fetch the paper, make breakfast, and clean up afterward. I’m just finishing up these chores when the doorbell chimes.

“That will be the Salvation Army,” Goddess announces. “Greet them, slave, show them to the garage and see that they pick up all of your former belongings.”

“Yes, Goddess,” I gulp. I’m still exquisitely uncomfortable at the thought of being seen in my new persona. Yet, as always, there’s no choice in this, and I’ll have to get used to it sooner or later. Blushing furiously, I mince my way to the front door.

Two men are out there, one at the door and one at the wheel of a dark green van. Taking a deep breath, I open the door and step daintily out. The shock on the young guy’s face is limitlessly humiliating, but I try to ignore it by looking demurely down.

“Yes, sir?”

“Ummm…Salvation Army…ma’am?”

This last word is clearly a question, but I choose to ignore it. Determined to behave as I know my Goddess would want, I look coquettishly up and speak in a breathy, sexy little voice.

“Yes, sir. Right this way, sir. If the other gentleman can back up to the garage…”

I trail off and then lead the way, moving as slinkily and sluttily as possible. Once I reach the nearest big door, I turn and bat my eyelashes.

“Perhaps you could raise the door for me, sir. A big strong fellow like you? Or would you rather I bend over and flash my ass?”

“Uh…yeah, right.”

Clearly disconcerted, the guy grips the handle and runs the door up, revealing five expensive vehicles, the nearest of which is the SUV. Its back remains open, revealing the boxes piled inside. With a girlish wave, I indicate them.

“All for you, fellas. Help yourselves.”

By this time, the van has backed around and the other guy gotten out. I give him a simpering little smile and reach behind me and under my skirt to rub my wickedly welted buttocks with both hands.

This fellow is better able to hide his shock, or maybe he’s just seen it all before. His glance flicks contemptuously away from me, and he joins his partner in quickly transferring the boxes between vehicles.

“Thanks, boys,” I offer brightly when they’re done. “Would you two like to come inside for coffee…tea…or maybe me? My wonderful Goddess and I can surely find a way to repay a pair of strapping young males like you for all your kind services.”

“Uh, no, we’ve got to get on the road,” stammers the first one, after exchanging an uneasy glance with the other. “Thank you for your donation.” Quickly, they climb back into the van and depart, leaving me to close up the SUV and roll down the garage door.

Giggling to myself at how easy and fun that was despite my great mortification, I sissy-walk my way back to the door. Goddess is standing in the entryway, holding a purse, riding crop, cock-gag, and the folder of valuable documents she took from my parents’ safe. She looks absolutely stunning in her sexy black corset, elegant white jacket, tight leather skirt, and killer stiletto heels. I notice that she’s also wearing some of her new jewelry now – about a hundred thousand dollars worth. Almond-sized sapphires dangle from her earlobes, outshining even her brilliant blue eyes, and a diamond-studded silver choker encircles her neck. She smiles approvingly at me as I step back inside.

“Well done, ielle. You handled that like a perfectly slutty little hussy. Let’s get going now. We’ll be meeting my lawyer in less than fifteen minutes.”

She pauses only to push her cock into my mouth and secure the new locking strap behind my head. Then she gives my ass a smart smack with the crop to get me going. I open the door for her, curtsy, and step aside as she comes out. Then I hurry ahead of her to open the garage back up, and the driver’s side of the Lamborghini.

Goddess slips smoothly in. I close it behind her, circle the car, and take my exalted place at her side. Off we go!

***

Goddess drives confidently, well, and very fast. Seated beside her, I find myself unconsciously pressing my foot to the floor, reaching for a brake that isn’t there. I try to force myself to relax. This isn’t the first time my life has depended on her driving skills. But I only manage to move on to other anxieties.

For the first time, I’m truly going out in public like this and not just shocking the shit out of isolated individuals.

Tremulously, I look down at myself: fetish shoes dangling their little brass locks, fishnet stockings, flouncy miniskirt, lacy apron, and low-cut dress with pointy-tipped boobs pushing out the front… My long, curly hair tickles my cheeks and neck, and a wide gag of supple black leather encloses my sprung jaws. My fingernails are shaped and polished pink, and a cute little cap is pinned to my wig. The whole get-up is outrageously demeaning: fit only for a very private party or a sick fetish flick – certainly not for the staid and sober offices of a successful attorney to the very rich…

In any case, we arrive there far before I’m ready for it.

Did I mention that the Lamborghini was fast and my Goddess even more so? In any case, let me belatedly impart the additional information that we live in a small town. Maybe ten thousand strong, it serves as a suburban retreat for the wealthy elite. As such, it naturally houses more than its share of attorneys, accountants, and stock brokers. I’m familiar with most of them, but we quickly pass by anyone my family has ever done business with. Clearly Goddess knows where she’s going, and is expected too, for at the end of the main drag, we find nearly an entire parking lot waiting empty for us. She pulls confidently in and kills the engine.

“Okay, slave. As always, you will obey me without stint or hesitation all this day. If you disappoint me in any way, the dungeon awaits. Understood?”

My mouth full of cock, I nod at once. Still, I can’t help feel a certain amount of unwillingness well up within me. We are here, after all, to strip me of every last penny. I’ve lost much worse than money in the past week, of course. But we rich folk have a more than passing attachment to our cash. It’s ridiculous, I know – giving up autonomy, orgasms, manhood, all rights to my very body, and now worrying about a couple dozen million dollars. But – and I’m sure you’re as tired of reading this as I am writing it – what choice do I have? Goddess glares pointedly at me, and I scurry out of the car and around to her side where I open and close the door for her.

It’s minutes before on a weekday, and there are plenty of people around. This is one of the few pedestrian-friendly towns left in , and wide sidewalks and bike trails are full of my fellow townsfolk. Heads swivel immediately, drawn first by the obviously eye-catching Lamborghini, then even more startlingly by me.

A gagged, cross-dressed French Maid mincing along on fetish shoes in broad daylight is clearly something this conservative little burg has never seen before. People stop to gawk and even gather. Aflame with humiliation, praying to the Goddess that no one recognizes me, I nevertheless continue to sexily slink and sway my way across the blacktop behind her. Carrying that riding crop under her arm and her purse and portfolio full of documents, she leads me across to an otherwise nondescript building sporting an expensive copper roof.

Goddess pauses by the door, and I open it for her. We enter: sanctuary at last from all those staring eyes. It is blessedly cool inside, relief for my burning face. Goddess leads the way into a reception area deserted except for the beautiful young woman seated at the desk. Her eyes size me up, coolly amused and then dismiss me.

“Good afternoon, Ms Johnson. Ms Barnes is expecting you; you may go right in.”

“Thank you, Jeanine.”

We pause briefly at a door labeled ‘Antonia Barnes, Attorney at Law’. Goddess gives it a perfunctory tap then opens it and leads me into the inner sanctum.

Another beautiful woman, this one tall, blonde, and dressed in a conservative gray suit, rises from her desk and comes around it to greet my Goddess.

“Welcome, Jennifer. It’s great to see you again. And thank you once again for setting me up in your charming little town. You’re a true sister and a credit to Delta Omega. Something tells me we’re going to have an exciting and rewarding relationship here for many, many years.” They exchange brief kisses on the cheek, and she waves us toward two chairs while she returns to her own.

“You may sit, slave,” Goddess tells me, and we do so. Then, still ignoring me completely, Goddess’ friend from college folds her hands on the desk blotter and gets right down to business.

“Well, what can I do for you today, dear?”

Goddess indicates me with a nod.

“This she-male here is ielle, still legally known as iel Boynton. We’re here to change that, as well as transfer all of her assets over to my possession.”

“Good!” pronounces Ms Barnes. “Very good. Well, let’s get started then.”

Goddess hands over the folder full of documents, and so begins my complete disenfranchisement. Ms Barnes opens it, flips through them briefly, and then finally deigns to notice me.

“Now, Miss Boynton, federal law requires me to ask if you are taking these steps of your own free will.”

“Oh, she can’t talk,” interposes my owner right away. “She loves to suck cock far too much for that. She can’t even stop sucking cock for important business like this. Isn’t that right, ielle?”

Still aflame with shame, and ever more dubious about this business, I hesitate for only an instant before nodding. Goddess nods back.

“Still, you can answer questions nonverbally. So nod your head yes again to this superior female. Answer her question.”

Do I really mean to do this? Stupid question: the dungeon waits if I refuse, and I’m sure there are torments in store that could make my recent nightmare a sweet dream by comparison. Sighing internally, I bid goodbye to my solvency by nodding again.

“Good enough,” declares the attorney, smirking superiorly at me. “I must say, Jennifer, you’ve got your hands on a wonderfully compliant little sissy here. You always were most desirable and effective domme in the house.”

For the next half hour, we fill out forms, and I sign them all, transferring over deeds, stock certificates, vehicle titles, et cetera. Finally, I grant my Goddess full power of attorney so that she can begin draining my bank accounts. Goddess’ mood becomes ever more ebullient as we go until she’s practically bouncing in her seat by the time we reach our final bit of business.

“Excellent!” she exclaims. “Now all we have to do is begin the paperwork for a legal name change. iel James Boynton will be henceforth known as ielle Sissy Slave. Let us see to that please…”

We do. Once these last legalities are wrapped up, the former and forever sorority sisters exchange kisses again. Then Goddess leads her now impoverished and utterly dependent subject back outside.

“Okay, ielle Sissy Slave,” she purrs, as we once again make that humiliating public trip across the parking lot. “We just have two more stops to make before we grab a late lunch. Two more formalities to attend to…”

Wondering what further emasculation could possibly be in store for me, I see Goddess into the driver’s seat and take my own. Then with a head-turning squeal of tires (not that everyone around isn’t goggling at us already) Goddess peels out of the parking lot and heads for our next destination.

***

Back down we go, past restaurants and other small businesses, to a strip of specialty shops. Goddess pulls in and parks at Ink You Up, a tattoo parlor.

“Okay, slave. It’s time to get you permanently marked as mine.”

Gulp. I’ve never gotten a tattoo. But I’ve heard it hurts like hell.

Then again, so does having ones nipples, genitals, and tongue shocked for an hour or more, and I survived that. We head inside, the only patrons other than a pair of teenage girls I recognize from school.

They don’t recognize me, fortunately, although they stare and snicker like everyone else. A few years behind me, they put their heads together, whisper and giggle and gaze at Goddess with appropriate awe. She favors them with a smile and then turns to the big guy with the shaved head and elaborately inked-up arms who approaches us with the rare worldly air of someone unsurprised by even the most depraved perversity.

“What can I do for you ladies?”

“I’m here to get my property marked,” Goddess replies. “I’d like you to tattoo my slave’s ass for me. I want the words ‘This she-male belongs to Goddess Jennifer Johnson’ enclosed by the symbol for female. I’d like the lettering done in a flowery script, the circle three or four inches in diameter. Can you manage that?”

“No problem. Let me show you some colors and styles.”

Goddess chooses red and blue and an ornate font full of little curlicues. The guy sketches it a few times until he has the size and spacing right and then directs us to a chair. Goddess sits down and then snaps her fingers at me.

“Over here, d. s. slave. Lie across my lap and lift up your skirt for the nice man.”

Once again mortified beyond belief, I obey, and my latest painful ordeal gets underway.

My buttocks are still welted as hell from those motorized whips, and the needle is an absolute agony. Goddess makes everything so much worse for me too by flirting shamelessly with the guy the whole time. Seeing how she is a lesbian, this is clearly done for my benefit, but that doesn’t stop me from burning with jealousy. And, all the while, those hot little teenagers continue to giggle and comment to each other about me. By the time my marking is completed and a bandage applied, I just want to die. And we still have that one more errand to run…

Rather than return to the car afterward, Goddess forces me to walk down the sidewalk ahead of her, giving me a very public swat with the crop now and then until we reach a pet supplies store. Unlike the tattoo parlor, this place is full of patrons and again heads turn and jaws drop everywhere as we enter. Goddess smiles smugly, and I study my shoes as we make our way to a display of dog collars.

Idly my owner picks through these before choosing a wide one of spiked black leather. Right in front of everyone she buckles it around my neck and steps back to take a critical look.

“No,” she decides. “Much too butch for a wimpy little she-male like you.”

She tries several more on me and finally settles for a slim pink, poodle collar. This comes with a six-foot steel chain leash with a matching hand loop and has the added benefit of a tag already mounted on it. Goddess takes it to the counter to have this engraved, relishing all the attention from strangers and acquaintances alike.

“Can I help you, Miss Johnson?”

“Yes, thanks. Can you engrave the name ‘Slave’ on this for me?”

“Ummm…sure. It’ll take about fifteen minutes…”

“No problem, we can wait.”

And so we do: creating quite a spectacle as we stand there. My feet are killing me again already, but when I try shifting around a bit to relieve them Goddess gives me another smart slap on the ass with her riding crop.

“Stand still, Danielle!”

“Yes, Goddess. I’m sorry.”

Finally, the collar is finished and paid for. Then right in front of everyone, my owner buckles it back about my throat, securing it there with a small steel padlock she takes from her purse. She snaps the leash to the ring provided and then mortifies me even more by producing a pair of manacles and cuffing my wrists together in front of me.

“Okay, slave. Let’s go get a late lunch. I’m starving.”

We head out the door where Goddess directs me to turn right with another slap of the crop on that buttock – coincidentally right on my painful new tattoo. I precede her down the sidewalk then: cuffed, leashed, gagged, and mincing along on my tiptoes. We walk for nearly half a block in the bright sunshine before finally arriving at a popular bar/restaurant that features an outside terrace for those dining with pets or merely interested in enjoying the exposure and fresh air. Fortunately for me, it is between the usual lunch and dinner rush, and the place isn’t as crowded as it could be. Goddess directs me to a table near the sidewalk; and, after assisting her into her seat, I take my own.

The other diners sit with utensils suspended, astonished. Goddess smiles broadly all around, and they at last look away, only to begin conversing in shocked whispers and shooting us covert glances. Of course, this is a familiar reaction by now. But it’s one I find more embarrassing rather than less with repetition. Passersby do double-takes as well, some even stopping dead to gawk. Our waitress arrives, and wouldn’t you know it, she and Goddess know each other too. It seems my public humiliation will know no end.

“Jennifer! You look awesome! So good to see you again! Back in town, I see.”

“And for good, Becky. It’s great to see you too.”

Becky’s eyes flash uneasily to me.

“Well, Jen, you always did like to make a splash. But this is something else. School in has taught you a thing or two.”

“Damn straight! Becky, this is ielle, my new eternal she-male sissy slave. She belongs to me heart and soul, body and mind, mouth and ass.”

I nod my head in greeting, and Becky laughs too loud at me.

“Well, ielle, if I know Jennifer, you’ve got more than you bargained for.” She sets menus before each of us. “Something to drink?”

“Two Heinekens, please,” Goddess responds.

“Good enough,” declares Becky, scribbling on her pad. “Back in a sec’.”

She leaves, clearly bursting to enlighten her co-workers, who are temporarily neglecting their duties to check us out like everyone else.

Goddess leans over and removes her cock from my mouth.

“Remember, ielle, I want you on your best behavior. Don’t you dare embarrass me here!”

“Of course not, Goddess. I love you more than anything in the universe.”

“Good girl. Your Goddess loves you too.” She sits back and crosses her legs, so big and beautiful that it blows me away. Staring adoringly at her, I’m able to put the surrounding townsfolk out of mind, at least temporarily. It helps as well that I’ve now traded the relief of being off my feet for the agony of sitting on my tattoo. This gives me something else to concentrate on, especially when the other waitresses begin inventing excuses to pass by and get a closer look at me. Shortly, Becky returns with our beer.

“Here you go, two Heinekens. Are you ready to order yet?”

“Yes,” Goddess declares, closing her menu and setting it aside. I haven’t so much as touched mine. “I’ll have the blackened grouper sandwich. So will ielle.”

“Excellent choice. Say, fifteen minutes.” She gathers up the menus and leaves.

Following Goddess’ lead, I pour beer in my glass and daintily sip at it. Managing this with my wrists cuffed isn’t the easiest thing in the world. But I’m getting better, and I accomplish this with a modicum of feminine grace. Then I resume gazing adoringly at the meaning of my life.

Goddess is holding her riding crop, toying with it ostentatiously. Clearly, she’s reveling in being the center of attention. Contrastingly the wait quickly becomes a squirming nightmare for me. Not two minutes later, the empty table nearest us is taken by a clique of four very hot, notoriously nasty girls from my class at school. Like everyone else, they are scandalized by the sight of me, and soon their stares become speculative, their whispers more urgent. At last the alpha girl, a brazen, ballsy bitch (with admittedly spectacular tits) named Kim Kaufmann picks up her drink and approaches us. With her friends watching avidly, she comes right up to me.

“You’re Boynton, aren’t you?”

My worst nightmare realized at last, I cast down my eyes in denial.

“No, ma’am. My name is ielle.” Treasuring my humiliation, determined to maximize it, Goddess speaks up right away.

“This used to be Boynton, dear. But that ineffectual little loser no longer exists.

This is ielle Sissy Slave, and she’s a she-male now. Doesn’t she make a very pretty, deliciously slutty one?”

Kim explodes with viciously scornful laughter; and, right away, her three friends rush over and crowd around.

“I knew it!”

“Look at him!”

“I don’t believe it!”

“I do!” Kim gloats, her big, pointy, clearly braless breasts still heaving with her mirth. “I always knew Boynton was a sissy little loser and probably a faggot to boot.” Spying the cock gag lying on the table, she points it out triumphantly. “Look!” She turns to Goddess then, not intimidated at all by this hulking older woman.

“He sucks cock, doesn’t he?”

“She sucks cock,” Goddess corrects. “This isn’t a ‘he’ anymore, it’s a ‘she’ or even just an ‘it’.”

“An ‘it’! An ‘it’!” All four girls are convulsed with laughter. Goddess gives them a bit to enjoy this and then elaborates.

“Yes, girls, it sucks cock like it can’t get enough of it, and its loose little sissy-pussy is the hungriest hole I’ve ever known! You should see the way it craves and takes ever bigger cocks. I fuck it into oblivion at least five times a day.”

More scornful, uproarious laughter greets this. Then Lisa Payne, another dyed-in-the-wool bitch if there ever was one, speaks up.

“But does it even have a cock of its own anymore?”

“Of course it does,” answers Goddess. “It just never gets to use it. Sit back and lift up your skirt slave. Show the girls your permanently locked-up penis.”

This is by far the most mortifying moment of my life! Nevertheless, I dare not hesitate to comply.

“You can see the keyhole is filled with solder,” Goddess instructs. “That unworthy little worm will never even erect again – although you can see by the bloating of the head that it’s trying to.”

This is the most shameful truth of all: being surrounded by these jeering, superior beauties is somehow turning me on. And the more they ridicule me, the hotter I get.

“Look at it! It’s so fucking tiny!”

“No wonder you locked it up!”

“What an incredibly pathetic loser! Is it shaved too or just hairless as a baby?”

Suddenly, big-titted Kim whips out a cell phone.

“Can I take a picture of it, to show everyone else?”

“Of course!” declares Goddess. “In fact, here’s the address of my web site where you’ll soon be able to sample and download weekly videos of me sodomizing and torturing the sick little sissy. Spread it as far and wide as you can!”

All four girls have their camera-phones out now, and while Goddess jots down her URL, they all take multiple pictures of me, first my caged, straining penis, then my face and the rest of me, so that there can be no mistake about who it is. But at last our meals arrive, and I’m allowed to let my skirt down. Goddess hands over the slip of paper. The girls take it and return to their own table.

I can see them all already talking excitedly into their phones, spreading the wonderfully scandalous news, and transmitting the photographic proof. Goddess has dismissed them from awareness already, digging into her big sandwich with gusto. My own stomach is roiling by comparison. The knowledge that my transformation is even now being spread throughout the town is making me horny and horrified by turns. Still, my Goddess is paying for this meal, and it would be an unforgivable sin to let it go to waste. I force myself to eat; and by the time our leisurely lunch is done, dozens of my former schoolmates have gathered to gawk at and mock me in person.

Serenely, supremely self-confident, Goddess locks her cock back into my mouth. She picks up her crop and my leash, and forces me to sexily mince my way back to the car in front of her – and of all of them. For nearly a block, I walk a gauntlet of sidewalks crowded with laughing, derisive acquaintances of mine, who cheer every smack of the crop on my ass and take uncounted photos of me in my outrageously shameful new persona. By the time we reach the car, tears have again cut tracks through my make-up, and my imprisoned penis is in paradoxically punishing pain from its nonstop attempts to erect. Goddess reaches under my skirt and feels the protruding head throb.

“I thought so,” she breathes excitedly. “Let’s get you home and get you good and fucked. You deserve it, and I can’t wait for it.” With another squeal of tires, she peels out of the lot, leaving the scandalized town behind.

***

She truly can’t wait. And truth be told, neither can I. The whole speeding, exhilarating ride home, my cuffed hands are under my skirt, rubbing and pinching the painfully bloated head of my captive cock. My face burning, gut churning, I’m practically hyperventilating with excitement. By the time we arrive, we can’t even wait to get in the house. We can’t even be bothered to close the car door.

As soon as she’s out of the driver’s seat, Goddess grabs me, spins me around, and slams me facedown on the hood. That black metal is burning hot, both from the heat of its powerful motor and its hours in the afternoon sun. I whimper piteously in pain and need as my owner jerks open her purse and pulls out her jet black, steel-headed erection. Apparently her favorite ridged one is too big to fit in there. In any case, she has her skirt off and it strapped about her waist in seconds. My own skirt is yanked up in back, and with a delighted gasp, Goddess rams it into me, bringing a cry of agonized excitement from my cock-filled mouth. Then she starts up that familiar frenzied rhythm, fucking me into delirium right there in the driveway under the clear blue sky. I’m already out of my mind, but then she begins goading me on with snarling reminders.

“Yeah, baby, how does it feel? Everyone in this fucked-up town knows you’re a greedy little slut now! They know your cock is locked, and your ass is mine! And you love it! You loved having all those beautiful girls belittling you, calling you cocksucker, laughing in your ridiculous face, and taking pictures of your impotent penis! They all know you’re a sissy little she-male, and that I’m the biggest, baddest, most dominating Goddess in the universe! So take my glorious prick, you enslaved little slut! Lift up your ass, spread that sissy-pussy wide and wallow in your incredibly delicious degradation!”

I do. Oh, how I do!

Moaning and groaning, weeping and wailing, I replay the past hour frantically in my mind as my pussy is so beautifully battered. Every scornful expression, every pointing finger, every lovely, laughing face flashes through my awareness, maximizing the pain and humiliation I feel at being shoved down and viciously violated. Oh, my greedy ass; get it deeper Goddess, deeper and harder, harder, harder! Fuck me like the contemptible little piece of shit slut that I now and forever more am! Exercise your divine right to my insides! Pound me as violently as you can! Oh, I love it, I live for it! I need it like oxygen! Oh, Goddess, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME HARD!

And, of course, she does for a half hour or more. And each of her three screaming climaxes fulfills me further. By the time she finally pulls out, I’ve been pounded into quivering jelly. My legs are so weak that I slither down the side of the car and collapse on the blacktop, panting and blubbering and gazing up at Goddess’ towering glory in worshipful adulation. She smirks back down at me, panting and sweating herself as she removes her glittering erection.

“That’s enough for now. Later tonight, I’ll break out big pink and do you for hours on end. But you’ve still got work to do this afternoon. It’s time you began learning more of your chores. So get the fuck up and come with me!”

I struggle to my feet, and Goddess grabs the leash still dangling from my collar. She pulls me around the outside of the house to the swimming pool in back. Once there, she removes the handcuffs and points.

“Today, you do the pool. The skimmer is in the shed. Get started. And I don’t want to see one insect or blade of grass left floating around in there.” Unable to answer her, I merely curtsy and turn to the supply shed. Goddess enters the house.

Five minutes later, as I’m using the long skimmer to scoop the surface clean, she emerges once again. Except for sunglasses, she’s completely nude, carrying a towel, a bottle of tanning oil, a cold drink, lighter, and the ever-present sinsemilla cigarette.

She reclines in a nearby lounger and begins spreading the oil all over her skin – something I would be delighted and exalted to do for her. Then once she’s gleaming all over, she lights up her smoke, swigs her drink, and settles in to sunbathe while she supervises me.

Twice, she calls me from my duties to refresh her drink: fifty-fifty Grey Goose vodka and tonic with double lime. When the surface of the pool is finally pristine, she talks me through cleaning the filters, treating the water, and all the other regular maintenance required. Finally, she finishes her last drink and rises.

“Good enough, subject. orrow you will clean the inside of my house from attic to dungeon. For now though, mince your tattooed little ass into the kitchen and make my supper. I’ll be inside in half an hour, and I expect you to have something light ready: antipasto salad perhaps.”

Dismissing me from consideration, she steps up to the pool. She knifes cleanly into the water, splashing me just a bit with that blessedly cool spray.

What a tease this is, and what I wouldn’t give to join her evening swim!

Those were not her orders however. And so I turn my back on paradise and head inside to prepare Goddess’ supper – and to prepare myself for another long night of being brutally, violently, wonderfully fucked! Is that not paradise as well?




Chapter 9: Summer Summary

The next day I indeed clean the house from top to bottom while Goddess again spends it lounging naked by the pool – dipping intermittently for a refreshing swim. But before sending me off to my chores, she fits me with a customized cell phone. This is just a simple earpiece – who can talk with a cock locked in their mouth – and a special electrical pick-up clipped onto the steel sleeve imprisoning my penis. One touch of a button and a nasty two-second shock sizzles into my tip, alerting me to Goddess’ need. Then the earpiece is activated, and she can issue orders: bring a drink, fix a snack, don’t forget to vacuum the curtains, et cetera. If the shock comes unaccompanied, I’m to interpret it as a simple summons.

The first time this happens, I arrive to find her waiting with that punishing pink monster all strapped on and lubed up. She takes me without ceremony in one of the sturdy wooden sling-chairs scattered around, her arms braced on the upper frame and her feet on the concrete. Slouched way down in the sling, clutching my knees to my shoulders with my fetish-shoed feet flung high and wide above me, I get an agonizing forty-minute reminder of why I ultimately love my demanding new life.

In truth though, cleaning this house is hardly more demanding than doing my former one was. Despite its amazing size and opulence, it’s hardly lived-in at all.

One person can only make so much mess, and so about eighty percent of the rooms require only dusting. I actually finish up in time to make dinner. Afterwards, I learn my reward for hurrying through my chores: the old tie-up game.

Any time I’m not working, eating, or sharing her bed, I’ll be spending down in the dungeon, restrained in some exotic, painful way, and/or subject to my Goddess’ gleeful tortures. And so we settle into our routine. As the wonderful summer progresses, I learn all of my extensive domestic duties and indeed every nuance of what it means to be a personal slave – not mention a sissy little lesbian wannabe.

In addition to my uniform and make-up, I learn the use of perfume, jewelry, and other accessories. Even better, in bed I’ve been supplied by Goddess with an incredible array of sultry and sweet and sleazy and slutty lingerie, all of it limitlessly alluring. Wearing this stuff becomes more exciting and less humiliating all the time, but not to worry, Goddess’ parading me around town continues. And I’m fucked both daily and nightly, and incapacitated and tormented whenever possible.

One by one, we begin to explore all the many cruel implements and devices she’s collected, and I learn indelibly their respective horrors and delights: the rack, the stocks, the birdcage and cross; nipple stretchers, thumbscrews and various electrical apparatus – not to mention paddles and whips and canes of every kind. Not content with just a routine progression through all this; however, Goddess declares that every three weeks this summer she will have yet another wonderful surprise to spring on me.

This prospect spices up the days and hours with an extra dose of ever-growing anticipation and dread. And so the summer passes in an eerie racing crawl, a simultaneously fantastic and phantasmagoric blur, an inextricable paradox of torment and excitement. By the time that first designated Saturday arrives, I find myself in a sissy little tizzy, desperate to learn what exciting new shape my life is about to take.

***

Evening finds me herded into the bedroom where I’m commanded to build a roaring fire. It’s just turned July, but I wouldn’t dream of questioning my Goddess – even if I wasn’t (as usual) locked sucking on her cock.

Stacked on the twelve-foot hearth are two piles of well seasoned wood: one of aromatic cherry logs and another of cedar kindling splits. Soon I have a serious conflagration going. Yet Goddess keeps ordering me to stoke it higher until it’s blazing like mad and casting out a stupendous heat. Finally, she seems satisfied and unlocks my corset and shoes.

“Strip, slave. I want you as naked as you can get.”

In short order, I wear nothing but my blonde wig, fake tits, and cock-gag.

These are as much a part of me by now as my penis cage – so much so that I notice them much less regularly than it. “Onto the bed,” Goddess orders then; and, once I obey, she shackles me there in my usual first-fuck-of-the-night configuration: on my back with my arms stretched wide and my legs doubled over and likewise spread above my head, a firm pillow elevating my ass. But rather than immediately attacking this, Goddess turns from me and kneels by the fire. Knocking it together better, she stirs the coals or something, encouraging it to burn hotter.

Even though I’m naked, I’m already perspiring. Goddess must be feeling it so much worse right next to the fire. But not to worry, giving me one last malicious grin, she turns her back on me and disappears into the climate controlled wardrobe, leaving me to bake alone in my chains.

Bake I do, pouring out sweat and gasping for breath. This is terribly nostalgic of our old ‘Cowboys and Indians’ and ‘Farmer at the Fair’ games, and soon I lose myself in madly arousing reminiscence.

A freshly recalled teenage Goddess dances around me in a loincloth, whooping and ululating in triumph, as I’m cruelty roasted alive. I can even see her big nipples hardening with excitement, straining the thin, skimpy fabric of her threadbare bikini top.

Before long I’m just as aroused as I used to be. But these days, this means only pain and frustration beyond belief for me and no longer that addictively compelling sense of excited adventure. But I’m an adult now, after all, and adult reactions and rewards have replaced prepubescent ones. I now treasure madly the pain in my restrained erection, and the hopeless churning in my ever-bluer balls, and soon I’m dreaming not of the past but of the hopefully imminent future: of Goddess propped above me with her bare boobs dancing like mad as she fucks me into an insane delirium.

And so I pass perhaps an hour. Roasting like the old days and reveling in the new, I wait as patiently as possible for my divine owner to finally return with my latest surprise. And at last my prayers are answered. Without warning, the wardrobe door swings open and Goddess emerges into the baking-hot bedroom.

Oh, no.

Oh, yes.

Oh, shit!

She’s wearing that chilling torturer’s costume again: faceless black half-hood, spike-knuckled gauntlets and thigh-high boots. And, of course, sprouting up from her crotch is her viciously ridged cock. The only new accoutrement is the black leather harness that frames and raises those matchless mams to their best advantage.

Goddess glares silently at me for a minute. Consciously posing, she deliberately allows me to see and fully appreciate how fearsome and driven and absolutely gorgeous she is. Naturally, my weak-kneed lust skyrockets at the sight, and I immediately accentuate this by straining at my chains and wriggling my upthrust ass.

Oh, how I need her to stab herself into me! But Goddess builds the anticipation even more by turning away from me toward the fire.

I assume she means to knock it into shape again, perhaps even build it up more. But all she does is stir the coals. Then she turns back to me, still clutching some strange new fireplace tool. And as she approaches me with a most un-holy grin wreathing her cheeks, I suddenly realize that this is not a fireplace tool at all. What we have here is a bona-fide branding iron. Instead of a pointy poker or hook, that heavy iron shaft ends with a four inch-long, one-inch high, five-letter word spelled out in reverse. And that brightly glowing word is, of course, ‘SLAVE’.

Relishing every nuance of my horrified realization, Goddess laughs fiendishly at me. “Surprise!” she cries. “That’s right, subject! Tonight you’ve got a fire deity for a Goddess, a brimstone-balrog-bitch from hell. And her searing kiss is of white-hot iron!

“You must have known neither collar nor tattoo could possibly be sufficient. You must be ineradicably marked as my property. So brace yourself, slave. This fiery kiss is going to hurt you worse than anything in your perverted experience.”

Terror, excitement, humiliation: these three emotions seem to comprise my entire new life. And yet Goddess never fails to find a way to spike them higher.

The thought of being branded like an animal and the certainty of surpassing excruciation impending has my mouth uncomfortably dry in an instant. Helplessly, I squirm and wrench at the shackles, incredibly turned on by the degradation upon me despite my terror of the coming burn.

“Hold still!” Goddess commands as she climbs onto the bed and kneels next to me. She’s breathing heavily with excitement yet nothing like my own explosive nose panting. It takes every iota of my love and devotion to still my mindless struggles and wait passively for my marking.

Fortunately, the wait is short. As soon as I’m totally still, Goddess presses that glowing-hot iron firmly against the naked skin of my belly, just up and to the right of my navel.

Perhaps she’s angled it a bit: I should emulate any other carelessly marked, one-of-a-million farm animal. For damn sure, my reaction seems the same.

My bound body lurches uncontrollably. Still Goddess holds steady, pressing that iron fire solidly against me, ensuring a clear and permanent mark. I choke on my scream, biting down hard on the cock in my mouth and gagging on the smell of scorched flesh. Smoke rises from the site of contact; and, when my devil-Goddess as last pulls that flaming iron away, she actually has to yank it out of my flank. This final explosion of agony is too much for me, and I actually pass out. Unknown minutes later, I recover to find Goddess again approaching me from the fire holding yet another golden-hot iron.

This one is much smaller and consists of only three symbols: the Greek letters delta, omega, and mu: ΛΩΜ. No longer excited, with a flaming pain in my side that refuses to subside, I whimper in terrible dread. Not again! Despite myself, I shake my head in miserable denial, pleading with Goddess to spare me.

Might as well ask Satan not to roast a sinner. My Goddess is utterly pitiless, clearly reveling in my pain and terror. Her voice actually shakes with excitement as she joins me again on the bed.

“One more brand for you, slave. Belonging to me means you’re also the property of my sorority, the lovely, demanding Mistresses of DOM. Hold still again now while I burn our mark into your unworthy balls.” Once again, her terrible kiss sears me; and, this time, it’s just too much. I faint right away.

I come to a time later with a flaming pain in my stomach, another in my scrotum, and an oh-so familiar bludgeoning one pounding my rectum.

Goddess is propped above me, fucking me with her maddest frenzy yet. So aroused by the act of branding me that she couldn’t be bothered to wait for me to awake; she’s also eschewed the use of lubricant. Of course we’re both well oiled with sweat, so much so that Goddess drips constantly on me as she works her big body. Perspiration has been streaming down me for over an hour, puddling in my navel and anus. But this truly minimalist lube does little to ease the penetration of that thick ribbed monster. Once again, I’m suffering a fucking that surpasses all previous in pain and duration. Only this time, I’m in too much distress from my branding to accommodate it. The next hour or so is an Ivy League education in agony. It’s not until our next fuck ninety minutes later that I’m able to begin taking pleasure from the as usual interminable evening. And in the interim, Goddess has considerately treated my burns.

Despite her doctoring, these will continue to give me pain for nearly a week. And after that, I spend the next two in evermore dreadful suspense, wondering what next horror my pitiless owner might have in store. Surely nothing can surpass that branding…

***

Before I quite realize it, I find my body is undergoing further modifications. These are much less agonizing than tattooing and branding. They’re even subtle at first. But they are considerably more profound.

For starters, my hair is growing out.

Big deal, I know. But I’ve kept it all the same length for years, in imitation of my favorite pro soccer player. Parted down the middle, tucked behind my ears and falling to just above the shoulders, I suppose it’s always been a bit effeminate. But now when I wash it, I can feel it really tickling my back. It’s thicker and fuller too, this extra body likely due to Goddess’ expensive salon-style shampoo and conditioner.

I’ve never used the latter; and, when it comes to the former, I’d never given a shit. Whatever was on the shelf was good enough. But finally I see the benefits of proper hair care. While nowhere near as lush and slutty as my wig, my shiny, slightly curly locks are beginning to look decidedly attractive too. They frame my fine-boned, painted face to wonderful advantage. And then there are my breasts!

The estrogen is working. I’m actually starting to develop titties. One morning I wake up to feel them all achy and tender. No surprise there – having big suction cups pulling at them around the clock, not to mention having them clamped, hung with weights, dripped with hot wax, and regularly whipped and shocked takes its toll on any such sensitive erogenous flesh. But this is different. Now they hurt from the inside. I swear I can actually feel them growing. Given a chance to examine myself in the bathtub, I find a pair of cute little A-cup boobs poking out of my chest. In fact, they’re well on their way to filling a B. Fascinated, I cup them in my hands, caress them, and pinch the protruding nipples, gasping at the thrill of arousal that runs through me.

I’m actually becoming a woman and not just dressing and acting like one!

Suddenly, I feel so sexy and feminine that I’m squirming in the tub, rubbing a nipple with one hand and my sissy-pussy with the other. Meanwhile, my stupidly incongruous cock strains like crazy, screaming with pain in the confinement of its cage. Whimpering with need, I urgently explore myself, wishing profoundly that Goddess would come in and fuck the shit out of me. But, of course, she has sex according to her own insatiable, unpredictable schedule and not mine.

Indeed this thought reminds me that she’ll be wanting me for costuming soon, that even my personal hygiene time is no longer my own. With a supreme effort and another tremulous whimper, I finally stop feeling myself up and quickly finish my ablutions. It’s time to face another long, busy, painful and humiliating day as a she-male maid-slave.

Of course, my omniscient Goddess never misses anything. This evening as she’s torturing me for accidentally breaking a glass, she pauses on the brink of attaching an alligator clip to my puffy, tender left nipple.

I’m presently stretched on the rack, my wrists and ankles wrapped in leather shackles leading to the heavy towing chains straining every muscle and ligament. I’ve already got wired contacts clamped to my penis, testicles, and toes, and only my tits remain to be attached before the true punishment can begin. But Goddess has just noticed the difference in me, and she can’t let this momentous occasion pass.

“Look at this! You’ve actually got tits!” She squeezes them, pinches them by the nipples, pulls them up, and jiggles them around.

“My sexy little sissy is finally growing up! They’ll never be nearly as big as mine. I fill forty-five inch E-Cups. Don’t you just absolutely love them?”

Goddess jiggles her incomparable treasure around for me.

Thrust out through a new spike-studded body harness, these are indeed a divine glory. Getting to goggle at them all the time (especially during fucking), bathe them every morning, and have them brushed or squashed against me regularly is one of the greatest rewards and torments of my new life. As the days and weeks pass, my obsession with them has grown ever greater until I’d give anything imaginable (if I had anything imaginable left to give) to fasten myself to one of those big thick nipples and suckle like a starving baby.

Goddess knows this, of course, and she smirks at my frantic nod and eager inspection. She leans right over me, hanging those icons only centimeters from my face. Jiggling them around again, teasing me mercilessly, she snickers at my desperate, longing moans. Then she lowers them even further until one big erect nipple actually pokes through my ring-gag and into my mouth.

A simple lifting of the tongue would allow me to lick that precious fleshy bud. Nevertheless, I immediately recognize a test, and I’ve learned my lesson. Somehow I control the almost overpowering urge for over a minute. But despite this obedience, Goddess soon breathes both anguish and despair into me.

“I know you’re captivated by my breasts, subject. You’ve been drooling over them since you were ten. So in repayment for all your ogling, I’m decreeing right now that you will never, ever get to lick or suck either of them. Not once in all eternity. Not here on Earth nor in the timeless infinite paradise we shall spend together after. In fact, from now on, the only time you’ll even be allowed to touch my breasts with your hands at all is during bathing.”

This is incredibly devastating to me, a worse torment than any physical punishment she could possibly devise. My Goddess is utterly pitiless; and, to compound my misery, she suddenly mashes those pendulously dangling udders into my face. Rubbing against me, she twists around, slapping my cheeks from either side with their warm, heavy weight. Sacks of firm, fatty flesh batter me, and excitement-sharp nipples scrape against my cheeks and eyelids. I’m forced to close these last in defense of my vision, and soon I’m only moments from going raving mad. Goddess laughs malevolently at my distress and finally pulls her forbidden treasure back.

“Look at them all you want, lesbian,” she mocks. “You never get to touch or suck them. After all, you’ve got your own tits to play with now – and so do I!”

Again she pinches my nipples, squeezing, pulling, and twisting them until my sobs have changed from those of anguish and frustration to those of anguish, frustration, and pain. And, of course, the pain is in its infancy.

“Just wait for this Saturday’s surprise,” Goddess smirks as she at last attaches those tight toothed clamps to my singing nipples causing them to immediately begin to scream. “We’ll have some real fun then!” And with that, she sends the night’s first surge of electricity sizzling into my tender new tits. And so begins the evening’s ‘fun’. It will be hours and hours before she finally fucks me to bed.

***

It is three dreadfully suspenseful days later when my surprise finally arrives.

After I’ve cleaned up dinner, and Goddess has used a little chemical accentuation to further fire up her already blazing zeal, she takes me back down to the dungeon. This time, after I’m stripped to my wig, I’m locked onto a specially designed torture horse.

Made all of carved, varnished oak, the seat of this is curved like a saddle, with a big, well-polished wooden penis head poking up through the center.

This fits exactly into my pussy, of course. Once I’m squirming on it, my feet are locked into splayed-out stirrups. Goddess turns a crank, and my legs are drawn down and out, painfully stretched until I’m locked so tightly to that saddle that shifting my ass in the slightest becomes impossible.

She turns another crank then, and that hard wooden cock in me begins to lengthen and thicken alarmingly. Driving unstoppably up into me from below, it first fills, then stretches and then absolutely crams my poor rectum. Only when I’m groaning and sweating already does Goddess stop turning that handle and see to the rest of me.

The back of the horse is carved curved as well, bowing away sharply to enforce a similarly bowed torso. Goddess pushes me back onto this until, despite the fact that I’m sitting, I can see the ceiling above me. The ubiquitous black leather straps secure me to this at the stomach, armpits, and forehead; my wrists are shackled and stretched out behind me until my shoulders scream and my upper half is as immovably welded to the horse as the lower. Goddess then swings over a rolling pole supporting a jointed metal armature. At the end of this is attached another beautifully lifelike wooden dildo. This is positioned in front of my face, angled correctly, and then driven deep into my mouth until my jaws are sprung to their limit and the opening to my throat is probed. With both ends stuffed full of oak-hard cock, unable to move a muscle beyond eyelids or digits, I wait in that familiar state of helpless horror-lust-pain-dread for my second summer surprise. Surely it can’t be worse than the first…

By rolling my eyes I watch as Goddess wheels up a small table.

She’s dressed tonight not in her usual torturer’s costume or even one of her many other incredibly hot dominatrix outfits. She doesn’t even have a cock on, for fuck’s sake. This time she wears a short, low-cut faux nurse’s uniform of skin-tight hot pink latex. A matching cap is perched on her head, and she wears standard rubber exam gloves. On the table rests a small propane torch and two padded little boxes: one containing jewelry and the other tools. Though she’s smiling, humming, and obviously excited, she remains all business as she opens both boxes, fires up the torch, and tunes it to an intense blue flame. Then she grins down at me.

“Okay, slave. In celebration of your growing tits – thus beginning the final stage of your sexual, psychological, and physical transformation – I shall now begin the final stage of your body modification. Unlike earlier changes, these will be – like your tits – not just fundamental or ornamental but of great practical use. So surprise! You need several more piercings before you’re fit for my eternal service. As I insinuated earlier, doing a slut’s ears is merely the beginning of the hole-poking. And I guarantee you: these piercings will be much more challenging and rewarding for you and me respectively.”

Goddess lifts from her box of tools a long, heavy needle almost suitable for knitting. This is far bigger than the one she used on my ears, and I squirm to the pit of my cowardly enslaved soul.

Unfortunately, this is merely the first divergence from that earlier procedure. Holding that huge needle by its insulated handle, Goddess pokes the end of it into the torch flame, holding it precisely at the tip of the inner blue cone: the hottest point.

Clearly, this is not just for sterilization purposes. She holds that needle there until the first inch of it glows brighter than even the branding iron. At the same time, she grips my already erect left nipple with her other hand, squeezing and pulling and coaxing it up good and swollen. Finally, she stretches it out away from my body and begins to thrust that white-hot needle into it at the very base of the aureole.

As always, Goddess was right. This is way more challenging. There is no swift stab through numbed flesh into a supporting ice cube this time. Instead, she pushes that flaming needle slowly, steadily through me.

This is the worst agony I’ve ever endured. And then it gets even worse. The excruciation when that hot needle breaks through the surface on the other side almost makes me swoon again. Goddess giggles gleefully at my strangled scream and then deigns to explain her technique as she slowly withdraws it.

“I know that heat hurts, slave, and that you’ve already been branded. But a hot needle cauterizes as it penetrates, preventing bleeding, and keeping the hole from closing. You’re practically healed already. Now, look at the beautiful jewelry I have for you.”

Somehow I blink away my tears. In her hand is a short steel pin with round knobs on each end. Next to this is a silver ring perhaps half an inch in diameter. One side of this ring is set with a small but beautiful diamond, and opposite this is a sturdy little eyelet.

“Aren’t they lovely? And they’re all for you!”

Goddess places the ring over my poor nipple and coaxes that flaming bud through it until the ring is beyond my piercing. Then she slides the steel pin through the hole she’s made and screws on the end knob, securing that ring in place. Unfortunately, it seems she’s only half done, and that’s just with my first nipple!

Again she heats up the needle. Ignoring my sobbing terror, she pierces through my left nipple again, at right angles to the first hole. This time the pain is greater still, owing to the damage already inflicted. But somehow I survive it. And after Goddess threads a matching steel pin through me – crossing the other and locking that ring even tighter against my just-blooming breast – she’s finally finished with that first tit.

The entire procedure is repeated with my right nipple until I have matching diamond rings secured to each breast with crossed steel pins piercing me. By the time this is finished, I’m exhausted by agony. And still we’re only half done.

Goddess reaches into her jewelry box and withdraws two bigger, thicker rings, these of unadorned silver. Each is perhaps a centimeter and a half across, and opens a bit on one side. Grinning at my fearful whimpering, she chooses to enlighten me as she picks up and begins heating an even larger needle.

“You need a couple more leash rings, slave. Leading you around by the collar just isn’t fun enough. You need to be led by the nose, or better yet, the dick. So brace yourself, subject. This is going to hurt you a lot worse…”

Once that thicker needle is hot, Goddess pushes it through the septum between my nostrils. With my head strapped down, I can only blink and cry at this, despite the fact that she was right. This hurts even worse than having my nipples done – much, much worse. And the tour de force still lies ahead.

Goddess threads her leash ring through the hole she’s made in my nose. Then she uses pliers to squeeze it shut, sealing it with a touch of the torch. And with that, I’m like a bull – or perhaps a steer – with a permanent ring through my nose for purposes of control. Goddess slips her little finger through it and tugs on it a bit, bringing a strangled bleat of pain from me. Then, satisfied, she begins to reheat that giant needle.

As indicated, she has the head of my tiny impotent penis in her sights this time. Because of the radical bowing of my back – which thrusts my tits out forward and tips my face up toward the ceiling – that locked-up cock is presently out of my sight. But who needs visual information when we’re talking about the most sensitive spot on the body? The tip of the penis is a tightly packed profusion of nerve endings ready to fire off electrical impulses at a hair’s trigger. This time when Goddess turns from the fire, grips me by the steel sleeve imprisoning me, and begins to slowly skewer my glans, I finally do pass out. As when I was branded on my balls, somewhere inside a circuit suddenly falls. Too much pain overloads my brain, and it shuts down in self defense. By the time I regain consciousness, Goddess has her other ring permanently dangling from the head of my still agonized penis. She’s shut off the torch and put away her tools and jewels. This can only mean one thing. The torture is over, and it’s finally time for my reward: the most surpassingly exciting fucking a six-foot three-inch, two hundred pound dominatrix can possibly dish out! But…but wait…

Instead of releasing me from the torture horse, Goddess is wheeling up another rolling pole, this one with an attached yoke rather than an armature. This dangling yoke has two pulleys about a yard apart at either end, each one threaded with a long, trailing, fine-linked chain. Each end of each chain has a small hook on it. Goddess positions the yoke above me; and then, one after another, she slips the hooks nearer to me through the small eyelets on my nipple rings. Then she begins hanging heavy weights on the other hooks.

Passing through the pulleys, the downward force generated by gravity is translated into an equal and opposite upward pull on my attached tit-rings. The weights pull on the chains, the chains pull on the rings, the rings pull on the pins, the pins pull on my horribly painful piercings, and the piercings stretch my wounded nipples and even entire breasts way out from my already outthrust chest.

I’m whining and keening around the cock filling my face. Yet Goddess keeps adding on the weights until it truly feels as though my new tits are being torn from my body. And when she finally stops, it’s only to take another fine steel chain with a hook on each end and pass it through the ring in my penis.

Once she reaches the center, she drops each half of the chain off either side of the horse I’m secured to and impaled upon. Each hook hangs a foot above the floor, and Goddess wastes no time in hanging multiple weights from these too. Soon, the incredibly sensitive, freshly pierced flesh of my penis head is being stretched just as fiercely toward the floor as my tits are toward the heavens. Nor is this symbolism gratuitous. Once I’m thus restrained and pained, Goddess explains its significance to me.

“There, subject. You can feel that your bosom, your glorious new femininity, is pulling you wonderfully up toward heaven. But, at the same time, your vile stunted remnant of manhood is dragging you inexorably down to damnation. You are going to find this the central struggle in your newfound psychology, biology, and theology. Naturally, as your Goddess, I will be your blessed salvation in this eternal conflict. Therefore you will spend this night both meditating on this fundamental dichotomy and praying to me, your savior, for guidance and redemption. Before I go, I will put the lights out to help you concentrate. May the extremity of the pain in those three crucial places, and the deprivation of most of your other senses, eventually lead you to the heights of wisdom and depths of devotion necessary to properly worship me!”

And with that, she turns her back.

Aghast and unbelieving, I watch her walk away without even fucking me. Stretched out in agony and immobility, pulled by the arms, legs, nipples, and dick in excruciatingly different directions, I’m actually being left like this for the next ten or twelve hours. Goddess clangs shut the cell door. She climbs the stairs, douses the lights, closes the soundproofed ceiling behind her and then rolls the cinderblock camouflage into place, hiding me again locked deep below the ground.

Hearing nothing, seeing nothing, smelling only steel and leather, wood and sweat, I’m left alone to do as ordered. And so I do. Despite my crushing disappointment at not being fucked, and my terrible dismay at the ordeal before me, I spend the night obsessing on my holy and unholy pain, reveling in the strictness of my bondage and giving limitless thanks and prayer to my incomparably gorgeous divinity.

***

It’s the longest night of my life.

Even though I’m incapable of wriggling anything but my fingers and toes, that dangling yoke still catches occasional air currents. These cause it to dip and sway, pulling harder on first one nipple and then the other. By contrast, my penis is dragged steadily toward the floor, the pain in its freshly pierced head climbing constantly. The attempted erections which accompany my devotions exacerbate this until, by the time my prayers are answered and Goddess returns to gift me with sensations other than silent blackness and pure agony, I have somehow found depths of dedication in my enslaved soul that go far beyond what even Goddess’ most fervent fucking has been able to inspire. She is now more than ever my entire universe, the sole meaning of my existence. Madly enthralled, slavishly worshipful, I spend the ensuing weeks striving ever more desperately to please her. The slightest smile or gesture of affection from her sends me into raptures of joy while the barest crease of a frown devastates me. And still, as the big day approaches, I find myself again in dread speculation of what my next surprise might be.

On these long summer days, as I clean and care for my Goddess and her domain, and during the interminable nights, I pass not in her bed but hanging from the cross, swinging in the bird cage or otherwise restrained in ever more arcane ways, I methodically list each of this summer’s successive shocks in my mind.

First there was the not-so-big surprise of my former babysitter’s education in female domination. This was quickly followed by my oh-so-easy, surely inevitable, enslavement. Then there was that maddening home video of Goddess and her gorgeous friend Nikki licking, sucking, fucking, et cetera, and the sudden revelation of her homosexuality. After that was the incredibly wrenching realization of what having sex with this lesbian icon would mean for me. Then by concomitant necessity came my swift transformation into a sissy little she-male, followed by the end of all ejaculations forever. Then I willingly participated in the loss of all my worldly possessions, suffered through my introduction to this deity’s diabolical dungeon; and, finally, endured the beyond-exquisite agony of my three-stage body modification: tattooing, branding, and piercing. After all this, what more could possibly be in store?

Goddess knows, of course. Is she not omniscient and the ultimate author of everything that occurs? Luckily for me (or not) in her infinite mercy (or perhaps its opposite) at least this time my glorious divinity doesn’t make me wait until evening to find out. Right after I clean up lunch on that long awaited third Saturday (and after Goddess enjoys a good smoke), she clips her leash to my nose ring and tugs me after her.

“Come on, slave. Your newest surprise is waiting for you in the garage.”

By now I’ve perfected my slutty little sissy-slink. There’s no more need to be whipped in correction. Wiggling my ass, quickly mincing along in my perilously high heels, I manage to keep up with Goddess’ strong strides well enough to keep enough slack in the leash to spare my septum painful yanks. Of course, she gives me one now and then anyway, just to see if she can make me totter. But I’ve become her perfect little she-male now. Rewarded beyond belief by her occasional faint smile, I follow her through the house to the connecting door that leads to the garage. I open it, curtsy her through it, and follow. She stops and turns to face me then, blocking my view of what lies beyond.

“Okay, my sexy little subject,” she begins, a familiar quiver of excitement running through her. “I believe you’ve finally endured enough unexpected pain from me. You’ve actually convinced me that you can probably learn to love as much punishment as I might wish to dish out. So now it’s time to test your tolerance for humiliation. You must learn to lust after this as well, and our earlier trips into town were a splendid start. But that’s all they were, a start. Let’s just see how turned on you get by this fucking thing!”

She steps aside and gestures. There, sitting square in the shaft of sunlight coming through the big open door closest to us is a strange three-wheeled vehicle. In the back a pair of meter-diameter wheels supports an open buggy barely big enough for two riders. Connected to this, by an eight-foot shaft, is a smaller front drive wheel. This swiveling wheel is equipped with petals and a seat like a unicycle except that the back of the seat is high enough to enclose the hips and support the lower back. Both it and the petals trail a profusion of dangling leather straps.

I don’t need to guess who will be sitting in the buggy and whom in the drive seat. Still, Goddess revels in my sudden shock and humiliation, and she adds my usual mad excitement to the mix by spelling it all out.

“Do you remember how I said it was a shame the wagon’s too small for us to relive our old towing games? Well this should fit the bill nicely, no? I considered getting a classic pony-girl carriage with all the elaborate costumes, harnesses and such. But after getting used to the Lamborghini, I’ve become way too impatient for that. It would take you forever to even drag me across the street on foot, much less into town for errands. So instead, we have this: the sissy-cycle! This should be to the wagon like my dungeon is to your basement closet! So let’s get you all locked onto it and properly reined-up. Then we’ll go for our first-ever ride – the first of surely thousands!”

Goddess pulls me over by the nose and then removes the leash. I’m made to climb into the seat. Multiple straps, each sporting its own little lock, secure me to it all about the crotch, hips, waist, and belly. Next my feet are fitted into the pedals.

These are specially angled to accommodate my fetish shoes and more locking straps soon ensure that I’m just as intimately bound to them as to the seat. An assortment of other restraints wait in the buggy – as well as a long coachman’s whip resting upright in its own little holder – and Goddess first retrieves a black leather arm binder. Also known as a bondage glove, this device is designed to secure both arms together from fingertips to shoulders in a single sheath.

“Put your arms behind you and over the back of the seat, palms to palms,” she orders.

Quickly I comply, excitement causing my breath to come short already. Bondage of any kind turns me on, and the novelty of this situation, coupled with the immensity of the degradation I’m facing, has my locked and pierced penis straining in pain. Immediately Goddess proceeds with preparations.

That supple leather sheath is pulled up my arms, encasing me to well past the elbows. One after another she tightens, buckles, and locks up the dozen or so straps until my shoulders are stretched way back, my tits thrust forward, my elbows almost meet, and I can’t even wiggle my fingers. The very tip of this tight glove is then locked to a ring on the rear bottom of the seat preventing me from lifting my arms or slumping my erect posture in the slightest. Then Goddess buckles an elaborate matching harness about my head and neck. A thick, stiff collar is fitted about the latter, holding my head up similarly high and preventing me from looking down or even turning it much from side to side. Supple straps wrap all about my face and head, and a black plastic bit is wedged far back between my teeth, stretching out my lips in an involuntary grimace. Each end of this bit sports a shiny steel ring to which my owner clips long black reins that run back to a tie-off on the front of the buggy. She lifts up the front of my skirt, and one last individual rein is snapped to the ring through the head of my penis. This is pulled down under the seat and likewise back to the buggy. Satisfied at last, Goddess climbs into the padded coach, picks up her whip and gives me a stinging slash to the thigh.

“Giddy-up, girl! Goddess wants to go!”

Straightaway, I begin pumping the petals, amazed at how difficult this is at first. But once I’ve overcome our initial inertia, it becomes easier. To the sound of Goddess’ gleeful giggles, we soon roll out of the big garage and into the bright sunlight of an early August afternoon.

“Giddy-up! Giddy-up!” Goddess whips me again and again until my legs are churning like mad, and we’re rolling up the driveway at a remarkable pace. Locked firmly upright with my head held high and shoulders back, I soon feel a certain pride along with my inextricably mixed excitement and humiliation. Serving my Goddess like this gives me a charge that’s hard to define yet impossible to deny. By the time we approach the end of the driveway, I’m in a state of full emotional and physiological arousal. And then suddenly, my severe owner yanks me back to earth with a sharp jerk on my cock-rein.

“Whoa, girl!”

The pain in my bloated penis head is immediate and exquisite, and I obey it by suddenly back-pedaling, bringing us to an abrupt stop. My left mouth rein is yanked on then, signaling a turn in that direction, and again the whip bites into my thigh.

“Giddy-up!” Panting I start pedaling again. Turning onto the street, I tow my deity away from the privacy of our secret universe and out into the intimidating, humiliating, inexplicably arousing wider world.

At first, we remain unobserved, cruising silently along. But two houses down, we approach old Mrs. Wyler out tending her prized rose garden. Goddess chooses this moment to slash me with the whip again and holler out “Giddy-up!”

My kind elderly neighbor looks up and nearly drops her pruning shears. The look on her horrified face is both devastating and delicious to me, causing me to squirm uncontrollably. But then, as soon as we’re by her, we see on the opposite side of the street a quartet of young teens playing volleyball in the Baxter’s front lawn. Identical heads of honey-blonde hair immediately identify their twin daughters, Mindy and Missy. Hot little freshman from this past year, they were fifteen and already every school guy’s wet dream. Wearing bikini tops and skimpy shorts that display their nubile bodies to maddening effect, they’re jumping around and laughing and flirting with their studly boyfriends in the highest of high summer spirits.

Of course, seeing me pedal by all cross-dressed, arm-bound, harnessed up, bitted and being whipped by my leisurely seated Goddess only injects them with an even heavier dose of hilarity. Immediately, they abandon their game, at first goggling at me and then running out after us, followed by their guffawing boyfriends. Shrieking with laughter, I can hear them marveling and mocking me until we finally manage to outdistance them.

“Look! It’s him! It’s Boynton! Lisa was right!”

“Ha! Look at him! What did she do to him?”

“Didn’t you see the pictures? She’s even got his tiny little cock locked up!”

“Hey, Boynton! How do you like being a slut? How do you like being fucked in the ass? How do you like sucking cock, you disgusting little faggot!”

The hot August day – not to mention exertion – has me flushed and sweating already. But now my face flames even hotter as the young girls I’ve known since grade school – and recently begun to seriously lust after like everyone else – pour out their illimitable derision at me. Overwhelmed with mortification, I’m suddenly unexpectedly struck with most insane fantasy ever: I’m lying frog-tied out wide on my back, my mouth wedged open with a ring gag while these two nascent Goddesses squat naked above me. Spreading their delectable legs wide; they urinate on my helpless body and burning face and even right into my wide open mouth as they verbally abuse me. So compelling is this vision that it momentarily blots out the street in front of me. But then another abrupt yank on my amazingly straining penis snaps me back to reality.

A stop sign is approaching, one I’ve been familiar with all my life. And yet I’d have pedaled right through it. Figuratively, I shake myself. What on earth have I been thinking? Whatever it was, it was ungodly perverse. And besides, Goddess is the only being I’m ever allowed or need to fantasize about. Again, her whip licks into me; the bit pulls me to the left, and I unsteadily head out onto the main road towards town.

Now cars begin to pass us, each occupant goggling in amazement at me. It’s more than two miles into town; and, before a hundred yards, the trip devolves into the strangest kind of nightmare. Shocked by the depravity of my imagination, stunned by the unexpected depth to which my unprecedented humiliated has affected me, I try to push it out of my mind. I concentrate on my extreme physical exertion, and the regular agony of Goddess’ whip urging me on. At the same time, I try to again find that weird pride, that inner exultation at being a humble dray animal that suffused me earlier. Alas, it’s no use. Every appalled stare, every slowed approach and doubling back by motorists torments me with the degrading spectacle I make. Madly turned on and hating it, my hard, needy penis screams in its confinement. And again and again that vision of being peed on by superior, shrieking innocence breaks through my defenses. I see firm young breasts from below, and round tight buttocks spread wide by the splaying of slender thighs. Rapturously I’m baptized into the eternal service of womanhood until I’m soaked and filled and emotionally marked for all eternity. Oh, great Goddess, what’s happening to me? We’ve barely gotten started with this surprise and already it seems to be changing me more profoundly than anything yet! How low might being ultra-humiliated like this eventually take me? Who knows? And, of course, the closer to town we get, the busier the streets become until we’re traveling a familiar gauntlet of scornful or scandalized eyes. By the time we pull up in front of my former bank, it seems the whole town is again abuzz about the she-male slave now living in its midst. A crowd of kids quickly gathers.

Of course, Goddess wallows in the attention: winking, waving, and cheerfully answering queries from those bold enough to make them.

“What am I doing? Why, my slave is taking me to the bank. We’re here to transfer the very last of her assets to me and to close her accounts for good. It’s only taken me a couple of months to strip her of every last thing she owns – including, as you can see, any shred of dignity.”

A communal titter goes up at this. Goddess stows her whip then, climbs from the buggy; and, without another word or glance, she leaves me parked out front while she goes inside to finish disenfranchising me.

It doesn’t take long for the crowd to begin tormenting me. Most of them are middle school kids, and this is an opportunity for meanness and mischief like they’ve never had before. From ridiculing me mercilessly, they soon go to throwing pebbles at me. Harder and harder they whip little stones at me, aiming especially at my breasts and whooping with glee at every choked cry they elicit from me. Then one particularly nasty girl goes from studying the rein leading under the seat to suddenly stepping up to me and flinging up my skirt, exposing my locked up, pierced and ringed and reined little penis.

Of course that protruding glans is more reddened and swollen than ever, even pulsing visibly in its insatiable attempt to erect. This evidence of my despicable arousal generates even greater contempt, humiliation, and arousal in an insane cycle. This is accelerated even more when the evil little vixen seizes that rein and begins to yank fiercely and repeatedly on me. Moaning and whimpering madly, wallowing in the sea of derisive cheering that engulfs me as I’m pelted with stones, publicly exposed, and cock-tortured, I can’t imagine being more horribly conflicted. But then one of the boys seizes Goddess’ whip from its place and begins slashing away at me with it. Soon everyone is clamoring for a turn, and I’m driven to bury myself in that insanely depraved fantasy from earlier. The only concession I’m able to make is an appropriate and prayerful one. Instead of the Baxter twins, it is my own fantastic Goddess baptizing me. Towering above me to the heavens, she deluges me endlessly in her stinging hot nectar, forever consecrating me as her subject-slave. For at least ten minutes, I swim through this abysmally humiliating experience until, at last, my Goddess appears in reality and breaks the bubble of pain, degradation, and public approbation that surrounds me.

Finished with making me utterly and eternally dependent upon her, she emerges from the bank and shoos away the crowd of kids. Claiming her whip, she climbs into the buggy, whips me into motion, and drags me around in an excruciating U-turn. Then we’re on our way home, heading back through the gauntlet of appalled and amused townsfolk, and toward the main road. Once we’re rolling briskly along, Goddess’ voice calls out to me in delighted approval.

“Oh, subject, this is absolutely fantastic! This is more fun than driving the Lamborghini! We’re going to have to do this as often as possible before winter sets in!”

I don’t know whether to wail with dread or shiver with excitement at this. All I know is that my cock hurts worse than ever, and that my pussy-hole is pleading for penetration, hungrier than anytime yet. This has certainly been a most successful surprise!

***

By late August my hair and tits have both grown enough that we’ve dispensed with the wig and fakes altogether. e and female hormones have physically transformed me into an unmistakable she-male with curvy C-cup breasts perfect for tying up, stretching, shocking, whipping, pinching, twisting, and even sucking. Goddess is very sparing with this final delight, only twice so far rewarding me by doing unto me as I’ll never get to do to her: make oral love to my nipples. Ah, Goddess, it is such a fantastically fulfilling thrill to have you licking, nipping, and sucking them! If possible, it’s made me more slavishly obsequious still in my attempts to ingratiate myself.

Meanwhile, my hair has reached my shoulder-blades, a thick, shiny brown mass I just love to run my fingers through. At first, Goddess teaches me to braid this, in pigtails, a French plait, even a coiled little bun on the top of my head. But finally, she harnesses me up and drives me into town to visit a cosmetologist.

This is the most humiliating ordeal yet, but soon my hair is styled into the sexiest, sluttiest coif possible. I even have my eyebrows plucked. Indeed I’m so alluring that Goddess spends the rest of the afternoon and evening fucking me so violently and endlessly that my mad humiliation fetish reaches its zenith. Amazed by my insatiable appetite, Goddess finally forces from me the fantasy that is driving my desperate arousal. And when I confess my mad need to be baptized by her, she is instantly exultant, triumphant, and ebulliently pleased with me. That she has led me to willingly conceive this sacrament for myself is sure proof of her divinity. She orders me into the bathtub where I am finally frog-tied: wrists bound to shoulders and ankles to thighs, all splayed out wide. Naked except for her giant cock, Goddess grins with relish and steps astride me. So beautiful, so huge, she squats, spreads, and then does as my darkest dreams demand: she urinates directly into my face and mouth. Stinking, scalding, noxious waste water defiles and exalts me simultaneously. Promising to celebrate this sacrament daily – as the most devout Catholics do their communion – Goddess hoses me off, returns me to her bed and resumes hammering her hard cock unstoppably into me.

And so it goes, my amazing divinity voiding onto and into me every morning after bathing. She even begins doing it at her whim. Often, she’ll be at poolside, and since it’s more trouble going to the toilet than it is to bring the toilet to her, she’ll summon me with a shock on the cock. Then I’m allowed every drop of her product and even to lick her clean afterwards – an almost unheard of honor. This ultimate new abasement binds my soul to hers ever more straitly until the end of the month finally arrives with my penultimate surprise. Goddess reveals this is so on Saturday afternoon, as she finishes stripping me down yet again into my deepest dungeon cell.

“Well, my eternal slave, it’s almost time for your second-last, greatest yet surprise. But I’m afraid you’re going to have to wait a bit longer for it. You see, I have to go away for a while in order to properly prepare it. But don’t you worry. You’re going to be wonderfully well-occupied in my absence. Get over here on the St. Andrew’s cross.”

This big adjustable X, black leather over laminated oak, is currently horizontal and set spread out in an obtuse angle. All I can do is lean over the middle of it and grip the widely separated top half as Goddess lifts my legs onto the bottom and straps them tightly down. Holding this half push-up is trying but not so trying as what’s in store. Rather than strapping my arms to the upper half of the cross as expected, Goddess wraps each wrist in a soft leather cuff. Then she attaches chains and draws my arms back behind me and out wide like my legs.

The chains run to cranks; and, by turning them, Goddess stretches my arms and shoulders back until my torso bows up, lifting my head and chest. This position alone is quite stressful and sure to get steadily worse. And then Goddess begins preparing the real torments. My bare naked tits thrust out proudly, and she attaches electrical contacts all over them, and not only to the nipples. She programs the computer to deliver shocks of random strength, duration, and frequency, and as the first jolt sizzles into me, she moves on to my penis. As she begins lubricating a long, thin rubber tube, she explains.

“I don’t want you peeing on my floor. You’ll have to be catheterized while I’m gone. Normally this would just involve a condom attached to a tube and bag. But your penis cage and ring won’t allow that. So you’ll require an indwelling catheter: one that taps into the bladder directly – hence this sterile rubber tube. So hold still now! Your penis is about to be pierced in a whole new way…”

She stabs the tube into the eye of my cock and starts threading it up my urethra. The agony is unbelievably intimate. Yet Goddess doesn’t stop until she gets it all the way into me, and I suddenly start to drain without volition. The other end of the tube leads to a large plastic bottle, and I can hear my waste splattering into it.

Earlier she gave me an enema, another outrageously demeaning and arousing experience which I now realize had the same purpose: to empty me out ahead of a wait of some duration. Suddenly, I’m very uneasy about how long I’m to be left like this. And Goddess’ next preparatory step only heightens my alarm.

Another large plastic bottle is moved into position below my face. This one is already filled with a thick, off-white liquid that looks remarkably like semen. Another tube leads from this up to the back of a large, lifelike flesh-colored dildo mounted on an elaborate adjustable armature. Equipped with a motorized piston, this big cock is positioned before my face and pushed deep into my mouth.

“There,” Goddess declares. “Whenever you get hungry or thirsty, just clamp tight on my cock and push back on it. The computerized motor will sense this and respond by fucking your face for ten full minutes. Then it will ejaculate, pumping a cupful of this watered-down hormone-spiked banana-flavored baby food into you. Give it a push, slave, and see what I mean.”

Doing as instructed, I clamp onto her cock and push. Immediately it thrusts deep into me, striking the soft back of my throat before retreating and pounding in again, beginning a rapid rhythm that quickly has me streaming tears and struggling not to gag despite my extensive cocksucking experience. Goddess grins with approval at this and leaves me being brutally face-fucked as she turns to see to her final preparations.

Suddenly another sixty-second shock sears my breasts, and this, combined with the cock skewering my mouth, distracts me until I feel another big prick being pushed into my anus. Looking in the mirror, I see my beloved deity positioning a second ten by two-inch piston-mounted penis between my legs. She perceives my renewed awareness and deigns to enlighten me.

“Okay, girl. Like the tit-shocker, I’ve programmed this other fuck machine to hammer your ass at random speeds, duration, and intervals while I’m gone. You’ll never know when, how hard, or for how long you’re going to be fucked. And to keep you good and greased, I’ve programmed it to spurt a few ounces of nice hot lubricant into you whenever it senses a certain prolonged level of resistance.

“I’m going to be coming in both your holes regularly, girl. So while I’m gone, you just concentrate on the fact that I’m really here in spirit, brutally double-fucking you, and pray to me to return in the flesh with your wonderful new surprise.”

She turns and taps a key on the computer. Immediately, a thick hot liquid squirts into my sissy-pussy. Four, five times that big hard cock ejaculates its slick load. That secretly craved-for sensation stimulates me beyond belief. And then that heavy ribbed shaft stabs into me, filling me wonderfully, painfully, driving me absolutely wild. Within a second, I’m being fucked from both ends. For the very first time, I’m taking two cocks at once, and the helplessness, degradation, and pain of it all is astronomical. Goddess watches me shudder and strangle and moan for a moment, and then her patience pays off. Suddenly, the cock plunging through my lips starts spurting. Warm, bland, slightly slimy goop shoots into my mouth and splats against my gullet, running down my throat in a shamefully exalting stream.

Goddess is coming in my mouth! Excited beyond imagining, I swallow it down, that hard cock hammering my behind driving my ecstasy ever higher. Goddess giggles at my unrestrained reaction and at my plaintive moan when that hard cock finally stops pumping my face and coming down my throat. She dims the lights then and leaves the cell, locking the door behind her as always. Within a minute, she’s up the stairs and gone – for the Goddess only knows how long.




Chapter 10: Demanding Destiny

At least this time she’s allowed me the perfect amount of light: neither the blinding spots nor inky blackness she usually subjects me to. Once my eyes adjust, I can observe myself in the mirrors and even read the clock on one of the computer screens. At the same time, it’s perfectly comfortable for sleeping – if that were possible. But for the first thirty-six hours of my ordeal, there is no respite from those random shocks and stabbing cocks.

At first I’m insatiable for that faux sperm squirting into me – not to mention the depravity of being double-fucked – and I keep that upper cock working almost constantly. I even come to crave the way it bludgeons the back of my throat before finally ejaculating. But eventually the stress on my shoulders and back, to say nothing of simple exhaustion, wears me down to the point where all I really want is rest – plain simple oblivion. Let my prayers to the Goddess take form of dreams. Let my subconscious worship her as extravagantly as always while my corporeal form prepares itself for whatever transcendent surprise lies in wait. And yet, every time I start to doze off, I’m jolted back out of it by electricity burning into my breasts, or Goddess’ cock suddenly plunging violently in and out of me for up to an hour at a time.

Could this be my fate forever? Goddess has been gone for an afternoon and night already – perhaps she’s never coming back. Will I be stretched up and back, fucked and shocked nonstop until I die? Such heresy torments me in my bleary semi-consciousness, as the agony in my breasts and pussy endlessly escalates. Never have I been stressed and incapacitated for so long; and, eventually, I begin to suffer hallucinations. Constantly, I fancy I can hear the trap door opening above me and stare wildly around in mad gratitude and relief. And always, I’m crushingly disappointed. Occasionally, I even see my deity approaching me, her heavenly body beautifully naked, her big cock bobbing enticingly with her muscular strut. She leans over me, a smile of possessive approval and carnal promise filling my life with vindication, only to suddenly evaporate like a Mojave mirage. Despair and misery come crashing back in, and I’m forced to find my only solace in ever more fervent, if incoherent, prayers to my supreme being. And indeed she clearly remains with me, if only in her too-glorious-to-behold spirit form. For after all of Saturday afternoon, Saturday night, and Sunday, my soul-owner finally has mercy on me. Impossible as it is to believe at first, the shocks finally stop coming, as does the cock spearing so remorselessly into my bottom. The agony in my bowed-back body is still worse than ever – though my arms at least have completely gone numb – but this is no match for my bone-deep exhaustion. Within minutes, I fall deeply asleep, and I stay that way for ten hours or more. In fact, I don’t wake at all until the cell door suddenly clangs open late Monday morning, revealing that the lights have gone back up and that my flesh-and-blood Goddess has finally arrived – along with my unbelievable surprise.

Unfortunately, my jerk of awakening causes me to push on the cock in my mouth which immediately starts pounding into me again. Sudden tears compound the eye-bleariness from my ordeal. It takes me perhaps thirty seconds to blink these away and adjust to the sudden bright light. Then, to my utter astonishment, I find that for the first time ever, my Goddess and I aren’t alone in our dungeon. Standing arm in arm with my deity is an angel: a slender, stunning young woman I recognize immediately.

Her hair is longer now, reaching straight to her waist in a shimmering banner. But it’s still the same amazing shade of rich dark red. Closer to the color of ripe strawberries than anything else, it glints less with occasional auburn highlights than with its own intrinsic sheen. Her willowy body is likewise clothed in a short, thin, clingy white silk shift rather than being brazenly naked, and she’s quite a bit taller in person: five-foot eleven or so. Of course, anyone looks little next to my monolithic Goddess, especially one so elegantly slim. In any case, there’s no mistaking Nikki, that ravishing and insatiable nymph from Goddess’ maddening home video. Her delicate, ethereally beautiful face is alight with delight and flushed with excitement. Her green eyes gleam, and she clings to my deity with a propriety that stabs me with jealousy. Trying to contend not just with shock and this sudden raving envy but also with the cock now ramming itself relentlessly against my throat, all I can do is gag and goggle. Both ladies laugh merrily at my reaction before Goddess finally sees fit to make introductions.

“Subject ielle Slave, my eternal property, I want you to make obeisance to Mistress Nikki. For the last four years, she’s been not just my closest sorority sister, but also my business partner, complete confidant, constant companion, and primary lover. And now she’s finally my wife. A semester behind me, she’s just finished school. And after we finished packing up her stuff yesterday – or supervising the she-males that did so anyway – we stopped off in this morning and got married.”

Talk about surprises! Nothing at all so far comes close to the effect of this one on me. Obscenely intense agony and humiliation; the loss of all rights, possessions, my innate sexuality, and even my immortal soul; these are nothing next to the deep-grieving pain I now experience.

This was supposed to be my Goddess and mine alone – or so I’d stupidly assumed. How heretically idiotic of me not to realize that someone so divine would surely have millions of other worshippers, postulants, acolytes, and perhaps even lesser-but-still-splendid transcendental beings drawn to her glory. And surely some of them must be far more worthy of her favor than me. This despicable self-betrayal fills me with humiliation; and, for once, there’s nothing arousing about it. Rather than satisfying an innate compulsion for subjugation, this feeling springs from a virulent self-loathing.

The rock bottom fact revealed here is that I have always been personally worthless. And now, despite the so far incredibly costly and fulfilling destiny this failing has unexpectedly blessed me with, I’m about to start appropriately suffering for this contemptible defect forever. Goddess confirms this doom with her smiling, implacable decree.

“Mistress Nikki is moving in with us, ielle. From now on, you are her slave too. You will serve both of us with almost equal devotion. Naturally, I remain your ultimate authority forever. But you will devote your entire eternal existence to seeing that the two of us are as blissfully happy and physically fulfilled as any divine couple ever. Any sin toward either of us will bring down the wrath of both!”

The only way I can make any obeisance is to close my eyes and nod slightly around the cock pounding my mouth. When I open them, the first thing I see is Mistress Nikki’s nipples poking sharply through that filmy silk. These advertise her excitement clearly as she announces her immediate intentions.

“Well, ielle, I have to say I’ve been madly looking forward to this moment all summer. I’ve been watching my beloved Jennifer fuck you on-line around the clock for months now, and it’s made me wickedly jealous. After all, it’s my pussy that should be getting that daily and nightly delight, and not yours. So I’m going to take all of my resentment out on you right now. Prepare to be punished like only a DOM sister can do it! And you can bet your sissy little ass, I’ll keep doing so ever more zealously throughout all of eternity!”

Her sweet, lilting voice carries such a contrast to her dire threats that they’re difficult to credit. And her sylph-like form is nothing like Goddess’ hulking muscular one. Perhaps I could be forgiven for underestimating what I’m in for. In any case, Mistress Nikki first learns from Goddess how the computer works, and she immediately re-starts the shocking and butt-fucking at maximum intensity.

Incredible agony in my ass and tits re-awakens abruptly. Hot slickness shoots deep up into me; and, suddenly, I’m being bludgeoned harder and faster than ever before. My tender breasts quiver visibly, so powerful is the voltage surging into them. Worse of all is the blinding excruciation searing my nipples where my silver pins and rings heat up immediately, cooking me from inside my piercings. Shuddering violently, my strangled attempts to scream being thrust right back down my throat, I temporarily loose track of my new deity. But then she suddenly announces her return with an unprecedented explosion of agony in my breasts.

The whip in her fist is six feet long and cruelly thin. And Mistress Nikki is impossibly adept with it.

Laying slash after slash across my exposed chest, she seems to hit the exact same bit of slope every time. Each fresh hit viciously compounds the sizzling of my tits: a combination of sensations that not even my Goddess has yet subjected me to. Urged on ever more by that gorgeous divinity just behind her, my avenging angel continues to torture me extravagantly, changing implements and angles of attack only when the current spot on my body can’t withstand more damage. My tits, buttocks, back, thighs, and finally the soles of my feet all suffer their worst ever whipping. And all the while, I’m cock-pounded from both ends, and my breasts are all but barbecued by the electricity blazing into them. For over two hours, Mistress Nikki pays me back for a whole summer of being where she wanted to be, and her insanely vindictive jealously makes mine seem like childish pique. But Goddess finally calls a halt to this assault.

“Okay, Nikki, that’s enough.”

Her grin is as delicious as ever.

“I’d say our slave has properly learned her place in our universe. After all, you’ve observed my work. I daresay I’ve claimed and shaped this piece of meat perfectly. And if we expect her to serve us today and tonight, you’d better lay off her now. She still has to unload your stuff and cook us an extravagant honeymoon banquet, not to mention wait on us hand, foot, tit, clit, and dick all day and night.”

“You are right as always, Jennifer.”

Mistress Nikki is sweating freely, so much so that the thin silk of her dress is pasted everywhere to her exquisitely slim body. Reluctantly, she sets aside the stiff quirt she’s wielding and, at long last, moves away from me and shuts down the fuck machines and electroshock.

Together, she and Goddess remove the many contacts wired to my tits and then the big cocks crammed into my fuck-holes. Finally, they pull free the long thin tube skewering me up the penis. They release the cuffs bending me back and up, un-strap my legs, and lifting me from the cross, they lay me out naked on a stainless steel table. For over fifteen minutes, I’m truly in heaven.

Benevolent as ever, my Goddess tends my many wounds and massages some life back into my abused body. Soon figurative pins and needles shoot through my shoulders and arms, and even each individual finger blazes as proper circulation is restored. The flaming pain in my skin and muscles slowly recedes, and even my badly abraded butt-hole is considerately treated.

Finally, I’m deemed capable of proper service again. I’m shoed and corseted, cock-gagged, and dressed up in my discarded French Maid costume. Then my Goddess leashes me and leads me upstairs – with Mistress Nikki maliciously pinching and poking me from behind – and, at last, I’m put back to work.

***

First, we visit the driveway where two new vehicles are parked. One is a powerful, streamlined little motorcycle painted a rich red to match its owner’s hair. Possession is immediately obvious since the name ‘Mistress Nikki’ is stenciled on the body and gas tank in eye-catching yellow, along with a scattering of beautifully detailed handcuffs, whips and strap-ons. Nearby is a mover’s truck: U-Haul. The rear door is already rolled up, exposing piles upon piles of boxes and trunks. A rolling dolly awaits, and Goddess indicates it with a wave.

“Get started, slave. Bring everything tagged ‘B’ to my bedroom, everything with a ‘D’ to the basement by the dungeon, and everything else to the library. We’ll be waiting in the bedroom to put away my honey’s clothes and stuff.”

Right in front of me they kiss ardently and then stroll back into the house, their arms about each other’s waist.

With another vicious nip of jealousy and a forlorn sigh, I turn to the task. First, I unload everything, segregating it into three neat piles. The smallest of these is the dungeon pile. With a great deal of effort, I move these inside and downstairs as directed. The heaviest boxes are those destined for the library – books and computer equipment for the most part. I tackle these next, and thus it’s an hour or more before I cart my first load to the master – or Mistress – bedroom. And there I’m greeted not just by my latest, most painful surprise but another incredible incidental one.

My Goddess and angel are sprawled naked on the bed: kissing, caressing, and murmuring endearments to each other. Talk about a knife to the gut! But it’s the other new addition to our boudoir that really catches my attention.

Right next to the bed, bolted to the wall about four feet off the floor, is the ultimate addition to the room’s dungeon décor: a shiny steel cage.

About four feet on a side, this has the same closely set bars as the cell below ground. A thin mat pads the floor of it, and a blanket is neatly folded along the back wall. Other than that, it’s completely empty – obviously awaiting its obvious occupant. Goddess notices me noticing it, and she breaks off her pillow talk to informatively gloat.

“I see you’ve seen your new accommodations, slave. From now on, every night, whenever Nikki and I are done with you – and you’re not suffering in the dungeon – you will spend caged just above our bed, watching us suck and fuck and sleep. I expect you to enjoy the show, slave, and to pick up regular pointers on how a true lesbian lover treats her domme. Now don’t fucking dawdle! Get the rest of that shit in here. We’ve all got an interminable eternity ahead of us, and Nikki and I can’t wait to start enjoying it!”

Mistress Nikki giggles nastily at this. Then they turn back to each other, dismissing me from consideration. Indeed, my angel begins straightaway kneading Goddess’ enormous breasts before dipping her head and attaching herself to a big thimble-shaped nipple tip. Goddess’ moan as she’s serviced causes my cock to harden, my face to flame, and my guts to roil with envy. Watching anyone, even such a supremely superior female elicit such a sound – not to mention enjoy that ultimate forbidden fruit – is both emotionally eviscerating and appropriately arousing. I truly can’t stand it, and yet, it takes my Goddess’ latest decree to force me to turn away. She said to move my slutty little ass like her whip was hitting it (or words to that effect), and so I hastily finish moving in Mistress Nikki’s belongings.

The last of these are by and large clothes; and, without being told, I hang plastic dress bags by the dozen in the spacious wardrobe. Goddess has ample room even with my row of identical costumes which I take care to keep tucked into a corner. Finally, I emerge, finished at last, to find my deities climbing off the bed and approaching me. Mistress Nikki’s pert little nose wrinkles with distaste.

“Great Goddess, what a stinky little she-male!”

“Yes, indeed,” answers that Goddess. “She’s been through a hell of a lot – or a lot of hell – since Saturday morning.

“Strip, ielle! Get naked for us! While Nikki and I sort and store her things, you will bathe, shave, and see to your other hygiene. I want you clean and smooth and baby-bare; beautifully made-up and prettily perfumed like the Queen’s prized consort by the time we’re done in here.”

She unlocks my shoes and corset and removes my cock-gag. Then after I dump my dirty clothes down the laundry chute, I scuttle off into the bathroom.

The hot water stings my myriad whip welts. And nothing can assuage the sting of being relegated to second in my Goddess’ favor. I weep silently, bitterly, as I bathe, wondering if she’ll even ever fuck me again. Somehow I staunch my tears as I finish, so that I can apply my makeup. Then I do my hair and nails, paying exquisite attention to everything, determined to present myself as attractively as I possibly can. When I’m finally satisfied that I look as sexy, slutty, and submissive as ever, I emerge naked from the bathroom and pose coquettishly by the door. Mistress Nikki notices me first, and her cry of appreciation immediately banishes at least one fear.

“All right! All cleaned up, slave’s much tastier in real life than over any webcam. I can’t wait to don my cock and fuck her slutty ass senseless!”

“All in good time, love,” Goddess laughs indulgently. “We’ve got all day and night and eternity to fuck the slut. Who needs a machine? Believe me, she’s going to find out what double-fucking’s really all about!”

They both laugh with relish, sending my heart to hammering. But then Goddess continues. “But right now, she has more important duties. This is our wedding day, and she has a magnificent banquet to prepare for us this afternoon. So stop simpering and get in the closet, girl. We need to get you dressed, hooked up to your buzzer, and cock-gagged.”

Excited but disappointed, I obey. And ten minutes later, I’m standing by the pool opening their first bottle of Dom Perignon.

Both ladies remain naked, enjoying the warm summer sun, the gentle breeze and each other’s loving gaze on their heavenly bodies. No doubt they’re enjoying as well the effect such a sublime sight has upon their worshipful subject. My poor remnant penis is screaming in its sleeve, the protruding head an angry red. Goddess’ form is intimately familiar and endlessly arousing to me. But Mistress Nikki too is wondrously hotter in the flesh than through any camera. Her limbs are so slim, her waist and midriff so spare and yet exquisitely proportioned. Her tiny breasts are perfectly circular mounds rising only a centimeter from her chest before sharpening into hard, brown, wonderfully suck-able nipples. Lounging comfortably in a deck chair, her long legs are carelessly spread, exposing a narrow arrow of shiny red hair pointing down to her sacred center. My mouth waters helplessly looking at that pink-lipped slit, and it’s all I can do to tear my eyes away as I pour champagne for their first toast.

Goddess raises her glass. “Here’s to thee and me, my lovely wife, and to an eternity of love, fun, sex, and utterly pitiless female domination!”

“Hear, hear!”

They clink glasses, drain them, and then together dash them to the ground where they shatter. Goddess lights up a joint.

“Bring us two more glasses, slave,” she orders. “Then sweep up this mess. After that we want appetizers. You’ll find fresh food deliveries in the kitchen. We’ll have shrimp cocktail first. Then get started on dinner. I want the first course ready by five. And bring us a new bottle of Dom whenever I buzz you. Go!”

They settle in to spend the day lounging by the pool: drinking, smoking, chatting, snacking, taking an occasional dip, and reveling in each other’s long-missed loving company. I, meanwhile, get right to work serving my glorious deities.

***

Once again, I’m happily busy in the kitchen.

I set the table with the finest china, silver, and crystal, and arrange an elaborate bouquet for a centerpiece. For dessert, I prepare two bowls of cream and use an assortment of fresh berries to spell out ‘congratulations’ on a large silver platter. Once this is chilling, I get started on all the other prep work: tossing a salad of mixed baby field greens with balsamic vinaigrette, and chopping croutons for French onion soup. Twice, I get a painful shock on the cock and leave off my preparations to open and deliver a fresh bottle of champagne.

This is the most important meal I’ve ever prepared; and, thank the Goddess, everything goes splendidly. At , my deities don robes and allow me to seat them, and I open and pour a thousand dollar bottle of wine. I serve the soup which is piping hot and dripping with melted mozzarella. Next comes the salad, followed by buttery soft filet mignon with bacon and mushrooms and baked potato on the side. They exclaim over everything, and their approval more than offsets the stabbing pains in my own stomach which has received only watery baby food for days. When I finally present their dessert, Goddess actually claps and kisses my cheek which absolutely thrills me. They make great sport of dipping the berries and feeding each other; and, after coffee, I’m instructed to make a pitcher of Alabama Slammers and deliver it to them at poolside. They drop their robes, and at last, Goddess removes my cock gag.

“Well done, ielle. While Nikki and I enjoy the sunset, you may partake of the leftovers. Clear the table but leave the rest of the cleanup until morning. We’ll want you out on the patio to wait on us throughout the evening.”

Thankfully, I eat ravenously, cleaning up every last scrap and glorying in a huge glass of that priceless wine. Feeling more than a bit bloated, I set the dishes to soak and join my owners outside.

They are partying hard, living it up on their wedding night. Right away I’m put to work mixing another pitcher of drinks and then chopping gigantic rocks of cocaine into fine glittering lines. Swapping a crystal straw back and forth, they sniff these up; their banter and laughter growing ever rowdier as the stimulant takes effect. Dusk settles over us; and, as the moonless night deepens, vast swathes of stars come out. Like diamonds on purple-black plush, these shine brighter than even the new big jewels each newlywed’s ring finger now sports. Then as arrives, the first of the seasonal meteor showers begin to flash across the sky. It’s still beautifully balmy out, and my naked divinities oh and ah over each flaming streak. Surely such a celestial show can only be a blessing on their marriage, a portent of heavenly bliss, or perhaps even our omnipotent Goddess’ own work: entertainment she’s conjured up for us on her special night.

Both ladies are wonderfully wasted by now; and, at last, Mistress Nikki can wait no longer. After the most brilliant fireball yet sears the sky above us, she sets aside her half-empty glass.

“That was beautiful – just like you, baby. So beautiful that I’m going to get sentimental. I’m going to wish upon a shooting star.”

“Yes?”

“Yes. I wish for you to fuck my ever-loving brains out. It’s been four months since we made love, and I can’t take it anymore.”

Goddess immediately assents. “Sister, I’m with you. What do you say to starlit aqua-sex? The first fuck of our married lives should be one to remember forever!”

“Awesome!”

“Slave, bring me that bag!”

Goddess points to it. Immediately, I retrieve it.

“I’m going to do you a singular honor tonight, ielle. In reward for making our wedding dinner one to remember as well, you will be allowed to strap both of our cocks onto us. Do me first.” She finishes her drink and stands up. Mistress Nikki quickly snorts another line and then follows suit.

In the bag is an assortment of fetish gear topped by two formidable dildoes. Recognizable right away is Goddess’ big pink, the monster cock she usually uses on me.

A renewed jab of jealousy strikes me, a mere harbinger of the pain that waits. Still I waste no time withdrawing it and kneeling reverently before my deity. Buckling its many straps, I affix it tightly to her waist. Tracing the contours of her muscular butt makes my fingers tingle, and the sight of her at last rigidly erect only inches from my face causes my mouth to dry. But alas I must turn away without being allowed to suck. It is Mistress Nikki’s turn.

Her penis is a gleaming jet black, nearly a foot long. Intricately interwoven upraised veins increase its already hefty shaft to a good two and a half inches thick. The head is contoured and pitted most convincingly, as are the testicles that dangle from its base. Fitting this lordly cock over my angel’s divinely tiny delta of Venus only emphasizes its enormous size. My hands tremble as I secure it in place.

What I wouldn’t endure to be on the receiving end of this thing! Surely Mistress’ lithe, exquisitely fit body must have a mobility to supersede even this weekend’s machines. But alas again, the coming fuck is not for me.

“Enough, slave!” Goddess cries. “Let your fingers not linger on that heavenly flesh! ‘Tis far too fine for the likes of you! On your feet now! You will stand at attention at the side of the pool and observe every instant of our divine congress. Let it be a torment and a lesson to you both!”

That it certainly is. Watching these fabulously endowed beings skinny-dipping is frustratingly arousing enough. The bottom-lit pool casts undulant shadows across their bodies, and the clear bright water allows me to see them entirely. For long minutes they frolic in their intoxicated glee, and so alluring are their antics that suspense never touches me. But soon splashing and playing turns to kissing and groping, and my guts start churning even as my heart pounds in my chest, head, and cock. Slowly they make their way through the shallow end to the wide semicircular steps that ascend to the lip of the pool – right next to where I’m standing, naturally. Then just below me, and not three feet away, they begin to consecrate their marriage under the star-filled heavens, the auspicious augury of the meteors and, least of all, their most devoted subject.

***

Mistress Nikki faces me directly. Her elbows are braced on the first step, her knees on the last and her widely spaced feet rest on the bottom of the pool. Her incredible hair is rendered an even richer red by the wet, and it spreads across her shoulders and back and floats fine and wide on the water behind her. Her lovely face is the picture of bliss and her full lower lip is caught between her teeth. Standing statuesque behind her and gripping her by the hips is my great big Goddess; drips and droplets of water trickling down her glorious form as she aligns her underwater organ. Then with a wave and a splash that washes over the edge and wets my shoes, she plunges deep into her favorite pussy. And thus the maddeningly spectacular spectacle commences.

Mistress Nikki cries out evocatively. Months of mad need and denial are banished and defied in that first cry. As Goddess’ huge hard cock bashes its way back home, all the intolerable wait and tease of watching me finally becomes worth it.

Absence may make the heart grow fonder, but it makes the pussy absolutely ravenous. Mistress’ response as she’s finally fucked is emphatically ecstatic. As Goddess own ravenous rhythm begins, her eyes spring wide and flutter back closed repeatedly, and her mindless cries go from a helpless quaver to a succession of full-fledged screams. Her body shudders with the force of Goddess’ thrusts, and her legs spread wider and her hips raise higher of their own eagerness.

Goddess herself is obviously lost in a badly missed rapture of her own, as for the first time all summer, she has a truly gorgeous and sexy lesbian to pound and not an unworthy little she-male wannabe. The mad thrusting of her butt has the pool sloshing up a storm, wetting me first to the knees and then ever higher as the energy she’s generating climbs. By the time they explode through the first mutual climaxes of their marriage, I’m soaked and dripping myself. Still I have enough arousal and jealously burning through me to ward off any chill. I even suffer a return of that earlier self-loathing, knowing that I could never inspire my Goddess to such sublime heights. But as she screams out her enormous orgasm and churns the pool into a veritable maelstrom with her climactic passion, I find my solace there as always. Even though it isn’t me supplying this pleasure, the fact that she’s enjoying it at all still comforts me. After all, Goddess’ happiness and fulfillment is the sole reason for my existence. I will gladly suffer an eternity of agony of every possible kind if only to keep her satisfied.

Of course, after four months apart, one little orgasm apiece isn’t nearly enough to satisfy these voracious deities. After a bit of recovery, Mistress Nikki flips over until her back, shoulders, and elbows rest on the steps and her spread, slender lower body floats to the surface. Her own huge cock thrusts up like a conning tower and her head tips back until she’s grinning upside down at me standing there in impotent observation. But again her striated green eyes spring wide and then glaze over. She loses all in interest in me as her hulking spouse seizes her by the ass and again starts driving her divine erection into her almost up to the womb.

So my ordeal resumes. Standing there watching everything, being constantly splashed with the detritus of their excess, I suffer terribly and again learn unequivocally where I fit into this cruel if fantastic universe. By the time my deities have fucked themselves to temporary satiation once again, I’m harder and more frustrated than ever before and, at the same time, brimming with conflicting envy and approval. All I truly want is to be relieved of this mess by being fucked into oblivion myself. And finally, blessedly, my new angel deigns to openly notice me.

“Ha! Look who’s all wet! Did you enjoy the show, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress Nikki, though it hurt me terribly. I’m desperately jealous of you.”

“Excellent! Never forget that I spent several celibate months watching my beloved pound your unworthy ass. Even an eternity of impotently watching her do me in turn will never repay this summer. And yet watching you eagerly enjoy even the biggest cocks has given me a need for more than just taking your place. Grab a set of handcuffs out of the bag and bring them to me.”

“Yes, Mistress Nikki.” Not even daring to hope, I do as I’m told.

“Now turn around, crouch, and hold your wrists out.”

She locks my hands tightly together behind me. Then, without warning, she hauls me over backward into the pool.

Splash! Uproarious laughter accompanies my immersion. Hampered by my uniform and even more by my handcuffs, I flounder around in sudden panic finally breaching the surface.

I snatch a gasp of air only to be thrust under again by wicked Mistress Nikki. Blurred by the water, I see her stemmy legs and monstrous cock nearby, and those of my Goddess approaching. I fight madly to escape, only to have a second much stronger pair of hands join those holding me down. Despite my devotion and determination to endure whatever Goddess requires of me, I’m suddenly more a slave to autonomic instinct than anything else. In a mad panic I thrash about, only seconds from inhaling water. And indeed the trapped little bit of air in my lungs bursts from me in a slew of bubbles. Somehow I keep from sucking in water for another split second; and, in that miraculous interval, I’m suddenly hauled up into the air.

Choking and sputtering, I gasp hugely at the life-giving oxygen, only dimly aware of my tormentors’ ongoing laughter. Then they dunk me again, holding me under until black spots bloom across my vision. Again and again they submerge me, only to allow me back up at the very last instant for the briefest time before shoving me back under. Distantly I feel hands wrenching open my dress, fondling my breasts, and pinching my nipples. I’m being molested even as I’m drowned, all to the accompaniment of raucous drunken mirth. Finally, however, I’m hauled up for good. Supported by my cruel divinities from either side, I float and choke and gasp the life back into me.

“Well that was certainly entertaining,” smirks Mistress Nikki. “But I’ve conceived a need for more than just aqua-torture. I think it’s high time I fucked the shit out of this ridiculous little slut. Let’s do her right here in the pool!”

“Be my guest, beautiful.”

Ah Goddess, yes!

Finally, my true hungriness will be assuaged! The cosmos is still spinning about me. I’m still coughing up water and still utterly at the mercy of my capricious deities. But paradise is finally nigh.

Together they flip me over and drag me to the edge of the pool. Goddess sits on the lip and grips me by the tits. She pulls me forward until my face is right in her crotch.

“Suck my cock, slut. Take me in deep.”

Eagerly I open up and obey. This is a very tight fit; but, by now, I’m used to it. In a second, my jaws are sprung to their limit and my face is absolutely stuffed. Then Mistress Nikki spreads my legs, seizes my hips, and lifts me up. Now the only thing holding my upper body above the surface is Goddess’ huge cock. With my hands locked behind me, I’m absolutely helpless. Mistress Nikki growls with glee as she prepares to take me.

“Now, slut! Get ready for the first of many billion brutal butt fuckings by your new angel. I am going to ream and ram and ravage your ass through all eternity!”

My excitement is extreme. Goddess is crushing my tits in her fists, and even worse is the agony of my attempted erection. Then the pain and surpassing pleasure are melded together as the hefty black cock on my angel’s crotch pushes into me.

Oh, she’s so big! Almost as big as Goddess, and the relief of veins wrapping around her girth is nearly the equal of big pink’s ridges. The only lubricant I’m allowed is the warm water itself, and Mistress has to work hard to overcome my reluctant resistance. Only gradually does her giant penis force its entire way into me.

“Hoo-weee, this slut is tight!” she exults. “I thought you’d broken it in already! But that’s okay, Jennifer, tighter is always better. I was afraid you and your machines had left me nothing but mush to fuck. Instead, I’ve got this delicious resistance to prove futile!”

For my own part, I gargle on an agonized groan. The pressure of Mistress’ cock thrusts my whole body forward, forcing water and even more of Goddess’ penis into my throat. Water is likewise squeezed up my ass, flooding and flushing me only to squirt out hard around the piston driving it in. Then that piston is pulled back before again driving forward, repeating that evocative process. Soon I find it an absolute delight, as Angel slowly establishes her rhythm and then begins to accelerate it.

No wonder they picked aqua-fucking for their honeymoon! Wonderfully accentuating the pain of penetration, that plunging and squirting is an intimate novelty that wildly excites me. Even when Angel starts pounding me so hard that I’m rhythmically gagging on Goddess’ big pink, I can’t get enough of it. My weekend on the fuck machines not only prepared me for the demands of double-penetration, it gave me a mad craving for it. And having two glorious warm flesh and blood deities driving those cocks into me is vastly more maddening than an impersonal pair of motors. Humiliation rages through me, an intensely compelling tingling from head to toes, as my new Angel claims and judges me.

“You are such a disgustingly greedy little slut! I can’t believe you were ever a boy! Well, you’re a hundred and ten percent lesbian bitch now! Now you live for your superiors’ cocks: another victory for the Goddess and all of femininity! Another member of the baser sex conquered and humiliatingly remade in our image! Oh, I absolutely love it! I’m going to fuck this she-male slut until she cries!”

Immediately she finds another gear, upping the tempo of her slapping hips and plunging piston until I could absolutely scream. Unfortunately, Goddess has begun pumping her hips as well.

No longer content to just let her lovely angel drive me onto it, she’s thrusting back with her own monstrous organ, forcing it as violently into me from the front as that thick black one is pounding into my ass. Impaled on a pair of penises, compressed from both ends by the power of that dual pounding, I’m splashed and soaked and choked as I float, stabbed and strangled and mangled and mocked. And I couldn’t be more aroused. Together they fuck my pathetic body for an all too short eternity until I’m indeed blubbering and sobbing and driven to delirium by that undeservedly divine experience. And the evening, marriage, and all of time have barely begun.

***

Several orgasms later, my Goddess and Angel finally finish fucking me. Hanging from the cocks still deeply imbedded in my pussy and throat, I pant through my nose, float, and listen as they gloat.

“Awesome!” Angel exults. “What a perfect first ever slut-fuck!”

“Damn straight!” declares Goddess. “I always ejaculate about a dozen times from fucking this ridiculous sissy. What do you say we go inside and really get it on?”

“I’m with you, gorgeous. I can’t wait to get this succulent cunt in bed and put it to her properly. But first, I really have to pee!”

“Well that’s easily remedied,” laughs Goddess. “We’ve got our toilet right with us! Let’s get it over on the steps.”

“She’s a toilet too?” Angel screams with hilarity. “You go, Goddess!”

“I sure do,” she laughs grimly. “I go all over and into my subject every day. In fact, it was her idea. She begged me to begin performing that sacrament. And now she can be regularly blessed by you too.”

Together they pull their cocks from my holes, flip me onto my back, and pull me over to the steps. I’m positioned sitting on them with my head lolling back on the lip of the pool. Goddess straddles my face, spreads, squats and brings her celestial fount down to within an inch of my O-pen lips.

“Observe,” she offers. Then she begins to spray.

Once again her hot urine sizzles into me, spattering my face as it fills my mouth and funnels down my throat. By this time, I’ve learned not to even try to swallow. I just close my epiglottis, hold my breath, and let that sacred nectar fill me. Angel laughs with scandalous glee, observing my rapturous defilement unbelievably. By the time I’ve licked up Goddess’ last few drops and she’s moved aside, my newest divinity can’t wait.

Angel (I’ve settled on this honorific for her for good) takes her place astride my face. Her legs are so long and slender, her ass so round and tight, and her pussy so perfect that I’m enthralled by her already. And then she baptizes me.

Moaning with sweet relief she pees, pees, pees. Tickled no end by my eager servility, she can’t help but giggle as she goes, her jiggling mirth causing that caustic stream to play all over my face. My hair and eyes thus receive most of her blessing, and I’m forced to settle for drinking what trickles down into me. Still this is substantial; she’s so bloated it seems she’ll never stop voiding. Finally, she finishes, and I’m allowed the incredible honor of licking clean another heavenly pussy.

“That was great!” Angel gloats. “I’m never using the bathroom again! I’m going to piss in our slave five times a day!”

“Good,” Goddess growls. “Let’s get her rinsed off and ready for bed.”

Together they dunk me under several times before dragging me out gasping onto the patio. Quickly they towel each other off before unlocking my cuffs, shoes, and corset. Then I’m stripped down to my cock cage. Goddess locks my hands behind me again, uses a second set of cuffs to link my elbows together, and finally snaps my leash to the ring piercing my penis.

“Come on, slave. Let’s get you into bed where we can really make use of you.”

A yank on the cock and we’re off. We head into the house in single file, Goddess pulling me by the penis and Angel using a stiff crop to whip me on from behind. Five minutes after leaving the pool, the three of us are naked in bed. Then the night’s sexual excesses truly get underway.

***

Goddess piles up several pillows, and I’m placed facedown atop them. My deities take position at either end again, this time with Goddess at my behind and Angel in my face. She grabs me by the hair, tips my head way back, and roughly shoves her big hard cock in my mouth.

“Okay, slave. My turn! Give me head, you shameless slut!”

Gladly I demonstrate my proficiency for her, servicing her prick with all my skill. But soon enough, she takes over herself and starts fucking, her impressive organ plumbing the depths of my greedy gullet. Goddess meanwhile stabs big pink up my sissy-pussy; and, once again, I’m relegated to just enduring. Both sets of hips start pumping and thrusting maniacally, skewering my opposing orifices with otherworldly energy.

How they hammer me! Surely not even the machines pounded so violently into me; and, for another impossible eternity, I revel again in being reduced to just a double fuck-toy, a mindless piece of two-holed meat for my fantastic deities to expend their unlimited sexual aggression upon. Both cocks fuck me with insanely sustained syncopation. Unearthly ululations of ecstasy attack the atmosphere, orgasms galore wrack those glorious forms, and still the slut-fucking fun has barely begun.

Endless kinky three-way sex ensues. Swapping holes and poles, my demanding divinities double-do me in every imaginable position, not neglecting to vigorously whip me once in a while as they do. Then they begin to get truly inventive, and soon renewed jealousy is tormenting me more terribly than ever yet.

Oh, that enforced voyeurism!

Obviously, this is going to be an integral part of my new existence. With their need to fuck me temporarily filled, my owners decide to tie me up and get it on in front of me again for a while. I’m seated Indian-style at the head of the bed facing them, my hands and elbows still cuffed together behind me. My crossed legs are lashed together at the calves from which the short rest of the rope is then threaded through my penis ring and run up to be tied to the one through my nose. This pulls terribly on my piercings while dragging my head down toward the bed: bending my back, compressing my gut, and forcing me to painfully crane my neck in order to observe the glory before me. And what insightfully cruel glory! Obviously Goddess knows me from my least fleeting whim to my most desperately cherished dream. Evilly, she chooses to taunt me with the latter by allowing Angel to live it out right in front of me.

Goddess lies back crosswise barely a foot away. With soft cushions raising her head and shoulders and her big legs frogged out spread, she is the quintessence of feminine pulchritude. Still no amount of sculpted limbs and perfect proportions can compete with those enormous breasts. These both thrust up from her supported chest and yet settle back in sweeping, unmistakably naturally slopes. Goddess grins at my panting appreciation of these and then beckons her new wife forward to enjoy them.

“Come, my beloved! I haven’t had my body worshipped in far too long. Slave isn’t worthy of this, but you can lick and suck me to your heart’s delight. In fact, I can’t wait for it!”

Angel gleams with glee. She scrambles atop my waiting Goddess and lies between her splayed-apart legs.

I brace myself to survive the most torturous lesbian heaven ever then. But, for a time, these deities only seem interested in foreplay. Ardently they suck each other’s faces. From lovingly kissing they go to aggressively tongue-wrestling, panting and moaning through flared noses. Suggestively petting each other in ways that stab me with illimitable envy, they tease me and tempt each other until we can’t stand any more. And then Angel begins introducing me properly to my dreadful destiny by sliding down that incredible body to access the breasts. And if I thought that earlier dalliance maddening, what follows is immeasurably both better and worse.

Angel starts by caressing those great globes, using both hands to trace their huge contours, feeling and fondling every square inch. Then she hefts them, pressing them together, squeezing and lifting them, exposing the curvy crevices underneath and kneading them into the most alluring configurations imaginable. Finally, she reacts to my hopeless whines by bringing her thick red lips and pointy pink tongue to bear on the erect nipples.

She starts on the left one: licking, flicking, and nipping at it before fastening to that peg with a passion and sucking it so hard they both begin to moan. For twenty minutes or more, she makes hot oral love to both of those big divine buds. Every moan and gasp, every sucking and smacking sound twists the knife of my unworthiness in deeper until I’m weeping unabashedly despite my stretched-out semi-erection. And then Angel exposes another forever forbidden fruit to me, an even greater possibility for passion I’ll never be allowed to experience. She leaves off worshipping Goddess’ breasts, slides down lower yet, and buries her face between those splayed, columnar legs.

Growling with greed, she attacks that heavenly cleft: nibbling with her lips, licking, flicking, and lapping like mad with her tongue. She puts her fingers to work as well, spreading Goddess’ labia out. Then up pops a hooded wonder I’d never yet discovered: a big, pink protuberance normally hidden.

“Oh yeah, slave,” gasps Angel. “Just look at the size of that clit! It’s the biggest one I’ve ever seen. Just like a little penis it is, only ten times more sensitive!” She takes it into her mouth and sucks hard. Immediately this brings a long, groaning moan from my Goddess, who places her hands on the back of her lover’s head and presses down, simultaneously lifting her hips and splaying herself out wider than ever.

Naturally this unleashes an absolute fury of jealousy in me and an intolerable craving to service that big, oh-so erogenous protuberance myself.

I’ve read plenty about the clitoris, but never in my lonely virginity have I actually seen one or witnessed the effect of it being pleasured. Goddess’ extreme response, and Angel’s ever more greedy suckling, is absolutely maddening to me, and I whimper and writhe helplessly as I watch.

On and on goes the incredible show, seemingly for hours. And nothing can ease my desperate distress, not even the usually fulfilling spectacle of Goddess thrashing and screaming in orgasm after orgasm after body-shaking orgasm. My boiling need to be the one sucking that nearly inch-long organ brooks no rival, and for who knows how long they torture me this way until, at last, they seem temporarily sated. Then Goddess rubs acid into my reaction by unnecessarily reiterating the obvious.

“Oh, Nikki, that was so fantastic! You are the absolute best! Did you like the way she sucked me off, slave?”

“I couldn’t stand it!” I whimper at once. “Please, Goddess! I’d give anything to suck you like that!”

“Too bad, slave. You have nothing left to offer, remember? When it comes to sucking me, my penis is it. Like my magnificent tits, my clit is forever forbidden to you. Your unworthy tongue will never so much as brush me down there.”

Hearing this spelled out so unequivocally brings a fresh storm of weeping on me which, in turn, provokes a torrent of malicious mirth from my owners. But then Angel springs a most unexpected wonder.

“There, there! Cheer up, you poor little slut. My body’s going to need regular worshipping too, and your Goddess is far too butch now to be bothered eating me out. You’ll be allowed to suck your Angel’s tits and clit at least. They’re not nearly as giant and divine as Jennifer’s are, but they’re still far too good for the likes of a sick little she-male pervert like you. You will actually be honored beyond all measure. In fact, let’s get you untied and put to work right at it now. It’s my turn for oral worshipping, Goddess, damn-it!”

Joy; delight; incomparably blessed ecstasy, and all by divine decree! How, oh how have I proven worthy of this impossibility?

It’s not Goddess I’ll be servicing, true. But as indicated, Angel’s body is flawless, arousing, and limitlessly alluring in its own right. Far surpassing anything seen my vast (former) pornography collection, it is uniquely perfect in every mouthwatering way.

Who knows, perhaps getting to service even this epitome may come, in time, to maximize the agony of being forbidden Goddess’ necessarily superior form. But right now, all I can contemplate is the ambrosial feast before me. As Goddess unties my nose, dick, and legs, leaving my arms still painfully shackled back, I watch in impossible-to-banish unbelief as Angel removes and sets aside her own huge cock. Then lies back before me, spreading herself out like an Olympian repast.

***

As Goddess did before her, Angel uses a cushion or two to raise her face – all the better to see you with, my intended prey. Then she stretches her impossibly elegant legs out wide: lifting them up, opening herself like an acrobat and exposing her secret center to me entirely. Rabid with need and suddenly freed, I lurch forward on my knees. Like a starveling onto a smorgasbord, I dive heavily atop her.

“Ooof!” grunts Angel, as she viciously punches and elbows me. Likewise, a sudden searing lash across my already wickedly welted ass further excoriates me.

Goddess has already picked up her favorite stiff whip, and she doesn’t stop using it with that first strike. As least a dozen times she flays my stupidly sinning behind, using all the considerable power at her disposal.

“Bad girl!” she cries, as I weep and writhe. “How dare you be so clumsy? You don’t totter forward and topple onto any female, much less your owning Angel! You inch up her body on your belly like the unworthy worm you are!”

Goddess’ anger hurts me worse than any whip; and, for a minute or so, I’m terrified that this ambrosial banquet will be forever snatched away from me at the penultimate second in sanction. But, finally, she lays down one last retaliatory slash and allows me to proceed.

“All right, subject. Begin at the breasts. And don’t forget that I’ll be right here to give you incentive as you develop your technique. Never forget: ignore your own appetites in favor of what pleasures your Angel. Her ecstasy is beyond paramount while yours is less than utterly insignificant.”

Heart pounding, head swimming, I worm around until I can bring my mouth to that first little mound. Tentatively I lick the hard nipple a minute before finally achieving a lifelong dream by closing my lips around it.

Tiny though her breast may be, it still squashes down delightfully under the pressure of my mouth. Forming a tight seal around that wonderfully rubbery point, I start suckling ravenously, my sky-high ecstasy soaring straight through the stratosphere. Not even when Goddess immediately slashes me with the whip again can I be brought back to earth – though it does cause me to promptly modify my approach.

“Not like that, you stupid shit! What the hell did I just tell you? That’s an ignorant, inconsiderate male way of doing it. Go slowly: long, hard, deep, amazingly sustained sucks…”

This indeed is a much more rewarding method for both of us. Angel’s eloquent moans exalt me, and I moan with ecstasy myself as I feed and feed and feed. I pull and pull and pull at her nip with my lips, pausing randomly to circle the aureole with the tip of my tongue before giving the stiff point a few quick flicks. This I learned from watching Angel, and I’m rewarded for my diligence by soft little cries and a brief respite from punishment. But then, soon enough, the whip slices into me again.

“Now do the other one, girl!”

Quickly I switch tits, my incomplete erection an impossibly needy agony to me. Angel’s hands find the back of my head then, twining in my hair and pressing my face to her breast as I service her.

Obeying the pressure of those hands, I suck hard when held down and lick and flick when allowed up a bit before being brusquely moved back to worship the first. Glorying in those constant moans and cries, I make love to those delectable breasts as directed for a time measured only in gasps and sighs – and the occasional random lash of the whip. And then, finally, Angel’s hands push my face not to the left or right or tight up against her but down toward her most sacred fount.

Immediately my already insane excitement jumps by an order of magnitude. To sharpen the anticipation just a maddening bit more, I risk the whip on my way down by dallying a second at her slender sunken belly. Poking my tongue into her tiny navel, I explore its shape, loving the way her fine curling hairs tickle my tip. But then, indeed, another slash of the whip drives me down to my delightful destiny.

I’ve licked pussy before, even Goddess’ forbidden one. But that was strictly quick and utilitarian, my tongue taking the place of toilet paper. This time I’m allowed, and even instructed, to be absolutely lavish in my attentions.

“That’s right, girl,” Goddess giggles as she whips me yet again. “It’s time to bury your face in the strawberry patch and eat like you can’t get enough!”

This private joke clearly refers to that finely trimmed and shaved brush of glossy red pubic hair, and indeed it tickles and crinkles under my nose as I bring my greedy lips and eager tongue to the table. And then I’m actually entering holy territory, my tongue slipping between her dripping lips and pushing inside her body.

This skill takes me much longer to master. Yet still, not even the constant bite of the correcting whip can damp my raging passion. I’m so enormously horny that the corpse of the male I once was again rolls over and wails with need inside me. My trapped penis burns as it bloats, my balls draw up and tingle, and the need for the release and relief of a good old-fashioned spew-spurting, cock-rocking orgasm wracking and draining me is intolerable. The only thing I can do is pour my frenzy into ever more slavish worship. And, at last, that mad enthusiasm pays off.

Finally, I find the tiny clit. Spurred on by Angel’s delirious response, I service it, not daring to imagine what sucking Goddess’ huge one would be like. I’m in enough psychic and sexual distress and excess as it is, especially when Angel provides me with a more heavenly nectar than ever by coming explosively herself. But then all this emotional amalgam is enhanced even more by a new set of whip-accompanied orders.

“Eat her ass now, slut! Tongue-fuck her holiest hole!”

My face blazing with shame, I obey. Working solely by instinct, I perform the notorious ‘rim-job’ before finally forcing my tongue up that beautiful pink pucker. I try to thrust with it, simulating a penis, and this is moderately successful for a while. But finally Angel orders me to just stick it out and up her as far as possible and hold it there. Then she crushes my face to her crotch and begins bucking her hips. Butt-humping my tongue until she once again comes, Angel initiates me into whole new realms of deepest degradation and devotion. But ultimately my tongue is just a tease, and Goddess has been a relative bystander for far too long. At Angel’s urging, we finally fall into a new configuration that figures to be even more rewarding.

***

I’m rolled over onto my back, crushing my locked arms under me, painfully distorting my torso, and further tormenting my already overstrained shoulders. But then Angel erases all this irrelevancy by climbing astride me in a first time ‘sixty-nine’: her genitals in my face and my own impotent ones waiting just below hers.

“Okay, slut.” she demands. “Suck on my clit while Goddess Jennifer fucks my butt.”

Immediately I seek it out. But no sooner have I formed my lips around it than another eager mouth has found my own center of erogenous pleasure: the grotesquely swollen head and pierced, nerve-packed apex of my forsaken penis. So relentless has been my twelve hour or more attempt to erect that my glans is so bloated with trapped blood it seems likely to burst. The pain where it meets the confining down-curved sleeve is excruciating. Now a tricky tongue is toying with the entire head, lapping all around it, flicking the piercing ring from side to side, and even poking through this and tugging on it while the ultimate tip remains bathed and squashed by the soft yet rough, warm and wet underside. This latest insane pleasure-and-pain apotheosis has me celebrating and despairing more than ever, and finally wondering as well: how much higher and lower can I possibly be taken this night, marriage, and eternity?

Perhaps by its very nature that question can never be answered. In any case, a sudden vicious slap by Goddess as she moves into place just above my face reminds me of that fundamental lesson: my response is irrelevant and that of my Angel imperative. Suitably chagrined, I concentrate like a laser on servicing that delicious little clit. Meanwhile Goddess moves her well-lubed penis into position, and Angel suddenly draws a comparison that will yet again change me forever. She stops licking, sucking, and tugging on that impossibly sensitive protuberance and giggles gleefully.

“What a delightful little plum! I especially like that it can never come. I can suck it like a clit forever and just watch it get redder and redder. In fact, I decree that from now on this is your clit.

“Everyone knows that the penis and clitoris start out the same thing and only differentiate eventually at the behest of certain hormones. Since you’re a slutty sissy now, and since this dick is tiny enough to actually be a clit, so be it! Do you agree, Goddess?”

“I do,” declares my supreme deity as she inserts her enormous organ into Angel’s ass only an inch above my eyes. “So be it!” Then she pushes into familiar territory with a combined confidence and consideration that I could never hope to receive.

Angel groans with glee as her ass is filled. She grips the ring in my ‘clit’ with her teeth, and as Goddess begins fucking her, each thrust drives her forward, yanking on my pierced, swollen, throbbing, ultra-excited clitoris.

How much pain, ecstasy, and jealousy can I possibly endure? Right in front of my eyes, my Goddess is fucking another’s ass! My clit is being tortured while I greedily suck on that of my Angel! And still we haven’t reached the climax of this incredible first night together. Goddess fucks Angel to another series of screaming orgasms and then decrees an even more inventive ménage a trois.

“Turn around, Nikki, honey. Lie atop slave face to face. I want to fuck you both at the same time.”

She straps Angel’s cock on just above her own, giving her a wicked double phallus. Angel, meanwhile, straddles me as instructed, grinning down at me from only an inch away. Her close-up face is impossibly lovely. Drowning in those brilliant green eyes, feeling her heavy breath warm me, I’d give anything to be kissed, kissed, kissed by those soft full lips.

Of course such heavenly intimacy is far above me, and my need is just another new torment to endure. With our naked bodies pressed together breasts to breasts, I’m exalted enough as it is. And then Goddess’ huge pink cock pushes into me at the same time her other one penetrates Angel’s pussy.

Together, our bodies are rocked on the bed to rhythm of Goddess’ thrusts. Together, we gasp and moan, staring into each other’s eyes as we’re simultaneously taken. Then Angel presses her cheek against mine, exalting me further before finally shifting down to bring her hot mouth to my neck.

She battens on me, sucking hard as we’re fucked, leaving the first of several angry red hickies. Oh, Goddess, this is the greatest experience of my worthless life! Being fucked and sucked and sandwiched between the bed and the second most gorgeous being in the universe is an ecstasy beyond imagining. And even when Angel actually bites me as she comes, hard enough to draw blood, the pain is as exciting as everything else. When Goddess finally hammers out her own ultimate climax and withdraws from us, I’m absolutely exhausted with bliss. I can only lie there gasping, feeling my clit throb with need as Angel rolls off me, and Goddess approaches with my locking cock-gag.

“Okay, slave. We’re done with you for tonight. Let’s get you sucking cock and into your cage.” She pushes her cock into my mouth and secures it. Then she opens the cage. For the first time, I climb into my new nighttime home, shifting awkwardly around in the uncomfortably small space.

“What’s the matter, girl? Not enough room to stretch out? Not to worry.”

Goddess shackles my ankles together, folds my legs back and locks my feet to my cuffed wrists, hogtying me so that I fit. Considerately she pulls the blanket over me.

“There you go. Snug as a bug, eh slave?”

Madly in love, wholly devoted, I nod adoringly up at her.

Goddess giggles in response.

“Good. Well then, it’s time for your final surprise. Starting tomorrow, your former dwelling across the street will become our new ΛΩΜ house, a kinky lesbian femdom club for all our sorority sisters. My lawyer and all the other alumni that will soon be moving to town will stay there, as well as current students from all over the country who will be coming visiting – or visiting and coming! Girl, you’re going to have far more owners and uses than you’ve ever dreamed of then!”

Goddess and Angel both laugh delightfully at my cock-gagged goggle. Then they slam shut the cage, lock it, and return to bed. They cuddle up to kiss, caress, and continue to make love right in front of me: that first come to incredible life. As I watch them, jealously, arousal, discomfort, humiliation, trepidation and mad anticipation torment me in a never-ending, constantly climbing emotional spiral. Certain that sleep will be a stranger to me despite the terribly debilitating days just passed, I rattle my shackles, suck on my Goddess’ cock, and whimper the night away, unable to tear my gaze from the pernicious present before me and the fantastic future that awaits.
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