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Love is the most effective blindfold




Chapter One

My innocence ended the summer before I began my graduate studies.

The campus was virtually deserted. Most classrooms and professors’ offices stood empty and quiet. The cafeteria, usually the meeting ground for those to commiserate about term papers, not to mention the food served there, now rested from the noise that normally bounced off the walls. Forks, knives and spoons were all tucked away until fall.

Life still roamed here and there. The maintenance people, gardeners and janitors, drove from one building or wide lawn to another on their electric carts for whatever errand deemed important, yet unhurried. The administration staff, now in caretaker mode, arrived at eight, broke for lunch at noon, returned to their desks at one, then joined the rush hour crowd at five. The occasional stray student, perhaps not getting word that the previous spring semester had concluded, or arriving way too early for the next one in the fall, strode from nearly vacant dormitories to sparse classes, or drove off to whatever restaurant or other mcjob to keep financially afloat.

The last category wrapped me in its constrictive arms. During a gap year between college and grad school I chose to work for an environmental organization. While doing so filled up my resume with good deeds, it did nothing for my debit card. And although both of my now divorced parents had provided well for my education, those funds only went so far. I still needed to build up my account to buy books, afford to hang out with whatever new friends I would make and maybe, just maybe, avoid taking out any more student loans. I sure wasn’t asking to have things just handed me on a platter, but I also didn’t want to start off in financial slavery.

On an open social media page that listed jobs and catered to the university I happened across a mysterious post. It read like someone was looking for help in the sociology department, but it was an off-campus job with unusual hours. The successful candidate would need the ability to take exacting directions and follow all orders. They also wanted personal details that you wouldn’t normally give like physical dimensions and general health. I guessed they probably wanted to know if the person they were looking for was at least halfway fit. So I wrote an email with the required information.

Age twenty-four. Height five feet eleven. Weight one sixty five. Hair sandy blonde. Eyes light blue. Physical health and stamina good. I also threw in a short thing about reliability and how that connected with following directions. I didn’t know why I did it, maybe just something to make me stand out from the rest of the crowd.

I got a reply within ten minutes and a time to meet precisely one hour from when the email was sent. Not at two or two-thirty, but two-forty-six. Tight, but I could still make it. Not that anywhere was miles away from my small, just off-campus apartment, but the sociology department was crammed into an older building in a fairly remote corner of the university. That morning I had gotten involved in a pickup basketball game at the gym with some other guys, so I thought it might be a good idea to clean up and look presentable for a job interview.

Funny thing though, during the game three co-eds, maybe even grad students, wandered in to the small gym and kind of became a cheering section. You couldn’t help but notice them because each was super hot. Some of the guys started playing harder, playing to the ladies who lapped it all up. I just kept on with my usual game, my mind half on putting the ball through the hoop, the other half on my current unemployed situation.

But there was someone who did distract me. Another woman, halfway up the bleachers. Deep brunette, almost black hair fell and spread lightly over her shoulders. A cream turtle neck sweater blended with a light skin tone. Dark glasses covered half her face. Mouth in a straight line could either have been an indication of boredom or deep interest. I guessed it was the latter because as the game went on her head swung with the action up and down the court, and she didn’t miss a single play.

Not sure what to think (Stalker? Bored housewife? Just some woman watching half-naked young men at play?) I finished the game, headed back to my bare apartment, found the ad, then rushed through a shower. I arrived at the sociology department at two-thirty-nine.

A lady with severely pulled back, dark blonde hair sitting behind a counter glanced up over half-lense granny glasses. The name plate on the counter announced her as Betty Maguire. She quickly glanced up, started to say something but stopped. She lowered her eyes, cleared her throat, then recovered and pinned me with a steady, measured stare.

“You’re here. Good. And with almost seven minutes to spare.” She motioned to a chair behind me. “You can wait there until Dr. Langley is ready.” She returned to her work.

“You’re sure I’m the one Dr. Langley wants to see?” I said. “I could just be some delivery guy or lost student.”

She didn’t even raise her head from the computer screen. “Don’t get fresh, Patrick. Who else would be here at the start of summer? While all the frivolous, empty-headed other students are bouncing at the beach or posting photos of their latest meal, only the ones worth anything are already getting ready for the new semester.”

“Uh, thanks. I think.”

“There you go again. Just follow orders and sit down. Dr. Langley won’t see you a second before your scheduled time. She is most precise.”

Huh. Alright, so that’s how it’s going to go. I started for the chair but one thing still bothered me, so I stopped and turned back. “Hey, how did you know my name?”

Those eyes swung my way again, and this time they peered over the rim of the glasses like I was there to see the vice-principal for detention.

“You didn’t say I couldn’t talk,” I said.

A pause. Probably meant to intimidate, and she did.

“Dr. Langley wasn’t the only one to read your email,” she said. “And one other thing: My name is not ‘Hey’. You will call me Madame or Ms. Maguire.”

Another pause. She didn’t blink, although I was sure I did. Several times. Maybe even swallowed.

Starting to sweat now. Okay, okay, I give.

“Yes, ma’am.” I started to turn away.

“Wrong.”

I stopped. “Huh?”

“It is not “ma’am”. What did I say before?”

Oh, crap. “Uh, Madame or Ms. Maguire.”

“Be precise, Patrick. Laziness is a real turn off.”

I swallowed again. “Yes, Madame.”

Her eyes narrowed, whether still in anger or in recognition of my acceptance of her rules, I couldn’t tell. Then she chuckled and I knew was fine.

“You are precious, aren’t you?” Ms. Maguire said. “You’ll do.”

You’ll do? What did she mean by that? Before I asked the phone rang. Not a normal ring but two quick jingles, like an internal call. Ms. Maguire didn’t pick up the receiver so I guess she hit a speaker button.

“Send him in,” said a woman’s voice, low and assured.

“As you say,” Ms. Maguire replied. “And he’s here with time to spare.” Those eyes swung on me again, now warm and inviting.

“That’s a good start,” said the voice, “although he’ll still have to work on that punctuality.”

This time I definitely heard Ms. Maguire punch a button on the phone to sever the connection. Her head motioned to the inner office. “Well, go ahead.”

“Thank you, Madame,” I said, getting up and heading there.

“And Patrick?”

I halted my stride. “Madame?”

“You’re going to do fine.” A sudden, easy smile shone out and bathed me in a warm glow.

Strangely thinking that I had already survived the job interview I knocked twice on Dr. Langley’s door. A muffled “Come in” became my latest order.

She was the one from the bleacher stands. The dark glasses were gone, but the hair and cream turtleneck were the same. She stood and a pair of sleek, dark slacks added to a sense of personal authority. A pressed smile and quick handshake completed the air of business.

“Patrick Sutton? Dr. Julia Langley. Please, sit down.” Yes, that voice was calm and assured, but there was a faint mix of southern as well. Not backwoods, but aristocrat. She resumed her chair on the other side of the desk while I took one of two facing her.

Ms. Maguire wasn’t kidding about Dr. Langley’s precision. You could see it everywhere; in the books squarely tucked away on shelves spread around all four walls, in the way piles of paper on the cabinet behind her and on another one off to the left were arranged in perfect squares and all equidistant from each other. Even in how the visitors’ chairs were angled slightly to each other so one person could talk to another yet both still favored Dr. Langley’s position behind the desk.

Yeah. The large, black desk. Looking back, after Ms. Maguire’s little tutorial on proper address, given how everything was positioned on top of Dr. Langley’s desk, that should have been my second clue.

Nothing was out of place, or even appeared to be just casually thrown down. Three yellow pencils, their sharpened points directed to Dr. Langley’s side of the desk, rested to her right. A spiral notepad, opened to the blank top page, awaited whatever writing deemed necessary. And I do mean writing. I got the definite feeling this woman did not scribble. A razor thin computer, on and running, sat well within reach on the left, yet angled to maintain privacy. On the right stood a picture frame, again slanted to prevent any casual observations.

“I’ll come right to the point, Patrick,” Dr. Langley said. “I need someone not yet enrolled, not a student, for what is going to take place. Can’t go breaking any faculty or student policies. Are you taking any courses for summer?”

“Uh, no.”

She shot me a look, much like the one from Ms. Maguire.

“I mean, no, Dr. Langley.”

“Good. Of course we’ll check the veracity of your answers. That’s another part of what we’ll be doing, verifying your answers. So total honesty is a must. No thinking about what is the right thing to say. Your first impulse is best. Think you can do that?”

“Yes. Yes, Doctor. Uh, a question?”

Dr. Langley waved a hand and nodded, then wrote a quick note.

“This seems all, well, unusual.”

She stopped writing. “Yes? Your question?”

“Well, I’m planning on graduate studies come fall, most likely anthropology. Is this going to help with that? I mean, what you said, about answering questions with my first impulse seems more psychological, more having to do with the brain itself rather than behavior.”

Dr. Langley lay down the pencil and interlaced her fingers on the desk. “Sometimes there’s a blurred line between the two. What we’re doing is more tactile in terms of learned human behavior. How certain, shall we say, stimuli, can change a person’s habits or perhaps bring latent tendencies more out in the open. The emphasis is on sensation, but also whether reinforcement, either positive or negative, can achieve the desired results.”

“Ah, I see.” I cleared my throat. “So, what is the, ah, desired result?”

“That I cannot reveal. At least not yet. Can’t go contaminating the exercise now, can we? I’m sorry, I wish I could be more plain. But you strike me as a bright, intelligent person, so when I say things can get heated, or even downright nasty, just remember you will never be in any real danger.”

Danger? Just what were we talking about here?

“Also, and I must be absolutely clear on this, I cannot pay you. I can’t even give a hint of any future recompense.”

If silence reigned over the campus before, then it now ruled in Dr. Langley’s office. At last I said, “You know, I was hoping for a job. I need spending money for the school year, but it looks like you need some sort of unpaid lab rat.”

Her lips pressed together, tighter than before. “Well, I wouldn’t have put it quite that way.”

“I didn’t mean to insult you or what you doing,” I said. “But you did say honesty was important.”

She seemed to relax. “Then, you’ll do it?”

“I didn’t say that. But you are kind of stuck between a rock and a hard place. You need someone, but can’t pay them for their time. Frankly, I can’t see anyone volunteering.”

“Oh, we’ve got plenty of those, both men and women. But they’re too eager, and too jaded. We need someone fresh, without too many preconceptions.”

Another pause. I rubbed my chin in thought while Dr. Langley sat back in her chair. A clock on her desk ticked-tocked away. I tried to figure out just what we were getting at here and kept tripping mentally over my thoughts. A deep part of me knew just what Dr. Langley was asking, but the part of my mind nearer the surface kept pushing it back down. Dimly I was aware of her opening a desk drawer, but didn’t give it any attention as I was too wrapped up in my own thoughts.

Something clattered on the desk.

A pair of handcuffs. And a leather collar.

“I asked for honesty from you,” she said. “You have every right to demand the same from me.”

I couldn’t stop staring at them. The thought of those things on my wrists, my neck…

“Too much for you?” Dr. Langley said. “I understand. Although most of the applicants we get can’t wait to put them on, I’m a bit worried that you’ll go screaming out into the night.” She looked out a large window to her right and shrugged. “Or the bright, sunshiny afternoon.”

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

She gestured to the leather and steel and sighed. “I’m sorry if I offended you.”

“Oh, no, no,” I said. “It’s just… Well, it’s just a lot to process. Look, can I think on this? Give you a call?”

“Yes. Yes, of course. This is my personal cell number.” She carefully wrote it on the back of a business card. Dr. Langley’s tone was gracious, but her body language reflected disappointment in the way the interview had gone. She probably expected to never hear from me again.

We gave each other awkward goodbyes. I jammed past Ms. Maguire, catching only a glimpse of a faintly surprised expression. Before she had seemed so sure of…what? That I would just go along with their little SM experiment? But the small surprise on her part haunted me as I walked back across campus to my apartment. It was like she knew this would be a tough decision for me, but that she also thought I had the confidence, the guts, and the honesty to see it through. Well, she was right on most things, but not the honesty.

So I got back to my apartment, turned on my mini laptop and just stared at the screen. For how long? An hour? Three? The room grew dark and I made no move to switch on the light. Only the computer lit up the space. The photo that I had selected as my desktop background couldn’t have been more appropriate. I knew I would have to change it once the fall semester started and I was forced to take on a roommate. For now, at least through the summer, I reveled in the thought that here, alone in my room, in the dark, I could be what I was.

The lady on the laptop stared back with a neutral expression. Hair not quite as dark as Dr. Langley’s and a definite mature look, I had found the photo and saved it in a deep, deep folder on my computer. The lady wore a leather dress and full length gloves. Shoulders bare, she bent forward, her generous breasts giving more than a hint of cleavage. Her hair was done up while some locks hung over the forehead. Like Dr. Langley the skin tone was light while authority dwelt within clear, gray eyes. An expression of gathering amusement entranced. Her hands gripped a coiled whip.

Not for the first time had I thought to brave the dark dens of SM, and now it was practically being handed to me on a platter. Only Dr. Langley needed a newbie, someone not already a scene player, for such was one term that SM people were known. But I never had gone to those dungeons, although leather had wrapped my wrists and a whip had singed my flesh. But that didn’t mean I hadn’t thought about exploring it further, and thought about it a lot. And so, when Dr. Langley had just about lay everything out I was jolted that someone had discovered my deepest secret.

But that wasn’t the case. It’s alright to be paranoid, as long as you have a good reason. I didn’t. Sure, I had seen Dr. Langley at the gym, but that was before my even seeing the ad. No way could she have arranged things like that. No, it was me who found the ad, who responded to it, who dutifully rushed over to her office and submissively arrived on time. It was all me.

Just like it was all me who decided to take out those student loans after all; I wasn’t going to be paid in money, but the experience…

I punched the buttons on my phone, then clutched it in a sweaty palm as the one at the other end rang and rang.

“Hello?” a voice croaked.

Did I wake her up? It wasn’t that late, but she sounded…I don’t know, different. What had I done? “Dr. Langley?”

“Yes?” she said.

I couldn’t talk anymore. My throat had gone dry.

“Patrick… Patrick, is that you?” She sounded normal now, and perhaps concerned.

“Yes,” I rasped, then cleared my own throat. “Yes, it is, doc. Look, I’m just calling…” My voice faded away. I couldn’t go on.

She waited, then at last said gently, “Go on, Patrick.”

Now or never. “Alright, doc. Alright. Sign me up.”

Silence at the other end. Had I surprised her? With all the previous disappointments, perhaps she needed a moment to realize that I really had meant what I said.

“Doc?” I said.

“I heard you, Patrick. I heard you. And from now on it’s Madame.”

I said, “Yes, Madame.”




Chapter Two

How long had it been? How long since I had placed that ad, gone through so many applicants, turned so many away? It was like searching for a golden fleece, a mythical prize. Always hoping that maybe the next one might prove worthy, or the one after that, or the one after… I had almost given up in despair.

And then this piece of innocence just comes waltzing in the door!

Still, it was a near thing. Frustrated from our lack of success at finding a suitable candidate, I had placed a subtle ad on the university social page. No real successes there either. And then I just happened on that little basketball game. Fingers flying, I texted my ladies to get there ASAP and do their bit. Soon, my sunglass covered eyes followed only him. There were others more ripped than him, taller, stronger, but once my squad showed up and started their cheerleading act it was obvious none of them would do; just by their reactions they proved they were still boys. Not him. Oh, sure, he noticed Aneth, Hannah and Brooke, but he hid it well, kept focused on what he was doing. While others started showing off with their jumps and attempted dunks, messing up more often than anyone could count, he just stayed with his established routine, calm and efficient. He probably didn’t even notice that he scored more points than any of the others. I know, I counted. Afterwards, as the boys toweled off some of them gathered around my ladies. Hannah, Brooke and Aneth played their parts well, pretending to be impressed with the boys’ exploits. One who didn’t hang around was Patrick. At a quick glance from Hannah and a discrete pointing of my finger before he left, Hannah subtly tried to follow him, but he was too fast. As Hannah returned to the gaggle of fawning boys she gave me a short shake of her head that she had lost him. I resigned myself to never seeing Patrick again; just another “What if” that I couldn’t pursue. No, they had to come to me. That was the number one rule, drilled into me long ago and the one thing that I constantly reminded my three ladies never to forget - we don’t pursue. We hunt, yes, but only under strict guidelines. They have to walk into our trap.

But trap is too dark a word. I guess it could be thought of that way, but those who approach us do so of their own free will. Our enticements are there for all to see and understand, all up front, even if we have to use politically correct words. Never, not once when someone has sat down opposite my desk, has anyone “freaked out” and bolted through the door. Part of that is probably due to SM’s grudging acceptability these days, and at least an awareness that such a thing is out there and certain people derive enjoyment from the lifestyle. But the ones that we’ve flushed out from the vanilla bushes have too many preconceived ideas. In those cases we provide recommendations to other like-minded people. If those doms are interested they might get a phone call. But no money changes hands from us or to any referred mistress or master. Ever. That is strict. We are not a prostitution ring. All our meetings and phone calls are discreetly recorded and only once has an undercover cop been at my desk. She had quite surreptitiously brought up the matter of payment under the table but hit a dead end. No, I had said. This was not that, and if she persisted then I was going to call the police. I even had called in Ms. Maguire to be a witness as I lifted the phone to make the call. The applicant cut off the interview and quickly left. Ms. Maguire gave me a knowing wink. So the cops know and we know that they know. A suitable situation. As for the university, they know too but leave us alone. Why? Well, because I’ve referred four deans and several tenured professors to others who share like minded interests. No, no “traps” here, either coming or going. So, this whole thing might be thought of as a success.

But it still wasn’t working out.

The reason behind it all was to find someone who, if not with a working knowledge of what SM was about, then at least a general acknowledgement of such but who hadn’t really delved into it. And one who was open to exploring SM without too many preconceived ideas. Yes, I know, hunting the mythical beast. We had come close a few times, but there was always something that held up a final go ahead. And then things fell into place and in walked the young and fresh Patrick Sutton.

My god, he was perfect! I had already got a decent look at his body, but once he sat opposite me with that just shampooed sandy blonde hair, that easy smile and those innocent eyes… I wondered just who was going to interview who. And he did have questions, intelligent questions which only served as icing on the cake. He sure wasn’t just all surface; there was an active mind at work as well.

But nothing was finalized. He had left without a commitment and things were muddied. I sat at my desk, staring out into the bright, clear day. If only the path to what I, and the others who had joined me on this quest, sought was only as clear.

I buzzed Ms. Maguire, told her I was taking the rest of the day and was leaving by the secret door. Well, not really secret, but it ensured privacy for my coming and going. There was a little closet to my right of the desk and I had spent the funds to have a door installed on the back wall. Hidden outside by a tall hedge, it kept those special visitors away from prying eyes in the outer office or even the building’s main entrance. I had made no secret of my lifestyle but, unlike me, there were those who still needed to maintain discretion. Being seen walking into my building, where I was the only tenant, would make things difficult for more than one member of the faculty. So they came to me in between their classes and I more than accommodated them in the strict sense.

But lately, none of them had. Of course, it was summer, classes were mostly out, but there were still a couple of subbies on campus. Yet, I hadn’t seen any of them for quite a while. In fact, not since the end of the previous term. Perhaps they had gotten cold feet about visiting me. It had happened before, but in some the urges were too strong to suppress and they came back. But today none were quietly knocking on the back door. And the interview with Patrick had stirred my blood. I craved relief. Some days you just needed to beat on something.

One name popped into my head. Blake. He belonged to Renata, my immediate superior and who had given her blessing about my project at the university, but Blake and Renata had somehow become estranged. No matter how I approached her, Renata would not tell what had happened. Blake moved back to his place, yet still called Renata “Madame” - a sign of ownership in our circle. She asked me to watch over him, which included play sessions. So the three of us came to an arrangement. Renata had withdrawn to her desert estate so, in effect, Blake virtually answered to me alone. Mostly he called on me for a need of deep seated correction, but this also wasn’t the first time that I had demanded his presence. I punched his number on my private cell.

One ring. Two rings. Come on, goddamit, pick up!

The third ring cut off midway. “This is different,” he said.

“Where are you?” I said.

“Home.”

“Stay put. When I get there the only thing I want is you naked and ready to receive a leather kiss.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

His house was in a fashionable district, about ten miles from the campus, nestled up in the foothills. From there on a day like today you could see forever. And there was plenty of privacy too, so if I wanted I could drag him outside for some pony struts. But all I really wanted now was an upraised bare ass and a crop in my hand. I cursed the red lights and the slow traffic as I drove over there, at last turning up the steep, circular driveway and stopping in front of the solid Spanish wooden door with the grated speakeasy. The door was unlocked and I strode in without pause. There he was in the middle of the large living room, standing on tan satillo tiles, arms at his sides, his body fit and vibrant, short dark hair perfect, milk chocolate eyes alert, with a leather collar around his neck and a smile full of sunshine.

“Mistress, an unexpected pleasure,” he said.

“On your knees,” I said. “Stick your wonderful ass in the air. Don’t move.”

***

Oh, I gave it to him. I gave it to him good. The whip I kept at his house whistled through the air, turning those twin cheeks a bright shade of red. And he was so good I didn’t need to restrain him, although I did notice his hands curl against the hard floor. Seeing that only pushed me to whip him harder and he yelped, but still didn’t move. Renata had trained him well.

I tossed the whip aside, ran my hands over those welts. Oh, they felt so good, little bumps of passion. He shivered but maintained his position, not daring to move until I gave him permission. My hand dove between his legs, found the balls, rolled them like a pair of delicate dice. My other curled around his right hip, found that ramrod cock, engorged and full of heat. What head trip must have he been on after I called? What fantasies had he spun in his head as to what I might do, how he would submit, and the pain I would inflict that would lead us both to intense pleasure? And now I held him, in the palm of my hand, a throbbing tool of pure manhood.

My hand travelled up and down that cock and he moaned. Careful, careful. He was closer to the edge than I thought. If he spewed himself then he wouldn’t be any good to anyone, most especially me.

I let go and his little cry of anguish confirmed that I hadn’t done so too soon. I slapped his ass.

“On your back. C’mon, move!”

He rolled over. Down came my pants, then thrown aside. Off flew my shirt and bra, landing in separate piles somewhere. I spread my legs and descended onto that huge shaft, its heat now mixing with my own, my walls slick and inviting. I gasped at his magnificence and pitched forward, my hands on his broad, strong chest.

His hands encircled my waist, fingertips pressed against my back. I sensed they nearly met and my stomach heaved at his encompassing touch. My hips ground against him, a slow movement, then quickly picked up the pace. Now my own hands curled, only instead of hard tiles underneath I raked his chest with my fingernails. He cried out again but joined me in the rut, his own hips now pushing up against mine, his cock deep inside and wanting, needing to go deeper and I taking it all, having him like the slave he was.

At last, oh at fucking last, hot cum shot into me. And then, just after his hot jets filled my essence, I exploded in the ultimate pain, the ultimate pleasure. Oh, mother. Heart pounding, ears roaring, skin aflame. Oh, fucking mother, take me there, take me there…

I collapsed across his chest, both of us sticky with sweat. His arms embraced me and I was safe. Close to him where no one could come between us, either physically or mentally. I rose and fell with the heaving of his chest, knowing that I had done that to him, that I had delivered him to the heights, and that he, in his own way, did the same.

At last, our passions cooled, his hand stroked my tangled hair.

He chuckled. “Life on the farm was never like this,” he said.

I lifted my head, gazed at that ruggedly handsome face, into those captivating eyes. Is that where Blake was from? Farm country? And what strange paths did he trod to find Renata?

“I’ll convey your thanks to your Madame,” I said. “She’ll be happy to know that. Now, get to the playroom.”

“What? Now?”

“Don’t act surprised, Slave Blake. I’m not nearly satisfied.”

***

I spread him out on the X-frame. Oh, he was tight there, all stretched out, all those muscles strained to their limits. Cat in hand, I windmilled that skin, at first teasing with the ends of the leather blades, then gradually working in, harder and harder until that cock stood out again and there was no way for him to hide its growth. He closed his eyes, shamed because I knew so well how to arouse him and he couldn’t do anything to stop it. Yes, I knew him well, but Renata knew him better. And when I watched her play him like an instrument I took a lot of mental notes. She got things out of him that only she could, that he would give only to her and, for a moment, I felt a pang of jealousy. I longed for someone that would do the same for me, someone from whom I could extract that kind of devotion. But Blake withheld that one part just for Renata, as it should be.

But that cock was awake again, and I wanted it. Again. But not like before.

I rested a fingertip on his spermhole. “Ready and eager, aren’t you?” I said.

He couldn’t say anything. I had made sure that mouth was filled with an extra large plug gag. The black leather panel it was attached to covered almost all of his lower face, leaving just a tiny part of his chin exposed. Above the gag his eyes watered. Blake needed release, but no way was I going to allow that. Not yet.

“You want my mouth?” I said. “Huh? You want my mouth? Sure you do. You want me to choke on your cum, don’t you? You want to show that I can’t handle you? That you’re too much? Well, you can go just right on wanting.”

Blake closed his eyes. A tear ran down his cheek, stopped by the leather panel and probably soaked up by the soft sheepskin underneath against his face.

“Aw, poor baby,” I said. “Wants to cum and the big, bad bitch won’t let him. Well, maybe I will. Only first, you have to do something for me.”

Puzzlement in those eyes now. What could he do, tied up like he was?

“You’ll cum,” I said. “After I whip your balls.”

“Uuuunnn! Uuuuunnn!” Blake tried to speak, but even though the gag garbled his speech, I understood what he said. I hadn’t done it to him yet, but I had closely watched Renata. Afterwards, when Blake was curled up in a corner, she and I spoke about her technique. Renata, always gracious, had given me permission to do Blake’s balls, but I had held off, until now. The visit from little Patrick not only stirred my passions, but also made me want to practice so that I could do the same thing to him. That is, if he ever came back.

I started to tie the balls, but they were too close against the crotch. What was this, some kind subconscious reaction of Blake saving this part of himself for Renata? But I remembered it also happened before when she did it. And I also remembered what she did to get those two rocks to cooperate.

I stepped out of the playroom to the bathroom next door, grabbed a night cup and heated the water. When I couldn’t stand the heat against my fingers I filled it up. I didn’t want to scald Blake, but by the time I got back the water had cooled enough not to damage but still do what I needed.

The cup nestled just nicely between his spread legs. Now all I had to do was wait.

I ran my fingers through his hair. His eyes looked at me, full of suspicion at the gentle act.

I smiled. “You know, one of these days you’re going to tell me how you and Renata met. Blind date? Cross paths in the grocery store? Part of me wants to believe she actually bought you at an auction. Which is it, hmmm? I’m sure the truth is…Oh, would you just look at that?”

The balls had dropped. Soft, pliable. Ready to be split.

I worked fast. No telling just how long those two things would stay that way. I wrapped leather string across the scrotum, then passed the same string down in front between them, then up in back to split them like pussy lips with a crotch rope. The cock was still hard…No, harder! Taking advantage I wrapped another string next to the rim of helmet, drew the cock up against Blake’s stomach, then knotted off both ends of the string on a couple of O-rings on the X-frame. Balls exposed. For his part Blake’s breathing quickened.

I selected a quirt, its short, thin blades perfect for this kind of work. “Now, now,” I said, flicking my wrist with the blades barely not touching the balls. “It’s not like this hasn’t happened to you before. Do you trust me?”

Blake closed his eyes and slowly nodded.

I went after the left ball first, then the right. Blake cried out behind the gag, his stomach quickly rising and falling. Two more tears ran down his face to disappear behind the gag. I dabbed at his eyes, licked the salty liquid from my fingers, the closest one might get to actually tasting someone else’s hurt. Then I was back at the balls, striking downwards, then up, then backhanded and sideways against both. Stretched tight, they turned blue, mixed with red. I paused, ran my tongue over both, enjoyed their tension. Continuing upwards, my tongue travelled along the underside of Blake’s cock, the heat turning me on even more. And then I spotted it, a tiny drop of cum just barely over the lip of the spermhole. I untied the cock, squeezed it in my hand.

“You want to cum?” I asked. “You really want to cum?”

Blake’s red eyes provided the answer.

“Alright, baby, alright,” I whispered. “You’ve really given me what I needed, now I’ll give you what you need.”

I crouched down and just barely got my mouth over the cock before Blake let loose in all his glory.

Oh my god! Did I say that Blake might be too much for me? That was an understatement. I couldn’t contain him! I took in as much of him as I could, and even more, choking down the hot jism but still it overflowed; past the corners of my mouth, down my chin to drip on my upper chest. And just when I thought things were slowing up, out came another wave of cum, this time dripping down to the wooden platform of the X-frame. There was so much!

I coughed and spit up even more. Shit, I felt like I was drowning.

Wait, what was that noise? It sounded like a cell phone. My cell phone?

For a moment I couldn’t even think of answering it as I recovered from Blake’s bounty. But the damn thing kept on ringing. Whoever was at the other end sure wasn’t about to hang up. I suppose I could have let it go to voice mail, but that would have robbed me of the chance of yelling at whoever was calling and interrupting my dungeon time. Yeah, I was a little pissed, mainly because having a cell phone ring in the middle of a hot scene is a sure mood killer.

I previously had Blake carry my discarded clothes into the playroom and ordered him to leave them in a pile on top of a small cage. Almost frantic to catch the call, I dug the phone out of my pants pocket. I punched answer, ready to yell at the top of my lungs, but some dregs of Blake’s cum caught in my throat. I did a combination of swallow and cough. “Hello?” I finally managed. Shit, I must have sounded like some kind of frog.

“Dr. Langley?”

I froze. Oh, could it be…

Silence lengthened. I could hear him at the other end, his breaths nervous.

“Yes?” I said. It was him. I knew it.

Nothing. Had he hung up?

“Patrick? Patrick, is that you?”

“Yes…” he said, then cleared his throat. “Yes, it is, doc. Look, I’m just calling…”

He trailed off. The silence returned. Oh, crap! What do I say? And how? The wrong word, even the wrong inflection and I would never hear from him again.

Get a grip, bitch! You’re a mistress. A dom! You’re supposed to be cool, self-assured. Only, in that moment, I was anything but. But Patrick didn’t know that. If I was supposed to be this sees-everything, know-it-all dom, at least I could act like it.

“Go on, Patrick,” I said. Great. It sounded like a plea.

There was a pause. Shorter than the last one. “Alright, doc,” he said. “Alright. Sign me up.”

My hand squeezed the phone. Later, Blake told me that my knuckles turned white.

“Doc?”

I snapped to. Wake up you yutz.

“I heard you, Patrick. I heard you. And from now on it’s Madame.”

No pause this time. “Yes, Madame.”

I gave him instructions to be at my office tomorrow, ten a.m. He said “Yes, Madame” again and I punched the phone off.

I hung my head. I had found him. The mythical beast. The unicorn. I turned toward Blake who blinked his eyes once and nodded.




Chapter Three

So they finally got one. Julia and her posse managed to flush out a decent potential trainee. Oh, yeah. More than decent. I almost scooped that boy up myself. I loved how he nervously strode into the office and then tried to act so self-assured in saying he could have been a delivery man. Right then I knew he was going to work out. And how he responded to my command of addressing a dom! I’ll admit, it might have been touch and go there for a moment, but he came through with flying colors. Oh, yes, this one was something special. I even made him call me “Madame”. I know, but I couldn’t help myself so I engaged in a little quick fantasy of ownership.

So, then, why was I so nervous myself?

Because I didn’t want anyone to fuck this boy up!

He needed training. No doubt about that, but the right kind. The right touch. He was like a glass unicorn from that theatrical play so long ago. Beautiful, yet fragile. And if not handled the correct way would shatter into a million pieces. So when he returned to the office, this time incredibly punctual at ten in the morning, I decided this was too good not to share. I sent a quick text to Renata, telling her to log in to the office. Since the visit from that little undercover slut we had installed a nanny cam, in case they tried it again. It also came in handy when interviewing respondents to the ad, in case they decided to make trouble. Already we had nailed two people for filing a false police report. There were other uses too, like with Renata. She could monitor the interview and if the candidate wouldn’t work for Julia or her contacts, then maybe Renata knew someone who could use them. This wasn’t going to be the case here though, as Patrick stood a couple feet from my desk, his slightly shaking hands now shoved into his pants pockets, trying to hide his erection. He even started to slowly pace but within a minute of his arrival Julia gave me the green light.

“Patrick, you can go in now,” I said.

“Thank you, Ms. Maguire,” he said, taking a half step toward Julia’s office.

“And Patrick?”

He stopped. His visible tension shot up the charts. What was it now? Had he already done something wrong? “Yes, Ms. Maguire?” he said, a little strain in his voice.

I said, “Breathe.”

I smiled at him. He seemed to respond well to that. Last time he appeared more relaxed, so I tried it again. Yes, it worked this time too. I made a mental note for future use.

“Uh, yes. Thank you, Ms. Maguire,” he said, then with a tiny bit more confidence, strode into Julia’s office.

On my phone I opened an app that provided a tie in to the office cam. Alright, I thought, let’s just see how things go. Julia better not screw this up.

Patrick was in the chair. Good. His erection was still there, but at least he appeared to have his wits about him. Julia was all business. Yes, there were the forms on her desk. She pushed them over to Patrick. Watching this in pantomime wasn’t good enough. Lord knows I had done it before with other interviews, but this one I really wanted to hear. I stuck in an earbud.

“…signature is required,” Julia said. “You have to know just what you’re getting yourself into.”

Short laugh from Patrick. “I think I already have a good idea.”

Julia turned stern. “This isn’t a joke, Patrick. If you can’t get with what we want then leave.”

Patrick paused. That caught him up short.

Julia let him off the hook, a little. She gave a little wave of her hand. “Look, that’s not to say there won’t be any fun and, I hope, laughter.” She smiled. “Still, you have to realize, this is a lifestyle. One that I take seriously, as do others that you’ll meet.”

“Others?” Patrick said. “I thought this was just between you and me.”

“At first. But I am your Madame. How I dispose of my slave, whom I share or even give him to, is my prerogative.”

“It sounds like a one way street. Don’t I get to have a say?”

Julia slowly answered. “Yes. But in what you do, and how you do it, I take care of the day to day decisions. When you’re ready, we’ll talk about slave rules.”

Slave rules. Patrick appeared to digest that. Then, with a little, jerky movement, he leaned forward and scribbled his name on the documents - waiver, formal slave contract and non-disclosure. Julia gathered them up and started to run them through a scanner on the counter behind her.

“Very good, Patrick,” she said. “Now, while I take care of this, go to the outer office and get me a coffee. Cream and sugar.” Patrick didn’t move. “Do it, slave.”

That got him going. I quickly removed the earbud and pretended to be working on my computer. Patrick found the coffee machine quick enough; only when he looked for the sugar he couldn’t find any. First test.

“Uh, Ms. Maguire, is there any sugar?”

“You’re a big boy, Patrick,” I said. “Figure it out.”

Okay, then. Let’s see if this boy really had any smarts.

He stood there a moment. From my picture in picture on the phone I noticed that Renata had switched to the cam above and behind my desk. She wanted to see and hear this part.

Patrick glanced back at Julia’s office, perhaps considering telling her that there wasn’t any sugar to be had, but then a subtle change came over him. His lips compressed and his eyes looked squarely in my direction.

“Ms. Maguire, do you have sugar?”

Oh, this boy! “Why, yes, Patrick, I do.”

He nodded. He understood.

“Ms. Maguire, may I please have some sugar?”

I had given him smiles before, but now I couldn’t suppress my grin. I reached into a drawer and handed him a couple of packets.

“Thank you, Ms. Maguire,” he said.

I nodded back, slow and steady. He turned and completed the coffee preparation. As he ripped open the sugar packets I imagined the sound magnified as I might rip off his shirt. The clink of the spoon as he stirred transformed into my whip cracking across his bare back. And when he slightly bent forward to clean up any inadvertent mess I had to avert my eyes because that ass of his begged to be spanked and I was just this side of losing it.

Patrick returned to Julia’s office, quietly shut the door, and I could breathe again.

Renata texted me.

You have got to be kidding!!!!

I sent back that sometimes miracles do happen.

I watched as Patrick placed the coffee mug on Julia’s desk and remained standing. Julia got up and came around.

“We’re going to start with some simple basics, Patrick,” she said. “As I told you on the phone, you will address me as ‘Madame’. Any other lady is ‘Mistress’.”

“Yes, Madame,” he said. “Ms. Maguire already - “

“Second,” Julia cut him off. “No extended explanations unless I command so, or you ask permission and receive it. Understood?”

Slight pause. “Yes, Madame.”

“Good. Now, I’m going to give you some basic commands. Don’t worry, nothing complicated. They are a series of hand claps and are better than shouting. One clap…”, Julia brought her hands together, definite and loud, “Pay attention. Two,” clap clap, “stop what you are doing and pay attention. Three,” clap clap clap, “on your knees.”

“Yes, Madame,” Patrick said.

Julia gave another set of three. Patrick fell to his knees.

As much as I wanted to watch, no, not watch, have Patrick at my own beck and call, things got in the way. It was Friday and while things were slow in summer during the week, it was deadly dull the day before the weekend. But emails had to be answered, snail mail opened. Also, appointments needed rearranging because it was obvious most of Julia’s attention was going to be taken up by the now naked Patrick. The naked Patrick with the erection. Oh, whoa. I also notified Brooke, Hannah and Aneth that they might have a candidate on whom to test their new skills. Quickly they each logged in to the office cam and Julia’s improvised training session. And now that my own chores were done for the moment, I sat back with my hand sneaking between my legs to enjoy the rest of Patrick’s -

My phone pinged with a text. Aw, shit, who was it?

Renata. Figured.

Need to see you.

I hadn’t yet gotten into my panties, so at least I didn’t need to wipe my fingers as I grabbed the phone. My thumbs pounded at the tiny screen.

What? Now?

The reply came back immediately.

Already on my way. The usual place.

I sighed. Alright, then. An early lunch. I readied to lock up; couldn’t have anyone interrupting Julia and Patrick. As I grabbed my keys the only thing I could think of was Renata wanted to discuss Patrick and his overall scheme in things. Sure, we could have texted, or even talked on the phone, but with all the eavesdropping tech out there, the best way was an old fashioned face to face where we wouldn’t have to couch our language. Besides, since her move to the desert estate I hadn’t seen Renata for a while and, despite her interrupting a good masturbation, I also wanted to meet.

I sent a quick text to Julia: Renata. Me. Now. Extended lunch. She replied: Later. And I was out the door.

The “usual place” was about a half hour away in the non-rush hour traffic and, given the extra distance Renata had to travel, I got there first. A little café called Padereux nestled in the mountain pass town of Circe; close to allow easy access on the interstate, but far enough away to make it an inconvenient stop for those in a rush to Nevada and Sin City. Jean, the man who owned the café and the rest of the town of six or seven buildings, was a crusty, retired five star chef who now cooked only what he wanted, when he wanted. But when Renata and I first showed up there several months back after a slave hunt weekend in Vegas, we turned on the charm and soon had him eating out of the palms of our hands. On one of our numerous visits we came clean about our lifestyle and instead of being shocked he shrugged and said, “People are like food. There are different kinds, all equally worthy.” From then on we counted Jean as a friend. He even accommodated us for an informal dinner of several doms and their slaves. Later he admitted the nearly naked wait staff of slaves for him was a first. Yet, instead of yelling in French in the kitchen like we normally heard, there were several swishes of air followed by the loud smack of a paddle. More than one slave, male and female, rushed out with food and a red ass. Personally, I felt Jean was working off years of built up frustration from previous wait staff that never measured up to his standards. Ah, well, SM does provide all kind of outlets.

When I got there my usual glass of syrah was already waiting. “Mistress Renata texted,” Jean said. “She’s about a half hour away. Perhaps another dinner is in the offing?”

“I really don’t know, Jean,” I said. “This meeting today is all rather sudden.”

“I am experimenting with a new dish, one named in yours and Mistress Renata’s honor - Délice de la Maîtresse sous verre.”

“Mistress’s Delight Under Glass? Oh, I am intrigued. I’ll mention it to Renata.”

“Merci,” Jean said.

Did I say that underneath that crusty exterior Jean was sweet? Even though he took a paddle to the slave wait staff I suspected he was a latent sub. If so, then someone like that needed time. A gradual coaxing from a patient Mistress was needed instead of an aggressive approach from one in full on Bitch mode. I thought of Julia’s three protégés. Hannah was too arrogant, while Aneth was a trifle too friendly. Brooke might work, but they were all still learning. I considered taking him under my wing, but right now I much preferred our simple, uncomplicated, customer-chef relationship. Unlike the wine I sipped which possessed a subtle richness and depth of sophistication. It helped pass the time until Renata arrived.

Entering the café she had someone in tow, a young man with shoulder length, dark hair. No cherub like Patrick was this one. He just about smoldered with an inner fire that threatened to burst out. Renata directed him to a corner table, almost like she was shooing away a fly. Taking a seat in distant isolation I noticed he wore a wide training collar and, in spite of his dark sexuality, appeared nervous. Maybe this was his first public appearance as a slave. Renata had picked a good place, but why did she need me here for that?

Before I could even ask Renata held up her hand. “I know, I know,” she said. “Santo’s on loan from Odelle for evaluation. She flew him out and I’m about half finished. He’s been jumping at shadows and I thought a little outing might help.”

“What do you think of him?” I asked.

Renata glanced in the slave’s direction. “He’s certainly got the look, and he’s quick to obey, but I’ve caught him more than once with his cock in his hand. I’ve had to lockdown that dick during the day, and put his hands in mittens overnight. But Odelle likes those rebellious types, so he might just be a good match for her.”

I took a long look at him. “Humph. Maybe he’s more suited for a romance book cover.”

Renata stared at me for a moment, then let loose a hearty laugh. “You know, you just might be right at that. I’ll be sure Odelle is aware of your instant analysis.” She chuckled again.

Renata was about my age and still wore her straight, blonde hair long. Today it was arrayed about her shoulders over a velvet gray bolero jacket. Underneath the jacket a crisp, white shirt gave a hint of decent cleavage and what lay below that. Pants the same color as the jacket with razor sharp creases covered her long legs while mauve half gloves fitted her hands. As she casually removed them Jean silently appeared with her own wine, a white zinfandel. Renata thanked him and they engaged in small talk for a few moments. At last Jean retreated to the kitchen.

“So, you’re probably wondering why I dragged you out here.” Renata said. She took another sip. “Well, one reason was that tight little thing that was strutting around your office.”

“He is an eyeful,” I said.

“Yes, yes, he is.” Renata ran her fingers along the stem of the wine glass, for a moment lost in thought. “Between you and me, he might just be what we’re looking for. I watched a little more after we broke off. Julia was just about coming unglued.”

“I knew it,” I said. “I was afraid that she would lose whatever authority - “

“Relax,” Renata said, a placating hand on my wrist. “She kept it together and put a blindfold on him. He couldn’t see any of her visual reactions. Still, she’s going to need help. That much is obvious.”

“I’ll keep my eye on them both.”

Jean bustled out of the kitchen, a small dish in each hand. As he laid them on the table Renata and I gave him a quizzical look.

“Yes, I know you have not ordered,” he said, “but you must sample this dish.”

“Mistress’s Delight?” I asked.

“Oui,” Jean said. “Like I said, for your next dinner?”

Renata looked at me. Now it was my turn to reassure. “I’ll explain while we eat.” I turned to our host. “Thank you, Jean. This aroma is just captivating.”

Jean disappeared and we tasted the dish. I told Renata about Jean’s hope that we would have another dinner and her eyes lit up. “You know, we could go High Protocol and he could be a…”

“Yes, yes, he very well could be,” I said. “But let’s eat some more.”

We didn’t finish everything, but what we ate more than convinced us that we indeed had to have another dinner here. Naked slaves serving exquisite French food under strict guidelines? Oh, yes.

Jean cleared our plates and we sipped at the last of our wines in silence. Yet Renata’s small smiles told me that she was slowly coming around to the real reason I was here, only I had to let her approach it at her own speed. I was sure it wasn’t Santo, but I suspected Renata still had a task for him, so I kind of egged things along.

Renata’s eyes gazed at him. I half-turned around did so too. I shrugged and turned back. “I’ll admit he’s pleasant to look at in clothes. But is that all?”

Renata’s smile widened from ear to ear. She signaled to Santo who dutifully arose and crossed the café. He stood before Renata, hands clasped in front. “Yes, Madame. What do you require?”

His voice was a bit higher than what I expected, but still fine. Nothing that shocked. And even though Renata had taught him the proper address I was surprised that he hadn’t called her Mistress. Well, maybe not so much. He was going back to Odelle after all, and that’s who he would address as Madame.

Renata nodded at me. “Mistress Elizabeth desires a demonstration of your abilities.”

“As you command, Madame,” Santo said.

I expected him to quickly unzip his pants and flash his cock. Instead, to my surprise he knelt by my chair. “Mistress,” he said to me, “would you please turn your chair toward me, lift your dress, and lower your panties?”

My hands gripped the chair’s arms. I looked from Santo to Renata. “This is a public place.”

Renata smiled again. “Oh, maybe not so much.” She motioned to the kitchen and Jean bustled over to the front door, key in hand, and locked it. With a knowing wink at Renata he retreated back to the kitchen area although the swinging door now stood slightly ajar.

Santo’s eyebrows raised just a bit at me. “Mistress?”

Alright, let’s just see how this goes.

I brought my chair around and hiked up the lower half of my dress. But before I could touch my underwear Santo’s hands were already there; he didn’t grasp or tear, but gently, slowly lowered them, his fingers just barely inside the elastic waist line. With care he slid them down my legs, assisted each foot out of them, then again gently placed a hand on my lower stomach and directed me to sit. A hand on either hip slid me out until my pussy ended up beyond the edge of the chair.

Renata’s eyes gleamed. “Begin, Santo.”

Santo descended on my pussy, his tongue lightly dancing across the right lip, then the left. A little flick between them, then he dove right in, his own lips now in a kiss of my nether regions. A deft swirl of the tongue and my hood lifted, my clit exposed, but he only grazed it. I moaned and Santo returned to my delta, now separating the inner and outer labia. More light swirls, then that wonderful tongue dove deep, lapping at my now abundant juices. My hands tightened on the chair, my head fell backwards and through a soft haze I stared at the upside down wall behind me. I tried to swallow but my mouth had turned to cotton. A slight tremor ran through my body, not a climax, not yet, but a shudder of anticipation as my internal spring wound tighter and tighter. My hands clenched into fists and I moaned again. My god, it wasn’t like I didn’t have a slave mouth worship me before, but I reacted like a virgin!

Santo’s hands traveled up to mine. He unlocked my fists and our fingers intertwined, gripped in an embrace that not only spoke of my ever increasing spiral but also his drive to deliver me to new heights as well. Once more that tongue found my sensitive clit. Just the tiniest scrape and I didn’t moan this time but cried out, just short of a scream. Santo’s fingers gripped mine harder and I was captured; he could do anything, demand anything and, like a slave, I would obey. But the only thing he did was dive deeper, then retreated, teased the clit…

Oh fuck! Oh fuuuuccccckkkk!

My incoherent scream echoed in the café. In my mind it rattled the silverware and shattered glass. I screamed again, my body out of control. I think I nearly tipped over, but someone’s hands, maybe Renata’s, caught me, kept me in place as explosions tore through my body. I gasped repeatedly, my head swam, and I dangled on the edge of passing out. Slowly, full of delicious agony, I returned to reality, my muscles sore, my body spent. Santo lifted away, stroked my inner thighs, kissed them each once, then stood. Renata handed him a tissue and he wiped at his lips. Santo courteously placed my wadded up panties on my lap. Out of respect he nodded once then retreated to his table. He calmly sat, awaiting his next order.

I gulped the rest of my wine. Renata handed over the rest of hers and I polished that off in a second.

“How…” I said. I paused as my racing heart returned to normal. “How did Odelle ever let him go?”

“She didn’t,” Renata said. “Remember I still have to give him back.”

“That’s… That’s too…” I glanced back at Santo.

“Yes. Yes, it is. But he is quite dedicated to her, and she to him.”

“I can see why.”

Renata gazed at him, hunger in her eyes. “But I’m nowhere near done with him yet. He’s still rough around the edges, which is why she sent him. But who knows? Maybe soon we’ll be attending a SM wedding.”

“Don’t be surprised if Odelle winds up at your door demanding her slave back,” I said.

Renata laughed. “Oh, the slave hasn’t been born yet that can top me from below, but I know what you mean. Still, Santo does have skills, and he does take up a lot of my time. Mind you, I’m not complaining, but something landed on my doorstep a couple of days ago and I can’t provide the attention it demands.”

“You get a slave with a talented mouth and still more slaves demand your attention?” I gave a light laugh, at last returning to a semblance of normal. “You got it rough.”

“Oh, I guess it’s just a burden I’ll have to bear,” Renata airily said, and then laughed again. “Yeah, right. And for my next trick I’ll start an auction house.”

I laughed too. “We could start with Julia’s latest find.”

Renata turned thoughtful. “You know, that might not be a bad idea. We could incorporate him into the High Protocol dinner. But keep it all safe and in our little group. Maybe even put Blake up on the block.”

I hid my shock at Renata’s seeming casual remark. I had gotten from Julia that there was a rift between Blake and Renata, but she didn’t give any details.

Renata’s eyes gazed off into the distance, most likely fantasizing about her prized stud and how he might strut about on an auction stage. For myself, I had a vision of a nervous Patrick, bound tight and his cock erect, scared but also excited. The possibilities!

“Elizabeth? Helloooo…” Renata gently called me back to reality. “You thinking about the boy?”

I shrugged. “Couldn’t help it. He is nice.”

“Oh, I know. But come outside. Let me show why I needed to see you.”

We called to Jean that we would return in a few minutes. Santo followed us and, at Renata’s direction, grabbed a manila envelope from the backseat of her Beemer. He handed it to her and keyed open the car’s trunk.

The female slave was tied up alright, nice and tight. Good looking with firm thighs, slightly extra widened hips, perhaps a few years younger than me and no where near innocent. Rope pressed into flesh while grey duct tape wrapped a nice face with bulging cheeks. Unsure, tending toward frightened, gray eyes blinked through short, dark bangs and gradually focused on Renata and myself. A pair of ripe, well formed breasts jiggled some, their nipples erect. Overall, nice and compact.

“This little milf came begging,” Renata said. She slapped the breasts and tugged on the crotchrope. The tied up thing screamed, then moaned behind her tight gag. “I saw her hiding in the shadows at a lesbo bar a short time back. Maybe it was my leather pants that reeled her in so I gave her my private email address. Anyway, as I said, I need to concentrate on Santo and I know how you like the occasional pussy. Here’s her papers.”

I glanced in the envelope and found her name was Laura. Like Julia had done with Patrick, Renata had this randy thing sign the needed documents. If not, then I wouldn’t have said what I said next.

“Have Santo put her in my trunk. Is there any time limit? Anyone that she needs to get back to?”

Renata smiled. “No. She’s just divorced and no kids. Take her for a leisurely test drive. Don’t break her, but push the limits.”

I nodded in agreement. Santo grabbed Laura by a group of knotted ropes in front and hefted her into the sunlight over his shoulder. The milf squealed, eyes wild at being exposed like this for anyone to see, but she held still as Santo deposited her into the trunk of my car. Laura’s gagged “mmmphhs” became even more muffled once the lid slammed shut.

We popped back in to the café to settle our bill with Jean. He waved us off, saying our money was no good. That was only fair; after the little show we gave him he got more than compensated. We told him we would call him about the next group dinner, probably in the next few weeks, and that we would definitely be paying him for that. He gave a quick bow.

Back outside I kissed Renata goodbye and Santo drove them off, she in the back seat to his right. I wondered just how much Renata was really attached to Santo. Maybe Odelle needed to book her flight now to reclaim her territory.

A couple of distant “mmmpphhs” made their way out of my car trunk. I texted Julia.

My weekend is starting now.

She came back with Have fun with the cock.

Not cock. Pussy I sent.

Slight pause. Ohhhhh Tell me Monday.

If I see you Monday.

Yeah. Me too. lol

No kidding, I thought. As I started up the car I wondered with all this bare naked slave flesh if we would ever see each other again.




Chapter Four

Julia led him out already bound in leather. Even though he wore a tight hood I instantly recognized Patrick. Those frightened eyes, that chest, those legs…that cock… Oh, fuck, that cock.

As Julia guided him onto the round, slightly elevated wooden stage, I wondered what he was thinking now. Had he ever guessed from that day at the gym, from that stupid basketball game, where he would now stand five weeks later? Even as Hannah, Aneth and myself had artificially cheered on the other vain bucks he had caught my eye, mainly because our whoops and cheers didn’t seem to affect him. It was like he didn’t seek our approval, nor did he want it. And that turned me on. Show me something I don’t have and I want it even more. And I wanted him crying at my feet.

The first week Julia got Patrick through orientation, then she guided each of us as we plied our new skills. We all had already developed the essential techniques; bondage, teasing, suspension. With Patrick we started to specialize. Aneth liked the sound and smack of whips on flesh and the anguished cries they brought forth. Hannah’s interests were varied, but lately, she went for cock and ball torture mixed with sensory deprivation; a delicate balancing act where all the tactile senses were directed to one specific area. For myself, I was drawn to what only can be described as “other things”. Sure, a slave could be dealt with physically, teased to the edge of frustration. But that was all surface. What I wanted was deeper, more cerebral, and way more sexy dangerous. Already Patrick feared me. I always wore combat boots, their thud thud distinct from the others’ high heels of click click. As he heard me approach in the narrow, concrete hallway that terminated at his small cell, even before I opened the door I could hear his whimpers. The last couple of times he stood frozen, as if already tied up, his legs, arms, body quivering in dread, yet that cock was always at attention. Patrick knew, even if he wouldn’t admit it, that he craved my special brand of torture. And when I clapped my hands once for his attention and tied him to the interrogation chair, sat on that hard rod and drove him and myself to yet another set of double explosive orgasms, he knew that wasn’t the end. Hannah and Aneth, they used sex at the end of their scenes, like a reward for what Patrick had suffered under their hands. With me though, after I made Patrick and myself cum, we were just getting started. As he remained in the chair, still tied and limp, I would place the electrodes just so. In the beginning Julia did it and I soaked up every detail. Eventually, I applied the copper pads under Julia’s watchful eye, and peppered him with questions. After he recovered from his orgasm Patrick’s tongue usually started to wag, but sometimes I had to drag out his answers with a quick jolt.

How old was he? (Twenty-three.) Was he a virgin before answering the ad? (No.) When did he first have sex? (Four years ago.) Where? (In a motel.) Was she a hooker? (Uh, I don’t, uh…) Was she hooker? (Yes!) Was she a dom? (Yes.) You had sex with a hooker dom? (Yes. Yes!) Did she use a strap-on? Did she use a dildo? (I don’t want - ) At this point my hand gripped the electric control. I asked, Did you take it up the ass? (Don’… sob… please don’t…) Did you take it up the ass? (quick jolt) (Yes! Yes, alright? I fucking took it!)

Dungeon Mistress Julia had stopped the scene at that point. Patrick was on the edge, I nearly had him but she stepped in to protect her little cock baby. In that moment I learned two things. One, that Julia was more protective of this slave than she would admit. And two, to get what I wanted I needed to back off on the harsh and direct method. When Renata had accepted me into this leather coven of ours, she gave me a piece of advice; there was more than one way to skin a cat. So when Julia put an end to my latest session with Patrick I resolved to find another path of slave interrogation. So I studied my notes, rewatched grainy, underground videos of other interrogations, and found a different, more subtle approach. And, if done right, just as hot. I hoped the others would appreciate it. Mistress Elizabeth might. As for the others…

I scanned the room. The tables had been cleared and shoved aside so as to provide room for the makeshift stage. Scattered knots of people gabbed here and there. Hannah and Aneth spoke to Chef Jean, probably trying to find out if he was a worthy submissive candidate but under the pretense of complimenting him on the delicious dinner. Jean called the dish “Mistress’s Delight Under Glass”, and the way he not only cooked it but also arranged the food! Let’s just say it gave a whole new meaning to the activity of “eating”. And the slaves who served were just exquisite, not only in physicality but manners. Made me feel that I had hit the big time. There was one named Santo who was hung like a horse and my eyes nearly popped out of my head. As I paid him extra attention during the meal Mistress Elizabeth leaned over and whispered that Santo’s talent was mainly in his mouth, then gave me a smile and a knowing wink.

Elizabeth was a sort of bridge between Aneth, Hannah and myself and the higher up doms. She allowed us to call her Betty and she now stood with Renata and another mysterious woman in a sleek pants suit on the far side of the dining room. A few people gave this woman the eye as if to complain that she wasn’t necessarily in “fetish attire”, but for my part, she fairly screamed power and fetish. Renata handed over her whip and the woman tested the weight and balance. She took several casual, yet expert, swings at empty air and there was no doubt that here was a commanding dom; mocha skin, straight, black hair, and elegance and poise. Renata was the only one that came close to her. Yet, I felt Renata surpassed her in some ways. While the mysterious woman acted somewhat removed, Renata’s power was more present. She could make a slave quail with a single look or command with an upraised finger. She took back the whip and the action seemed like an exchange of power, not in a dom sub way, but more like an acknowledgement between equals. Renata coiled the whip, then nodded toward Julia who was just putting the finishing touches on Patrick.

He was bound in the center of the stage in a harsh spotlight, a couple of feet in front of a stout wooden pole. Julia had groomed his pubic hair so the cock and balls could easily be seen, hanging down. They practically begged for abuse. Renata approached the stage and, for a second, I thought was she going to do just that; perhaps a tight squeeze of the testicles, or a hard slap on the erect penis. Instead Renata held out her hand, cupped the balls, then slowly ran her hand along the bottom of the shaft with a little finger flick across the sperm hole. She finished him off with an affectionate pat on his leather covered cheek. Patrick’s wide, white eyes followed her as Renata backed up and rejoined the mingling crowd of Mistresses and slaves.

Julia took position in front of Patrick on the stage. A quick, double hand clap, demanded our attention.

“Mistresses and slaves, direct your attention to the slave on display. He has graciously consented to assist Mistresses Aneth, Hannah and Brooke in their recitals. So, without further delay, let us begin.”

Julia spoke well, calm, assured. But she had a tell. When speaking she clasped her hands together, the fingers intertwined. While they appeared relaxed for the most part, the little finger on the right hand pressed hard against the back of the other hand. So hard that the nail started to turn white. Was it a possessory attitude toward Patrick and she had difficulty offering him up tonight? Maybe. Or maybe she was nervous about how Patrick would perform. Any mess ups would bring about Renata’s disapproval and would reflect badly on Julia. Oh, the subtle power games in SM.

Aneth was first. She wore a classic dom outfit; black, knee high high-heeled boots, dark stockings and a red corset. Her light brunette hair was full and long, lips bright red. She turned Patrick to expose his back, temporarily freed his leather cuffed wrists, then locked them near the top of the pole. Patrick shivered when Aneth lightly ran her nails over his back. Suddenly, she scratched him, long and deep, and red lines curved this way and that from his shoulders to just above his ass. Patrick cried out from inside the hood. Aneth leaned in, kissed him on the shoulder, then across the bottom of the neck to the other shoulder. This was her weakness; Aneth was too soft, too forgiving and it seemed she hadn’t yet learned how to balance the harsh and the compassionate. And Patrick had seemed to catch more of her attention than any previous slave. But then she broke off, twirled a cat, its leather blades swishing, and started laying in to Patrick’s back. The angry lines of red from Aneth’s nails mixed with the spreading welts delivered from the cat. Patrick’s grunts acted as counterpoint to each slap of the cat’s leather blades. Soon the top of his shoulders to the rounded bottom of his lovely ass reflected the red shade of punishment.

Aneth broke off, her breaths and Patrick’s the only sounds, like two people in bed who had only just started to fuck. Throwing aside the cat, Aneth reached out beyond the edge of the overhead spotlight and Hannah handed over a long, single tail bullwhip. Julia had brought in Hannah and Aneth a short time after I had started training, and they had developed a peculiar love-hate relationship. Right now the emphasis was on love so Hannah was helping out with Aneth’s recital by handing over the bullwhip. With a single flick of her empty hand Aneth motioned for people to step aside as she stepped off the stage and took up position about seven feet from Patrick.

“I promised you six of the best, Patrick,” Aneth said, “with all my love.”

Aneth drew back her arm and it came forward straight overhead. A long swish, terminated by a loud crack and Patrick’s throat yelled, barely muffled by the gag inside the hood. After ten seconds or so, while Patrick recovered, another flew. Then another, and another, until all six hit their marks true. Aneth didn’t aim for the same spot. Instead she spread them out in a definite pattern, the last two landing on each ass cheek. Some nodded in appreciation, once they understood Aneth’s goal. The respect mounted during the fourth and fifth strokes then, and when the sixth and final stroke created the match set on the ass, they broke out in earnest applause. Aneth didn’t acknowledge any of it. She stepped back on the stage, a hand raised just beyond Patrick’s back, the fingers stretched out as if to soothe. They lightly touched a welt and Patrick stiffened. Aneth recoiled, her hand now a tightly closed fist. Still, she got right behind Patrick, kissed him again on the shoulder, then allowed her bowed head to linger longer than customary against his. She would have stayed that way too, but then Julia cleared her throat and Aneth abruptly broke away, head bowed, swallowed up by the offstage shadows. Yes, she still had a way to go but, to Aneth, Patrick’s suffering was nothing less than her own seduction.

Hannah took the stage. She was a petite thing, which made her normal sized breasts seem even larger. Add to that a pair of nice hips and she had all the curves in all the right places. Her light blue eyes and yellow blonde hair gave the appearance of a delicate elf, but her voice was deeper than expected. Hannah’s manner reflected an almost natural arrogance as she barked out orders to a quivering slave, a strength that led to a weakness of threatening to go too far. She swept up to Patrick in a mid length red dress, a long, diaphanous veil of the same color trailing behind. In her hands she bore a humbler.

“Patrick, turn around,” Hannah commanded. “Slave Patrick, obey!”

Slowly Patrick came around. You could tell his back still hurt but he obeyed. Once he got sight of what Hannah held he closed his eyes and slightly shook his head. Negative sounds issued from his throat.

“Don’t give me that crap!” Hannah said. In a split second she was in front of him, her nails pinching one nipple, then the other. Patrick threw his head back.

“Don’t act like you haven’t seen this before,” Hannah said. “You thought I forgot about it, didn’t you? Look at me. Look at me!” Hannah grabbed his chin, forced Patrick’s head back to her. His eyes pleaded.

Oh, oh, she was about to lose it. Too much, too soon. But Hannah’s tone changed. Perhaps softened? “Is that too much for you?” she said.

“Tough,” Hannah went on before Patrick could reply. “I want you to wear this tonight and you will. Squeezing your balls in this makes me hot.”

Hannah reached up and, on her tip toes, released Patrick’s wrists from the pole. Before he could do anything, Hannah grabbed his collar and just about threw him down on the stage with a strength that belied her size. “On your knees. Turn around, show everyone your ass. Good. Now, reach back and grab your ankles. Move it, we haven’t got all night.”

Patrick did. If his balls were obvious when Renata grabbed them before, they were absolutely prominent now. Hannah locked his wrist cuffs to the ankles cuffs, making him stay in that position, then unscrewed and opened up the humbler.

I thought a warm bowl of water might be needed to get those two things into the wooden device, but Hannah’s deft fingers stroked the balls. Oh, she was good! Hannah loved cock and ball torture and her talent showed. Coaxing them out patiently until there was enough of the scrotum exposed, Hannah slipped the two curved pieces of wood past Patrick’s balls, then screwed everything down with self-assurance. Already they were starting to turn color.

“Oh, yum,” Hannah said. “So nice and tight. I love how your skin stretches.” She held out a pointed fingernail and traced around one, then the other in a leisurely figure eight. “But this isn’t all their good for, are they?”

Hannah rose, accepted a leather tawse from Aneth, then crouched back down at Patrick’s side. “Gather round, everyone. Don’t be shy.”

People did, myself included. Punishing a slave’s balls wasn’t new to me or anyone else there, but Hannah’s innate confidence was compelling. She bent back the tawse, then let go. It slapped Patrick’s balls and he lurched forward, once more crying out from behind the gag, this time followed by several short breaths and whimpers. Hannah switched over to the other one with a similar result and then did a few more, alternating between each. All the Mistresses leaned in, not wanting to miss a thing. The male slaves hung back not wanting to get too close, but they watched just as intently, perhaps in sympathy for Patrick’s noble suffering. The only male right near the stage was handsome Blake, who stood beside Renata. Her finger was firmly hooked in his collar’s front ring. But I also noticed his hand gripped her forearm, like she was his rock. She kissed his cheek and whispered. I tried to read her lips but all I could make out was I love you.

After a couple of minutes, so short to people watching but an eternity to Patrick, Hannah set aside the tawse, then carefully removed the humbler and loosed Patrick’s wrists from his ankles. Still resting on his curved up legs underneath, Hannah shuffled him around to face the audience, so they could see his watery eyes. Once again everyone applauded with even a couple of “Brava’s” given in tribute.

I was up next, but before I could do anything Julia took control.

“Let’s take a break, give Patrick time to recover a little,” she said. “I don’t know what Brooke has planned, but I’m sure it’s arduous.”

Blake let loose a deep breath. “Some more wine sounds good to me,” he said, and there was general agreement.

Patrick was left alone on the stage. His head bowed, Patrick’s hands were closed into fists. First the whipping, then ball torture; that was usually more than enough for any male slave, but Patrick still had a lot of gas left in the tank. Right then I experienced a thrill, a jolt of excitement that this unique slave always delivered. He seemed so frail that at the slightest touch he would break apart. But I knew better, and so did he. After our second or third session I knew I could push him further than last time. And he responded. When his hard, hard cock pointed out, or when his mouth found my pussy, it left no doubt that this novice was eager for more. And when I fucked him he didn’t just fuck, he fucked! Then later, when most people lay down in ruin, we would begin again, this time fucking with each other’s minds, playing our game of cat and mouse. Oh, he was sly! I marveled at his subtle and facile mind. Each time after I tied him to the interrogation chair and connected the electrodes, we both knew we would go deeper than before. And tonight I was going to plumb the uttermost depths. Psychologically I readied myself for the duel. But, thanks to Julia, Patrick had been given a chance to catch his physical and mental breath. I hadn’t counted on that.

But, when I thought about it, Julia had actually done me a favor. Whenever I tied Patrick to the chair, no matter how scared he was, his guard went up. Maybe this time I could slip past without his knowing it until too late.

I slowly approached and mounted the stage. Patrick sat there, legs underneath and close together. One hand had plunged between his legs and was now hidden between them, most likely around his sore balls. I circled around back and started untying the hood’s laces.

Matter-of-factly I asked, “You want some ice?”

Patrick slowly nodded his head while I loosened the hood.

I spotted a collared male just beyond the edge of the harsh light. Santo. “You! A cube of ice.” When Santo remained still I jetted around Patrick, my flat combat boots ready to kick some ass. He got the point, rushed over to an ice bucket and returned just as fast. I grabbed the cube from his trembling hand and offered it to Patrick. It disappeared between his legs. Underneath the hood he sighed in relief.

I got back to work on the laces. He trembled a little and gasped for air as I lifted away the hood, like some kind of intense, internal pressure had been eased. Patrick’s face was flushed, hair wet with sweat. My fingers combed some of the soaked locks away from the eyes, then I squatted down and removed the leather cuffs from both ankles and the one from the exposed wrist. I motioned to the other one that dove to his crotch and Patrick slowly drew it out. Once the cuff was removed Patrick’s hand disappeared back between his legs with the half melted piece of ice.

We must have been a strange sight. A naked man, hunched forward, head bowed, while I continued to squat in my combat boots, green canvas pants, and matching tank top shirt. I didn’t wear a bra, preferring to leave my tits free and easy. Who knew when I might need to draw them out as a possible reward or even as intimidation? Finishing off my outfit a black bandanna covered my head with most of my mousy hair tucked underneath. Patrick was used to it, so in that sense he was aware nothing new was coming, but I noticed as his eyes searched beyond the light, trying to find the rest of my equipment.

“Take it easy,” I said. “Ain’t nothing gonna happen all sudden like.”

His eyes swung back to me, suspicious.

“Oh, c’mon,” I said, and gestured around. “We’re on break. See? No one’s watching.”

He nodded. “Yeah. Yeah.”

“You need anything?” I shrugged and gestured at his crotch. “Another ice cube?”

He shook his head no. “Some water…would be nice.”

“Sure, no problem.” I rose and got it myself. I wanted to build some trust with Patrick, show him that a reasonable request would be met. Just like a reasonable request from me would also be fulfilled. A couple of people noticed I was off the stage, namely Mistresses Elizabeth and Aneth, fetching a glass of water like some slave, then politely offering it to Patrick. Their eyes narrowed. They knew something was up but didn’t blow my game by blabbing it to others. At least, not yet.

I grabbed a metal folding chair, lifted it onto the stage and sat down, my legs on either side while the chair back pressed up against my tits. I handed down the water. Patrick gulped it all and the tall glass was empty in seconds.

I said, “Feel better?”

Patrick nodded. “Yeah, yeah. Thanks.”

I took back the glass and handed it to Santo. He had also sensed something was happening and hovered nearby, maybe hoping to get in on some action. I signaled for him to get my interrogation chair and he immediately complied, dragging it just offstage, beyond the edge of the light.

“That was quite a pair of scenes you did there,” I said. “Most slaves would not only be screaming but also cursing their mistress through that bullwhipping.”

“If you hadn’t noticed, I couldn’t really say anything.” Patrick motioned around his head to indicate the hood then pointed at his mouth for the gag.

“I did notice,” I said. I got up, reached out and lifted my special interrogation chair onto the stage. “And when Hannah not only stretched your balls, but also went after them with the tawse… I gotta say, I was impressed.”

Patrick nodded in acceptance of the compliment, but his eyes travelled to the chair. Just a simple wooden tool, but one with my own unique improvements; nothing fancy but enough to make sure a thrashing subject would remain in place until I decided they could leave. Small metal O-rings were screwed in at strategic places. A round hole in the seat gaped where a pussy or cock and balls could be accessed from underneath. Another improvement I made was a head restraint. It swiveled up from the back. A piece of wide, sturdy metal, with another curved piece welded to the top. The curved piece fit against the back of the head, while a couple of leather straps were attached, one for drawing across the forehead, the other meant for under the chin. The subject couldn’t move their head, which came in handy when an open palm met a face. Since the subject can’t turn, they absorb the full force of the impact.

I waved a hand at the chair in dismissal. “Relax. We’re just talking.”

The suspicion retreated. Good. I glanced at Santo again and he already had my equipment bag in hand. Oh, good boy, I thought. Maybe he really was worth something besides a deep fuck or pussy lick.

Whatever. I shook my head, got my focus back on Patrick. I dropped the bag on the stage, near the interrogation chair, started drawing out coiled ropes and looped them through the O-rings. “We’ve talked about a lot of things, haven’t we?”

“I’m not sure what we did was talking.”

Okay, starting to get evasive. That was going to happen, but I still hoped to slow it down.

“Alright, fair enough. But we did exchange information, right?”

“Yeah. Yeah, I suppose so.”

“Look, I know how old you are, that you’re not a virgin, that you’ve harbored a need for submission for most of your life. You know that I’m still learning, that I love harsh techniques, but not life threatening. So maybe we’re both comfortable with the other. To a certain degree.”

I drew Patrick up to his feet. He was a full head taller than me and that wide, strong chest filled my vision. The aroma of his dried sweat from the previous scenes with Aneth and Hannah was intoxicating. With an effort I slid to my left and began massaging his right arm. “You’re tense.”

“Surprise, surprise,” he said.

“Oh, now. I’m not really that bad am I? You volunteered for this, and you wouldn’t if you didn’t trust me, right?”

Patrick didn’t respond, at least not vocally, but I glanced down and his cock was no longer limp. Not fully erect, but getting there. I guided him the short distance to the chair, patted the seat. “C’mon, take a load off. See, nothing’s happening. Everyone is still running around out there. You know, between you and me, I don’t think they even know we’re here.”

“You’ve got to be kidding,” Patrick said.

I shrugged. “Alright, I’ll give you that one. But sit down. Santo, come up here. Give me that coil of rope. No, the small one. Good boy. Now, you just sit right there, on the edge of the stage. No, wait, get a towel, put it underneath your cock. We don’t want any drip. Good.” (Oh, yes, Santo could flush a real nice shade of red!) “Now, listen, Patrick, we’re just talking, you and me. Just like two people at a party. Because that’s where we are, right?”

“Y - Yes, Mistress.”

“Of course. Tell me, what did you and your Madame Julia do today?” I started wrapping rope around Patrick’s wrists, then his chest, waist. I spread his thighs and wrapped those separately. His balls hung partway down the chair hole while his cock started reaching for the sky. “Patrick,” I softly said, “what did you and your Madame do today?”

“We, uh, we played.”

I tied off the ankles to the back chair legs. Patrick was secured, but I wasn’t through yet.

“Really? What did you do? Did Mistress Julia whip you?”

Patrick closed his eyes. “No. She…” He suddenly shut down.

Oh, what’s this? Something to pursue. But easy, easy.

I sat back down in my chair, once more leaning forward against the chair’s back. From a pocket on the leg of my pants I withdrew a pack of cigarettes. Struck a match, lit one up.

“Did she do something you didn’t like, Patrick.” I threw the match on the stage, but not before it glanced off the top of Patrick’s leg. A couple of his hairs burned and he hissed.

“Whoops,” I said. “Oh, well. Tell me about Julia, Patrick. Does she do stuff that you don’t like?”

The clinking of glasses behind me faded away. I sensed people now gathered around the stage. Things had gotten quiet. Santo, just on the edge of my vision sat tense, expectant.

Patrick tried to swallow. I could see his Adam’s apple trying to work. “Please, may I have a glass of water?”

“Sure, Patrick. But first answer my question. Does Madame Julia do things you don’t like?”

Patrick looked away, down at the stage. His arms and legs strained against the ropes. “Yes,” he breathed.

“There, see? That wasn’t so hard.” I turned to Santo. Before I could say anything he was up, got a full glass from the drink table, and darted back. I motioned for him to give Patrick the water. “Just one swallow,” I said. “He answered, but not completely.”

Santo tilted the glass. Patrick tried getting more than one swallow but Santo quickly pulled it away and resumed his spot on the edge of the stage.

“What does Madame Julia do to you, Patrick? Does she push your limits? Makes you do things that you don’t want to?”

Patrick said through grit teeth, “What limits she pushes is none of your fucking business.”

“Alright, alright,” I said with a small wave of the hand. I took a drag on the cig, exhaled in Patrick’s direction. He snorted, tried to avert his head from the smoke.

“Let’s try this another way,” I said. “Does she do things to you that you deserve?”

Patrick’s cock rose a little more. He never could help that. Whenever that thing woke up I knew I was on the right track.

“Yeah, I thought so,” I said. “How about it, slave? Do you deserve what she does?”

Patrick looked away. Nodded once.

“And you know you deserve the punishment, right?”

Flash of anger in those eyes. “No!”

I threw away the cigarette, stood and pushed aside the chair. I leaned in to Patrick. “Oh, yeah? Well, from what I know of you, you deserve whatever you get. I always have to drag the truth out of you. You know what that means, Patrick? That you easily lie. So, with all those lies just to me, how many have you told Julia?”

Patrick looked confused. “What? I don’t… I don’t lie.”

“Really? Then why does she punish you? Because you always do things right? Because you’re always up front with her?”

“No, no…”

“So you do lie? I fucking knew it.”

“No! No, I don - “

“Shut up!”

I slapped him across the face.

While he recovered I got both straps in place on his head.

Patrick’s heavy breathing was the only sound. After a moment it was joined by my boots as I circled around him on the stage.

His cock was up. Way up.

“Did your Madame punish you today?”

Snort. Short and angry.

“Why did she punish you? Why!”

“No! No, I won’t tell!”

“Yes, you will, Patrick. You’ll tell me.” I stood beside him and grabbed his hair, slapped him again. “You’ll tell me everything.”

Patrick spit toward me. It missed, and the spittle flew off into the dark. He growled, “Fuck off, you bitch!”

“You bitch? You bitch? No, you bitch! Take a good look at yourself, Patrick. Who’s tied to the chair? Who’s thirsty but can’t have a drink of water? Who’s gonna cry like a fucking baby? Who’s the bitch now, Patrick? Who’s the bitch?”

Patrick shut his eyes. Tears ran down from the corners.

I grabbed the cheeks tight, got right up to his face. “Bitch Patrick. You don’t even deserve the title of Slave. You’re just a bitch, Patrick. In fact, that’s your new name from now on. Not Slave. Not even Patrick. Bitch.”

Patrick’s breathing turned quick and shallow, the pupils dilated, that dick even harder than before if that was possible. Oh wow, he was turned on!

And so was I. I glanced down and found sweat on my tank top. Not Patrick’s that may have soaked onto my shirt, but my own. The tank top clung to my tits, outlining them for everyone to see. My nipples stood straight out and suddenly I was aware of the heat between my legs. My panties were soaked and only the thick canvas pants kept it a secret. I drew my forearm across my brow and I discovered that the bandanna was sopping wet. I tore it away to land at Santo’s feet. My hair fell down to just past the base of my neck and I ran both my hands through the matted locks. My breathing was as almost as wild as Patrick’s, but I fought to get it under control. Patrick tried to as well, but he was tied to the chair, his limbs straining against the ropes, and that exertion gave me an advantage. When I came at him again his stamina, both physical and mental, wasn’t even close to what it was before. I nearly had him.

I unlaced and threw aside my boots and socks, stripped off my pants. Yeah, there was a wet spot in my underwear, right at the crotch, but I decided to use it as a weapon.

I got close to Patrick. Real close. I carefully maneuvered my legs over his and through the chair’s arms. I didn’t sit on that cock, like I had done so often before. Instead I remained standing and straddled the chair, my bare legs against his hips, and my pussy just above the tip of that long, hard cock. I swirled my hips, just a little, and dipped my pussy down to brush over the dick. Patrick gasped. I grabbed his face again, my lips barely away from his. I whispered like a fatal lover.

“So she punishes you. Do you think that’s fair?”

My breath flowed in to his open mouth. His lips tried to resist but I squeezed his cheeks tighter and got him in a death grip. I pulled back and whispered, “You can tell me.”

Patrick’s head trembled. He was struggling. He wanted to let it out, but he also didn’t want to throw shade on Julia.

“Truth, Bitch. Is Julia fair?”

Really trying to hold it in now, or really trying to let it out. He fought an internal war.

I brushed my pussy over his cock once more. Oh, he was so hot! And I was so wet I was sure I left some of my juices on the cocks’ spermhole. Patrick whimpered, and I knew he was just at that emotional tipping point. I had to be careful, I didn’t want him falling the wrong way. But I couldn’t just let him internally fight it out. I needed to make sure that he fell the right way, where I could catch him.

Shit, it was big risk.

I kissed each of his wet eyes. He didn’t blink and from each I got mouthful of salty tears. I drew back.

I whispered, “Baby, don’t make me hook you up.”

That did it. Just that little threat with the electro pads and he came a tumbling. His tears flowed again, but different now. Before they were selfish, an indication of what he wanted. Now they came from deeper within, from real hurt and betrayal. But who’s? His or Julia’s?

“She isn’t always fair, is she?”

The eyebrows scrunched up, his voice took on a little whine. “No… No… Sometimes…”

Things were deathly quiet. People were pressed right up to the edge of stage.

“I know. I know,” I said, and softly stroked his cheeks, his forehead. “Julia isn’t fair. You don’t have to tell me about them all, just the last one. When was the last time it happened? C’mon, Bitch. It’s just you and me. When was it?”

Patrick squeezed his eyes shut. No. You’re not running away from me now! But easy. One bad move and you’ve lost him.

I struggled to keep my tone intimate. “When?” I said. “Last week? Yesterday? Today?” Patrick’s whole body tensed, a quick, fleeting thing, yet enough to tell me I had scored. “It was today, wasn’t it?” Suddenly I couldn’t help myself. I had had enough of this coddling. I shouted, “It was today! Bitch! It was today!”

“Yes! Goddammit, yes!” Patrick expelled a breath between clenched teeth. “You fucking happy? Today!”

I broke away, extricated my legs from under the chair’s arms, then turned my back on him. Good, let him think that I was unhappy with how he replied. I expected more crying, more whimpering, but instead got silence. I slowly turned around and found him staring down at his cock.

Was Patrick trying to tell me more? About what happened, or more likely didn’t happen, between him and Julia earlier today?

I approached, slowly wrapped my hand around his cock, still just as hard, still just as hot. “Did this have anything to do with it? Did Julia…” I paused, suddenly aware of where this line of questioning was going to take both of us. “Did Julia turn your balls blue? Did she not allow you to cum? Is that it?”

Patrick couldn’t talk, couldn’t nod his head. All he did was close his red eyes.

God, he was magnificent. Who wouldn’t want to fuck him? I asked, “Why?”

Patrick reopened his eyes, now with that thousand yard stare. His tear streaks shone, like an open wound. “She said…I had to save myself for tonight. So she teased me, took me to the edge, and left me there.”

“And you’re pissed at her.”

“You bet your ass!” he yelled, and his eyes bored into mine, now present and filled with anger and hurt. “She didn’t care about me, what I wanted…what I needed. She only wanted a fucking hard cock to show off.”

From behind me came several gasps. I so wanted to turn around, see the reactions on their faces, but I needed to pay attention to Patrick now, more than ever. “Well, you can’t cum now. I won’t allow it either. Does that make you mad at me?”

“I’m always mad at you. Because of what you do.”

Careful. Don’t let him take control. “What I do? And what did you do? After Julia wouldn’t let you cum? Did you just curl up somewhere?”

“Kind of.” Trace of defiance now.

“Kind of…?” Oh, shit, he didn’t! “Did you jack off?”

Patrick just stared at me.

“You fucking bastard!” I slapped his cock. Not a little pat, but the forceful equivalent of my slapping his face.

Patrick howled. His back arched as much as it could in the ropes.

“You fucking wanked off!? Like some pathetic boy in heat? Is this the real you, Bitch? You act all slavish and as soon as your Madame’s back is turned you just do whatever you want? You little piece of shit trash! If you were mine I’d fucking kick you to the curb right now. I hope that wank was worth it - “

“It wasn’t!” Patrick yelled back. “It wasn’t, alright? Because…” He suddenly got all emotionally deflated, and his cock started to wither too.

“Because?” I said, barely getting my own fire back under control. “Why because?”

“Because after…”

I stood in front of him, hands formed into fists that rested on my hips. “Talk!”

He cried like a baby. “Because after…I was ashamed.”




Chapter Five

“You all keep your hands off of him. Especially you!” I directed that last bit to Brooke. She may have wrung a confession out of Patrick, but that didn’t mean she could now sit on his dick and pump him dry.

Brooke stepped back as I jumped on to the stage. From the corner of my eye, I noticed Renata gently pull Brooke away, whispering to her. Probably something about “Just let him do this”. Renata had seen me lose my temper only once before, and I had fucking scared her so much it had thrown our entire relationship into question. Not until a long time after I had calmed down did we kind of sort out everything. She admitted that I was justified in my actions, and I begged her forgiveness. I told her it would never happen again, but Renata shook her head. She told me that one the reasons she loved me was that I never made a promise that I wouldn’t keep and I’d better not start doing that now. Even though I scared her she was right. You never knew what the future held. We kept up appearances after that, going to parties together, and I still addressed her as “Madame”, but others suspected something was wrong. And as I watched Brooke take Patrick to a very uncomfortable place, I remembered what Renata had done to me and my reaction to her disregard of my safety. While others gossiped possibilities about what might have happened none of them knew the truth because my Madame kept our secrets, whereas Brooke dragged out Patrick’s in front of everybody. And as Aneth, Hanna and Brooke relentlessly demonstrated their skills, only Renata’s firm hold on my collar and a whispered “Not your time yet. I love you.” kept me from cutting off the recital.

I untied Patrick from Brooke’s diabolical chair. Almost a quaint thing as the one in Renata’s dungeon not only would secure a slave, but also had more than just a hole in the seat and a metal headrest. Just strapping a person down on Renata’s chair, with all the extra implements, was more than enough to extract a confession. Believe me, I know. So it was with that experience that I watched Patrick resist and ultimately break down under Brooke’s pressure. And why I was up on the stage, untying the knots when the scene finished.

At least, I thought it was over. Brooke had ably demonstrated her skill at interrogation when Patrick admitted the sin of masturbation and his shame. She also looked randy enough to screw him senseless, and was all set to do just that. But this was a recital, so unless Brooke, or even Aneth or Hannah, had learned a new way to fuck, the exhibitions of their new skills was finished. So, I took over the stage with my warning for everyone to keep away.

Between the three of them Patrick looked absolutely wrung out. Untied from the chair, his arms fell loose, his legs as soft as overcooked spaghetti. His head hung down, chin on his chest. Only the slight rise and fall of his chest gave any sign that he lived. I suppose I could have carried him off the stage, but that would be just another humiliation.

“Patrick? Patrick, look at me,” I said. “We haven’t met, but I know you. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“Uhhh?” was all he said.

“Yeah. I’m Blake. I belong to Renata. But Julia has told me a lot about you. And so have the others, Hannah, Brooke Aneth. Yeah, especially Aneth. You may not know it, but you’ve got them, boy. You’re practically all they think about. So don’t let them think there’s nothing more to you now. On your feet, slave. Get up and walk off this stage.”

Patrick didn’t seem to understand. Not until I backed away and waited for him just off the stage, did he slowly rise from the chair. With one unsure step, then another and another with growing confidence, he made his way out of the harsh light, into the soothing darkness. I placed a hand on his nearest shoulder and steered him to a fairly isolated chair. Patrick sat and bent forward, his head resting on his crossed arms on top of his legs. I left him, but stayed nearby. He needed time alone, a condition that I was familiar with after deep sessions with Renata. I don’t think he wept, but he sure wasn’t all together yet either. After what I felt was an appropriate time I returned with a full water bottle. Patrick’s still shaking hands had trouble unscrewing the top so I gently took it from him and did the job. Patrick just about chugged most of it, then I led him to the bathroom. I would like to say I gave him his privacy again, but due to his wobbly condition as he sat and peed I watched over him. The three scenes had been relatively short, but intense, and someone going through all that needed a guardian. I fully expected Patrick to break down and cry again, but apparently Brooke had wrung him dry. After a short period of his head bowed to his knees, Patrick flushed the toilet and was up on his feet. Together we wound up back at the drink table. Patrick clutched another water bottle, but this time he opened it, and took the liquid in more measured swallows.

“Is it… Is it always like this?” he asked.

“You mean like tonight?”

“Yes. And everything leading up to it?”

I took a breath. “Yes. And no. A good scene is passionate, forceful. But you can’t do something like that all the time. There’s something to be said for the quiet times as well. Like with everything else, there are peaks and valleys. Spend too much time in one or the other and you don’t get enough air or not enough thrills to keep your blood flowing.”

“Right now I think I’ve had enough of thrills, but I’m also feeling like I’m on a high.”

“I know exactly what you mean. But as high as you feel now, when you come down the trick is not to crash. You’ve been put through a lot in a short time. And I’m not just talking about tonight. Julia has taught and paced you well these last few weeks, but there are others…”

Patrick’s eyebrows quizzically scrunched together. “Others? You mean the three who tore me apart?”

“Well, yes. Them, but there are some, here tonight, that can’t wait to get their hands on you. That doesn’t mean they all will, you still get some choice, after all. But you need to face the possibility that there won’t be anything you can do about - “

“Julia made me a promise,” Patrick said. “She said…”

He trailed off. What was this? Julia had made a promise? “What did she say?” I asked.

Patrick looked around, afraid that someone else might hear. His eyes found mine and there was an unspoken question in them. He didn’t know me and could he trust me?

“I give you my word, Patrick,” I said. “Nothing you say to me will be repeated to anyone. Ever.”

When surrounded by strangers, we tend to seek out the most likely to be a friend. The suspicion drifted away. “She said she would never give me - “

A large “clunk” interrupted Patrick. A modified sawhorse, with leather cuffs attached here and there and a couple of wide straps for good measure, now sat center stage. Patrick jumped at the loud sound, obviously not as recovered from his scenes as he would like me to believe. There was a bit of a scuffle behind the stage. Renata had hinted earlier that I might be called upon. Maybe that was now. If so, then my time with Patrick had nearly run out. But I didn’t want to just leave things unsettled.

“Listen, Patrick. I have never known Julia to ever break a promise.”

Patrick blinked. “Why would she break - ?”

I definitely had to go now. Renata was giving me the look.

“She won’t,” I said in a hurry. “Not because she wants to.” With that I bounded over to my Madame.

“There’s something I want you to do, slave my love,” Renata whispered.

“I am yours to command, Madame,” I replied.

Renata pointed to beyond the rear of the stage. Did she want me to go back there and tell those involved with the noise to knock it off? The shadows were too dark to see through clearly, but I could tell there were more than two people struggling. At last Mistress Elizabeth emerged in the light and stepped on the stage. Her hands were tight on a short leash. At the other end was a woman wrapped in a snug bodyharness. A ballgag sank deep stretched her mouth to expose shiny teeth. A leather armbinder was laced up tight along her arms in back, melding them as one. Black, knee high boots were her only real articles of clothing. Her eyes squeezed shut as she strained against the leash, the wide collar around her neck stretched forward to its own limits. On either side Aneth and Hannah also struggled to push the slave forward.

She acted like a newcomer to the scene. It didn’t matter how young or old they were, gay or straight. They craved domination. If they felt they weren’t getting enough of it, then out came the rebellious slave act. Different than a smart ass masochist who chronically pissed off everyone, the rebellious slave or sub sought to define boundaries. It was up to the dom to set those boundaries, and enforce them. I suspected this slave and Mistress Elizabeth were still trying to find them, which tonight included public play. The slave, a nice looking milf, acted like she didn’t want to be here, but she didn’t try to twist away her tits or pussy. Nope, this one wanted to show off, and she knew she had the goods to do just that. But I also knew Mistress Elizabeth and she wanted to push those boundaries, a thing for which, as it turned out, the milf wasn’t entirely prepared.

“Ride her,” Renata said. “As a favor to Bahira.” With a slight nod of her head, Renata indicated the dark haired woman in the pants suit across the room. Bahira’s gaze bored in on Laura. “Elizabeth was ready to mount Laura with a strap-on, but I convinced her that a hot dick is what’s needed for this pussy. And Bahira is curious to see how she’ll perform. Push her.”

I started to remove my clothes. Already I could feel my cock start to grow. “As you command, Madame my love.”

“No. I’ll do it.”

Renata’s and my head spun. There was Patrick, standing straight and tall, arms crossed over his chest, with a look almost of insolence. A few others also heard Patrick, among them Elizabeth and Julia. Julia moved to her slave, her own expression stern. She said, “Have you learned nothing? A slave does not demand.”

Patrick didn’t give any ground. “This slave does not presume, but this slave does bring to Madame’s attention that he has undergone three sore trials, and begs for relief.”

Wow. And this kid has had only five weeks training? I needed to watch myself because before I would know it Patrick could very well command the sadistic urges of the mistress of his choice, including Renata. That is if Julia ever let him see the light of day again.

For a brief second I caught an expression on Julia’s face. She was thinking the same thing. Patrick was more than a fresh thing to her, but she kept her feelings deeply hidden. And there was the matter of the mysterious promise that she had made to him. Suddenly, the fragile dynamic between her and Patrick was exposed. I don’t know if anyone else caught what happened, but I sure did. I glanced at Elizabeth, then Renata. They exchanged quick looks that spoke more than a thousand words. Then Julia clapped her hands, three times. Instantly, Patrick fell to his knees.

“If a slave begs, then he will do so from the proper position,” Julia said, once more in control. “You desire to screw the bitch?”

“Yes, Madame Julia, I beg,” Patrick said, his eyes cast to the floor, “with all humility.”

Before Julia could respond Renata placed a hand on her shoulder from behind. A quick, sideways jerk of her head indicated for her to step away for a private consultation. Mistress Elizabeth joined them also. As we waited I finished removing my clothes, now left only in my collar. The slave bound to the modified sawhorse gazed at me, her gray eyes flicking over my body, more than once dancing to my cock. She glanced at Patrick also, perhaps wondering which of us would fuck her. And which one she would prefer. At last her attention rested on me and her face flushed. Drool fell from her gagged mouth to wet the wood below.

The impromptu meeting broke up. Julia addressed me and Patrick. “You’ll both do it”, she said. “Patrick, you will follow all directions from Blake, and I mean all. Even the slightest departure and I’ll punish you in such a way that the last few weeks will seem like child’s play. Got it?”

“Yes, Madame,” Patrick said.

Julia leaned down, grabbed Patrick by the chin. “No, Patrick. Got it?”

Now Patrick’s face underwent a slight change. Whatever passed between them, Patrick acted like Julia was ready to drop a bomb. “Yes, Madame,” he breathed. “I fully understand.”

Julia straightened, gave a slightly triumphant look at Renata, then retreated into the shadows.

Okaaay. Something else going on there. But that was SM - levels upon levels. For all the obvious, outwardly goings on, it was also a subtle game, with its own set of hidden rules.

I directed Patrick to take up position behind Laura. His cock had fully regrown, a good match for mine. As I stood in front of Laura I sensed a curious mix of eagerness and disappointment. Eager because that rod of Patrick’s was about to impale her, disappointed because she could no longer see it. She wanted to be on her back, legs in the air to catch it all, but instead Elizabeth bound her like a pussy in the town square, open to all comers and not able to see any of them.

Except myself. Patrick may have been behind her and ready to plow that pussy, but I was going to make sure all of Laura’s attention was directed right at me.

“Eyes front,” I said, and grabbed a handful of her dark hair. Laura’s wide eyes were forced to focus on me. My other hand reached behind her neck and unbuckled the ballgag. It thudded on the stage with a single bounce.

“How long since you had a man?”

Laura closed her mouth, swallowed. A delaying tactic that I had also used.

I jerked her head. “How long?”

“Months!” she cried. “It’s been months.”

“Hmm. You mean, more like a year, right?” My hand tightened in her hair.

“Yes, yes! It’s been over a year! Seventeen months.”

Her sudden exactness gave me pause. “Seventeen months? That’s rather precise. You’re sure about that? You might not be off by a month or two?”

“No.”

“Why?” When Laura didn’t answer I jerked her head again. “Why?”

“I got divorced!”

“And you haven’t been with a man since?”

“No.”

“Don’t you like men?”

“Oh… Oh, yes. But women too. I… I like them both.”

I lifted my eyes to Patrick. Nodded once.

“Ahhh!” Laura cried again.

“You like that?” I said.

“Yes. Yes, I do!”

I held up my free hand, palm outward signaling Patrick to stop at the one thrust. He already had. This boy was good.

Laura’s eyes closed, her mouth fell half-opened. I released her hair, brushed both cheeks with the back of my hand. Her hot breath warmed me, added fuel to my internal fire. I held up my hand again to Patrick, slightly flexed my fingers in my direction. Patrick got the message and started to thrust again, but slow and steady.

“Ohhh. Ahhh,” Laura breathed. “Oh, it’s been so long.”

“A beautiful woman like you, I find that hard to believe. Any man-slut would do you.”

“I… Ahhh!” She gasped as Patrick gave her a bit of a harder shove. Laura moved forward along the sawhorse as much as the leather cuffs would allow. “I don’t want a slut…”

“So, you like cock,” I said and ran my hand through her hair, across the top of her head.

“Oh, yessss…”

“But you like pussy too.”

“Yes.”

“Not the same thing.”

“No, it’s not… Ah ah aiiiee…” Patrick again shoved a little harder and Laura squealed. “It’s not. But I like…them…both.” Patrick eased off and Laura returned to her blissful drift.

I signaled Patrick to pick up the pace. His hands wrapped around Laura’s hips, the sawhorse squeaked as Laura’s weight rocked forward and back.

“Look up, Laura,” I said.

Laura raised her eyes. They had a lot of white, and they were dilated. Her mouth was slack. Wide open.

I stepped forward, slipped my cock inside that inviting hole. Laura didn’t respond at first, but when I shoved a little further my presence awakened her.

“Uullp!”

“Don’t you dare!” I said. “You take it. Take it all. You feel Patrick’s cock? Now taste mine. Take it, Laura. You’ve been missing this for over a year. Now it’s make up time. Suck. Suck!”

Laura moaned, a deep-throated thing that came from way down deep in her gut. Her hair was wild, scattered every which way so that not only was her forehead covered, but her eyes too. As Patrick took her harder and harder from behind the sawhorse squeaked louder, and Laura’s head moved in time with it all. Her mouth was hot, wet, and with each retreat my cock shone in her abundant spit. It dribbled from the corners of her mouth, tiny flecks of white foam that dangled off her chin and then slowly stretched downward.

Suddenly, Laura’s back arched. Her mouth sucked on my cock like a vacuum cleaner, her hands formed into fists and the arms and legs tensed. I glanced up and Patrick’s face was twisted, teeth grit. He was coming way too soon! But, I couldn’t blame him. After what he had been through he was lucky to have lasted this long. Laura cried out from around my cock, and her teeth grazed the shaft, but she didn’t bite down, thank god. And then she started to cry. Not in relief that she had taken a man’s cum for the first time in like forever, but that for her he had cum way too fast. Laura’s wrists pulled against the sawhorse’s leather cuffs, her legs also strained in the ankle cuffs, full of frustration. But she still held my cock in her mouth. And through the wild bangs of hair in front, Laura’s eyes found mine and pleaded.

Patrick was bent forward on Laura’s back, recovering from his orgasm. In a flash I pulled out of Laura’s mouth.

“Patrick, on your feet. Your job isn’t finished yet.”

“Wha..? But I’ve already - “

“Don’t give me any bullshit, boy! About time you learned men aren’t the only ones who cum. Move. Move!”

Patrick staggered back and started to sag onto the stage. I grabbed him by his hair, forced him to his feet and half-dragged him to stand where I had been in front of Laura. He leaned forward, his hands on her bare back, which only brought him closer to her mouth. Laura wrapped her lips around his limp dick, sucking on it for all she was worth.

I got behind Laura. Her pussy was wide open, a result of Patrick’s well endowed cock. Cum and pussy juices mixed. I slid inside without any trouble, taking things slow and easy. Laura got into my rhythm and soon enough we were flowing and rocking like we had done this together many times. Laura moaned again, but this time it wasn’t from the fact that she felt a penis inside. No, this reaction was her internal spring slowly coiling, ever tighter, until it ratcheted to that last point of sudden release.

Sweat shone on her back. I looked up and could see dark hair matted against the back of Laura’s neck. Laura moaned again and I picked up speed, my hips now pounding against that sweet ass. Patrick had fully regained his feet, both hands in her hair, bending Laura’s head back to take his cock. But then Laura jerked her head, wresting it out of Patrick’s grip, freeing her mouth.

“Oh, fuck me, you bastard!” she yelled. “Fuck me fuck me fuck meeeeeeee!”

Laura screamed and her pussy walls contracted. They tightened so hard around my cock I cried out as well. And then I let loose. My hot jism flowed out and out and out, at last providing my own entry into the realm of bliss. But Laura was still quaking, still beyond all reason. With what remaining sense I had I reached forward and down, stroked those full breasts, pinched her nipples. Through a haze I saw Patrick, no longer on his feet, but now down on his knees in front of Laura. His hands pressed gently against her cheeks as they engaged in a long, long, passionate kiss, and all the while Laura’s body contorted, shook and then, at last, stilled. Patrick smoothly broke off the kiss and with tenderness held her head next to his. Oh, good boy! That’s the way.

Silence filled the room. I glanced up. Everyone appeared flushed, even Renata. Next to her, Bahira held up a hand to her mouth and blew a gentle kiss. At first I thought it was for me, but her eyes focused on Laura who shivered. Renata spoke in a hushed voice, something like, “Odelle is going to love him.”

I reached out again, this time to find one of Laura’s hands. Our fingers met and entwined, squeezing each other in the afterglow of passion. Then, soft and as if from far away, came Laura’s gentle sobs.

***

In the car later I stared out the window. Renata behind the wheel didn’t press me for any details about my impressions of Patrick, perhaps thinking she and I were still on shaky ground. We hadn’t yet quite resolved our rift. But, if one is sincere in their apology, then the other who decides to forgive needs to come across too.

“Patrick impressed me,” I said. “He’s still raw, of course, but he’s got the makings of a great slave.”

Renata nodded, but didn’t say anything right away. After we drove a little longer she pulled over to a convenience store. The night owls strode in and out. Usually after one of these parties Renata needed a light snack. I opened my door.

“What is your desire, Madame?” I said.

“To stay here with me, for the moment,” she said. “There are still things left unsaid between us.”

So that’s where we were going. Alright. “I believe I have already made my feelings known,” I said. “When I invoked - “

“I know. I know,” she said. “And again I’m so sorry.”

The following quiet lengthened into an uncomfortable pause. I thought about the moment we first met, when her car had broken down on that dusty road near the farm. She was angry then, but also beautiful, vulnerable, and I was a goner although I didn’t know it at the time.

I took her hand. “Madame, men and women are different. We deal with crises in our own ways. I have dealt with my end. All I can say is if you still want to talk, I am willing to listen.”

“As my slave? Because I command it?”

“Because I want to.”

Her hand squeezed mine. “Then I think we’ve just said all that needs to be said, slave my love.”

“Yes, Madame my love.”

“Here’s some money. Now, be a good slave and get me my usual. Hurry up. I haven’t got all night. I’ve got a long drive back to the desert.”

“Madame, it is late. My place is not far.”

Renata paused in her movements of putting her purse down on the seat. She hadn’t been to my place since that fateful night. She smiled in gratitude. “That is most excellent. Now go. Already my whip hand grows restless.”

“Yes, Madame.”




Chapter Six

“C’mon, honey, you can do it! C’mon. Oh, that’s my boy! My good boy.”

The last “click” of the hand crank winch filled the playroom and Patrick hung suspended. I had him all stretched out, that wonderful body extended to its uttermost limits. There was no part of him that wasn’t as tight as a drum, except maybe his cock and balls, and those were just the right size. Hung by his arms, Patrick’s legs were well spread in the air with rope that ran from his ankles to small, trapdoor steel rings in the floor. Patrick’s rod stuck out with a slight upward curve. The purple head behaved like a brain of a separate animal, driven purely by instinct as it had grown and grown, awakened by a building pressure that directly went from Patrick’s pain right to his crotch. Already he bore my whip marks laced all over his body, an enthusiastic torture from mid-morning to now lunch time, and he was still mine for the entire afternoon! Oh, I had plans. I wanted to push him, see just how close I could get to his breaking point without going past. Brooke warned I was playing with fire, that I might very well get that fatal utterance and also maybe Patrick would never feel my lash again. As for Hannah, she just shrugged and said something about if that’s what I wanted she wasn’t going to stop me. It would leave just more time for her brand of cbt. Yeah, cock and ball torture. That was the thing about Hannah, she tended to get on one track of play and right now it was Patrick’s genitals. Of course, I could understand to a certain extent. His balls were wonderful, but there was also so much more to him that deserved attention; his now mottlely red skin for one thing. And, for another, that innocent face all twisted in pain.

I reached up. Through his cheeks, from the back of my hand, I could feel his teeth grinding. Oh, he was so good, so lovely. And I had been running him kind of hard this morning. He deserved a little reward.

“You want something to eat, honey?” I said. “How about some diced apple?” I held up a piece, wet and crunchy.

He barely opened his mouth and I brought it closer to those straight, white teeth. They bit off a small portion and the mouth closed as Patrick chewed and swallowed.

“That’s my boy,” I said. “Now, how about a little slice of orange?”

Patrick turned his head aside.

I grabbed his chin and wrenched his head back around. “Don’t you disobey. You need to eat, and you also need liquid. This takes care of both at the same time.”

Patrick pulled his head back. “All you want from me is a fuck. Get on with it.”

So, we were now into the defiance portion of the session. I had hoped his sweet attitude would last just a little longer, but I suppose Patrick’s little rebellion was inevitable.

I dropped the orange slice, seized a fistful of his hair. I pulled his head forward just enough to clear his arms that pressed tight on either side of his head. My open palm slapped one cheek, then backhanded the other. Patrick took almost the full shock of the impact, his head barely turning because of my tight grip. Stunned, Patrick’s jaw turned slack, his eyes dazed. He hadn’t expected my violent reaction. Good. With all the other wannabes that had trotted through Julia’s program, I had learned that you’ve got to keep your slave guessing, don’t allow them any sense of routine or complacency. If they could predict your moods and reactions, then they would be the ones in charge. And that would ultimately lead to boredom and contempt. No, best to stay, well, a little bit unpredictable, and most definitely keep up the illusion of dominance, because if the slave really figured things out it was Game Over.

I pointed my finger at Patrick. “You’re never going to say that again! Not to me. Not to any Mistress!” His eyes had somewhat regained their focus and perhaps the ringing in his ears had subsided. His cock deflated a little, but that could be easily fixed. “Slave Patrick, you will address your Mistress in only the most respectful terms. Understood? I said, understood?” I grabbed his hair again.

Patrick’s eyes opened wide. Yeah, I had him now.

“Yes…Mistress…”, his response between a gasp and a whine. “I promise…promise…never…nev…”

“Say it, slave. Make your promise,” I commanded and tightened my grip just a little more.

“I promise…I promise never to do that again. I’m sorry. I’m sorry. Sorry.”

Full on crying fit now. Wow. That sure happened fast. It had to be some leftover of Brooke’s interrogation at the recital. Damn. I did want to push things, but I had also hoped for some sprinkling of fun, but I got what I got. My only worry was what to do next. I couldn’t let Patrick off the hook just like that. But then luck, or fate, kind of took a hand.

“Well, if Julia could only see you now, making a slave cry. She would ask what happened to the old Aneth, the one who got too chummy with her slaves.”

I turned around and there stood Hannah leaning at the door, arms crossed. “This is my time with Patrick,” I said.

Hannah waved a hand. “Oh, don’t worry. I heard the crying and had to check it out. And you actually got a promise out of him. Good for you.”

The thing with Hannah, she acted all nice, but she possessed a hidden set of sharpened claws. We had joined the circle and moved into Julia’s spacious home about a week after Brooke. Hannah immediately set to work trying to manipulate Julia, and by extension Brooke, into them thinking she was this haughty little thing. But I knew Hannah better than they did with her little tricks. I went along with her games, like on that night we spent together, but always keeping in mind that I was the one who ultimately called the shots.

“Alright,” Hannah said. “I’ll leave you two alone. Don’t tire him out too much. I have him all day tomorrow.” She flashed an evil grin.

Suddenly, I had it. I knew what to do with Patrick, how to get what I wanted, and punish him at the same time. And possibly also something else.

I said, “Don’t go yet.”

***

Hannah buckled the last strap into place around a hip. The strap-on perfectly fit her, its long, rubber rod encased in a condom pointed slightly toward the floor, with just the right amount of bounce. Patrick couldn’t tear his eyes away as Hannah had placed the condom over the rod and greased it up even more with loving care.

“That’s right, honey,” I said. “We’re going to find out just how tight that ass of yours really is.”

Patrick started to say something, but I shoved a ringgag past his front teeth. The leather enwrapped steel forced the mouth wide. With his eyes bugged out, Patrick appeared frozen in a silent scream.

“Oh, it’s not going to be all that bad,” I said. “Think of Hannah behind you as the fuck that you mentioned before.”

That got him. Patrick scowled. He couldn’t really talk but something did escape past the ringgag like “ou itch”.

“Yes, baby, I am,” I said. “And you’re just a beautiful hole and a handsome dick.”

Patrick snorted, but his cock was fully reawakened now, hard and eager to stick itself somewhere.

I stepped out of the playroom, rushed to Patrick’s cell of a room, pushed aside the thin sheet and blanket and dragged the mattress and pillows back. Patrick looked confused on seeing them, but then I placed everything underneath him and removed my black panties. I nodded at Hannah who began the slow crank downward.

The ropes slackened as Patrick approached the mattress and his legs flailed. Interesting, I had thought the idea of some pussy might calm him, but maybe the prospect of a rod shoved up his ass overrode everything else. But his penis was still hard. In fact, as I touched it to gauge its heat it seemed even harder than before. Yet, his face, his eyes were almost overcome with panic. Well, no matter. He was hot and eager, and I wanted that cock inside my snatch.

Patrick’s knees rested on the mattress, still spread. Hannah’s cranks on the winch stopped. I built up the pillows to thrust my pussy up higher, then lay down on my back. I gazed up at Patrick and parted my legs on either side of his, my feet well up in the air. The descent started again. I held up my open arms. “Come to me, baby. That’s it. All the way. That’s right. Good boy. My good boy.”

I wrapped my arms around his back. The overhead rope now slack, I drew Patrick all the way down and his chest rested against my breasts. I wrapped my legs around his hips, drew him inside, his dry heat mixing with the wet of my own.

“Now, honey, whatever happens, don’t you stop,” I said. “I’m getting what I want, but you’re also being punished at the same time. Got that? You understand?”

Patrick gazed at me, his eyes red, still filled with unshed tears. He sniffled once, but he nodded in acknowledgement.

“Good. Now, come here.” My hands behind his head, I pushed his open mouth down on mine. Our lively tongues danced.

“Eeeeiimmm!” Patrick squealed. Hannah had found Patrick’s other hole. My drawing his head down exposed his ass, and Hannah was right there to plug it. Patrick tried to buck away, but I wrapped my arms around his back again, tight and secure. Patrick struggled a little more, but it only served to drive his cock deeper into me, and allowed Hannah only more access.

“C’mon, baby, fuck like a man. And take your punishment like a bitch.”

I brought his mouth back down and kissed him again. This time my tongue did most of the work, but he still tasted good. I had to coax him along, but eventually Patrick responded, his own tongue getting back in the game, and his cock too. It started a slow, rhythmic repetition of thrusts that slowly built my own inner cycle of a spiral. Oh, god, he was so hot, so hard. And he went deep. So deep.

He bucked forward a couple of times. That was Hannah, her own hips slapping against Patrick’s from behind. Her grunts and gasps echoed mine as she plunged deeper with the strap-on, her arms now wrapped around Patrick’s thin waist. My hands found her upper arms and I gripped them in solidarity. She did the same with mine.

Patrick’s head plunged to the mattress. Did he really raise his ass higher? Hannah shifted a bit and I sensed that she drove into him even deeper. I kissed his neck, scratched his whipped back, and still he came on, the thrusts faster, the cock hotter. I gasped for air. Breathe, I needed to breathe! My god, what had I done? A monster was inside me! Oh, god. Oh mmmyyyy gooooddddd!

Hot jets of cum tore into me, filled me beyond anything I had ever known. Patrick, oh Patrick. I didn’t know, I didn’t know. I call you Baby, I call you Honey. I call you Slave. You’re a Man. A wonderful, beautiful Man who makes me feel such a Woman. Oh, Patrick, take me. Take me.

And then my own madness overcame all reason. I screamed and shuddered as wave after wave of hard-edged pleasure cut through my own body and psyche. I had whipped Patrick, but it was he who left his internal mark on me. He laid me low, nothing more than limp and boneless, completely at his mercy as after I reached the heights of ecstasy, I came crashing back into his arms. Somehow, his hands still tied, his arms now enwrapped me, and I him. Through a wet, red-filled haze I looked into his eyes, still wet themselves, tear tracks down both cheeks. And they begged.

“Hannah,” I croaked. “That’s…that’s enough. Hannah stop!”

“What?” Hannah said, petulant. “I was just getting started!”

“I said stop. The slave has been properly punished.”

Hannah pulled away and stood up, hands on her hips, the condom wrinkled. “You’re way too fucking soft!” She marched out in a huff, her hands tight fists.

“Screw her,” I said to Patrick. “Right now, you’re mine. And I’m yours.”

***

That’s how things should have ended. We would lay there in our afterglow, then later I would lock Patrick back in his cell. But Hannah, the Bitch Hannah, had other ideas.

Patrick still lay spent on the mattress and I had slid out from underneath, gotten myself back together when Hannah returned. The strap-on had vanished but she carried a smug air. Several coils of rope draped from both hands.

“It’s still not tomorrow,” I said. “That’s when you get him. Now get lost.”

In response Hannah smiled, which only added to her arrogant manner. She stepped aside from the door. Behind her entered Julia. What was this?

“This slave’s time here is at an end,” Julia said.

I stood there, stunned. “What?” I said. “Julia, what’s going - “

“I said get him out of here!” Julia acted angry that her orders weren’t immediately followed, but her tone, the tension in her straight arms suggested something else. Then within me sprang a sudden thought. Oh, no. Not that. It couldn’t be that.

At this point Patrick had recovered enough to sit up although he was still somewhat dazed. “Madame Julia,” he said, “have I displeased you?”

“No,” Julia said, stiff and formal, then added as if to herself, “and that’s the problem.” Julia drew a deep breath. “You’re going to Renata’s estate.” She snapped her fingers quick a couple of times at Hannah and myself. “Ready the slave for transport.”

Hannah grinned and stepped forward, ropes in hand, but stopped as Patrick leapt to his feet. He half-wriggled and half-tore the ropes from his wrists and ankles in a fury, then advanced on Julia, his face full of confusion and hurt.

“You promised!” he said.

Aw shit. This was not going to end well. I leapt at Patrick from behind, got my arms around him, barely.

“You promised! You promised!” he said, voice cracking, and kept advancing on Julia.

Patrick thrashed out of my arms. Suddenly all his previous training, the indoctrination were as nothing as his natural physical strength was riled. “No! No, I won’t!” he yelled.

“Patrick, stop! I command you. Obey!” I shouted, and clapped my hands three times.

It didn’t work. Instead of immediately sinking to his knees, head bowed, Patrick half-turned and shoved me away, like an aroused bear. If not for his own feet I don’t know what might have happened. As he turned back to Julia one of his feet got hooked on the opposite ankle and down he went. He landed with an “oomph”, arms spread. Patrick fought to get his breath and control back, but suddenly he was like a puppy that was still learning to walk. And a hurt puppy at that who couldn’t understand what had gone wrong.

“You promised!” he wheezed, and Patrick’s eyes were full of emotional injury. “You promised. You bitch. You fucking bitch!”

“What the hell’s going on?” Brooke burst into the room. “I can hear you all outside.”

“Hannah, Aneth, Brooke,” Julia sharply said. “Take down and gag. Gag him!”

Hannah gasped. I think I did too. Never before had Julia, or anyone else, had felt the need to invoke the take down order. I recovered at Julia’s dropping of the bomb fast enough to launch myself at Patrick, hoping my weight on top would still his struggles. Huh, forget that! He was so strong! And the fight syndrome quickly took over. His arms and legs flailed and those usually submissive, pliable hands clomped on my arms like a dog’s mouth around a fetched stick. Everything was just an angel’s breath from going irretrievably wrong.

Finally Hannah and Brooke recovered their wits and got into the fray. Our combined strength overcame Patrick’s panic, but the situation wasn’t resolved. Far from it. From the toy wall Brooke tossed me a muzzle headharness. I hurriedly shook it out and crammed the leather plug past Patrick’s lips. He bit down on it halfway and prevented any further progress. He was trying to speak, and I definitely did not want to hear what he was trying to say. Nor did anyone else, I’m sure, because if we did, then it was all finished…

Desperate, I pinched a nipple, hard. Patrick cried out and just the slight movement of his teeth allowed enough of an opening that I could shove the gag the rest of the way inside. With urgency I buckled the harness in place, hoping the feel of the leather would help Patrick mentally right himself but his eyes, previously full of hurt and betrayal, blazed in anger. The nostrils snorted past the leather panel, yet another sign that all was far from well with the slave.

Hannah and Brooke took care of Patrick’s arms and legs, now tightly, if sloppily, roped together. Personally I would have much preferred leather cuffs since they are quicker and more resilient but none of us had expected Patrick’s over the top reaction. We had to use what was handy, and that meant rope. Once the basics were in place we all added more rope and tidied things up a bit. We couldn’t take any chances, not now. With the last knot finally in place we all slowly stood up, the only sound our collective heavy breaths. Eventually our racing pulses calmed. Julia had stood back from it all, then squatted beside Patrick and rested her hand on his creased brow.

“I’m sorry, baby,” she said. “I know what I promised. You have every right to be pissed, but you don’t know the whole story. One day you will.”

Patrick snorted again and jerked his head away from her hand.

Julia sighed and stood. “Alright, then. Hannah, Brooke, take him to the van. You know what to do.”

Hannah smiled. “Oh, I know exactly what to do.”

“Hands off the cock!” Julia nearly shouted. “And be sure to keep that gag in place.”

“Don’t you worry about me,” Hannah said. “I’ve got the definite feeling that my time with this one isn’t over yet.”

Reaching down, Hannah and Brooke lifted Patrick. He struggled, legs and torso writhing, but Hannah wrapped her arms around his lower portion while Brooke hefted the shoulders. Between them they managed to navigate out the door. Patrick’s muffled protests faded away.

Julia would have followed them out, but I grabbed her by the arm.

“What the hell is going on here? What did you promise him?”

Julia’s head sagged into a hand. “Something that wasn’t mine to give.”

“That’s not going to cut it!” I said. Julia’s face clouded in gathering anger, but I didn’t care. “Don’t you try pulling rank on me. This goes way beyond that. You either tell the truth or I’m going to Renata.”

Julia’s forming anger dissipated. I was sure the idea of me going over her head wasn’t what she struggled with, but the prospect of her sudden confession. She closed her eyes in an outward sign of decision and said, “I told Patrick that once his time with you, Brooke, and Hannah was done…we would be bonded.”

Shock wasn’t a strong enough word to describe the feeling that hit me like a brick. “Aside from the fact that you make it sound like Patrick’s time with me and the others is a chore that he has to perform all I have to say is - Are you fucking kidding?” I yelled. “He’s just barely through his first phase of training! And hardly more than a boy! Not even Blake and Renata are bonded, and you know how close they are!”

“I know all that!”

“Then tell Renata to fuck off!”

Julia gazed at me in wonder. “Oh, you naïve thing. Renata isn’t the one who decided to remove Patrick. He’ll be at Renata’s estate, but now he belongs to Odelle.”

My previous shock and anger disappeared. I stood there. Numb.

“Odelle?” I said, in a stunned whisper.

Julia’s head sagged into her hand. “Yes.”

“Oh my god.”




Chapter Seven

Beautiful, beautiful boy! I was there with him, every step of the way. They were right. My god, they were right! He was magnificent. That wide chest, strong legs, and that sandy angel hair was enough to capture any dom’s attention. The only feature I couldn’t see was his eyes. He wore a blindfold, which only made me focus on those lips even more. Certainly not voluptuous, but not thin either. He compressed them once in a while, the only indication of anger, but most of the time they were slightly parted, with just a hint of teeth to reflect an inner uncertainty. His arms were tied in back, his legs also wrapped in wide leather straps. Good thing Brooke insisted they change the restraints from rope to leather, because no mere rope on that body was going to keep this mustang corralled. I liked Brooke, liked her style. I made a mental note to see if she was interested in becoming my apprentice back in Chicago. While the others remained on edge she had kept her head. The leather she slapped on him not only kept things cool, but was a subtle reminder that no matter what this boy did or said, it was the dom’s decision on how he was handled.

He balanced on his knees with a wide, thick collar around his neck and ropes radiating out from D-rings at various levels in several directions. It kept him upright in his precarious position so I could admire that body. I couldn’t help but wonder at the luck that brought him my way. Renata said Julia had done a good job, but he now needed a firmer hand. Quietly, so he couldn’t hear, I had ordered the gag’s removal; he had to be given every opportunity and I expected him to talk, but he didn’t. A more telling thing than anything else. Still, the discipline drilled into him by Julia was evident as he remained silent throughout the entire journey. Occasionally he might sway back or forward, depending on the van’s acceleration and braking, but not one sound escaped those lips.

But even though his mouth was silent his cock was active. Once they got him in place, the last rope to the neck collar knotted off and we were away, that wonderful tool awakened. It stretched out and out and out. My breath caught at how fast it hardened, how thick and how long it stayed like that. But this was a young buck and sex ran rampart through his brain. Below the rod the balls swung, tightened up, then drooped a little. The cock also withered, but that was to be expected. After a little respite, it grew again, seeking, seeking. The helmet turned purple, the blue veins along the shaft filled with hot blood.

I wanted to touch him, reassure him that he wasn’t alone, that there was someone watching over him, guarding him from harm. The temptation was so great that my hand actually started to reach out but I stopped. Not because I suddenly came to my senses by myself, but the heat from his shaft woke me up. It was close though. My fingers were just within a few hairs width of actually touching when perhaps he felt my presence and let loose a small, half-gasp. I quickly pulled away, but he knew that someone else watched him, gauging, evaluating. The cock remained hard for a long time, and his breaths came quick. I feared that I had ruined everything, that he was going to cum, his hot jism shooting through the air, but he grit his teeth and consciously got it back under control. And this was a novice? Oh, glorious! How could I improve upon near perfection?

But that was just the thing. Near perfection. There was still room for improvement. That was my job.

We arrived at Renata’s sanctuary soon enough. A desert estate of many acres where she could train, instruct, educate and manipulate either inside or out under the blazing sun. A place she created so that a slave could scream, cry and learn without any restrictions from vanilla society. And this slave, this wonderful boy-man would become my masterpiece.

They got him out nicely enough. His legs had gone wobbly but Brooke and Hannah tied the leather restraints to each other, their hands supportive and commanding. They had rode with us to the desert and at my silent direction they brought him from the van to indoors, through the slave’s entrance, down a short hallway and thus to the solarium. The sun had climbed above the desert’s rim but it wasn’t warm in the solarium, not yet, even though a light sheen reflected off his forehead. Around the solarium the desert plants and hardy flowers basked in the sun’s rays and shared the oncoming warmth that also soaked the beautiful boy’s pale, bare skin.

He would get a nice tan, I would make sure of that. Health and vigor are one the most appealing aspects of a slave, and a tan indicated such. Most people think to cheat, take a shortcut and just lie in the sun or, worse yet, a tanning bed. The outside appearances on my slaves are reflective of true fitness from hard training, both in a dark dungeon and the wilds of nature. The solarium’s purpose was to drive that point home on a subliminal level, and already I could tell it was working. He sniffed the air, picking up scents that perhaps he had never experienced. His chest rose and fell while Aneth and Hannah secured him to the sturdy, wooden interrogation chair in the center of the solarium. Renata had a more elaborate one, of course, but Brooke was so proud of her design at the recital that I wanted to provide her with some recognition, so I had ordered it to be delivered the day before. Brooke had been ordered not to speak a word of it to anybody, and she hadn’t, but Julia told me she had been secretly pleased.

Once the well worn leather straps attached to the chair pressed down tight on his arms, legs, and torso like a captured victim I silently shooed them out. He might flip up his hands at the wrists from the chair’s arms, maybe even wriggle his toes, but that was all. Two straps on his head, one across the forehead and another under the chin, both buckled tight, prevented the head from any swivel. On that part of his body only his eyes might move. A part now that I wanted very much to see.

And there they were! At first, at my sudden lifting of the padded blindfold, the eyes squeezed shut, unable to filter the sudden, bright light. Then they blinked and held nothing but innocence uncorrupted. Light blue orbs to melt anyone that might gaze into them too long and capture their own virtue or impiety. He found me, standing back a few feet, and those eyes travelled up and down, taking in my dress of dominance; my white blouse, tight black jodhpurs tucked inside laced up, knee high, spiked heeled leather boots. My auburn hair was combed back and fell in a ponytail. From my belt hung the tools of my trade; a ballgag, nipple clamps, a strap-on. In my hands rested a crop.

“What is this?” he demanded. “What’s going on here?”

I said, “Oh, honey, didn’t they tell you anything? I’m going to break you.”

***

I had ordered Blake to drive Brooke and Hannah back to their little enclave in the city. He collected them and the novice mistresses left, if reluctantly. With her chair now on scene Brooke deduced an interrogation was about to start and her eyes in flashed hunger. Hannah acted like she had been somehow cheated. No matter. They were both now gone. He belonged to me, even if it wasn’t just the two of us.

Renata was around, but she knew better than to hang over my shoulder while this pretty thing and I got to know each other. But there was a discrete witness; buff and handsome Santo stood in a plant surrounded corner; he wore only a narrow dark cloth that was wound to cover his dick and balls and then came up in back between his ass cheeks. It was all tied off very simply around his waist. He remained quiet, observant, ready for whatever need may arise or command I would issue. Right now though, all my thoughts concentrated on Patrick as I prepared to lay down the law.

I circled around him, coming up on his left from behind, then planting myself at his ten o’clock. His eyes strained to keep me in view, nervous at what might happen when I was in his blind spot. I flexed the crop into a bent “U” about level with my breasts. The turkshead knob pressed hard into my left palm.

I said, “You’re probably wondering how I’m going to break you.”

“Well, the thought did - “

My crop sprung out and swung down, a nice backhanded arc, and landed right where it needed - on the boy’s engorged dick.

A quick, single howl, followed by an indrawn hiss through clenched teeth. He strained against the straps, fingers curled in the air.

“I’m taking control over everything about you,” I said, and resumed my circle about him. “When you eat, when you sleep, how you walk, talk, crawl…even how you breathe. There won’t be anything you do without my permission. Understood?”

“You’re full of shit. I didn’t ask for this. Where’s Julia - “

My crop found its mark again. He cried out longer this time. Oh, yes, this boy would sing.

“Wrong answer,” I said. “And now, first lesson.”

I pinched his nipples. He took it stoically, at first, but as I continued to press his breaths got quicker, he squirmed in the chair, trying to shake me off. I kept right at him, dominance had to be established, and right now. If I let up, even for a moment, then he would cling to that little piece of successful resistance and it would grow. No, I had to wipe out all hope. I squeezed harder. Wipe it out now. Now. Now!

“Alright, alright!” he said, his limbs straining against the straps, his back arched. “I get it. You’re the boss.”

I released the nipples. “Wrong answer again!” I grabbed him by the throat, pressed against the windpipe. His eyes grew wide the more he struggled to breathe. “I am your Madame. Forget Aneth, Brooke, Hannah. Forget Julia. They’re nothing but a bunch of wet pussies. All gone. You endure their little trials, give them a fuck at the end and everyone goes away happy. Not here. Oh, your cock will get used, no doubt about that, and also your mouth and your asshole, but don’t think for one moment that once you’ve cum that’s the end. I’m going to push you, boy. And when you think you can’t go on anymore, that’s when we really get started.”

I released his throat. Patrick gasped and my mouth covered his. My tongue dove deep past his wet one. I wasn’t interested in a standard bullshit kiss. I didn’t want slow and languid. He was mine and I take what belongs to me. He tried to respond, tried to swirl his own tongue around mine, but I pressed it down, delved into his throat and didn’t let up until he started to choke. Then with a soft pop I pulled away, grabbed and twisted his ear. He grimaced, again his arms strained against the straps, his hands clawed the air. I let go and again he sucked air in relief.

I spread my legs and sat across his lap with that hot, hard cock pressed against my pants. Already my pussy heated to the idea of that rod inside me, diving down deep like I just did with his mouth. But now, the cock started to deflate, which was only natural. He had built up a subliminal road map with the others, if they did a certain thing then he responded a certain way. But I had thrown him off his bearings and now he didn’t know how to react. And as his cock shriveled, pulling back in some kind of subconscious protection, I looked into his eyes, saw past them and found that this beautiful, fragile boy was a lot stronger than I originally thought. Renata, Elizabeth, Blake, they were all right. This boy had the makings of a slave over which Mistresses would swoon.

“Now, my dear, dear Patrick, you’re getting thrown into a deep, dark, hole. And while you’re there, just remember this gift from your Madame Odelle.”

I snapped my fingers. With a rustle of plant stems and leaves, Santo emerged. He held forth a steel cock enclosure. I quickly swung it open along its length, then snapped it shut around that already regrowing penis. The outer end hole allowed the cockhead to poke out, if it got big enough, while toward the inner end a hinged steel ring hung from the underside. I snapped and locked this around his scrotum. Essentially Patrick somehow wriggling out of the steel tube and wanking off in the dark was no longer a worry. I possessed the only key, and that hung on a chain around my neck.

“I am your keyholder, Patrick. Your cock belongs to me. To use, or not, as I see fit.”

Patrick wrestled against the straps. “Fucking bitch!”

“Santo,” I said.

My slave stepped forward, in his hands was a full on leather hood, much more restrictive than the one Patrick wore at the recital.

Patrick just stared at it. His breathing got faster. He licked his lips. “Don’t, please…”

I nodded at Santo. He stood behind Patrick while I loosened the straps about his head. Santo pulled the leather prison down over Patrick. No eyeholes, just two small ringlets with tiny tubes for the nose and a very large, sewn in tube for the mouth. I positioned everything just so and Santo held it in place, hands on either side of Patrick’s quivering head. To tighten everything there was a zipper in back that would terminate at the base of the neck. I leaned forward and slowly drew it down, then secured a small padlock from the zipper’s ring to another one at the built-in neck collar just below.

“I know you can hear me in there, Patrick. You hide it but I know you don’t like these things. I heard you acted so casual about wearing one at the recital, but I know how you reacted when it came off, how you shook and gasped for air. I also watched on my phone how once Julia threatened you with one. Smart slave, you talked your way out of that. Well, there’s not going to be any of that here, for the hood or anything else. You can take it, boy. You can take it.” I caressed his leather covered head.

“Uueemmm,” he softly whined and started to tremble.

With a sudden, inner alarm I thought maybe this was too much for him to take for our first session. I couldn’t afford an out and out panic. So maybe I needed to compromise. The trick was not to make it seem like a compromise.

I squeezed his leather covered head between my hands. “It’s one or the other, Patrick,” I said to him through the leather. “Either you stay in that hood, or the hole. You tell me and maybe…maybe I’ll consider your request. Which one? Choose now!”

Patrick drew a deep breath through the mouth hole, already his saliva was working its way out of the tube.

I shouted, “Patrick!”

“ ‘he hoe! ‘he hoe!”

I held his head a moment longer. The trembling continued, but it didn’t worsen. Progress. Small and barely noticeable, but still there.

“Alright,” I said. “But you’re going to wear the hood on your way down there.”

Patrick whined again. Again I slapped him. The hood absorbed some of the shock but Patrick’s pathetic sounds stopped.

“Good boy,” I said. “Good boy.”

I released him from the chair, then secured him in the sturdy leather straps of a bodyharness. For good measure I hobbled his ankles with rope. He trembled the entire time, but didn’t whine again.

Down to the basement Santo led the way with a flashlight. If Patrick expected only one set of stairs he was probably surprised when we turned on a landing and descended another. At the third set the tremblings transformed to shudders and I’m sure he barely kept himself from pissing in fear. At last, surrounded by the smells of mold and mildew, Santo creaked open a door. Just inside the small space I removed the hood, but not the bodyharness, and shoved Patrick inside. He butted up against the far, concrete wall, next to a short, sturdy chain. At the end hung a steel collar and I locked that around his neck. Back at the door I took the flashlight from Santo and pointed it at my victim.

He stood there, shaking, one eye covered by his hair while the other peeked out wide, wild and wet.

“Please. Please, don’t,” he said in a tiny voice.

I slammed the door. The outside bolt slid across with a resounding, satisfying clang.

***

I gave Santo his orders for my afternoon tea and returned to the solarium. The interrogation chair had been removed, most likely thanks to Renata ordering her slave Blake to do so, and I sat at a small, round table in the center of all the plants in quiet contemplation.

One of the things about being a dom is that if you possess a certain ruthlessness, you can see your way clear to do a number things to your slave. Depending on your personal limits you can delve into what makes them tick, discover their real fears, and exploit them. But you also have to be careful not to take too much advantage of their vulnerabilities, because abuse is in no way sexy. So, yes, it’s a balancing act, one which I had done before, and which I did now with Patrick. No one had told me that he was afraid of the dark, and I mean total dark; so dark that you couldn’t tell the difference between your eyes being opened or closed. So when I slammed the cell door shut and heard a whimper, I suspected that I had struck gold. Only I didn’t know just how dangerous a vein it was, so I needed to proceed with care. I wanted more information on Patrick’s current state so I opened my phone and logged in to Renata’s vpn.

The whole estate was wired, but nothing was ever leaked out to the net. Given our lifestyle none of us could afford to take any chances, no matter how many times a potential slave was interviewed or how many waivers were signed. So, the cameras, the mic’s were insurance which, thankfully, hadn’t ever been needed to be talked about. It was something which allowed us to watch over our slaves, make sure no real harm befell them, and also kept a dom from overstepping. The cams were never turned off, and their quality was top of the line, especially the night vision option. No matter what, we could see and hear everything.

Like now. Patrick still stood in the corner, shaking, fighting to get his breath under control. I worried he might hyperventilate, but his breaths turned slow and steady. He licked his lips, got some courage and stepped away from the wall, one foot, then the other carefully poking out in the dark. The chain went taut, and suddenly Patrick discovered the boundaries of his world. He pulled with his neck against it in frustration but, even if his hands were free, there was no way he would roam further than the three feet afforded him. He couldn’t even sit down because the other end of the chain was welded to a heavy ring sunk into the wall above him. So he planted his feet against the wall, anything to dislodge the chain and thus win a round. Nothing doing. But something else was happening. Something subtle but for which I knew to look.

I zoomed in on his cock sheath, found that far from being flaccid, that wonderful tool had filled the steel tube. What’s more, the helmet poked out in all its rounded glory, the spermhole more than just a little slit.

Santo arrived and perfectly served the tea. His movements were sure, the tea poured to just the right level to allow for any additions of cream or honey. Several scones graced a small plate. An extra cup, saucer and plate were also placed in front of a second chair. These were reserved for Renata who was invited to join us, but I got the feeling she wouldn’t show up today. So it was just Santo and myself.

While pouring the cream and spooning the honey Santo craned his neck to get a look at Patrick.

“He’s a handsome young buck, I’ll give him that,” Santo said.

I glanced up at Santo. I nodded in agreement, then turned off the phone and motioned for him to join me at the table. Santo hesitated, not sure if he understood. I nodded at him again with an encouraging smile and pointed to the other chair. Santo took the seat and poured his own tea.

My chamomile was at just the right temperature and the scones were warm, the strawberry jam cold. Usually Santo was on his knees, mouth open for whatever scraps I might feed him, but today I desired to reward him. He had been a great help in keeping Patrick under control, so I gifted him the opportunity to join his Madame at an elegant, and intimate, occasion. But no plate for his own scone; I withdrew that and placed it under mine. He still would take whatever I fed him from my fingers. Oh, I so loved that mobile mouth of his…on my fingers, on my lips, on my pussy.

I spread the jam on a scone. “So, you think Patrick is handsome?”

“Yes. And he doesn’t even know it,” Santo replied, shaking his head.

I broke off a piece of the scone and gently placed it on Santo’s outstretched tongue. “Yes, Patrick has turned a few heads,” I said. “Feeling some competition?”

Santo chewed and swallowed, his eyes meeting mine. Once his mouth was clear he said, “If I have displeased you, Madame - “

“Oh, stop. Jealousy is so unsexy. But ever since I arrived you have been a little jumpy. Either Renata hasn’t done right by you, or maybe you’re unused to the clean desert air.”

“The warm wind here is certainly different than the cold one in Chicago.”

“It is at that. But I miss the Dark Club.”

Santo’s eyes fell. His hand ever so slightly gripped his tea cup.

“Now don’t be like that,” I said. “We met there.”

“Yes,” he said. “But sometimes I wish we had crossed paths elsewhere.”

Oh? This was new. “Where else would we have met? Thanksgiving dinner?”

Santo studied his tea. “Am I more than a fuck to you?”

Whoa. Just where was this coming from? His eyes raised and looked at mine. Normally I never would have permitted that, but I was the one who allowed him a chair at my table, so I had established the rules for this little scene. And putting him in the chair, almost on a par with me, indirectly declared that some of my usual discipline was relaxed. An action that gave me worry to possibly regret.

“You are my slave,” I said. “With all the duties and licenses that implies.”

Santo took a slow sip and deliberately placed the cup back on the small saucer. He said just as deliberately, “Yes, but what are those?”

Now I definitely didn’t like where this was going. I found this slave on the scrapheap at the Dark Club a little over a year ago. He had a rep for being either too rebellious or a limp dick. Oh, god, he was handsome, yes! But looks only got you so far. So when I leashed him and found an empty private room, I wanted to find out for myself. And when that mouth got into action, oh my goodness! I couldn’t believe it, and I couldn’t believe people talked trash of him. Yes, he was still a little rough around the edges, but I had hit the jackpot, and wanted to boast about it to my friends. So after some wild months and very intense training I sent him out here to Renata. She had hit a rough patch and I thought some expert licking might do her good. And maybe she might teach Santo a thing or two. Her initial reports rated Santo superior, so I couldn’t wait to see how he had developed. Yet, I remembered that although the reports were glowing, they came less often, and the details more scarce. I had put it down to resolving her troubles with Blake, or perhaps getting distracted by the boy now in the cellar. But now, it seems not everything was as I was led to believe. So what was this?

A sudden flash hit me. Blake. Could he somehow have poisoned Santo? Blake and Renata had been estranged, everyone knew that. He had even moved out on her. But no one had a clue as to the details. And now they were back together. What had Santo heard, and seen? And how had it affected him?

Santo said, “What I need to know is just where we stand with each other, beyond Madame and slave. I love serving you; nothing makes me feel more powerful than when you shudder in my arms. And yet, when a new cock comes along, you practically ignore me. Is this how things work? I think I’m owed more than that.”

Oh my god. What happened to him? I sent Santo out here and my reward is veiled demands? Had Renata granted concessions to Blake? The thought, and its implications, was almost too much to contemplate. And Santo had been around while all this was going on? No wonder he was getting uppity.

I fixed Santo with my best stare and put a bit of edge in my voice, just enough to tell him I was not pleased with this turn of topic. “Do you think you’re entitled to privileges?

Santo didn’t flinch. “I think that you haven’t taken me for granted, but the possibility exists.”

What? How dare he!

I clenched my teeth and hissed, “Out of that chair. Now. On your hands and knees. Stick your ass up. Way up.”

Santo propped an elbow on the table, the tips of a thumb and forefinger lightly rubbing pursed lips. He was actually considering whether he would obey?!

“Move!” I said.

At last he responded, but not like he rushed to do it. With each unhurried movement I ground my teeth and by the time Santo had assumed the position my blood boiled. Normally, if correction was called for, Santo would hang from the dungeon ceiling in my Chicago brownstone. But we weren’t there, and application of immediate punishment was required. Thankfully, everything I needed was already at hand.

I snatched the crop from the table and gave Santo a vicious backhanded swipe. He cried out, the pitch a little higher than usual, perhaps due to surprise at my fury. I sprang up and the sturdy chair toppled behind me with a thud. The crop swished through the air, punctuated with loud smacks on Santo’s ass. He jumped forward at each hit, but stayed well within range, perhaps battling two desires to run to safety and to endure the punishment. And I kept pouring it on; when one arm tired I swapped over to the other. Eventually, Santo’s ass sported several welts from the leather tongue, but also red stripes from the handle. I pride myself on my accuracy, but Santo’s arrogance had sent me into a blind rage! All I wanted was to strike that ass and I didn’t care what part of the crop turned it bright red.

Suddenly, I broke off but was still filled with rage. No. No, that wasn’t permitted. I had to stop. Had to get myself under control. Santo hadn’t spoken at all but I also took it as a point of pride that he never did. Yes, I was still angry. Aw, hell, I was fucking pissed! But that didn’t mean Santo didn’t deserve what he got, and what he still needed; a good thrashing, yet not necessarily from the crop.

I cast about. Damn, all the things I really wanted were in the dungeon or my room. But there was one thing here. I wasn’t sure if I would use it on Patrick or not. As things turned out he wilted rather quickly when I put his cock under lock and key, but just in case he didn’t I had hung from my belt a decent sized, black strap-on. After I returned to the solarium I had placed it across the back of my chair. Now the strap-on lay on the ground, the shaft sticking up in the air.

I admit I made a bit of a show putting on that thing. Santo needed to know just what was coming at him. I even had him add his spit to help lubricate it.

Taking a kneeling position behind him I removed his cloth of modesty to uncover those cock and balls. Then my hands spread those baby soft cheeks to expose that vulnerable anus. I paused, the shaft at the edge of entry.

“You know you deserve this,” I said.

“Yes, Madame,” Santo said. “I deserve this.”

His reply almost sounded too mechanical. But that didn’t stop me from shoving that black thing up his ass.

Santo jerked forward with every volatile thrust. The dildo plunged a quarter way, then half, then up to my hips. I went after him like a horny sailor with a whore who decided she hadn’t charged enough. Santo’s head flew up with every shove, his long hair flying like a horse’s mane. Timing my grab just right, I snatched that hair in my fist, pulling his head back, keeping it there while I drove him around the solarium. I was a cowgirl riding bareback on a bucking bronco and keeping my mount way past eight seconds. Santo grunted, then screamed with each thrust. He wriggled his hips, trying to shake me away, but I was locked in, one hand in his hair, the other raking his back until he almost bled. Go for it, girl!

“Ma-Madame! Oh, god!” I pulled back on his hair even more. His hands left the floor, flailed at the air, tried to reach around to me. “Madame, please!”

“Please what?” I shouted. “Please, treat you like the slut you are?”

“I am not a slut!”

“You’re whatever I make you! And right now you’re a slut. Say it!”

“I’m a slut!”

“Say it!”

“I’m a slut! I’m a slut! Slut slutslutslut…”

“That’s right. You’re my fucking slut, so don’t you get any big ideas you’re…any…more…than…that.” I drove the point home with four deep thrusts.

“M-Madame…please…don’t…make…me…”

Oh, shit! Heart pounding I broke off, letting loose his hair, pulling the dildo out and quickly backing away. I thought, Fuck, don’t say it. Don’t you fucking say it!

Santo’s lips were trying to speak. I beat him to it, but just barely.

“Go!” I said, and my arm swept out, pointing beyond the solarium. I tried to act imperious through my sudden fear, but my hand shook. I sure as hell hoped Santo didn’t see it. “Get out of my sight. Chain your collar to the wall in the dungeon.”

Santo had trouble catching his breath. He staggered to his feet and that cock of his… Oh, superb! I never complained about Santo’s size or thickness, and definitely not now… All thoughts of pure Patrick and his tool fled from my mind. This was a man!

He started to turn away, but then stopped and turned back. Grabbing my face in his hands he kissed me, long, hard and deep. I pushed against his broad shoulders but it was like trying to move a boulder. And then I found my arms encircling him, and he the same with me. We stood thus, drinking in each other’s essence. Warmth, then hot fire quickly overtook my pussy. Then another warmth; hot, sticky, liquid found the outside of my heaving belly. At last, we broke away from our kiss and I glanced down at my stomach, my shirt, the top of my pants.

Santo stepped back. His spermhole dripped with cum. Santo bowed. “As Madame commands,” he said. “I await her pleasure.”

I stood there. How dare he. But the fire. Oh, the fire.

***

After I was absolutely sure that Santo was all the way gone, I bolted from the solarium. I didn’t want anyone to see me like this. Like some claimed, marked up slut.

I needed to get my head right, so a change of dress would help. I made it to my room without anyone else seeing me and quickly stripped out of the soiled clothes. I rifled through my outfits and selected a leather one-piece that zipped from the small of my back all the way up to my neck in front. I kept the same boots and added a leather peaked cap. Considering on retaining, then tossing aside the crop, I coiled up my favorite whip, a six foot long piece of nasty that had brought more than one slave to their begging knees.

I burst from my room and spun around, swinging the whip overhead. It cracked like a shot, translating my anger into action. Damn right I was pissed off, but not so much at Santo, but at Renata.

Renata, you fucking bitch! Crack! What did you do to poison Santo? Crack! What the fuck -

“Mistress, are you well?”

I spun around. Who said that?

“Mistress? What is wrong?”

It was a woman. A dom, by her dress; opera length black leather gloves, purple corset with well-formed exposed breasts and knee high black boots. Yet, she did retain some modesty by wearing red panties to cover her pussy and ass. She was about my age, but her manner suggested an air of diffidence.

“Mistress, do you desire a slave to whip?”

I didn’t know her, but knew of her. We may not have met, but Renata had mentioned an associate of hers a few times. “You’re…Elizabeth.”

“Yes, Mistress. Betty to my friends.”

“Betty? Ah, yes, Betty Maguire.” I focused on her, pushing away thoughts of Santo’s escalating rebellion. “Renata speaks highly of you.”

“Mistress Renata is most kind, and a dear friend.”

“Yes, yes, I imagine so. As a friend, has she occasioned to speak of any recent dealings with a certain slave named Santo?”

She hesitated. “It would be disrespectful of me to relay a confidential utterance.”

“Yes, of course.” So, I wasn’t about to find out just what was going on here by a direct approach. At least, not with this one.

The silence lengthened.

“If Mistress does not wish for anything, I have a slave waiting…” She started to back away.

“You have a slave here? Is he in the process of being broken?”

“My slave is a woman, Mistress. I am considering having her broken, but I am unsure.”

“Yes, such a thing sometimes leads to a bonding. A step not lightly made.”

“And getting broken is not for every slave,” Betty said. “It is hard to tell which way to go with a slave. Some crave it, even need it. For others it is the worst thing. Only how do you tell?”

I liked this woman Betty. She was thoughtful, which often translated into quality domination. Renata told me that Betty had handled Blake and Patrick pushing her slave’s limits quite well. And Renata had also told me at length about how Patrick impressed her during that encounter, how well he took direction. So I had reviewed his training sessions. It was plain he had almost unlimited potential, but still needed development. And the obvious best way for him was he needed to be broken; something to which none of the mistresses-in-training who had demonstrated their abilities on him could bring themselves to accomplish. Brooke possessed the most potential, but needed an advanced guiding hand like mine. Yet Betty was more experienced but also required some more training. I sensed she would make a good protégé.

Well, alright then, I thought. If you’re going to do it, then do it. “If you’re not sure if breaking is what your slave needs then perhaps I might be of help. I am going to break a slave. Bring yours to the sessions. By her reactions you’ll know.”

“Really? Mistress is most generous.”

“Ah, but it does come with a price. You will assist me. That way you’ll find out if breaking a slave is also right for you.”

She tensed. I could tell by how her back straightened, how her legs came just a little closer together, almost as if she were a soldier awaiting orders, orders that she hadn’t expected, yet would delight in carrying out. “Mistress honors me.”

“Oh, no, no, no,” I said, and stepped closer. I took her hands in mine, felt the suppressed, quivering excitement. “My name is Odelle. And with your permission I will call you Betty, as a friend and equal. And together we will show these slaves just how unequal they are.”

***

My new friend Betty and I had made a couple of little detours on the way to Santo in the dungeon; first to gather up her little snatch of a slave pussy, then the new cock I had thrown in solitary. Patrick had blinked at the sudden light and quickly backed up against the concrete wall. A short time in the dark made him pliable, but I still needed to coax him into my waiting hands.

“C’mon, Patrick,” I said, with a gentle sweetness. “C’mon, baby.” I approached him slowly, careful that he didn’t piss himself in fear. “That’s a good boy. Good boy.” Patrick took a hesitant step forward, then another. His cock had deflated and retreated back inside the steel sheath, but I knew it would soon grow again. This boy was just full of cum waiting to shoot forth. And, my god, the fright in his eyes made him even more beautiful. They were a pair of shiny, liquid pools that I craved to drink. Did he have any clue of the power he wielded?

And then, in just an eyeblink, I almost lost him.

Betty stepped into the cell, her Laura hovering behind at the end of a chain, tightly gagged and tied up. Patrick scurried back into a corner, covered in shadow except for his quaking legs.

“What is this?” I said, for the second time in a day thrown off my game. “Patrick, come here! Come here!”

Patrick didn’t say anything; he just shrunk even farther in to the shadows.

“It’s me,” Betty said. “He’s seen me as a dom before, but not like this.” She gestured to her outfit, her exposed breasts.

Some other dom would have treated this as a setback, an obstacle to overcome. But I tried to see beyond that, at how this might turn to my advantage. Betty scared the shit out of this boy, and not because of what she had done, but what she might do, of what she represented to him. “Then you do it,” I said. “He’ll respond to you.”

“But he’s your slave.”

“And I want him in the dungeon, but I don’t want all his energy wasted in trying to get there. Go on. Let me see you work.”

Betty slowly handed Laura’s leash off to me. As she approached Patrick I took control of Laura, my hand on the leash just beyond her collar ring. I jerked her close, so that only she could hear what I said. “You might think that you’ve almost captured your mistress with your potent spells of submission, but I’m going to show her that you’re nothing but a cunt.”

Laura’s eyes widened and she tried pulling back on the leash, but my grip was tight and I drew her even closer. As Betty started her beguilement of Patrick I slowly licked Laura’s rounded apple cheek. Instead of squealing or trying to pull away again, Laura sighed and her legs went weak. With both hands on the leash I jerked her back upright, then quickly pushed a finger into her twat. Soon, she stood on her tiptoes, legs tight and straight.

“That’s a good girl,” I whispered. “Good little cunt.” Slowly I withdrew my finger, then just as slowly, placed it inside my mouth. My lips encircled it and bit by bit I licked away Laura’s pussy juice. She tasted divine.

In the meantime, Betty gradually approached Patrick, like she stalked some kind of wild prey and not a chained up slave.

“Now, Patrick,” she said. “You know me. Listen, Patrick. I’m going to unlock you from the wall. That’s all. Just take that heavy chain from your neck. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Her hands crept up. Patrick stood frozen, his breathing again gone shallow. Betty unlatched the chain and it lightly rattled against the concrete wall. The gloved hands descended, rested on Patrick’s shoulders.

“There. Now isn’t that nicer?” she said. “Easy, baby, easy.” Patrick’s breathing slowed down, but the fright in his eyes remained. “How about this cock tube? You want that off too, right? Maybe, just maybe, if you ask your Madame real nice, she’ll take it off. Go on, ask her.”

Patrick stepped into the light, looked at me and swallowed. “Ma-Madame. Madame, may I please… Will you please take…take…”

He was really trying. I had thrown a lot at him already, and he was well on his way to being broken, but breaking a slave comes in stages. As a dom you temporarily stop pressing and they think that’s as far as things will go, and then you show them you haven’t even yet really begun. So, with that in mind, I handed Patrick’s key over to Betty. She held it up, glinting in the light from outside the cell, then carefully reached down and released the lock. The ring opened from around the balls. The tube flipped up and lay in Betty’s gloved hand.

“Now, you’ll behave, won’t you, Patrick?” Betty said. “Because if you don’t…” She snapped the tube shut just in front of his nose.

“Yes! Yes! I’ll be good. I’ll be good. I promise.”

“Good. You’re such a good slave,” Betty said. She stroked his cheek, ran her fingers through his hair. “Now, you’re going to show your Madame Odelle just how good you are. You’re going to follow me out of here. No chain, no leash to pull you. C’mon, now.”

I pushed Laura backward and together we gave them space at the door. Betty strode halfway out, then stopped and turned. Patrick remained planted in the cell.

“Come along, Patrick,” Betty said, amiably.

“I c-c- can’t…”

Instead of storming back inside, Betty just said one word, “Why?”

“Because…Because I’m…scared.”

Betty nodded. She stepped back inside a foot or two. “Good, you should be. You’re going to be broken. Do you know what that means? If you don’t then it’s better to find out yourself instead someone just telling you. But you are a brave young man. I knew it the moment you walked into the office. Don’t prove me wrong.”

Brilliant! Just the right amount of coaxing…and threat.

She held out a hand. Patrick gulped, but his feet shuffled forward until he stood next to Betty. She patted him on the head and in response Patrick gave a hint of a nervous smile as if to ask, “Did I do good?”

Betty reached behind and gave him a good swat on the ass.

“Now, obey my order. Follow me.”

Betty’s quick stride left no doubt that she fully expected Patrick to tag along. He did. Like a puppy.

***

I had to hand it to Santo, he did exactly as I had ordered. He was indeed chained to the wall, waiting on the pleasure of his Madame. But his arrogantly crossed arms fell when, after I entered, so did Laura on her leash right behind me. Betty followed, and after her came Patrick. Santo backed up and slid down the wall, like a deflating balloon. If he was guessing why I had taken so long to arrive, there was no doubt now. And now he probably worried that his cock had shot its last wad of the day. Good, let him.




Chapter Eight

Five days I lived in a cell, for the most part banished because Odelle’s anger still hadn’t run off from the tea and punishment scene in the solarium. I witnessed the beginning of Patrick’s first full on session with Odelle, then she ordered me away. Mistress Elizabeth led me to a cell, locked my collar to a chain and left. In the distance I could hear an occasional scream from Patrick. But Odelle did spare me some of her precious time. Over the days she came by and whipped my back, sat on my cock, rode me like beast. And I responded. We hardly said a word to each other, just animalistic grunts as she drove me around the cell with her whip or sudden explosions of passion as I held her tight in my arms. Afterwards, we would pass out on the thin cot, awakening as the sun rose.

Two small windows allowed minimal light. One was very high, which looked out on to the scrub and sparse brush of the desert. To see out I had to balance on the cot and twist the collar chain just right. My eyes could barely reach the window sill. The other was in the door; a small, square opening that allowed partial sight of comings and goings. But even with these restrictions, I still saw plenty from both windows.

My first night there Patrick’s screams eventually stilled, and soon after the hallway echoed with the rattle of chains. I strained my neck against the collar and the short metal leash. Odelle propelled Patrick, her fingers firmly entwined in a headharness. Its myriad, thin leather straps covered his head almost as well as a hood, yet his tousled hair fell this way and that. His white eyes stood out against the black leather while a wide panel gag covered his lower face. Various bright red whip marks stood out along his chest, stomach and legs. Chains rattled from mincing steps as his ankles sported leather cuffs. A cod piece hid his cock, a large bulge showing to all that Patrick’s tool underneath was engorged. Odelle steered him to the cell opposite mine.

“You did well, for a first day,” she said. “But you slipped up on your voice protocol. If you’re going to call me a bitch, then it’s Madame Bitch.”

Patrick “grrr”ed through the gag. His arms strained against the leather straps that kept his wrists and arms tied tight in back.

Odelle grabbed him by the chin. “You want to go back to your solitary cell? Maybe I should toss you in there. Leave you alone in the darkness. You were a blubbering mess after only a few hours. I’ll throw you down there and we can just start all over, after three or four days. Imagine how pliable you’ll be then.”

Patrick shook his head. “Uhrn uh! Uhrn uh!”

Odell grabbed his crotch and Patrick rose up on his toes. She said, “Then don’t give me a reason.”

Patrick whined as the thought of going back to that deep, dark cell pushed all his buttons. And in Patrick’s fear Odelle smiled, her cheeks flushing in his terror. I knew that reaction, knew that Odelle’s pussy started to run wet, the heat between her legs lighting her up like a slow burn. She slowly ran her hands across Patrick’s bare shoulders, down his chest. Her arms wrapped around his waist, drawing him to her, so that his cock bulge pressed against her stomach. Odelle’s legs separated and she rubbed her leather panted crotch against Patrick’s thigh, like a cat claiming its territory. Patrick began to respond in kind, his own hips starting to grind but suddenly Odelle pushed him away. Patrick staggered back, confusion and hurt in his eyes. With little effort Odelle shoved him into the cell, throwing a bolt and locking the door. One eye and a small portion of Patrick’s face appeared at the door’s window accompanied by soft mewlings.

“Oh, you won’t starve,” Odelle said. “Mistress Elizabeth’s slave Laura will bring you something. You follow all her directions, even if she is gagged. Who knows, maybe she’ll even untie you for the night.” Odelle slammed a hand near the tiny window and Patrick jumped back, disappearing into the shadows.

“And now you,” Odelle said and turned on me. “Back up. Back up!”

I couldn’t move fast enough. I was barely halfway across the small space as the door crashed open and remained that way. Odelle stormed in, whip held high.

“You think you can make demands on me?” she yelled. The whip flew. A loud swish, then that distinctive leather smack against naked flesh. I cried out, turned away, but the whip’s fire still rained on my back. Odelle spun me around, opened me up, and the whip scored my chest, my stomach. My hands covered my cock and balls. Odelle slapped them away, yet no leather touched my most sensitive bits. A dim part of me took comfort that at least she still maintained some kind of control. Yet, she marked me elsewhere like some kind of wild beast that needed bringing to heel.

She threw the whip aside and pointed to the cot. “Get over there. Now!”

The chain was just barely long enough for me to lie down as it strained my neck collar. I scurried over, but didn’t fully stretch out; instead I half-curled into a protective ball.

Odelle’s face was more flushed than ever, her dilated pupils shone. I had never known Odelle to do drugs, but then SM is its own special high, and she was flying. Those eyes traveled down to my erect cock. With dignity but also without wasted motion Odelle stripped. Her nipples pointed outward and her pussy juices glistened.

She jumped on the cot and we wrestled like two sex starved creatures. Her mouth found mine, tongue invading my mouth. My cock filled her pussy and together we rode each other nearly to oblivion. I flipped her on her back, leveraged those shapely legs in the air and drove as deep as ever. Her nails raked my back and I screamed in pain, yet didn’t pull out. My hands gripped that spread out reddish-brown hair and held her head down, kept her face clear so that I could witness that unique combination of pain and pleasure in a woman. My mouth found hers, then my lips skipped down to her left nipple, then the right, suckling, nibbling. I partially straightened, my hips grinding, seeking to ever deeper plunge my cock into her.

Her fingers found my collar, and I was suddenly pulled down, almost nose to nose with Odelle. Teeth gritted, eyes aflame, she growled deep in her throat. I gave her another thrust, deeper and harder than all the others, and then my jism shot out, hot and heavy, like I hadn’t experienced since my last time with her back home in Chicago. Like when I was her only slave and she kept me close lest anyone steal me away.

Odelle’s eyes rolled up into her head, her mouth went slack, then her throat muscles visibly tightened as her silent scream foretold of another, longer, more vibrant one to follow. Everyone in that desert house had to have heard Odelle’s passionate release. Three times she let loose, her violent shakes my intangible trophy of a brief conquer. Yet, I still wore her collar, and would continue to do so because I had no choice. I loved her.

And so we lay in each other’s arms, spent. Through slitted eyes I caught Patrick at his door’s window. The little fucker had probably seen everything. I almost wanted to say to him, Yes, I am a broken slave. And because of that, I am stronger.

***

Three more days dragged by. Odelle turned most of her attentions to Patrick, but I still got her after she threw him back in his cell. Each night she went after me like I was the one who had done everything wrong, like I deserved punishment for Patrick’s shortcomings. At least, I assumed he messed up, but from what I saw before Odelle slammed the door on him Patrick was slowly breaking down. The first day, even though he was marked up from Odelle’s whip he still could stand and walk. On the second day tear streaks were plain on his face and his legs trembled. The third he shuffled forward, slightly bent over, like his crotch was hurting, yet I couldn’t detect any leftover scrotum stretching or penis welts. On the fourth Odelle and Mistress Elizabeth lugged him back. A naked Laura ran ahead of them and opened the cell, my first real look at her since the dinner and recital. She was most definitely a milf, with the emphasis on the last letter. Without pause Odelle and Elizabeth got Patrick inside and dumped him on the floor. He wasn’t tied, but his arms and legs were so limp it didn’t matter. Before she could get out Mistress Elizabeth slammed the door in Laura’s face.

“Betty, what are you doing?” Odelle asked. She gripped her whip tight in both hands. Already I lovingly dreaded that thing’s sadistic kiss. Odelle had taken a step toward my cell, but Elizabeth’s action of locking Laura inside with Patrick distracted her. “He’s in no shape for a pussy.”

“Maybe not, but he has proven himself a randy thing,” Elizabeth said. She turned back to a frightened Laura and spoke to her. All I could make out was something about watching over Patrick. Making sure he got a good night’s sleep. Laura didn’t reply. Elizabeth turned her back on the slave and strutted away. Laura pressed her face against the opening, keeping Mistress Elizabeth in sight until she turned a corner at the far end of the hall.

Laura’s gaze shifted to us as she witnessed Odelle’s and mine latest fuck. Afterwards, deep in the night, it was my turn to watch, or more like listen, as Laura expended the bare last of Patrick’s energy and made sure he got a good night’s sleep.

***

The fifth day I stood on my cot, stared out the back window.

When I awoke a thin beam of sunlight filtered through the floating motes. The early morning air wasn’t frigid, but it was cool while the sparse dust danced in and out of the light. What got my eyes open was not the new day, or even the cool temperature, but sounds of feet outside and the crack of a whip. After my arrival to Renata’s realm I soon discovered that, when you’re not crying out under Madame’s scourge, things in the desert are quiet. Coming from a big city, I kind of freaked out the first few nights at how silent everything was, but soon got used to it and wondered if I could ever go back to the urban hustle and bustle. Things were so different living in a secluded location in the desert, when anything that made a noise was cause to take notice; a bird calling in the sky, a snake slithering and hissing along the ground, or a loud crack of a whip.

I stood precariously on my perch, my eyes on a level with the rough concrete hole that served as a window. About a foot wide and high there were no bars, so my view, such as it was, was unimpeded, but depending on the angle extremely limited. Like now. Booted, spiked heels strode into view, followed by a pair of man’s legs. These feet were also booted, but with flat heels, and the tops only ankle high.

“Alright, Patrick,” Odelle said. “You’ve been begging for some outdoor time. Now you’ve got it. Back to work.”

Patrick mewled. In an instant he fell to his knees, head bowed on Odelle’s boots. He wore the usual headharness, but the panelgag was traded out for a bitgag, set deep in his mouth. Patrick’s lips stretched back, his teeth exposed as they chomped down on the rubber. His arms were secured tight in a black armbinder, the leather somewhat dusty but doing its job. I couldn’t see any cock sheath, but as Odelle’s boots casually walked around Patrick and he shifted to follow her, I discovered his balls hung free.

“Don’t you want to stay outside?” Odelle said. “Don’t you want to enjoy the wilds of nature? Show me how much.”

Patrick’s tongue somehow found its way past the bitgag and started licking Odelle’s boots. She allowed this for a moment, then one of the boots flipped him on his side. It was so easily done, as she had done to me many times before, and now to Patrick, that it was almost a ritual. Patrick didn’t resist, perhaps knowing that if he didn’t comply things would take a harder turn. The boy was learning.

I caught a full frontal of him as he laid there, his eyes only on Odelle. His cock was ramrod hard, but I knew Odelle wouldn’t be happy with just that. She had a mind to push this boy beyond what he had already endured, and make him pay for the Laura’s fuck.

“Did you enjoy that little pussy last night?” Odelle said, her boots resuming their stroll around Patrick. “I didn’t think you deserved it, but Mistress Elizabeth insisted. Not as any reward to you, of course. She needed to teach Laura a lesson; that she will give her slave to whomever she wants, whenever she wants. Just like I’ll do with you someday. Or not. It all depends.”

Odelle’s whip descended, a nine foot long dressage number. It belonged to Madame Renata and many were the times I felt its bite while hooked up to a pony cart. Renata and I would go for long jaunts on her property, me pulling, she riding. And more than once she rode my cock, a blanket spread underneath us while puffy clouds lazily rolled by overhead. But that wasn’t going to be Patrick’s fate today.

“Get up. Get up!” Odelle grabbed Patrick by the headharness and he staggered to his feet. At this new angle I could see most of their bodies. Patrick was indeed almost entirely naked, while Odelle had returned to her ponymistress outfit the day Patrick had arrived. She hooked a long lead to the side ring of the headharness, then backed up quite a distance from his left side. The lead in one hand, in the other she brought the dressage whip high in the air. It landed at Patrick’s feet. He jumped.

“Move,” Odelle called. “Move! Let me see you strut.”

Patrick shuffled forward, his gait uncertain.

“Not like that!” Again the whip flew, this time coming down on Patrick’s shoulder. “Get those legs up. Up! I want those knees at least waist high. Do it!”

Patrick complied, but I could tell it was already a struggle for him. As he circled around Odelle his form was sloppy, and he wasn’t even pointing his toes. Odelle wouldn’t stand for that.

“Needs work,” she said. “Ok, now trot. Come on, boy, pick it up. That’s better. Let me see those strong legs pump. That’s it, keep going. Tick, tick,” she clicked her tongue. “Tick, tick.”

Patrick was more in his element now, but Odelle was going to push him.

“Canter. Canter! Don’t tell me you don’t know what that is! Stop. Stop!” Odelle jerked the lead. She pulled him to her, grabbed him by the headharness. “Don’t play dumb,” she snarled. “You watched Mistress Elizabeth do this to Laura two days ago. You know perfectly well how to canter. Or do you need to be shown again? Because if you do, you owe me big time.”

Patrick stood still, then in spite of Odelle’s grip, his head lowered and he sniffled a couple of times.

“Goddammit,” Odelle said. She threw Patrick aside. He fell to the ground, again on his side, facing my window. She wrapped the lead around his ankles, then tied the end to the other headharness cheek ring on the opposite side of his head. Odelle made sure the head was pulled back, way back, exposing Patrick’s neck in a strict hogtie. She left him there.

I gazed at Patrick, remembering how Odelle treated me when I was slow to learn. Yes, things got rough, but I never felt in danger. I wondered how Patrick felt now, did he…

“Slave! Slave, wake up. Wake up,” Odelle called and her boots rapidly click-clicked along the hard floor. My door flew open and there stood Odelle, in all her furious glory.

“Wake - Oh, you are. Humph. You’re up early after our late night… Oh, I get it. Thought you’d get in a little voyeur today? Get down from there. I want you outside.” She gently helped me down from my perch. Odelle’s sudden change didn’t fool me. I knew why she was here. She could have played rough with our current little scene in the cell, but gentleness can sometimes get what’s needed. And I welcomed it, even if things would later get tough. “I want you at your best, my precious Santo. Show that little cock out there why you’re so good.”

She kissed me. A spell I couldn’t resist.

***

“Strut, strut. Good, Santo. Good boy.”

I brought my knees up, almost to my chest. Alternating booted feet pointing down to the ground, I traversed a slow circle. Odelle smiled. Patrick looked on from his hogtie, his eyes flicking from me to Odelle and back.

Odelle took me through all the modes; walk, trot, canter and gallop. Drool fell from my chin. Sweat beaded my brow, but I kept my head high. The only time Odelle used the dressage whip was when she called out the different gaits. I thought, Yeah, watch me Patrick, my boy. This is how it’s done.

Odelle called out, “Whoa. Whoa.” I slowed at her voice and the gentle pull on my lead. She came over and patted me affectionately on the ass. A squirt bottle, its plastic straw raised to my bitgagged separated lips provided needed water. Odelle made sure I got what I needed, but not too much. My day was far from over.

She untied Patrick, brought him to my right and clipped a short, leather thong to my rightside headharness cheek ring, while the other end was clipped to Patrick’s left. Odelle then stood in the center of the circle, the main lead from my other cheek ring in hand.

“Santo, you’re lead. Patrick, pay attention. Do what Santo does. Tick tick,” and clicked her tongue twice. She shook the lead and we were off.

We started at a walk, then proceeded through each gait at Odelle’s commands. Patrick mimicked me well, even if his knees couldn’t go as high as mine in the strut mode. A little more work would fix that, Patrick just needed guidance. Yet, after our fourth or fifth trip around the circle, Patrick’s performance underwent a subtle change. He no longer lagged behind in his steps, now they were even with mine, or maybe just a tiny bit ahead. This kid learned fast. But what had brought on this newfound energy?

As we turned back toward the house I found the answer. Mistress Elizabeth stood in front of my small window. She was dressed much like Odelle, tight white jodhpurs, black boots, and a light blue shirt with short, black gloves. Beside her Laura sat on folded up legs, wearing her own ponygirl regalia. Unlike us ponyboys, Laura sported a purple plume atop her head. As we rounded the bend in front of them I felt a slow tug on the strap between us as Patrick kept them in his sights. I gave a sharp pull back and forced Patrick to look forward. I was lead pony after all. It happened again when we came back around, and this time I really gave the strap a jerk. Patrick lost his footing and down he went, taking me with him. I didn’t land fully on top of him, but as we toppled a lot of dust flew.

Odelle stood in front of us, gloved fists on hips. She shook her head. “And you were doing so nice. Ah, well, it looks like the rack for you both.”

“Hold on, Odelle,” Mistress Elizabeth said. “Maybe you just need a change of pony. Patrick has shown he can do well, with the right incentive.”

“Your ponygirl instead of Santo?”

“Why not? She’s trained. Not as highly as Santo, but she’s no beginner. And the rubbing of ponygirl flesh against him might just be the motivation Patrick needs.”

“Or totally distract him.” Odelle glanced down at us. We were still a bit entangled. “Alright, Betty. Let’s give it a try. But she better have some stamina. I’m not entirely pleased with Patrick’s performance so far, and if I have to, I’ll run him into the ground. And that goes for anyone else hooked up to him.”

“Laura will not disappoint,” Elizabeth said. “In the meantime, I’ll take Santo. He looks like he’s spoiling for an extended run.”

Odelle laughed. “Oh, is that what this is all about? Why didn’t you just say so in the first place? Fine, let’s get the cart.”

They wheeled it around the house’s corner. Both ladies laughed at some private joke which only continued when they found Patrick and I still snarled on the ground. With care they separated us, then hooked me up to the cart, my arms still encased in a strict armbinder, while Laura took my old position as lead next to Patrick. Mistress Elizabeth took the cart’s seat, grabbed her dressage whip and snapped it once over my head.

“Yah!” she cried.

I took off like a thoroughbred. Mistress Elizabeth steered me around in a tight circle, getting used to the reins and my gait. Whenever we spun back around to the house, I found Patrick’s eyes were always on Mistress Elizabeth, that cock of his pointed right at her.

“Yah!” Elizabeth cried out again.

A slow tug on the left rein straightened out my course and we headed out through the sand and scrub.

“That’s it, you got him!” Odelle called after us. “Have fun, Betty!”

Again the whip snapped overhead and my legs worked like pistons. The soft ground slowed me down, but I still gave Mistress Elizabeth all I had. By the time she pulled back on the reins the house was barely in sight. She directed me around a tall bush and we were hidden from view. Occasionally a call from Odelle exhorting the other ponies floated our way.

Elizabeth jumped off the cart. She unhitched me but left all the other tack in place. From the cart seat she threw a thick blanket over one shoulder, gathered up my reins. “C’mon, let’s cool you off.”

Her hand dove to my crotch, caressed my tight balls, loosened them up, then stroked my cock. I was still panting a little, but my cock responded. She withdrew her hand and my cock somewhat deflated.

Elizabeth smiled. “Just wanted to make sure you weren’t all run out. Let’s go, boy.”

She led the way further into the brush. How far did Mistress Renata’s estate extend? Sure, this was the desert, and land was cheap, but how long until we crossed over to someone else’s property? Whenever Madame Renata took me out that never seemed to be an issue, and it apparently wasn’t one now. We walked for about fifteen, twenty minutes. By then the sweat had cooled on my body, and my cock responded to Mistress Elizabeth’s rocking hips, her sashaying ass cheeks under those tight pants. I blew my lips from around the bitgag, pawed at the ground.

She looked over her shoulder. “Easy, boy. We’re almost there.”

Just another couple of minutes and she directed me to a tall brush with overhanging branches. The ground was still cool from the previous night. Elizabeth unhurriedly spread out the blanket, then removed her gloves, shirt, boots and pants. I remembered how she looked partially undressed at Jean’s restaurant, Padereaux, and now I got the whole package. She certainly wasn’t any young ingénue, but she was beautiful. A full woman. And with care yet full of confidence, she removed my headharness, kissed me slow and hot, then pulled down on my collar, leading the way as she lay on her back. “Kiss my pussy,” she said, and then laughed. “And don’t spare the horses.”

I lapped at her waters, my tongue and lips drinking of her bounty. She moaned as I made sweet delight of her most vulnerable womanhood, took her in my mouth, brought her to the edge, then backed away only to build her up again, once more teetering on the point of bliss. A final flick of my oral tool sent her soaring and screaming far, far into the nether world of ecstasy. She grabbed my head, threatening to squeeze until I cracked. Her legs shook against the ground as if in death throes, yet I didn’t withdraw. She exploded in my mouth with all her being, with all her essence. And I held her there, prolonged the sweet torment until at the last, spent, her body gave way, limp. The only sound her tortured breaths.

I rested my head on her heaving stomach. Her hands still encircled my head, but the fingers were gentle now as they twined through my hair. Finally, as she recovered, Mistress Elizabeth pushed me back, indicating to rise on my knees. I did, and she found my cock fully erect.

“You just don’t give a poor girl a break, do you?” she said.

“I can’t, Mistress,” I said, “because you, and Odelle, and Renata, and all the others, won’t give me any.”

“And that’s how it should be,” she said. She held her arms up toward me, motioning to approach with her hands. “Come to me, you wonderful man. Receive your mistress’s full gratitude.”

She lifted her pussy and I took her like a lion gorging on a kill. My cock speared her and she screamed, legs wrapped around my hips. My lips, still wet with her juices, found hers and my tongue dove deep. Once more I delivered her to the heights, yet not as high as before. No, this one was mine, and I took what was freely offered, my cock heat mixing with her pussy fires so that we were just little more than panting animals in the brush. And then I shot into her, my jism flooding her, leaving my mark that this woman, in this moment, belonged to me.

And then I collapsed.

Lying there like that, time stands still. My only regret was that I could not hold her in my arms, but she held me in hers. The sun slowly took away our cool shade and Mistress Elizabeth stirred. She asked, not ordered, if I was strong enough to pull the cart. I nodded, my pride at stake, but also I was really up to the job. We stood. Before placing the headharness back around me, she kissed me again. Then hesitated. She wanted to say something more.

“What is it, Mistress?” I said. “You can speak freely. I swear never to betray a confidence.”

“It’s…It’s Patrick,” she said. “He needs help.”

I felt my eyebrows kneading in a quizzical frown. “The boy? But he is doing so well.”

“No. It’s not that. It’s just…he needs an angel.”

In a flash I got it. Mistress Elizabeth wanted someone to look out for Patrick. She couldn’t do it. And Renata, because of her uneasy getting back together with Blake, was a non factor. And the other mistresses in training, Julia, Brooke and the others, weren’t up to the job. So that left me. And maybe Blake? He was protective of the boy at the dinner and recital. I made a mental note to include him. But how best to protect Patrick? What method? Then, I thought of the one thing that leveled the playing field between all of us. One of us would need to approach Patrick when the time was right. But when that would be, I couldn’t say.

“I will do my best, Mistress Elizabeth.”

“Betty,” she said. “When we’re alone, call me Betty.”

***

I sat on my ass, collared and chained against the wall; perfect place for a front row seat of Patrick’s latest ordeal.

That poor boy really had no idea what he had gotten himself into. Oh, sure, he was doing well, and had heard what Odelle said would happen when he was strapped to the chair in the solarium. Not even after Odelle zipped and locked that hood around him that day did he suspect something was different. I don’t think it really dawned on him even after he was left alone in that completely dark cell that he so obviously feared, that he was on a collision course for the complete breaking of his spirit. Odelle had done so most efficiently to me. Just like with Patrick I was told everything beforehand, and she did each one of them. In the end I became her willing slave, having at last found a mistress, an owner of a Madame, that knew all my tricks. She even pretended to let me get away with some of them, but in the end always brought down a just punishment. And because Odelle always caught me, unlike all the other mistresses who said they would be wise to my scams, because I couldn’t hide anything from her, I danced to her tune. My slave rules were strict, and Odelle knew I needed them like that. Oh, sure, once in a while things would loosen up, but only because we both needed a little break from the intensity. As time went on, I learned her moods, and she mine, so that we arrived at a, well not “comfortable” state, because that implies an almost laziness, but a relaxed system. Subtle signs we each would give the other as to what was needed, or what was coming. We never had any misfirings, until that day in the solarium, after Patrick was locked away. I really couldn’t blame Odelle for her reaction of my trying to define our relationship in different terms. I hadn’t given any indication that I had wanted something more, nor had I thought of such until I saw the same things she did to Patrick as she did to me when we got together that first night at the Dark Club. But, still, the way she reacted almost made me…I had almost invoked…

I didn’t want to think about that. Months ago, when Odelle sent me away, to this desert prison, I was angry, but I obeyed. Mistress Renata was dominant, in her own way, but she was also sad. Then Blake came by to pick up a few of his things and I understood. Odelle sent me here to be not only trained by Renata, but also to give her some slave flesh as a comfort in a trying time. Realizing that, my anger had run off, and I took pride that my Madame Odelle had seen fit to give me to Mistress Renata. But things between Blake and Renata were far from finished. Something occurred between them and the issue was far from resolved. More than once Renata would drive into the city, then return hours later. One time her eyes were puffy and red, like she had just barely stopped crying. Another instance, as I awaited her in the solarium, I could hear Renata and Blake shouting at each other. I couldn’t make out the words but I got the feeling that Renata had crossed some kind of line. Curiosity got the better of me and I quietly shuffled into the hall. Blake burst from Renata’s private chamber, the last of his things he kept there cradled in his arms, and we nearly ran into each other. Both of us stepped back in surprise. I had already seen him at a medium distance a couple of times, but his look at me indicated that, even if he had seen me before, he hadn’t really given me much notice. Now, he did. But I didn’t sense resentment at my taking his place. Instead, he stepped forward and whispered.

“Don’t let Madame Renata just run over you,” he said. His use of her title sounded forced, almost unnatural, like he hadn’t said it in a long time. “You have the ultimate power.” Then he was gone.

A brief encounter, yet what Blake said echoed in my mind long afterwards. After that, Mistress Renata and I didn’t get together for several days. When we did she used me well, my back was well striped, and my mouth got a real workout. Oh, she tasted so good! And when she came, either from my mouth or from my cock, her screams were not so much of ecstasy, but of bottled up pain. I wanted to comfort her, tell her things were alright, but I held back. Whatever was going on was between her and Blake. I was a distraction, sure, but with my consent. So I played my part and learned my lessons. Mistress Renata was an excellent teacher, but what Blake said haunted my thoughts. Odelle had already broken me and, although we weren’t formally bonded, we were as close as you could get without that. Still, would Renata try to steal me away from Odelle? I wondered if Renata would shake off this thing with Blake and suddenly realize she wanted my slave flesh for herself. But that didn’t happen, although Renata eventually did become the dom that Odelle had told me about. Her eyes pierced, her voice commanded, and her fist gripped like iron, but not as tight as Madame Odelle’s.

Patrick was now within that grip of Odelle’s, on the threshold of his crossing over. Mistress Elizabeth and her slave, Laura, were also present, but it was Odelle who commanded center stage. Odelle turned her attention squarely on Patrick and grabbed him by the front of the neck. He gasped and, at last, perhaps, he began to realize just what he had gotten himself into.

“You’re my slave,” Odelle said. “Say it. Say it!”

“I…I’m…your…slave.” Patrick choked out the words.

Odelle’s stranglehold loosened. “Alright, then,” she said. “Let’s see if you can finally live up to all the hype.”

She didn’t quite break him that day, although Patrick took a lot. Odelle strung him up so that his toes were just above the floor. A ringgag opened his mouth and Odelle ordered him to stick out his tongue. It crept out, like a shy creature, then became ensnared between two thin pieces of wood. Odelle placed rubber bands at each end of the wood pieces so that Patrick couldn’t draw the tongue back inside, nor could he talk except for grunts issued from the back of his throat. She hefted her whip, then spun Patrick around like a top.

She grinned and said, “Let’s go, boy.”

The whip flew, a nasty piece of six foot leather that had bitten into my back on a regular basis and now marked Patrick all over. And when the rope overhead had wound tight, it uncurled and sent Patrick spinning in the other direction. But Odelle didn’t just flail out and randomly strike Patrick, she timed her strokes so that there was hardly a part of him that didn’t sport her red marks. When Odelle finished even each of his palms showed a single red line.

“Now you just stay there, slut,” Odelle said. She lowered him until his feet were flat on the floor and removed the wooden sticks, but she left in the ringgag.

Odelle turned away, focusing on Mistress Elizabeth and her slave. The little piece of submissive pussy also hung well off the floor, while Elizabeth applied a wooden clothespin zipper. Laura wasn’t gagged, but she might as well have been because of the terror that emanated from her face. She knew what was going to happen and couldn’t do anything to stop it. Or was there?

“You know you deserve this, slave,” Elizabeth said. “Your tongue performance for me last night was hardly adequate.”

“Forgive me, Madame. I’ll do better, I promise,” the slave panted.

“Oh, now, now,” Elizabeth said. She patted her on the cheek. “You will. I’ll make sure of that. Today is just a reminder that you don’t ever want to displease me.” Elizabeth stretched out the slave’s skin and applied a couple more clothespins. They were getting close to her pussy and Laura’s breath rate increased.

“Madame…Madame, please. I’m sorry, sorry…”

Elizabeth went on with her work. More clothespins bit into that flesh. “Sorry isn’t enough,” she said.

“Madame, I beg…I beg!”

Elizabeth paused and straightened from her scouting of the slave’s pussy lips. “What do you beg?”

“I’ll do anything. Anything. Just don’t. Please don’t pull on the zipper.”

“Anything?” Elizabeth tapped her chin. She and Odelle exchanged a glance. Some unspoken message passed between them. Odelle nodded.

Elizabeth stepped closer to the slave. “Alright, Laura. What if I told you to fuck that slave?” She nodded over in my general direction.

Laura’s eyes flicked over to me. Dread and anticipation.

“That’s what you’re going to do,” Mistress Elizabeth said. “I know you’ve enjoyed fucking Patrick, so you can forget the revulsion act.”

Laura licked her lips. “Madame…please. Betty…”

If speaking Mistress Elizabeth’s intimate nickname was an attempt to deflect, it didn’t work. Elizabeth bent down slightly and her finger stabbed into Laura’s pussy. “You fuck him, but don’t you dare cum.”

“Oh! Oh, Betty!”

“Your body is mine, Laura.”

“Yes! Yes!”

Elizabeth withdrew her finger and wiped the pussy juices across Laura’s cheeks. A mark of ownership. She said, “Odelle, would you please prepare this slave? You’ll find her most cooperative.”

Odelle nodded, taking charge of Laura, collecting up the unused portion of the clothespin zipper string. “So, a little pussy fun. I hadn’t counted on that. You come with me, honey. I’ve got something I want to try on you.” Tugging at the strings, Laura was more than willing to follow lest the zipper was “accidentally” torn away. On their way out Odelle called back over her shoulder, “Betty, take care of my boy. We’ll be back.”

Elizabeth let Patrick down. He collapsed on the floor, not far from me. Elizabeth’s hands worked behind Patrick’s head and the ringgag slipped down. She drew him next to her and he sat loosely encircled in her arms. He slumped down a little, and huddled against her bare breasts. His action wasn’t a cynical move just to get close to her tits, he appeared genuinely tired.

Patrick’s voice was soft. “I don’t think…I don’t think I can do this anymore. Does it get better?”

“No, baby, it only gets worse. Odelle is going to take you way, way down. But the moment I saw you, I knew you were born for this.”

“I wish it was you. Not her. I wouldn’t be afraid with you.”

“You are such a sweet boy. But Patrick, if it was me, then things would be different. You think you’re safe in my arms now? If it was me instead of Odelle you would be cursing the day we met. Trust me; Odelle is the one for you. She will train you into an ideal slave. And you will love her and hate her.” Then she added softly, “I only want your love.”

Things got quiet for a while. From outside the room Laura’s screams echoed back to us, followed by soft sobbing. Not from the distant Laura, but Patrick. His shoulders shook and he curled up tighter into Elizabeth’s protective embrace. She held him close, and allowed Patrick to purge himself if not of all the fear, then enough for him to face the next task.

The boy was so strong. Long before this point in Odelle’s regimen I was a blubbering mess. Patrick had held on much longer, and his seeming fragility and inner strength was intoxicating to any mistress. But the longer he held out, the more resounding would be his crash. Betty was right, he needed protection. He wanted Mistress Elizabeth, but she in effect had told him no, that it was out of her hands. Someone needed to step up.

Laura screamed again, this time accompanied by pleas of mercy. Mistress Elizabeth gave a quick kiss on Patrick’s forehead, then sprung to her feet. At the door she paused with a dark look at us both.

“Not one sound.”

Patrick quickly averted his eyes, but I kept mine locked on Elizabeth. She stared back, then was gone.

Patrick remained curled up just a few feet away. With care I gripped the wall chain so as not to make any rattle and slid my way over to Patrick.

“Boy,” I whispered. No response. “Boy,” I said again. My fingers lightly touched his shoulder.

Patrick nearly jumped. His head swung around. Finding me so close he backed away along the wall, not sure what I had in mind.

Fuck, this boy was wound tight! Well, I would have been too, considering what Odelle had done. “Listen, boy. Listen! We don’t have much time. You need to make a decision.”

“Wha…What?” Patrick croaked.

Laughter floated along the outside hall. Odelle’s. I knew that certain tone; it meant that whatever Odelle was doing to Laura was nearly at an end and they all were coming back. In fact, Odelle’s footsteps were getting closer. But Elizabeth said something about Laura’s attitude not yet being quite right. Odelle stopped, the boots retreated and some incomprehensible snarls issued from Odelle. Thank goodness for Mistress Elizabeth.

“In this thing we do, you can get lost,” I said to Patrick. “Most times you can find your way back, or know when you’re about to go too far. But sometimes you don’t. You get so caught up that you don’t know where you are, or even who. And the person you give yourself to can also get lost. Are you with me, boy?”

Patrick eyes fixated on mine. He gave just the barest perceptible nod.

“But there’s always an out,” I said. “Only it doesn’t work when your mind is shit.”

“Yeah. Yeah,” Patrick said, almost as quiet as a mouse.

“You’ve done well, boy. Better than me. Only…there might come a time when down is up and black is white. Let me and Blake help you. Tell me your safeword. And Blake and I will protect you when you can’t.”

Patrick’s breath rate turned short and shallow; a physical manifestation of the struggle that took place in his mind. “I can’t. That would ruin everything.”

“Really? Even when you’re crying at her feet and you haven’t got a clue as to how you got there? Because then you’re fucked.”

Patrick’s breaths slowed. Was it a sign that I was getting through to him? He asked, “Did… Did you have someone help you?”

His question stabbed. Yes, I had enjoyed my training with Odelle, but it had also been lonely. “No. I… There was no one. I wished there was.”

“Then tell me your safeword…and stop being alone.”

I froze. Here I was, trying to get something out of this boy, and he had turned the tables. Everyone was right. This boy was going to be a great slave.

This was it. Put up or shut up. I leaned in and whispered.

Patrick still possessed that nearly terror filled look, yet now there came a trace of a knowing smile. But then Odelle’s boots again sounded in the hall, and this time with a definite stride headed our way.

Patrick told me his secret. Three times he said it to make sure I understood and I burned it in my mind. I said in a rush, “I’ve got your back, boy,”, then scurried back to my original position just as Odelle returned, followed by Mistress Elizabeth dragging along Laura. By the first look of everything Laura was all plugged up, but then I noticed that the butt and pussy plugs were actually tubes that kept her open. Throw in the wide ringgag that forced her mouth open and she was ready for any type of entry.

Mistress Elizabeth pushed Laura to the ground, then with her boot under her stomach, raised her ass. Odelle gripped Laura by the hair exposing her ringgagged mouth.

“Alright, you two,” Odelle said. “You want some pussy, come and get it.”

Mistress Elizabeth unchained me from the wall. Patrick loped over like an obedient dog and took up position behind Laura while I took the mouth. Then after our initial orgasms we swapped out. As I reamed Laura’s ass I wondered if she would somehow call her own safeword through the ringgag, but she didn’t. The only sounds she made were after we were done, and those of whimpering contentment.




Chapter Nine

I’m in bed, a cock I picked up earlier that night lightly snoring away beside me, when the phone chirped. My finger stabbed out and pressed the “answer” icon.

“Get up.” It’s Julia. Lately she’s seemed on edge, now she sounded positively tense. “Blake will pick you up in an hour.”

“What?” Grabbing the phone to my ear, I swung my legs over the edge of the bed. “Are you sure?”

“Just get ready, Hannah. You’ve been waiting for your chance. Brooke and Aneth will be there. Others too, but you’re in charge. You’ll be closely watched. Especially by Renata.”

The phone went dead.

I turned to the muscled mass in bed and gave him a light swat on the thigh. His snores cut off in mid-breath. “Time to go, handsome. You did your job, now I’m off to do mine.”

***

Blake had already gathered up Brooke and Aneth. As his Mercedes parked outside my apartment it was still dark; that quiet, cold time of the night when people wrestle with dreams and try to stay as warm as possible. Aneth emerged from the front passenger side and made her way to my door. She had only been here once before, an overnight visit, and Aneth looked unsure as she tried to read the apartment numbers on the dark doors. Back on that night we were both still new to Julia’s leather circle. We hadn’t yet gotten any submissive cock so after our latest instructive session with Julia we both had energy to blow off. Aneth was nervous, like a skittish filly, even if she tried to take the dom side. But not too long after we started I switched roles and reddened her ass. When I flipped her over on my lap and planted a good, long kiss on those full lips, I knew for sure that I was a dom. Oh, going submissive is fun too, but for sheer pleasure of taking someone in your hand, delivering them to the depths of despair, and then the heights of ecstasy, knowing that I was the one who took them there… Well, fuck, it was a turn on. And then later, as we lay together in our mutual sweat, we spoke of things. She of how she always had kept this part of her secret, of how a whip in her hand, even just the smell of leather, made her wet. She tried to draw me out, and I told her a few things, but I held back on others. Like how I wanted not only to torture a cock and balls, but that I wanted Julia’s job…

Making my way through Julia’s little training program caused certain reactions. More than once my panties were soaked as I would gaze upon a face twisted in pleasurable pain. And when I made them satisfy my desires, either with their cock or mouth, I discovered a calling to the art of the dominatrix. Brooke and Aneth were also developing as good doms, each with their specialties, but mine was the whole field. I wanted to learn everything, and be the best. So, when Julia called and said that Renata would be there, I knew this was the moment. I needed to take charge now, not wait until I arrived at Renata’s remote, desert estate.

Aneth’s walk had slowed, her steps now uncertain. I guess she really couldn’t remember where I lived. Grabbing my always packed gym bag of leather toys I stepped out into the dark.

Aneth called to me. “Oh, there you are - “

“Be quiet!” I hissed, my stride quick. “People are sleeping. Here, put my bag in the trunk.”

Aneth’s jaw dropped. My ordering her about like a slave was probably the last thing she expected. She recovered and was about to say something nasty when Blake interrupted. He had gotten part way out of the car and gave a low bird call whistle. “Save it for later, Mistresses,” he said, his deep voice carrying. “I have my orders, and so do you. Let’s follow them.”

Aneth gave me look that said “This isn’t over”, turned on her heel and tossed my bag in the trunk. I claimed the shotgun seat, forcing her to sit in back with Brooke. She didn’t like that either. Too bad. I wanted to talk to Blake and doing it from the back seat was harder than sitting right next to him.

The Mercedes glided away from the curb, its powerful engine held in check by Blake’s firm control. My place wasn’t far from the freeway and soon we were cruising at least twenty miles over the speed limit. Blake skillfully maneuvered us past other, much slower cars and soon we swapped over from the mass transit freeway to a two-lane blacktop heading into a red, awakening sun.

“Julia told me Renata would be there,” I said.

“Yes, Mistress,” Blake said. “She asked specifically for you.”

“Really?” I said, feigning surprise and playing the game. “I didn’t think Renata favored any one of us.”

“It is not for me to guess,” Blake said. “Madame Renata did mention you. But Mistresses Brooke and Aneth were also ordered there.”

“And who is the slave?”

Blake hesitated a moment. “Patrick.”

What?! That gorgeous little piece of ass!

Brooke and Aneth stirred in the back seat. Brooke really wanted to get her hands on Patrick again and show off her interrogation skills. I had caught her on the phone a couple of times but she kept it real close as to who was on the other end. But one day, on a break from our latest hands-on instruction from Julia, Brooke left her phone behind, and opened, near the breakfast platter. She had had a late night with the most recent slave cock that Julia had dug up, so Brooke was forgetful. Left alone for a moment I took a quick swipe through her call history. Yep, there they were; three incoming calls from a Chicago area code. Now, Brooke might have relatives from there, perhaps even friends, but the simplest explanation was Odelle had been in touch with her, perhaps interviewing Brooke for a possible internship. That was fine, I didn’t care about that. My sights were set higher than being some lackey to Odelle. If I wanted anyone for a mentor it was Renata. She was the one who had created this little circle of doms. She was the real seat of power, and the closer I got to her then the better for me, because I wanted my own circle. And, no matter how much Brooke wanted to put Patrick to the question, or Aneth to show off her whipping skills on that wonderful flesh, today I owned Patrick’s sweet cock. This was my session!

Calm. Calm. Stay in control.

I caught a sidelong glance from Blake. And another.

“What is it, Slave Blake?” I said.

“Patrick is…”

“Yes? What?”

Blake took a breath. “Patrick is on the edge. You all should know that. The right encouragement and he’s on his knees forever. The wrong push and no one will ever see him again.”

I nodded, taking in the implications of Blake’s revelation. It sounded like Patrick was broken and ready for molding and instruction. “That’s quite interesting. I’m sure I speak for Mistresses Aneth and Brooke in giving you thanks for this useful bit of information.”

Blake nodded in turn, keeping his eyes on the dark road. The rest of the way there, no one spoke.

***

There was an old movie about a guy getting seduced by the desert, and when someone asked why he said because it is clean. For a long time I didn’t understand that, but now I think I do; the desert is clean, and desolate, and quiet. Nothing is there. Nothing but what you bring to it; how you shape it, mold it to your taste. It’s like creating your own world, your own fantasy for real. At first I just regarded Renata’s isolated home as a place where a slave could scream their lungs out and nobody else would hear. But now, as we headed toward the extensive estate, I realized it really was the place where fantasy became real, to basically live the dream; where you could engage your senses in complete domination of another, take them, shape them to whatever form that pleased you. Patrick was the clay and I was the one who would create the basic contour that the others would follow, his slave rules. And when the others gave orders, always in the back of his mind my voice would be the one saying “Obey”, like a beacon lighting the way.

The sun was completely over the horizon when we turned off the smooth road and drove the last section on a packed down double rutted dirt lane. The air was fresh and cold. At attention near the front door, naked and tightly bound in leather was Santo. I remembered him the night of the recital, how he more than eagerly helped out Brooke. Now he was all bundled up like some slavish gift. His cock hung down like a horse’s dick, but rumor had it that his mouth was the thing. His now gagged mouth. A leather panel covered most of his lower face while a dildo stuck out into the air from the outside portion. A small sign hung around his neck which said, “Mistresses, please follow me.” We did, and Santo quickly shuffled along, hobbled by a short chain locked between his ankle cuffs. Instead of going to the lower levels, Santo led us to the solarium, now cleared of most of the plants. Julia was already there, as was Odelle and Renata, all of their eyes riveted on a nude Patrick who hung from chains in the center. His head was bowed, hair wet and dripping with sweat. Although he wasn’t fully suspended his legs had gone soft; his feet were bent back, the tops of them in contact with the still cool concrete floor. The eyes were closed, the mouth slack. His cock was limp but the smell of recent sex permeated the air. They surrounded Patrick in a loose triangle with Renata and Julia slightly behind him at his left and right, while Odelle stood with her back to us. Renata and Julia seemed to have just barely covered back up in their dom attire; one button wasn’t fastened halfway down Julia’s white shirt, while the lower front portion partly hung out over her waist. Renata shifted the waist of her jodhpurs, like she was still putting them on. Odelle’s stance was rigid, legs wide apart, red half-gloved hands on hips. From behind her I saw leather straps wrap Odelle’s hips while another came up between her legs. A strap-on. I shifted slightly around Odelle and found a long, firm dildo covered in a slick condom. Odelle didn’t even glance my way, nor did the others, acting like they didn’t even know we were there. But someone did know.

A voice behind us said, “He’s all yours.”

We all spun around. Mistress Elizabeth slowly strode into the room, her stiletto boots click-clicking on the floor. Of us three, I was the first one she allowed to call her Betty. I tried to not rub it in Brooke’s or Aneth’s faces, but once jealousy sets in, it’s hard to loosen its hold. So when I spoke so familiarly to Mistress Elizabeth their faces couldn’t help but darken a little.

“Betty, is there anything left of him?” I asked.

“He recovers quickly, maybe too quickly,” Betty said. She walked up to Patrick, her hands tentative, almost like touching delicate glass. Betty lifted his head and Patrick gazed at her through heavy slitted eyes. His lips moved, mumbled something.

I wanted to hear so I took a quick step forward. Betty held up his head, her face stoic, fighting to retain her internal control. Then Patrick mumbled again.

“Bitches. They…all…bitches.”

Betty slapped him, hard. Sweat flew.

For a moment I didn’t know what to do. Betty remained rooted in front of Patrick, his face once more in her soft, supporting hands, but now they trembled, in suppressed rage or compassion I couldn’t tell. The others, Julia, Renata and Odelle, stood tense like piano wires, each one ready to break with long suppressed fury. I finally managed to ask, “Betty, I thought this slave was already broken.”

“Almost,” she said. “Almost. But he still hangs on. Doesn’t know what’s good for him, does he? Does he?” Betty squeezed Patrick’s cheeks, leaned in close. His labored breathing fluttered a couple of strands of Betty’s dark blonde hair. She kissed him lightly on the lips. “Remember what I told you.”

Betty stepped back and turned to me. “Well, go ahead. Finish the job these assholes couldn’t.”

A short, drawn in hiss issued through the room. It could have been from any of the three higher up doms because they all glared daggers at Betty. For her part, Betty ignored them.

I signed to Aneth and Brooke to take charge of Patrick. They released him from the overhead chains, one arm under each armpit. They started to drag him out, but he mumbled something again. Normally, I would have just let a slave incoherently continue, but given the atmosphere, I needed all the insight I could get. “Wait a minute,” I said to the others, then came around in front of Patrick. “What was that, Patrick? What?”

“Odelle… Odelle…”

I waved Odelle over. Her stride was quick and confident, like the dom who was always in control of everything. The dildo stuck out from her and, for a moment, I thought she would stick it in Patrick’s mouth. But then she leaned down with a smile, close and intimate. “Yes, slave Patrick. I’m here.”

“Odelle…I love you.”

A hand came up to caress Patrick’s cheek. “Yes, baby. I love you too.”

“Odelle… I… I… I hate you!”

Before any of us could move, Patrick drew back and spit at Odelle. It landed right on her cheek, just below the left eye.

Aneth’s and Brooke’s training took over. They both quickly grabbed a hank of Patrick’s wet hair and forced his face down. Patrick’s head jerked at this new control, but Aneth and Brooke had a firm grip, even though his mouth was still uncovered. They dragged him out of the room and Patrick’s shouts echoed back, strong and clear.

“I hate you! I hate you! You fucking cunt! All you fucking cunts! I HATE YOU!!!!”

So screaming Patrick’s voice eventually faded.

No one moved. Blake and Santo stood stock still, witness to their personal Madames’ and Mistress Julia’s humiliation. Odelle at last wiped the spit from her face. Julia looked ready to faint. Renata turned pale. Only Betty managed to keep a sense of dominance by flexing a crop, but even that was shaky because if she didn’t, her hands would tremble.

I fairly shouted, “What have you done? What the hell went on here?”

Renata said, “He suffers from excessive pride.”

Julia: “He needed to be brought down.”

Odelle: “He wouldn’t learn slave rules.”

Silence followed. All three doms stared back at me, almost in defiance of what they had done. Only Betty, with her gaze still on the empty door through which Patrick’s distant cries still floated, showed any hint of candidness.

I said, “Betty? Betty, tell me.”

Betty flexed the crop once more. Her response was calm, measured. “Turns out that boy is more than just a slave. He’s a god.”

I blinked. What? What the fuck did that mean? Yet, I now realized that my time with Patrick was going to be more than just a bend me, shape me session.

“Alright,” I said. “Alright, I’ll pick up the pieces, but I don’t want any of you in the room.”

“We’ll…We’ll monitor you from the hidden cameras,” Julia said.

“Monitor implies control,” I said. “You will watch. No notes brought in by Blake, no comments of any kind. And anything I require I get without any hesitation. Starting with him.” I pointed at the gagged and tied Santo. I don’t why. Maybe because he belonged to Odelle. Maybe because Patrick focused most of his hate on her. Or because in her pride she was probably the one most responsible for almost absolutely ruining that beautiful boy. She needed to pay some kind of penalty. “Santo, get your ass down there. Now!”

Santo half-shuffled, half-scurried through the door.

I turned one last time to Betty. Out of all them, I got the feeling that Patrick’s anger wasn’t directed at her. “You stay nearby. I’ll need you.” Then I bolted from the solarium.

I could still hear the faint echoes of Patrick’s shouts, his screams of rebellion and release. I didn’t hurry to catch up because, frankly, I didn’t know what the hell I was going to do once I got there. The only certain thing I knew was that dark dungeon would shape up as my new home.

***

Santo stood facing out from a corner, that splendid dick still at rest. Patrick lay heaped in the middle of the floor. Santo stared at him in what I could only describe as anger. Unlike myself, Santo’s look didn’t register on Aneth and Brooke who were paying more attention to his cock and balls. They stood at Santo’s ten and two o’clock, their expressions speculative. Aneth stepped up to Santo, slowly rubbed her hand up and down his cock. Brooke reached in further, her fingers stroking those balls. These two may have come to the desert for Patrick, but it was clear now Santo held most of their interest. He was awake, alert, turned on, and they had no time for a limp, broken slave like Patrick.

Except for Betty. She stood a few feet away from him, part of Patrick’s orbit, but not too close. Yet her gaze was riveted on the mass of quivering flesh before her. An elbow cupped in a hand with the other hand at her chin lent an air of aloofness, but her eyes betrayed her. They told me that Betty felt at fault for Patrick’s current condition, and that she hadn’t been brave enough to call a stop.

“Santo doesn’t seem any the worse for wear,” I said to Betty. “Does he deserve the mercy of an orgasm?”

Betty blinked, as if coming out of a dream. She focused on Santo as Aneth and Brooke began to really put him through his paces, although Aneth’s eyes kept drifting toward Patrick. Betty struggled to keep her response neutral and practical. “The stud does need a release. He was denied by those three witches, even after everything he did for them.”

Oh? Santo was complicit in Patrick’s being broken? I asked, “What did Santo do?”

Betty sighed. By her reaction I could tell she thought to herself, Oh, we’re talking about Santo now. She frowned slightly and said out loud, “He didn’t do anything. This was Patrick’s fault.”

Betty exhibited a slight anger, but she also exuded empathy. She shook her head in resignation. “Santo and Blake were supposed to protect Patrick. But Patrick pushed Odelle and the others. He said that although they may have broken Santo and Blake he could take anything they would give him, even more. Renata and Odelle couldn’t let a challenge like that just go by. And I have no doubt Odelle and Renata knew exactly what Patrick was doing. And they sure as hell didn’t need any distractions from the other slaves. So Blake was sent to fetch you and Santo was gagged. Next thing he knew, Patrick was beyond the beyond.”

Betty paused, her eyes stony cold.

“You arrogant boy,” she said to Patrick. “You wanted to not just push your limits, but push beyond where it isn’t safe to go. Pride. Stupid slave pride.” She bent down, got right near Patrick’s face. “I gave you every opportunity. I left you alone with Santo. I made sure Odelle - “ Betty abruptly cut herself off, perhaps suddenly afraid that she revealed too much. But her voice carried desperation, and hurt. She briefly shook her head. “Oh, Patrick, you bastard.”

As Patrick lay in a heap on the floor, curled up in a fetal position, Betty blinked quickly several times. Tears threatened to run down her cheeks but she refused to dab at her eyes.

Great. I had a slave ready to explode, and another who was set to crawl back to the womb. Not to mention a shell-shocked dom who was supposed to be my Number One. Hell, I understood. It was easy to get distracted with Santo, with his apparent experience and natural physical tools. But I was still convinced Patrick held more potential. I had seen it in his time with Aneth and Brooke, a strong façade but also a pliable inner core ready to be molded or blown like fine glass. And I had longed to get him under my whip for an extended session, take that boy down, shape him in to what I thought was the ideal slave. Because of the raw emotions run rampant you would think the situation called for subtlety. But this boy had already undergone a harsh, brutal session, and the follow up needed to be just as harsh if I was to establish my authority. Yet, I also needed to draw him back from the brink. A delicate balance because too much of one or the other and he would be lost to us.

If Patrick needed the iron hand in the velvet glove, it was a different story with Brooke and Aneth. Their predatory hunger toward Santo was plain, yes, but they also sought to exploit any weakness on my part if I didn’t take charge right now.

On my previous trips here, I had found the basement did have a small bedroom, but it wasn’t connected to the dungeon. It was meant for a mistress’s preparation and recovery room after a grueling session. And right now that bedroom was the best place; not so much for me, but for Patrick.

“Betty, take Patrick to the bedroom. Don’t do anything until I get there.”

Betty glanced up at me, not quite believing what I just said. “What?”

“Do as I say.”

Betty and I regarded each other. She was the more experienced dom, but I was the one in charge. At last she drew a single, deep breath, and bent to the task. With soft, yet authoritative words, she managed to get Patrick on unsteady feet and guided him out with a right hand turn down the hallway.

“As for you two,” I said to Brooke and Aneth and pointed at Santo, “keep that slave stoked. You can use his mouth, even tie off and whip the balls, but he is not to cum, under any circumstances. Got that?”

“What?” said Brooke.

“You’ve got be kidding!” Aneth said.

I strode over to them. They wanted to test me? Fine.

“If either of you even so much as touch that cock, I’ll know about it.” I pointed to the several cameras in the dungeon, set up to record from any angle, already relaying everything to the three witches.

I turned my back on them. Alright, that took care of Brooke and Aneth. Santo would provide entertainment and they could get what they needed while their testing my limits for bullshit had come to an abrupt end. They couldn’t use Santo’s cock to satisfy themselves, but that mouth was legendary. And they could still employ the dildo gag. That thing never went soft.

Making it to the bedroom I found Patrick sitting on the bed, his arms wrapped tight against Betty’s waist, his head pressed against her stomach. Betty stroked his head, hushing him. Instead of being soothed, Patrick’s arms trembled and he pushed her away.

“Those bitches,” he said. He took a couple of breaths and stood up. “Those fucking bitches!”

Red faced fury now. Patrick made for the door, tight fisted, ready to pound. He yelled at me, “Get out of my way!”

“No,” I said and deliberately kept my voice low. I couldn’t outshout him, and with the tension so thick someone needed to be a calming presence. “Down on your knees, slave.”

“Fuck you!”

I grabbed Patrick by the ear, lightning fast and twisted him to the side and backwards. Betty involuntarily gasped. My move was risky. One reactive jerk and Patrick would be missing an ear, but those fists of hands loosened. I released him and, like an errant child, he rubbed at his sore ear.

“I am your Madame now,” I said. “Not Mistress Elizabeth. Not Renata, Odelle or anyone else. Get on your knees slave!” I pointed to the floor. “On…your…knees.”

Patrick didn’t look at me, yet his face turned red. Not anger now, but embarrassment, humiliation. He got down on one knee, then the other. His training at last took over and he placed his hands behind his back, head bowed.

“Good,” I said. “It’s nice to know all those instruction drills we did weren’t entirely wasted.” Behind Patrick Betty hesitantly reached out but I stopped her with a sharp look and upraised hand. I pointed to a device hanging near the head of the bed. “Mistress Elizabeth, please hand me that strap-on.”

Patrick whimpered but that didn’t stop me from buckling it on; I needed to assert my authority and, given Patrick’s rebellious state, this was the best way. Betty helped me with the straps then and, at an order from me, tied Patrick’s wrists and arms. I grabbed a bottle of lubricant and generously slicked up the dildo.

“That’ll be all, Mistress Elizabeth. Thank you.”

“Shouldn’t I stay and make sure - “

“Leave us.”

Betty backed out. I practically shut the door in her face.

I grabbed a towel from the small bathroom, wiped my hands clean, then circled around Patrick. “You’re still angry, aren’t you?”

“No.”

I grabbed his chin and raised his face. “You tell me the truth.”

Patrick’s lips pressed tight. “Yes. Yes, I’m angry.”

“And yet, you did nothing to stop them. Nothing! Do you know what I mean?”

“I don’t… What? How could I stop them? I was tied up! I was - “

“You called them out! Practically insulted them! You fucking helpless stupid shit! Bend down. You heard me, bend down!” I pushed his head to the floor. His ass, that incredible piece of flesh stuck out. Ripe and willing.

“What… What are you doing?” Patrick said. He tried to crane his neck around.

“You know exactly what I’m doing!” I said. “And I’m going to keep on doing it, and other things, until you finally get a fucking clue!”

I spread his cheeks, speared him with the tip of the dildo, then thrust deeper, deeper up that ass. Patrick cried out, sobbed, but he didn’t pull away.

“You’re such a little pussy,” I said and kept reaming his ass. “ ‘Oh, please don’t hurt me! Don’t do this. Don’t do that.’ You don’t know how good you’ve had it.”

He needed softening up, getting turned into putty. In their anger those three witches had almost ruined him. No wonder they had sent for me, and Aneth, and Brooke. We needed to clean up their mess. Between the three of us we would be lucky to put him back together, that is, if there were enough left of Patrick the slave to fix. Thanks to them. But also mainly thanks to Patrick and his illusion of invincibility.

“You like it up the ass, don’t you, slave! Just take it like some goddam pussy. No balls. No fucking balls.”

Patrick pulled away. Lubricant dripped from his asshole on to the floor and he managed to turn around, his face screwed up in anger. “Take off that dildo and find out,” he said. “You wanna screw? Then let’s go. Can you handle this?”

I glanced down. Shit, Patrick’s cock was at full attention. Not as big as Santo’s, but big enough. I tore at the strap-on’s buckles, tossed the whole thing aside and it thudded into the wall. “Alright, pussy boy,” I said. “Show me what you’ve really got.”

I didn’t untie him. Thank god, I didn’t. He bowled me over. We landed on the bed, I on my back, his full weight on top. His legs shoved mine aside. I lifted them, got them astride his shoulders and Patrick plunged deep into me. It didn’t take much, my already hot and slick pussy was more than eager for his cock. Unlike Aneth and Brooke, during Julia’s training program, we hadn’t before fucked. My god, no wonder those two fought over this piece of cock! There I was, more concerned about improving my skills of sensuous torture, getting ahead of the “competition” of Aneth and Brooke, getting all intellectual about the best way to tease and punish a slave, wanting to set up my own circle, and I forgot…forgot…

“Oh, fuck!” I cried. “Let it out, boy! Let it all out! You’re beautiful! Beautiful! Fuck me! Fuck them!”

Patrick grunted and pushed deeper and deeper into me, so far that I thought we would never separate. I grabbed his head, drew his mouth to mine, and our wet tongues fought for control over the other. I won out, but it was a near thing. And then, as if that little skirmish was only to divert my attention from the real battle, Patrick let loose with all his manhood. Hot, wet, a firehose of dominance that shot way, way up into me like no one ever before. No wonder those witches felt they needed to take him down! They had screamed under him as he demonstrated his virulence, and they were laid bare, stripped of any pretense.

As was I. “Oh, my god! Oh, Patrick! You…You…eeeiiihhhh!”

My screams, my violent ecstasy took me away. Out of my body I still heard myself scream while wave after wave of brutal pleasure threatened to drown me in my own bliss. My arms, my legs wrapped Patrick’s wide back and tied arms, his firm waist. At long last Patrick fell to my side, spent and gasping. I held him tight. Oh, this boy. He really didn’t know, did he? He didn’t know! None of the others had told him of just who was really…

I would. I would, I promised.

Just not yet.

***

I got notes. Despite my orders, I got little quick jots of “advice” from the three witches. They were watching, of course. The cameras in the dungeon gave them a bird’s eye view of Patrick’s reclamation, but my efforts to bring him back from the edge were hindered by these fucking women. In the middle of one grueling session another note came down, delivered by Aneth. Finally, I had enough. I grabbed a sturdy, metal spreader bar and whacked away at the cameras set up high in the corners. They all came crashing down in bits of dented metal and broken glass. When I thought I was finished Betty gave a little hand gesture to the bottom of the wall near the door on the left. Behind the wood paneling there was a hole and the gleam of a reflection from a tiny lens. With renewed anger I gave several swings at the electronic spy until the paneling splintered into hundreds of pieces and the camera was the same.

I grabbed the note that Aneth had delivered, scribbled on the back of it. “I warned you. Now fuck off.” The notes stopped coming, but I had no doubt Aneth and Brooke kept up their whisper feedback network. At last, I banished them too. Only myself, and Betty on the rare occasion, now dealt with Patrick.

You think I would have eventually taken a gentler hand with Patrick, given his erratic state; by turns the most submissive, eager to please slave one could ask for, by others a collection of rage that could barely be contained. Both sides were at war with the other, and I encouraged the mild side, but the anger, the rage, was winning, so I had to meet it head on. Any small sign of rebellion had to be put down, hard and fast.

“What did I tell you to bring me?” I said during one breakfast. Patrick had fetched a fork instead of spoon. It dangled from between his teeth, the tines glinting in the mid-morning light. “How am I supposed to eat soft-boiled eggs with a fork?”

Patrick’s teeth ground down on the metal. Those blue eyes frosted over with a barely suppressed anger.

“Go back there and fetch me a spoon! Do it!”

Patrick backed away, then turned around. He was in a straitjacket which I buckled on him tight during one of his more eager to please moods. I felt guilty at the time, he had been soooo good that I believed we had been making real progress. But this little thing of a fork instead of a spoon was just the first step toward what I feared was a backsliding day. And as he bent down to pick up the spoon he wriggled those bare ass cheeks, then spread those legs just enough to show off those dangling balls.

“That’s enough of that!” I said, and pushed away from the little one-person table I sat behind. I nearly knocked my breakfast on the floor, eggs, sausage, toast and tea, but I steadied the table just in time. At the sound of my anger Patrick spun around, the spoon handle in his mouth, his eyes wide at my wrath.

I snatched the spoon from him, slapped him across the face. “Get down on your knees. Knees!” My hands grappled with the D ring at the straitjacket’s collar. Patrick resisted, his strong legs fighting me every inch of the way, but I got him down. Betty appeared at the bedroom door in response to all my shouting.

“Do you need - “ she began.

“Get out!” I fairly yelled at her. I got hold of a handy ringgag and shoved it between Patrick’s teeth. “I’ll handle this slave!”

Betty threw up her hands as if to say “Whatever”, but left us alone.

“I thought we were going to have a pleasant day, Patrick.” I buckled the ringgag tight across the back of his neck. The ring and side straps pulled deep into his mouth and across his cheeks. Patrick “arrcckk”ed and “uurrgg”ed a few times, and his pink snake of a tongue crept out, but the ringgag was on to stay until I decided otherwise. “You were going to sit up and have breakfast with me, now you’ll be lucky if anything at all is shoveled down your throat.”

I didn’t believe in depriving a slave from the necessities of food, sleep and toilet. What’s the sense in that? In the end all you get is a piece of flesh that can’t do what you tell it to do. But Patrick needed reinforcement, even the negative kind. So he knelt there, opposite me in the small bedroom, as I casually sat back down to my food. He was hungry, no doubt about that. In many ways he was still a growing boy and needed the fuel, especially after the extended session from last night. Twice I allowed him to cum, once inside me, the other during an impromptu hand job of mine just before we drifted off to sleep. Oh, he was so sweet then! Just a little puppy that curled up in my arms. I think he cried a little but I didn’t make a big deal of it, instead just reveling in his naked flesh next to mine. Patrick did get up in the middle of the night to use the bathroom, but he didn’t take advantage of his momentary freedom. After finishing he came straight back to bed and this time wrapped his arms around me from behind. We spooned like that the rest of the night. I thought then that even though sometimes he acted difficult, Patrick really did want to return to how things were before the three witches tore him down. But now I realized there was no going back. Whatever lay in store, he had to go forward, even if that meant going to some dark places to emerge back into the light.

He watched as each morsel lifted from the plate into my mouth.

“Umm. This is so good,” I said. “The eggs are just right, not too hard or too soft.”

Patrick trembled. Tears welled at the corners of his eyes.

“Forget it. Those are fake. You know you acted like a shit, now you’re paying for it.” I took a bite of toast, chewed it slow.

Bit by bit, the food continued to disappear. Patrick sniffled and tears did course down his cheeks, but he stayed in the kneeling position. His cock hung down between his legs, limp and forgotten. All he wanted now was to eat. His shoulders hitched and at last came the real tears. Snot ran from his nose. Eyes red, Patrick fought for control, but there was none left. I had him.

I put the spoon aside. “Do you promise to be good?” I asked.

Patrick’s head shook vigorously. Yes yes yes!

“Alright, then.” I waved him over and he shuffled on his knees. I scooped out what was left of the last egg, tore up the remaining pieces of buttered toast and the last of the sausage. I piled all the food on my teacup’s saucer and lowered it to the floor. I removed the ringgag.

Patrick dove for the food.

“Wait!” I said.

He stopped short, just above the saucer. He started to shake but didn’t move any closer. Oh, this boy had such control! No wonder he led the doms around here by their pussy lips. They all wanted to bite into that wonderful submission and he doled it out as he saw fit. Fantastic! And what a little controlling shit he was. But not with me.

“Wait,” I said again. “Wait.”

Tears now fell on the food. I had no doubt he would have stayed that way for hours, just to show that he could do it.

“Okay, go ahead.”

Patrick scarfed down the food like a ravenous hound. In mere seconds most of it was gone. He cleaned the saucer, then straightened and tried to lick off the small crumbs that stuck to his face. His tongue went only so far and the food was spread everywhere. At last, unable to get the rest, Patrick sat back on his folded up legs. A piece of egg was stuck on the end of his nose.

I softly said, “Come here, boy.”

Patrick shuffled forward, one knee at a time leading the way. I wiped the egg from the nose and the other food from the rest of his face. It all turned out to be almost a quarter mouthful. I held it up to him.

“Well, go on,” I said. “But be nice about it.”

Slowly, perhaps thinking I was going to pull it away, Patrick lowered his mouth, never once taking his red-rimmed eyes off of me. His tongue crept out, scooped the main portion away, then licked at my palm, my fingers, wiping up every last speck.

“There, see?” I said. “Act good, and good things will happen. Do you want some tea?”

“Yes. Yes, Mistress. Please.”

I gave him a sharp glance. He was still testing me. “Patrick, you will address me as Madame, not Mistress. I own you.”

I tilted the cup toward his lips. Gently, like we were at an afternoon tea, Patrick sipped at the liquid. When that was gone I got a water bottle, the kind with a pull tab on top, yanked it open then turned it upside down. He suckled at it like a baby with a tit. Water ran down his chin. Half emptied I withdrew the bottle and Patrick gasped.

“We’ve been kind of cooped up in here for days,” I said. “Perhaps some fresh air. But you look a mess. Let’s get you clean.”

Leading him to the tiny bathroom I wetted a small towel and wiped the remaining bits from Patrick’s face. He held still, patient, silent, as I also dabbed at his eyes, brushed his hair. My thumb and forefinger squeezed his chin, quick and intimate, and he returned a nervous smile. I had him, right now, in the palm of my hand. And I wanted to strut, show those bitches upstairs that I was well on my way to not only equaling but surpassing what they had done with him. But practical matters first. I turned Patrick around, gave him a little shove back to the bedroom, then changed into my ponymistress outfit; white riding breeches with deerskin panels for the ass, black knee high flat boots and a crew neck red top. I pulled my hair back into a long ponytail then turned my attention back to Patrick.

Whose dick was pointing straight out.

“That’s awfully sweet of you,” I said, “but no fucking. Not now. We’ve got to pick up just a few things from the playroom, then we’re out into the sun.”

Patrick followed readily enough, yet I observed a slight tension in his step. I ignored it, putting it down to public play jitters. In the playroom I grabbed a few things; a long leash that I clipped to a D-ring sewn into the front of the straitjacket’s collar, then a crop that I slipped inside my right boot. Almost as an afterthought I stuffed some fresh, white wadding under my bra strap and hung from my belt a headharness with a soft, kid leather muzzle panel that would wrap under the chin. Of course, all I needed to do was stuff Patrick’s mouth with the wadding, draw the straps of the headharness tight enough and then instant silence. Again, while I gathered everything up Patrick stood still, his dick now somewhat deflated, but his eyes darted back and forth, perhaps reliving a few moments from our last few days. I whisked my fingers through his hair in one final grooming, then we mounted the stairs and emerged to the invigorating day.

It was the right time of morning-early afternoon, between the last of the night chill and the late day heat. And we did strut. A fine gravel path wound about the house. I suddenly thought I should have provided some kind of footwear for Patrick, but he seemed to do well, the gravel scrunching under my boots, less so under his bare feet. Near the outside of the solarium the path forked to the right and we followed that to a little arbor. Desert plants of clematis and pink roses provided shade and I took a seat. Patrick knelt at my side, my hand resting lightly on his far shoulder. I moved the leash clip from in front to a buckle high up on the back of the straitjacket. A little reward so that he wouldn’t feel so much like a led around animal.

“This is nice,” I said.

“Yes, Madame.” Patrick nodded. “It’s good…good…”

He was shaking. Patrick did his best to suppress it, but his nervous energy traveled up my hand, my wrist and arm. “Patrick, what is it?” I asked. “You’re safe here. Safe with me.”

“Y-Yes, Madame.”

“Then why are you…” I looked up. Shit. I should have known.

Odelle traipsed along the path, Santo in tow. Done up ponyboy style Santo high-stepped his way along the path then, at Odelle’s tug, turned right toward the arbor. In the other direction came Renata, her slave Blake in a diamond pattern rope harness. Like Santo he sported a bitgag but he was blindfolded, entirely dependent on Renata’s curt verbal commands. There was no hesitancy in his steps though and I couldn’t help but admire how well Renata had trained her slave. The trust between them was plain. But soon that brief flash of admiration was swept away by my swelling anger. Not so much at them, but at myself. I had cut off all their access to Patrick and I should have known they would try something to get reinvolved. The only one who was missing was Julia and…

“Well, isn’t this pleasant. All of us out here with our slaves.”

My head spun around. Coming up behind me was Julia, with that little slut Laura, arms and legs tied, tits bouncing, hopping along at the end of a leash. Unlike Santo and Blake windings of silver duct tape covered her lower face. A light sheen of sweat shone on her forehead.

Patrick cringed, pressed tight against my legs, my ribs. My hand squeezed his shoulder in reassurance. I gripped his leash tighter.

I glanced down. Of course. His dick was hard.

Odelle noticed it too. “One thing I know about your boy; he likes the outdoors. But full on darkness turns him on too.”

The next few things happened in an instant. Patrick started to growl. No one else heard, but I could feel it through him, sub-sonic. His upper lip curled.

He lunged.

Thank god my grip on the leash was tight! He got maybe two feet before I halted him in mid-leap. He was a wild dog, but instead of barking what he said was loud and clear.

“Fucking cunts! You goddamed slits! Pussy whores! Fuck you! Fuck youueemmpphh!”

I got out the wadding, shoved it all, and it was a lot, into Patrick’s yelling mouth. He shook his head, tried to spit it out, but I got him in a headlock, pressed the right amount against his throat and he slowly calmed. Yet, his eyes remained wild, flicking back and forth from Odelle, Renata, Julia. My other hand shook out the headharness.

“Shh! Shh! It’s alright, it’s alright. I’m here. Patrick, look at me. Look at me! They don’t matter anymore. You’re my slave. My slave. Now be good.”

He held still as the headlock loosened. His snorts of air brushed over my sleeve, the only remnants of Patrick’s sudden outburst. Quickly I got the headharness in place, the wrap panel of kid leather keeping the wadding inside, cutting off any more of Patrick’s angry speech. He still growled though, deep in his throat. I buckled off the last strap, wiped sweat from my brow, then shot an acid look at the three witches.

“You all had better go,” I said, in as calm a voice as I could manage.

Odelle flashed a wicked smile. She exchanged looks with Julia and Renata who flashed their own grins.

“Nice to see you’re keeping him hard,” Renata said. “Whatever you’re doing, keep doing it. That is one prize cock. I do believe my Blake is a little jealous.” She reached down, her hand encompassing Blake’s own hardened penis. “Perhaps it’s best you don’t see anything right now,” she whispered to him. “You’re more than enough for me. And it’s quality, not quantity.”

Blake’s head jerked a little, like a bird, not quite sure he liked what he heard.

Odelle squatted down, right in front of Patrick. They locked eyes and Odelle held up a gloved finger. She moved it back and forth. Patrick followed it, almost hypnotized. The finger came to rest on the gag.

“Who knows?” she said. “Get that mouth under control, some disciplined tongue training, and he might even give Santo some competition.” She withdrew the finger, stood up, and her lips smacked a little kiss. “Bye, baby.”

Patrick tried to lunge again. This time I needed both hands to keep him under control.

Odelle and Renata led away their slaves. Odelle leaned toward Renata and said in a loud whisper, “Showed that little cock and balls just who calls the shots.” They both softly laughed.

Julia watched them go. Once they were out of sight her manner changed from one of a showy, superior dom to more down-to-earth. She said, “Look, we both know what happened here. They wanted to test how well you could handle this slave. In my opinion you did rather well. But that still leaves the practical matter that he needs a fuck. How about using mine? She’s bi, and Patrick knows how to use her just right. I keep thinking about how we kept sending her to him in the dungeon. It got so Laura couldn’t walk for a couple of days. Had to concentrate on more cerebral tasks, didn’t we slave? Like slave rules.” Julia pinched Laura’s left nipple. The slave squealed and pulled away. Julia patted one of her tits, an almost absent-minded, yet reassuring gesture. She said to me, “Please don’t think me too matter-of-fact about all this, but I am interested in his style with her. So, how about it?”

Mostly I wanted to tell Julia to get lost, but Patrick’s pent up energy begged for release. “Fine, but on one condition.”

“Oh?”

“That he does you next. Right here.”

“What? Are you sure? I thought that you would fuck him - “

I pointed my finger at Julia. “You made a promise to Patrick. Whether you did it while he was inside you and you were screaming or afterwards lying side by side, you owe him. And since I’m sure you won’t give him an explanation as to why you broke a promise you knew you could never keep, then think of this fuck as pay back.”

If I expected sudden anger at my calling out of Julia I was disappointed. She remained calm during my rant, probably because this was nothing new: Patrick had already basically called her and Odelle and Renata lacking. But a corner of her mouth did twitch, the only indication that I had gotten through to her. Once I finished she didn’t immediately respond, but her eyes flicked back and forth from me to Patrick and back.

“Getting lectured by a dom-in-training,” she said. “Now that is a novel experience. Yes, I made a promise, but you’re wrong, I did intend to keep it, only later I was convinced that the best thing for this beautiful boy was to let him go.” Julia stretched out a hand as if to stroke Patrick on the head. He jerked away and Julia quickly withdrew it.

“You seem too much at ease for all this,” I said.

Julia gave me a hard look. “There are things happening here of which you have no clue. Wheels are in motion so this boy will achieve his full potential. And yours as well. Oh, yes, we know about your high ambitions. Renata is keeping a close eye on you. So if you want your own leather circle then on this subject you would do best right now to shut the fuck up.”

She knew I wanted my own circle? How? I never told anyone since I joined… Wait a minute. That night Aneth and I spent together? As we lay together, exhausted, did I somehow reveal…

Julia smiled down on me. It was such a tiny thing, her knowing, and yet I felt completely naked. Aneth, you fucking bitch! But Julia’s smile wasn’t devious. Although she knew my secret ambition right now it felt like more a shared understanding. I knew that she still harbored plans regarding Patrick, and she was aware of my own designs. I wasn’t sure how but our goals probably coincided, at least for now.

Julia nodded, like she had read my every thought. Once more she was the dom in charge. She turned her attention back to Patrick. Like myself, Patrick seemed to be taken in by her power, mesmerized. Julia again put out her hand, and this time Patrick didn’t pull away. She gently stroked his head and Patrick keened at her touch.

“It’s not like I haven’t had him before,” Julia said. “And he is such a sweet boy. Aren’t you sweet, Patrick?” Patrick shuddered.

Julia withdrew her hand and a finger tapped her chin as she considered, then she gave a high, clear laugh, and all of her bitchy pretense fell away. “Aw, who am I kidding? Of course I want him to fuck me! I only wish you had said for me to go first. Now enough of these silly mind games.”

Julia untied Laura’s legs. She sat down on the opposite bench of the arbor and drew Laura toward her until the slave’s forehead rested against her stomach. “Doggy style,” Julia said. “I want to see her face.”

Laura’s pink, wet pussy dripped in her juices.

I loosened my hold on the leash and said, “Patrick. Fuck.”

Patrick shot over to Laura like a rocket. On his knees his cock speared her, then his ass cheeks tightened and those hips pounded like a jackhammer. If Laura weren’t gagged she would scream. As it was she did give a good imitation from deep in her throat. Her short, dark locks shook in time with Patrick’s savage thrusts. Julia held Laura’s head up, studying, gauging. Laura’s throat screamed again, but then her hips started grinding against Patrick’s and soon we were watching two slaves in heat. They were both going to cum, it was just a question of who got there first.

“Look at me, Laura,” Julia said, low and intense. “Look at me, let me see your eyes.”

Laura did as ordered. I walked around and saw them; twin windows into Laura’s deep seated need. I had heard she preferred pussy, but the instinct for cock ran too deep in her to ignore. Sometimes she needed a penis inside her, to remind her of the pleasure that was to be had from such a thing, at the hot liquid of sperm that filled a woman in all its power. Patrick didn’t let up at all, driving himself like a bull, not allowing Laura even a moment’s rest. Her face turned red and she squeezed her eyes shut just prior to a throat scream that tore through the arbor, this time in violent, blessed orgasm. Patrick slowed his pace, shoved into her methodically once, twice, thrice, in what I assumed were his spasms of ecstasy. Chest heaving, he collapsed on Laura’s back while she still climbed the heights and then gently descended, drawing her own deep breaths. Julia’s fingers gripped the head as Laura’s eyes glazed over, all sense abandoned. At last Laura’s consciousness slipped away to a world where bliss and pain mingled.

Julia released her hold and Laura slid to the ground, unmoving, a wreck of a spent slave.

I drew Patrick back. He leaned between my legs, cock glistening in Laura’s juices. His head sagged.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “He recovers fast.”

“Oh, that I know all too well,” Julia said.

We laughed. Not a polite, small talk forced kind of thing, but a genuine connection at something in common. I stroked Patrick’s head and he kind of responded at the touch, but he was still away in lala land. Julia motioned with her head and we left the two slaves unsupervised to recover, but that wasn’t the only reason she drew me away.

The sun was warmer now, and soon we would have to retreat back to the cool air of the house, the shadows of the dungeon. But I could tell from Julia’s manner there was something on her mind.

“Have you told him?” she said.

Instantly I knew what she asked.

“Not from me,” I said. “Although I came close. You?”

She shook her head no.

“Then who will?” I said. “The longer the situation continues, the longer he doesn’t fully comprehend…” I shook my head. “You know, he was devious when he set up that session with you three.”

“Did he? Or did Odelle and Renata orchestrate the whole thing?”

“They did? But weren’t you also part of it?”

Julia shrugged. “Not really. Since my ‘broken’ promise, I’ve been on the outs with the grown ups.” She looked at the house and rolled her eyes. “And the grown ups sure haven’t done their duty. Sometimes with them subtlety isn’t a strength.”

“Maybe they’re afraid if they just outright tell him about slave rules it’ll ruin everything.”

Neither of us said anything for a long time. We strolled around while we both sought a solution to the problem. And then we stopped, looked at each other.

“The conspiracy,” we both said at the same time.

“Which one?” we both said at the same time in response to each other.

“That one,” we both replied with our thumbs pointing back over our shoulders.

“That one?” we both said, wondering if we both meant the same thing.

“That one,” this time in confirmation. And we nodded.

We laughed again, deeper and longer, like two people in on a secret no one else knew about. Then we heard Patrick mewling behind his gag and knew it was time for Julia to receive her just due. Arm in arm we returned to the arbor. And Patrick screwed Mistress Julia until her eyes turned blue, delivering her like a slave to that unique blissful and painful paradise. Like with Laura, Patrick took her from behind, and this time I held Julia’s head in my hands, witnessed the transformation in her eyes and knew that I also had suffered sweet misery with this man, that he had caused me to endure the ultimate joy of rapturous agony.




Chapter Ten

Today was the day. Madame Hannah placed me back in the tiny cell where I had spent many an hour in silent contemplation. No gag filled my mouth or hood covered my head. Still, my arms strained within an armbinder and a collar wrapped my neck. Hannah had fed me like that as I knelt before her, tiny bits of succulent fresh fruit passing from her generous hand to my greedy mouth. As I ate Hannah announced it was time to learn about slave rules. I responded I didn’t understand. Hadn’t I already learned the rules, whatever they were with whatever mistress I was with at the time? She smiled, assured me that all would become clear, then left me in the dark. From outside, through the tiny speakeasy panel she said today was the end of innocence.

What the hell did that mean? Was she giving me back to Odelle? Renata? Or both of them and also Julia? I paced the tiny cell and shuddered in delightful dread. Oh, god, the last time those bitches got their collective claws on me I thought I would die. They used me like a fucktoy and wouldn’t stop, no matter how much I screamed. But it was my own fault. Hannah made sure to drill that into me. Whatever those bitches did, I also was to blame. Just like how Aneth, Brooke and the others had screamed when they allowed me to…

My feet abruptly stopped pacing. Oh, crap. Were they going to… No, it wasn’t revenge. I refused to believe that. Odelle was demanding, yet I never felt she and the others had an axe to grind. But they definitely tore me down, made me feel what it was really like to be at their mercy with absolutely nothing that I could do about it. And that had turned me on. Fuck, what a session! When Odelle reamed my ass I in turn found myself thrusting deeper and deeper into Renata, her spread legs high above my shoulders. And Julia’s pussy never tasted so good! Her juices were abundant, the lips slick with desire. And when Renata and then Julia shuddered under my rough and gentle touches I was ready to explode. Only Odelle had yanked me back by the hair, tore me away from any ultimate pleasure I might receive and again took me by the ass, pushing me around with a few more strap-on thrusts of her own. Eventually she strung me up and lay into my skin everywhere with that fucking whip. Renata and Julia recovered and joined Odelle with their own evil pieces of leather and I frantically danced from one to the other, begging, crying like a hysterical baby for them to stop. Let me please them. Please, let me please them.

Odelle laughed. You’re pleasing us now, she said. The whips fell with a renewed passion and I realized, really understood for the first time, these women were sadists. And as my cock grew in size, I also knew that I was a masochist. So I screamed even more, my own rage building inside because they knew better what I was than I did, that a lesson was being taught. I was scared shitless, and it all came out as helpless anger, and stayed that way for a number of days afterwards. In me Hannah had inherited a red mess, both on my outside skin and inside my mind, and she had shown strength and compassion in bringing me back around. Only, she seemed to hold back on something, like she wanted to share a secret, but an unspoken rule prevented her. And again today she spoke in riddles and vague hints of what was next.

An end of innocence.

What? What were they going to do? Put a tattoo on my ass? Brand me? Or tell me that these last few months they had been working to erase all personal and digital trace of my existence, that I now belonged to them. You are mine. Mine! Bwah ha ha ha!

Yeah, I had a lot of time to think.

When the moment came, it arrived in the last person I expected.

The door swung open, flashlight in my eyes. A woman’s voice, but not a mistress.

“We don’t have much time, and my orders are specific.”

Her voice was mature, but not as deep as Renata’s or even Hannah’s. It wasn’t as confident as Odelle’s, but she knew what she was doing with this task.

She entered and the beam narrowed. Framed against the dim, outside light I made out her contours; mature, shapely, with short hair.

Laura.

She was naked, no dom clothes for this slave. Yet in her other hand she carried a plug gag and a leash.

“Laura, what’s going on? What are they - “

“Quiet now,” she said, and placed a hand over my mouth. I held my tongue, her hand just as good as a mouth filling gag. So my training had taught me. Laura clipped the leash to the front ring on the posture collar. “I’ve been allowed these two dominant actions so that you’ll know that, just for a few moments, I am your Madame. You will follow my commands until I deliver you.”

Leash tight in hand, Laura led me out of the cell. To my surprise we didn’t head for the dungeon, just a few yards away. Instead she led me up the stairs, through a silent house, to the solarium. Halfway there I realized where we were headed and my legs started to plant themselves like a stubborn mule. But Laura had her orders, and nothing I did was going to stop her from following through.

“Stop that!” She let go the leash, came around behind me and her palm met both of my ass cheeks. The energetic, resounding slap slap echoed through the house and I jumped forward a few paces. Laura took up the leash again. A pointed finger got right in my face. “Don’t you test me!” she hissed.

No further incidents interrupted our journey, although my legs did start a little rubbery protest. Without turning around Laura yanked on the leash and I managed the last few steps.

The whole crowd was there, each mistress along with Santo and Blake, who were tied up, mouths stuffed with huge amounts of wadding and held in place by thin leather thongs. They knelt on the hard floor, eyes darting this way and that in questioning fear. All the plants were gone, and the early morning sun shone through the overhead glass. Laura’s foot tapped against my legs, at the knee bend in back, and soon I was also on the floor.

“Excellent job, slave,” Julia said. “You’ll get a reward later tonight. Now, on your knees.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Laura said, and sank to the floor, hands in back. Renata gestured to Brooke and Aneth who quickly tied Laura’s wrists, arms, and ankles. Then, for good measure Aneth added a snug crotchrope. Laura gasped, quick and light, at the final tug. Yet, during it all Laura kept her eyes up, and Renata didn’t correct her. I got the feeling there was an implied consent that Laura was allowed to fully witness what was going to happen next.

Aneth and Brooke resumed their former places next to Hannah and Betty. Julia stood a little apart. Renata sported a cat o’nine tails over her shoulder while Odelle bent a crop in her hands. For the most part they focused on their slaves and occasionally on the other mistresses. But I soon learned that Laura and I hadn’t been forgotten.

“Now, Mistresses,” Julia said, “there comes a time when a slave must face the consequences of their actions. Usually it is up to the mistress to determine and execute punishment, but this time Blake and Santo are accused of conspiracy. How far this conspiracy extends…”, Julia cast a quick, sidelong glance in my direction, “…is yet to be seen. I shall referee this inquisition. You are here to determine guilt or innocence.”

An end to innocence.

I suddenly got a sinking feeling in my stomach. What had I done?

“Get over here, slave,” Odelle said, matter-of-factly to Santo. The crop in her hand swished and pointed to a spot near the room’s center.

Santo crept forward on his knees, one inch at a time. His eyes spoke uncertainty. Clearly, this wasn’t something that happened all the time.

“Now listen, Santo,” Odelle said as she slowly paced around him. “Listen very carefully. Did you or did you not convince slave Patrick that you knew what was best for him?”

Santo’s head shot up toward Odelle, twisted around as he tried to follow her.

“Don’t you dare look at me!” Odelle snapped. Santo quickly lowered his head. “Answer the question! Did you seek to influence a novice slave?”

Santo didn’t move.

“So that’s how it’s going to be?” Odelle hauled Santo to his feet. He began to sink back down, but Odelle reached below and lifted him by the balls. Instantly Santo stood on his toes, teetering within Odelle’s firm grip. “You’ve been pushing the boundaries for way too long. I send you here as a reward and you turn out to be a little empire builder!”

“Nnuunn. Nuuunn!” Santo tried to say.

Odelle pulled down the leather thongs, tore out the wadding. “Don’t you dare lie.”

“Forgive me, Madame! Forgive me!” Santo said.

“Confess!” Odelle squeezed the balls tighter.

“Uhhnnn!”

“Stubborn little cocksucker. You think this is the worst that can happen? I’ll send you back to that dirty shithole of a club where I found you. Oh, yes, that would be a fit punishment. I’ll stick a speculum up your ass for anyone to have a go at. Now tell the truth.”

“I…I can’t!”

Odelle released Santo’s balls. Not out of compassion, I was sure, but surprise. Then recovering, she grabbed him by the throat. “You had better explain yourself.”

“I promised,” Santo gasped. “I promised.”

“Of course you promised Patrick. But it wasn’t his place to accept your promise. He still doesn’t know - “

“Not him! It’s…Blake. I promised Blake.”

Now that really drew Odelle up short. “Blake? What does Blake have to do with this?”

Santo again averted his eyes.

Odelle tightened her grip on Santo’s throat. “I don’t care. I will not tolerate a slave that keeps secrets.”

Santo struggled to draw air. He tried to speak. I heard him, heard exactly what he said. “Cloverbloom”. Odelle’s angry facial reaction was obvious.

“You tell me!”

“Odelle!” Julia cut in. “Release him!”

Odelle let go, but she spun on Julia. “This is my slave!”

“And if you want him to remain that way, then back off!”

Renata said, “Listen to her, Odelle.”

Odelle swung from one to the other, a ready made storm about to burst forth. Then sudden realization dawned on Odelle’s face. It was like she had been somewhere else, then returned to the here and now. “Yes, of course.” She turned to Santo and drew a deep breath. “I’m sorry. But you still owe me.”

Santo nodded. “Yes, Madame.”

Odelle snapped her fingers and strode to the far side, next to the glass wall. “By my side.”

Santo hopped over to Odelle, then carefully attempted to kneel. Not until Odelle grabbed a hank of his hair to steady him did he accomplish the feat. He looked up at her. “Please, Madame, allow me to please you.”

“Not now. But keep your mouth ready.”

“As Madame commands.”

“So, we’ve established Santo has pretentious airs,” Julia said. “He’s worthy of punishment, but not wholly sinful. Renata, see if can extract a confession.”

Renata gripped Blake’s collar at the base of his neck and propelled him along. I think I heard her say something like, “You’re making me do this.”

Renata didn’t ask any questions. She quickly strung Blake up in a strappado, then locked a wide spreader bar to his ankles. Blake’s cock and balls hung down. Renata removed the leather thongs around Blake’s head and mouth. The wet wadding fell to the hard floor. Blake’s face grimaced as he sought to endure the high stress position and I felt each muscle strain along with him. No matter how experienced or limber he was, no one could have taken that kind of constant tension for long. Soon, Blake started to sweat, little rivers that coursed down his forehead, cheeks, then dripped, dripped, dripped from his chin. And still Blake remained silent. Then Renata went to work.

A pair of crisp snaps echoed through the room. Renata smoothed out a pair of latex gloves on her hands, fingers intertwined to remove any wrinkles. A soft squirt from a halfway empty tube and the middle finger on her right hand glistened in jell. Casually, she strode behind Blake, guided him around to an angle where he confronted the “jury” of mistresses head on, but where I could also see part of his face and halfway erect cock and swinging balls.

“How about a little prostrate massage?” Renata suggested. “You like those. Gives you a different kind of orgasm, doesn’t it?” With her dry hand Renata spread his ass cheeks and shoved her finger up his hole. Then slowly she worked her hand back and forth. Blake’s face turned into a combination of ache and bliss. His eyes closed and his jaw fell slack.

“Mmmm. You like that don’t you, slave my love?” she said. “Ohhh, yessss. Turns you into a little crying pussy.” She shoved a little deeper.

Blake choked back a sob.

“Oh, c’mon, slave. This is supposed to be a happy time. Here I am, softly stroking your ass, when instead I could do something else.” Renata withdrew her finger, backed up, grabbed the cat from her shoulder and slung it around in a wide roundhouse arc.

Right between Blake’s legs.

A howl escaped Blake’s mouth. Aneth and Brooke each grimaced and I think even Betty struggled to keep a straight face. Hannah grinned.

“Alright now, slave,” Renata said. She lubricated her middle finger again and once more eased it into Blake. “Tell me what I want to know.”

Caught between the pain and pleasure, Blake struggled to defy Renata. Yet, as Renata shoved her finger inside his dick grew longer, harder. Renata said, “Confess, and I’ll let you come.”

“Oh, god, Madame!” Blake wailed.

“Not until then,” Renata said. “Confess.”

“But, but Madame…”

“Confess!”

Little droplets of cum escaped Blake’s cock.

“Shit!” Renata said. She pulled out again, half-sprinted to Laura, grabbed her by the hair and just barely in time got Laura’s mouth wrapped around Blake’s cock. Blake shot his whole wad and Laura who took it all without any trouble. At last Blake sagged in the ropes, the strappado position once more stressing out his shoulders. I’m sure Blake didn’t feel a thing. Renata shoved Laura aside, unhooked Blake from the strappado, then dragged him by the hair to kneel next to Santo.

“Nice job, Renata,” Odelle said. “Now we’ll never know.”

“Yes, we will.”

Betty.

Mistress Elizabeth stepped forward, her gaze boring in on me. Her look was the same as when I first met her, back at Julia’s office a lifetime ago. The granny glasses were absent but the intensity remained. Unlike Renata and Odelle with their slaves, Betty, I mean Mistress Elizabeth, wasn’t going to stop until she got at the truth.

“Mistresses Aneth, Brooke and Hannah,” she said. “Your assistance please.”

And she was going to have help.

Aneth and Brooke jumped. They dragged me to the center of the room, a place which I knew all too well. Like before I was strung up, my toes barely in contact with the floor. Mistress Elizabeth drew my balls out from between my legs, made sure they were exposed. Well manicured fingernails lightly brushed their undersides.

Her gaze held me, and was there a trace of a smile at the corners of her mouth?

“How do you want to do this?” she whispered.

I didn’t look away. I was not going to show anyone, especially her, that they didn’t have before them a full fledged slave. I whispered back, “You already know the answer to that. The real question is: Why don’t you just tell them yourself? Or would that ruin all the fun?”

Now the smile shone and I was the happier. “Yes. Yes, it would,” she said.

I soon learned that even though my time spent under Odelle, Renata and Julia took me to dangerous, never before reached levels, Mistress Elizabeth delivered me to the breaking point.

She started deceptively slow, a light massage whipping with her own cat, the blades soft and languorous. And all the time she smiled, speaking softly, almost cooing. “You’re such a nice boy. Oh, yes, I love how your skin turns red. Feel the warmth? Just like a nice bath, isn’t it? Oh, you’re so good. Such a good slave.” And on and on. The lulling monotony carried me to a safe place where the light thud of the cat’s blades became de rigueur, the be all, end -

Swish. Smack!

Cock on fire! My eyes burst open and Elizabeth held a crop in her other hand. I saw just the last half arc before the leather tongue found its mark again, then once more. I tried to turn away, but Aneth’s familiar hands on my hips from behind prevented that.

“Do it again, Mistress Elizabeth,” Aneth said. “There’s nothing quite like the sound of crop on cock.”

Three more times. Each one harder than the last.

My breath caught in a choke. Then Aneth’s hand in my hair gently pulled my head back, angled to the left and her lips met mine. “I so love your suffering,” she said. “You have no idea just how much of a witch you are.”

She let go and somehow my feet were now entirely off the floor. Aneth spun me around like a top. For the first few rotations my eyes remained open and everything blurred. Finally, I shut them against the gathering vertigo, yet when I was abruptly stopped my head still spun. As if from far away a voice called, soft and sweet.

“Patrick? Patrick, wake up. Yes, there you are. Look at me baby. C’mon, you can do it. Here I am.”

Hannah. Her face, usually so stormy at our sessions was replaced by one that was open, fresh, and inviting. “Hello there. You’ll give us what we want, won’t you? Oh, you’re so good. Of course you’ll do right by us. Because you’re…so…good!” Her hand met my face and I spun around in place again, then once more stopped on a dime.

“You know what we want, what we desire most of all, Patrick?” Brooke. She hugged me tight, as if I were safe in her arms. “You’re smart. You can figure it out.” An arm slipped down to my ass, squeezed a cheek, then snaked around front. Her fingers found my balls, held them in a light, familiar embrace but with the threat of worse. “Out of all the questions I asked you, all the interrogation sessions, there was always one I wanted to ask. But I already know the answer, even if you won’t admit it.”

Brooke’s hand squeezed my balls and I gasped. I dared not move, not even breathe.

Brooke laughed, light and carefree. “But you will.”

A brief, tighter squeeze and I spun again.

I felt nauseous. The fruit I was fed. Fuck, was I about to vomit?

And then another pair of hands halted the visual chaos. I didn’t stop with a jerk, but slowly, with care. Spinning around in my stationary vision was Betty. Betty, not Mistress Elizabeth. Betty Maguire, the lady who taught me my first submissive lesson in Julia’s outer office. Who said the real turn off was laziness. Who was already wise to my little tricks, who demanded I call her “Madame” or “Ms. Maguire”.

“Ms…Ms. Maguire,” I slurred.

She shook her head. Not in a stern, unforgiving way. No, more like a wisp of resignation. That what must be, must be.

She backed away, as if receding into a mist.

“Spread his legs, tie them tight. Wrap some rope around the waist and grab hold of the ends. I don’t want him moving around too much.”

Hannah, Aneth and Brooke scurried to comply. Soon my legs were opened wide. Three separate ropes were cinched around my waist, the end of each in the three doms’ hands at roughly eight, twelve and four o’clock.

“Alright, Patrick, alright,” Betty said. “Now we’re going to find out just far you really can go.” She shook out a coiled whip. The well polished leather glistened like a snake’s skin.

No part of me was off limits, my ass, legs, arms, back. Not even my most sensitive bits as those tiny end blades wrapped my upper legs and oh so closely kissed my balls. A dim part of my ever growing frantic mind told me that Betty knew what she was doing and would never leave any permanent damage, but the terror set me begging. Pain crept up my struggling legs. My arms screamed agony. Please stop. Please stop! STOP!

“Give us what we want, Patrick!” Swwiiissh craaack! Swwiiissh craaack!

“Give usss…” Swwiiissh craaack!

“…what we…” Swwiiissh craaack!

“WANT!”

“I can’t!”

The whipping cut off, just like that. The only sounds my own and Betty’s, I mean, Ms. Maguire’s, heavy breathing.

She slowly strode up to me. “Can’t?” she said, breathless. “Or won’t?”

I raised my eyes toward her. I don’t know how I appeared, maybe like some still dangerous creature brought to bay because when our eyes met she backed off a half step. Yet, she recovered quickly enough.

“Can’t, or won’t?” she said again.

“I…will…not. And you know… You know why. You all do. Do you really want me to speak my safeword?”

Silence.

“He knows,” said Odelle.

Renata agreed. “At last.”

If I was able I would have swung around on them. As it was I remained suspended and finally let out what had been building inside. “Don’t treat me like an ignorant child. I know how one time Renata ignored Blake’s safeword. That’s what nearly finished them as slave and mistress.”

A gasp. From Renata I think, but the woman in front of me who held the whip said, “How did you know that? How could you possibly…”

“I have eyes. And ears. Blake practically told me so the night of the recital. And Santo also gave good hint later when Ms. Maguire arranged for him and Blake to watch over me. The question now Mistress Elizabeth, Ms. Maguire…Betty…what guarantee do I have that you won’t do the same?”

Betty and I locked eyes. At last she spoke.

“None. It is my prayer that I will know you so well you will never have to speak it.”

That was all. She flexed the whip in her hands, the leather creaking.

“I am your slave,” I said. “And I love you.”

“I love you,” she said.

“Now,” I said, “will let me down so I can fuck your brains out?!”

It sure didn’t long take for me to hit the floor. God, I was sore! But my dick was hard. In the controlled chaos that followed a mattress was dragged in and I fell on top of Betty. I’m not sure if the others stayed because my whole focus was on her. Gone were her clothes, her armor of dominance. She lay open beneath me, beautiful and a vibrant woman that I would willingly follow and protect. I kissed her, deeply, longingly, my tongue on hers, by turns languid and frenetic. Her hand found my balls, now gently stroking them to incite my internal fires even higher. I kneaded her wonderful breasts, ran my hands through her luxuriant hair and drew in her scent. And when I entered her she gave a little cry, but her arms across my back pressed against the welts there, reminding me that I also must endure pain for pleasure. With her legs around my hips I delved into her sweet depths, took her down, down, stripped all pretense until all that was left was her womanhood. She did the same until my only purpose as a man was to deliver her to body-quaking, mind-numbing rapture.

And on another level, just between us, we silently acknowledged an open secret. All this time it was right in front of me, but I really didn’t grasp it until today, as they all tried to wring it out of me without really desiring such. And if they were successful, then that very act they sought to accomplish would bring this carefully constructed fantasy world out to the harsh light of reality. And so my refusal to acknowledge it out loud, my continued bearing of their loving torture, kept it all fragilely alive.

It’s not slave rules. It’s Slave Rules.




Epilogue

Padereaux was filled with doms and their naked slaves. The circle had gathered for our “graduation” and Chef Jean had outdone himself again with superb food, delicate wine and service beyond compare. Of course, the servants had been supplied by the circle, but that hadn’t stopped Jean from wielding his now familiar paddle on any ass, male or female, that didn’t measure up to his standards. There were two sets of those I was interested in; Patrick for one, and Laura for another. During the dinner I wasn’t disappointed, they both started off the night with a nice rosy glow which only changed to a bright red with each subsequent course. If any of the others were aware of those smackings of wood on flesh they didn’t show it, but I was near the swinging kitchen doors, so I heard more than my share of Jean’s French curses, followed by a swish and strike. During the dessert I could tell he had changed from wood to leather, and it was all I could do to down a couple of mouthfuls of the orange sabayon. The sound of leather on flesh followed by a curt gasp from a slave was a different kind of dessert, and far more satisfying.

“Patrick is certainly taking more than his share of correction,” I said to Betty. We sat side by side at a round table with Hannah and Brooke, just a little distance from the long, straight table that was reserved for the higher level doms.

“My slave can take much more than that,” Betty responded.

“I was beginning to get that idea, before he was taken away.”

Betty calmly stirred her own serving of sabayon. “You felt cheated about Patrick, didn’t you, Aneth?”

Brooke and Hannah paused in their own experience of the dessert. All eyes were on me.

I thought, Alright, all cards on the table.

“Yes,” I said. “Brooke got him for long interrogations, and we all know that Hannah had him to herself for an extended period. The day he was taken away I was just finding my groove. I understand why he left, but I can’t shake the feeling that my time with him was cut short.”

Betty gave me a long look. “That is most interesting,” she said.

And that was how things were left. No one said anything more during the dessert. Yes, I had felt cheated about Patrick, but it wasn’t like there wasn’t any other slave flesh around to enjoy. Still, in the days that followed, whenever I had a cock in one hand and a whip in the other, I couldn’t help but think of him. And now he belonged to Betty, Madame Elizabeth, who was now acknowledged as a full-fledged dom in our circle. Renata had announced her as such and the other doms had given their polite applause in welcome to their sisterhood.

Our graduation ceremony, such as it was, went well. Renata had us all stand up and said we were ready for personal mentoring; the last step before achieving full status like Betty. Julia had been her guide and when Betty stood up to receive her new status they exchanged smiles. From that point on, the formal atmosphere of the dinner had slowly run off. After serving the dessert, the slaves had emerged from the kitchen to take a seat next to their doms or kneel beside them. Blake and Santo stood behind Renata and Odelle, more like protective guards, their eyes fierce. However, Patrick and Laura were not to be seen.

Now, with a couple of short rings of a spoon on a glass, Odelle commanded our attention.

“Madames and Mistresses, time for business,” she said. “As previously stated we have three Mistresses awaiting assignments and several slaves hoping for training. You’ve each been given their resumes listing their progress and any specialty they have developed. As Senior Mistress present, I shall exercise my prerogative by going first.

“Mistress Brooke, I am impressed by your ability to draw out secrets. Will you consent to be my protégé, to listen when I instruct and to do as I command?”

Everyone had been expecting this. Brooke stood. “I shall, Mistress Odelle.”

“So be it,” Odelle said.

Things progressed from there. Slaves who hadn’t already been assigned but were sitting or kneeling next to a dom were formally accepted for training by them. When it came time for Renata she turned toward Hannah, and they were paired up as mentor and student. Again, no surprise. Most people knew about Hannah’s ambitions, and no matter what Hannah thought, I didn’t let anyone know her most inner secrets, about her desire to form her own circle. Hard words had flown between us, but in the end I told her that these doms were experts at reading body language and filling in things left unsaid. That had gotten to her through the anger and, a few days later, probably after realizing that I was right, she had tearfully apologized. I never told anyone in the circle about Hannah’s remorse and things had been a lot better between us ever since. But it was also yet another hard bump in the road of our relationship that had yet to reach a destination to prove whether we really were friends.

And so it went. Slowly I realized that while Hannah and Brooke, and multiple slaves had found their place, I still remained without. With the last pairing completed, Odelle once again stood.

“Just a few more bits of business,” she simply announced. “Bring out the last two slaves.”

Renata disappeared into the kitchen, then through the swinging doors led out Laura and Patrick. They were tightly bound up in leather and securely gagged, their eyes wide, possibly at their being separated from the rest of the slave herd.

“You may have heard of these two,” Renata said. “Since they’re a couple of loose cannons we thought it best to present them like this. Slave Laura has come later in life to our circle. But then, that really isn’t unusual, is it?” Most of the ladies smiled and a few chuckled. “As you can see, she is well developed…” She gave a light slap to each of her tits. “…and of overall pleasing shape.” Renata slowly rotated her for everyone to get a complete look. “Sturdy legs, and pussy juices that run abundant with correct stimulation. Recent training has been shared but no bad habits have formed from the lack of a mistress’s personal attention. In short, you can mold to your personal taste. In addition, Laura here - “

“Yes. Yes, I remember this one. She’s been in my thoughts.”

All eyes swung to the door leading outside.

I looked up. The woman made her way toward Laura and suddenly I knew her from the recital. At that time the other mistresses had treated her like royalty, and their looks did so again. She regally strode in and stood before Laura in the same pants suit as she wore that night: tall, imperious, with cascading jet black hair, an exotic, beautiful, mid-life face that shone with a mixed inner light of assured dominance and compassion. She spoke with an accent; middle-eastern perhaps?

“I didn’t know you were coming,” Renata said.

She flashed a quick smile. “You know me. Always fashionably late.”

Her hand stroked under Laura’s chin. “Oh, yes. You’ve been the one haunting my dreams. Ever since that night.”

Laura was the one to whom Bahira blew that kiss. I had thought it was meant for Patrick, but I remembered Laura’s reaction and she had just about come unglued. More than once, when Betty had me take her for the night, she had half whispered a name in her sleep which I couldn’t understand. Now I did. Bahira.

“If we had known, she would have been turned over to you right then, Madame Bahira,” said Odelle.

“If I had known how she would bewitch me, then nothing would have stopped me from having her right then. But perhaps it was meant to happen this way.” She turned back to Laura. Her hand traced down her neck and shoulder to lightly caress her left breast. Laura closed her eyes and shuddered.

“Come with me, Laura. I will be your Madame. And I promise to hold you dear and treat you as you desire.”

Renata unclipped Laura’s leash, but instead of clipping on one of her own, Bahira leaned in and kissed her in formal greeting on each cheek. She turned her back and walked away. Laura willingly followed. I saw through the still open door leading outside a long, black limousine waited. Bahira held the car door open, smiling and happy. Laura got in, then Bahira. The sleek machine glided away into the night.

“Last piece of business,” Odelle said. She nodded at Renata.

Renata slapped Patrick’s ass once and he jumped forward.

“I have here a slave,” Renata said. “Basic training is complete. Strengths are endurance, ability to follow orders, and satisfy his Madame in every way. Highly intelligent, he is scheduled to begin anthropology graduate studies in the fall. And one other thing; he is well aware of Slave Rules.”

The way Odelle said it caused several of the ladies to exchange meaningful looks.

Ah, yes. Slave Rules.

“I’ll take him.”

No one there was surprised. Betty stood, collected Patrick’s leash, but she also held another in her hand.

“A slave like this, who knows the full authority of Slave Rules, demands constant attention, lest he slips into abuse of power,” Betty said. “Mistress Aneth.”

What? What was this? I felt Hannah’s, Brooke’s, and everyone else’s eyes on me.

“Mistress Aneth,” Betty said again. “Please come over here.”

My hands flat on the table I slowly stood. Like walking through water I struggled with each step to find myself beside Patrick with Betty on the far side.

“This is my slave,” Betty said, “and I am in love with him. And because love is the most effective blindfold, I hope and desire that you also love him, but with perhaps a clearer eye. And not just as his guardian angel. But be wary, he most beguiling and, at last, knows his own power. Join us as an equal, Mistress Aneth.”

Betty clipped the other leash to Patrick’s collar and held out the end toward me. My hand reached up, wrapped the leash in my fist. The assembled mistresses broke out in more than just polite applause. Even Hannah and Brooke joined in. I turned to Patrick, ripped away his gag and drew him close in a long, long kiss.
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