
        
            
                
            
        

    A loving couple indulge a predilection for S&M, fetishism, and bondage. Suddenly, the Mistress introduces their mutual friend into the scenario and their illicit pastime becomes a permanent reality.
The man-hating female is submissive to his wife, but dominant over him. She torments the slave relentlessly while she in turn is subjected to the humiliations of the Mistress who keeps her firmly in her place. Plot and counter plot run rampant as each person tries to gain what he or she seeks, and all of it is carefully manipulated and steered by the sublime Mistress of the household. Finally, the truth emerges and they realise that the woman they call Mistress is far from the person they thought her to be.
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Chapter One
 
 
He shivered upon the floor, but it was from anticipation of his Mistress’ arrival rather than from cold. Even though the full ferocity of winter was raging outside, the bitterness of the elements was banished by ample heating within their home.
The two-storey maisonette was lifted far from the ground in a fifteen-storey block. It was a veritable fortress in the clouds and it overlooked the squat suburban lands arrayed far below them. Its elevation also served well in providing ample privacy. No one could simply pass their windows and spy what was occurring in the sanctity of their home.
Since they had moved here they had never even seen their neighbours, and thus the strange noises of punishment and suffering that might spill through the walls went unchallenged. Should they ever mix or speak with such people, sly innuendo or sniggers might ensue. However, paranoia and isolationism was rife in the area and so it seemed that the home was the only inhabited one in the entire concrete bastion.
Kneeling on the floor, he was clad only in latex briefs. His hands were tied behind his back, with the wrists and elbows entangled in a mesh of woven rope. A leash had been anchored to a fitting in the wall and this kept him restricted to a small area of movement as it stretched silver links to his collar.
The stout leather band was firmly closed about his throat and it had been padlocked shut to irrevocably prop his head up on its rigid walls. A hoop of delicate chain links at the front held an identity tag of the type one might find on a pet. One side of the etched metallic disc read Property of Mistress Despoiler, while the other simply stated Porcupine. The reason for this christening was immediately apparent because of his new latex countenance.
The rubber hood that was such a regular part of his attire smothered both his head and much of his neck. The heavy, thick sheath was armed with short stubby spines across the whole outer surface. It offered him a small mouth slit, and meagre punctures at his nostrils and eyes to access the outside world.
The Mistress had further impeded the senses of her Porcupine by forcing a bright pink ball gag into his maw before the donning of the mask. Gagged by the orb, he was thus left wheezing softly through the vents under his nose. Underwear had of course preceded the gag. The intimate garment had been wrapped upon the ball and was now sodden with his saliva. Another divine cruelty had been the placing of another set around the hood. The spines helped keep the thong in place and held the crotch over his nose to make him drink of the aroma with every restricted breath.
What was transpiring outside the hood was virtually unknown to him because the sheathtended to muffle sound. This trait caused added punishment on occasion when he misheard or failed to detect her commands during the intensity of their sessions.
He had been serving her for some time now, exploiting the times when they were alone. The problem was that they shared their domain with a friend and did not wish to reveal their diversions to her. Lynn had expressed an intention to save for a home of her own and his partner had invited her to stay after broaching the topic with him and gaining his acceptance. So while their friend worked during the day, or spent weekends away with others, they converted much of their home to suit their secret lifestyle.
Mistress Despoiler had become a consummate dominatrix and had enslaved him totally. Her genuine relish in her role was a thing that filled his heart with joy.
Regarding the room around him, he felt the change of atmosphere that the new additions had cultivated with their emergence.
Windows spanned one deep blue wall and the curtains were open. Their double bed lay against the opposite wall and was neatly made with black quilts covering it. It had been pushed into the right hand corner, away from the door that occupied the left. A black wardrobe and long cabinet followed the right wall, while opposite them, rows of hooks had been introduced in neat waves. These supported clothes on average days, but when their sessions were being conducted, rows of weapons and implements dangled from them. A shelf on either side helped hold items such as dildos and other esoteric implements, all of them ready for use with a mere snatch.
It was easy to recall the source of every instrument and object. He could freely tell where they had bought it, or made it, what history it had with them, and the things she had done to him with the toys, weapons, and devices that had been amassed. Such a sense of record made the arsenal an even more personal cache. Each piece was a segment of memorabilia rather than just a disposable and replaceable trinket.
This was not an indulgence of domination fantasy for them. They lived it as their reality to gain a wondrous sense of fulfilment and purpose from this dark aspect of their relationship. He could not believe his fortune in finding a mate who would so readily take on such a duty.
Others they knew in the cities alternative scene often joked and played with the imagery, pretending to have leanings into such an art while bragging and crassly making rude displays of their supposed fetishes. When they heard or saw such things, the two of them always simply kept quiet and smiled privately to themselves, smug in the secret knowledge that they had travelled further into perversity than any of the novices and pretenders about them. Together they had gone deeper into decadent hedonism than any they knew. While not extremists in acts, the full adoption of their parts more than paled the brutish excesses of the hard-core dabblers.
The soft grey ambience of the winter’s day drooled in through the windows and granted a dull light to a bedroom that had been swiftly converted into a dungeon. It felt a little like the lair of a comic book hero, because at the touch of a metaphorical button, everything revolved and revealed a covert existence.
There came the soft signal of stiletto heels and the door opened to reveal his latex-clad goddess.
She was adorned in her most familiar attire, these being the first garments they had bought for this purpose. His heart wilted to see her again. His eyes could never tire of her glorious visage.
The torso of Mistress Despoiler was compressed within the powerful hold of a sleeveless halter-top. The zipped front was enforced with the allegiance of a line of rings that set laces over the zip. They tightened the top and accentuated her glorious curves and mouth-watering breasts. The latex was like armour that teased him and protected her, offering him what he had to suffer to even touch.
From the hem of the top rolled a zip fronted pencil skirt that followed the curves of her legs. It finally ended at her ankles and exposed the bottom of her knee high boots. The patent leather was laced closed and obediently lifted her upon rapier heels that shone like obsidian daggers.
The skin of her arms was anonymous because of the embrace of latex opera gloves. Each finger was rounded and phallic, like jet serpents, ones that had probed and punished him without mercy. The short tresses of her black hair were lost under a peaked military style cap that had been purchased in the States from a store that dealt to the police. The short sides and back to her hair were hinted at through furtive exposure, revealing that her entire head followed this cropped and savage style. Without embellishment or adornment to its black surfaces, the plain hat gave her a wicked glower as she regarded him from the shadows it cast upon her glare. He wilted slightly at the sight.
He wondered how many times had he been suffocated under her latex smoothed rear, or suckled on the fingers that had on occasion forged an entry into him, or whipped him, or bound him. How many times had he been fawning on the floor, lapping at her heels with complete adoration? There were too many to name yet each was distinct and powerful in his mind, the occasions wreathed in a dream-like haze that he clung to and treasured.
Without word, she paced around him, her heels clicking upon the bare timbers. This predatory circling of her prey made him shrivel even more as he was intimidated by an aura of almost tangible dominance.
“Does my slave feel obedient today?” she asked sternly.
The words were slightly marked by the accent of her native California and were soaked with the authority that she wielded with expert precision.
He nodded softly. The mane of black hair at the back of the hood flopped over his shoulders with the motion. Already his erection was starting to strain against the tight latex underwear and his lithe and shaven form trembled distinctly. He suckled upon the gag, chewing at the cotton and the inflexible sphere while he drew of the scent of the underwear. It was a wonderful humiliation, and it was a debased infliction that he revelled in because it was such a form of derogation. It was a strange concept, but his slavery was replete with such paradoxes.
“I have a new diversion for you today, slave. One that I will certainly enjoy, even if you do not,” she stated, making his eyes widen as they regarded the floor.
His dissolute thoughts suddenly ran through possibilities, seeking an answer to the presented mystery. He could feel her grinning at the sight of his concern.
“But first, let’s clean you out,” she decreed.
She began to untangle the hose from the enema bag. The device was hooked high onto the wall in readiness and a brief trip outside was followed by the sound of thundering water as it filled a large jug. Mistress Despoiler gathered the necessary store to purge him and returned at a leisurely stroll.
“Bend over,” she ordered upon her entry.
Taking the nozzle of the apparatus, she kept it elevated as she filled the open top of the bag. The rubber sac swelled with the contents. The water was steaming slightly, and this made him grateful that it was warm. The times she had opted for cold had cramped his insides terribly, and the times she had added a little wine had brought an instant and bizarre intoxication that hampered his physical ability to obey or perform tasks, which of course resulted in discipline.
Lifting his rear into the air, he placed his rubber-covered cheek to the ground. He felt her pull down the back of his briefs and expose his rear to the nozzle. The slight lowering of the plastic tip caused the pressure of the bag to send a stream speeding through the tube that in turn expelled the air. After a little spurt from the end, such as one might use to clear a syringe, she raised it again until it stopped. Bending the hose in her grip, she shut off the flow and returned the point to his proffered rear.
The plastic tip touched his sphincter and tunnelled in. It slithered to a halt and she let her other grip go. The steady jet began to pour into him. It washed through his insides and rolled along the twists and turns as an internal flash flood.
Shivering at the sensation, he closed his eyes as she stepped before him and placed a boot onto his head. Settling her sole onto his temple, she had the heel lay against his rubber-entombed scalp. Adding weight to this sculpted object of his worship, she pinned him firmly down. His fingers wrung upon themselves as the waters continued to swell within him.
The rattle of chain links sounded like merry bell chimes and the leash moved from his neck to snag the rope at his wrists. A haul from his owner lifted the extremities. Dragging them up, she made his shoulders swell with internal havoc.
Denied interference with the enema, his face was forced deeper into the ground by this drag at his arms. Mistress Despoiler kept her reign taut to maintain absolute control of her property.
The pressure within him started to rise to less easily acceptable levels. The force in his gut strained angrily at the ever-decreasing space and the walls of his innards fought to accommodate the bloating ocean.
Gurgles and groans started to slip from the mask. His legs quivered but could not assist him. His fingers trembled and screwed into fists. He tried to relax his belly but the rising discomfort and panic made it difficult, yet this was the only way to diminish the distress being inflicted on him. Every time he clenched, it simply caused the internal sea to punish him. Each squeeze made the waters churn and reveal their significant quantity through the play of his tracts.
“Okay, that’s enough for the first one,” she decided.
Mistress Despoiler always performed this ritual twice to ensure the best level of intimate cleanliness.
Having swallowed the contents of the bag, the foot was removed from his head and the tether to his shackles of rope lowered. The pipe was brashly tugged free to make him flick with a shot of movement.
“Now for some exercise,” came the next revelation as to his fate. The leash was used as a mordant encouragement for him to rise and it twisted his arms up his back and restored him to his feet.
His briefs were tugged up and a slap to the latex confirmed their placement. The chain links were then fixed to a clip that was set in the doorframe. The thick wood formed a most stable anchor that he could not haul free of.
The shortness of the lead kept him on tiptoes. His arms were contorted upward and the ropes plagued the flesh because of this position. However, this was to be the least of his concerns.
From the row of offered instruments, the wandering hand of the Mistress closed about the polished metal strut of a whip. The heavy, intimidating weapon flung forth a cascade of thick leather ribbons from its tip.
The numerous strips swayed with her step as she walked casually back to him and watched his struggles and his futile dance against inescapable bonds.
The weight of the water was already starting to descend. It was rolling down and pressing with greater force to his harried orifice. The dam was taking more strain with every moment, and the duty it had been bequeathed was more than it could handle.
The tentacles lashed out and slapped to his thigh. Her heavy-handed swing countered the lesser effects of this weapon, which stung and caused a battering shock as opposed to the searing concentrated mayhem of her canes and crops.
With harsh flicks and swipes, she struck at his torso and legs. Whipping him with speed, she made him dance and skip, to try to find shelter as he was compelled by instinct alone.
“Don’t let any of that escape, slave. Or you’ll be licking it up!” she warned.
The level of such a threat caused him to bolster his efforts to hold the waters in check. He did not know whether she would indeed go through with her promise, but he had no wish to call her bluff.
Croaking and desperate, the feel of the douche forcing itself against his innards was too much to bear. The agitating of it with his response to her whip made the task even more impossible, but the energetic instruction of the scourge was undeniable. A brief leak emerged and was contained within his briefs. The feel of the escaped waters made him clench with frantic fright.
Praying that she show mercy and permit him to expel the baleful enema, his wish was only granted after another few minutes of hideous endurance where he cavorted under the hot kiss of her flogger. When she ceased, he was panting and slouched to the wall, his skin alive with hot flashes.
The leash was set free and she drew him to the toilet. It was a brief passage across the landing, where four adjoining doors accessed the smaller rooms of their friend, the spare room, the bathroom, and his badly required destination. The banister protected from accidental passage onto the descending stairs that reached the kitchen, the front door, and the spacious living room.
The tiny box room served the facility with singular devotion. The inside was painted jet black so that it seemed to absorb the sparse light of the overhead bulb. In a sinister fashion, candles arose from malformed hillocks of wax across the back of the system and on the shelf that lay before the minute, frosted window.
He was dropped onto the seat after his owner had pulled the underwear down onto his thighs.
“Not yet, slave. Hold onto it,” she ordered.
The position he was in made it terribly difficult to deny the flow. She cupped his chin by grabbing the point with her jet fingers. Hoisting his gaze to meet hers, she loomed over him as a spectral angel of latex and erotic torment.
“Now slave, I will leave you to this and prepare the rest of my entertainment. I want it all ejected, and for you to clean yourself afterwards, understood?”
He nodded and she drew the back of her hand down his concealed cheek. The stroke elicited some squeaks of latex language and then she straightened the thong and fled.
The door closed and with a satisfied sigh, he let a forced jet of soiled waters thunder forth into the bowl. For long minutes he continued to expel the intestinal pool and when he was finally satisfied that all was gone, he started to clean his rear with awkwardness and flush away the douche.
With nothing else left to occupy his time, he sat upon the toilet. He was unable to easily access his groin and grant himself pleasure as he waited, but even if he could, to do so in his slightly deafened condition would prevent him hearing her approach. To be caught masturbating was a crime she was sure to punish most grievously.
The door opened without warning and he was thankful for having had willpower enough to deny the starved voice of his libido. The leash was caught upon his wrists and he was drawn out and back into the room where the steaming enema was already waiting.
Bent over again, the nozzle was threaded into him and the leash drew his arms up and out of reach of the intruding shaft. Her foot once more settled on his smothered head to subjugate him with her power as the flood poured into him. The water was extremely hot and caused added discomfort. With all major obstruction removed, it could flow further into him and reach new areas that it blighted with an uncomfortably warmth.
Croaking in his ordeal, he felt her apply more pressure to his head and the dense latex proved a feeble shelter.
“Keep quiet, slave,” she snapped, and the whip slammed to his wiggling rear to bring a throe of distress and shock.
Again it struck. Mistress Despoiler applied her punishment at random intervals, leaving longer gaps than usual as he fought to take the enema without complaint. The struggles and physical replies to the scourge caused the heel in his head to be an all the more painful companion, but one that he enjoyed too deeply to see depart.
The trial of the swelling pressure mounted. This time it was accentuated by her whip until, for a second time, the bag was fully drained.
Left with the hot reservoir burbling within him, he found it an uneasy presence that was far harder to abide than the first. This time however, when he was released, he was taken to the toilet and fastened to the porcelain.
His legs were parted and drawn back before being tied about the ‘U’ bend. Once he was splayed on the bowl, his briefs were drawn onto his thighs and the leash at his wrists was locked about the pipe to pull his arms down.
“Keep it in, slave,” she ordered firmly.
Forming a noose of rope, she fixed it about his throat and ensured that it was placed beneath the collar of his hood. She drew him down with the tether and tied it in place by his feet. This left him bent back and unable to straighten or move without squeezing his own throat.
Mistress Despoiler drew on a scented filter mask and stood before him. She was now protected from any noisome vapours by the perfumed cup across her nose and over her mouth and that meant she wanted to observe him.
“You will not allow any of it out until I say, or I will punish you most rigorously, slave,” she warned.
To be studied as he expelled the douche was more degrading than he would have assumed. It was harder to face the humiliating act than the holding back of the waters.
He should not have been so acutely embarrassed, after all, what shame was there in his slavery? Nevertheless, he was ashamed. His face burned under the hood, his eyes tried to avoid looking into hers, and instead they regarded her luscious body. The fight to hold the enema in was further increased by the wish not to perform so demeaning an act before her.
However, she was masked and intent on slashing his dignity with this deed, because it was what both of them wanted. She would revel in her personal destruction of his pride, and he in turn, despite his misgivings would come to relish this experience, putting the memory in a trophy case of debased acts.
Fighting to obey and to spare himself, the task grew ever more arduous. Small drips started to worm their way through his frantically clenched sphincter. The fall of every droplet echoed in the bowl and exposed his perfidy.
“I gave you an order, slave,” she growled with a subdued smirk.
She knew that he would fail. She was not going to grant him permission until he had.
Reaching to the shelf and its forest of gnarled waxen spires, she took up a set of pre-hidden clamps. A thin chain linked the pincers and their tips were sealed in small plastic hoods. The toys of suffering swiftly reached out and snagged his nipples.
He unleashed a deep croak as she tightened them by forcing up the small hoop that encircled their two arms. The Mistress then let them hang loose. The small metal chain was chill against his bare chest and gave delicate chimes with his shuddering answer to their companionship.
Again, she settled back and waited for him to fail her. He strained to hold on and wriggled on the bowl while his nipples throbbed. He found that any shuffle of his chest made the links sway and afflict the buds of trapped flesh with a little more havoc.
“I’ve warned you slave,” she reminded.
His chest rose and fell with his deep breaths while the clamps continued to extract new levels of discomfort. The pinch settled into more powerful tones and devolved an icy cramp to afflict the soft nuggets.
Another brief dribble defeated his barriers. As a penalty, an oval lead fishing weight was clipped to the connecting chain. Dragging down on the clamps, the burden accentuated their effects.
The added surge of pain caused another relapse. A squirt shot into the bowl and ripped at him with shame as he quivered under the strengthened bite of the clamps.
Retribution came in the form of gentle caresses. Her gloved hand stroked his shaft and encouraged it to leap up and stand proud. In the passing of pleasure came the application of a thin cord. The centre was fastened around the root of his genitals and after looping it around once, she then began to ferociously tighten it. The intimate cocoon made him squeak as the bonds were rolled around his scrotum, squeezing his balls, making the skin grow tight and erase every wrinkle with the collar she established at their base. A knot secured the web and the excess was flung over the lip of the toilet.
Another weight was added to drag over the edge and haul at the weave of cord. The strain on his loins made him shiver. The weighted clamps, the frustration of her touch, his bondage, and the fight to hold in the douche were too much. The chain bobbed and swung, and the genital weight clattered against the porcelain with a chaotic beat.
“I still haven’t given you permission, slave,” she threatened.
Her smile was broad from his constant failings and her merciless punishment of them.
That someone who loved him so much could still be so pitiless when in the realms of their role-play was a mark of just how skilled she was at this. He felt even more delighted and privileged to be hers when she showed that when they were in their roles, there was to be no backing out or slipping character. She really was the Mistress and he was a true slave to her dominion.
“Just a little longer,” she offered with a whisper. This made his struggle to obey all the more fervent because the end was now in sight.
“Look up,” she ordered.
He did not respond. The acknowledging of her gaze was more than he wanted.
“That was not a request, slave. Unless you want more weights applied, I advise you to comply,” she hissed.
Her words caused his grimacing features to rise and regard her from the dark wells of the hood. At least he still felt a shred of sanctuary within the mask. It helped remove him from the consequences of his embarrassing subservience. With the mask it was not he who was doing these shameful things, rather it was Porcupine. That was an entirely different creature to the one he was in reality.
“Now, slave. Let go,” she finally granted.
Staring into his eyes, she beamed with amusement as he dropped his barriers and let the torrent descend. For a long period, she watched him as he was riven with the effects of her chastisements and torn by derogation at performing before her. She flushed the system after every major geyser and spots of cold water crossed his rear.
When the internal reservoir was lost, she started to extract her punishments and untie the bonds. The loss of the clamps had him spasm with shock. The lightning strike of returning feeling rocked his chest, causing him to strain himself against his restraints. His neck was given a slight throttle by his own war against the noose. Then his raw genitals were set loose and he was freed of confinement to the toilet seat.
“Now clean yourself up and come back into the bedroom,” she stated.
Leaving him to finish, she moved out and shut the door, restoring captivity while no doubt preparing new items for implementation.
The chain at his hands chimed and dragged against the porcelain as he worked. The tether was still in place but had been left unanchored. His groin ached from the attack and tinted rosy lines were still painted around the base of the flesh.
Once cleaned, he lifted himself from the toilet and shuffled meekly back with the leash dragging and flapping to his ankles. With some difficulty, he pulled up his briefs as he went.
He stepped into the room and bowed down before her. Settling onto his knees, his shaft was quickly straining against the latex just from the sight of her.
She removed the chain and conveyed it to his collar before clipping the handle to the wall.
“First, we’ll put a plug back in,” she declared.
Taking a step to the wall, she lifted one of the butt plugs from the range that was on offer. She had taken a medium sized one, declining the smaller and thankfully larger varieties that rose as a brief encyclopaedia of anal stoppage.
“Bend over, slave,” she ordered, and enforced her will by placing a foot to his shoulder blade. The heel dug in, forced him to fold at his middle and drape himself forward onto the floor.
Changing position for stability, Mistress Despoiler once more placed a boot onto him. This time it was to the small of his back as her latex sheathed digits lowered the seat of his briefs and exposed the opening she sought to seal.
It was a customary addition, and he relaxed his muscles to ease the entry because he was well apprised of the effects of opposition. Already lubricated, the rounded tip of the device gave way to the flaring cone that opened him wider and wider as she forced it in.
Loosened by giving route to the enema, his sphincter cleared the widest part of the cone. He groaned with debauched passion as it rode in and his rear closed to grip the thin stalk. The oval base prevented it from vanishing further in because his rear was a hungry maw that would have eagerly gulped it down had it the opportunity.
The soft brush of her gloves and the twist of the heel into his flesh preceded the rising of the underwear. Another soft slap connected with his rump and she wandered away.
The enema always served to purge not only his insides, but his resistance as well. It somehow flushed out rebellion, just as the hood and eternal plug served as constant reminders of his meek station.
Catching his impaired breath through the gag, he straightened up. Rising onto his knees, he was disappointed that he had grown accustomed to the scent of the thong and could no longer detect its aroma.
Mistress Despoiler gathered another short rope and closed in on his back. The groan of stretching latex as she settled behind him made his eyes roll back in rapture. It was a delightful melody, a banquet for his gluttonous senses.
His biceps were treated roughly and drawn tighter together. This forced his chest out as she applied her bondage with her usual severity. The forcefulness dissuaded any hint of resistance and encouraged his submission.
The use of rope was nothing new to him. Mistress Despoiler was an innovative creature of power that preferred the imaginative creativity of rope work to the simplicity of mere cuffs and shackles. It further strengthened her credentials as a superior. Her willingness to expend time and effort was a trait that was lacking in so many others that purported the same doctrine of feminine rule.
The sound of the leash being unfastened from the wall was joined by the all too familiar noise of the cane as it took premature slices at the air. The Mistress carved several trilling lines of preparation and then flexed the strut.
The slender bamboo weapon had been a bane throughout his willing slavery. Its signal was distinct and dreadful to his ears and he instantly cowered.
“Now, stay still, slave. You have to take your daily punishment,” she reported.
After catching his wrists with the leash, she drew in the slack of the chain and his arms were lifted up. Held together at elbow and wrist, she kept them elevated by her powerful hold. The pose denied interference to shield his rear, or to touch her as she ground a boot into the middle of his back and forced him down beneath her weight. His legs were folded beneath him and were trapped. The heel kept him anchored under her, denying an escape should his resolve falter, for to fight might well have the dagger puncture him.
Lifting the mordant stalk of stern reparation, the Mistress paused to let his concerns swell. With a sudden hack, she applied a searing line to his rear.
The latex briefs were a pathetically weak defence from the savagery of the weapon. He gave a jolt of response and a gurgling croak rushed into the gag, he broke into quivers, and the storm of pain rolled through his rear. It dissipated very slowly, as the distress lingered and make him shudder under her control.
The Mistress paused to let the effects fade completely so he might fully explore the entire chapter of her first stroke. It struck, again and burned into him, marking him with weals that would last for days. However, this was not the worst she could inflict upon him. This was mere daily chastisement that was designed to keep him in his place, reminding him of her power every time he sat down or bent over and irked the bruises.
He fought to endure, to obey, and to keep still while tears of suffering welled in his eyes and he pulled weakly against the tether on his wrists.
The Mistress took the root of the chain and held it to her knee for new strength and extra weight to her coercing heel. His hands grazed warm latex as his arms were stretched, and coupled with the penetrating stiletto it fed the beast of his perversion.
The other ten strokes were imparted steadily and each one made him squeal and squawk like an animal under her threatening shadow and stabbing heel. Each stroke was a hell of infernal sorrow and each time she let his struggles fully subside before continuing. She never let the lessons of pain intermingle and this ensured that each one was taught separately to his rear.
“There, my Porcupine. That’s all for now,” she decreed.
Stepping free, she stood in a tight posture beside him. The cane jutted from a fist of blackness while she let the chain coils fall to give him a hint of cursory freedom.
As usual, he turned and huddled at her feet, his hidden cheek pressed to her toes as he sobbed with bliss and harrowing. The leash still held his arms up, stopping him from nursing the injuries while also steering him into this act of subservience. It felt good to sob and cower before her. The whipping had left his heart racing and his mind awash with a glorious haze of exorcism.
“Now, let’s take these off for the moment. I want you presentable,” she said, and slipped the underwear from his face. After placing it on a shelf, she removed the leash.
“Lay yourself on the floor, face down. Don’t you dare look up without permission, Porcupine. Or you’ll really suffer.”
He obediently shuffled into the demanded pose. It was a difficult feat because of his bound arms, but he managed it. Staring into the floorboards, he gently touched his buttocks. The flesh was radiant with the imparted damage of the cane and still full to bursting with the effects.
He heard the door open and a new set of footfalls entered. His heart froze. No other parties had ever been introduced into their sessions. Mistress Despoiler had been toying with the notion of adding more slaves, especially ones she still had a desire to see under her heels, but this was another dominant. The bold rhythm of stilettos certified it.
“I have an assistant today, slave. One who will be applying punishment to that worthless carcass of yours. Can you guess who it is? Don’t look though, you’ll just have to continue dwelling on it for now,” she crooned, and the sound of clicking spires wandered behind him.
The cane swished down and struck him in the back of a thigh with far more severity than normal. The hand responsible was either being vindictive or was unsure of how much brawn to apply. With a muted wail, he started to convulse. His body was rigid and tense as he weathered the storm of pain. The ropes pained his arms from the sudden endeavours to try to snap the coils and get free.
It struck again and his muscles flicked as he strove to keep still. He was unwilling to disobey with this enigmatic dominant in the room, especially when they were in the process of punishing him.
Another three sharp blows clipped his thighs. The flesh rippled and he clenched his hands into fists as the ball gag distorted his croaks of pain. Strings of saliva seeped onto the ground beneath him along with the occasional droplet of mingled sweat and tears.
His bound arms could provide no help. The attacking of his thighs kept the strokes beyond his influence but he still stretched them down, trying to cover the regions that were being so nightmarishly targeted.
The back of the collar was caught by fingers and used as a reign to help him up. He brought his knees back under him and restored an upright but still humble pose. His legs trembled like saplings in a gale, every use of the muscles was making the welts burn with new potency
“Keep those eyes shut slave, I will unveil my surprise shortly,” she said.
He heard footsteps before and behind him. This disguised who was who as fingers played upon his mask and began removing the heavy sheath.
The loss made him nervous, for he was now exposed to the scrutiny of this stranger. He no longer had the blank features to hide behind and help commit him to obedience. Clearly, Mistress Despoiler was intending for this abasement. It was another little slice of disgrace that she knew he would equally love and dread.
After their liaison had begun, they had fallen in love and she had begun to enquire about his passion for S&M. Over the months that followed, she wormed more and more out of him, and finally she suggested that they try it. Since that fateful day, things had been steadily speeding up, becoming more intense, and he could not have been more pleased.
The hood came free and the gag was unbuckled. It was drawn from his dry lips to leave his senses free and the spit-soaked underwear was still wrapped around it.
“You may now look, slave,” came the soft command.
Opening his eyelids with wariness, he was astounded at who stood before him. It was their flatmate, Lynn.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
Lynn was a friend to both of them, one who had often expressed her affiliation for such role-play, but never indulged.
They had been friends for a long time now. They had attended parties, functions, and events of all description and size with varying degrees of success. They had gone through crumbling relationships, good times and bad, and they had always been there for each other.
He had found her attractive when they first met, virtually everyone did, but they would always be friends and that suited him fine. She had her flaws, as they all no doubt did, but things were right this way and were not for altering.
Besides, she had changed a lot since then. She had fallen from pristine grace, and it was not just because they had got to know each other’s foibles and quirks. His regard for her had been high in times past. She had been a sort of admired idol—calm, collected, full of life and vigour, ready to act without reservation or regret, her charisma a source of envy. She had faced dire problems and rode over them with a smile. She had been untouched by the world, immune to its harshness, but this had been violated since and she had been irrevocably disfigured.
A long deteriorating relationship seemed to have eroded all self-esteem before its final collapse. Numerous crutches were the only things supporting her now and her light had been dimmed to the verge of extinction.
Now there was a new chapter between them, one outside all parameters of friendship and beyond. One they were about to explore. He felt shameful, and wanted to crawl away, but the hold of Mistress Despoiler to his neck kept him still as she savoured his confusion and the sight of him in turmoil at this trick she had played.
The tall and slender body of the new arrival seemed all the more imposing and magnificent now that it had been adorned with a gloss dress. It had been a freebie for filling in as sales staff at a fetish store in the city and he had always found her highly alluring when she wore it. The hem of the vinyl sheath just cleared the tips of her moulded thigh boots, offering a tantalising wink of pale upper thigh. It teased the eye because if she bent over fully, or if she just moved a certain way, one might gain a precious glimpse of underwear. The boots had been made to measure and flowed along every contour of her long limbs to end in a wicked heel, the height of them augmented and eased by a slight platform. Her slim arms were sealed within the tube of Lycra opera gloves and the fingers rose to fierce tips as her pointed nails jutted out like talons to fight the fabric that entombed them.
Her long black hair hung about her angular features with a streak of shocking pink thrown in on one side. Her eyes were rimmed with dark shades and a curling design spilled from one corner. Her eyebrows were drawn to pointed arcs and her lips were dark to make her expression graver. The sight of her attired in such a manner made him cringe. She indeed made quite a striking apparition of female dominance.
On occasion, when affected by alcohol, they had talked of how they might structure a scenario. Neither had thought that such plans would ever include the other at some point.
He did not believe in limits, safe words, or boundaries. He said he would not impose rules and regulations on a Mistress. He had kept the fact that he was already engaged in such matters from her, offering that his counsel was based more on past experience.
He had tried to convey in as least crass terms as possible that she should be truly free to act as she wished. She had seemed intent on keeping an air of lightness to such encounters, as though afraid to immerse too deeply in a role that she might not be able to get out of again should it prove too captivating.
He had spoken like this so that she could experience any encounter she found in full, to enjoy the role she wished, and not be stalled or turned from acts that she might want to perform because of who her subject was. The theoretical slave had never once been thought of as himself. It was anonymous advice, and now he was torn between giving himself a hearty pat on the back because someone had actually followed his recommendation, and feeling fear at what she might do now that he himself had petitioned a scenario where all limits were waived.
Would she wilt from use of dildo, or genital torture for fear of it translating into a sexual act between them? In some ways, it could be, but that was not how it was. It was to be more like a little dark improvised play. When actors kissed, they were not expressing any love, they were not consequently betrothed, but rather they were fulfilling their part. Therefore, the full use of the slave by the dominant could be exploited without compunction for decency. Only intercourse or other fully sexual scenes could be construed as a transgression against it.
With Mistress Despoiler it was different. He was in love with her, not only as her striking and wondrous other self but as the individual she was at heart.
They had been besotted with each other for a lengthy time before this wicked side to their natures escaped, and they had not been able to turn back since. For them, it was a relationship permitting all that they wanted, their sex life heightened and carried to new and dizzying highs with the use of their roles to supplement it.
“Well? Kiss the boots of my assistant, slave,” hissed Mistress Despoiler.
She used her hold to push him forward, and her glee at his quailing from this acute embarrassment served to broaden the smile on her face.
Timid, the new Mistress moved one of the burnished stems of patent leather a little forward as an indication.
A tow with the collar had him scampering over on his knees to slavishly adore the footwear. Running his tongue across the smooth panes, he savoured the feel of being subjugated by his owner.
Lingering on the heel, he let his tongue coil around the thin dagger. The delight he took in his work was now at a fever pitch.
His lips trekked across ankle and shin, leaving saliva that his tongue lapped at, spread, and then flicked to polish the divine material. Fields of condensation misted it as his breath rasped outward and then the fogged plumes quickly faded to reveal shimmering black skin.
The feel of the plastic cone within him as he worked accentuated his conformity and it made him feel more the part. The toy had an aura of slavery to it, beguiling the wearer, rendering them weak and pliant to the will of a domineering beauty, their owned body held open and controlled by another.
“That’s it, slave,” encouraged his alluring tyrant while she continued to monitor his work from above.
The control over him stirred his arousal. The Mistress might well punish this result as a sign of wavering fealty, especially if it was construed as an answer to the assistant’s vinyl-sheltered physique.
“That’s enough,” she stated, and the cane flashed down to impart a hot weal on his wiggling rump.
The pain stormed within the soft flesh and he scuttled back while nursing the welt. In a ball, he held himself tight, waiting for the results of the weapon to retreat as his eyes blurred from influxes of tears.
Mistress Lynn lolled against the wall, a hand on her flank, her eyes sparkling. She brushed her hair back with gloved fingers to restore the single streak of pink that poured along with her long sable tresses.
Mistress Despoiler slithered forward, the latex stretching and undulating across each stride. The tautening of opaque panes charmed his previously deprived eyes until she moved behind him, whereupon she crouched so she could fill his ear with her words.
“Would you like to masturbate before us, slave?” she asked while freeing his aching arms from their captivity.
“No, Mistress Despoiler,” he replied solemnly.
He rubbed his joints to encourage the sensation to return. The thought of surveyed masturbation frightened him. It was hard enough to do it in front of Mistress Despoiler, but to be exposed with a friend in the room!
A yelp of pain spilled from his throat as the cane swept into him. He forsook the consolation of his numbed elbows and clutched the pounding line.
“Do it!” she barked, breaking the defiance with skill. He could not resist such powerful authority, not from her.
With a trembling hand, he reached into the front of his briefs and drew forth an already erect member. His head was held low and his eyes were kept down as his ponytail hung over his shoulder.
“So, you mewl no Mistress, and look at you! Throbbing with lust like the little pervert you are,” berated Mistress Despoiler and withdrew until she was situated before him. Mistress Lynn was still behind her, watching with interest.
“I say that warrants punishment, don’t you Mistress Lynn?” she added, drawing her assistant back into the scenario.
“Yes. Yes it does,” she replied and admonished him with a mocking scowl.
“Put some clamps on the nipples of this lying little slave,” she purred and then indicated where the examples of such instruments resided via a gentle wave of her digits.
With a sauntering stride, Mistress Lynn approached and looked over the articles. Her eye selected clover clamps through familiarity rather than purpose and he groaned inwardly at the choice, for she had picked the ones he found most stressful to endure.
Still holding his shaft, he tried to avoid her eyes as she leaned in and opened the two padded jaws of the crushing tools. Each morsel of flesh was placed into the shadow of their vice-like hold and then captured. They were compressed with a ferocity that made him stiffen and gasp, his chest rising and falling to make the chains jingle. She seemed shocked for a moment and then banished such remorse. Lynn let it reform and emerge as a wide grin of delectation.
A brief playful tug at the connecting chain made him wince, and with the murmur of her dress stretching she backed away, leaving him to regard his true Mistress. He was weighing up whether or not he could do this, but he had to, for her.
He took firmer hold of his stiff length. The flesh was like the needle of a gauge, upright, and reading a boiling libido. He slowly began to shuffle his fist back and forth while he was devoured by the shame of exposure.
“Look at us as you do that, Porcupine,” hissed his owner. The ragged spikes of his hair now fulfilled the name instead of the armaments of his hood.
It took effort to lift his face and regard the spectators. To acknowledge their presence was no easy feat.
The two women were stood before him, poised against the wall, swimming in the enjoyment of their power over him. They were deities of rubber and vinyl and he was completely devoted to their doctrine. As a fanatic parishioner, he was ready to fulfil any radical commandment they issued.
The pleasure rising in his shaft was growing more intense. The cloudy haze of rising climax was forcing back the gnawing frustration. It did not make him more amiable to the job, just heedless of its ravages.
The task was further drawn out as the pounding beat of the clamps started to increase in depth. The pincers pushed everything save a keening stamp from the captured buds and were stashing a store of pain that they would unleash as a broadside when they were removed. The longer they stayed, the deeper the pain grew, and the more savage would be the extraction.
He wanted to solicit their removal, but knew from experience that Mistress Despoiler would only ensure she left them on longer should he bemoan their presence.
“I think you should worship my skirt while you do that, slave,” announced Mistress Despoiler.
“And Mistress Lynn, a taste of the cane will keep his lust subdued. After all, we don’t want him ending prematurely because of his lack of self-control.”
With a nod and a sudden perky smirk, Lynn walked to the wall. Her steps had already changed from hesitant and cautious, of someone not sure whether they should be here, to someone at ease with this position. The mere act of him humbling himself before them, of performing such a binding taboo at their mere command had given her conviction and it was snowballing rapidly.
Her hands closed about the deserted cane. She lifted it from a hook, clenched it in her grip, and savoured the feel of the instrument. The aura of power it seemed to lend the wielder spread quickly, and as though having drawn Excalibur from the stone, she marched back. The weapon was now content in her hands and all doubt was gone.
Mistress Despoiler moved to his front and looked down with her piercing glower. Her eyes twinkled with adopted malevolence and setting her legs apart, the slim sheath was suddenly taut. The skirt stretched along her legs, revealing the elegant contours as the latex held tight to her form.
A toe moved to him and he draped down and put his lips to her boots so that he might drink deeply of the wonderful scent. Placing a single kiss to each, he began moving up, letting his tongue slide upon the material, his palate being burned by the potent tang of rubber that was like nectar to his deviant tendencies.
With such encouragement, the tide of his climax thundered forth and filled his genitals with a fuzzy heat. His head was dizzy with desire to finish and the clamps were a negligible hindrance to his toil.
There was the soft humming whine of the cane upon a capricious flick. He heard it even over the sound of his panting breath and slobbering attendance. A lucid streak crossed his rear and with a choking gasp, he arched slightly and then fell back into a ball. His tongue slipped back in as he gritted his teeth, his face now screwed up into a mask of endurance.
The fierce havoc dribbled lethargically away. The cane imparted an effect of no small brutality or longevity. Before the life span of this pulsating pain had elapsed, another stroke descended to extend his frozen state. The accrued misery was rising with each hack. The gaps between her blows were brief and this kept him dedicated to holding onto his meagre fortitude.
Whimpering with the steady beat, he started to buck and flinch. The dance under the shadow and kiss of the weapon caused Mistress Lynn to follow the example of Mistress Despoiler and place one of her booted feet into his back. When the heel pushed in, he was forced lower and made to concentrate his efforts to the feet of Mistress Despoiler. The assistant was intent on denying him any higher elevation while she ravaged with the weapon.
A full six were delivered as she kept him pinned down with this slender dagger and his every struggle made it dig into him. The heavy toll of the pain effectively extinguished his lust and his member grew flaccid in his grasp.
The attack stopped and let him begin afresh. Mistress Lynn must have seen how she was stalling him completely rather than the providing the designated process of delay.
With tears in his flickering eyes and with his brow swelling with small gems of sweat, he lifted up and with steadying breath he once more started to lap at the tight pencil skirt. The act of adoration, the pain of the beating, and the growing power of the clamps had him blooming again in his fist, giving him something of substance to work.
His efforts were brought to an abrupt halt as the cane hacked into him. The slash paralysed him, leaving his lips locked to the latex as he gurgled and whimpered, riding the ferocity of the wave to less painful waters. Washed gradually onto the shores of relief, he continued to slither his tongue up and down the midnight shell of Mistress Despoiler.
Once more, he was permitted to gain a view of his goal. His fingers were almost upon it just as the cane returned to snatch it away.
The pair continued to abuse him for a lengthy time. They kept him in pleasure and pain, and frustrated him terribly until they decided to end such spiteful play and move on.
“Now put it away,” demanded Mistress Despoiler.
Her words forced him to offend the rigid shaft by bending it back into the tight walls of his briefs. The action made him shake and double up as the wrenching torment in his erect length became terrible blight, but it was one that he had no choice but to undertake.
Such crippling was extended when the clamps were removed. The sudden detonation made him slap hands to the assailed skin and sob with dismay, and this distracted him from the keen pangs in his distorted shaft.
“I am going to leave you to the attention of Mistress Lynn, slave. Now you be a good servant and do as she says, or you will not only be disobeying her, but disobeying me as well. Do you understand?” she stated.
She cupped his chin and lifted it to meet her gaze. Her latex torso rolled under his vision, her face emerging like a sunrise over the twin mounds of her breasts. Her eyes flicked with emotion and her rubber fingers were soft and warm against his jaw line. With utter adoration in his heart, he nodded.
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler.”
“I’ll be back later in the day, perhaps I’ll even bring back a gift with me, in case you are good, and something else for you if you are bad.”
Staring into his eyes for a moment, she regarded him with intensity then released her hold. After patting his head, she left the room. She had probably removed her normal clothes from the wardrobe and would change downstairs before heading out, leaving him to the tender mercies of this fledgling dominant. Had this privacy been deliberately sought, so that Mistress Lynn could operate without the concern of scrutiny from one so much more experienced than she?
Looking slowly around, he saw Mistress Lynn lounging against the wall, watching him, and wondering what she should do with this new toy.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
“I want you to lie on the floor. On your back. Spread yourself out for me, slave,” she demanded.
With hesitant compliance, he did as instructed and let his arms and legs stretch forth. She closed in and began to thread rope through the eyelet’s that had been screwed into the floorboards. Placed along the walls, the sturdy devices were more than able to contain him. Mistress Despoiler had pushed them to their limits with her abusing of his frame whilst he dwelt within them. Waxing, candles, clamps, dildos, beatings, all had failed to break them.
Lynn buckled a set of fetters in place and the thick bonds of hide were fastened to ropes. Threading the coil through the metal hoops of the anchors, she pulled back and drew in the slack before tying them off.
Shackles of an identical style were applied and sealed to his wrists before being padlocked into position. Two long ropes were each tied around a distant anchor. The lengths reached down and passed through the D rings of his cuffs before going back through the awaiting eyelets. Taking a firm stance, Lynn used her body to help drag in the two coils from their wide anchors and rack him. His limbs strained out before she knotted the two ropes together. The only means of his release was now an eternal distance beyond his crown.
Left stretched before her, he was a pale cross of flesh. He lay helpless and could see the obvious delight in her eyes. Worry was rising in his mind, the fright brought out by his ignorance of her intentions and of her capacity for torture.
As though to feed his concern, the front door slammed shut. Mistress Despoiler had left the home.
Assuring herself of her power, Mistress Lynn stepped up and put a boot onto his chest. Letting the heel forge a dimple upon his ribs, she leant a little more weight to it. For the first time in her life, she had another human being under her complete control. She could do anything she wished and he could not stop her or affect her wishes in any way.
“How do you feel, slave?” she inquired.
“Fine, Mistress,” he whispered softly.
The cane thundered down, clipped his hip, and left a potent wash of suffering in its wake. He jolted in his prison and gurgled.
“Do you still feel fine, slave?” she smiled, and added another slice with the bamboo strut. The infliction of pain was something she obviously enjoyed. Her darker side was being exposed by this incentive.
Clenching his teeth to weather the storm of pain, he kept his eyes screwed shut and was unable to speak because of the fierce effects. The cane was the worst of the weapons, and yet he had been the one who had chosen to buy it. His masochistic nature would not tolerate happy mediums.
Another strike made him release a soft bark and then strain against his bonds. He felt all the more reassured and impotent because of their presence. Had they been absent, he was sure his instincts would prompt him into scampering out of the door by now. He did not want to run, but sometimes his instincts defeated his wishes.
“Keep silent, slave, or I’ll give you double,” she warned sternly.
Another six harsh blows started to afflict his thighs. The slender strut whizzed down and met him with a dull thwack. He quivered and gave severe spasms as his body was rocked by a painful and lengthy tempest.
Fighting to hold his silence, he hissed and panted instead of crying out. He endured for no other reason than because she wished it and to obey her was to obey his beloved.
He knew that there could be monitoring neighbours who might well report such perversity if it became too obvious, but it was unlikely because people tended to mind their own business. So the image of this being a test of strength, to endure lest more disturbing harm be caused made it an even more succulent affair.
The sight of her boot on his chest was another treasure to his eyes. The feel of being pinned beneath her was one he found exciting, despite the horror of the cane’s rapid kisses.
When he was not engulfed in sorrow, he looked upon the polished stems that flowed up from heels and into the tightly shielded physique of his friend. When she chose to punish him, his head dropped back and he jerked in his rack. His mouth remained wide with a silent shriek, his eyes clenched shut as tears ran his cheeks and wove into his hair or ears.
The torrent of strikes finally ceased and the tip of the weapon that had been responsible for his desired anguish extended to his shivering lips. Salty lines were streaming from his eyes and the pounding in his flesh still rolled on and seemed to echo into his belly.
“Now what do you say?” she asked.
“Th…Thank you, Mistress Lynn,” he uttered with uneven tones. Extending his head, he placed a single kiss of gratitude onto the bamboo.
Elated, she stepped from his chest and knelt beside him. The murmur of the fabric tightening upon her body had him shudder with desire. Nevertheless, it was not a desire to actually have her, rather it was the lust from assured denial. Aroused though he was, he would not have broken the roles with anything as crude as sex, not while this fantasy dalliance was unfolding with such superlative precision.
From beside her she removed the lost set of clover clamps. Opening the padded jaws, she reached across his chest and teased his nipples by drawing small circles upon the aureole. She tickled the tender buds and watched as they arose slightly. They were eager to accept her mordant adornments and despite the rawness from their recent affiliation with the toys, they listened to the charm of her touches and obeyed.
He grimaced each time. The compression of the implements was severe in their intensity, especially because of their recent punishment. The jaws slowly forced out all feeling, rendering the flesh numb save for the dull heavy pound. The pain was like footsteps in the dark, getting closer and louder all the time, building up to the point of release where they would explode with new sensation.
Lifting the chain, she drew up and stretched the flesh into inverted icicles. Her face was a mask of jovial wickedness It was the expression of sadistic delight, as a child might wear if they were alone, hidden away, and tormenting small creatures with cruel acts. Such deeds bore no remorse. The life in their hands could not resist and was deemed of a lower order, eligible for torture to amuse, to feed a gratuitous sense of superiority through the bullying of something else. However, he was a willing victim and despite the vehement rhetoric of feminist dogma, a male was still considered superior in society, making this rotation even more gratifying to both the torturess and her subject.
Up ending a small plastic bag, she dumped a pile of wooden pegs across the carpet next to her. The gadgets had been dyed black for atmosphere and decorated with silver arcane patterns. Brushing her fingers through the store, the wooden clatter of them against each other echoed as a hymn of threat before she took one up.
Pinching the back, she made the implement yawn and it suddenly bit into his inner thigh to make him grunt and screw his face up. It was the first of a blizzard that descended and gnawed upon his abdomen. Taking pinches of skin, she began her work with a sudden nip of sharp discomfort that soon settled into a steadier beat.
However, the more that she applied, the higher the total cumulative effects. Straining against his bonds, he felt her setting pegs across his thighs, into the splayed tender inner regions, and around his briefs. The most strikingly mordant proved to be just below his hips.
She idly flicked them and watched them wobble as his abdomen wriggled and shook the sea of upright contraptions so that they chattered upon each other. Her slender hand reached out again and this time it took up a short red candle. She lit the wick and clapped her gloved hand to his face. Lynn squeezed her fingers into his cheeks and opened his mouth. He feared that she was going to pour wax in, but instead, she slotted the candle into the aperture.
“Bite on it, slave. And if you let it fall, I’ll give you thirty-six strokes the cane, as hard as I can give them,” she whispered softly with her head craned back. She obviously savoured his plight as he closed his teeth to the solid wax. Keeping the candle upright, his eyes were wide with trepidation.
Lynn let go and took up another candle leaving him holding the other one. He could guess what was going to happen. If she afflicted him with blistering drizzle, any wriggles would make the candle that was shoved in his mouth shake. The store of molten wax would then drool down onto his face. He dared not free himself of this curse because the option of spitting it out carried far graver ramifications.
Holding the second candle, Lynn touched it to the flame hovering over his features and watched as the squat waxen rod gathered a pool of its own molten fluid. Staring at it with angst, he met her gaze. The two of them exchanged a glance where both were affirmed as finding pleasure in their roles.
Lifting it over his chest, she smiled and continued to move it back and forth, denying him a chance to predict where the first droplets would fall. Several times, she began to tilt it and watched his respiration suddenly accelerate as his body quivered with flickers of tension. Then with spiteful mirth, she did not follow through.
Shifting aside, she extended a leg and put the sole to his chin. Applying pressure to push his head back, she robbed him of the scope to watch her work. It also forced him to pucker his lips up to add their grip to the candle along with his teeth and tongue. Already several short dribbles had slipped the edge and had frozen halfway down. It stalled his breath with fright when he saw them descend. Any more escapes would surely reach his face, and he wanted to avoid that if he could because the notion of scorching wax across his cheeks and lips was a most unpleasant one.
The feel of her boot into his jaw to control him so effectively was mesmerising, and he could feel his erection growing once more despite the throbbing of the many pegs. He was a helpless devotee of his vice. Any source could exploit this crevasse in his mind, but only one source could own him fully. All others were merely pandered to.
Ethereal splashes of ghostly sensation fell onto his legs. They preceded a shock of burning heat that drilled into his flesh and made him moan and choke. His head fought her foot, but she kept the limb locked in position and defeated him with ease. The struggle caused the amassed wax above his maw to slip their perimeter and tumble in sparkling streams down the side. Fusible droplets slowly solidified as he snorted in alarm, his eyes fixed to the cascade and then shutting tight from their arrival onto his lips. Gurgling in pain, a line slipped down the hillock of his cheek and stopped before reaching his ear.
He wrung his hands in dismay as more drops were applied. The winding trails of red wax were being steadily painted up and down his legs. Layer upon layer fell and the frozen splashes hardened swiftly as he suffered for her sport. More drool fell from the burning wick and coated his inner thighs, falling upon peg and flesh with indifference. These applications were the worst of all because the already sensitised skin responded bitterly to the molten flow.
He was keeping his eyes closed firmly shut to protect them and so he was denied the chance to see her and where she might attack. His main goal was to keep the candle steady but as the wick meticulously ate at the wax, the thick pond could not be stopped from spilling. His snorting nostrils tried to cool it, but the globular clusters that formed onto the sides soon started to drip their issue straight onto his cheeks, nose, and chin. This made it even harder to stay still. Lines slipped over his lips, reached across his face and sweat-sodden features, and froze to indelibly mark their route.
A peg was suddenly removed and it let a fierce shock of throbbing feeling rock one of the spots near to his hip. The same peg swung in the air during a moment of deliberation and then dropped back down into a fresh spot whereupon it snatched a new area.
Writhing and gently fighting the restraints, he could do nothing save try to keep still and quiet as she continued to drip wax across his chest and belly, onto his arms, and cruelly into his armpits.
The sounds of his muted cries and squawks of shock continued, even against the candle hat was so madly clutched by his mouth. Finally, the decibels were deemed too annoying to the ears of the Mistress.
“I can see I will have to gag you,” she decided aloud.
Lynn removed the candle with care and shoved her foot deeper into his jaw to prevent any movement. With spite, she tilted it over and dropped blistering spots across his mouth as he mewled and cried out. With a derisive tut, she blew out the object of his punishment and set it aside.
Lynn looked across the ball gag and then surveyed an inflatable version, but she was not satisfied with either. Having seen Mistress Despoiler’s use of hosiery, she entered her adjoining room with a steady strut and retrieved underwear from her laundry bag.
“Would you like these, slave?” she offered, knowing full well that such a humiliating trinket would be greatly welcomed simply for its acutely degrading effects.
“Yes, Mistress,” he rasped, and the wax on his face cracked from the movement of his skin underneath it.
He was unsure of whether he could stand such an attack. In average fantasy it was fine, but she was no fictional Mistress without identity, she was going to do it for real and humiliate by gagging him with her underwear. Would she do it, or was she bluffing? In many ways, he hoped she was.
Stepping forward, her long legs folded and she settled beside him. Sinking her fingers into his reluctant cheeks, she forged an openingand then stuffed the soft thong of fabric in. He recoiled and fought to stop her as his tolerance snapped like overextended elastic.
Keeping it in with hooked fingers, she squashed his tongue with the worn garment and then leant back to take up the ball gag. By forcing the sphere in, she broke whole regions of solid wax. The underwear became trapped on his palate and muffled his words as she buckled the ball into place with a haughty yank. The material started to absorb his spit and was rough against his tongue. The taste of it seeped out to bring cringes and savouring wriggles.
“Now, where was I?” she wondered.
The sound of stretching latex drew his awareness. It was the unmistakable signal of gossamer thin surgical gloves being slid into place. He had left the bag of pegs beneath a set of such gloves, so that Mistress Despoiler might be more inclined to use them when assailing intimate regions. His ploy had backfired massively.
With a bright snap, they were set in place and she flexed her fingers. Lynn interlocked them and ensured that the sheaths were properly placed on her digits.
Settling between his promiscuously splayed legs, he felt her pull down the front of his briefs. It was a relief to know that she was not being hindered in their encounter, but it also caused fear as to what she might be planning. Mistress Despoiler might be tempered by the intention to make use of his shaft for passionate coitus. Mistress Lynn had no such considerations for his well being.
A harsh pinch grabbed at his scrotum and made him scowl. Another was delivered, and then another. Lynn took scalding grabs of his flesh and turned his testicles into a cluster of ebony pegs, his skin squeezed in a dozen mouths. Each application made him quake as they continued to steal away feeling and replace it with pulsating pain.
The line between his anus and scrotum gathered a solid row. Each peg was to attention and squeezed the skin terribly. More were snagged onto the shaft of his penis, and others into his inner thighs where caused him to shiver and buck from their cumulative effects.
“Oh dear, I seem to have run out. Well, I guess I’ll just have to recycle them, slave.”
With the entire flock in position, she returned to the very first one she had installed before the wax. The first regiment of veterans was now pounding with a ferocious ache. The first removal had him jolt with the suffering wrought by its flight. The loosed peg was reapplied on his thigh and a new implement was selected. Again, the effects of its loss ravaged him and the peg was transferred to a new locale.
“I could just do this all day,” she giggled.
With steady, attentive amusement, she continued to pain him with this scenario, removing pegs to eat at him with woe. Denying mercy, she added each to a new spot and continued this long rota of calamity.
When all of them were removed from his genitals, the flock migrated back. They punished the new locations with their departure as they returned to the old. Tears welled in his eyes as the line under his testicles were removed, this region being the most painful to endure so far.
When it came to placing them back, Lynn had seen his responses and discovered the places that were most sensitive. These were the zones where he would go rigid and cry into his gag, strain at the bonds and gasp for breath while he rode the wash of suffering. She exploited this knowledge fully, showing no pity by choosing these locations first and concentrating on them.
With his genitals once more struggling under a full load, the wooden devices clicked on each other as they were played like a glockenspiel by his quivering motions.
Lynn stood up and leant over the slave. With hands on hips, she regarded him from above, letting the feel of her newfound control creep over her. He ached to reach up and just touch the gloss-painted contours of her frame, to let his hands feel the tight smoothness of her thigh boots and the dagger heels. Even to hold her hips, to place his grip to them and let his hands worship the aura of her dominance. It was all he wanted, was to touch, anything else would corrupt the image of a merciless Mistress. The role she held made her a porcelain figurine, delicate and wonderful, but to touch it was to break it, and worship from afar was a much better and rewarding scenario.
Acting capriciously, a booted foot lifted up and settled onto his chest. The sole and heel pressed in to crack waxen fields underfoot. With a sadistic lethargy, she turned the heel and made him squirm as it dragged at his skin like a rotating pinch.
Stepping back, she used her pointed toe to flick and rustle the pegs. The captured pinches were revived with new levels of wrath at being disturbed.
“Enjoying the taste of that underwear, slave?” she asked wickedly, and continued her hassling nudges and sweeps.
While he winced and choked, she drank in his dirge and then began to remove the baleful instruments. Their lengthy companionship caused them to be all the more vicious in response to their flight.
Setting the pegs back in the bag, she started unfastening the restraints and then nudged him in the flank with a pointed toe of jet fabric.
“Turn over and put this under your belly,” she ordered and dropped a pillow beside him.
He struggled and managed to roll over. His body was weak from its confinement and torment. Lying down on the thick cushion, he put his stomach to it and remained silent upon the floor.
Pain filled his hand as she stepped onto it. The platform sole pressed down with increasing weight with his fingers trapped beneath. It was a capricious act of sadism. The Mistress was letting herself succumb to wanton acts of brutality as she explored this new realm of devilish delights.
“Mmmm, I could just crush this right now, couldn’t I, slave?” she asked.
“Y…yes, Mistress,” he said, the gag making the words near incomprehensible.
“I can do anything I want to you,” she said, speaking more for her own benefit than his.
“Yes, Mistress,” he repeated.
He winced and shuddered, trying to keep still, her increasing force making his face shrivel while she studied his travail. Whimpering into the gag, trying to form words to betray his concerns, he thought that his bones would snap from such mistreatment.
“What did you say?” she quizzed gruffly.
He whined and burbled incoherent and muted pleas. He was sorely tempted to try to get her off. He was not restrained and had such an option available to him, but he was held in check by his desire to submit.
“You are trying to tell me what to do? You are trying to give me orders, slave?” she growled.
Lynn applied a jolt of extra pressure that made him gasp aloud from the ferocity.
“Am I not the Mistress here? You are my slave to do with as I want! Do you question that authority?”
He shook his head virulently from side to side. Lines of saliva swung from his lips as he tried to deny the accusation for fear of its consequences. His other hand scratched upon the timbers of the floor and then the free hand darted to help the other. He stopped short and then jumped back when she added new weight. His free extremity was baffled as to how to act.
“So despite me telling you to be quiet, you disobeyed,” she spat.
Lynn stepped from the punished extremity. She left him to flounder and nurse the injured digits as his free hand at last found a task to perform.
“I can see I shall have to be more firm with you, teach you to respect me as you do Mistress Despoiler,” she announced, and a slight kick caught him in the bicep.
“Put your arms along your sides…slave,” she ordered.
Lynn moved to the selections of implements so she might make choices to amuse herself and torment her entrusted possession. Her heels dropped on either side of his arms and she squatted down, facing his rear. The feel of her gloss-sheathed behind settling into his upper back and compressing his chest was a sublime one.
It was hard to breathe. Her weight upon him had his chest fight the burden. Crushed into the pillow, it elevated his rear a little, suspiciously opening him to attention there. Her legs folded back and the heels dug in near his armpits. The patent leather leaned heavily to his arms, trapping him beneath her thighs so that he was again powerless to defy her.
With his face against the ground, he wheezed through his nostrils and felt her shift her weight slightly as she fetched some anonymous device. The vinyl layer dragged at his skin, making him yearn to adore it.
There was a hum of displaced air and one of the straps fell onto his rear. It sent a ripple through the soft tissues and then a peg snatched a pinch of skin in the warm rectangle it had implanted. The bruised flesh reviled this addition to him.
“What do you say?” she asked firmly.
Swallowing for strength, he formed the words. The reply hissed out because of her weight upon him and was distorted by the gag so that it was muffled and almost unintelligible. If the text were not already known, it would have been incoherent.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn.”
“Do you want another?”
“Yes, Mistress Lynn,” he replied with muted tones, knowing that to deny was to inspire retribution.
“Then say it. And say it each time, slave” she added, her words flecked with excitement and happiness.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn. May I have another, Mistress Lynn,” he grizzled.
The strap fell into his thigh with a stern swat. The applause rang in his ears as he set lose a minor yowl.
“Be polite, slave!” she corrected.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn, may I please have another, Mistress Lynn,” he announced over the gag, hoping that this would be enough to sate her wish to crush him under her will.
In immediate response, another stroke was applied and a peg followed it. His tongue rubbed against the material of her underwear. He shuffled his legs, his toes wringing upon each other as the kiss of the strap faded.
“Thank you Mistress Lynn, may I please have another, Mistress Lynn,” he groaned.
As requested, the strap fell with a severe clap before the peg was snapped into its targeted spot and sowed pinches in the fertile and raw region. After his obligatory gratitude and petition for more, another came. The Mistress made the skin sore with a heavy-handed swat of the strap and then added a peg to the tenderised spot.
Snapping a full selection about his buttocks, she moved onto his inner thighs. These afflictions caused him to splay his legs all the wider, despite the promise of opening more of himself to attack. Any movement made the wooden tools wiggle and increase their effects. Grunting and whimpering under her, his legs slithered and wriggled against the floor as the woman rode atop him and continued to brutalise him with elation.
Each little wooden maw contributed to the grander symphony of his travail, and he was gurgling with frustration and distress once she had installed them all. His entire lower region reverberated with the combined potency of the devices.
Another solicitation of his torment was made and his voice encountered trouble in asking for the continuing torment.
“No, you cannot,” she replied firmly, and set aside the strap.
The sigh of relief was meagre because the pain of the many pegs was thumping in his flesh. Lynn shifted back and turned him over. He was bent over the pillow to let her rear hang over his head, the gloss sheet stretched tight across it, impermeable to air and slavering attentions. His belly was slightly elevated and this kept the pegs from being dislodged and let them continue to gather in power. They were well out of his reach because his hands lay pinned to the ground by her shins.
The vision of her pert cheeks loitered for a moment and his reflection was distorted in its dark mirror. His exhales upon the close material created clouds of brief steam that faded in moments. The sheet stretched and rippled with the play of her muscles as she folded her legs back into place and locked his arms to his sides.
Without warning she dropped and access to air was instantly lost. Smothered, he fought his bonds as her weight crushed his face. The skirt was a near impenetrable wall. Scant rasps of air escaped at the sides as she continued her task by lighting the candle and pouring wax onto him. The assault made him sound his suffering into her buttocks.
His nose was painfully squashed into the cleft. The gag was pushed to the back of his throat and his face burned from deprivation because he was made to squander precious oxygen on his squeaks of anguish. Fighting against her, his war grew more fervent as he was subjected to long denial. Desperation caused the wildest paroxysms that could in no way affect his sultry load.
A brief rise let him snatch breath, and as pleas rose with his recovery, she dropped back into position and continued. His legs kicked and flailed wildly as she smothered him with a muttered laugh.
After another long session, she arose again. His face was streaked with sweat, tears, and lines of saliva. The cocktail of fluids also marked an oval collage upon the vinyl sheet.
The Mistress removed herself from his form and left him wheezing on the floor with his face flushed and hot, and his arms aching. He wanted to try to get the pegs off the underside of his legs and rear, but to attempt it would no doubt compound his punishments. So, he was forced into accepting them.
All hope of being spared further indignity was shredded when he heard the familiar snap of latex gloves being drawn onto her slender digits and thereby replace the old set.
The soft sucking pop of the lid coming free of the Vaseline sounded and a scoop was stolen. Opening the crease of his rear, she took hold of the base of the plug and gave a swift tug. Yanking it out, the swiftness of its flight had him buck with a sudden spasm of shock.
In its passing she applied the thick gelatinous sludge. Lynn reached under and eased it into him. Her fingers skipped briefly into his rear to sow the jelly both inside and out as he murmured at the trespass. The fingers retreated and took up a new weapon, and when the tip of one of the large dildos touched him, his thoughts went cold. Vaseline wasn’t good for the toys, but she either didn’t know that or didn’t care.
“Let’s see how you like a nice big cock stuffed into you,” she hissed with clear excitement.
His eyes widened as she again swung a leg over him to straddle his torso. Capturing his listless arms, the gloss fabrics rippled over his vision like clouds of stretched ebony.
Leaning down, Lynn trapped him with her legs and took up the defiling rod. A pitiless shove pressed it to him and the grip on its base manoeuvred it in churning circles. Lynn drilled it into him and forced open his sphincter so she might bury it. He croaked and whimpered with shock while biting to the gag as she made him more amiable to it.
“Come on, slave. Take it! You know you want it!” she chuckled, working the flesh and loosening the opening.
With a final forceful shove, the wide intruder slithered deep. It slid on his tracts, filling him so acutely that he choked with wanton shock. His eyes bulged wide and his vision was filled with the image of her haunting rear.
“There, that’s it,” she purred.
With a steady methodical shuffle, she started to delve into his interior, lethargically diving from root to tip, shoving it the very limit of his tracts as he moaned aloud. The violation was acute and wonderful, a bizarre mixture of pain and pleasure, unclassifiable as either. It tore him between petitioning for more and begging her to cease.
The manipulation of the toy continued and as an added affliction, a peg was grabbed and set free. It caused a burst of pain to fill the pinch and the surrounding tissue.
Lynn reached under his tensed legs and another was removed, and another. Her sodomy of him with the bulbous phallus was being conducted with the simultaneous spikes of woe brought from removed clothespins.
Her legs clutched tightly to him and her rear settled to crush and suffocate as his throes manifested with more strength. The vinyl mounds assisted the gag in hiding his hardship as the steady ravaging rolled on. Trapped beneath her, he was slowly stripped of the baleful apparatus and his tunes of calamity were cast into a muffling rear. His hands strained to soothe the pinches but could not reach up enough. His only free limbs were his legs and they could do nothing to help him.
When her rump peeled its damp vinyl sheath from his fevered countenance, he hauled in air. In place of the terrible bites of the pegs came the spark of a lighter. It was touched to the candle and once more, the molten issue began to gather.
Lynn’s hands had turned from the deeply inserted staff and so he used his muscles to try to force out the interloper. The wide pole emerged with a steady slide, only to be halted in its travels when her gloved hand clapped to the base.
“And where to you think you are sending this?” she questioned, her hold keeping it on the very verge of expulsion.
“Mistress Lynn, please, no more,” he implored through the gag, the words all but insensible.
“Silence slave,” she purred, and was clearly glad to have heard his distress.
Defeating his innards, she crammed the length back in. His sputters of protest were lost when the smoothed hillocks of her rear drifted down to entomb his face.
The horrendous phallus drove into him on pounding drives to simulate rape by some gargantuan manhood. Lynn then dripped wax onto his belly and thighs to slowly coat him with searing kisses.
The renewed struggles to escape seemed even more amusing to her. The rodeo ride he offered was one that revealed just how fiercely he was being scorched by her acts. The dribbles into his inner thighs made the lurching increase to new and rabid levels, the searing drizzle into the already tender and well-punished zone extracting fresh and energetic rejoinders.
She coated his skin with the solidified crust of the candle but eventually she denied herself access with any new tilts of the rod because his skin was all but caked. There were just no more chinks to misuse. Stopping her steering of the dildo, she drew herself up once more to let him grab new breaths. He was utterly defeated by her viciousness and just lay where he was.
While her captive recuperated, Lynn set the candle aside and without pity she fell back onto his features to cut off the sudden emerging words of protest. Continuing to steer the cruel lever with both hands, she operated it with malice, churning his rear and occasionally jabbing deep. With a forceful pull, she hauled it out and let his bruised orifice briefly close before having to succumb to powerful penetration once more. Yanking it out again, she set the huge sceptre aside and forced the butt plug back in. The milder device was welcomed for it meant that the desecration was over.
With the insertion of the cone, she removed herself from his chest. Standing up and straightening her dress with tugs to the hem, the short skirt dropped just over the tips of her thighs. He simply remained in place, breathing in fits, occasionally giving way to coughs as the erratic operation of his lungs steadied.
“Now, you have some chores to do,” she announced.
Lynn removed the long whip from its peg on the wall. The leather coil was segmented like the body of a worm. The handle slithered to a small tip whose touch brought about the most terrible consequences.
His jaws were aching from the gag and the pounding beat in his rear was terribly distinct. The butt plug was causing more discomfort than usual, largely due to the harsh intrusion of the dildo.
The myriad contusions he had sustained divulged themselves with their steady cadence, but he was not to be granted rest.
“I understand that you have a uniform to wear when you serve as a maid. Is this correct, slave?” she questioned, and started to draw the coil of the weapon through her fist.
He nodded despondently. His motions were weak, like those of the dying
“Then put it on, slave,” she demanded, and swung outward with an underhand flick. The weapon cracked dangerously close to him and the near hit made him jump at the ferocious snap that echoed through the room.
With a hiss of exertion, he fought for an erect stance. He swayed and propped himself up against the wardrobe for a moment before continuing to obey. Opening it, he hurriedly began to don his attire. He did not care that she was studying his routine. Her discipline had brought swift obedience. With scratching fingers, he quickly removed the layer of wax. After splitting it, he dragged it from his flesh in broken clouds. The fine hairs that his shaving had missed or neglected were torn free with it. Some vigorous rubbing set loose the last stubborn particles and patterns of rosy splotches were left behind to mark the former sites of effulgent excess.
He covered his shaven legs with fishnet tights. His feet were sealed within laced patent ankle boots whose skyscraper heels were exceedingly uncomfortable to work in. The small platform that eased the size of a heel for the Mistress was denied the slave. He had to endure their full discomfort.
A latex dress slid down over his body and was straightened and smoothed into position. The midnight garment was tight about his chest and formed into a skirt that dropped to mid-thigh. Opera gloves rolled up his arms and a small white apron was tied about his waist. It felt good to be attired. His near nakedness made him more vulnerable to Lynn’s capricious vengeance.
He lifted the identity tag from the neck of the dress and straightened his collar as he did so. He felt transformed, turned from an object of punishment into a being of servitude.
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
The tight rolls of rubber held firmly to him, compressing his flesh, making him feel secure and snug. It was a second skin that reshaped him into an altogether new format of servitude.
“Very fetching. Now get on your knees, slave,” she ordered and approached the slave as he wilted.
Clenching his aching buttocks, he felt the butt plug. The sensation was a reassuring confirmation of his slavedom.
With her stomach directly before his gaze, he watched the stretch and crinkle of the PVC with enthralment. Lynn unbuckled the gag and slid the sizeable ball from his lips. The relief at being able to finally close his maw was immense and he licked his lips with cheer once the thong was extracted.
“Do you still want these?” she asked, holding the spit-sodden underwear before him. The material was alive with glints of light upon the moisture.
“Yes, Mistress Lynn,” he replied, hoping to gain them as a trophy, a memento of this bizarre confrontation between them. Besides, to spurn such a present was to belittle it and she would assuredly apply further havoc to him for such an insult.
With a smirk she looked over his uniform, looking for something and not revealing her goal until she had paced around his entire humbled form. He watched her with eyes lowered, intently regarding her in his periphery vision, listening to the purr of the vinyl and the clack of the heels. Her eyes were like spears that drove into him with conquering points.
“You have no pockets,” she said for her own benefit.
Painted talons touched his shoulder and slid along towards his spine. The claws that hid beneath the lycra caused him to shiver and goose-bumps to rise as they brushed the tiny hairs beneath the cascade of his mane. Pushing the back of his neck, she dropped him onto all fours, his hands flashing out to serve as struts, the latex flexing itself across him with the movements.
“Oh well, I guess I’ll have to make do,” she added, the words introducing a muggy concern to his thoughts.
Hooked fingers took the skirt and raised it, the latex curtain exposing his briefs before they to were taken down.
“Push out the plug, slave,” she ordered, tapping at the moulded base of this most recurring of fixtures to his person.
He clenched his hands into fists and started to strain, throwing the beleaguered muscles into activity. Having his contused rear subjected to new use so soon after the battering it had taken was not easy to endure, but he overrode his disobedience and continued to squeeze.
The sphincter uttered choruses of lambent discomfort. It was bruised and disdainful of being taxed so heavily. The plug was difficult to excrete, and his face reddened to a scarlet hue with his battle. The fighting of the flared base was a near lost cause but with a final hissing choke he managed to expel the device. Mistress Lynn snatched it before it fell to the floor and his orifice pounded with new and distinct heat.
In place of the conical barrier, the thong was rudely introduced. The Mistress crammed it in and then used the butt plug as a ram, stopping up the orifice and preventing him from ejecting it. He whimpered in sharp notes as she filled him. The material scratched as her fingers stabbed. The maltreatment was difficult to withstand in silence.
Dragging up the briefs and pulling down the skirt, she wandered before him. His arms shook with the strain of the stuffing he had sustained. Through haze-corrupted vision, he looked into her thigh boots, feeling even more humbled than before and helpless before her wrath and cryptic fancies.
“There, it’s all yours, slave. Safe and secure in that foul hole,” she crooned, her voice laden with an ominous edge.
Taking the spine-covered hood she forced it down over his face with painful harshness. His limbs wobbled as they sought to keep him steady.
Dragging his hair out, she let it fall free and put her knee to the base of his neck so she might more easily yank the laces tight and squeeze his head in the grip of the mask. Wheezing through the vents, he watched dejectedly as she finished and then stepped aside.
There was a hiss of air and the whip struck his thigh, encouraging a howl. He dropped heavily to the floor, clutching the colony of infernal heat it had established.
“Kiss,” she asserted tersely.
Looking up, he saw her rotate on her heels and stretch the whip through her gloved hands as she pressed her sublime legs together. Letting her gaze keep aside and from his lowly form, she clearly indicated with a sudden clench that which he was to give homage to.
Crawling over with determination against his residual exhaustion, he rose up and placed a single peck to each vinyl mound.
“Now get into my room, slave. You have some tidying up to do,” she barked. Striding aside she hacked into him again, the second welt just as ferocious as the first.
With spry steps he lurched into her room, ambulating because of the heels. It took him a few minutes to reacquaint himself with their demands and the techniques of their company. He dropped to the carpet, snivelling in wretched apathy, still nursing the wicked mark she had laid upon him.
Sauntering past with regal stride, the whip was coiled in her hands as a warning. Turning on her heels, she sat down on the bed.
“Now, you will do as I say…slave,” she purred, leaning leisurely back.
With idle severity she began to issue her commands. She made him clear up the loosed garments and hang them meticulously. Lynn regularly applied the whip either arbitrarily or to berate him physically from some tiny flaw in his chores.
Once the clothes were back, he had to straighten her books and tapes, then arrange her possessions, and then use the hand brush to sweep her carpet. The toil was hard because she demanded a swift speed. Lynn enforced such haste with the mordant kisses of the whip while she lounged in comfort, watching him struggle to meet her requirements. Her face was a veritable mask of wanton glee and hedonistic relish. She had clearly taken to her role with absolute joy and was savouring every second of her dominance.
“Now make the bed, slave,” she snapped, applying the weapon and making him jolt into action. She vacated the bed and he quickly shook the blankets, tucked them in and then arranged the quilt. The soft scent of her was distinct within the covers and teased his mind with the image of her naked female form within them.
With her room presented as she wished it, a leash was snapped to his collar and with an air of glory in her stride, Lynn led him out. Taken downstairs, he was now reacquainted enough with his heels to negotiate the steps without error and was towed into the living room.
The large rectangular room was painted a smothering black, with thick rugs covering strategic places of the bare floor. The windows exposed the late afternoon light, the lowering sun still fighting against a wall of loitering grey clouds, their bellies pregnant with rain that they were still unsure whether to discharge or not. The entrance lay near the corner in one of the longer sides and the windows filled the wall furthest to the left.
Across the wall to the right, next to the door, was a tereo ystem, shelves of videos, music and memorabilia. Pictures of the three of them, dressed to excess for clubs were set neatly amongst trinkets, with toys, a bleached pig skull, and numerous bottles with candles screwed into them.
Halfway across on the left was the television and video, a cluster of candles upon bottles and a replica human skull arrayed atop the television along with the cable box. A dark leather armchair sat in the corner beyond, and next to the window on the other side was a matching one. Both of them were set at an angle to block off the corners that flanked the windows, each keeping the open curtains held back.
A long couch flowed along the wall opposite the television, presenting itself for easy viewing, the black leather worn in places from extensive use. A small gloss black cabinet next to it supported the phone and a plethora of directories and numbers, many scrawled on the back of flyers and night-club adverts.
The three of them had conducted so many mundane evenings together in this very room. To think that at some future point he would be controlled thus, fearing her designs for his fate, her discarded underwear deserted deep in the routes of his innards. It was incredulous to say the least.
Settling into the long soft comfort of the dark couch, she laid back.
“Turn it on, slave,” she commanded, totally relaxing into the leather. The leash was long enough to have him cross the space without escaping her reign upon him.
“Turn it up,” she added, controlling his actions from afar with her words, turning him into a living remote control.
“That’s it. Now, I want everything cleaned, slave. Spotless. Or you’ll suffer for it,” she announced boldly.
Towing him in with stern pulls she brought him down onto his knees. Gripping the first links of the chain she took a moment to regard him and after slapping him on either cheek to reassure herself that he would not retaliate or even complain she set free the lead.
“Well? Get to it you miserable excuse for a slave,” she hissed as she shoved him away. He dropped back and cushioned his fall with his hands. Before he could rise, Lynn flung the whip out. The weapon caught his rear with a thunderclap that caused him to jolt upright and skip from the room, clutching the flaming illustration of her regime.
Commencing his chores with reckless speed, he handled the washing up, swept the floors, mopped them, and then started the vacuuming. Clearing up, he tidied the house and then started to clean the base of the walls, the skirting boards and bath, the sinks and other places where daily activity caused the accumulation of grime. It was a long period of time where he spent it thinking on his destiny, fantasising about what had been done to him.
Occasionally he exploited the chance to draw his stiff member free and treat himself to a few moments of delicious strokes. He was forced to deny himself orgasm in case it betrayed his actions or he was discovered. It was a pleasing diversion but one that only fleetingly eased his tension, banishing it for the moment and fuelling a greater and long term frustration.
Thankfully, Mistress Despoiler had not yet invested in a chastity belt, so he was granted a much-needed freedom. It was a little nugget of illicit activity, a portion of naughtiness against her desired rule over him. To covertly steal such pleasure and risk its dire consequences was a rush of adrenaline that was all too tempting to ignore. If he were truly deprived of access to himself, he would be a slavering dog at her feet, aching for release, for the merest caress, and although that was appealing he was also more than a little scared by it.
The temptation to extract the butt plug was just as alluring. But again, he would not be able to get it back in quickly enough should she decide to spontaneously check on his progress, so he did not interfere with it.
The rubber outfit was unbearably hot, cooking him as he worked. It made his lot difficult, turning him into a maid beset by sweltering discomfort. But this also roused his perverse enjoyment of being made to endure it in service to a powerful female.
During his work, she would call him down and have him perform small and annoying errands. She had him change the channel, make her a drink, fetch something for her or put it back. But the most vexatious times were the occasions when he was summoned from work, rushing downstairs lest he be whipped for tardiness and he was called on to simply receive the scourge, or to place a kiss on her boots. Each time she also checked on the plug, shoving her fingers to the base, jiggling it painfully before letting him continue with his work.
Sweaty from his completed toil and trapped with this moisture, he returned downstairs and knelt before her, head held low. For a few moments she ignored his presence, regarding him as something of no consequence, especially to one of such high stature as herself. Only once she had indelibly illustrated such knowledge did she look over to him.
“Have you finished, slave?”
“Yes, Mistress Lynn,” he muttered, keeping his gaze down and watching her swing in her seat and drop her feet into his field of vision.
“Lick them, slave,” she ordered, letting him lap at the toes. His tongue strained through the slim aperture at his mouth and diligently attended the patent leather before she brushed him aside.
“Now we’ll see what sort of job you have done,” announced the Mistress. Clipping the leash to his throat she towed him in her wake as she began to inspect the quality of his labour.
The first chamber was the kitchen, which he looked over with new and sudden uncertainty. Questioning his own work, he tottered behind her on his heels. His feet were aching because of her constant spiteful calling of him up and down the flight of stairs.
“That smudge, get rid of it,” she growled, indicating a small spot where the water from the mop had dried to leave a slim stain.
Grabbing a cloth he lowered to remove the offending streak. He answered with a yelp as her foot trod on his hand, squashing it into the cloth and stopping him from continuing.
“Don’t think you get off that lightly, slave. Use your mouth,” she hissed, and kept her weight on the extremity as he leaned in and reluctantly licked at the floor.
The foul taste lingered on his tongue, a stalwart squatter on his taste buds that his saliva had little hope of evicting. Pleased with the outcome of his cleaning, she removed her foot and let him tend the rubber-clad contusions.
Leaning back, wracked by derogation, he feared what other errors he had performed. Mistress Despoiler rarely made him do such things for she still kissed him, and thus she did not want his mouth soiled by such deeds. Even now he was reluctant, but the bullwhip was a superlative teacher of compliance and to have its lessons taught to his skin was an education where truancy was a far easier option.
With this room checked, he was shown to the next like some scolded serf. Drawn down onto his knees at her side he was made to wait in silence during the review of the scene.
The room was deemed satisfactory and the other rooms were examined and found to be in a decent enough state. The bathroom was left as it was, but then came the inspection of the toilet.
“Slave, what is this?” she growled, indicating the underside of the bowl.
Dragging him in with his leash, she forced his head down so he could see the underside. Several long lines of water from his diligent scouring had left marks down the white porcelain.
“Well?” she snarled.
“I…I’m sorry Mistress Lynn,” he uttered, repelled by the thought of cleaning this up.
“So, what are you waiting for? Lick it up! And while you’re down there clean the entire thing again with your tongue,” she growled, the cavalier sneer supported by the hidden scaffolding of a miscreant’s smile.
It was too much to ask, even in his current amenable haze. The thought of licking the toilet clean was repulsive, yet as she stood over him, forcing him onward, ready to punish his disobedience, the arousal of humiliation started to make his briefs feel tight once more.
Grabbing his hair, she used it as a painful reign and shoved his face to the base of the bowl. Her other hand swept down, applying the curled length of the whip to his back. The brutal strike made him spasm and whimper. Again she repeated the blow, forcing him to extend his tongue and begin.
“That’s it, slave,” she purred, and sat astride the base of his back, using him as a chair while he licked at the toilet. His knees were quickly aching from supporting her.
With grim determination he worked around the underside, having difficulty in bypassing the restrictive vent of the hood.
“That’s it, lick it like the pitiful creature you are. I should tell your Mistress about this. It’ll make her less ready to kiss you. That’s for certain. You don’t deserve her kisses anyway, slave. Not a foul toilet licking maggot like you,” she sniggered, verbally humbling him as he was forced to continue.
Torn with the depreciating effects of such usage, he ended and then lowered with the completion of the deed.
“All done?” she asked, rising from his back.
“Yes, Mistress Lynn,” he answered and began to withdraw from the small room.
“Where do you think you’re going, slave?” she snapped, and tugged him back with the leash.
“I..well, I—”
“Get your head in there,” she hissed, forcing him face first into the bowl. The waters touched his chin and staring into the pool of water before him, his breath echoed in the small basin.
A brief wander from the room supplied her with new equipment. Free for the moment, he seriously considered flight because he was scared of what she might do to him.
Fastening his hands about the U bend with cuffs, she tightly locked the shackles, his latex gloved hands suffering from the slight impediment to circulation.
The sound of stretching PVC reached his ears along with the sound of shuffling heels. Lynn’s rear sat across the back of his head. The firm buttocks of the Mistress pinned him in, denying him any hope of getting his head out. Being forced to the rim by her weight pained his chest.
Without a word she flushed. The cascade of water thundered about his ears and he was submerged. His trapped head stifled the drainage of the waters, causing them to settle slowly, keeping him under for longer than normal, and taxing the supply of breath he had snatched before he was deprived of access. When a route to acquire was once more gained, he gasped and spluttered, the interior of the hood still soaked and draining away the flood. Shivering slightly, he strained to draw free, only to have his efforts defeated by the demanding burden of the Mistress and his awkward position. When the roaring signal of the flush came again, he hauled at his cuffs, suddenly having to purloin a breath as he was dunked once more.
Forewarned of the flood, the snagged breath was devoutly held to make this easier on him. The searing impact of a crop onto his rear had him unleash an underwater yelp that lost a great stash of his air. The throbbing burn of the trench she had burned into him pounded in his flesh, making him strive to break free so he might nurse the injury, but he was too secure. The chain links rattled upon the pitiless mooring, and his boots squeaked upon the tiles in vain.
The waters lazily withdrew and he sucked in great gasps of air. The moisture he rashly drew down with his much-craved lungfuls had him break into coughs and racking hacks.
The deluge fell the moment the tank had refilled, the noisy gurgle ending and being replaced immediately by the tumbling roar of a swirling flood. No sooner had this dense monsoon drowned him than the crop fell, applying a fierce hack that had him fighting to keep his air. Another followed, and another, the terrible ferocity causing him to cry out and squander precious breath. Fighting her condemning rear, straining his back and neck to get free, he was assured that he would drown, and only thoughts of getting free filled his mind.
The unforgiving edges of the cuffs dug at his skin, curtailed in their cruelty only by the opera gloves. Bouncing on the tiles had bruised his knees. His kicking legs were beset with burning swats of her lithe weapon. He could do nothing in his panic save await the draining of the bowl, and when air became available, he gulped it down and wheezed softly afterwards.
“P..please, Mistress Lynn, no more,” he begged, unable to brook this level of callous misuse any longer.
“Be silent, slave!” she growled, and applied her weapon. Striking into his jolting rear, she tracked the oscillating target and slammed heavy-handed blows into it.
Yelling into the bowl, he announced his pain fully, pleading for mercy as she thrashed him and then without warning he was lost under the ocean of the waters. This was by far the hardest occasion to endure because he had virtually no breath left. He had to wait an eternity of seconds before he could once more find access, and as his face burned from starvation even against the cold waters. She continued to beat him, causing him to writhe, expelling energy when he needed to keep calm and preserve such imperative supplies.
The level dropped and he swilled the new air. The lungfuls were a life giving elixir to his starved senses. The sight of the nebulous bowl rolled in and out of focus from the acts of drowning she was perpetrating with indifference, his mind warped by denial and hysteria.
“Now, you won’t be so sloppy in future will you, slave?” she asked, ensuring he knew this had been a lesson for his failings as a maid.
“No, Mistress Lynn,” he whispered softly, and yelped when the crop struck his collected welts once more.
“What was that?”
“No, Mistress Lynn,” he repeated with more volume.
She paused and then lifted herself from her exhausted seat. Deploying the key to free his hands, a riot of pins and needles played within his fingers and palms. His hands remained slack, the control over them diminished by the contusions dwelling beneath the latex.
With the leash, she dragged him out on his pummelled knees and walked before him. The bane that had been her rear hovered before him, taunting him as an object of worship and extreme punishment. She stopped suddenly and let him pause at her side.
Hauling his head up so that he was looking at her from his knees, he looked over her glistening torso into a face of malice. She spoke with sober gravity.
“Does Mistress Despoiler make you clean up in such a fashion?”
“No, Mistress,” he replied honestly.
“And why not?”
“She wants my mouth clean, Mistress Lynn.”
“Then we had best get it restored to such a state,” she grinned. From the neighbouring bathroom she took a glass of water, a toothbrush and a tube of toothpaste.
“Get down on your back, slave,” she decreed.
He looked about at the stairs and landing, wondering if she was intent on doing this amidst their present surroundings.
“Here, Mistress?”
“Yes, here you idiot!” she growled and shoved him to the boards before straddling his chest. The sudden drop of her lithe body winding him.
Seating herself harshly onto his ribs to drive the breath out in a choke, she folded her legs in. Crushing his arms beneath her thigh boots she left him helpless beneath her.
Hauling his head painfully up by the ponytail, his neck ached from the extreme lean forward. Despite the distress he still stared with fetishistic admiration at her close body. Her legs were opened across him, crushing him, offering the slightest glimpse of her dark underwear.
“No more hiding under this,” she commented. Lynn was obviously intent on stripping him of all his protections, to expose him fully to the ravages of her shameful regnant.
Opening the laces, she drew them apart and then slipped the slick interior from his sweat-riddled face. Feeling himself exposed, he was even more vulnerable without its comforting compression to his skull, and his head dropped back and bounced to the ground.
With wicked glee she sunk her gloved fingers into his cheeks, forcefully opening his mouth so she might dribble water into it. Next, rather than the normal routine of such a chore, she simply squeezed a long line from the tube directly into his mouth with a broad smile stretched across her face.
Snatching the brush as his eyes snapped wide, she inserted it and began to churn the paste around, generating foam and cutting off use of his mouth for air. She conducted the rite without care or caution, roughly brushing as she kept his head in place with the stern hold to his mouth. He whimpered and gurgled, her rough treatment making him struggle beneath her.
“Wriggle all you want! You’re not leaving until we get this done, slave!”
His heels scraped at the floor. His legs and fingers folded and squirmed to each other like eels with the enduring of this abuse. It was terribly degrading, to be treat like this, to be used in such a manner, but he could do nothing to stop her, and this defeat made it all the more succulent a scenario.
“Lay still!” she hissed and slapped his cheek. Pausing to make sure he was going to control his body more effectively she recommenced with gusto.
It was hard to credit that this was the same person he had known for so many years. A tempered and meek outer shell had been opened or shattered, letting this spiteful demonic persona rule unchecked, undertaking its frivolous tortures without any obstruction of conscience or consequence.
Pouring the water into his mouth, she closed his maw tight and sank her fingers into his hair. Pushing down she ground his head into the ground, her eyes flashing with utter spiteful gratification.
“Swallow it,” she demanded.
After a quick slosh of the fluid around his teeth, he gulped it down. Her orders now operated his body without the need for his own thoughts to bring motion.
“Well that’s for starters. Now to get them really clean,” she said, the muscles of her thighs squeezing in aroused fits, her hips riding gently back and forth against him. Once more she forced open his mouth, the pinch into his cheeks kindling a powerful ache.
His fight to get free escalated considerably the moment he spied the washing up liquid.
“No, Mistress Lynn, please, don’t do-”
The distorted words were lost as she popped the cap, inverted the bottle and shot a prolonged jet into the cavern of his raw mouth. The tang of the detergent was awful and he shuddered and tried to spit it out but was unable to do so because of the nip of fingers into his cheeks that stretched open his mouth. She increased his distress by throwing the brush back in and starting to wash his mouth out with uncaring jolts of the bristles. Clouds of bubbles emerged over his lips, running down to the ground as his eyes screwed up and rolled back. His mind seethed at this level of indignity, more so for her callous chuckles and sparkling mischievous smirk. She was a magnificent sight, a vinyl-clad creature of unbridled sadism that was devouring his anguish with demonic ecstasy.
The trial seemed to go on for hours, and unable to swallow or spit out, he had no other option but to bear her attack.
“There, that should do it. Now rinse it out, slave,” she demanded.
Slipping from his chest she left him to indolently stagger to the sink and try to erase the chemical taste ruling his aching mouth. The foam was marked with streaks of pink, her roughness proving too much for his raw gums.
“Well, that’s your mouth clean, now we had best get your body done,” she testified as he furiously sloshed tap water around and spewed it out. Running his tongue under the flow in a bid to banish the appalling taste he had barely heard the words. His attention was only truly placed back to her when she smacked a hand to his thigh, making him jolt upright. The warm handprint swiftly arose on the soft pelt of skin.
“Strip,” she demanded.
He froze, his hands rising half-heartily, unsure of whether to continue or not.
“I told you to do something, slave!” she added angrily, her lively smile being malformed into a scowl as she was resisted.
Snatching his hair, she bent him down and dragged him out, leading him by this painful anchor that made his roots stew with anger. A gloomy pout carved her features into a furious mask and as she towed him forth, tottering in the awkward doubled up pose, she flung him to the floor of the bedroom/dungeon. He dropped to his knees and cradled his aching head.
The Mistress removed the cane from the wall and tested it with a few flings at the air, eliciting a wafting hum from its wiry length.
“Come on then, slave. Get undressed, or you’ll get more lessons in obeying me,” she commanded, and swept the weapon with a hateful slash. The thrum of the device promised severe consequences should he continue to resist.
The unchecked viciousness of her deeds had now risen over his sufferance. He had to roll with this scenario, carry it out with as least pain as possible.
When Mistress Despoiler got back, and they were alone again, he would betray what had happened. Never again would he have to endure this level of capricious untamed sadism.
With solemn motions he removed the apron and slid free of the dress and gloves. Taking down the hose, he released the laces of the boots and set them aside. Stood only in his briefs, his rear still plugged, he looked down, ashamed.
“Now. Into the bath,” she snapped, grabbing selections from the wall—restraints and rope.
With an apathetic wander he trekked to the bath and stepped into the dry interior. She immediately appeared behind him, closing solid restraints to his wrists and ankles, using padlocks to deprive him of any hope of escape.
“On your knees, wretch,” she barked. When he conformed, she started to create a web between the anchors on his extremities. He could feel her lacing tightly through the D rings, hauling him backwards into a brutal crab position.
“Lay back,” she added.
Cradling his shoulders she helped him descend. His torso pinned his folded arms and legs beneath him in a terrible contorted pose.
A wrench from the ropes tightened the position and he grimaced with the strain. Another tug pulled him up a little, encouraging her to lift a thigh booted leg over and jam it to his chest. Her weight helped to keep him down as she yanked in the slack, tightening the bondage and making him croak with new misery.
The muscles of her leg rippled the taut fabric, sending new shimmers of light down its length. The dagger heel pressed to him, pushing in the skin, offering the distinct possibility of piercing him most grievously.
The boot into his body kept its control and the spare length of rope reached around his waist to forge a strict corset that stopped him from lifting his chest from his bound limbs. The ebony limb drifted back and stamped to the floor. The rope travelled down and joined his knees, folding them in while his teeth ground upon each other in fortitude.
There was nothing he could do now. He was left floundering and immobile in the bath and feared what she might do with him in such a state. Had a precedent for acts of mock drowning been set? Was this her latest fad? After shoes and all things pink, after costumes and haughty elitism, was torture to be her next infatuation?
Reaching down, she used a scarf and tied it about his face to leave him with a restricted half view over the top. She tied it tight about his features, smothering his mouth and mashing his nose. She had folded it a number of times and it was a little difficult to conduct breath through the dense fabric. Already he was gaining terrified precognition into her scheme.
To his horror, she turned the shower on. A cascade of lukewarm water sprinkled from above and spattered across his body. He struggled against his imprisoning bonds, suddenly seeking flight, but he was totally without hope and could do nothing to defy her. She delighted in his squirming and he could not even deny her this, his panic and pains were too much to suppress.
Slender fingers closed about the shower and removed it from its fitting. The metal pipe lowered as she drew it down so that its rapid spray thundered beside his ear.
With a sadistic grin she perched herself on the edge of the bath and swung a leg in. The instep locked at his chin, the heel digging into one side of his jaw, the sole into the other. The sultry boot effectively pinned his head down, stopping him from trying to evade what he knew was coming.
“Please, don’t do this,” he implored. His words were true, but also the prospect of such intense domination tickled his libido. A brutal and merciless vinyl-clad dominatrix was tormenting him for her own joy, and this piqued his submissive delectation.
“What was that! Did I hear correctly?” she barked. Lynn shoved with her foot, the heel etching a short scratch into his skin.
“Mistress Lynn!” he shouted through the scarf, correcting his oversight. He yearned to feel the cold water attack him, for he could feel the initial stages of an erection.
“Please, spare me this, Mistress Lynn. I’ll do anything you want, just don’t torture me with this,” he asked with desperation, hoping to reach any part of her that might return the persona of their friendship. But he wanted to hear her deny him, to show that she would do anything she wanted and he could not hope to talk his way out.
Without care or compassion, she did not even detect his supplicating stare, nor the sobbing pleas spilling through the cloth. Entranced by her power, she placed the shower head over the material as he hid is quivering delight behind the mask.
“I can do anything I want, slave. And I want to do this. So shut up and do as you are told.”
He flew into panicked convulsions, the sense of drowning churning his lustful appetite. Throwing himself against his bonds, his muscles tensed. His veins and tendons were raised and pronounced. His fingers clawed to break free, but he could not even shuffle. The waters saturated the fabric in an instant, cutting off a path to air. His eyes rolled and flashed wildly to and fro, but she simply kept his head still with her boot into his jaw and watched him with a vicious glee. Luxuriating in the sight of his struggles and angst, she sighed softly, her eyes wide to capture every detail.
She continually kept the stream onto the scarf, stifling him, suffocating him with its flow as he sucked and strained at the material. He tried to find or craft the tiniest gap that he might exploit to discover air. Struggling wildly, he truly believed she was intent on pushing him into black out, until finally on the very verge of unconsciousness, a place where he teetered on the edge, she moved it aside.
Hauling at the cloth, he sucked and swallowed the moisture with all his ailing might. With his mind a twirling quagmire of maddened fervour, he finally dragged in a deep gasp. The breath was stained with residual moisture to have him sputtering uncontrollably, fighting his rope bonds, trying to get free.
“Please, no more, you’re going—” he began, and she applied the cluster of slender jets again.
Having lost valuable breath on his protests, he had a harder fight this time. Delivered closer to oblivion, he could only battle instinctively for what he knew he could not achieve.
She removed the showerhead and watched disdainfully as he sucked free the waters and accessed air once more, sating his need for it. His head was pounding with a volcanic ache from the ordeal, as was his lust. She was implacable and terrible, a gorgeous slender vixen that would not listen to even the most heartfelt pleas. He had a beautiful dominant woman to love him and control him and also a wild torturess to deliver him into the realms his partner would balk at as too dangerous or cruel. How had he come to such fortune?
Waiting until he had gathered a few good breaths, she slowly moved the jets over to let him draw a deep inhale in distraught preparation. It was no act of charity, but a concession to draw out his woe, to carry it further and let her trouble him for longer.
His face was flushed, his body burned from its rabid attempt to get free, and he was virtually senseless when she finally let the head move aside. It took all his flagging vitality to drag out the water and open access to precious air once more.
After long minutes of stricken wheezing he gathered enough life to speak.
“Why are you doing this to me?” he whimpered, her torture far more excessive than anything he would happily succumb to. But because it had taken him beyond his limits, subjected him to things he could not endure with a smile, he was all the more intensely pleased by it.
“Because I enjoy it,” she retorted lightly, and shifted the shower back over him.
He was again lost in icy folds, her boot still firmly lodged to his throat, denying him any opportunity to flick the scarf free or even find respite from her fixed flow of water. Once more he was delivered towards the dark recesses of a faint, his maw straining at the cloth, dragging out waters in the hope of finding access.
Guided further into the realms of torment, he rashly sucked at it, intent only on seeking air. His lungs reacted poorly to the influx and he hacked and retched, torn by derogation as she lifted the shower away. Spotting his genuine distress she removed the scarf. Hacking and ejecting the minute influx he had gained, he was numb in mind and body, rendered unable now to even speak.
Her heel and sole lifted from his jaw and she sat on the edge, studying his exhausted calamity for awhile and relishing every portion of it. The taste of power had awakened some twisted attitude of malice, and it was unbound and furious in its intensity.
There was no real passion for domination save as a tool to gain subjects to monstrously torment. Her mild mannered demeanour and quietness were flimsy veils that were shredded by opportunity to reveal a terrifying beast of self-gratification and vengeance.
Slim hands delved in and unfastened the ankle bonds, letting her unfurl his legs and tie the joints together.
“Out,” she commanded. Hauling at his collar she drew him to the edge.
He was only semi-aware of what was going on. His thoughts drifted through a stark mental fog, only vaguely attached by the most tenuous of threads to his awareness. With a push he landed harshly on the floor, ignorant of the pain because of his somnolent torpor. Flopping onto his side, his body was soaked. Trickles of water ran down his near naked frame and his hair was a sodden pile.
“Now crawl to the bedroom, slave,” she ordered, nudging him with a heel into his flank.
With arms still bound firmly behind his back and legs tied together, he could not escape or flee. The only path was to submit and pray for Mistress Despoiler to return and retake control of him, spare him the wild excesses of this fiend. Slithering with grim determination, the hope of his beloved owner returning to grant him a vision of her beauty was all he had to cling to and keep him going.
Nudging with jabs of her heel, she drove him like invertebrate cattle to the main room where a chair had been dragged out in readiness. He wept inwardly at the sight. The plain wooden furniture loomed over him as some deadly angel, ready to confine him and condemn him once more to her terrible abuses. He needed time to mull over her attack, to process the memory and turn it into a sweet and succulent engram. Another session of amercement was the last thing he needed, especially because his masochistic streak was thundering and wanted even more. In his current state he might end up damaging himself by goading her deliberately on into places his body was not able to follow.
“Please, Mistress Lynn, no more. I can’t take it,” he sobbed.
Stopping before the chair, he remained slack on the ground. He was unwilling even to meet the sight of this construct or the Mistress that had placed it here.
“Shut up, slave,” she snapped petulantly, and restored his energy with the brutal deliverance of the cane to his rear.
The connection was met with a yell and he struggled chaotically on the floor, unable to effectively nurse the weal she had granted him. The pain stoked the fires of his decadence, making them rise to new intensity.
Pausing, she stepped back, captivated by the unexpected spectacle she had crafted. The sight of his random dance within the cocoon brought a teasing grin to her lips. With an almost scientific sense of experimentation she checked the results again. A sobbing howl poured from his throat as he stiffened and broke into fits, each movement of his physique prematurely stopped by a winding rope. With enthralled frivolity she added another, striking with more potency to have him perform at her feet.
The rigors she applied drained his strength, plundering life and subduing his responses. The pain was in no way diminished, rather he simply lacked the energy to illustrate just how terrible it was. With her cultivated show brought to an early cancellation, she took a step back and bent the cane between fists.
“Get into that chair, slave,” she ordered, and then commenced a steady metronome beating of his legs and rear. The swipes were timed evenly every two seconds, leaving him to persevere to obey.
Dragging up his legs, he lifted his torso. Placing his chest to the front legs, another stroke caused him to momentarily delay when the stern effects of the cane crippled his attempts. With a fierce strain he kicked up and dropped himself to the seat with legs still bound and his arms trapped at his spine.
He flinched as she threw the cane up into the air, his form cowering before her. The sight made her smile stretch to broader degrees and reveal white lust-clenched teeth.
In his moments of quailing fright she stepped behind him, took his arms and lifted them over the back. A firm tug drew down and she used rope to affix them to the strut connecting the rear legs.
The same coil returned upwards, weaving around and through the spokes of the backrest. His arms were tied tightly to the structure to seal off every portion of movement.
When the laced bonds reached his shoulders they looped them and then ran a cross formation over his chest and around his waist. Putting her foot to the wooden back, the timbers creaked with complaint as she hauled with the rope, tightening her weave Squeezed to the furniture, each breath was made to strain against the firm bonds. The taut length reached under and with an impatient yank she pulled his shins between the front legs. Dragging them towards the back she flicked the rope through their rings. Snatching the slack, the limbs were craned up and held, his legs being imprisoned and elevated beneath him.
“Well. I trust my little lessons have taught you not to disobey me,” she stated. “I am the Mistress now. I am the one who owns you and controls you.”
Stepping out before him, she stood in a crooked posture. With one leg out she placed a hand on a hip and flaunted her freedom and vinyl skin. It was the lure that had trapped him so effectively and now attracted him like a flame to a cringing moth. No matter what she did, what wild acts of torment she unleashed, a mere tensed pose and view of her salacious vinyl-smothered curves was all he needed to reaffirm his desire to suffer for her amusement.
Brushing her hair back over her shoulders with a flick of her hand, she lowered her brow slightly. The furrows were an indication of import to her imminent demands.
“I want you to say something for me, slave. I want you to read aloud a brief text and I want it done believably,” she stated.
What could she be planning? His mind raced with a sudden catalogue of hastily projected possibilities. This had all begun so innocent of purpose before now. Whimsical brutality perpetrated on fleeting notions. Now he was in real danger. His fright was a gnawing aura about him chillier than the icy waters that had plagued his respiration. As always, the terror was devoured and used to fuel an illicit arousal. The fantasy of submission to a female tyrant cared not for danger or injury, in fact, the possibility only made it more real and thus forced him deeper into a pool of concupiscent masochism.
Lynn turned from the room and he stared at her departing form with consternation and desire. She swiftly retrieved a handheld tape recorder from her room, the pocket sized tape deck equipped with a microphone. She also bore a single sheet of paper.
“You will read your part into this,” she stated firmly, and then showed it to him.
Glancing across the text, his face went pale and his mind recoiled at the very notion.
“I’ll not read that, no fucking way, Lynn,” he spat, furious as to what she had revealed.
“Let me out, this is over. I want out,” he scowled, jerking in his bonds, making the chair sway.
A slap danced across his cheek, spinning his face away to the side and afflicting his cheek with heat. Conditioned by such acts to wilt immediately, his words of protest died on his tongue, his will to submit betraying him.
“Read it, slave!” she hissed, shoving the paper to his face.
He could only shake his head in derision, afraid of being slapped again because he could not defend himself and unwilling to inspire such an attack with profane retorts.
“Right!” she snapped, and stomped behind him, making him fear what she would do to try and gain his co-operation.
Before he could voice protests, a translucent sheet fell over his face. The clear plastic bag was slotted into place and yanked back, her grip pressing it to his face. He flew into spasms, the repeat of this suffocation so soon after his last encounter being a terrible reunion.
The room was a distorted plane, corrupted by condensation as his hissing breath seeped out and his desperate haul for air yielded no results save to make the plastic pull to his features. Clawing with his hands, wriggling against the rope, he could do nothing until she let her grip slacken and she dragged it off.
“Say it!” she growled, and the cane dropped and slammed to his thigh, making him yowl with the sudden fierce burst.
“No!” he snapped, and was dismayed to see the bag drop back down across his vision and leap back. Smothered, he flung his head from side to side, trying to throw it free, but her grip stayed with him, tracking his movements and defeating his fight.
On the verge of him passing out she dragged it off, leaving him wheezing and sobbing in despair. His face was aflame and stained with lines of water, a fervid brew of tears, dribble, condensation and sweat.
She was going to torture him into doing this. Could she be that cruel? That pitiless? Yes. Something had snapped within her delicate psyche and she was out of control as a consequence. All links to her strict morals had long since been cut.
“Will you read it?” she growled again. Showing him the poised bag she lifted it between her hands and over his features, ready to be dropped back in a second should he dispute her regime.
“Y..yes,” he snivelled.
“Yes, what?” she added sternly.
“Yes, Mistress Lynn,” he corrected, the words burning his tongue with choler, fright and an even more powerful sense of adoring arousal than ever before.
The recorder appeared before him and she held the paper to his eyes. Closing them, he breathed in for courage so he could read this and hope he could convince Mistress Despoiler that he had been made to say them.
“Mistress Lynn, you know what I really crave?” he asked, his voice shaking slightly.
“Say it with belief, slave!” she barked, and a slap caught his cheek and threw his head back.
Switching off the recorder, she started to rewind it back to the start. Walking out in front of him while the device rattled with soft motion, she flung the back of her hand into his face once more, flicking his gaze aside. The extreme depreciation of such abuse brought compliance.
“Now try again, slave.”
Looking to the paper, he steadied his tones as best he could.
“Mistress Lynn, you know what I really crave?”
“What is that, slave?” she added casually, as though there was nothing abnormal about her and that she was innocently answering his question.
“I would love for you to be my Mistress all the time.”
“Pardon?”
“Please, torment me. I worship you. I want to be yours forever,” he stated, and the recorder snapped off with an exasperated sigh from its bearer.
Setting the device aside, she flung the paper over her shoulder and before he could react, she had slapped him across the face. Snatching the bag, she slotted it back into place and glared into his smothered features.
“Read it with conviction! You want to be a slave! You want to spend the rest of your life under my heels, suffering, aching for the moment you can kiss my boots. So say it like you mean it!” she growled fiercely.
Straining for breath, fighting to gain air, his lungs sucked at an impenetrable wall. The barrier was left in place a little while longer and then yanked free, granting him use of cool air once more. While he recovered, she picked up the paper and reset the recorder.
“Now, from the beginning again and get it right!” she stated, throwing an arm back across her shoulder to have him quake beneath the threat. Declining the attack, she took the paper in hand and presented both script and microphone to him.
“Mistress Lynn, you know what I really crave?”
“What is that, slave?”
“I would love for you to me my Mistress all the time.”
“Pardon?”
“Please, torment me. I worship you. I want to be yours forever,”
“What about Mistress Despoiler?” she quizzed with mock concern.
“I..I..” he stammered. He was unable to voice this level of betrayal. He loved her, he would do anything for her, either as his partner or as his Mistress. He could not permit this treachery.
The Mistress switched of the recorder and looked down, breathing for perseverance. He was about to speak, to plead his case when the back of her hand brought him to compelled silence.
“Why can’t you just read this, slave?” she hissed, and smacked the device to his forehead thrice to daze him slightly.
“I’ll torture you until you do what I want, so why not just relent?” she announced with bemusement, taking the bag and slipping it onto him.
“So here’s your lesson, slave. I hope you learn it this time.”
His petitions for mercy were muted as the bag slammed back with her furious grip, squashing his face. Leaning in close as he croaked and fought to breathe, she put her mouth near his ear and whispered damning words to him.
“I’ll not tolerate disobedience. No one can deny me. If it makes it easier, think of yourself as a stepping-stone. I don’t want you, I want to gain experience, to figure myself out and move on, but until then I’ll be needing a guinea pig, and you will suffice. I’ll learn torture from you, and dominance from the expertise of Mistress Despoiler.”
Whipping the bag off, he gasped and panted, coughing as the world swam with giddiness around him.
“Now read it!” she growled, grabbing his chin and craning his head back with fingers that sunk into his jawbone. She held back a slap, intimidating him with relish before stopping and collecting the device and text once more.
“Mistress Lynn, you know what I really crave?”
“What is that, slave?”
“I would love for you to me my Mistress all the time.”
“Pardon?”
“Please, torment me. I worship you. I want to be yours forever.”
“What about Mistress Despoiler?”
“She doesn’t understand me, not like you,” he said stolidly. Tears were in his eyes and his throat burned with the damage of what he was saying.
“But how can I continue being your Mistress?”
“Convince her that you want to do this permanently. She trusts you. She’ll believe you. Then I can be yours,” he stated, his heart aflame.
He could not do this, but his instinct for self-preservation was stronger. He could try and explain to her, to deny it, to cover it up, but it could put a wedge between them. They were closer than friends. There was a bond between them, a link that he had never before experienced. He could not risk souring it or losing it.
“I’m not sure about this, slave.”
“Please, Mistress Lynn. Do it for me. I love you. I need you more than anything,” he added automatically. His mind was elsewhere. The revelation that Mistress Despoiler might desert him for this deception was terrifying. It had taken his whole life to meet someone like her. It was a superlative fortune that would certainly not repeat, in this lifetime or a hundred others. This was all he had ever wanted, and to lose it would utterly annihilate him. There was the old cliché of there being someone out there for everyone. He had found his destined partner, despite her being on the other side of the world. Such gratuitous good chance could never repeat and thus he could never risk losing her.
“But all the time?”
“Think of it, Mistress. I can be there for you to beat me when you come home. I can be there for you always. To sit on. To use as a footrest. To tidy up after you. To do your chores. Just let me serve you,” he continued, deciding that if he simply allowed this blackmail to unfold, that if he simply kept quiet and endured the abuse of this termagant, she would move on, leaving everything to return to normal.
“You are sure Mistress Despoiler will be okay with this?”
“Yes, of course,” he added, glaring at her with utter contempt.
Once this was over, he could reveal all. He would expose that she had blackmailed him, that she had tortured him terribly for his resistance. Lynn would be gone by then and the tape with her. His words would be far less damaging than the taped sound of him speaking them as though they were real. He could try and keep it secret, but that sat even less well with him. He could not live a lie, not keep this from her. It would be a real betrayal to cover up a fictitious one. He was too obsessed and in love with Mistress Despoiler for that to be a viable option.
The recorder snapped off and she set it aside.
“There. All we have to do now is dispose of a little evidence. Open wide, slave” she crooned, and forced open his lips. Tearing off a strip of the paper she folded it in.
“Chew your food,” she warned with a chuckle, sounding like some overbearing mother figure.
With fury in his soul, he swallowed the slip and was fed another. Mistress Lynn tore up the script and made him digest it.
“So, now that you have been a good boy…” she announced, patting his damp head as he recoiled slightly from her touch.
“I think you deserve a treat. First though, I will hide this, and you will not speak of this at all. If you do, I’ll let your precious Mistress listen to it, and tell her a tale about it. Whether she believes it or not, you can bet she’ll never forgive you,” she chuckled wickedly. With a wry laugh she sashayed from the room, slinking out to hide her conjured evidence and delighted with her own crimes.
Trapped on the chair, he used the time to recuperate from his tortures. His mind slowly cleared of the pained blur that affected his senses and which made his thoughts slow and dull.
When she returned she unfastened his bonds and set him fully free. His skin was chafed and raw from fighting the entwining coils. He spilled from the chair as though he lacked a skeleton and dropped onto the ground.
“Kneel upon the seat,” she demanded, pointing back to the central piece of furniture.
Reluctantly obeying, he rose up onto the soft cushioned top, his shins and feet hanging over the edge.
To his dismay, she started to unfasten his briefs and opened the front to let his member hang on open display. Handing him a handkerchief, she moved back and sat on the bed.
The sound of the front door slamming shut reached his ears and elation flooded his heart. She was back. At last.
“Start masturbating. When you’re about to finish, stop and you’ll ask permission, and pending my approval you’ll use the handkerchief to catch your foul issue, slave.”
Crossing her legs, she lounged back and watched him with an intrigued intensity. How could he be expected to do this with her observing him so?
Mistress Despoiler was back, but he was doomed to obey and keep quiet for now. It was frustrating and infuriating, leaving him only with this chore to distract from his mental maelstrom.
“Do as I command!” she hissedthe power in her tone causing his reluctance to melt.
Taking hold of his shaft, he closed his fingers upon it. Keeping his head low with shame, he commenced with a slow dilatory shuffle. Despite all his misgivings and anger, the denial of any caress and the scenario of acute and despicable levels of dominance had him rapidly swelling within his fist. His member had its own mind and agenda, requiring any touch to stir it, whether inspired by friend or despised enemy.
“Look at me as you do that, slave! You should be fantasising about the one allowing you this relief,” she growled, and it took a maximum effort to lift his gaze and meet hers. The mocking in her glare burned him like a pyre and his body shook with accentuated humiliation and this in turn focused his submissive delight. Despite the derogation he could feel the hot tide rising in his shaft, the pleasure of the masturbation bringing him to a badly sought after relief.
“What are you doing, Mistress Lynn?” quizzed the softly California-accented voice of Mistress Despoiler.
The sound of her made him flinch. The thought of her presence as he performed this embarrassing chore for Lynn cut at his mind like razors. But it was bliss to see her again, the mere sight of her causing his lust to burn. His passion for her was raised to new levels as his saviour.
Her body was sealed within the contour hugging shelter of her latex outfit. Her hat restored the glower he was so enamoured with, and she swung a crop in a loss grasp, like one might twirl keys or some other mundane trinket that felt readily at home in one’s grasp.
“Granting this maggot his relief, Mistress Despoiler. I had a good mind to deny him for all his many faults, but he’ll be impossible to manage if I don’t.”
“You might want to bind him afterwards, slaves can be unruly in the afterglow of their little orgasms,” she offered.
“Yes Mistress Despoiler,” added Lynn.
“If you want help, just give me a call.”
With a soft sigh as though this were a mundane thing of no real consequence, she turned and wandered off. She had deserted him to this demeaning little ritual, and though he should have logically been furious, it couldn’t be so. Instead it merely made him pledge his devotion to her all the more fervently.
Ejaculation beckoned, his body swaying with the ecstasy as his hand darted in a blur of dynamic action.
“Mistress Lynn, may I finish,” he asked, holding the handkerchief in readiness.
“No,” came her blunt response, his hand continuing towards climax despite her refusal.
“I said STOP! Don’t make me go and get Mistress Despoiler,” she growled, the words bringing him to an abrupt halt.
His hands trembled with frustration. He knew that to disobey this appointed dominant would be looked on as disobeying his true owner, and that carried grave consequences.
With the source of his disobedience being a scene of enforced masturbation, denial for a prolonged period was likely. Such a fate was terrible when faced with how wondrous his owner was. To be held chaste in the slavery of such a goddess was the most hideous of fates. Right now he needed that. His predicament one that had left his mind raw and in need of the comfort that was her ownership.
Kneeling upon the stool, riven with pangs of tension as he fought to comply with her demands, he could only sit and pray that she permit him a chance for relief. The tide of his lust started to reluctantly withdraw, carrying his climax away on a slow and annoying tide.
“You may start again, slave,” she purred. Lynn studied him intensely as he commenced afresh, letting him bring himself wondrously near to an end.
“Please Mistress Lynn, please may I finish?” he asked hopefully. The humiliation was gone, swept away by the offer of a momentary and all too fleeting bliss.
“Let me see…” she pondered. Rubbing her chin in thought she gave him the hope of permission as he eagerly accelerated to exploit her deliberation.
“No,” she stated gravely, the words making his heart sink once more.
“Please, Mistress Lynn, please let me finish!” he begged.
“I said no, and I meant it. Don’t presume to question me, slave, and do as I say or I’ll deny you for good!”
With a whimper he held onto his pulsating shaft. The flesh was throbbing distinctly and was irked at this irrational end to his caress. He started to feel his incensed libido wither.
Once his climax had slipped through his fingers, she interlocked her gloved digits and rested her chin on the smooth cradle.
“Start, slave,” she idly permitted, having him commence with an air of futility hanging solidly about him.
Once more he felt his relief hover within a mere burst of risking thrusts.
“Please Mistress Lynn, pleeeease may I finish,” he whimpered.
“Very well,” she permitted with an exasperated roll of her eyes.
Issuing a soft sigh of gratitude, he thanked his fates and quickened. Spasms and jerks ruled him as he was crippled by the potent throes of orgasm. Spits of his seed flecked the handkerchief, the droplets raining down as he tried to contain himself. His body cavorted and his balance ailed as he milked himself of all he could gain and stole every morsel of pleasure he could. The torments she had performed rushed like a flood through his mind’s eye. The helplessness, the cruelty, the image of her tight plastic skin winking in the light, her callous glare, the sting of her cane and whip, all of it gripped him like a prurient vice. The blackmail, the unwavering demands she placed on him, all of it took his climax higher, his masochism being a beast that cared not for his sanity and found more intense delight the more real and damaging his servitude proved to be. His eyes locked to her thigh boots and he yearned to lap at them, to fawn at her heels in worship, to grovel in the fruitless hope of offsetting her next terrible punishment session.
He slowed to a halt and wiped the last residue from his tip, his head lowering as the teeth of shame returned in the aftermath to gnaw at his dignity. The obscuring veil of pent up pleasure had been lifted, revealing him in all his scandalous embarrassment to the light of another’s scrutiny. He felt like withering up into a ball and hiding from all eyes, especially with the traitorous thoughts that had been in his mind when he climaxed.
“Now what do you say?” she asked with glee, ensuring he could not avoid the knowledge that he was under examination.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn,” he murmured.
“What was that? Speak up, slave?” she repeated, cupping a hand to her ear like a hearing trumpet, his words too soft for her wish to have him devalue himself.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn,” he repeated with more volume, his throat choked with rage and sorrow.
“That’s better. Now I’ll get Mistress Despoiler. I want to see how she intends to confine you.”
With these words the harridan left the room, striding upon her skyscraper heels, her lithe form squirming within the tight folds of the gloss attire.
The need to be bound so as to ensure a revival of lust and a continuation of the session was an old precaution. With previous dominants, he had not had the will to submit in the haze of extracted orgasm. Such fuel took time to reacquire. It seemed as though his aptitude for servility dwelt in his semen, and its loss deprived him of his perversions until he had replenished his store. But with Mistress Despoiler it had been wonderfully different. No matter what occurred, he was ready and eager to continue, his expectancy for renewed slavery just as powerful and recklessly driving as always. Her preciousness to him overrode all.
But now he was subjected to the control of another woman. It was a new variant and the use of old and obsolete precautions were being employed. Was it to keep him humble? To dissuade from rebellion? The suggesting of it by his owner hinted that perhaps she wanted him out of the way for a short time. What was she planning? A discussion with Mistress Lynn perhaps? A debate to probe her actions, expectations, her results and comments on him? Had she purchased something she wanted to show off prior to its initial use on him?
Mistress Lynn returned with his beloved Mistress, several rolls of cling film held between them. The substance was an old comrade - a friend and nemesis to him.
“Sit on the stool slave,” demanded his owner, her voice silken and sultry, a sound he could contentedly die listening to.
Without pause he complied, eager to follow the commands of his true Mistress as she knelt down before one of his ankles.
“With the muscles slack, you can bind them considerably tighter than normal,” she narrated.
With his leg loose, she started with his ankles and began to work her way up. Pulling the translucent sheet to the point of breaking she ensured his flesh was squashed and that any attempt to tense would be met by the staunch resistance of the cling film wrap.
Layer upon layer was gathered and it rapidly rose to his thighs. Mistress Lynn copied the expert work of her fellow dominatrix like an apprentice in the abstruse arts of bondage.
With each leg fully mummified they attended his arms and chest, lifting them out so they might exploit the slack muscles and entomb him all the more thoroughly. The sheets continued to build up, hiding his skin tone as the quantity being placed upon him returned to its native silvery sheen. It soon appeared that some vast synthetic chrysalis was swallowing him up.
“Breathe out, slave,” growled Mistress Despoiler, making him expel every portion of breath as she circled his ribs. Every subsequent inhale now had to fight the sheath. His waist was sucked into a narrow hourglass and his shoulders were hopelessly sealed in.
Taking his forearms she held them behind him. He was told to grab each bicep so that the extremities flowed along each other. With successive layers she started to trap them and seal them together. After this bond, the wrap started to encircle his hands. Plastic flesh was grown across them, eradicating all features and devolving him towards a worm-like entity of denied senses.
Tight bonds pressed the fingers in and prevented him from even moving them within the abnormally large amount of wrap they acquired. Such density would stop him using his nails to cut a path out, and all hope of escape was further depleted as Mistress Despoiler began to wind it around his torso. With everything mummified, his arms were sealed to him as she used the same roll to descend after this task and started re-covering his waist. It was a delicious fate, in being devoured by this wily shell, the rolls and sheets eating his movement, leaving only the tactile banquet of being tightly compressed.
“Help me lift him would you, Mistress Lynn?”
The slender female took his other shoulder and hauled him to his feet. His muscles immediately ached from the task of trying to swell within an artificial skin that was now too taut and inflexible to accommodate them. It felt like his skin had shrunk upon him.
With his legs parted, his groin was fully compressed. The winding layers completed the suit before continuing down once more, this time sealing his legs together as Mistress Lynn helped hold him steady.
Fully cocooned, this was still not to be the end for his entrapment. A rigid pole was set along his back. Reaching from his crown to his ankles, the mounds of his bound arms bent him back against it. The pose was uncomfortable to keep but he was not required to hold it, the cling film was to enforce it regardless of his opinion.
The strut was set in place by another squeezing glove of cling film. With their subject rendered helpless, the two women laid him out on the floor, his form wriggling almost imperceptibly within the skin-tight cell.
“And now for the final touches,” pronounced Mistress Despoiler.
First, she took a Walkman with auto reverse and slotted in a short demo tape that she had converted to sing a far more fiendish tune. Putting the earphones into her slave, she drew the device down and used tape to seal it to his chest.
Using a blindfold mask, she moved the latex hood down over his face to hide all but the vents for nose and mouth. His maw was then filled with the inflatable gag. The straps were flung around his skull, over his head and under his chin and were then wrenched tight to force the rubber and leather plate firmly to his lips. The balloon began swelling under her rapid pumps, crushing his tongue into the base of his maw and brewing a severe ache in his strained jaws.
“Sweet dreams, my pet,” crooned Mistress Despoiler and then flicked the play switch.
While the soft hiss of the tape spooling around wafted to him, she informed as to her intent.
“These are going to be your rules from now on, slave. I compiled them personally and you will learn them thoroughly. I will not implement them fully just yet, I shall give you a little while to start to memorise them. But learn them you will and obey them you must, unless you wish to incur my displeasure,” she warned with gravity.
What manner of commandments was she readying to install? Would he be able to distinguish them when they re-entered the ordinary life they shared, or would this indoctrination encroach even into that?
He could not escape the commandments, they were being poured into his ears, branding his brain with their continuing erosion at his mental barriers. Like a sea against the cliffs they ate at his mind, seeping in, taking root, indoctrinating him to the way of Mistress Despoiler, the reworded repeats to the most pressing laws serving to ingrain them all the more indelibly.
“You will serve, obey, and please Mistress Despoiler. Above all else your desire is to please Mistress Despoiler. You worship the body of Mistress Despoiler. You worship the knowledge of Mistress Despoiler. The power of Mistress Despoiler fills you with awe. To receive pleasure, you must earn it. You worship the implements of correction of Mistress Despoiler. You trust Mistress Despoiler with your life and well being. You are nothing more than an object for the enjoyment of Mistress Despoiler, an instrument to be used.”
Lost in isolation, he swirled within the void of his own confinement, his mind drifting. Struggles against his bonds made them feel all the more oppressive, his muscles swelling against an immovable and pitiless shell.
“You will ask the permission of Mistress Despoiler to satisfy any need you may have. Your body and mind are the property of Mistress Despoiler. You must always immediately give thanks to Mistress Despoiler for all you are given. You will not hesitate when responding to the requests of Mistress Despoiler. You will thank Mistress Despoiler for the discipline and punishments she gives you. You have no will of your own except the will Mistress Despoiler has allowed you. You are always in submission to Mistress Despoiler, regardless of the situation. All of your choices are based upon whether they will please Mistress Despoiler.”
Perspiration started to well upon him, the heat of the captivity increasing. The slickness of the artificial skin made it slither upon him as though it were somehow alive.
“When not in the presence of Mistress Despoiler, you will make choices to the best of your abilities. You shall wear the collar provided by Mistress Despoiler with pride. This is a symbol of my ownership of you. When the intimate regions of Mistress Despoiler are near your mouth, you will lick and suck as instructed, without hesitation. You worship the intimate regions of Mistress Despoiler. Your head must be bowed down in the presence of Mistress Despoiler.”
The bondage was terrible and he fought to escape. His fingers clawed at it, trying to break the sheath and start the process of tunnelling his way to freedom. But it was useless. He was too comprehensively bound to even vaguely attempt it.
“Nothing you have must ever be hidden from Mistress Despoiler, as I own you. Your place is on your knees in front of Mistress Despoiler. You love Mistress Despoiler with your mind, your body and your soul. You will always be mine until I feel it is time to release you. You agree to do as you are told by Mistress Despoiler as I see fit, without hesitation. You will endure any pain Mistress Despoiler gives you so you may become a better slave. Through discipline and punishment you will learn to behave appropriately. Via bondage applied by Mistress Despoiler you are made free.”
The words were highly titillating, the commands being latched into him by the tape making him swell against the cling film. The bondage and the control she was sowing in his mind were fanning his lust to again serve her.
“You will ask permission to touch yourself before doing so except to wash or shave as instructed by Mistress Despoiler. Only through submission will you find your true self. Your life is empty without Mistress Despoiler to please. Just the thought or voice of Mistress Despoiler gives you fear and gives you strength. You are the slave of Mistress Despoiler, nothing more. You will give all that you can when in the presence of Mistress Despoiler. You must NEVER show disrespect to Mistress Despoiler in any way, no matter where we are. Crying and the shedding of tears is good, as it softens you.”
He mulled over the commands, dreaming of scenarios and times when they would come into play. He recalled previous sessions, the memories being brought forth by kinship with a relevant string of strictures. Her softly accented voice was boring tunnels of obedience into him as he lay imprisoned, learning how to serve and how to relish it.
“You are always in submission to Mistress Despoiler. The needs of Mistress Despoiler are more important than your own needs. You must be attentive to Mistress Despoiler and always be ready to serve me anytime I desire. You must always respond to Mistress Despoiler both physically and verbally, as expressions are important to me. You must always feel sexual for Mistress Despoiler. You will offer your body to Mistress Despoiler to please me in any way I desire.”
He grinned against the gag, knowing just how potent his love for her was. But the presence of Lynn was going to hamper his efforts, and so he could see now why she had thought such lines of text were necessary for his programming.
“If you do not please me, I will punish you as I see fit. If Mistress Despoiler uses you to make love with, you will respond with zeal and gratitude for you are being given the greatest honour.”
The shell of plastic tightened against his crotch as he suddenly moaned softly, recalling the times when he was bound and felt her warm tracts lower down his shaft. When she used him he was always elated, more so if he had been forced to endure a period of abstinence.
“You must never tighten your body when being punished. You are proud to wear the marks of Mistress Despoiler on your body. You are a slave to Mistress Despoiler, nothing more. You will always listen to Mistress Despoiler with great interest. You want to learn all that you can from me so you may understand yourself better as Mistress Despoiler knows what is best for you. You will do as required and commanded by Mistress Despoiler. You are for my pleasure. Mistress Despoiler is Dominant, you are submissive.”
The words were true and accurate but it was still pleasing to hear them, to have every shred of doubt slowly brushed aside by the endless repeat of the tape.
“Privacy is a privilege that Mistress Despoiler will decide whether or not to issue to you. If Mistress Despoiler so requests, you will become a helper slave, assisting in the training of other slaves, during which you are never to forget that you are still mine.”
The words startled him as it expressed a desire to introduce others into their relationship. Lynn was a dominant, and yet there was a reference to possible other slaves. Just what was his owner planning for the future, or was it merely a precaution?
“You will be eager to perform sexually for Mistress Despoiler at any time I desire. You will never leave Mistress Despoiler. You are hers forever. You will suffer for Mistress Despoiler in ways that please me. You will NEVER be passive in serving Mistress Despoiler. You will serve me with respect and enthusiasm. If you are sent to another Mistress/Master, you will serve them well as it will reflect on Mistress Despoiler’s training of you and you will not disgrace me. You will learn all that Mistress Despoiler wishes to teach you. You are my property at all times.”
The litany began to repeat, continuing over and over again on each side, perpetually playing to him as he lay in bondage. All the time the same commands rolled through his head, the words of Mistress Despoiler being integrated deep in his psyche.
The need to urinate grew strong and plagued him with the thought of it. The pressure in his bladder continued to well, but he was dubious to simply give in and let go for it would mean condemning him to languishing in it.
The feeling of being so effectively mummified was arousing. The complete lack of mobility, of being held captive by Mistress Despoiler and subjected to her commandments as she reformed his psyche with her words made him stiff with licentious appetites. But the frustration of it was terrible and eroded the pleasure he could take in it, making him fight back. Filling his mind with prurient thoughts, he sought to keep himself dedicated to enjoying this, in drowning his mind with lustful deeds to perform at the heels of his owner. As to what was transpiring outside of his senseless void of training he had no clue.
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
Lighting the last of the candles in the living room, Mistress Despoiler turned off the lights and looked over the lithe nubile form of her assistant. Her gaze flowed upon the slick panes of her gloss attire. The amber glow of the flames spread their haloes throughout the room, filling the chamber with a soft, hesitant gloom that added to the intimidating ambience. Wandering past, she sank into the armchair and patted the newly purchased crop into her gloved palm. The two leather lips of the tip issued dull claps. The black and red candy striped shaft was about two feet in length and emerged from a rubber hilt.
“Kneel before me,” she commanded.
Lynn sidled over and folded herself down onto her knees. The PVC squeaked as it was stretched with her motions and caught sparkles from the glowing candles. Her eyes remained fixed downward, filling her view with the heeled feet of the Mistress and the folds of her long latex skirt.
“Did you enjoy your domination?” she asked softly and extended a toe forward.
Lynn accepted the footwear. Cradling it gently in both of her hands, her lycra gloved fingers slid easily upon the smooth fabric. Leaning in, she reverently kissed it. Her hair fell forward and helped hide her face while she adored the feet of Mistress Despoiler.
“Yes, Mistress. I did,” she uttered softly, bathed in the new glow of submission.
“Now you know it’s over. You recall our agreement, don’t you?” asked the dominatrix.
“Yes, Mistress,” she panted in reply, taking licks of the toe and letting the taste of it swell upon her tongue.
“Then say it aloud so I can be assured you recall it accurately.”
“I am to be your slave. I have no authority save that which you give me,” she muttered with pride.
“You are willing to be trained and become mine in full, to do whatever I ask and to suffer my discipline?” she quizzed.
They had already discussed this in detailed fullness. The Mistress was running through it again to make sure Lynn was well aware of what she was surrendering herself to and was also giving her one last chance to squirm out of the deal.
“Yes, Mistress. Without hesitation or regret,” Lynn answered truthfully.
When they had first begun to talk of this, Lynn had only been expecting to gain a fleeting assistant status during the dominating of the male slave, not her own submission to Mistress Despoiler. When the matter had been brought forward it had caught her by surprise and immediately tickled her delectation. Lynn had not even thought of it before. Even though she had not contemplated it, the more she dwelt on it the more she began to crave it. Mistress Despoiler was gorgeous. Lynn had admired her body since they had met, and the concept of giving herself over totally to the domina’s skill was something that made tickling warmth fill her insides.
Lynn had not considered submission before. She had even been repelled by it, by the uncertainty and the danger it presented. But that had all stemmed from male sources, men who would just want a woman to do as she was told and whom they could ravish in any way without her resistance. To be commanded by a woman, by someone who knew what she was doing had suddenly become a pressing fantasy.
For days now Lynn had been dreaming of this moment. Ever since the Mistress had brought it up when they were alone at the pub one night, gossiping over pints.
When the Mistress revealed that the cause of her partner’s absence was his being cocooned in cling film at home, awaiting her return, Lynn had been awe-struck. She had suspected them of performing such acts of fetish vice but not on such a scale. They talked about it more and the offer of her joining in had been extended. After they had considered this and debated what role she was to play, her own submission had been extended and planned.
Lynn had squirmed in her bed that night, her libido piqued and fervid. Toying with her own sex she had drunk in the thought of what would be done to her and what she would do. She would have the best of both worlds. She would to be able to dominate and torment the male, and then wallow in servitude beneath the heels of the Mistress. In fact, her only worry was that the reality would not match up to the fantasies she was conjuring.
“Good. Now stand up,” demanded the Mistress.
Lynn arose, her head hung low as the woman also regained her feet. Straightening the draping curtain of her pencil skirt she walked past Lynn and let her fingers briefly brush across Lynn’s humbled shoulders.
The Mistress recovered a bundle of rope from a hiding place behind a speaker. The slim coils were neatly woven and ready to encompass any servile that wished it.
“Are you wearing underwear, slave?” she asked.
Lynn was momentarily thrown by the question. She wondered whether she should confess and more importantly why she was being asked such a question.
“Well?” stated the Mistress with an irritated firmness.
“Yes, Mistress, but I didn’t, I mean, I—”
“Take them off,” she ordered brusquely, interrupting Lynn’s attempt at explanation. Lynn wondered if she broken some rule she had not even known of. She had no experience, no real knowledge. Was this a binding law of such exchanges and she had transgressed through ignorance?
“But, I—”
“Now!” hissed the Mistress.
Flinching at the severe tone in her voice, the authority within it was unable to be questioned. Her order was stated so sternly that Lynn felt herself obeying despite her reservations to the contrary.
Reaching up under her short skirt, she grabbed the slim thong of black cotton and pulled it free. Dragging it down she tried to do so without lifting the hem and thus exposing her nudity.
Drawing the underwear down her legs, she stepped from it and held the warm bundle in her hand. Lynn felt somewhat abashed, exposed and uneasy but also bizarrely titillated.
“Drop it on the couch,” stated the Mistress.
Lynn tossed the garment onto the long furniture and wondered if she were doing the right thing by agreeing to this relationship.
“First, I’m going to bind you, slave,” she confirmed, warning Lynn in advance so as not to surprise or cause angst in her novice student.
Opening the folds of rope, the Mistress located the centre and with a single knot she created a hoop that she placed over Lynn’s head. Letting it hang there, she slipped her fingers under Lynn’s long hair and flipped free the trapped mane. The servile woman shivered as the ends tickled her spine.
“Don’t worry, I will be gentle with you, slave,” she said softly. Running her hands down Lynn’s bare shoulders she soothed her as she in turn tried to keep calm. Lynn had never been tied up before. To do so would leave her helpless, unable to back out, unable to do anything. She would be completely defenceless against the will of this woman, and suddenly she was questioning her unequivocal trust. She had exploited the bondage of the male to perform the most savage acts and Lynn was concerned about mimicking his fate.
The hands of the Mistress slid down the slender limbs of Lynn and clasped about her wrists. Lifting them up she placed Lynn’s hands on her head.
“Now hold still, slave,” she said reassuringly. Her warm breath touched Lynn’s ear, coaxing out a flush of goose bumps that crept down her spine. The arousal of such treatment was intense. It was the way the Mistress was taking such gentle yet uncompromising control of her.
With expert skill, the Mistress started to place more knots down the rope as the rest of the doubled up length flopped down her front. Placed evenly until they reached her thighs, Lynn kept her gaze up, relishing the feeling of rope as it softly bumped her torso.
Drawing the stem of woven coils between Lynn’s legs, the Mistress drew up and threaded it through the back of her neck loop. With a pull she hauled in the slack, dragging it in until the knotted length was pulled tight to Lynn’s front. The lowest knot pushed in her short skirt and pressed to her sex. The pressure caused Lynn to gasp and then release a sudden groan of pleasure. The tight clinch that had formed from neck to crotch seemed to melt her resolve to deny this, and she felt gloriously secure, safe and content in the care of the Mistress.
The rope slid between the cheeks of her buttocks, fighting the gloss skirt, pressing it in and causing the vinyl to fall into the valley. Her skirt was now squeezed to her. She could feel two closely placed knots digging into her rear, the purpose of the two lumps unknown to her at present.
A shiver of delight caused the hard nugget pressing into her to shift. It was a teasing tickle that had her wanting to writhe further and extract more sensation for herself. Fighting off such temptation she stood still and let her owner work.
With both hands toiling simultaneously, the Mistress reached around with the separated twin lengths. She let each hook one of the ropes at her front and then pull back. Through this process, the rope down her front was drawn out into a descending pattern of diamonds. The lengths that pulled them open reached back around, wrapping upon each other to anchor themselves and then return to take hold of a lower area. Each time the rope between two knots was hauled open, the whole plexus tightened slightly upon her, making her pant with a serene sense of enclosure. The knot at her belly seductively tickled her. It was like a reward for enduring the process of bondage.
Lynn’s fingers clasped upon each other and gripped into her hair as she strove to keep still. Her head felt light. Her thoughts were hazy and saturated to capacity with prurient matters.
The knots by her breasts were closer than the others and caused the small diamond at her cleavage to set the ropes out above and below each breast, biting them between these rope jaws and pushing them out, the vinyl being pulled tight over each compressed mound. Against the burnished fabric the engorged summits that were her nipples stood out distinctly. Her excitement was obvious and slightly embarrassing to Lynn. When she saw the clues, she blushed, hoping that the diligence of the Mistress’ efforts would make her overlook such a sight.
The last of the rope was drawn out and the Mistress drew Lynn’s arms down and backwards. Placing the forearms along each other they remained horizontal and loitered at the middle of her spine. The rope reached up and started to bind the wrists and elbows, sealing them together and holding her to this pose that removed their use.
Lynn closed her eyes as the delight and the fear of the sensation tore up her thoughts and confused them.
After the coils locked elbow to wrist they then spiralled along her joined forearms before reaching up and knotting to the initial hoop at her neck. They parted again and snagged her biceps, dragging them back slightly before the last of the rope vanished into knotting them there.
“There, all done, slave,” stated the Mistress as she stepped back to examine her handiwork.
Lynn flexed her arms and tried to move them but found that it was useless. She was effectively bound and had no chance of even moving let alone escaping such confinement. The pull of her attempts caused the crotch rope to shift and she swayed on her heels for a moment. The effects of the rope bondage were a tentative yet astounding delight to her.
A leash appeared, the silver chain links chiming quietly to themselves. With a click the clip was snapped to her rear, capturing the rope stretched between the two knots that stopped the leash from slipping up or down.
A tug to the lead made the knot at her sex shift more distinctly and she set free a croak of reply to its effects on her. Lynn staggered back a step, steadying herself. Her arms tried to break free to help restore her balance. It was an instinctive response that was completely curtailed by the bonds.
Keeping hold of the lead, the Mistress sank into the couch. Setting the crop aside she gave another little pull that repeated the glorious influence on Lynn. It was a soft, barely substantial brush, one that promised much more than it delivered and which served to arouse and frustrate.
“Come and lay across my knees,” she ordered, reeling Lynn in by this intimate mooring.
Settling onto her booted knees before the Mistress, Lynn draped herself across the thighs of the woman. The gloss and latex exchanged conversation comprised of squeaks and creaks as they stuck lovingly to one another.
The Mistress shifted her slave a little. Dragging Lynn forward so that she was draped fully over the bench of rubber-padded flesh, her stomach now rested on latex-smothered thighs.
Lynn looked down into the boots of the Mistress, her rear in the air and obviously awaiting attention. She was aching for something more intense than the cursory tease of the knot. Her bondage, her submission, all of it conspired to have her praying for sensual input. Pain or pleasure, she didn’t care which. They were equal in her eyes now and she needed them more than she had ever thought possible. There had been an untouched and highly flammable pool in her mind, one she had not even noticed and which no other person had managed to ignite. But through her deeds of entrapment and dominance the Mistress had cast a lit match into this pool. Now the fires were raging bright and uncontrollable within her.
The hand of the Mistress let the leash flop between Lynn’s legs. Lynn’s muscles flexed within her boots, causing the patent leather to ripple as the chain hung limp between her thighs.
“Such a sweet little rear,” commented the Mistress. Stroking the rounded peaks of Lynn’s buttocks, she traced the skirt that was pulled taut over it, the cheeks bisected by the tight rope.
Hooking a finger under the lip of each flap of skirt she pulled up and peeled it back. Lifting the hem of the dress as far as the crotch rope permitted, the material remained firmly anchored underneath it.
Lynn swallowed as she was exposed. Her mind was racing. Another woman was keeping her bound and over her knee, and was now pulling back her dress to stroke her naked rear prior to some mode of chastisement. She could not credit this as being real, it seemed so unlikely and even more unlikely was her willingness to submit to it.
“Are you ready to receive a spanking, slave? To show how much you want to belong to me?” questioned Mistress Despoiler. Her latex fingertips lightly touched the soft pelt of Lynn’s rear, causing her to shudder and set free riots of gooseflesh.
“Oh yes, Mistress, I am. I want to be yours,” she blurted. The scenario had overwhelmed Lynn. She was being totally ruled by her raging passion and hunger for new experience.
No sooner had she acquiesced than the hand of the Mistress jumped back and jerked open. The solid palm swept back and onto the supple flesh.
Lynn gave a choked cry, throwing her head back, her hair whipping her bound back as the hot flash rolled through the skin. It was not a response of pain but rather a mixture of elation and shock. It was a completely new and alien sensation that she had no idea of how to correctly respond to.
The Mistress paused and let the searing flush subside, filling her time by gathering up Lynn’s long hair and fastening it with a tight hair-band. Taking hold of the root of this ponytail she used it as a reign, holding Lynn’s head up. Her jaws were agape, her eyes half closed as she readied to receive the full measure of the spanking that she herself had requested.
The hand of the Mistress returned again, applying itself and gaining stinging applause. Lynn choked and gurgled, her neck throbbing from being craned back so forcefully but it only made her feel more helpless to resist and thus more able to revel in the punishment.
The claps of latex to flesh resounded through the room, mingling with Lynn’s sobs and panting breath. Her rear grew hotter with each smack to a buttock, the flesh mustering an intense internal fire as it became more sensitive. But even as her skin was rendered more susceptible to the distress of the spanking, so to did the flow of endorphins increase. The torrents raged through her, making it easier to bear, making it more of a pleasure that she left herself willingly exposed to.
Occasionally the Mistress paused. Snatching the leash she gave a few rhythmic pulls upon it during the brief break. The attention dragged the knot against Lynn’s sex, the vinyl being a negligible protection from the results it imbued. After a few tickles that had Lynn aching for more, the smacks continued.
The lucid ovation her rear was receiving stopped abruptly after a few dozen had been applied. Lynn wheezed sporadically. Her head was still held back, her eyes were full of tears and her brow was laced with gems of perspiration. To an outsider it must have looked like she was in the most profound sorrow and misery, but rather they were manifestations of her decadent joy.
It had been a wonderful rite of initiation and Lynn could not believe how much she had enjoyed it. She could not leave this scenario now. It was a form of twisted bliss that was too exquisite to forsake.
Lynn swore to herself in the heady afterglow of her spanking that she had to become the full time slave of Mistress Despoiler, to be part of their relationship forever and never leave. She could exercise her dominant sadism, and that was a delight in itself but more than this she wanted the Mistress all to herself. How she longed to hold the Mistress, to caress her legs, to abase herself at her feet, to kiss her breasts or lips, to belong to her totally. The magnitude of this first experience was washing away all reason and clear thought with rash fantasy.
The Mistress lowered her hold and let Lynn flop her head forward. She hung limp, exhausted by the ordeal.
“So rosy,” commented the Mistress while softly stroking Lynn’s slap-heated rear. “Now off you get, slave.”
Helping Lynn back onto her knees she took up the leash to keep a reign on the excellent piece of vinyl-wrapped property.
Lynn knelt and shivered. Huddled over a little, twitches ran through her body from echoes of the intense affliction to her rear. She manoeuvred her belly a little, shifting and swaying, making the knot please her, but there was not enough give to gain any sort of relief.
The Mistress stepped before Lynn, her heeled feet occupying Lynn’s lowly gaze. A hooked digit touched her chin and started to draw her eyes up, lifting her head and giving her a rising shot of the Mistress’ entire enchanting form. She stared wide-eyed over the curving contours of her pencil skirt and the enticing female form enclosed by the impermeable and succulent fabric. The smell of it tickled Lynn’s nose like the most exquisite perfume. The scent was like a pheromone, arousing her subdued libido, rendering her a devotee of the woman before her. The regnant that the Mistress had imposed was proving to be the most intense of aphrodisiacs.
Lynn continued her study as she was drawn up. She glared at wondrous breasts, locked beneath the halter neck top, the material shimmering across them. Then a wicked glower fell from above, the Mistress’ eyes sparkling in the shadows wrought by her peaked cap. Lynn almost felt like weeping. It was as though some seraphic being had come down and enslaved her, taken away her free will and reduced her to no more than a sensual plaything.
The hand lifting her chin trickled aside and ran down her face, smoothing her features before raising her higher and making her look to the black depths of the ceiling. With her eyes upward, she could only listen as the Mistress settled before her. She felt a leather band being enclosed about her neck and tightened to a snug fit. The click of a padlock sounded and Lynn gave another shiver of concupiscent glee. The feel of being sealed in a collar was exhilarating. It was a badge of ownership that confirmed her stature and constantly reminded her of it with its mere existence.
Lynn gave a startled jolt as a hand brushed her breast, the reaction prompted through shock and surprise.
“Keep still, slave,” demanded the Mistress, and Lynn steeled her resolve. The fingers of her owner returned and opened, cupping the bound asset. The gloss subdued but did not extinguish the feeling and the light touch started to escalate into a careful grope.
“You can’t resist. I own you, you are mine to do with as I please, slave,” she whispered seductively.
Lynn whimpered as she was examined. The other hand entered the process and her nipples grew hard once more against the dress. The rope began to feel even tighter as her chest rose and fell with her deep gasps.
No one had touched her like this before. The tedious and unenlightened efforts of self-absorbed males was something she had put up with as the best on offer, prompting her into feigning greater results than had been produced just to feather their egos and spare their feelings the truth.
But the Mistress knew where to place her touches and how to gain the best reactions. The strangling rope had increased their sensitivity and the bondage and chastisement had aroused Lynn to a point where she was almost swooning from this mere act of fondling.
Her head started to lower and was halted when the rubber hand of the Mistress stopped her. The palm was pressed to her chin, the fingers reaching up to her lips.
“No,” she stated firmly, and drew back the rounded tips to let them rest on Lynn’s lips and press gently forward. The soft painted flesh parted of its own accord and let the digits slide into the wet cavern beyond.
“That’s a good, slave. Show your appreciation,” she purred.
Lynn closed her lips to the digits and suckled. Treating them with a respect and adoration beyond fellatio, the latex set free its spicy tang across her mouth. Her tongue lapped at the smoothed rods, her lips clamping to them and sucking with verve. Her eyes rolled back as her breasts were teased once more. The Mistress continued with her free hand while keeping Lynn’s head forcibly up and rewarding her with the delightful treat of her fingers.
The flames of her desire for the Mistress were consuming Lynn from within. Her loins were damp with desire and placing subtle marks to the folds of her skirt. Nothing had ever come close to this level of intoxicating fervour and its effects were sweeping through her psyche, seducing her into more, banishing any hint of denial or refusal. She was ready to do anything, submit to anything. If the Mistress asked for her soul, she would have handed it over unconditionally for a single kiss to her rubber-entombed rear.
Slight pinches increased the fanatic devotion to the fingers. Lines of saliva escaped the corners of her mouth as she diligently toiled.
“My, you are wanton thing. I had no idea my slave was so lustful,” purred the Mistress. “I can see I’m going to have to be strict indeed with you. Train you to be obedient. Punish you when you are bad, and most other times just to certain. Of course, I’ll reward you when you’re good though. Would you like that, slave?” she murmured with phlegmatic tones, squeezing one of Lynn’s breasts as she spoke.
A wild nodding fit made Lynn’s mouth swallow the fingers from tip to knuckle.
“Such enthusiasm,” commented the Mistress, and her hand started to wander down, tracing across the vinyl and rope. Lynn’s eyes flashed open during the descent. Her eyes fixed up as she sucked and anticipated what she was desperate for. The black ceiling was like a starless night sky above her, its depths influenced by the cosy radiance of the candles, each of them spreading a yellow haze upon it. Lynn closed her eyes and prayed to these artificial heavens for what she was craving most.
The smooth fingers fell onto either side of the rope and started to play with the area. Pulling gently at the rope she moved the knot back and forth, or in beating circles. The Mistress also occasionally slipped a finger under the strand and rolled the digit up and down across the hidden lips of Lynn’s sex.
Lynn gurgled and choked, beset by storms of unprecedented ecstasy. The feel of being so expertly pleasured by another woman, someone so in tune with her needs was now beyond bliss. She wriggled in her plexus of ropes, the vinyl dress wet with sweat as she continued to feast on the Mistress’ fingers.
The hand in her eager mouth started to lower, bringing her face down as her loins were played. Then the Mistress started to slowly bring her hand back, drawing Lynn forward if she wanted to continue kissing them. The movement brought the slave to the awaiting lips of the dominatrix.
Lynn momentarily held her breath. She was unable to believe that this was occurring. With devotion she obeyed and followed the retreating hand to be delivered to her owners poised maw.
When their flesh met, Lynn felt like she was melting from within. A pull at the rope made it sink into her sex and her gasp was smothered as the Mistress sealed her own mouth to that of her slave’s.
Letting Lynn go only as far as she wished, the Mistress waited while Lynn’s tongue cautiously emerged. Hesitant and full of second thoughts and doubt, the continuing manipulation of her belly ate away such questioning and the wet organ touched lips to petition entry. Opening her mouth, the Mistress returned the kiss. Their tongues extended to coil on each other. Lynn’s racing breath was rampant as the Mistress continued her caresses, adding the free hand to her breasts to further elevate her gratification.
Lost to passion, Lynn squirmed and wriggled in her bonds, shaking with delight.
There was a barely audible click and a clover clamp was placed to her nipple. The Mistress slew the resulting croak of dismay with a delving tongue. The spike of initial pain melted away and was smothered beneath silken sheets of pleasure.
The other clamp was set in place, the gloss dress a feeble protection from their virulent effects. Lynn had eagerly used them on the slave, and now was being treated to their effects as well. Although, when served up by the Mistress they were a welcome treasure, almost a reward.
The havoc they installed started to settle, dropping through sensual octaves into a deep resonant thump, which sent ripples of sensation through her breasts. She whimpered again when the Mistress pulled the chain that connected them to briefly revive their more potent effects.
The hand at her belly reached back, unfastened the leash and transferred it to her collar.
The Mistress pulled back and Lynn was left stranded in the air. Her lips were still puckered, her senses lost in the maelstrom of decadence. It took Lynn a moment for her to realise that the Mistress had moved back, and then her eyes snapped open to wonder what was wrong.
“Stand up, slave,” she ordered. Pulling at the leash she assisted Lynn in fighting her way back upright. Was she going to be taken upstairs? Was she going to be permitted an exchange of greater involvement? The thought of it was intense but frightening. She had never slept with a woman before. What if she failed to please the Mistress? Questioning her sexual preference and prowess, Lynn was led to the wall and placed to face it.
“Spread your legs, slave,” stated the Mistress, causing Lynn to shuffle her heeled boots apart. Her balance was restored as she leant her chest and face to the cold wall, the heat of her passion being stolen by the barren surface.
The clamps were aching terribly. They were a blight whose effects were stealing ever more feeling for themselves, growing deeper and more potent with every passing moment.
The leash was set loose and the Mistress left her for a brief instant before settling down between the splayed legs. Lynn’s mind raced with possibilities, wondering what was going to be done to her.
“I think you should wear this for me, slave,” she advised, and Lynn felt the rope at her rear being hauled back. The strength of the Mistress lifted it enough so that the skirt could be hauled up higher. The raising of the rope made the front section bite deeper into her sex, eliciting sniffles as the abrasive movements continued to tease her swollen and sodden clitoris.
With the barring veil of the dress raised enough, the rope was still kept back and something slimy and cool touched the crease of her rear. Lynn gasped and tensed.
“Slave. Relax,” ordered the Mistress and with sloth, Lynn complied. Releasing her muscles she let the head of the dildo slither inward. It touched the puckered opening of her anus and pushed, opening it, the stealthy intrusion eased by ample lubricant.
Lynn moaned aloud as her rear was opened and the soft plastic shaft rolled in. Slithering deep it slid upon her tender inner tracts. It was a feeling of being filled from within, one that was more delightful than any mundane penetration.
“You like it that much then do you, slave?” said the Mistress.
“Oh yes, yes Mistress,” she sobbed, and then released a drawn groan as it was dragged out again. A soft pop signalled its freedom and the shutting of her sphincter.
A squeak of rapture poured from her throat and her face pressed to the stone as she rubbed her chest to the wall. Playing the clamps she made them pull at her nipples as the dildo rode back into her.
The Mistress drove it deep and then removed it again. Lynn’s legs were trembling and her head was swimming with giddiness. The wall was the only thing holding her up. The acute penetration met resistance this time as Lynn clenched, not to deny, but to playfully resist. The Mistress merely tutted.
“Bad girl,” she smirked and pushed harder. The rod opened her, crushing her rebellion, wrenching her open and travelling back into the soft slot of her rear. Lynn set free a cry of exquisite response and squirmed on the sheathed shaft.
“Such a licentious little slave,” stated the Mistress, rocking the plastic intruder from root to tip and never quite letting it come free.
“You like this so much? Perhaps I should get a real version jammed in here? Perhaps that’s it is it? A woman cannot fulfil you? You still crave a man?” cruelly derided the Mistress.
“No Mistress! Please! I only want you!” she cried, frantic to deny the accusation as she continued to revel in her defilement.
“I’m not sure, slave. Perhaps a nice burly master is what you need. Maybe even the slave. Would that suit you better? To have my slave drilling into your anus, or even down your throat? Is that what you really ache for? A bellyful of hot semen?” she mocked.
“No! Mistress! Don’t! I don’t want that. I couldn’t stand it. I want only you. Make me yours forever, I’ll never let you down. I’ll do anything you want!” she blurted, incensed and repelled by the mere thought of having a man use her again.
This exchange with the Mistress had transformed her, turning the base larvae she had been into the radiant creature of excess and libidinous appetite she had become. The thought of being used by a male master and subjected to his rule was repellent to her, and the notion of the slave being able to use her was worse even than being taken by an animal. She had used him as a lowly beast, something of no consequence, and to be forced into intercourse with such a creature was beyond the worst shame she could conceive of.
The skill of the Mistress was unparalleled. She had turned her in the course of this evening from a devout practitioner of heterosexuality, into someone who could not even dwell on the thought that they had been such a person. She was almost nauseous from recalling all the inept blundering fools she had let mount her and take her like an object, as something placed one step above use of their hand for relief.
The crisis of faith had pressed her into a new religion, that of utter belief in the divine rule of Mistress Despoiler. Lynn swore that never again would she let a man have her.
A swelling snort gave way to an ululating drone as the dildo was driven deep and the rope was placed over its base. With the toy sealed within her, the point remained driven deep and to the limits of her tracts.
Acutely penetrated, she almost leapt from her feet when the buzzing length of a small vibrator was threaded under the crotch rope. The shuddering cranks sent washes of oscillating delight into her pudenda.
“Oh Mistress!” she howled.
Licking her lips, relishing each moment of the intimate attention, her rear chewed on the dildo. The feel of it within her drove her onto a new and lofty plateau of hedonistic trance.
The Mistress backed up. Pulling the leash she drew Lynn from the wall. She walked a tremulous path, her legs weak as she was beset by erogenous influence.
The Mistress returned back to her, enveloping her in opera gloved arms. The tight clinch allowed them to kiss once more. Lynn wanted to turn to water and slip through the gasp, the lips and tongue of her owner causing her to feel as though she were dissolving. The power of the woman and the sheer might in her glorious body was mesmerising. To be held by her, kissed, tied up and used, it was a stupendous fate.
Lynn had always envied the frame of the Mistress, always wanting a figure such as hers. Her breasts were of a shape and size that she wished she could possess. Her curves were greater, her face more attractive and full of life. Now she was getting to sample the sterling features first hand, and they were enslaving her with their enamouring spell.
The Mistress pulled back and sat down on the floor, her back being supported by the armchair. Her spare hand reached down and took the zip of her skirt. Lifting it up she exposed her succulent legs. Peeling back the black veil of latex as the metal teeth parted with a grinding chatter she set them free while Lynn watched.
“Come here, slave,” she stated with a wicked glower playing the corners of her lips, and she pulled at the leash.
Lynn was towed in as the Mistress recovered the chain. Bringing Lynn to her knees and then onto her front, she was set with her face immediately before the belly of her owner.
Peering at the revealed naked pussy of the Mistress, Lynn gave no delay and settled her mouth to the proffered intimate feast. Drowning herself in the scent of her owner, she let her tongue drool forward and lap at the swollen and erect clitoris. The domination and abuse of a new slave had greatly aroused the Mistress. It was a most delightful discovery to know she was so turned on by the acts she wrought. That she was not fulfilling an ego boost, a power trip or other such wish to be revered or admired. She was orchestrating this as a sexual gratification, a personal mission she was devoted to and that was innately part of her.
With her eyes able to stare across the reclining torso of the Mistress, Lynn was in heaven. She peered entranced at the latex folds encompassing the chest of the Mistress - her heaving breasts, the look of serenity that ruled her cool features, the candles all about them making her eyes flick with an inner glow as they lurked in profuse shadow.
Lynn squirmed on the floor like a floundering fish while the vibrator continued its singular duty. Simultaneously she used the muscles of her rear to play and manipulate the dildo. Her own breasts were squashed beneath her. Their peaks still being tortured by the clamps.
Reaching under the couch, the Mistress removed the prepared cane. The bamboo hook was tightly grasped and held with clear intent. Lynn closed her eyes and continued her work, savouring the taste of another woman and drowning in erotic crapulence.
A hum of effort beat the air and a fiery welt was thrust through the tissues of her rear. A split second later the stroke erupted with new and unbearable heat. The cane was a weapon of incredible virility. Lynn screamed into the sex of the Mistress, the squealing wail becoming lost in the warm wet folds and sealed in by walls of labia.
Lynn sobbed and continued. The hurricane of effulgent pain settled, melting away and returning to pleasure. The Mistress stroked her hair to comfort her in the wake of the stroke.
“Sssh, it’s okay. You need this. A few welts to remind you of who owns you. These marks will last awhile. They will be certificates of your devotion to me. Won’t you wear them with pride, slave?” she asked softly.
Lynn nodded, burying her nose into the nest of pubic hair. She was overjoyed to be receiving them now that she knew why.
“Good, slave. Your Mistress is proud of you. Now keep going, and we’ll count them off together. A good nine strokes to go, and after that, we’ll go back and set the slave free. Let you have a break before we continue. Okay?”
Lynn nodded again. She was filled with awe that the Mistress was so passionate for the role she had carved for herself.
The cane hacked down, catching her rear and sending a ripple through the flesh. Lynn gave a violent throe and her legs kicked into the ground as she tried to endure the ferocity of the lambasting rod. A moment later, when the full effects thrashed through her skin, she shrieked into the Mistress. The howl tentatively seeped out, sounding as though it was issuing from far away.
“Eight more to go, slave,” pronounced the Mistress, and pushed Lynn’s face deeper into her loins.
The next stroke was just as bad, the sensitive buttocks reviling such callous maltreatment. Lynn screamed again, thrashing on the floor, fighting her ropes and trying to keep herself in one place. She battled the urge to try and run, to flee for asylum in her room. But it was terribly difficult.
She knew this was a test, an examination of obedience on whether Lynn could do as the Mistress wished, even against supreme adversity.
“Seven left, slave,” she stated, and applied the next with full force.
Lynn’s mouth flew open and other than a few sobs, no scream emerged. She was too busy concentrating on staying still, her body flashing, her muscles tensed against the ropes. As the heat dwindled to the ever-increasing background throb of her contusions she returned to pleasuring the Mistress. Awaiting the next chapter in her test she sucked at her owner’s clitoris and then poured the full length of her tongue into her. Stretching deep she drew back and commenced an oral penetration that spread the flavour of the Mistress across every taste bud and which made her organ ache from strain.
With a gurgling cry she threw herself from side to side. Keeping her mouth fixed she plunged her tongue as deep as possible while she bellowed her reply to the kiss of the cane.
Tears were filling her eyes. They were tears of purging, of being set free of all her troubles and woes. All stress was vanishing under this grand ordeal. She was being exonerated of everything negative within her. The punishment was a justice, a penance to serve for everything she felt bad about, everything that ate at her from within.
The next stroke came swiftly and pushed her to her tolerance. It made her mind scream for her to flee, but her desire to serve, to be good, to please the Mistress was currently still stronger, especially with the additions of the vibrator, dildo, ropes and clamps. Each of them was a vote in favour of staying put.
“Four to go, slave. I will stop if you want. If you cannot take any more,” she offered, knowing that Lynn could not do that. She could not fail so early into their relationship. Lynn had to show the Mistress that she could be a true servile and take what the Mistress gave her whether it was glorious pleasure or searing pain.
Lynn sank her face back into place and continued her frenzied cunnilingus by way of answer.
“Good slave. Such enthusiasm does you credit,” she purred, and lashed into her again with the lithe implement.
Lynn’s buttocks jumped into the air and she dropped onto her side. Her imbedded tongue remained frozen as she grizzled and cried into the sex of the Mistress, her rear ablaze with distress. Every cell was screaming for her to run, to give in, but she was so close, so close to pleasing her Mistress, in proving herself no mere novice or half-hearted practitioner. Something new had awakened within her and through the stalwart endurance of this feat, she could prove it to herself and to the Mistress that would nurture such tendencies.
“Three left, almost done.”
With tears flowing freely and rolling down her cheeks to mingle with the juices of the Mistress and Lynn’s own saliva, she rolled back onto her front and returned to her task.
The cane paused and then flashed down like lightning to etch a ferocious trench in her rear. A split second later another joined it, taking the effects to new and lethal levels. Lynn jumped into a petrified pose. Her legs were strained outward, every muscle and tendon was taut. Her veins were pronounced as she shrieked in agony, battling her own instincts, the veto of their demands overcoming her concupiscence.
“That’s it, just roll with the pain, slave. Endure it for me. Be a good slave, and show me how devoted you are,” comforted the Mistress as Lynn rode the galloping stampede.
Straining, the waves started to subside, setting her free, carrying her back into the realms of sanity. Her face was almost beetroot red from the war she was waging against herself.
“One last stroke to go, slave. Just one more and we are finished,” she offered.
Lynn was now a weeping ruin. Although she was sobbing uncontrollably there was no sorrow, only the cleansing exorcism the Mistress and her cane had performed.
The cane dropped with meteoric force, carving into her, sending her back into the whirlwind that devoured thought and left her floating in a fiery insane ocean of anger.
But now she knew this was the end. The mighty stroke was tempered by that fact that she knew she had succeeded, that she had taken the prescribed caning in full and fulfilled the demands placed on her by the Mistress.
Lynn sagged and let herself drink of the Mistress and enjoy the toys that resided within her. Her buttocks were swollen with internal mayhem. Prickly pangs continued to dwell deep in the flesh, refusing to be evicted.
“Good slave, you did it. I’m so proud of you,” congratulated the Mistress.
Setting the cane aside she reached under to remove the clamps. When they were set free, new feeling flew back in and tore at the compressed nuggets, making Lynn groan and spasm. The tips of her breasts felt raw from the long affliction and the sudden spire of pain from the removal subsided most tardily.
Calming herself she returned to her task, the pleasure in her own loins escalating by the second. The removal of her pains and the fuzzy aftermath wrought by the caning and the clamps roused her lust even more. At the time of application they were intolerable but now they had fled and were almost missed. She was high on the rush of adrenaline and endorphins, the natural drugs, the passion, all of it proving to be a zenith of ecstasy beyond anything a pharmaceutical could hope to conjure.
The Mistress shuddered under Lynn’s attentions, the orgasms being composed by the wandering baton of Lynn’s conducting tongue. The sight of the Mistress being pleasured so by her own efforts was a provocation that immediately had Lynn joining her. The vibrator brought forth similar thunderclaps of climax. The peaks threw her higher than any mere deed of intercourse or masturbation had done before. It was a consequence almost as hard to endure as the cane. Her body flicked into paroxysms of euphoria as though trying to jump away from the fastened toy, her flesh unable to withstand such pleasure.
The Mistress arched back, her breasts rising under the stretched latex shroud. Her breath was long and she gasped as Lynn continued to perform for her.
Settling back down in the wake of her climax she ran her fingers through Lynn’s hair. The Mistress continued savouring the dregs of delight the energetic tongue was continuing to cultivate.
Removing herself from under Lynn’s wet face, the Mistress arose and zipped up her skirt.
“Did you enjoy that, slave?” she asked, settling down beside Lynn to start the process of freeing her servant.
“Yes, Mistress, it was amazing. Thank you, thank you so much,” she muttered, laying her head down, exhausted by the exchange, her tongue weak from over-exertion.
The vibrator was removed and the dildo was drawn from her tracts. The flight caused Lynn to unleash a few wild jolts, her insides now sensitive to the slightest touch.
The knots of the rope dress were opened and the long lengths started to reverse their route, unwinding from around her body and setting her free. Her arms dropped to her side and she languished on the carpet for a moment, recovering some shade of strength before rising up to permit the full removal.
Her breasts were set free. The grip fell away from the raw mounds and the hoop was lifted from her neck, as was the collar.
“There, now come and lay down with me and get your breath back, slave,” the Mistress advised.
Settling onto the couch she let Lynn curl up and place her head onto the latex pillow of the Mistress’ lap.
Relaxing, Lynn closed her eyes and let her emotions tumble forth as a weeping fit. She expelled all the pent up fury and self-doubt that had accrued through her years and never before been so efficiently released.
The Mistress ran her fingers through hair and across contused bottom, letting her slave reacquire some semblance of normality. The heat of the session was taking time to evaporate.
She would let Lynn rest for a good long while and let her mind settle. Then she would go back to her other slave and set him free and use the time of his recovery to continue with Lynn for a little while. It was time to see her servile female assistant in something a little less concealing.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
Time continued to warp and reform into new configurations. Stealing away his ability to keep track of it. Without any sensory input other than the looped tape, he was soon baffled as to how long he had been kept subdued. He lost count of the tape rotations when they extended past fifty and he began to wonder just how long they were going to keep him in this brainwashing incarceration.
Squeezing his rear to the plug, he wondered on what was happening to the thong that had been so forcefully introduced to his tracts. Had it become lost in the twists and turns of his abdomen? Or was it hanging at his sphincter, patiently awaiting escape?
The weight within his bladder grew ever worse. He could not hold out, and despite all his wishes not to demean himself he simply had to permit a little to escape, just to ease the pressure and make it more bearable. Relaxing his fervently clenched walls, a faint trickle was the crack that shattered the dam of his resistance.
When the first spurt emerged, the rest thundered forth and he could not resist. The wash of warm fluid circled at his loins in a chaotic flood. Swirling and reaching out from under the latex briefs into the domain of the cling film, the soiled waters remained trapped against his skin. When he finally emptied himself of all the water he had been afflicted with, each movement of his body moved the collected pockets and caused them to shuffle against him.
It was a strangely enjoyable sensation, one added to by infantile disgrace, of being unable to control oneself and being forced to rely on others to attend such a base function and its regulation.
Hands grabbed his feet and with a suppressed moan he was lifted up. His ankles entered the air and he was inverted. His bound form hung securely to the rod as it was propped into the corner. No movement could dislodge him from this position. His crown was pressed slightly to the floor, but the pole served to keep him upright and upside down with pressure welling in his head.
A cane or similar slender weapon suddenly ate into his thighs. Thrashing the flesh, it sent blasts of scorching feeling through the plastic wrap.
He could not even move in response. The miniscule wriggles he managed only helped the migration of the urine. The trapped ocean wove down onto his chest, exploring new territories as gravity pulled at it. He wondered if he would he be mercilessly flogged because in his current pose he could be given the most heinous whipping of his career as a slave and not even twitch to it, so comprehensive was his bondage. Fate or whatever Mistress was responsible, he assumed it wasn’t Lynn, granted mercy. After six hellish strokes the punishment ceased. It made him ponder if it had not been done simply to ensure he was secure and could not knock himself from this awkward position.
Each breath made the waters distinct as they flowed down. The tide ebbed near his collar. It was now stretched too widely and thinly to let it escape. A single trickle reached the back of his neck, riding under the collar and into his hood to make him cringe. Thankfully the stream was under-funded and did not become a river of escape.
Time continued to wander and drift through his mind. It was an untouched, unseen force that he had no means to judge. He wondered how deeply the commands would have entrenched themselves by the time he was set free, and if he would have the will to resist them.
It could have passed for a week before he was finally set loose. Lowered to the floor, the pole was cut free and the layers of cling film were gradually slashed away. His arms were exposed, letting him unfurl them from his back. The joints ached and were stiff from their long imprisonment. The listless extremities collapsed as though stripped of bones, dropping to the ground and slithering weakly on floor.
Still blind from his hood and silenced by the gag, he could not see who had liberated him and thus what he might expect next. But there was a hint of soap, shampoo and warm moisture in the air, so whoever it was had just showered.
The soft tones of Mistress Despoiler revealed the truth as she addressed him.
“Get yourself free, washed and into your uniform. You will wait on us downstairs, slave. Is that understood?”
He nodded sedately, his neck muscles as stubborn to move as the rest of his form. The bright clack of departing stilettos faded into the background, abandoning him to his task.
To wait on her would be a pleasure. To be free of all constraint and serving her whims with capricious flicks of a weapon to signal command and completion was a duty he particularly liked.
If only he could have seen her. To set eyes to Mistress Despoiler after such a period of denial would be a seraphic sight, just as the attention of her after a long era of chastity was exceptional heaven. But she was out of the room before he could open the tight confines of the gag and haul off the sweat-soaked hood.
She had left the scalpel beside him. Having troubled herself only with the opening of his arms she had left the rest of the precarious chore for him.
With care, he began to cut himself out. Sloughing free the shell he slowly emerged from its wet confines. His own pruned skin was sodden with perspiration and urine.
Ensuring he did not spill the reservoir that had accumulated within the cocoon, he shuffled to the bathroom. His legs felt akin to jelly beneath him. The shaking limbs slowly reacquired some sense of sturdiness as the feeling filtered back in with each passing moment.
Reaching into the bath, he became aware of the plug still inserted in him. His long time companionship with it had left it almost unfelt as it held him open and stopped him up. Daring to disobey, he slipped free of his briefs and took hold of the base. Closing the bathroom door, he quietly locked it and drew at the implement with a slow pull. Clutching to the bath, he groaned as it stretched him open again. The discomfort swelled so quickly that before he cleared the widest point of its diameter, his resolve snapped. Letting go of it, his sphincter tightened and gulped it back in. A quick galloping throb travelled through the tissues with impunity.
Having bestowed a brief education into what was wished of his rear, he tried again. The flesh was now a little more amicable to the task. With a steady ascending groan turning in his throat like a serpent of sound, the cone started to emerge. Stretching himself wider and wider, finally the plug slithered free, carrying his moan into higher pitches before letting his sore rear finally close.
Holding to the bath for a moment of recovery, he listened to the internal beat of his anus. The flesh still reviled the trespass that it hated but which he loved so much. Mind and body were at obvious odds concerning the item.
He took a set of surgical gloves from the medicine cupboard. The latex sheaths were stained with hair dye, but he snapped them on and reached up into his own tracts. Gritting his teeth as his own intruding digits stretched his raw orifice, he tried to find the thong.
It was nowhere to be found. The garment had ridden up beyond his ability to capture. Letting his hand fall free, he had no choice but to wait for it to re-emerge, possibly even dislodged and set free on the flood of his next douche. A pang of fear crept in as he wondered if perhaps it might lodge somewhere and cause damage, resulting in hospital treatment. How would he explain how a lady’s thong had became stuck in his rectum? Any plausible rationale was impossible to compile and would also be offset by the vivid contusions criss-crossing his physique. The hideously embarrassing thought made him shiver with dread.
After giving them a quick rinse he snapped off the gloves. Setting them back as he had found them he hoped that there were no subtle changes that might alert to his disobedience.
Grabbing the plug, he looked over its innocent plastic surfaces. The moulded smooth device was still warm from its long holiday in his tracts.
Splaying his legs he leaned over and held to the edge of the tub for support. He reached around himself and with a firm grip to the base put the tip to his puckered opening, keeping his aim true. With a resigned and systematic shove he started to insert the implement once more. Clutching to the bath, a scowl played across his lips as he opened himself and then released a sated groan when the full width plunged in. The blunt gums of his hungry orifice closed to the smaller base and held it in place.
Catching his breath, he started to get on with his duties before his tardiness caused offence.
Dropping the silvery heap of twisted and contorted bonds into the bath, he turned on the shower and washed it out with a token flush before stuffing the refuse into a black plastic bag. With the leftovers of his bondage handled, he slipped himself under the hot flow. A gasp of sensual pleasure rode upon his sigh as the warm flood pounded his skin and drooled down his flesh, washing away the heat and the stickiness of his imprisonment.
It was a wonderful sensation, almost like rising from his own body. The weight of his bondage had come free and now he was also being loosed from his own clinging excretions. The feeling of purging was powerful once more, of slipping bonds and grime, emerging fresh and clean, pliant to the will of the females who ruled him. With such dissolute notions hovering through his mind he took hold of his stiffening member. His penis was already rising to the call of lustful thoughts, answering the debauched bray of his libido.
Relaxing his body, he let his fist drift, spurned on by the tickling spatter of water across his skin he permitted himself this token delight.
The image of the domineering succubus that haunted him occupied the full canvas of his mind’s eye. The image of her taunting him, controlling him, the reigns of her power locked to every aspect of his being was one he could not shake.
With new and potent levels of algolagnic fervour, he dedicated his will and managed to deny himself orgasm. Washing his briefs he walked back to the bedroom, ready to fanatically serve Mistress Despoiler and her miscreant assistant.
Already he had been breaking her laws, simply to know that he could. But how many more times would he have such felonious strength before the level of ingraining vanquished it?
However, for now he had a role to fulfil. It was one of his more favoured, along with that of a pet. He particularly enjoyed serving as a maid. Freed of most encumbrances, it was satisfying to be reduced to pandering to the needs of his owner, receiving capricious strokes of a weapon upon command and completion.
The briefs were placed back onto him, controlling his genitals under stringent black folds and stopping up any hope of forcing out the plug. Sliding himself into latex leggings rather than fishnet hose, he hauled them tight against himself and straightened them. Trapping his body within the moulded sheath of the latex dress, he lifted the thick arms over his shoulders and dragged the skirt down onto his thighs.
With his collar arranged in proper place he tied his hair up into a high ponytail and grabbed his mask. Opening the lacing on the back of his Porcupine hood, he slid his face in. Dragging his hair through the highest point of the lacing he then tightened it closed. The fragrance of the material washed through his nose, intense and wonderful, tempting him into placing his clothes to his face so as to drink in a collective concentrated aroma before continuing.
With a plume of ragged hair exploding from the back of the hood, he ensured the eye sockets were aligned. He had to ensure that the entire hood was comfortable because he was sure to be wearing it for some time without any respite.
The lace-up ankle boots were slotted onto his feet. The patent stilettos he had long since become accustomed to by his many sessions of service as Mistress Despoiler’s maid.
The last act before heading down was to add latex opera gloves, leaving only a portion of his chest and upper arms free from the smothering embrace of rubber. It was a necessary ordeal. The fabric was uncomfortable and sweltering hot, a constant punishment visited upon him, one that he endured to better serve Mistress Despoiler.
With a few faltering steps he balanced himself. Focusing on walking in the heels prior to slinking downstairs, he wondered what was awaiting him there. Normally he could gain some insight or prediction into what might transpire. Service, with arbitrary punishment, maybe leading to bondage and more severe treatment, or masturbation, cunnilingus, perhaps even intercourse. What could he expect with the introduction of another Mistress to the scene?
Taking hold of the door handle, he sucked in a deep breath of courage. He held to it as he entered to acquire fortitude against the unknown events waiting for him on the other side.
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
After setting lose her partner, Mistress Despoiler straightened her cap and sidled downstairs. She was clad only in a gloss thong with matching bra and patent court shoes. A savagely spiked leather band enclosed each wrist and formed a wicked choker about her throat. She felt warm and refreshed after her bath. With the sweat of the session stripped from her, she felt revived. The eternal desire to subjugate her slaves and play them against each other as part of her greater scheme was rekindled.
In her hands she clasped her candy stripped crop. Upon entering the living room, she found Lynn ready for more education as to what it meant to be her slave.
The woman was stood before the mirror, clad only in ivory lingerie. White stockings were snagged by the slender arms of a suspender belt, a G string provided her with token modesty and a strapless bra pressed her breasts together to form a subtle cleavage. Fetters and shackles of black leather were padlocked to her, the riveted D rings between the paired buckled straps denying her any chance of getting free of the restraints. Her matching collar was in place and an identity disc proclaimed her as the property of Mistress Despoiler. The other side was marked with her name in deliberate lower case slave lynn.
Her long hair had been plaited and fixed with a white ribbon to leave it as a single stem down her back. Lynn was studying her rear in the mirror, examining the ten stern welts that ran in vertical streaks down the supple flesh. The pink hue of the spanking was still evident as the illustrations the cane had wrought darkened through shades towards their eventual purple.
“What are you doing, slave?” she asked, patting the lips of the crop into her bare palm.
Lynn turned around suddenly, her eyes rimmed with smudged dark shades from the tears that had spread her makeup. Caught by surprise, she dropped down and retrieved her bag of cosmetics. Quickly grabbing a sponge she began to tidy the corrupted and smudged lines.
“I’m sorry, Mistress,” she stated with worry.
“That isn’t what I asked, slave. Now answer me,” she purred and stepped forward.
“You told me to redo my makeup, Mistress.”
Lynn let out a yelp and clapped a hand to her flank when the crop jumped in to smack her in reprisal.
“Don’t speak to be with the back of your head, slave!” she growled.
“I’m sorry, Mistress,” she whimpered through clenched teeth, nursing the pulsating spot at her side. Pivoting on her knees, she shuffled around to face the Mistress before repeating herself.
“You told me to redo my makeup, Mistress.”
“You intend to put cosmetics on your rear?”
“No, Mistress.”
“Then you chose to ignore me, slave?”
“No, Mistress, I—”
“This is not a debate, slave. Either you did or you did not. What is your answer? Yes, or no?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Good. Now bend over and take your correction, slave,” she stated firmly.
Clearly resigned to more discipline, Lynn arose and leant over. Taking hold of her stocking-sheathed and bound ankles, her fingers clenched tightly in readiness of the first stroke. Her identity tag dangled before her eyes, turning slowly upon its chain and winking in the candlelight.
The leather tongues of the crop touched her thighs and gently swept gently across to brush the insides.
“Legs apart, slave,” she commanded, nudging the flesh with her weapon.
With a shuffle, Lynn opened them and exposed the inner regions in full. She was worried about gaining new strokes to her already well-punished rear, but now was even more concerned that this most tender area was being opened to attack.
The crop swished in and clapped to her inner thigh, rocking the flesh with a fresh riot of heat. Lynn gasped and set free a long mewl of dismay at how stern the effects had proven. Panting swiftly, she strained to ride through the pain.
The crop attacked the other side, slapping to the skin and making her rise onto tiptoes while crushing her own ankles with a fierce fist. Gasping for breath, she let the stabbing effects dwindle back down to a residual pound.
Again the other thigh was swatted and the blow repeated on other side a moment later.
“Mistress! Mercy! Please!” pled Lynn.
“Why are you being punished, slave?” asked the Mistress. Reaching in, she pinched the battered buttocks of the woman, making her voice high-pitched and swift in response.
“Because I disobeyed you, Mistress!”
“Then one more stroke and we will consider you punished in full, slave.”
“Yes, Mistress,” she replied dejectedly, and sighed as the pinch of flesh was released.
A short pause followed where Lynn braced herself for the stroke but had no idea where or when it would fall.
The Mistress waggled the weapon in the air, its head humming as she limbered up the implement for the final deed. Then the crop struck flat across her buttocks and held there, pressing to the flesh it had struck, the welt crossing the lines of the cane. Lynn wailed softly, swallowing a scream and turning it into mewls and gurgles of distress. Her legs shook beneath her and she swayed unsteadily for a few moments.
“There, now what do you say, slave?”
“Th…thank…thank you, Mistress,” she stammered.
“Good girl,” answered the dominatrix.
Lynn sunk down and placed a kiss to the presented tip of the item that had been responsible for her pains.
“Now, slave, get on with what I told you to do, before I whip you some more for tardiness,” she decreed. Slumping down into the couch she watched her adoring property as she started to cleanse and reapply her makeup.
Once she had finished, the Mistress called her over and snapped the leash to her collar. After capturing the slave on the reign she hauled her in so that she knelt before her.
“Turn around and get on all fours before me, slave,” she ordered.
Lynn instantly revolved and presented her rear to the Mistress. The feet of the dominatrix settled along her back, using her as a stool upon which to rest.
Lynn shivered as she felt the bare skin of her owner’s calves upon her own flesh. She found new satisfaction in her lowly position and was swiftly dreaming of running her hands along the legs that so casually rested on her.
A few minutes of lethargy passed before she felt the back of her thong being pulled down and once more exposing her rear.
“Such a hungry little mouth,” announced the Mistress, running a finger down the presented valley. “Would my slave like something to fill this hole?”
Patting it with a fingertip, Mistress Despoiler circled the opening in contemplation.
“Yes, Mistress,” petitioned Lynn. She was eager to feel the intrusion of another toy and feel the Mistress fill her with an implement and control her with it.
“Then let’s have you plugged up before we continue then, slave,” she stated.
Lynn felt the cool rounded tip of a lubricated toy replace the fingers of her owner.
The point pushed forwards, opening her wider, then wider still. Her sphincter started to hurt from the level of intrusion, the flared cone pushing her to her tolerances.
“Mistress! It…it’s too big!” she murmured. Her hands furled into tight fists, her rear feeling as if it would tear open if the Mistress pushed the plug any deeper.
“Nonsense,” stated the Mistress and shoved ruthlessly to instantly complete the task.
The sudden screaming blast of havoc that poured into her rear had Lynn collapsing onto her side, arching back and clasping at the butt plug. She aired peaks of shock and whimpered as she hooked fingers to the base and pulled. The pain was already dwindling and she realised that to pull it free she would have to voluntarily inflict the same ordeal as she had just been dragged through. A pull to the base stretched her again, cultivating a rise in discomfort. It made her let go and simply hold to herself, feeling the fulgent rawness of her rear slowly subside.
“There, now you are all nice and full, slave,” she remarked and pulled up the thong before patting Lynn’s rump with a sense of occasion and completion.
“Now, up you get, we have other matters to attend to,” she ordered and drifted back into the luxurious softness of the couch.
Lynn stiffly arose, her anus full of feeling. The presence of the plug within her was strangely stimulating. It made her feel more submissive, as though even her insides were no longer her own, and that with this mere insertion she had been further branded as property.
Clenching her buttocks she assured herself of its presence and waited as the Mistress arose and pulled an armchair out further from the wall to create a moat of space around it.
“Have a seat, slave. We are going to continue your education,” she stated, and indicated the leather cushions with a gentle wave of her hand.
Lynn wandered over and sat down. The seat was soft but still served to push the plug a little deeper into her.
“Now stay still and just relax, slave.”
Taking the rope the Mistress began to apply it, using the coils to capture her shackles and fix her to the chair. Her legs were splayed wide and the lengths were wound around her knees, above and below to keep her splayed lewdly under the eyes of the Mistress. Her arms were draped over the back and dragged down. The manacles were fixed there, stopping her from moving. Hoops about her upper thighs and waist were used as anchors to drag her down and into the chair. Able to pass between the cushions and sneak through the wooden frame they stopped her lifting up and pinned her irrevocably in this position.
Finally, her plait was captured and pulled back to lift her face to the ceiling. Fastened with a knot, the bond held her hair and prevented her from even looking down.
The Mistress arose behind her, extending into her enforced line of sight. A smirk of glee tickled her face as she looked down on Lynn—the slave languishing in bondage.
“Is my slave all nice and secure?”
“Yes, Mistress,” she replied, pulling slightly against her restraints to feel her helplessness and delight in it.
“Good.”
Lowering a little, the lips of the Mistress brushed Lynn’s cheek and she felt fingers reach under her bra and pinch a nipple. Lynn’s respiration started to accelerate, the compression getting stronger and making the discomfort steadily well.
“Oh! Oh! Oh, Mistress,” she whimpered. The woman was turning the captured teat, pulling at it and installing new and vigorous duress.
“Yes, slave? You like this? Perhaps you want some more?” she offered genially.
“Yes, Mistress. Yes, please, Mistress,” she panted, eager for more torment. Lynn yearned to be subjected to the whimsical sadism of the Mistress and to have her body used as a device for pleasuring her owner with its rope-contained writhing.
Another hand glided over the back of the chair and slid down her neck. Moving across her chest and into the other cup, the Mistress snagged the other nipple and treated it to a similar ordeal.
Lynn jiggled in her bonds. Her mouth was agape as she felt the soft breath of the Mistress on her neck, tickling the fine hairs.
“Look at you. Like a little worm in my fingers. Wriggling impotently. You’re such a promiscuous little thing, slave. All eager and ready for anything I want. Is that not so, slave?” she whispered softly into her ear as Lynn’s breasts were erotically tormented for her entertainment.
“Oh, yes Mistress. I’m yours. I’ll do anything for you.”
“Will you willingly be tortured for my pleasure? Will you surrender to pegs and wax, clamps and bondage? Just to amuse me,” she asked seductively. Drawing out the nipples she made Lynn’s chest rise and fall with great sobbing gasps.
“Yes, yes, anything, Mistress!”
“You think you can keep quiet. Or should I plug this hole too?” she offered, kissing the corner of her agape mouth.
“Gag me, Mistress. Please. I don’t want to fail you, Mistress,” she gasped, the potent need to curl her tongue against her owner’s flashing through her like libidinous wildfire.
No sooner had the words slipped free of her lips than a hand deserted her breast and began to force a set of tights into her maw. The hose of Mistress Despoiler was immediately crammed in, filling her mouth and squashing her tongue beneath the well-worn garments. Lynn surged against her bonds with piqued arousal at the sensation of being so meticulously tyrannised.
Once it was fully in, the rip of duct tape sounded and a strip was pressed across her sealed lips. Trapping the garment within her mouth the tape stopped her ejecting it and left her wheezing through her nostrils. Lynn watched as the Mistress lovingly stroked her cheek for a moment and then moved away. The click of heels told Lynn that she was now before her and settling between her parted legs. Suddenly she felt pangs of jeopardy rise as she blankly regarded the dark ceiling with breaths hissing through her nostrils.
Her bra was opened and removed. A cool wash of feeling reached across her breasts as they were left on open display, thrust out by the position in which she had been bound. Their was a little niggle of embarrassment, but she was rapidly becoming aware of her status as a slave to the Mistress and thus she should no longer be afraid of openly showing that which she did not even really own.
A hoop of cord was threaded around the base of her breast and the pert flesh was suddenly being strangled at the root by a tight bond. The act forced it to swell forward as it became engorged with harrowing dignity.
The other breast was similarly bound, the replacing bra of thin strands making Lynn grumble and twitch. A clatter of wood on wood reached her ears while she tasted the nylon in her mouth. The intimate garment of the Mistress was greatly prized for this reason and as she dreamed of tasting the source of the tang she awaited her next delicious ordeal.
The teeth of a peg took up a morsel of flesh on her breast and held firmly to it. With a whimper she accepted another and another, the Mistress applying an arsenal of the instruments to her assets. Soon, bristling arrays of wooden spires were clutching fervently to her skin. Lynn mewled and strained against her bonds, the palpitating effects being added to with each new peg that decorated her flesh.
Once a full measure had been set across her breasts, a final peg served to cap each. The acts of having her nipples squeezed in merciless springed grips were the worst, and were enhanced by the bondage that strangled her assets.
Lynn thought perhaps that this was the end of the deed but then she felt the Mistress tracing a new peg along her inner thigh. The flesh was still marked with the rectangular marks from the crop and was clearly going to be even more sensitive than usual. Her flesh shivered in fright and then tensed as the first peg was clamped into place. Another joined it and another, forming a row that started half way down her thigh and then reached almost to her pussy
Lynn snorted through her nose, her eyes filling with new tears as she stared dejectedly to the ceiling. She was unable to look at her adored abuser or move in the slightest to protect herself. She felt the other thigh being similarly adorned. The applications made her feel as though there were nothing else to her body other than breasts and thighs. All other feeling was as nothing compared to these areas of concentrated and intense sensation.
Hands started to wander upon her, appraising her flesh, running along her bound and stocking-coated legs and then tracing her underwear. It was a wonderful sensuous touch and a moment of extreme glory for Lynn. To be bound and punished by a woman she adored was exhilarating, and now to have her body subjected to such exploration as though she were nothing more than a trinket took her delectation even higher.
To be owned was so wonderfully reassuring. It soothed her to know that she was bound to another’s will, that she was to be cared for and subjected to the commands of someone else, someone she considered superior. The Mistress was more stable than she and was more capable. The Mistress was a person at ease with herself and with what she wanted, unbound by all problems. It was these very traits that had seduced her male partner and had made Lynn seek to befriend her. Yet these very same traits had also been the undoing of them all, charming them both and then enslaving them to the will of this woman.
Lynn knew full well that she was a mess within. She was riven with doubts, deprived of self-esteem and worth by a series of disastrous relationships that she herself had generally screwed up. Her life seemed meaningless, pointless, a wreck that only served to support the petty dramas and private tragedies of others. She was always there for everyone, always the shoulder to cry on. She was the saviour to run to assist anyone, even when she knew their problem was fictitious and created to gain attention and prop up their ego. She was there for everyone but until now no one had ever been there for her, truly for her.
Now she had control over someone. There was a male she could make suffer, to torture and have adore her like a goddess. Never letting him touch the physique he would worship, she could deny and deprive and always hang a succulent blackmail chip over his head, a sword of Damocles ready to strike and shatter his existence.
This in itself would have been perfect, but then true perfection had arrived. The Mistress cared for her, wanted her, wanted to take the time and effort to train her to be hers. Of all the people out there she could have chosen and who would have even paid for her attentions with alacrity, Mistress Despoiler had chosen to undertake Lynn’s education. Of all the more experienced and more sterling and profitable slaves that a Mistress such as she could instantly entrance, Lynn’s ownership had taken priority. She was sacrificing time and great effort to ensure Lynn became her property in full, to stay with her for good. Lynn no longer had to think and brood on her mistakes for they would be corrected instantly by the vengeful owner of her body and mind. She could now be there for no one else, she was sealed off from her own weaknesses. She was only there for the Mistress and the Mistress was as genuine as she was beautiful and skilful in her art.
There was the angry flare of a match and she felt warmth touching her belly as another candle was ignited. The murky shadows about them retreated further with the close proximity of a new light.
The hand of the Mistress returned to caress her, soothing her anxiety as the candle started to gather a well of molten fluid to afflict her. Soft spatters suddenly landed on her thighs, each droplet giving up its benign moment of arrival to impart a hot burst into the skin. Lynn threw herself against her bonds, wringing her hands in distress as she battled to get free and away from the scorching rain being deposited on her. The pegs rattled like bones as they struck one another, her fight making them gnaw more effectively against the small meals they had each fixated to.
Trickles were dropped closer into her intimate regions and then onto her stomach. They filled her belly button and she thrust herself against her ropes, wheezing through her nose, the demands of the ordeal exceeding the air she could gain through the vents. Crying into her smothering gag, she screwed her eyes shut and placated her woe with the knowledge that she was suffering for the Mistress.
Her owner continued to plague her with the molten splatters, creating a hot crust that solidified and cracked with her flexing and thrashing skin.
After an eternity of this treatment it abruptly stopped. In its wake came a new terror. A pointed implement, a pin or something akin to a needle was used to remorselessly pick the wax from her. It scratched at her but never pierced the skin, just caused enough threatening havoc to make her whimper. Straining to keep absolutely still, the frightening and intimidating process of removal continued. The clearing of her inner thighs was by far the worst, the already sensitive skin made tenderer by the application of the wax.
The fingers of the Mistress brushed the last particles away and then she started to remove the pegs. Starting with Lynn’s arms each loss made her shudder. Each removal added to a swelling pain within her, increasing it steadily, carrying her towards her limits.
Her arms were cleared and then her thighs were attended. The mayhem in her freed flesh got stronger, causing her to dread the freedom of her breasts. While the pegs remained they were a baleful companion that made her assets resonate with suffering, but when they were freed the duress would be unbearable.
The last of the pegs coming away from her thighs had her squirming with new effort and desperate to get free. But even if she could, what would she do? The only way to be free of the pegs was to suffer their flight and it was either up to her or the Mistress to perform it. In comparison, she wanted it done by her owner.
The first loses to her breasts made her throw her jaw against the confining tape. The sticky strip kept her lips locked tight, the hose beyond now sodden with saliva.
More came away and she sought to throw her head from side to side, punishing her scalp with such a choice of response.
The process had her delirious on the chair. Squeaking, moaning and wishing to implore for mercy, she endured the rite until finally only those on her nipples remained.
“The last ones, slave. Are you ready?” she asked, turning the implements, rotating their prisoners to make them sing anew.
Lynn nodded and then flew to a rigid stance of attention. Her fingers splayed out as she screamed into her gag with her pain, the length of it riding onwards until she was almost out of breath.
Sagging with relief, the distress started to ebb and she gasped for breath. Sucking in a swift pant through her nose she spat it out just as quickly so she might snatch another. Hyperventilating, she slowly managed to place reigns on her breathing. Steadying it, she then moaned as the cords were taken from her and permitted a dull ragged ache to trickle in and revive a shadow of what the pegs had created.
The hands of the Mistress returned to comfort her anatomy, rubbing her breasts, massaging them and then her thighs. Trickling down they traced her skin and then pawed at the front of her underwear. Lynn sagged in her restraints, the delightful tickle sending flickers of bliss through her loins. It was more than ample compensation for the punishment her frame had sustained.
Feeling purged once more, the tape was drawn carefully back and the wet tights removed. Lynn’s eyes were still shut. Her awareness of her surroundings was negligible until she felt the tender lips of the Mistress brush hers and begin a deep kiss. With sloth she responded, savouring the feeling, her head held back and presented as an easy plate for the Mistress to accept. Their tongues flitted onto each other and Lynn sighed as her nipples were delicately tickled. The bruised points began to stiffen. Their capacity for pleasure had been increased by the sensitivity imposed by their abuse.
The Mistress removed herself from the coupling and began to set free her captive. The stretched limbs of Lynn were weak, her slender body unable to fully meet the demands her fight to get free had sought from her.
“You did very well, slave. Your Mistress is proud of you. Now, we shall get changed and then when our mutual slave comes down, we shall continue his education as though nothing has happened,” she purred. Kissing her servant on the cheek, she made Lynn smile with gladness and anticipation.
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
Clad in the hot folds of his rubber maid’s outfit and with his head sealed in the thick spine-flecked hood, he tottered into the room on his stiletto heels, ready to attend the wishes of those who were his rulers.
Mistress Despoiler was reclining in the armchair. Her legs were folded like a captious judge that was impatient to deliver sentence.
Moulded latex hot pants clung across her sultry abdomen and a matching strapless bra grabbed her chest within its sculpted latex hands. The slightest bulge of her nipple rings against the oval cups added vastly to the raised hint of their location. Her glorious breasts teased his eyes with their rounded perfection within the latex cradles.
Satin opera gloves spiralled up her arms, the fabric shimmering slightly in the soft light of the living room. A fishnet cat suit ran beneath all, flowing across her arms and torso, down her alluring legs into knee high boots. A single savage heel bobbed slightly in the air, like some lethal weapon that enticed while waiting to be deployed.
The brutally spiked wristbands and choker were again upon her. The black leather threw out cruel silver spikes and made her seem even more dangerous and fierce a creature.
She looked at him with a severe grin, her eyes bathed in caliginous folds from her militaristic cap, its black surfaces without decoration. The anonymous insignia rendered her a cruel general of her own regime and next to her lay her sadistic lieutenant.
Mistress Lynn was slouched along the couch. Her hair had been braided at the sides and captured with ribbons. A long-line gloss bra dropped under a red corset. The hourglass form hauled her in to meet its demands before exploding out at her hips as a PVC poppy dress. Suspenders reached down from under the vinyl curtain to snag fishnet stockings and then enter her knee high boots. The flat boots were akin to gloss DM’s, but they had a buckled strap across the very tops that hid the bow atop the ascending ladder of shin long lacing.
A pair of opera gloves the same style as those of his owner adorned her arms. The cane lay next to her, the regal bamboo sceptre waiting to strike.
Their attire seemed all the more meaningful because of the history that surrounded the various garments. They were no mere garments thrown on to serve to cover, each had its own little source or tale and he knew them all.
It somehow added a new depth to the exchange of power between them. A corset may just be that to others and nothing else, but to him, the one adorning Mistress Despoiler was a trophy acquired on a foray into the capital, on a shopping trip together. It was in a time when they had still been friends, still scared to tell each other about how they felt and not daring to hope that the other felt the same way. They had exploited the existence of a friend working in a fetish store and gained the attire for a substantial and illicit discount. When they examined their purchase on the way home, they had been surprised to find the gloves in the bag also. Their associate had secretly thrown them in as a freebie.. Her boots were a treasure gathered abroad. Purchased from the native lands of his owner, ordered and tried on. It had been the first time he had seen her prancing in stilettos. The sight had made his heart melt.
Mistress Lynn could similarly be a source of memorabilia. Her corset had been made by hand, worn on a dressed up shopping spree for the birthday of a close friend. The boots were a controversial present from the boyfriend she was still not fully over, and probably never would be. The poppy skirt was a leftover from his own first relationship. Bought by him for the half-hearted dominatrix personality of his partner, and then handed to Lynn when more banal carnal matters proved a greater diversion than algolagnic vice. Lynn had known of the deviance in this initial relationship. His partner had bragged of it to impress but had allocated her experiences to former partners and thereby hiding his submission. He himself had informed Lynn differently years later when she moved into this abode and together with Mistress Despoiler they had chatted about such pursuits during pleasant evenings of music and wine.
His long time friend had changed much of the years. But that was as nothing compared to this latest metamorphosis. In the last few days since Mistress Despoiler had invited her to enter their partnership of S&M, she had become a vicious harridan, zealously inflicting the most lethal havoc on him for her own capricious amusement.
“Ah, there you are,” said Mistress Despoiler. Her tone was like that of a cat with a new toy to maliciously torment for her amusement.
“Yeah, slave, what have you been doing up there?” implied Mistress Lynn with a wide smile.
“Getting ready, Mistress,” he uttered softly under his breath, feeling ashamed and thrilled at being examined.
“Well, don’t just stand there, get me a vodka and coke,” succinctly ordered Mistress Lynn.
“Make that two, slave,” added his owner, smiling at him at his response to her blatant commanding of him. She could see his resentment and loved it, and that alone made it endurable. But she seemed to be pushing him, gradually increasing his ordeals all the time, letting Mistress Lynn be as harsh as she wished. Was she preparing him for something? And if so, what could it be? What could warrant the complete eradication of their ordinary relationship and the devoting of him in full and fanatic verve to his lot as her fawning, adoring slave?
“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. With humble step he marched towards the kitchen, only to be halted by the voice of his owner.
“Come here first though, slave.”
Turning on his heels he strode back before her, his breath hissing in the mask as he looked upon her, curled beneath his gaze. She was as seductive and gorgeous as ever and he was utterly obsessed with her. She was all he had ever needed and all he had ever wanted. It was no hollow submissive declaration that he would do anything for her. She was the first person in his life he had ever loved, and the only person he would ever give that life for, without compunction or pause.
“Lift the back of your skirt,” she stated with mirth. As he obeyed, his eyes locked to hers and the two of them communicated their allegiance to one another through this unspoken pledge.
There was soft whistle of air under speeding passage and a line of fierce heat was torn into his rear. Mistress Lynn had used the cane to thrash into him and the latex leggings and briefs beneath did nothing to absorb the impetus. The material let the full effects pour through seemingly unchecked. Jolting upright, he let out a stifled cry and dropped to the floor, cradling his throbbing rear, water welling in his eyes from the rigor of the stroke.
“Do you know what that was for?” she asked.
“No, Mistress Despoiler,” he snivelled.
The cane struck again, sweeping round and eating a trench into his flank. Like some severed tree he collapsed onto his side, convulsing on the ground and beset by havoc.
“Guess,” his owner offered.
“I…I…I took too long, Mistress Despoiler?” he stammered.
With a hearty thwack the cane tore at him, signalling his error. He heard a small giggle curl in Mistress Lynn’s throat.
“Try again.”
Pondering with speed, he tried to figure out what he had done wrong. Had they detected his sly masturbation in the shower, maybe the removal of the butt plug? No, he would be undergoing far worse should such a felony have been discovered. It had to be an oversight. With speed he thought on his appearance. The thick leather collar still encircled his throat, his identification tag dangling from its padlocked front. The latex dress, opera gloves, leggings and briefs cocooned him within their friendly and sweltering folds. Ankle boots were laced in place and the butt plug was still stopping up his anus. Suddenly he realised his oversight. It was a moment too late as the cane again greeted him to hurry his deliberations or jog his memory. Once he had recovered from the rigid, shuddering ball it turned him into he managed to speak.
“I forgot the apron, Mistress.”
“You forgot the apron,” she certified. “Now you’ll have to be punished. Shall we say three strokes, Mistress Lynn?”
“I think that such deliberate sloth needs a dozen, at least, Mistress Despoiler,” she offered, eager to vent her sadistic streak. Such a sentence made his eyes widen and his skin grow cold as he pictured having to keep himself still to accept so many of Mistress Lynn’s callous swipes.
“Let’s end our haggling with five, for the sake of generosity and hope the slave realises his good fortune.”
With the judgement pronounced, Mistress Lynn lashed into his rump, sending a ripple through the flesh as he choked his cries and readied for the others. Such predetermined chastisement was in some ways preferable to the arbitrary lick of the weapons for he had a goal, a definite end to the abuse.
The next strokes came with uneven timing, denying him a chance to prepare himself. Each was purgatory to endure, but endure he did and when the fifth fell he settled from his tensed agonised pose into a stolid heap at their feet.
“Now, get going, slave,” stated Mistress Despoiler with delight.
Upon a tremulous stagger he lurched upright and made his way off to do as he was ordered. Drawing the latex sheath back down over the miserable contusions during his journey back upstairs, he attended the task with speed to offset more retribution. Jogging upstairs he donned the small frilly apron and tied the white silken strings about his waist.
 
The sound of hurried footsteps continued upstairs and both of them listened to it, each revelling in their control of another human being.
“Kiss my boots, slave,” whispered Mistress Despoiler, reminding Lynn of her true status, even though it was one that was to remain hidden from their male submissive.
Without pause and with a sense of spry iniquity, Lynn jumped forward and abased herself. Kissing the spiked heels of the Mistress she then lavished adoration on the toes.
The sound of returning footfalls as they pounded the stairs alerted them and Lynn jumped back into her seat. The two of them exchanged a smirk of naughtiness before trying to maintain the exact stance and look the slave had last seen upon the two dominas.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
Returning downstairs he poured the drinks and returned to the women. Handing the first glass to Mistress Lynn he then knelt before his owner to present her with her own drink.
In response she merely pointed to the ground and caused him to instantly adopt the position she had used him for so many times before. Furling up, contentment germinated within his rubber-encased form as he felt her feet settle onto his back and the hard boots rested casually upon him. The dense tread of Mistress Lynn joined in and placed themselves up by his neck. The two of them lay back with their drinks as they talked and revelled in their licentious dominion.
Huddled beneath them, he listened with satisfaction, letting himself remain forgotten and forsaken until he was finally addressed.
“Slave, we need refills,” announced Mistress Despoiler, removing her feet from his back as Mistress Lynn copied the act.
Lifting himself back upright he accepted another stinging hack of the cane and took the glasses. Limping to the kitchen to attend his task he took a few seconds to rub the aching line Lynn had imparted.
When he strolled back in, Mistress Lynn refused her glass. Lifting her fingers to it she held off the dark and energetically fizzing mixture.
Her hand changed and she gripped his wrist, anchoring him to the spot and forcing him to keep still in case he spilt anything. His eyes widened with alarm as her arm curled gradually back, carrying the cane and readying to afflict him with it. Like the strike of a cobra the bamboo fang slashed in, making him jolt and cry out, his every fibre fighting to keep him upright and steady.
“I want ice, slave,” she demanded and then released his hand to let him take an unsteady step back, his knees trembling. He looked to Mistress Despoiler for salvation or justice.
“You heard your Mistress, slave,” she confirmed with a wry grin. “And get me some too.”
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler,” he added.
She was deliberately letting Mistress Lynn exact her full fervour upon him. She was watching him suffer at the hands of another, knowing that he was vulnerable to it. To be humbled, to have his spirit slashed by the uncaring hand of another, one without feeling or attachment to him. She was definitely preparing him for something, but for what? It wasn’t just for mere adept service because she had that. His beloved partner and Mistress was readying him for something more, something that would push and then clear his current limits and thus she was broadening them in expectation.
Turning, he slithered out like some scolded pet. Breaking out ice cubes, he gingerly nursed the fiery welt she had etched into him. The latex was a negligible shield from the sheer atrocity the cane was capable of imparting.
With small steps he returned to them, the cubes chiming softly against the sides of the glasses, the muted crack as they split and fractured rising faintly from the dark bubbling fluids.
“What do you call this?” growled Mistress Lynn, her glee rampant upon her acute features.
“Your drink, Mistress?”
“No. I asked for vodka and coke with ice, not an iceberg with a weedy little squirt of a drink over it!” she reviled.
“You’ll have to get rid of some of it,” stated Mistress Despoiler, addressing her compeer while laying back into her chair and regarding both her property and his angst.
“But where? Down his front?” she quizzed, wondering what she could do, seeking guidance from the more experienced and consummate Maitresse.
“Insert them. That will teach him,” she testified, condemning him to this demeaning punishment for his wrongdoing.
“Yes, that’ll do just fine. On your knees slave, right in front of me with skirt up and leggings and briefs down,” she snapped.
Setting the drinks aside, he settled before her and shivered slightly with worry.
Raising the skirt, he hooked his thumbs into the twin hems and pulled them down while letting them remain up at his front to keep at least some modicum of modesty.
“Now, hold out your hand,” she ordered.
With immediate but timid acquiescence his palm rose up to accept the cube she was fishing out of her drink with a spoon. Holding the frozen cube in the metal oval she dropped it onto his palm where it slithered to and fro in the latex bowl of his hand.
“Put it in, slave” she hissed with spite, saying her words over tight teeth and with eyes sparkling.
“Mistress Lynn. The butt plug?” interjected Mistress Despoiler from her monitoring position.
“Oh yes. Thank you for reminding me. Take that out first slave.”
Reaching back, he took hold of the base and with a gradual pull extracted it while moaning slightly. It slowly slid from him, his rear holding to the cone as it popped out. His previous covert removal while upstairs eased his pains a little by keeping the orifice reminded of use.
With a dubious concern he lethargically moved his hand round, wondering if he could do this, if he could force this into himself while being examined so closely.
“Do it,” she warned, lifting up the cane as she spoke. The shadow of it upon him defeated his reluctance, washing it away on the projected tidal wave the cane would surely send through him.
“Go on,” she continued.
He put the melting cube to his rear, the arctic kiss sending chills through his sphincter and making him tighten the muscles. It seemed to burn ferociously and he took it off of his skin. The cold was too much for him to endure.
“I can’t, Mistress Lynn, its too cold,” he whimpered, and he let out a yell as the cane swung round into his thigh. His face dropped to the floor and he jerked wildly while weathering the plume of heat that had been bored into him. The cube fell to the carpet and he clenched his hands into fists of endurance.
The storm diminished and he rose up, panting slightly, the weal still alive with activity.
“Well? Get it in there then,” she demanded.
He looked at the cube as it lay on the rug, fluff upon its semi-translucent surfaces.
“But Mistress, its covered in—”
“So? You should have considered that before you dropped it like the clumsy slob you are. Now pick it up, slave,” she said tersely.
His fingers fetched the forsaken cube, holding it as he tried to forget the dust and hair he had spied upon the slick nugget.
“Shove it in, slave,” she growled angrily, throwing up the weapon and making him flinch suddenly in fright of being beaten again.
With new determination he put the cube back and tried to push it in. The icy cold jolt into the warm tissues broke his endurance once more.
“Please, Mistress Lynn. I’m sorry,” he sobbed and cried out again as she let the cane form her response, demanding that he comply or suffer its retaliation.
He shoved but the sudden innate contraction of his rear spat it back out, the cold fare unpalatable to his anus. The cane required otherwise and its searing kiss sunk into his shin, making him drop his head back with a sobbing whimper as he was torn between the ordeals.
“Come on, slave!” she hissed, and added another flick of the mordant weapon. Catching him in the hip she made him shudder and wobble, dizzy from its constant harassment as he knelt before her, an ice cube poised before his rear.
With a brief nudge he pushed it in, his rear swallowing it, gulping it in as the cube rode up into his tracts depositing a burning cold on all it touched. Shuddering, he felt the hard cube cramping his rear, quickly melting as it valiantly fought the heat of his innards. The feeling of it within him was distinct. The ardent spot of cold lingered as he fought the desire to expel it. Instead he repelled the instincts of his body and tried to keep it within.
“Here’s the next one, slave, and what do you say?” she said with malevolent enjoyment, fishing out another cube and handing it to him.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn. I’m sorry I did not make the drink to your satisfaction. I’ll do better next time, Mistress,” he stated, seeking to fulfil all her desired criteria for the apology and the gratitude afforded this demeaning castigation.
“That’s good enough. Now insert it,” she stated, his words being secondary to the amusement of seeing him crushed under her will.
The next cube lingered in his hand. The previous one was still a strong presence in him and was greatly paining his rear. Would this be easier to endure? Had the first numbed the flesh sufficiently to ease his plight?
Brushing it to his orifice, he melted the sharp corners a little and with a push the next cube entered him and disappeared. Travelling into the winding roads of his innards it spread its cold behind it like a glacier. It had gone in easier but was harder to bear because the morsel added to the cold already there. The cubes effectively joined forces to cause more distress. Scowling with endurance, he shuddered and held his belly, groaning softly.
“It hurts, Mistress Lynn,” he moaned, beset by the effects.
“Good. That will teach you to do things right in future,” she reported. Picking up the glass of Mistress Despoiler she set her own down now that only three cubes remained.
“Shall I deliver yours into him?’”she asked.
With a wave his owner gave her permission and he wilted within. The addition of another couple of icy chunks was more than he thought he could handle.
A clatter of metal upon glass sounded. The cubes rang out their bell chimes as they were played and then one of them was fished out upon the spoon.
“Hand,” she ordered, and his gloved arm emerged with reluctance to accept the cold nugget.
“Please, Mistress Lynn, show mercy,” he implored.
“No. You made the mistake, you have to take the consequences. Isn’t that how we do things, Mistress Despoiler?”
“Indeed it is. And it’s how it works with us. I think you need to make the slave respect you, Lynn,” she said, inciting her assistant, making her think that he thought her an inferior second, to deliberately ignite her rage.
“Oh I shall,” she growled. A covert quiver in the left corner of her mouth signalled her resentment of him belittling her ability with this defiance.
But it was true. For Mistress Despoiler he would strive to do and endure anything, but Mistress Lynn was savage and cruel, her random acts of spite causing animus rather than simpering worship. Arbitrary and intense abuse made him recoil in fright, for where Mistress Despoiler worked her extreme torments expertly, making them genuine punishments, ordeals to be taken for her sake and the cause of discipline, Mistress Lynn was just lashing out. It was like training a pet. One teacher used random and constant brutality, yelling and shouting to have the creature cower in fear. The other used punishment and reward, treating it severely but properly, and therefore had an obedient adoring hound at her heels.
The cane whipped through the air and caught him in the flank, making him cry out and almost drop the ice cube again. Clutching it tightly he swayed like a tree in the breeze. Gathering his balance he put it to his numbed orifice. The delay had let him recover his warmth and its mere touch made him stiffen and pull it away, the cold being too much to take.
“Put it in, slave!” she hissed.
Again he tried, but still could not. The cane arrived on cue and made him double up. Shaking with pain as its pounding throb stamped on his thigh, the long weal burned with a new intensity.
Straightening up with tears in his eyes and teeth chattering he put it to his rear and drove it in. Churning the morsel within him, his innards chewed on it as he scowled and fought to endure the icy bane.
Breathing heavily, he grunted and groaned, respiring in fits as it scorched his tender membranes with its chill.
Without delay, Mistress Lynn removed the next and handed it to him. The first had not even begun to fully melt. He could not take another so soon.
“Please, Mistress Lynn, not yet. I can’t take it so soon after the first,” he protested.
With a jolt of movement she leapt up from her seat. Grabbing his neck she drew him down, bending him at the middle and forcing his rear into the air. The heavy sole of her boot set to his cheek, grinding his head to the rug. Pinning him down, she grabbed the cube and shoved it in. He squeaked and snivelled with the entry, her ramming digits plunging it deep to join the others.
Keeping her position, she kept him beneath her boot, watching with intensity as he wriggled under her, the slave beset by the havoc of the temperature change, the cold in his gut making him sob in wretched misery. When his movements started to subside and his fight dwindled with the melting of the cube she started to spank him.
The gloved hand of the Mistress launched up and descended with heavy force. Clapping to his welt-riddled cheeks the effects of the slap were greatly reinforced by falling onto fresh bruises. With a rapid series of sweeps she applauded his dismay, adding nine eager smacks before finally removing herself from his skull and settling back into her seat.
“Slave,” stated Mistress Despoiler. “Go and expel the water and put the butt plug back in. Then you’ll come back to us with a more obedient temperament, understood?”
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler,” he added.
Taking up the plug he crawled out, straightening his attire as he went and being cautious not to annoy his new trophies of slavery. How much longer would this go on for? How much longer before they tired of this play and restored normal relationships to become his friend and his partner once more?
Heading up the stairs he moved directly into the toilet and dragged his garments back down. Dumping himself onto the bowl he swiftly spat out the loitering fluids. To his surprise, a shrunken cube emerged and another a moment later. The nuggets of ice had taken longer to melt than he thought.
Thinking on the events downstairs, he found rapid arousal in them. The way he had been made to perform for them and then forced to ingest the last cube. The feel of her boot into his face was still distinct. The heat of her hand to his rump was still a smarting presence. But the greatest portion of the encounter, the factor that stoked his lust the most was not the harsh barbarism of Mistress Lynn, but the majestic detachment of Mistress Despoiler. The way she had simply guided from her throne, making him suffer without compunction at the hands of her assistant. She had not even needed to act in person. She was wonderful and though this scenario had its unbearable aspects, the general delight he was gaining was a much greater compensation. With the privacy of the toilet and a swelling member in his hands, he could not help but steal a few sly shuffles. The theft of a little bliss was a means to rededicate to his servitude, stoking the frustration that would swear him to obedience. His head lolled back, savouring the feel as his gloved fist leapt up and down, filling his length with warmth as winter still held regnant in his rectum.
The cold was still reverberating in his stomach when he emerged. Slotting the plug back into place he restored his image as a maid. Returning to serve them, he squeezed his opening to the plug, its very existence a reminder of his station.
Mistress Despoiler had transferred to the couch. The two dominants were sitting upon it side by side, waiting for him, almost in ambush.
“Turn on the television, slave,” demanded his owner.
When he moved to comply a bullwhip emerged like a leather serpent from behind the armrest. Erupting into view it slithered onto the floor and lashed around to snap its mordant tip to his rear. Releasing a gurgling croak and fighting back a howling scream of more adequate response, he stumbled forward and dropped to one side. Nursing the burning injury he quickly flicked on the set lest he encourage more.
“Do you like my new toy, slave?” asked Mistress Despoiler. Withdrawing the woven length she formed it back into spiralling coils that were ready to be unleashed with a mere flick of her wrist.
He nodded softly, the heat it had thrust into his flesh more intense than he thought was possible without breaking the skin.
“Change channel,” she added, finding the current show not to her taste.
“Again,” she ordered, the cable channels passing by swiftly as they sought something to catch their attention.
“That’ll do,” reported his owner, and snapping her fingers in summoning, Mistress Despoiler demanded that he form back into a footrest for them.
“A voice commanded remote control,” commented Mistress Lynn. Lifting up her feet she crossed them before settling onto his shoulders.
“And it needs no batteries,” smirked his owner, her heeled boots settling on the middle of his spine.
“Powered by pain. Mind if I smoke?”
“Of course not,” absently affirmed Mistress Despoiler, her attention engrossed with the show after only a few minutes.
“Remove this glove, slave,” she ordered and slapped a hand to his left shoulder in harsh indication.
Straining to keep himself upright without the supporting struts of his arms he drew down the opera glove and pulled it free to expose the limb nearest to her.
The scratching snap of a lighter sounded. Mistress Lynn drew in a drag before expelling a plume of smoke in his direction that made him choke under his breath. It was a response she merely smiled to.
“Hand,” she ordered, and predicting her wishes he lifted it up with palm raised. With a tap to her cigarette, she shed the tip of ash onto the skin. The flakes were warm to the touch but thankfully not burning hot. Closing his hand into a fist to trap the debris he returned it to the floor to support them while listening to the television and the sound of them passing the time with idle talk and drink.
The discomfort in his limbs arose as it always did. This time it was emphasised by the fact that he was bearing twice his usual load and was constantly being called upon to accept the ash of Mistress Lynn.
Hours trailed past as he served as sentient furniture. Occasionally he refilled drinks or gathered snacks for them. Such opportunities were a valuable break to permit his body brief recovery. Each time he was sent forth, his order came with a taste of the cane or whip that formed a stamp of approval to his orders. His return was similarly given an abusive tang, followed by more if he had displeased them somehow. Locked to such a rota, the evening passed by and entered into night.
“Slave, go and get out of uniform. Clean it and hang it up. I want you in briefs, hood and collar, that is all,” stated Mistress Despoiler, retracting her legs as Mistress Lynn similarly set him free.
Staggering stiffly to his feet, he yelped and tottered as the cane swatted him. On a lonely march he proceeded upstairs to remove himself from the slick garments. Dumping the handful of ash into the toilet, he entered the separate bathroom to undress.
The interior of every garment was sodden with his sweat and trickles ran into his eyes from within the hood to sting his vision. With enthusiastic haste he started to remove the apparel. Washing it in the upstairs sink in warm soapy water he rinsed the items and hung them up inside out to dry. He simply removed the hood because he lacked the time to cleanse it and let it dry properly.
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
“Come here, slave,” ordered the Mistress.
Lynn looked to the door, wondering when the slave was going to return. She did not want to be caught displaying her submission. She wanted to keep him thinking that she was a true Mistress, out to replace his owner. Lynn wanted to torment his psyche as well as his body, just as so many others had done to her.
The sounds of movement upstairs and of running water told her that he was still performing his chores so she scampered over willingly to kneel before the lounging Mistress.
Lynn’s hands folded on her thighs as she kept her eyes low as she sat to perky attention. The corset was a rigid cell along her body, forcing her upright, stopping her from drooping and enforcing the regal stance.
A stiletto boot laid itself upon the bunched digits. The fabric sparkled in the light, catching refraction’s upon the wrinkles and smooth panes.
“Worship them, slave,” demanded Mistress Despoiler.
Without any measure of hesitation, Lynn took up the boot and lifted it to her lips. Lapping at the toe, she enclosed her mouth around the tip then slithered her tongue across the inserted point. Her eyes rolled up and down the stem of the Mistress’ leg. The fishnet cat suit encompassing her form swiftly led Lynn’s entranced vision up to the tight shorts. How she wanted to bury her face into the loins of her owner again, to please her so effectively, to know that she was favoured.
The eyes of the Mistress watched from within a deep glower, studying her, soaking up her submission, revelling in it as Lynn so flagrantly offered herself for slavery.
Clenching her rear to the plug, she started to take long laps up the calves of her owner and relished the subtle tang of the fabric. Patent leather was a fine enough delicacy to her palate, but she preferred the far more exotic and substantially brash dish of latex.
“And the other one, slave,” she ordered. Placing the cleaned boot on Lynn’s shoulder she used her as a footrest while presenting the second boot for adoration.
With equal zeal, Lynn attended her duty. The weight upon her made her feel all the more servile. Once she had lapped the smooth material all over and swallowed up the heel and sucked upon it, the Mistress placed the cleansed boot on the other shoulder.
The legs of the Mistress were like scissors, clasping Lynn’s head and keeping her face forward so that she looked solely along the presented spectacle of the Mistress.
Lynn’s eyes were wide with lust, the vision one that had her aching to touch herself. The boots gripping her head, using her as nothing more than a piece of animate furniture. Her long shapely legs, encased in tight mesh, reaching up to the glorious abdomen of the Mistress, her sex sealed within the burnished hot pants. The Mistress was slumped into the chair like a reclining Roman noble lady, spiteful and oppressive, ready to do as she wished with her slaves and possessed of ultimate power over all. Her breasts strained against the bra, demanding attention but hiding from the touch of those who needed permission to do so. The furtive pair of clues that were her nipple rings tantalised Lynn’s mind. How she wanted to take one of those hidden teats in her mouth, to lick and fawn over the woman’s breasts, even just to hold them, to worship them as the divine artefacts they were. Even her face was a captivating portrait. Her sinister smirk was a smile that possessed hidden secrets and uncertain motives. It was a capricious grin that radiated strength. The military cap granted her eyes a shadow that made them dark, brooding, intolerant of questioning and yet still full of mischief.
One leg curled slightly and started to press to the back of her head, pulling Lynn in. She willingly complied with the directive, letting her face be manoeuvred into the crotch of the Mistress.
With a wiggle she buried her nose and mouth into the warm rubber. Drowning in the scent she fought to get breath through, smothering herself as the mesh thighs of the Mistress tightened to squash her head in their firm grasp.
“I think you’d make a fine seat, slave,” pondered the Mistress, flexing her muscles to increase the power of the hold on Lynn’s head. “To have you sat beneath me like this, smothering you, having you worship me with your tongue for as long as I want. But do you think yourself worthy of such a privilege?”
Lynn nodded against the shorts, rubbing her nose against the tightly packed flesh. The tease of her nose brought a shudder to the Mistress.
“Well we shall see. But first, let’s see you play with your breasts. Get those nipples up for me, slave” she murmured contentedly, turning her hips to play herself against Lynn’s immersed features.
With a little trepidation, Lynn drew down the cups of her bra and revealed her breasts. They were smaller than those of the Mistress, and her own lack of self worth believed them vastly inferior in appearance. It was another coin in the treasury that proved the Mistress her superior.
Gentle touches started the erection of the teats. The swiftness was brought on by her arousal at being subdued in the rubber-armoured belly of her owner. Lynn’s eyes flickered with the first pangs of tickled delight. The caresses to her teats made her shiver in the leg lock, her buttocks squeezing to the plug, her sphincter trying to push it out. She forced it a little way forth, then dropped her efforts to have her rear gulp it back down and please herself all the more.
All the while the Mistress studied her, smiling as she erotically degraded herself, playing her breasts for the amusement of her oppressor. It was a private peep show, performed for a singular audience.
“That will do, slave,” she stated and removed her legs. Sitting upright she reached over to brush Lynn’s hands away.
Instead of her own cautious touch, Lynn had the venomous pinch of the Mistress replace her. The woman snagged each nipple between thumb and finger and crushed them mercilessly, making Lynn grimace and squeak with shock.
The Mistress started to rise, dragging Lynn up with her, elevating her by these points of mordant shock. And once they were both upright, she elevated them still higher to bring Lynn to tiptoe. Her breasts were strained upward, her arms flapping at her side, trying not to intervene.
The Mistress regarded Lynn’s contorted mask of endurance. Her eyes were watering as she tried to process her distress.
“Now, slave. Are you enjoying your new life?” she asked casually.
“Yes, Mistress,” she whimpered with her head flopped back and mouth agape.
“You are sure?”
“Yes, Mistress, I am. I love being your slave,” she uttered quickly.
“And you like dominating my partner?”
“I do, Mistress. I love both my roles, but I especially love being your slave, to do with as you will, Mistress,” she burbled. Her hands clenched into fists as the Mistress rolled the captured morsels between her fingers.
“So you would like to continue doing this on occasion?” wondered the Mistress. There was a definite subversive agenda lurking in the words, waiting to see what Lynn would say to determine whether or not it would let itself become known.
Lynn paused, she wanted to ask for more. She wanted to be part of this scenario for good, to drop into her role as a submissive and stay there. When she was like this, she was free of all entanglement by life. Even work would be easy because whatever stresses and strains faced her, whatever petty bigotry and subterfuge tried to hassle her, none of it would work. Office politics could be forgotten as she sat there and thought solely of her return to the Mistress. The only thing she needed to consider was pleasing and being there for her owner. What else mattered compared to that? She could face anything with blasé indifference because it was all trivial when weighed against such a vaulted devotion.
But how could she ask this? Would it be presumptuous? Would it be thought of as merely her lust talking? Would the Mistress consider them no more than rash words in the heat of the session, the squeezing of her nipples spilling this lie from her lips?
“Well, slave? You want to be part of this or not?” she repeated.
“Yes, Mistress. I do, but…”
“But…?”
“I..I..”
“Out with it, slave!” she growled, and crushed the teats with ferocity. Turning them and lifting higher she made Lynn sob and blub her words, her confession forcibly extracted by the additional harrowing that in turn fanned her depraved libido.
“I want to be yours for good. I want to be your full time slave, Mistress.”
“Really? You think you can handle that? Slave and dominatrix, all the time, never stopping and giving up your life totally?”
“Yes, Mistress, yes I can. I’d do it without hesitation,” she spat, all to willing to slough off the tedium of her existence.
Without second thought she would throw away the simpering males that clung at her like leeches. They wanted her pity and solace, all the while with ulterior motives. Namely to thrust their organs into her and violate her, debase her for no other reason than to add new notches to their belt or make her a pretty ornament to place on their arm and show off to others. The Mistress wanted to own her too, but it was for real. The Mistress wanted to care for her and look after her. It sounded the same but the difference could not have been starker, nor could her love of one variety and her loathing of the other.
“And what if I were to head back to my homelands? What if I wanted you to come with me? Be mine in a new country, take you away from this place forever and never let you return? You would never see your family again. Never see friends or people you know. You would effectively vanish. You would cease to exist here and become someone new in a different country, a place I shall dictate and you will be powerless to question or escape from it.”
“Oh, Mistress, I’d go. I’d go instantly,” she beamed. The notion of being shipped abroad to serve in a foreign realm, to be free of everything that weighed her down, to escape without word and never be heard of again so she could dwell in this fantasy for the rest of her days. How delightful that would be.
“We shall see how devoted you are to this cause. I want to make this a permanent situation here first. We shall go into character, all three of us, and we will not leave again. I shall be testing you both, and those who meet my requirements will come back with me. There you will be educated as to what it really means to be my slave. I have secrets waiting for you both, things neither of you know and if you show me you are worthy, you will learn what they are.”
The sound of footsteps on the stair reached their ears and the Mistress released her hold. Lynn sagged, holding her aching breasts. Gently placing the cups back over the contused tips she slipped back into her seat. Her mind was beset by confusion, the words the Mistress had said were rolling through her mind like a dust storm. What had she meant? What was she planning? What had she not told either of them?
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
A quick shower removed the sweat of his servitude and he slid into the required briefs and hood. Mulling over his salacious slavery he marched back to them, his bare feet light as feathers now that the heels had been shed.
Mistress Despoiler was stood before her assistant, the bullwhip stored threateningly in one slender hand with a pair of padlocks in the other along with a thin leather collar. The collar was smaller than the one he wore, designed so it was less cumbersome but just as effective at restraint. Its riveted surfaces held D rings to ensnare and the suede interior would perch his head upright and to attention with pride rather than on compulsory fences of unforgiving hide.
“Kneel before me, slave,” she commanded.
Without hesitation he obeyed, his eyes fixed to her legs. As he stared at them, the latex pants had to suddenly strive to keep his suddenly growing member buried under a rubber shroud.
“We have been discussing it, slave,” declared Mistress Despoiler. “And we have agreed that we much prefer things like this. Thus, from now on, you will be a permanent slave to us. You still belong to me, but I shall allow Mistress Lynn to make use of your services as she sees fit.”
His eyes widened with shock and a deluge of contradictory emotions ran through him like a rapid river. Could he truly survive a life of genuine enslavement? Would the permanent enactment of the fantasy destroy them? Would it be possible to go back? Or would it prove so intense that they would delightfully revel in it forever? What would such a situation lead to?
She reached over and grabbed his chin, the physical emphasis to her words making them sink into his mind.
“You are no longer free. You are my slave, for good,” she decreed. The verdict found a receptive ear in his libido and although he was daunted by such a prospect, he was also intensely aroused by it.
What would this future hold? Could he endure it? So many unanswered questions filled his thoughts, and no certain answers met them.
Opening his thick collar, she removed it and transferred the identity tag to the thin leather affair. Closing it about his neck, she set the buckles and applied the padlock to seal it. The second padlock was snapped to the lowest ringlets on his hood, stopping him from opening it unless she chose to grant him freedom.
“There. You will wear these always unless I give you temporary relief,” she revealed. “Do you recall the rules that I played to you, slave?”
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler,” he replied humbly, the words still echoing in his subconscious, awaiting reinforcement before they really began to set roots into his mind.
Mistress Despoiler sauntered over to the small cabinet that bore the telephone and produced a plastic sleeve. Printed neatly on a sheet of paper within the protective sheath were the rules, next to a picture of her. She was stood provocatively in her latex attire, the pencil skirt flowing down her curves, her torso captured and armoured with the latex halter-neck top, the laces drawn tight, her eyes shadowed by the fierce hat, her arms rolled into opera gloves. It was a vision of divine fetishistic power, showing him the almighty authority that had set these rules for him to obey and live by.
It was a hard copy of her sixty-three commandments, a bible of perversity to which he would have to become a zealot of faith and if he slacked in his devotion, harsh penance awaited.
“Each day you will read these rules,” she decreed. Walking to the corner she used tape to set her law at waist height.
“You will kneel in the corner before these rules. You will put your hands on your knees and sit erect and to attention and you will read through them. Do you understand, slave?”
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler. I understand.”
“Good. Now sit before them and read them for five minutes, and masturbate as you do so. But do not dare climax, slave.”
With a somewhat worried shuffle he skipped over to the corner and adopted the required position - kneeling as though in prayer to the image of his deity.
As he did as he was ordered, she talked and discussed with one of her seraphim. Lynn was the arch-angel of cruelty that served her wrath, little knowing that it was more likely that she was a Lucifer, waiting to betray and corrupt, to bring chaos and disorder to heaven.
With his back to the pair, he lifted his already eager length from the confines of the briefs and began to comply. His eyes were instantly fixed to her picture, besotted and unable to move away. Keeping his rhythm slow so as to prolong his pleasure, he started to read through the list of rules. His libido flashed with new intensity as he read them, knowing that this would be his life from now on, that he was truly hers and she was enforcing her regnant upon him.
When he felt the tide of his orgasm manifesting, rising up and seeking release, egging him on, demanding that he succumb to perfidy and finish, he forced himself to stop. Not only did he deny himself because of his commands, but to be compelled to ejaculate with Mistress Lynn in the room, to have a veritable stranger observe him perform this was terribly demeaning. Lynn had already humiliated him greatly with one enforced session of masturbation and he could not bear to have it done again. Especially with Mistress Despoiler present as well.
 
Lynn watched him in the corner, his psyche riven with despair at being humbled so acutely before their eyes. It made her swell with glee to see it happening, to allocate his sorrow as a judgement on every male who had torn at her mind and shoved himself into her body.
The Mistress arose and walked towards her and to Lynn’s surprise she stepped astride her legs, kneeling across her lap and then sitting down on her knees. The radiant torso of the Mistress rose above her, breasts bobbing before her eyes, the cleavage beckoning her forth, tempting her to touch or bury her face in the mesh-sheltered valley of her buxom. Slowly Lynn looked up and met the glittering eyes of her owner, the candlelight throwing iniquitous tricks of the light across her face to make the already sublime Mistress seem even more than human.
“Mistress?” she whispered quietly, wondering what the dominatrix was planning. Were they going to return to the identities of slave and Mistress, or was this going to be an affair between dominas?
A hand reached up and captured the back of her hair, pulling back and making Lynn reveal her throat. The Mistress drifted down and started to kiss and lick the pale skin, running her tongue along it as Lynn shuddered and gasped with delight.
Wandering her attentions upwards, she reached Lynn’s mouth and pressed her lips to those of her slave. Lynn pulled at the hold, just to feel her scalp protest at being pinned down. The other hand of the Mistress entered the arena, grabbing a breast and kneading it roughly, causing Lynn to shiver with discomfort and melt from the rough treatment she so revelled in.
The rhapsody such deliberately coarse usage brought out in her made their kiss erupt into a lascivious pyre. The two of them flashed their tongues against each other, probing the maw of their partner, lapping at their lips and deeply tasting of them.
Lynn let her hands drift around. Gripping the perfect buttocks of the Mistress as they perched on her knees she found that the latex was drawn into a smooth featureless sheet across each mound. The feel of such powerful and divine flesh almost had her swoon with ecstasy.
Reverently handling the rear of the Mistress, Lynn continued to kiss her. The soft sound of the slave masturbating was a rhythmic accompaniment to their passion, a metronome timing it for them.
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Twelve
 
 
The slave listened to the sounds of lust. There was the squeak of latex and vinyl, the shuffle of bodies, the slippery slap and squirm of mouths and tongues.
His eyes were wide, his mind frozen. What was going on? He wanted to look, to see what was happening, but he dared not disobey.
Had Mistress Lynn seduced his partner? Had she been so predatory that she had started this affair to further take control of the situation? Fear was in his heart, for if Mistress Lynn took command of them both his life would become hell. He knew that Lynn was planning to leave, and to have his beloved seduced, used and then deserted would be a tragic result. To see the one he cared for above all else, exploited, rejected and then deserted would break his heart as well as hers. And then what would occur? Would she even still want him? Or would she pine for her lost lesbian lover?
He couldn’t act, he couldn’t warn his Mistress of the danger the treacherous Lynn presented. The blackmail tape would ruin everything just as effectively as if Lynn dumped the Mistress after a torrid liaison.
 
“Lay down on the floor, slave,” she said softly into Lynn’s ear, pulling back from their exchange and stepping off the chair.
Lynn forced herself up, the corset hampering her rise. Sinking down onto her knees, she lowered herself in full and rolled onto her back. The Mistress looming over her as a skyscraper of rubber, mesh and sultry flesh.
“Keep masturbating, slave,” she warned, looking up at the other servile before returning her gaze down to the slave sprawled at her feet.
Turning around, she placed her boots on either side of Lynn’s head and started to lower. Lynn’s eyes widened with astonishment to fill her mind with the view of the descending latex-coated rear. Hands took her wrists and placed them down her sides and the Mistress sat fully down onto her chest. Her glorious rump crushed Lynn’s breasts, stifling her breath as each inhale and exhale were forced to combat the weight of her owner.
The booted shins of the Mistress clamped inward like a vice, keeping her arms to her sides. Trapped completely, Lynn was left staring into the rear of the woman and her fishnet-cocooned back.
The Mistress draped herself forward and peeled back the flared curtain of Lynn’s skirt to reveal a dark cotton thong.
“Wearing underwear again, huh slave? Such a bad little thing. I can see you’ll need extra special discipline to bring you into line,” she purred.
Grabbing the front of the underwear she pulled at it and caused the slender strip between her rear to grind the plug deeper. A barbarous wrench brought the sharp rip of fabrics and snapped the thong against Lynn’s flesh. The shock of pain from the effects passed as the underwear was torn from her with one vicious yank.
The Mistress leant back and presented it to her lips. Lynn could smell her own arousal upon it. The scent had been brought from the dominating of the slave and then of herself. Her head swung from side to side, trying to avoid it.
“Please, Mistress, I can’t, I-mmmph.”
Her protests were silenced as the opening of her maw was exploited so that the garment could be stuffed in. The Mistress pushed it deep, making her gag before the fingers withdrew and she could push it forward to a more comfortable position.
“Now you keep that there, slave. Or I’ll fill you with it,” she promised and slapped a hand to Lynn’s sex, the spank making her choke a cry through the torn and pungent rag.
Chewing on her own thong, Lynn watched as the Mistress returned to her previous position. She was poised over Lynn’s helpless abdomen, her most intimate zones arrayed before her as a platter upon which any dish of pain or pleasure could easily be served.
After playfully snapping a suspender, she let her fingers ferret out the plug. Lynn’s legs spread wide in acceptance. A pull started the process of extraction and Lynn unleashed a murmur as she was stretched once more. The widest point of the cone beckoned and she tensed her arms, panting, her rear lighting up with lucid heat. The Mistress drew it onwards, bringing her almost to the point of freedom and then let it fall back in, gobbled up by the hungry orifice. The slide of it back into her made Lynn arch up and lift the Mistress a little. A wild gasp slipped over her lips and her eyes rolled back with pleasure at the sensation.
Again the Mistress took hold of it, drawing it almost to the point of escape before making her guzzle the wide trespasser. Again she sobbed her delight, and once more the Mistress repeated the process, teasing her slave with the plug and tickling her rear. When the plug was next on the verge of flight, Lynn brought her own internal muscles into play and with a strain spat the object out.
“Oh, bad girl,” commented the Mistress with a merry giggle.
Gripping the base, she put the tip back to Lynn’s rear, letting the woman tense her barricades and try to resist. She knew full well that she would be defeated but it was this very consequence that she was seeking.
A remorseless and steady shove started to open her and the plug was slotted back in. Lynn threw open her mouth to set free a croaking cry of violated bliss. The thong muffled the sound a little but failed to fully hide it.
The cry became a shriek as the plug was rudely tugged out and she jolted against the imprisoning physique of the Mistress as it was slammed back into place once more. Funded by a wail the thong came free. The material was sodden with sweat. Lynn sagged, panting, her rear flickering with residual flares of feeling and yet a smile was still stretched all the way across her lips.
“I warned you, slave. Did I not?” came a soft imprecation, and she realised that in her distress she had spat out the makeshift gag.
“Mistress, please, I didn’t mean to. It was an accident,” she implored, straining her head forward, trying to gobble up the garment again, the taste of herself still strong in her mouth.
“Too late for that, my girl,” she chuckled.
The Mistress pulled the thong away from Lynn’s lips as they brushed it during her attempts to try and acquire it and prevent the sentence she had been promised. The Mistress towed it along Lynn’s sex. The cool spit upon her hot pussy made her shudder and stiffen in anticipation of what was to follow.
“Mistress, pleeeease,” she sobbed with fright.
“You did something wrong, slave. You have to be punished for it. You have to learn. Don’t you agree, slave?” she stated by way an explanation.
“Yes, Mistress,” said Lynn who was resigned, scared and titillated all at once.
“Then ask for it. Ask me to correct your ways, slave.”
“Please, Mistress, I’ve been bad,” she stated.
“What did you do, slave?” the Mistress encouraged, drawing the thong back and forth across Lynn’s splayed legs.
“I spat out the gag when you told me not to, Mistress,” she said. The feel of the thong as it travelled across her was rousing her lust and feeding her submission. More than ever she wanted to be punished for her failings.
“And what did I say you would have done to you if you did that, slave? What was the consequence of the very action I warned you against but which you did anyway?”
“You would insert it into me, Mistress,” she hissed, anxious to feel the Mistress force it into her, to justly violate her with her own underwear. Her loins were growing humid as the concept dripped like honey into her mind, surging around her debauchery and making her yearn for the sterling control of the Mistress. The drop from dominance to total submission was a huge alteration of roles and the extremity of such a transformation had thrown her even deeper into brazen masochistic servitude and adoration.
“So what do you want done to you now. To show you the error of your ways, slave?”
“Please, Mistress, stuff me with the gag, Mistress,” she asked, her words uneven as she squirmed wantonly beneath the Mistress.
“Very well, slave,” she agreed.
The thong remained where it was for a moment and then the thumb of the Mistress began to force it in. Lynn squeaked and choked her wails, for even though it was wet with sweat, the material was abrasive and grated its way in. The material chafed against her tender membranes and roused clit. It was a discomfort and an exquisite rhapsody that made her quake with the intensity of the experience. Lynn’s cries were as much from pleasure as from discomfort.
After rudely stuffing her slave, the Mistress ensured that the whole thing was jammed in before leaning back and putting a hand to the sobbing slave’s cheek.
“I warned you, slave. You have to learn that my threats are not empty. You need to be chastised for your failings, do you understand?” she asked.
“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress,” she wept, rubbing her cheek to the hand. Lynn adored the Mistress for having done as she had reported. She had known what would happen, she broken that rule and as a consequence had been punished exactly as had been preordained. To know that the Mistress would do whatever she said without compunction was strangely reassuring, to know she would not balk or exaggerate her deeds to gain compliance.
“Now, it’s time for you to worship my rear, slave,” she commented and started to shift back so that the cleft of her hindquarters hung over Lynn’s face. The rubber sheet of midnight sheen stretched across her as a black glittering sky. Lynn’s own face was reflected in the opaque mirror, distorted and elongated to the point of being unrecognisable.
The sound of an electrical device being plugged in sounded over her racing breath and a thrumming purr followed it. It sounded like a vibrator, only one much more powerful than any she had previously heard.
Lynn caught a glimpse as the Mistress swung it out to straighten the cord. The magic wand was a large white handle of plastic. A small stem at the top supported a bulbous orb at the tip that shivered with intense oscillations.
The moment the buzzing sphere nestled between her legs, Lynn broke into fits of response. The toy was superlative at creating pleasure, generating a bliss that made her jerk with shock at how ferocious it was. Her rhapsodic shriek was slain before she could even begin her exhale when the rear of the Mistress dropped into place. Settling across Lynn’s nose and mouth the Mistress cut off all her air. Lynn’s mouth was wide, trying to cry out, the air unable to get through the suffocating wall. Her eyes bulged and stared up across the rest of the Mistress’ rear and her back as her body flexed and moved, wriggling on Lynn’s face while manoeuvring the wand. Lynn’s legs kicked and skipped against the floor. Spasmodic fits operated her physique and she choked and fought the burden of the Mistress.
To be denied breath by the latex-coated buttocks of the Mistress and to be assailed by such pleasure was almost too much to handle all at once. Her face started to heat up and her lungs fought to acquire breath. The asphyxiation increased her pleasure, making it more intense, magnifying it as though it was passing through a lens.
The Mistress lifted herself up a little, letting Lynn gasp and suck in valuable lungfuls of air. The fires of her denial subsided and before she could fully recover, the Mistress dropped back after she heard a long inhale.
Lynn licked at the material responsible for her deprivation, lost to the wonderful tang and her subjugation. To be so used was exquisite. Shaking beneath the wand, it was as though the device were throwing its vibrations out through the rest of her body, conducting them into her legs and body and shaking every cell in her physique.
Burning from denial, becoming light-headed and torn by delight, Lynn was given another moment to snatch some air before the captivating rear fell again. The two rubber cushions engulfed her face, taking her enjoyment of being subjugated, smothered and pleasured to unbearable degrees even higher.
Numerous times the Mistress repeated this treatment until Lynn was approaching climax. Her legs tightened and knotted over each other into complex configurations as the monstrous orgasm began to gather and readied to erupt.
Lynn needed breath. The hypoxia was making her sight start to swim, but the Mistress was not rising. Lynn started to squirm and fight in panic, desperate even as she continued to lick the rubber shorts. Her head fought the weight, trying to get free and find air, even just a little would suffice.
The warmth in her loins continued to well, reaching out. The tide rose relentlessly up until the first tempestuous clusters of orgasm gouged through her. At the same moment, the Mistress reached in and pulled the thong free of her tracts. The material slipped steadily free, carrying her even higher as it scratched and dragged a route out of her warm belly.
Lynn’s yowling scream could not escape. The trapped air languished unused in her lungs, her exhale being prevented by the latex mask.
The wand continued its adept work, dragging out more shocking flares of bliss and taking Lynn further into consuming rapture. Her sight flashed with startled influxes and her thoughts were scrambled.
The toy came away as the Mistress threw up a leg and swung off of Lynn in full. Immediately she folded up, shaking, gathering into a ball as she wheezed and gulped in air with such enthusiasm that it could have been her first ever taste of it. Suddenly Lynn jumped outwards, the Mistress having tugged the plug out, the assault on a new orifice reviving her pain and pleasure. A moment after the removal, where she banged a fist to the floor, her buttocks clenched tight to weather the flood of fury, she sagged back into her pose of recovery.
Flashes of startled reply continued to pour through her, the unbelievable pleasure having created numerous aftershocks that continued to plague her.
A hand brushed back her damp strands of hair and caressed her cheek. Lynn blindly kissed the digits.
“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you,” she stated weakly.
“Good, slave,” she commented and continued to soothe her as she recovered from the ordeal.
The Mistress looked up and to her other slave who was still in the corner, his hand rising and falling on a steady rate.
“That’s enough, slave. Once you have studied them awhile longer, I will be testing you on them, and for your sake I hope you get them right.”
 
With a grimace of pain he folded his resistant length back into its prison. Stiffening in jolts, he was forced to punish himself so as to hide his nakedness from the dominas behind him.
The sound of the events that had unfolded behind him had contradicted his earlier thoughts. Mistress Lynn was also the slave of Mistress Despoiler, and from the sheer besotted intensity in Lynn’s voice as she thanked her, she was not playing at her role. She truly devoted. He could understand such worship because he too was just as entranced, but now he faced the possibility of someone who might want her all to themselves. Would Lynn try and force him out of the picture, or did she like abusing him enough that she would wish to keep him included in their affairs? Only time would tell. How long had she been a slave anyway? Had this been a recent event, or had it been occurring for some time? Would Mistress Despoiler tire of him now that she had a lover of her own sex? So many unknowns hounded him and he had no answers, only fears.
Turning around with an abashed and hidden visage, he crawled back over to them. Mistress Lynn had restored her former status, her face now flushed with colour.
Mistress Despoiler stepped before him, smiling broadly and turning to the reclining form of Mistress Lynn as she stared intently at the contours of the one who had just so erotically tormented her.
“Hand me those cuffs and leash would you, Mistress Lynn,” she asked. Her tones were aloof, deliberately placed above him and to a fellow lofty equal.
“Certainly, Mistress Despoiler,” she lightly responded, and the rattle of chain and buckles followed.
He felt the stern leather cuffs close about his wrists before they were pulled behind him. After tightening to a snug fit, they were connected by a hefty padlock that also captured the end link of the lead. A haul at the tether lifted his arms, twisting them up, forcing him deeper into the boots of Mistress Despoiler. His shoulders churned with a swell of distress, his ligaments being pulled taut.
“Lick them, slave,” she stated, and held tight as he slobbered lovingly upon the footwear, his member fighting the constriction of the briefs.
To be her permanent slave was one of his most tempting obsessions, but one he dared not try and instigate because it would give him no retreat from slavery. They had sometimes played for a week at a time, maybe two, their sessions always coming to an end to let their normal roles emerge and restore them to a shade of normality. But what was going to occur now? There was to be no more escape back to mundane life. He was hers, with whatever consequences that brought.
The leash lifted him back up and was ran through a ring on the rear of his collar so that it folded his arms up his back, contorting them before she used another padlock to transfix the links just after the ring. The rest of the lead spewed forth to still keep a reign on him, but the padlock stopped him lowering his limbs. He was unable to squeeze the chain through the hole because of the obstructing padlock. Of course it could still be dragged out even further like a choke chain, meaning that any sharp tug allowed them to twist his arms with a shock of pain.
“I want to test my new toy on you, slave. Mistress Lynn, if you would keep hold of him for some target practice?”
“Certainly,” she replied with cheer, accepting the lead and drawing him on his knees away from Mistress Despoiler.
With a swing of her arm she set her weapon free. The scourge spilled upon the floor, kissing the carpet, ready to fly and attack, as was its singular purpose.
Mistress Lynn tightened her hold, winding the chain about her hand before bending him over. Making him squat, she captured his head between her knees, her thighs squeezing his skull to keep his gaze fixed down her boots. Held in this pose, he was denied the feel of her fishnet stretched skin by the thickness of the hood and could do nothing save await the first lash of the weapon with trembling breath.
Mistress Despoiler lowered his briefs and a light cord was encircled about his ankles. Each length reached out to encircle the base of his genitals. It formed a tight bond that would stop him from rising or kicking his legs out. The prospect of injury or heinous self-castration efficiently ordered him to keep very still.
The whip arced out with softest hum upon the air and with a thunderclap sunk its claws into his lower back. With a jerk against the confining frame of Mistress Lynn he let out a cry and was taken by surprise at the intensity of the stroke. A spasm of his abdomen punished his groin and made him give up trying to get away. Would this be the level of treatment he would come to live with under this new regime of female superiority?
Again the whip lashed out, etching fire into him, making him struggle to get free. With a yank Mistress Lynn tormented his arms, subduing his struggles as he sobbed softly beneath her.
After she withdrew the whip, the eager tongue lapped at him again, tearing into him with passion, making his back scream in distress and his cry to spill out and echo in the room.
Mistress Despoiler stepped forward and took hold of the root of his ponytail. Yanking his head out from under her assistant she craned his hidden face back.
“Maybe this will help keep you silent, slave,” she stated with severity and revealed a set of her dark tights as well as a torn thong that sparkled with moisture.
Immediately she stuffed them through the vent at his mouth. Forcing both sets of underwear within his opened maw she filled it entirely before she treated him to a smile and moved him back into the vice of Mistress Lynn’s legs. The tang of a woman’s pudenda and saliva were overwhelming on the thong, and he guessed that they were the ones he had detected as a source of contention between the Mistress and Lynn while she served as a slave.
“You will learn to keep quiet slave, or perhaps for the first three months of your captivity you will be kept permanently gagged,” she warned, threatening him with the complete loss of speech should he continue to abuse this privilege.
Biting to the ball of her tights and underwear, he savoured the feel of being gagged with such an intimate trophy and waited as she readied her aim. The whip sang upon the air, exacting a tune of gurgles and stifled howls from his lips. Lines of drool rode over the sodden gag as his tears flowed freely, her whip making him suffer terribly as it burned its scorching welts into his back.
The flogging continued for a steady dozen and then stopped, granting final respite while he drooped. As he recovered only the feminine leg scissors that held to his head and the tether to his arms supported him.
“That will do for now,” she announced, and gathered up her new weapon. It was easily the most feared in her arsenal after this illustration of how savage its effects on him were.
The bonds at his ankles were set free and he flopped when Mistress Lynn’s legs parted, dropping him onto his side where he shivered in acute shock. She disdainfully nudged his face with her toes, making him stare deep into the boots, his reflection distorted in the patent view.
“I want you back in your white lingerie by the time I get back, slave. Make sure you have shoes on and your cuffs and collar as well,” she commanded of Lynn.
“Yes, Mistress,” she saiddelighted that she would be again dominated this night once the male slave had been forcibly put to bed.
Taking the leash, Mistress Despoiler led him up onto the stairs and into the spare room, his legs wobbling under his battered physique. The box room was bare, holding only a wardrobe, some shelves and a bed without blanket or pillows.
“This will be your room tonight, slave,” she decreed, and led him over to the mattress. Sitting him down and against the head of the bed, the leash was wound around and locked to the metal strut, keeping him in this enforced pose. Spreading his legs wide into a lewd split she used the cord to tie his ankles to the sides and keep him trapped in this position for the night.
Her fingers reached into his mouth and drew out the wet tights and ruined thong. Laying them on the bed to dry she freed him from the bloated but savoury presence in his maw.
The last portion of his entombment was the list of rules. The identical copy was set before him, propped up on a slanted book that she kept upright and angled with a pillow. All he had now was the image of his owner and the rules to occupy his sight. The alluring image of her frustrated him greatly, stoking a passion he had no way to ease.
“Goodnight, slave,” she said fondly, patting his latex-sheathed head before throwing a light blanket over his lower half. It was a strange act of consideration to complement his distressing bondage.
“Goodnight, Mistress Despoiler,” he uttered softly, and she strode from the room, closing the door and turning off the light.
Left in semi-darkness, the moonlight slipped through the windows behind him, revealing his naked skin and making it glow with an incandescent quality in the pale light.
Held in the awkward position, he strained his arms and found them unable to get free of the bonds she had installed. Likewise his legs were trapped and he could do nothing save sit in the reclining pose. Tiredness offered sleep, but the position denied it.
He could not spit out the plug, nor find anyway to sate the hungry cravings of his erect penis. He was enslaved, and this was an intense aphrodisiac, but he was being held chaste and though it frustrated this in itself proved a form of arousal, compounding all attempts to give him rest.
He thought on what the Mistress was doing to Lynn, what she was being forced to do while he was gone. He would never have guessed that such a facet existed in the woman, and now both of them were the unquestioning adoring wretches who served and worshipped Mistress Despoiler.
The exhaustion of his entrapment continued to gather, letting him slither into a hesitant half sleep. The words of the rules reverberated through his mind and the image of the Mistress tantalised his every thought as he tiptoed deftly into a vague facade of slumber.
 



 
 
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
 
The sound of the door opening stirred him slightly in his sleep, and the feel of someone kneeling onto his mattress brought him to full awareness. Opening heavy eyes, he saw Mistress Despoiler, creeping across the sheets towards him with predatorial design.
He opened his mouth to speak and her hand clapped across it, cutting off his words. She drew aside the blanket and sat astride his legs, moving the rules and its makeshift lectern aside while she made use of him.
She was clad in her gloss bra, the garment pressing her breasts together to create a deep and succulent cleavage that he yearned to bury his face in. Matching opera gloves rolled up her arms, and fishnet stockings encased her legs, leaving her loins free.
As he sat rigid with excitement and no small amount of concern, he watched as she started to play with the latex briefs. Already his shaft was straining against its bonds, a restless zombie under a grave of tight latex. His owner removed the final obstacles and opened the front, and with a vivacious spring he arose to full and proud attention.
Her hands opened the buckles of his shackles, letting his arms flop to his sides, weak and enfeebled by the prolonged entrapment, barely able to move.
Shuffling forward, she lowered herself onto him, guiding him with one hand as she returned the other to his mouth, keeping her control of him plain as she let herself swallow the length.
Clenching her teeth, she started to ride herself upon the tumescent shaft, closing her eyes and running her nails upon his chest.
Lost in his own rapture, he reached up to paw at her delicious form, to feel her as she molested him at this midnight hour.
“Don’t touch me, slave,” she hissed and shrugged off his hands before slapping him harshly across the face, stinging his cheek.
Dropping herself down, she used her own sex as a means to punish him, her grip and sudden jerk forward twisting his erection and making him snort with pain.
“Now just lie there and don’t move. And if you dare climax without my permission, I shall make you suffer.”
She recommenced her motions without delay, making him struggle to retain immobility, the fierce riots of bliss calling for him to respond more aptly, yet he knew he would be tormented hideously for daring to disobey. He could feel the warm tide of orgasm rising, and there was no indication that she was going to permit an end any time soon. Clenching his teeth he tried to repel himself with thoughts of acts and sights that defied arousal. Desperately he conjured sights of revulsion to banish desire - horrendously fat, old women, syringes, insects on his face.
There was no way he could resist any longer, she had to give him permission. Straining, seeking to hold back by sheer force of will he tried to obey. It was a vain effort, and surrendering himself to the inevitable he fell into a potent orgasm, shaking as she continued without any deceleration. She was exacting more pleasure than he could take, almost bringing him to pleading for her to stop, so overwhelming was the influx of delight.
Feeling his disobedience within her, she rose up to make them both cavort in spasms of rapture, and she moved from the bed with an intensity ruling her features. Her hand grabbed about his face, vinyl fingers squeezing into his cheeks to keep his eyes fixed to hers.
“You’ll pay for that, slave,” she promised with a sibilant hiss.
Lying there, dejected and yet strangely satisfied for his meagre rebellion, she released his face and instead grabbed his offending shaft in a rigid fist.
“Put your hands on your head,” she whispered, and shot him a dark glance that had him instantly complying.
With a scowl of endurance he whimpered and strained to keep his fingers interlocked, his knuckles going white as he weathered the unbearable ordeal of having his member bent unnaturally and returned into its stringent confines.
Spitefully leaning upon the bulge to make him gurgle in suffering, she marched softly from the room and deserted him to the night.
Praying for his sex to hurry up and wilt, he held his position, trying to find some way to gain slack and ease his discomfort, but it was useless. He wanted to pull the aching rod of hardened flesh free, but dared not disobey again.
The door opened and Mistress Despoiler paraded in. Immediately she bend his arms around, using the technique a police officer might use to handcuff a suspect, yet the manacles that captured his limbs were far different, and the position she enforced was far less comfortable and much more immobilising. Restored once more to the contorted position against the head of the bed, he waited to see what justice she was to mete out to him.
With his body once more helpless before her, his wishes were temporarily granted as she reached in and dragged his member free with rough motions. A gloss fist closed about his shaft, squeezing tightly, making his breathing quicken. With a steady shuffle she started to restore life to the flagging member, his penis growing in her callous grasp. She started to behave more roughly, pumping with harsh strokes, making him wriggle and wince with the mistreatment she was visiting, mixing his pleasure with pain. Her hand dove up and down as a blur of movement, making him fight to keep quiet against the escalation of suffering until without warning she stopped, leaving him on the verge of climax, aching for new release.
Cord wound tightly around the base of his genitals, tightening with several loops before reaching about his testicles, tightening and making them swell, the skin stretched to erase every wrinkle as they bulged with strain. The cord moved around his penis, lacing tightly up the shaft in a criss-cross pattern before tying at the tip and reaching along the mattress and over the end of the bed. A leaden weight was affixed to it and left to dangle, racking him terribly. Choking upon pursed lips, he could do nothing in his plight as she looked over what she had inflicted.
“Think on what you have done, and why this is being brought about to you, slave. These lessons will continue until you are properly obedient,” she decreed, and after setting up her rules for his perusal, she again left him to pained isolation.
Squirming in his bondage, he was powerless to shed the strangling cords stretching his groin out, making him suffer, stopping him from even hoping to gain sleep.
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Fourteen
 
 
Lynn stood in her stockings, suspenders and bra, her feet slipped into white ankle boots, the laced fronts ending prematurely, leaving the two holes at the top free so that a small padlock might seal them to her. The identical set of stout leather bonds were also locked to her, enclosing wrist, ankle and throat.
The Mistress stomped in, having changed once more into a new outfit. A moulded latex dress clung across her delectable physique, the oval cups holding her breasts, the sides flinging slender straps over her shoulders. The corseted torso of the dress hugged in at her sides before dropping into a short skirt, the material taut around her thighs. Fishnet tights rolled down and under her knee high boots, while her arms remained lost beneath the opera gloves of their earlier session. She still wore her cap, and in her hand she held the leash, and the curled serpentine folds of the bullwhip.
Lynn did not move as the woman approached and then began a slow circle of her slave, examining her, looking licentiously across her slender body.
Without commentary she snapped the leash into place and drew Lynn forward, heading upstairs and into the main bedroom.
“Lay face down on the bed, slave,” the Mistress stated, letting Lynn have the slack required to crawl onto the double bed, the frame pulled out from the wall, creating space so that she might move all around it unhindered and have access to Lynn from any angle.
Moving into the centre, Lynn lay down, her rear raised, her head lowering onto the pillow as she wondered what was going to be done to her.
The Mistress flipped the leash over the end of the bed and pulled it taut, locking it upon a hidden eyelet beneath.
Rope reached out and caught her cuffs, lopping around the nearest bedpost, dragging her arms out and pulling them wide. The same lengths reached under the bed and curled around the posts at the bottom before grabbing her fetters. Her legs were forced into an extreme split, exposing her in full and denying her any access to the knots that might free her.
Spread-eagled on the bed, she observed in silence as the Mistress removed the pink ball gag and wandered over.
“Open your mouth, slave,” she commanded, and as Lynn parted her lips, the wide ball was forced in and the strap buckled tightly about her head.
“There, now I’m going to give you a few strokes of the paddle for spitting out your previous gag, and then I’m going to leave you to think on what you’ve done for a while,” she decreed, and retrieved a weapon from the row of implements hanging on hooks. The leather paddle was shaped in the form of cat silhouette, three holes in the head representing eyes and nose/mouth. Flicking the twin sharp prongs of its ears, the Mistress stroked her implement and then sat on the bed beside the helplessly bound slave girl.
Lynn pushed her face into the quilts, closing her eyes as she readied to feel the wrath of the broad paddle.
A dull tone rung against the air before a sharp smack echoed, the instrument coating a whole cheek. Her weals were less than pleased with the application of more punishment, and the bruises ignited afresh. Lynn howled into her gag, lines of drool sliding from her bottom lip as she cast her head back, her long hair flying up and landing about her shoulders.
Another smack rang out as the other cheek was tormented, forcing her to tense and haul at her fixings, the ropes and bonds secure, immovable, keeping her still and exposed to her chastisement.
Again the paddle fell, and again, having Lynn gurgle and splutter, the gag distorting her cries.
“Two more on each cheek, slave, and we shall deem you corrected for your failure,” pronounced the Mistress, and slammed a harsh stroke across a buttock.
Lynn dropped her face into the soft material, smothering the shrill cry that poured around the gag. Again she was struck, keeping her face there, refusing to lift up else her scream roll through the air in all its piercing clarity.
Two more, she told herself, two more and she would be purged of her sins.
The penultimate stroke brought tears to her eyes, the impact fuelling a more distinct ache in her rear. The last fell with full force, catching her at the join between upper thigh and buttock, these utmost tender regions having her break into a sobbing fit, breathing erratically, dragging herself through a long strain of enduring the distress, waiting for it to dwindle.
“There, all done,” announced the Mistress, gently rubbing the assaulted flesh as she set aside the paddle.
Lynn fell into a stolid pose, every muscle relaxing as she breathed deeply, sighing from extreme relief.
The Mistress arose, and true to her words, turned off the light and left her to her isolation, laying in the dark, thinking on what she had done, and why she had been punished for it.
Lynn also dwelt on the slave in the next room, bound and tied just as she was. She was already planning to punish him again, plotting the acts she would inflict on him the next time she had the opportunity.
The long period of her loneliness was uncertain, for without a clock, without clue to the world outside because it was night, she had no real idea how long it was before the door opened again.
To her shock, three sets of footfalls casually prowled in. She turned to see, and was blinded as the light suddenly jumped on, dazzling her gloom dependant eyes, making her close them and get used to the light before slowly squinting and fighting to see what was going on.
Of all the things she expected to see, what she beheld was far from anything she could have predicted.
The Mistress sauntered aside and leant to the wall, monitoring Lynn’s angst at the sight of her unannounced guests.
The man was tall, his body toned from expert use, of dedicating himself to creating a stern physique that did not swell into the travesty of a body builder’s mutated anatomical farce. His countenance was handsome but stern, his eyes seeming lifeless, but with a skulking intensity that wove behind this impassive first impression. His head was shaven to the scalp save for a woven plait at his crown. The black braids and strands were fixed with beads of tungsten, the long ragged cascade falling down to his waist.
Bands of the same material were set in his ears, and a necklace of the metal hung about his neck. He wore a mesh top, with several bangles of metal and studded leather encircling his wrists.
Laced leather trousers were held with a studded belt, and heavy boots with numerous buckles and ornate lacing covered his feet.
The man clutched a large leather case in one hand and in the other he held a lead, the chain links reaching back to the collar of the female behind him. She was young and astoundingly comely, a beauty queen turned into a slave, and Lynn was amazed at how she was seeing someone of such radiance for real instead of just in aloof fashion magazines. A person of such pulchritude had no business existing in reality, only in carefully managed and doctored photographs.
The woman had a mane of curling red hair, the vibrant red striking and shimmering in the light of the room. The detailed spirals fell about her features, almost hiding the gold band fitting snugly around her neck, drooping a jewel of fire opal at the front.
The manicured and perfected nails on feet and hands were coloured the same as her gem, and other than this token adornment, she was completely naked, every other inch of her shaven to a silken smoothness.
Lynn almost felt intimidated by the sight of her, of someone so much more alluring than she. What was she compared to such a specimen?
“Slave, I would like to introduce you to some friends of mine. This is Grand Duke Tungsten, and this is Fire Opal,” she stated, waving to each of them as she spoke. The man gave a token nod of acknowledgement to her, and the girl merely continued to look across Lynn with a ravenous hunger.
“This is the slave I was telling you about,” she added.
“Has she been fully trained yet?” he asked, his voice a growling bestial sound, grating its way free of his throat. It was bloated with severity, filled with power, the accent clearly American. Was this a friend of the Mistress from abroad?
“No, not yet, we’re just starting out. I’ll know soon enough if she’s worthy.”
“Really, the amount of effort you go to. It’s absurd,” he added, putting down the case and throwing its latches. Opening it up, he removed a slender cane, the bamboo pale, like ivory.
“Everyone has their individual ways. I enjoy the subterfuge,” stated the Mistress, putting the paddle back and taking her own cane down from those on offer.
“But England? Are you sure you couldn’t have found somewhere a bit further?” he commented with sarcasm, and then looked to the woman before pointing to Lynn.
“After that fine specimen Duke Silver snagged from this island? I just had to continue fishing for myself.”
The sultry beauty strolled forward, her lithe body shifting like satin, her grace matching her beauty in full. The woman knelt between Lynn’s splayed legs, causing the eyes of the bound slave to widen in fright, intimidated and scared as to what was going to happen.
The cool flesh of the woman lowered and laid atop Lynn. Her naked breasts settled on her shoulders, the nipples distinct into her back. Her legs remained together, and her arms reached under Lynn’s armpits before looping up to cradle her, using the rounded joints as handholds.
Lynn’s breathing was rapid and vexed, the red springs of her companion’s hair falling about her vision as the stranger kissed her neck, nuzzling in to comfort her, as though she could feel the distress seeping through her frame.
“What about this other one? The male? Does he know what’s going on?” stated the Grand Duke, and there was a whistle of air and a sound thwack. The woman atop her stiffened and gasped softly under her breath, tightening her hold on Lynn’s shoulders.
“Not yet. But he will. He’ll be staying mine though. This little flower on the other hand? Well, we’ll see what can be done,” said the Mistress, and applied her own pernicious hack into the woman, making her vent a tiny whimpering pip.
“You think she’ll accept?” he said, and applied a new stroke to his slave.
Lynn could not believe how erotic she found the scenario. She had been frightened by the sudden arrival of these strangers, but now she had this beautiful slave clutching her as she suffered under the lash. Each time they spoke, they took their turn in slamming a new stroke into the hapless slave girl, who withstood the assault with only the slightest signals of duress, her training extensive, her obedience total.
“Perhaps. Perhaps not. If not, I’ll keep her all to myself.”
“That would be a little selfish.”
“The Sect’s loss is my gain.”
“Aldridge’ll go ape-shit if he finds out about the male.”
“So what? I bet he’s got a few choice colts in that palace of his. And I bet plenty of other nobles do too. You think because we’re not supposed to, we aren’t going to do it? Since when do rules mean a damn to us?”
“Nobles of the world unite?”
“Or at least those of home. Mind you, the other sects are nowhere near as permissive as ours.”
“His Jade-ness must take a lot of flak for that.”
“No doubt, but he can handle it. We’re powerful enough to tell any other mewling nobles to shove it if they get into an interfering or judgmental mood.”
“You going to the next annual thing?”
“I don’t know. Maybe. All that desert though? I’ve been in England too long, I’ll probably melt from the heat,” stated the Mistress with a jovial tone, and struck the woman again, continuing the lambasting deluge.
Lynn could feel sweat upon her, the slave perspiring as she strove to keep still and take what had been ordained for her. Salty tears dropped onto the back of Lynn’s neck, and she felt envious of the slave. To be so well conditioned, to be such a prize specimen. The feel of this woman suffering on top of her, displaying such a grand feat of courage in the face of such trial, she was jealous to the point of insanity. She wanted to be like this, to attain such a state and eclipse it. If she could be an even more superlative slave, then she would be more prized than this woman, and to be superior to this salacious female would be a dream come true.
“By the way, I have that belt you wanted. Is it for the male?”
“Yes. I’ll install it the next time he does something bad. Complete chastity does wonders for the submissive nature.”
“Do you want one for this slave?”
“Probably. I have a feeling she’ll start pleasuring herself on the sly once we get more into our roles here, and we can’t have that, can we?”
“Indeed not. You want me to measure her before we go?”
“I think that’d save some time.”
“So, speaking of time, how long before you come back?” he asked, replacing the Mistress’ stroke with one of his own brutal and precision lashes.
“I’m going to pursue things here for a while, maybe use the contact magazines they have, see what else I can find.”
“Is that wise?”
“If I find anything that’s any good, I’ll sell it to the Sect. Even if they aren’t up to it, having other slaves here will get these two used to the concept, help ease them into their roles for our return.”
After delivering her turn of the cane, she stepped back as the Grand Duke moved in once more.
“I must admit, Fire Opal has developed nicely,” she added as the swish of the cane poured through the air before slamming into the buttocks of the girl, making her jolt upon Lynn.
“It wasn’t easy, she’s my magnum opus. It’s taken years and a lot of effort to get her to this stage. I can’t wait until she goes Jade.”
“Perhaps you should hold a party for it. A coming of age type thing.”
“Not a bad idea. By the way, it’s your stroke,” he commented.
“Sorry,” the Mistress absently remarked, and returned to add her own contribution to Fire Opal’s dismay.
“You’re going to stop this ridiculous charade then?” stated the man with derision, waving a hand and indicating the house.
“With the money you made from that last deal with that Parisian Sect, I would have thought you able to buy Buckingham palace by now.”
“I like to work inconspicuously. I’m an assassin in the shadows, not a tank and ticker tape parade through the streets kind of gal,” she replied dryly before continuing with a more blasé demeanour, like friends chatting over coffee, except that instead of a steaming beverage, it was a whimpering beautiful slave whose rear had to be scorching to the touch by now.
“But yes, I’m going to step things up around here a bit. Do some redecorating, that’s for certain. But I like this place. It’s sort of cosy.”
“You are really, really odd,” he tutted, and reached his cane forward. The woman turned and sniffed back her tears before kissing the tip and removing herself from Lynn’s body.
“I mean, how long have you hidden everything about yourself? It’s been like two years of complete fabrication. I hope this was worth it?” he commented, accepting the leash as the women knelt before him and offered it up.
“You’ll see, Grand Duke. You’ll see,” she smirked, and settled beside Lynn, running a hand down her back, the skin marked with a sheen of dampness from the perspiration of the suffering slave.
“Well, do I get to sample this creature or what?” he asked impatiently.
“Maybe,” the Mistress uttered slowly, looking into Lynn’s eyes.
Lynn was livid with worry, terribly afraid, torn by the things she had heard, the secrets that had half revealed themselves, exposing that far more was going on here, but not what it was or meant or what would follow. Lynn didn’t want another using her, was afraid of it, but the Mistress was reading it easily in her eyes and knew she needed to be defiled such so she could really and fully appreciate her dominion.
“I think so,” she finally permitted, smiling as Lynn shook her head and burbled her pleas not to do this to her.
“Now you be good and do as your told. You’re mine, you have to accept that I shall appoint others over you. My male slave accepted it, and so should you if you want to make me happy,” she stated, instantly causing Lynn to dedicate herself to trying to accept this, for otherwise the lowly slave next door would have outdone her, and after her recent vow to develop herself into a perfect slave, she could not fall at the first hurdle presented to her.
The Mistress stepped back and let the man replace her. The mattress sagged under him as he sat beside her, and she stiffened when his hand began to wander up and down her body.
“A bit timid, is she not?”
“Very.”
“Intriguing. A strange blend. She is slender and frail looking, delicate, inviting chains and bondage with this sickly sweet air of innocence and helplessness. You would expect her to be naturally submissive, yet she recoils at a touch.”
“I’ve been spoiling her. She’s had a rough time with the men of her life, so I’ve been treating her solely to females.”
“You mean you?”
“Of course.”
A hand closed about her breast and another cupped her stinging rump, making Lynn splutter and panic, the sense of being demeaned, of being molested by a stranger was intense, and the only thing keeping her from completely losing control was the presence of the Mistress.
“Well, I can see we shall have to change her mind one of these days. But in the meantime, we shall see what she feels like. I take it you have no objections?” he asked of the Mistress, not even deeming Lynn to have an opinion worth noting.
“Go right ahead. It’ll assist her training. Call it aversion therapy,” she chuckled, sauntering over and kneeling at the head of the bed, holding Lynn’s face and feeding on her anxiety.
The man clicked his fingers and indicated back to his slave. The woman knew what was expected of her and fished in the case, removing the candle and lighter, she lit the wick and presented her master with the black rod.
Moving between her splayed legs, he lifted the waxen shaft over her buttocks, wafting it back and forth as it continued to eat away at itself. A slight tilt and molten rain descended onto Lynn’s rear. The hot teeth gnawed into her skin once more, making her whimper, her eyes fixed to those of her Mistress.
The Grand Duke continued, dripping the wax into the cleft of her rear, making her fight her bonds, shaking from side to side in a bid to find shelter, unable to hide from the pursuit of the hounding candle. She burbled her begging solicitation for mercy as he targeted her inner thighs, devolving her into a maenad of frantic movement.
For a long period he assailed her thus, finally stopping and blowing out the source of her consternation. Some vigorous picking removed the residue and he ended with a hearty smack that made her jerk from shock, though more from the unexpected loud noise than the effects.
“Prepare her for me, Fire Opal,” he commanded, moving away and letting the woman replace him.
Lynn felt hands draw aside her underwear and then with force they defeated her token resistance and spread her cheeks. When a squirming tongue touched her rear she fought to deny access, squeezing her cheeks as hard as she could. But Fire Opal was stronger than she looked, and by hooking nails into the flesh of her buttocks, Lynn was punished for her attempts.
The lips of the woman kissed her rear and suddenly the tongue opened her and slithered in. Lynn squealed in shock, the bizarre sensation making her stiffen and try and drive out the intruding organ. Soft and wet, it pawed within her, driving deep, the long organ of the woman exploring her insides.
The Mistress sniggered and kept a wide grin at the sight of Lynn’s confusion, the new experience one that had her senses in a storm of contradictory messages. It repelled, yet pleasured, so she was torn how she should react.
“That will do, slave,” stated the man, and the woman made way for his approach.
The sound of his trousers being opened reached Lynn’s ears and she went pale with horror. The Mistress saw the reaction and stroked her hair.
“Sssh, don’t worry. It’ll be over soon if you’re good. There are such treats in store for you after this. But be good, you have to impress before you get your prize,” she whispered.
The Grand Duke took hold of her hips, lifting her up a little and then steering himself into the wet hole. With a gradual drive he started his insertion, stretching her rear terribly, paining her more than she could take. Lynn whimpered and shook, striving to endure, but it was too difficult.
“Damn. What is she? A virgin? I couldn’t even fit a finger in here,” he cursed with a hint of amusement, removing himself and letting Lynn calm herself.
“She’s just inexperienced, she needs tuition,” commented the Mistress, running a finger down Lynn’s face, capturing one of her tears as it ran for her jaw line.
“Fire Opal, loosen this slave up a little will you?” he ordered.
Lynn flung her head aside and saw the woman concealing a smile as she started to don a harness about her abdomen, the jelly dildo jutting out and hanging loose, the toy possessed of considerable size.
Walking around to her rear, the strap on waggled limply, the purple length slapping her thighs as it drooped. The Duke passed her and watched with folded impatient arms, but equally he was eager to see this act of female-to-female intercourse.
Fire Opal ran her gentle hands down Lynn’s rear, running them over the imprints her nails had left behind. Once more the woman’s mouth kissed her, her tongue gliding gracefully through and lubricating Lynn in readiness.
The Mistress placed a hand to each of her slave’s cheeks and held her steady, keeping her face forward and meeting her own gaze, intending not to miss one moment of Lynn’s reactions.
The tip of the phallus reached her rear and started to slither in, the soft material giving greatly. Rocking back and forth, the opening was made more amiable to intrusion, and Lynn slowly began to accommodate more and more, her sphincter being taught through constant drives to accept the full width. With a final plunging drive the entire shaft was pushed into Lynn, the flexible rod negotiating the twists and turns within her to sheath itself to the root.
Fire Opal began a dilatory rape, delving into Lynn as she gasped and wriggled under the inserted shaft, dreading the point where a real specimen would be replacing it.
The woman stroked her with tenderness, reaching under to caress her breasts, making Lynn more willing to accept this deed, and against all her wishes to the contrary she started to revel in the slow steady grind of the soft dildo into her.
“There, that should do it,” stated the Mistress, and the woman dragged herself free, bringing a gasp from Lynn as the strap on fled her tracts.
“Let us reposition her first,” commented the Grand Duke.
“As you wish,” replied the Mistress and together the two dominant nobles descended on her.
Her legs and arms were set free of the ropes, the restraints remaining in place. Turned over, she was too exhausted and weak from long confinement to offer much rebellion, and her wrists were once more caught in the same places again. With one leg each they dragged them up and towards her head, using the rest of the rope to tether the fetters to the same posts that held her arms. In this contorted frozen head over heels pose, Lynn strained and gurgled against her gag, unable to straighten out, her rear hanging up in the air, her stomach aching from the position she had been set in.
“Fire Opal, give her a more tasty gag,” stated the Mistress, and taking the woman’s lead, she brought her over to the head of the bed. The Mistress manoeuvred her as she wished, the woman complying without question.
Lynn sobbed and struggled against her bonds as the woman straddled her features, facing the head of the bed, her knees splayed wide and resting on either side of Lynn’s face.
The Mistress removed the gag, drawing the wet ball from Lynn’s dry lips. Before she could even speak, the Mistress put a hand to Fire Opal’s shoulder and drew her in. The shaven sex of the slave smothered her mouth, leaving Lynn’s nose snorting against Fire Opal’s belly, her eyes still able to behold her monitoring Mistress.
“Pleasure her then, slave. Let’s get that tongue nice and buff, it’s going to need to be for all the use I’ll be giving it,” she crooned, folding her arms upon the wood and watching as Lynn started the demanded act of cunnilingus. Fire Opal lifted her arms and held to Lynn’s slender stockinged legs, squeezing in fits as she extracted her pleasure from Lynn’s flitting organ.
The hands of the Grand Duke clutched her rear once more, the sight of the man lost to her, Fire Opal’s glorious body blocking view. Lynn turned her stare up, her eyes rolling across the unblemished fields of skin that was Fire Opal’s body across breasts so succulent her mouth watered and her hands itched to touch them, and finally she looked into an alluring, captivating face that was silently being wracked by fierce pleasure. Lynn pushed her tongue deep, seeing what other expressions she could conduct on that wonderful face, each lap and lick making the woman smile, clench and grind her teeth, roll her eyes, perk her eyebrows.
A spear of flesh started to thread into her loosened rear. The fit was still extremely tight, but with effort he managed to insert himself. Stabbing down into her, Lynn could do nothing to stop him, her splayed legs stopping a fierce clench from having any effect.
“Ah, much better,” he purred and started to slowly drag himself in and out, the piston of motion driving deep into her, dragging her tender membranes on his length.
“Yes, this is the stuff,” he added, rotating to churn at her in beating sweeps, loosening her even more.
The slow stab into her rear continued, and Lynn carried on with her intimate adoration of the slave, fixated by her Mistress and the sight of this sumptuous woman riding her face.
Her eyes jolted open as a humming touch brushed her clitoris, the vibrator being employed to ferret under her thong and tease her clitoris, causing her to stiffen and thrust her tongue so deep that the root flashed with a straining pain from over exertion. Fire Opal unleashed a wanton sob and dropped her head back, her curtain of fiery curls flopping back as her thighs quaked.
The pleasure into Lynn’s sex was corrupted as her bra was pulled down, the cups tucked beneath them to help serve them up for the attention of the Grand Duke. A few brushes across the tip was all that was needed to conjure them into life, stiffening against the slightest touch of another being.
The twin jaws of clamps snapped unexpectedly to the erect summits, her groans of discontentment being thrown up into Fire Opal’s quivering pussy
The sensations continued unabated, the influxes driving her mad with calamity and bliss. The vibrator continued to shake rhapsody free and pour it through her, but any sort of relief was held at bay by the clamps, which the Grand Duke continued to manipulate. He pulled the chain that linked them, drawing back, lifting the tips of her breasts into pink spires, shaking them to further afflict her. Her tongue ached from over use, but the pleasure of seeing Fire Opal give into her joy was enough incentive to keep going. The Duke’s ramming jabs into her rear were pleasant enough in their own way, but to be sodomised by a male was a crime she did not want to brook. Yet under the gaze of the Mistress all was permitted, so she did not resist.
The appetite in the eyes of the Mistress was blatant. The scene one that was arousing her intensely. Lifting up, she brought Fire Opal forth and exchanged a lingering and deep kiss while stroking the shapely assets of the woman, and then stepped away.
“I shall be back in a moment,” she stated.
The Duke gave a grunt of acknowledgement and continued, lost to the feel of Lynn’s tight anus on his shaft.
Lynn winced as the clamps pulled again, hauling up and turning her nipples into peaks of fire. Fire Opal lowered more heavily, letting Lynn drive her exhausted tongue deep again, filling her more significantly before the flicking touch returned to her clitoris.
The noble started to speed his rhythm, turning the vibrator, etching small swirls on her clitoris, making Lynn sob with the effects. Faster and faster he started to drive into her, nearing climax as he brought his slave forward towards the same goal.
Fire Opal tightened her grip, panting in fits, her breasts rising and falling as she was corrupted by climax, her body swaying as she groaned in a long, single note.
With a growling hiss the Duke broke into spasms, the feel of fluid being sewn in her tracts causing Lynn to shiver with revulsion. A moment later the clamps were set free, their pent up fury being unleashed as a storm that was swept into her own tumultuous orgasm, the sudden dive of the humming toy into her causing her to shriek into Fire Opal. The utter agony of the fleeing clamps and the grinding flare of ecstasy merged, creating an addictive cocktail, one that began the first step towards associating her pleasure with such minor forms of distress.
“Oh yesss,” groaned the Grand Duke, slowing his rate and then withdrawing, removing the toy and switching it off.
“Set her free and pack everything up, Fire Opal, and I’ll see you downstairs,” he commanded, and stepped from the room, leaving them together.
The woman lifted herself away and started to replace the items back into the case before closing it. Lastly, she unfastened Lynn’s ankle restraints, letting her collapse back onto the soft covers, her frame limp as though every bone had been stolen from within her.
The woman leaned over and kissed her lightly on the forehead.
“Thank you, that was most enjoyable,” she stated softly, her voice timid and also accented from the land of her owner. It was the first words Lynn had heard her say.
Without further exchange she arose and grabbed the bag, heading downstairs and to her awaiting master.
The taciturn slave was replaced by the Mistress, a serene and content glow emanating from her.
“Did you enjoy that? Did you do well for the Grand Duke?” she asked, starting to untie the rest of Lynn’s body.
Lynn stayed sprawled onto the bed, her legs weak, her body still flashing with lingering riots of sensation. She straightened her attire as best she could, her appendages still refusing any major movement after their captivity.
“I did my best, Mistress,” she answered.
“Well we shall see if that was sufficient, slave,” came the stern answer, the Mistress grabbing the leash and pulling Lynn back up onto her feet.
Gathering some short chains that were armed with clips at each end, the Mistress threaded them through Lynn’s shackles, catching the D rings and then twisting her arms up her back until her fingertips could just about brush the back of her collar. The chains were then snapped to the fastenings of the stout leather band, trapping her limbs in this uncomfortable pose. She could feel her entire lower area as a vulnerable zone, ready to be assailed, her arms unable to interfere or protect in any way.
Upon a slight tug she tottered forward, her eyes fixed to the rear view of the Mistress, her gaze locked to the curves and the fishnet, the latex that rippled and pulled with the stretch of her legs. She could still feel the presence of the Grand Duke within her, his sex having left a ghost behind that loitered in her rear, constantly reminding her of her violation. But similarly, the taste of Fire Opal was on her tongue, strong and full, and when she closed her eyes, she could readily see the striking maiden riding atop her face, the image burned into her mind with complete clarity.
Shown downstairs, she found the Duke and his slave waiting for them. The man was sitting in the armchair, legs crossed as Fire Opal knelt beside him on a leash. A short glance up to Lynn, and the woman gave a subdued smirk before hiding it again, making Lynn blush.
“Shall we proceed?” he asked of the Mistress.
“Go right ahead.”
Removing the clip from Fire Opal’s collar, the trained woman arose and walked over, revealing the rolled tape measure she had been keeping in her hands.
Unfurling the plastic, she went down on her knees before Lynn, and had her shuffle her legs apart a short way. Without word or written note, she took a comprehensive set of dimensions about Lynn’s loins. Her waist, thighs, about her crotch several times, her hips, everything before ending with a single fitting of her throat.
“You have it all?”
“Yes, Grand Duke,” she replied, returning to his side and accepting the lead once more.
“When do you think you can have it ready?” asked the Mistress, letting Lynn know that she was soon to be rendered enforcibly chaste. What would the chastity belt look like? How would it feel? How would she cope? Ordinarily sex didn’t mean that much to her. But to be aroused constantly but her dominant status and her exquisite submission, and to have no control over her own relief? What would it do to her?
“A week or so. I’ll have it sent straight to you,” he replied.
“When are you heading back to the Sect then?”
“Not long after that. I miss the home lands.”
“I know what you mean. I won’t be heading off abroad for a good long while after this trip.”
“Really? You’ve finally quenched those restless feet of yours?”
“It looks that way.”
“Well, who would have guessed. So you’ll take those positions that were offered you?”
“I’m not sure at the moment. I think I’ll go back, see how things run. I don’t want to get bogged down with duties and responsibilities.”
“But what about the funds you could gather? You could do very nicely for yourself. There are some choice slaves coming up for auction. Real thoroughbreds.”
“I think these two will keep me busy for a long while yet. And the money from Paris will settle me for any real world monetary needs.”
“How the hell did you hide all that from these two?” he asked, indicating Lynn.
“It wasn’t easy, but I’ve had practice before, and these showed real promise. They were well worth the effort.”
“They really thought you were just an ordinary student travelling from abroad to England? They didn’t suspect a thing? How did you get them to accept your ownership so readily?”
“I played the clubs with them, did the normal bullshit life thing. The relationships were all normal, and through them I got a good look at who these people really were. I’m not going to waste time and effort training someone only to find out they were half-hearted, not fully into it, or were feigning such an inclination just to impress or feel deviant. Much easier to get people to confess their vices to you through friendship, let them tell the truth, then have you confirm it, nurture it, make sure they are completely suitable, and then finally take it into reality.”
“It’s a good plan. Sound, though somewhat lengthy.”
“Not anymore so than recruiting people and having to get rid of most of them because they’re useless dolts.”
“Everyone has their own preferred methods.”
“And this is mine. The facade of normal life is over. I can stop pretending to be a nobody and go back, return to my estate and my position in the Sect.”
“Well, it’ll be good to have you back again. I think it will call for a party.”
“I have no objection to that.”
“I’d be honoured to hold it for you.”
“That sounds fine. Your city place, or the countryside estate?”
“The estate. More space. We can have the ponies out for that one too.”
“Excellent. I look forward to it.”
“Well, I had better get a move on. Congratulations again on the catches, the female is a fine specimen. I can’t wait to see the finished product. I may even put a bid on her if she comes up for auction. She’s a little spindly for a pony, but I’m sure I can beef her up a bit,” he pondered, rising from his seat and rolling his licentious gaze up and down Lynn, making her quail slightly from the intensity of his scrutiny.
The thought of being auctioned off, sold to the highest bidder, and even being bought by this man, it was a frightening enough prospect. But beyond that was the concept of being harnessed and bridled, trained with a whip to be a steed, a beast of burden to these people. Would the Mistress really do this to her, or was it merely a threat, something to frighten her, intimidate and have her holding to her heels with all the more fervour?
“We’ll see. Safe journey, Grand Duke, thank you for coming over, and I’ll hear from you soon,” she replied, taking his hand and shaking it as he passed her and headed towards the door.
A long coat was wrapped around Fire Opal, she slipped her feet into low shoes, and the Duke donned a long black trench coat before pulling open the portal.
The Grand Duke waved to them both and strolled down the corridor, Fire Opal walking obediently behind, the leash swinging from her neck, hidden under the folds of her coat. To anyone else they would appear as a slightly strangely dressed couple with a case. Who would guess that the woman was naked beneath her coat, collared and servile to the man who carried instruments of bondage and punishment in the baggage?
“Come, slave. Time for bed,” stated the Mistress, taking Lynn’s lead and returning upstairs with her.
Once they were again in the bedroom, the Mistress shut the door and unfastened the chains trapping Lynn’s arms. The slave stood before her owner, rubbing her elbows and biceps to reinvigorate them.
“Take off my clothes, slave,” she stated, standing boldly before the woman, hands on hips in expectation, her aloof gaze facing up with condescension.
Lynn reached in with shaking fingers, opening the bra of the Mistress and peeling it down, revealing the mesh that lovingly held her breasts, the silver circles sparkling beneath as they transfixed her nipples.
Lynn lowered down to the floor and started to unfasten her boots, listening as the Mistress spoke while she was stripped.
“What did you think of the Grand Duke, slave?”
“He was nothing compared to you, Mistress.”
“A rather fawning response there, slave,” she chuckled, stepping from the tall footwear as Lynn held it with reverence.
“I’m sorry, Mistress.”
“Never mind. But you had best get used to the idea. If you come back with me, there will be others who will want you, and I may hand you to them for use. Does this frighten you, slave?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Don’t fret, you will become more accustomed to it. We have only just scratched at your training, soon enough you’ll be eager for such couplings, and you will make me proud by doing so.”
“I’d like that very much, Mistress,” she replied, helping to peel off the shorts, the smell of rubber and sweat rising from within them, the humid tang having her ache to lap from the interior.
“Did you understand what we were talking of?”
“Not really, Mistress.”
“But you have a rough idea, don’t you, slave?” she grinned, knowing full well that the secret was out, and while not all of it was known, Lynn had caught a glimpse of the scale of deception wrought on her and the male slave.
“A little, Mistress.”
“Then tell me what you think, slave.”
“You are in some sort of powerful and wealthy group abroad, Mistress. You all recruit slaves to use, slaves that you train and trade and sell to each other,” Lynn began, and then paused as she started to remove the sleeves of the cat suit.
“Keep going, slave.”
“You came here posing as the person we all though you were, Mistress. But you’re not you, you’re one of them. You deceived us all, Mistress.”
“Don’t you think deceived is a strong word, slave? I did not deceive you, I just didn’t tell you the full truth, as no doubt you have things you have not told me.”
“Sorry, Mistress, I didn’t meant to offend.”
“Apology accepted. Now continue, slave. I want to hear what else you have concocted from your snippets of knowledge.”
“You began your relationship with the male slave, and offered for me to live here so I could save for my house, all as part of this plan. You wanted to see if I really wanted to dominate, and if your partner really wanted to be your slave. You also wanted to see if I would submit as well.”
“I spotted the signs in you, I saw your slavery in you, even though you didn’t know it was there yourself. All it took was the right keys to open that door and let it out, and I have, haven’t I, slave?”
“Yes, Mistress. I belong to you. But Mistress, will I be a slave completely?”
“You want to continue ruling my other slave, don’t you.”
“Well, I—”
“Come on, say it, slave. I won’t be angry.”
“Yes, Mistress, I do.”
“And you shall. For you see, male slaves are forbidden in this organisation. But everyone keeps them on the sly. It’s like smoking when your parents have forbidden it. The male slave is for myself, and you to play with, and any others I deem trustworthy enough to enter the scenario. He will be kept in secret, hidden away as my exclusive property. You on the other hand are a more viable piece of merchandise, something I can offer and show off. Once you are fully trained of course. But you will always have access to the slave when you are mine.”
“Will I always be yours, Mistress.”
“It is likely. To buy a slave outright costs a great deal, far more than most are willing to spend. It is easier to rent them for a time. This is almost certain to happen to you, but you will always be coming back to me, slave. Does that quell your unease?”
“Yes, Mistress, it does, thank you,” she whispered, smiling broadly, her heart settling, her gut unknotting from the prospect of losing her forever.
“Take off your boots, slave,” she commanded, grabbing a small key from the shelf and offering it to Lynn.
Taking it, she popped the locks and unlaced the tall footwear, setting herself free of the heels and then remaining humble before the naked Mistress.
“Now come here,” she ordered, pulling Lynn over and once more fastening her hands high behind her back.
“Turn off the light and come into the bed,” she added, throwing back the quilt on which Lynn had only just been penetrated on.
Standing up, pulling at her bonds with weak jiggles, Lynn went to the light switch and flipped it with her nose. In the darkness she staggered back, negotiating her route by memory before sitting down and shuffling onto the soft covers. She laid herself down, and closed her eyes, the tiredness of the day welling quickly now that the opportunity for sleep had been offered.
“Not yet, slave, you have other duties to perform first,” stated the Mistress, hooking a finger into her collar and steering Lynn’s face.
Lynn followed the guidance, letting herself be pulled between the legs of the Mistress as she reclined. Curled into a ball at the foot of the bed, her mouth was driven into the loins of her owner, and with eager passion, Lynn began to play the sex of the Mistress. Her tongue was still raw and aching from the over energetic cunnilingus of Fire Opal, but this was her Mistress, the one she adored above all else, and her ailing organ found new life for the deed.
The Mistress moaned softly in the dark, Lynn’s flitting attention bringing her to new levels of pleasure. She locked naked legs about the bound woman, holding her tight as she stiffened with each orgasm, drinking her full measure of Lynn’s devotion.
Lynn ached to do the same, to let her hands play between her legs while she did this, but she guessed that was why she had been bound. Without the chastity belt to enforce her self-control just yet, she was untrustworthy and open to a temptation she could all to slyly indulge.
“That will do, slave. Now curl at my feet and get some sleep. I’ll punish you before you go to work tomorrow,” she ordered, pushing Lynn away and laying back to drift into a warm and contented slumber.
Burning with frustration, Lynn cuddled up to the legs of the Mistress, nuzzling her cheek to the soft skin while gradually sliding into her own semi-sleep, her thoughts and dreams tainted with the hunger for relief.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Fifteen
 
 
The night was a long and trying one, where he could only think on his fate, and what being her slave would bring. Would he end up a mindless dog, obeying orders without question, devoted to a Mistress who lived to see him suffer beneath her heels?
Hunger and thirst lifted to join his ordeal, his belly growling like a beast, his throat dry as all he wanted was to drink deep of some cool water.
The sound of an alarm going off roused him slightly from a dazed torpor, a half sleep that mixed dream and reality, filling his mind with perverse notions and corrupted dreams.
The sound cut off, and he slithered back for the refuge of his somnolence, only to have it disturbed later on by the opening of the door.
 
The Mistress switched off the alarm and lifted the covers, revealing the dozing form of her slave. Still clad in her lingerie, she had gained a fitful night’s sleep, and was now lodged deep in coma from such deprivation.
“Wake up, slave,” she decreed, shaking her gently by the shoulder.
Her bleary eyes opened and she pulled at her restraints, taking a moment to recall why she was bound and what her new situation was. For a moment she clearly thought it was all a dream, and then the truth spread back across her mind.
“Is it morning already, Mistress?” she said with a dry and cracked voice.
“Yes, slave. Time for you to get up. But first, your morning punishment, something to tide you over until you come home,” she announced.
Rising from the bed, the Mistress walked over and took up her crop, settling it into her grasp for a comfortable fit.
“Bend over,” she commanded, causing her slave to lift her rear, her face pressed into the mattress, her buttocks hanging in the air, the cheeks separated by the white strand of material of her underwear.
“I think ten strokes will suffice for now, slave.”
“Yes, Mistress,” she stated meekly, obviously settling for this sensation if she could not have the others she wished.
It was likely that the slave would masturbate during the day while at work, thinking on her Mistress and her doom of slavery. But this only served the purpose of the Mistress all the more, for if she kept indulging, and kept getting used to it, when she was rendered chaste, it would make her all the more desperate to gain her relief, a relief she would have to earn, and thus her obedience would be total.
The crop slashed in and painted a weal along her rear, making Lynn grimace and sob, her legs shaking as another was delivered. Each stroke brought her to a tensed pose, one that melted into a slack heap as the effects of the stroke dwindled to a less piercing peak.
The Mistress licked her lips as the woman suffered under her hand, her tall body shuddering with travail from the torment of being so ruthlessly chastised. It was a glorious sight, and one that had the Mistress hungry for satisfaction again. But she would wait, take out her frustrations on her male servile.
“Now, slave. You may go and get ready, and use my other slave as well to serve you, but you are to tell him nothing of what you know. Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“I am not speaking with levity, here. I want him kept completely ignorant, slave,” she growled, making sure that Lynn knew there was to be no trifling with this law.
“Yes, Mistress. I won’t say a thing,” she uttered, her eyes wet with tears from the heat throbbing in her punished rear.
The Mistress removed the chains and unlocked the restraints about her extremities, setting her free in full.
“Now change and go to work. I will see you when you come home, slave,” she announced, and presented her foot, lifting it up and putting it to the bed for Lynn to reach forward and place kisses on.
“Thank you, Mistress,” she whimpered, and like a scolded dog, she cringed and left the room.
The Mistress dropped back into her sheets, closing her eyes and dreaming of all the things she was planning, running them through in her mind, delving through the consequences, the obstacles, the hindrances that might arise and ways she could by-pass or overcome them.
 
Mistress Lynn strode in, bleary eyed, clad only in a silken dressing gown, the black material embroidered with curling oriental dragon designs. As though performing any other morning chore, she set his manacles free and untied his ankles.
“Get yourself free and come downstairs. I want a glass of orange juice, a bowl of cornflakes, the television on, and a footrest,” she ordered, and shuffled away with a wide yawn, leaving him to the delicate task of removing himself from the rest of his confines.
Reeling in the weight, he let his stretched length find a shade of sanctuary, and then bolstered the feeling of relief when he started to unwind the tight coils from around his flushed genitalia. It felt wonderful to get them free, and with tenderness he put the wilted sex back into his briefs. Sliding from the bed, his back gave several deep cracks as he straightened it.
The inside of the hood was damp with his sweat, but he still could not get it off, it was a part of him now. Likewise the back of his neck was raw from rubbing upon the unforgiving walls of the collar, but again, it would be something that he would just have to accustom to.
Removing the leash from the head of the bed, he let it dangle upon his back and walked downstairs, his bare feet cold against the tiled floor of the kitchen. Mistress Lynn sat in the living room, the grogginess of sleep lingering.
First he stole water to quench his drought, the cold cascade pouring straight from the tap and down his throat. He gulped it down for long minutes, bloating his belly with an icy flood, ending with a gasp and a sigh of contentment. One advantage to the tyranny of these females was that even the most minor deed was becoming a great bliss to one denied and starved of it.
He gathered her requested breakfast and walked in, switching on the television, handing her the tray and then forming onto all fours before her. Bare feet settled onto his back, and he gave a grimace as she reached into his briefs and shook the base of the plug, making it punish his bruised rear with some jostling.
“Just checking that its still there, slave,” she uttered softly, and dropped a set of ordinary court shoes before his gaze.
“Clean them,” she ordered, and went about eating while watching the various channels, the crunch of each mouthful followed by echoes that continually faded until she swallowed.
Picking one up in a hand so he could keep his balance as a stool, he lifted it to his face and paused. Her naked heel lifted up and thumped into his back like a punch, playing a drum like tone and bending him to her will.
“Remember rule forty, slave?” she growled softly.
He paused, thinking, trying to remember it. It had to be something connected with obeying those Mistress Despoiler appointed over him, yet he could not recall it in full, just the vague premise of it.
“That I am to obey those Mistress Despoiler appoints over me, Mistress Lynn,” he stated, recalling suddenly that he was not supposed to mumble either. It was a rule that she had probably committed to memory above all others, because it was her carte blanche to make him languish in woe beneath her.
“No hesitation either, slave. Remember that,” she declared, and used her heel to thump him twice more for his insolence.
His tongue fell forth and he lapped at the shoe, licking across its leather surfaces, cleaning it fully as the aroma of the often worn footwear permeated the smell of his hood, defeating the tang of latex, filling his nostrils.
“Don’t forget the underside too,” she commented.
The handling of the sole was a task he had never been commanded to do by Mistress Despoiler, but this woman was determined to demean him above all others. So with a sense of futility, knowing that to defy would only be chastised, he ran a tongue across the bases, recoiling at the thought that he was licking street shoes. With the bottoms attended, he shifted back to the more pleasing area of the leather itself.
The same scent had been installed as an arousing perfume by his conducting of this chore so many times for Mistress Despoiler. He had been made to sit in the corner, masturbating as he cleaned her shoes, never being permitted to climax while he worked. It was a programming that left him helpless to resist it, and despite his wishes to show defiance to her, his length was straining against his briefs in no time. It was an act of disobedience she quickly noticed.
“You foul pervert, look at this,” she scowled disdainfully, nudging the bulge with her toes in a revolted manner.
“If you were mine, I’d keep you celibate for the rest of your life. Lock this up so you could never access it, only used to torture and burn, bind and beat,” she stated, making him feel sorry for any submissive who rashly lost himself to her slavery.
Such a fate had to be a terrible nightmare, for to be aroused by captivity and forever denied, what a burden to endure, worse even than the most pernicious flogging.
“You can now lick my plate clean, slave” she permitted, setting the bowl before him.
Leaning down, he started to lap up the milk and few remaining soggy flakes, taking his sustenance as best he could. He had no idea if he would be fed today. The new regime had new rules, and he wasn’t aware of them. Would he have to earn his food with conformity?
Finishing the dregs, he lifted back upright, on all fours, waiting for her next whim.
Mistress Lynn stood up and settled into the armchair, letting her head drape back as she relocated.
“Brush my hair, slave,” she ordered, relaxing as he returned to his feet and walked around behind it, occupying the gap between the back and the corner of the room. A brush was already at hand and taking it up, he settled onto his knees and started to brush through the long tresses, working gently, knowing that should he snag a knot or pull free so much as a hair, she would no doubt make him pay dearly for it.
Once she was satisfied that the task had been handled adequately, she grabbed his leash and towed him upstairs, forcing him down on all fours before her dresser. The silken smoothness of her rear dropped onto his back, almost making him collapse as she utilised him as a stool so she might do her makeup. Struggling under the weight pressing straight into the centre of his spine, he fought to keep still, beads of sweat rising afresh under his mask. It took her forever to finally finish, her attention to detail making him serve a long sentence as a seat.
Swinging her legs around, she drew him from her room and back to his chamber, tying him back into position. The pose looked as though it were to remain the same until the moment she was about to leave. Rather than afflict his member with the torturous cords, she snapped five pegs to each inner thigh, and another five along his biceps, leaving the pinches held tight in neat rows.
“When I come home tonight, I’ll give you a damn good thrashing, slave. Work off my vocational frustrations on you, let that steam go. Would you like that?” she quizzed, making him close his eyes in dread of the event.
The sight of this made her chuckle with amusement and pat his head. A brief flick to the pegs had him squirm and she fled, leaving him to isolation.
The door shut and he realised that she intended to leave him like this, the pegs cutting off all feeling, growing more painful with each passing minute. He prayed that Mistress Despoiler hurry up and awake, to set him free of these accursed pegs, but it would be several hours yet. He was marooned to this torment.
He wriggled and bucked his abdomen, trying to throw them off, but he was too securely stretched between his bonds to move enough, so he had no choice but to endure their companionship.
Fate smiled when Mistress Lynn strode back in, dressed in her suit, her shoes sparkling clean from his tongue work upon them. She had merely departed to get dressed.
“Would you like these removed, slave?” she whispered softly, sitting on the edge of the bed next to him, flicking a peg to make him twitch in curt jolts.
“Yes, Mistress Lynn, I would. Please, they hurt too much.”
“What would you have instead?” she questioned idly, turning another of the pegs to make him stretch against his bonds and hiss a breath through clenched teeth.
“Anything you want, Mistress Lynn,” he rashly agreed.
“How about these tights? You want me to stuff you with them?” she questioned.
“Y..yes, Mistress Lynn,” he replied with an unsteady quaver in his voice.
To have another, larger set of underwear forced into him as an alternative to the pegs would be easier to endure, but much harder to explain. But at least they were Mistress Despoiler’s.
With speed, she started opening the pegs. He screamed in silent gasps as they were removed, each causing fierce strikes of agony to pour through each harried pinch. Rocking from side to side, the leash rattled softly on the bars with his wild throes until all were gone, letting him find a moment of fleeting rest.
“You still want these?” she asked, trailing them over his face, the rustle of the delicate material drawing him from his coma.
“Yes, Mistress Lynn, and thank you for removing the pegs, Mistress,” he uttered softly.
“Yes, well I am the merciful one, aren’t I?” she stated with mocking.
“You are indeed. Mistress Lynn,” he conceded, professing his affirmation to the lie.
Taking down the back of his briefs, she wrenched out the plug and began to rudely stuff them in. The nylons chafed an entrance and she forced them through with rough motions, making him bounce in fits as they were relentlessly introduced.
Choking back his wails, he kept his teeth set rigid, his neck tensed, tendons raised as he gasped and wheezed with the implementation of her deed.
The last of the tights was crammed in, and like a ram for a cannon, the butt plug was reintroduced, plunging in and plugging him up before she pulled his briefs back into place. Lifting from the bed she slid her slender fingers into leather gloves, starting to wrap a scarf about her neck to protect against the bitter cold still without.
“There. Now what do you say,” she added with menace, placing one of her shoes to his groin and forcing down, pressing into the flesh, making his genitals pound under her trampling foot.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn,” he strained, and sighed as she stepped off of him, letting him breath more easily.
She did indeed make a striking sight in the sharp contours of her business suit, but enticing a vision though she was, it was a heartless, self serving beast beneath it, and he felt fear rather than lust towards her.
The feel of the hose within him was distinct, and he wondered how much more would be entered into him. Was he destined to become some sort of organic underwear drawer for her?
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Sixteen
 
 
The sound of the front door shutting resounded softly through the house. Ordinarily it did not wake her, but since Lynn had left the room, she had not returned to sleep and had arisen to listen in. Poised behind her door, she monitored as her slave was worked by the pitiless comrade in dominance.
The abuse had her savouring the noises of his distress, mulling over each croaking whimper, but also ready to intervene should the excesses of her unbound assistant prove too distasteful or extreme.
All was going perfectly. Her slave was being subjected to the most disdainful treatment, a regime that would soften and mould him, make him pledge himself to her rule more fervently than ever before, and for where she was intending to take him, he would need all of that zeal.
With a smile, she turned and returned to bed, to nap awhile longer before choosing to go and relieve her slave of his havoc.
 
The ease in his confinement allowed a greater shade of sleep, and this, coupled with his exhaustion had him languishing on the borders of slumber. Dithering, unable to fully cross into recovery, the deprivation made the world seem all the more strange and unreal around him.
Almost as a spectral presence, Mistress Despoiler appeared before him, rising up as he was stirred from lethargy. Like some angel of latex she manifested an avatar to control him, towering over him, filling his deprived eyes with her countenance to make him weep with gladness to see her.
She was once more adorned with the cap, the single steady constant in her attire. A sheath of latex clutched around her torso, riding under her bust and reaching down to her hang just over her hips. The shimmering fabric left her pert breasts on brazen display, the nipple rings winking in the soft light of the dawn.
The corset like bond threw a triangular pane over her loins, the garment moulding into a thin strap that rose up between the cheeks of her rear. Fishnet tights rolled down her legs, following the exquisite contours before entering ankle boots, the patent stilettos laced down the front. Opera gloves rolled along her arm, the polished metal shaft in her hands spewing forth the leather thongs of the cat
He had never seen the attire before, and it filled his mind with an intense desire for her, this new image one that pleased him greatly.
“How is my slave, this morning?” she asked, her voice a powerful sound, no trace of doubt or weakness within it.
“I am fine, Mistress Despoiler,” he responded.
“What happened to my bonds?” she asked, cupping his groin and squeezing gently, promising greater pains if he did not answer truthfully.
“Mistress Lynn had me serve her this morning, and she did not put them back, Mistress Despoiler,” he answered, his breath quick from the imminent crushing of his genitals by her.
“I see.”
The hand came away and she started to remove the ankle bonds and shackles, setting him fully free and lifting him up by the leash.
“Kiss,” she said with warning, letting her hand lower so he might wilt and place a single peck upon each ankle of her boots.
“Good. Now, let’s sort out breakfast,” she decreed, and towed her possession back downstairs, his head a little groggy from the pathetic night of sleep he had managed to gather.
Setting herself in the armchair, she stared into the already running television, drawing her possession down at her side, compelling him to squat as her faithful hound.
“Fetch breakfast,” she ordered, and released him from the leash, the restraints coming loose, his arms flopping at his sides as he pushed himself back onto his feet.
Clad in hood, collar, briefs, and shackles, he sprung into a race to obey. Scurrying off, he began to work, his limbs taking a few minutes to gather enough steadiness to be of service and not a hindrance to his toil.
Gathering two bowls of cereal, and a dish and a mug both filled with tea, he returned. Handing his owner her food, he set his own down so he might dine of the same fare as her, but in a significantly more humble manner.
The leash snagged his collar and he languished on his knees, lapping up his lowly servings, cleaning the bowl and revelling in his depreciated pose beside her.
Once more he was set free to dump the plates in the sink and return to kneel by her, her hand resting on the polished dome of his hood, stroking her fingers to it as she watched the morning programs with detached intensity.
“Go and study the rules, slave,” she decreed, sending him into the corner like a schoolboy, to read and reflect on his lessons, learn his place and hope to gain teacher’s favour.
Kneeling in the corner with the rigid pose of a faithful devotee, he read through the lines, gazing lasciviously at her picture, his penis hard in his briefs. His hands sought only to ferret out the entombed length and grant himself physical pleasure as he indoctrinated himself to her will, but he had to fight back such urges.
After a good half an hour of receptive meditation, she called him back to her side.
“What shall we do today eh my little Porcupine?” she wondered, looking upon the featureless orb of his skull, running her hand around the stubby spines.
It was not a question he was supposed to answer. She was merely pondering aloud, making him aware that she was weighing up her abuses, ready to explore and experiment in the role of permanent enslavement.
“First, I think I’ll let you get your chores done, then we’ll decide,” she announced, and set free the leash.
“Get into your uniform and get to it, slave,” she stated, and folded her legs, the softest whisper as a fishnet smothered leg brushed against its twin making him close his eyes with sudden appetite.
Rising up, she paused him before he left.
“Kneel before me a moment, I almost forgot something,” she stated, and as he lowered humbly before her, she drew underwear back down over his hood, restoring the garment he had been wearing prior to Mistress Lynn’s inclusion in their lives. Straightening it so that the scented crotch hung over the vents for his nose, she smiled with glee.
“Off you go now,” she dismissed, and he scampered upstairs with light steps, taking advantage of the fact that he could move so freely before the restriction and heels of the uniform hampered him.
Entering the room, he found his uniform dry. Applying talc, he slid into it and polished the surfaces to a sheen of mirrored ebony before setting about his domesticated toil.
The cleaning up of the house was a tedious duty that he only found bearable because of its servitude to her. Ordinarily he despised it, and avoided such mundane routines whenever possible, but when acting within the bounds of a session, it took on a different edge. Would it remain like this now that this position was permanent, or would he tire of it?
With enthusiasm and indolent limbs he handled the sweeping and hoovering, cleaning the bath and sink, polishing, collecting rubbish, dirty cutlery, dishes and glasses from the interior of the house, and then starting the washing up.
Working with a steady rhythm he meditated on his fate, on how this new relationship would progress. Would she tire of him? Would she seek other slaves and find superior ones to him? Would he become obsolete to her, replaced by serviles with more capacity to sate her needs as a sublime Mistress?
He heard a brief hint of footsteps behind him, a noise concealed by the muffling material of the hood. Caught unawares, he jumped with shock as a hand clamped over his mouth, dragging his face back as he felt another set of gloved digits yank up his skirt and pull down his leggings.
The momentary questioning as to what was occurring was scrambled when the plug was crudely tugged out in a single move, installing a riot of harsh pain in his sphincter. His rear had grown used to its new, slightly open state, and a sudden flaring wrench of widening was met with a cry of discomfort.
The reasons for this were answered when a lubricated length drilled into him, stabbing through the cheeks of his buttocks and finding his rear, tearing it open and boring deep. His mouth jerked open and he cried out in pain from the sudden shredding violation, Mistress Despoiler having attacked without warning, employing the strap-on to ravish.
Thrusting deep, he dropped the dish and the cloth and clutched to the taps, holding to them for support. Grinding his teeth, he closed his eyes against the sight of the net curtains across the window, enduring the flare of pain the rending entry had caused. It was a trying feat to let it subside, for she jolted back and forth, making his sphincter churn with new heat from the violation she wrought. His heels wobbled unsteadily beneath him, his arms being the crutches that kept him upright.
Keeping one hand clamped across his mouth in imitation of a classic rape scenario, her other hand joined the plotline. Taking control of his right wrist, she twisted his latex coated arm up his back, pinning him against the edge of the sink as she thrust deeper into him. Drawing the phallus from his scorched rear she started to plunge from root to tip.
The full length was shoved to the very limits of his rear, punching the flesh before she slowly released the weapon from its living scabbard and repeated the motion. Each time she stabbed, he gasped, and each time she slid it free with the plastic dragging at his tender membranes, he moaned softly.
After a few minutes of this defilement, he started to grow used to it, the level of discomfort dwindling and letting him gain a shade of pleasure in the feel of being so monstrously ravished. The feel of Mistress Despoiler pinning him down, overpowering him as she raped him with gusto, it was wonderful.
He began to reply to the artificial sodomy with more verve, grunting softly and tensing with her grinding intrusions, delighting in the sensation of being penetrated and having his tracts choked by a trespassing length.
Using the shaft as a means to steer him, she turned him around with the hands that held his mouth and arm, forcing him down onto his knees. Letting go of his lips, she pushed with her arm lock, doubling him over, folding him at his middle. Trapped on his knees, his rear still pierced by her harnessed manhood, his masked cheek touched the ground and she kept him in this supplicant pose.
The arm lock rose higher, squeaking as latex slid against latex, forcing his face into the tiled floor. She continued to rock her hips, churning the device within him, moving it in beating circles to stretch and punish his sphincter all the more severely. His other hand pawed at the ground before him, his face grimacing with the strain of accommodating her sadistic motions of ravishment.
“You like this, slave?” she asked, her breath sibilant from how much joy she was taking in this act.
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler, I do,” he replied under tight respiration, each breath held to as he endured the chastisement she wrought with her temporary sex.
In answer to his words, she stepped up the savagery of her plunges, driving deep, jabbing from the side, stretching him terribly and swivelling as she drew out, causing him to spasm and groan aloud from the defilement.
“How about now?”
“Please, Mistress Despoiler…it hurts,” he whimpered softly, each word wobbling as she inflicted new levels of havoc into his tracts.
“You want me to stop?” she questioned, sheathing her dagger deep into its living scabbard, the toy a weapon for her evil intent.
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler, please.”
“Very well,” came the curt response and she jumped free, making him flick with a tensed jerk at the violent flight, his free hand clawing sealed fingers to the tiles.
Baffled by her acceptance of his wishes, he remained where he was when she let go, his rear aflame, his body shaking.
The softest creak of latex sounded and she arose to her heeled feet, dragging up his leggings and tugging down his skirt, affirming that his brutalised rear was indeed to find mercy. Stepping before her slave, the patent leather appeared to his humbled bleary gaze.
A hand clamped about the base of his pony tail and used it as a lever to bring him upright onto his knees, the soiled length of the dildo wobbling before his eyes, jutting from her tightly encased latex abdomen.
The same hand trailed down in winding sweeps across the fields of spiked black rubber and lowered to the nape of his neck. Cupping the collar, she pulling inward, seeking to guide him onto the loitering shaft.
He resisted a little, somewhat scared to accept such a deed, but she merely overrode his second thoughts and forced it into his mouth.
His lips closed around the plastic rod as the tip grazed the back of his throat, making him gag and splutter. The hand at his neck closed tightly to the ponytail and used it as the means to manoeuvre his head in violent jolts, a piston of motion to the sculpted artificial manhood.
This punishing misuse of the cascade of hair made his roots growl in fury, yet she kept her rate while forcing him to serve the object of his debasement. He could not breathe through his mouth, instead he had to suck in his panting lungfuls through the underwear over his face, the smell on them filling his world.
“That’s it, slave. Suck it. Clean it well for your Mistress,” she purred, her words descending to his ears as the sight of her abdomen zoomed in and out directly before him—bound in alluring rubber, the pane of fishnet crossing her hips and running down her thighs, the harness spitting out the cruel dagger of plastic that been thrust into him. The sight of it had his own member straining against the walls of his leggings, aching to receive attention.
His free hands reached around and cupped her ankles, the leather of the boots stiff under his grasp. While attending the dildo, he risked letting his gloved fingers wander further, and gently he held the taut calves of his oppressor, the mere touch easing his defiance to this deed. It was the feel of her flesh, sealed under this tantalising net, her legs made firm, the muscles flicked to a rigid pose with her stance, like a boxer, crafty and seasoned, ready to attack in the flicker of an adoring eye.
Once she had properly educated him into what she required, she released the guidance, letting him continue as she had taught. He performed the required fellatio with enthusiasm, hauling at the harness with the suction of his mouth, cleaning it fully for Mistress Despoiler, performing the chore as though it were his most crucial crusade.
And all the while his hands gathered new pleasure in the mere hesitant groping of her calves.
“Are you enjoying that?” she uttered, the words bringing nods from his latex bound head.
“Perhaps I’ll bring in a male slave, and have you do this to him. Such practice on my dildos will come in handy when you’re attending another of my slaves.”
Could she be telling the truth? Or merely threatening him? Was she intending to bring new slaves into this scenario, to have him placed amidst a stable of such devotees?
“There, that’s better,” she muttered to herself, placing her hands on her hips, the smooth silken material of the opera gloves clutching the join of fishnet and rubber.
Towering over him with her aloof glare dropping onto him like the kiss of the sun, her rigid stance, her expert method of subjugation, it had him wilting like a candle in a flame. He sucked at the dildo as though it were truly a part of her, as though his attention were giving her the bliss he desired to extract by his own hand. The fervour of his drag rocked her hips in the gentlest motion, the straps softly whispering their creaks as they held to her, his face dragging at the perpetually erect staff. Such minutiae only added to his awe.
Pulling free of his maw, she stepped back and stood with a crooked pose, one leg to the side, hands on her hips, the artificial manhood glistening with his saliva.
“Now, pleasure yourself while you worship me,” she ordered, her tone revealing that this was a favour of no small magnitude.
With haste he removed his tumescent length from within its crypt of latex and grabbed it with an all too eager fist.
“But you are not to finish, is that understood, slave?” she ordered.
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler.”
He did not care that this would frustrate him dreadfully, he needed to feel the pleasure, to attend his most burning need, heedless of the consequences and how it would compound his suffering.
With a frenzy of movement he began to masturbate, staring across her gorgeous form, totally entranced by it. The stimulation of her presence to worship in the flesh accelerated his lust, and he felt the warmth spreading through his genitals, rising up the shaft and readying to explode forth.
Fighting to stop, he wriggled with the burden of denying himself. Holding still, his shaft throbbed in his hands as though it had its own heart within.
The fires of his libido ebbed enough to permit him to continue and he commenced with greater sloth, drawing out the joy, extending it. The sight of her was divine, inspiring his passion, his eyes fixed to her form as though it were the most exquisite masterpiece.
The heady cloud of his passion was swatted back, his teeth clenching as he felt the flames rise and near the point of eruption once more, forcing him to stop.
The frustration was terrible, and though he knew he should not draw himself so close to orgasm, the temptation to exact such felicity was too alluring, and he could not stop himself from continuing again.
Time and time again he almost ejaculated, compelling himself to end at the last moment, depriving himself when a mere shuffle of his hand would gain him the final reward she dangled before him but never delivered.
“That will do, slave,” she decreed, and he sighed with disappointment and a measure of relief, knowing that he would not have been strong enough to resist temptation much longer should she have let the encounter continue.
“You may pay homage to my legs and recommence your masturbation, slave,” she added, and turned around, presenting the rounded cheeks of her rear to him, the flesh coated with the diamond pattern of the fishnet, separated by the tight band of the rubber thong.
Scampering forward, he kissed and ran his lips to her calves, his gloved hand once more clenched tight to his penis, slowly dragging back and forth, his delight filling his mind with exquisite sensation.
The image of the fishnet landscape passing beneath his close scrutiny, the smell of it even over the underwear, the feel of her legs, it was all almost too much to cope with at once.
“Now my rear, slave” she crooned softly, letting her head loll back as she felt his attention rise upward.
With lips trembling, he reached her thighs and crossed the border onto the smooth mounds of her buttocks, his limbs shaking as he slavishly paid his devotions. Stealing a lick of the latex strap that bisected her buttocks, the taste scorched his tongue. Instantly he almost succumbed to climax, his hand shaking as though suffering a grandmal seizure as he tried to prevent himself from finishing.
“Thank you, Mistress Despoiler, thank you,” he mumbled, his obsessive gratitude continuing to coat her rear with kisses and long sweeps as he brushed his lips across the net. The smell of her body in the woven tights, it had a distinct and potent aroma, one that lodged hooks into his mind and reeled him in, drowning him in hedonistic fulfilment.
“Good Porcupine,” she whispered, reaching back and letting her smoothed fingers glide across his polished hood. Meandering through the forest of stubby spines, she stroked his wild mane and with slight pressure guided his face back into the cleft. Drinking in the aromas and the feeling of such complete defeat, he was held there for a long period, his eyes closed, his lips to the latex.
“Now bend over.”
Moving from the source of his adoration, he folded over, his rump hanging in the air, ready for her attention. He was expecting a flogging, but instead the bright snap of latex gloves falling into place rang out through the undecided silence.
The soft murmur of her outfit stretching upon her reached his ears, and fingertips drew down the back of his leggings, brushing his sore rear.
The rounded tips pushed to the exposed fleshy aperture and entered, opening the orifice and sliding in. The fingers retreated and gathered the others, Mistress Despoiler bunching her digits and demanding entry.
Her knuckles were almost cleared as he groaned aloud, the sound of his pain making her retreat a little, to grant a reprieve as she massaged her hand into the hole, making him more accommodating to her wishes.
The next dive almost succeeded, reaching the four mounts of her knuckles before his whinnying sob prompted a retreat. Another few minutes of relentless massage followed, the hand reaching in to the same point and retreating early, making him more amiable to her work, his hands pressed to the floor as he bucked and strained under her probing extremity. The feel of the acute penetration, of being opened so massively, the pain of it, the pleasure. Contradictory sensations and cries from his mind, body and libido left him in baffled turmoil, and all he could do was shake and lose himself to the deflowering fist.
With a slow, relentless plunge, she succeeded, her hand gliding in, clearing the widest point. With his drawn moan he felt his rear shrivel and grip to her wrist, the feeling of completion putting a shaking smile to his masked lips.
He almost felt proud at having triumphed in housing her hand, of having accepted her in full, proved himself a capable slave to her desires. Such a feat had been tried before, but had never succeeded. His trainee anus was still virginal to the much sought after full entrance of his Mistress’ hand. He had craved it like a badge, a mark of honour for himself, so he might know that he had succeeded after their long attempts to try and overcome this barrier.
The acts they perpetrated together were a resume of perversion. Previous experience was a much-desired commodity in the market of sexual deviance that was sadomasochism. It made them both feel more expert and distant from the amateur dabblers, to know they had a full and impressive list of deeds performed, of chapters in the encyclopaedia of depravity covered and enacted. To know that they had done these deeds, it assured them that they were not mere deluded fools tinkering with things they could not understand and had no business toying with, it affirmed them as true believers, their credentials undeniable.
“What’s this?” she quizzed with surprise.
Flexing his body, his head swayed from side to side. He could feel her rummaging within him, using him as though he were a storage compartment and she was in a hurry to find a lost article in his depths.
The inserted hand wriggled within him, and she drew back, opening his sphincter once more, the passage easier this time, but still painful to weather.
The tights had stretched into him like a tentacle, having been drawn out by the play of his confused innards. They dragged at him and he cried out, his hands clenching into fists, his head craning back as he growled over rigid teeth. Her hand stretched him open again, and the hose began to emerge.
“My tights?” she wondered, and with a chuckle of amusement set them aside, the nylons soaked with gelatinous globules from his purged tracts.
“What other buried treasures are there in here I wonder?” she asked of herself, and her hand snaked back into him, hunting and probing as he shook and groaned with distress.
The mission of exploration brought him to grizzling fits, the thrust of her arm into his abdomen, impaling him, the burn to his tracts and orifice, it was all too much to bear. The sheer level of pleasure and pain were tearing through his mind, the notion that he was being internally pillaged for his secrets one that saturated his mind with a wicked appreciation.
“Aha, something else? I wonder what it could be? Oh, I do like surprises!” she said with mirth.
The thong was finally removed from him, his hand pummelling the ground in endurance of the withdrawal of a forearm and fist.
She was touching a virgin region, a place no one had ever been before, it was a marvellous concept that she was the pioneer of his most private domain.
“These are not mine. Has my lucky dip being stashing things away where he hoped I would not find them?”
“No Mistress Despoiler. Mistress Lynn inserted them,” he protested, hoping to convince her that it was no obsessive stealing of her assistant’s intimate garments, but a punishment she had visited upon him.
“You did not steal them?” she said with stern tones, and hooked a finger into his rear, lifting up and hauling at the tender opening.
“No, Mistress Despoiler, I swear it!”
The finger let go and he sagged slightly, his energy dwindling from this invasion of his insides.
He let out a croak of pain as the plug was slammed back into place, slapping a fist to the floor thrice, the shock ripping at him, riding up his spine in galloping packs.
“Now get back to work,” she demanded, dropping the garments in the sink for him to clean, prior to their entry into the laundry.
Rising up, her heels clicked upon the tiles with metronome precision and were then muted by the rugs when she entered the living room.
A moment of quiet held rule, and he knew for certain she had left him to continue from where he was before the ambush and slam of her dildo into his rear.
It had been a astonishing encounter, and with a sore body and burning rear he restored his uniform and set back to work with a grin, rolling the treasured memory through his mind like a diamond being examined in the sunlight.
Once the last of the cutlery had been washed and set aside to drain dry, he shuffled back into the living room and knelt beside her. The leash was once more clipped to his collar and he sat in silence, a piece of her property waiting to be called upon.
“I have some reading to do, slave, and you will be my seat,” she declared, and lifted from the soft folds of the chair, moving to the floor where she stood and awaited his arrival.
Already familiar with this caste, he laid down, facing away from the dark leather couch. Folding his legs up, his thighs proved to be the backrest, his shins propping them up, the heels digging into the rug. Mistress Despoiler set her legs astride his torso and lowered. The image of her from below, the worm’s eye view presenting the latex crotch of her garments, descending to pin him down, it was a sight that lodged in his mind and remained imprinted across his eyelids whenever he closed them.
With graceful movements, she settled into position, squashing him beneath her as she leaned back and stretched, the latex murmuring with teasing glee.
With her legs folded at her sides, his arms were also trapped to his ribs, immobilising him within a press of fishnet-painted flesh.
Lifting a book, she diverted her attention from her subject and started to read, her slave breathing heavily as he sought to accustom to his lot.
After only a few minutes she decided to straighten her legs, and her mesh patterned limbs settled across his face, making him swell within his briefs at the mere sight of such magnificent splendour.
When they settled across his face, he drank of their splendid scent, fighting the urge to lick at them. In such captivity he had to draw his breath through the canyons of folded, exquisite legs and his own helmet and underwear hampered nostrils.
A gloved hand reached around behind her, weaving in and closing about his groin where it chose to squeeze on some random impulse. He whimpered slightly, the pressure increasing as she rolled her knuckles to send flutters of nausea through his stomach, the effects brought about by the brutality being visited upon his groin. Caressing them with a heavy hand, she listened to his groans as she read from the novel, stopping only to turn the pages. With her grip she was playing him like an instrument, the compression forcing out his notes of woe.
The pressure upon his genitalia eased slightly, but he knew that it was only fuelling a more potent suffering prior to her departure from him. The sudden flight of the burden of her glorious form would be a painful jolt that he dreaded.
Without his knowledge a set of clover clamps were taken and snaked towards his nipples, circling the flesh like sharks, readying to bite. When they touched him with their padded and tightly sprung maws, it took a few moments to discern what they were, especially through the latex of his dress. Then he winced and trembled, fighting to accustom to the effects they were creating from the instant nipped into the soft buds that were their sole prey.
The dress was no shield from the effects, and the pain seeped through as though the black sweltering shell were the most flimsy of silks. Breathing with severity against her legs, the pain ebbed to a more tolerable beat, and with eyes gazing into the sea of fishnet and flesh above him he remained still and quiet for her.
For ages the silvery clamps were his sole source of attention, their affliction keeping his awareness as he prayed for her to remove them. Scowling within the secret confines of his hood, he endured them with only minor grumbles, his erection still rigid against the leggings. To be aroused by something that tormented him so, it was a strange discrepancy in his psyche. It made little sense, but then again, he did not need it to, all he had to do was surrender himself to that which he enjoyed.
The slim fingers of his oppressor closed to the clamps and turned and pulled at them a few times, banishing any levity to the pain in the flesh. The links that connected them were used as a reign for long minutes, Mistress Despoiler tugging and pulling at them, steering her steed through a forest of suffering, the drag making the infernal teeth of the implements bite all the more rigidly.
Removing them simultaneously, a harrowing blast of pain poured through the soft tissues, making him cry through clenched teeth, his eyes screwed shut as he sought to ride out the brief spike of mayhem.
The Mistress sighed contentedly at the fruits of her pastime, and reached back to knead his groin, the gauge of his libido testifying that despite his groans, he was finding this as pleasurable as she.
The fishnet view shifted aside, opening his gloom-accustomed eyes to the light of the afternoon, and squinting, he felt his stress increase as she readied to get off her living chair. The weight of his hallowed tyrant arose, and he groaned afresh, the pounding ache that sifted through his chest making him fight for breath. It felt as though he were undergoing some sort of depressurization, his innards ready to erupt through his bruised ribs.
“Did Mistress Lynn clean you out, slave?” she asked, towering over him, her shadow across his face as he blinked and regarded her silhouette.
“No, Mistress Despoiler.”
“I thought not. Well, we had best attend this hadn’t we? I have to keep my Porcupine spotlessly clean both inside and out.”
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler,” he mumbled.
Rolling onto his front, he lifted himself with effort onto hands and knees to accept his leash.
“What was that, slave?”
He repeated his words with more distinction, making his acknowledgement of her power over him clear as the rules required of him.
Taking him by this chain, he was restored to a wavering stance on his heels and she took him back to the dungeon room, where all was still arrayed and would be ever more. No more hiding their actions. The only other person who could feasibly discover such arsenals of illicit vice was now a part their use, and the situation was deemed never to end.
It was now a permanent state of affairs between them. Would Mistress Lynn have the stamina to stay in her part? Would she tire of it? She was a frivolous creature at best, would her infatuation with deeds of sadomasochism fade now that they had been acted upon, the fantasy nowhere near as sweet once removed from fantasy. For that matter, would the same apply to him? He had dreamed of permanent enslavement, eager to give up all to complete his existence as her slave, but now that it was real, could he handle it? Had it lost its appeal now that it had entered the harsh and uncaring glare of reality as opposed to the warm fuzzy glow of fantasy?
“On your knees, slave,” she demanded, having him fold before her so she might padlock leather shackles to his wrists.
With the bonds set steadfast, she folded them up his spine, utilising cord to catch the rear D ring of his collar, trapping his limbs and denying interference with the enema.
His fingers pawed uselessly at the web of thin strings, unable to access the high knots, his arms already starting to resound with echoes of nuisance from their pose.
A jug of water was gained, and the slim plastic nozzle held by his rear. A tug hauled free the plug and set it aside, and in its place came the hardened tube of the enema.
Twitching with the entry, he relaxed a little and closed his eyes softly when her heel touched his shoulder and pushed. Bending at his middle, he put his forehead to the ground, his back arched, his rear hovering in the air, ready to guzzle the deluge she would deliver. Through his splayed legs he could see her boots, a glimpse of mesh and swung pipe afforded to him before his belly cut off the sight.
The flood began to steadily pour through his tracts, gathering the few particles he had eaten, the loss of this meagre intake flushing him out easily. During the process of slow injection, he stared intently into her boots, letting his eyes feed themselves on her heels and the patent leather. The twinges of discomfort as his gluttonous belly was fed to satiety only seemed to add to his prurient appetites.
With a measured gait she stepped before him, holding the bag in one hand. Pressing one heel into his back, she left the other before his face.
“Lick them, slave,” she stated.
Without further need for permission, he adored the footwear, towing his moist tongue across the resilient fields of black patent leather as waters poured into his rear.
A crop flashed down and drew anger on his buttocks, making him jolt, the stiffening of his rear causing a sudden glut of water to stretch his tracts. Relaxing quickly, he let it drift deeper into him, the waters spreading out, eating away all space.
“Please, Mistress, it hurts,” he whined, the stress on his intestines increasing beyond his capacity to take in silence.
“It isn’t supposed to be pleasurable slave,” she commented, and added a stroke of particular venom to berate his words.
“But, Mistress, I don’t have anymore room,” he pleaded.
“Nonsense, there’s plenty of space, so stop whining.”
Again the crop struck, his belly choked with waters that were flexing their strength, straining against their imprisoning walls of flesh. The stabs of discomfort were rising into pain, making him whimper, assured that the douche would erupt forth as a geyser or rupture him if he did not act soon.
“Pleeease, Mistress, I can’t hold anymore, its going to spill out,” he implored.
“Then you will be licking up every drop, slave, so keep it in until I am done.”
The crop descended again, and finally the bag ran dry, cursing him with a struggling presence loitering within him, irked and seeking escape.
With the douche sloshing within his canals, she removed the nozzle and hung up the apparatus, ready for the next time.
Leaving him in this ideal pose, she delivered six harsh strokes of the crop across his bare rear. It made him struggle and writhe, the exercise agitating the waters within him, making it extremely taxing to hold back a spurt.
Left with his face pressed to the floor and flushed from his endurance, he heard the crop slip back onto its hook and she straightened his attire, sealing him back in. Should he release now, the briefs, leggings and skirt would serve to keep his internal ocean pressed to him, his uniform becoming a rank wetsuit.
“Sit up, slave,” she stated brusquely.
With a wince he complied, the use of his stomach muscles making the tension against the walls of his insides increase radically.
“Now read,” she hissed, and placed the copy of the rules before him, onto his lap.
Wetting his lips with a trembling tongue, the swell within him drifted back to push to his desperately tensed sphincter. Sealing his defences as best he could, he started to announce each rule, the words becoming more uneven with each passing line.
Mistress Despoiler stood over him, monitoring his oratory, making sure he was pronouncing each correctly, for they were her doctrines and were not to be trifled with.
Three times she made him read the entire document, his words strained and corrupted to the point of incoherence towards the end as he fought with all his might to hold back the distending river.
“You may expel the douche,” she permitted, opening the cords, letting his hands fall by his sides, still snared by the locked manacles, but unconnected and free.
Rising quickly, he started to make for the door, his heeled boots corrupting his passage, almost causing him to fall the moment he arose.
“Aren’t you forgetting something, slave,” she added with a light air.
He froze and turned back, lowering before her as she regarded the ceiling with an emphasised noble gaze.
“I’m sorry, Mistress Despoiler. Thank you for cleaning your humble slave, and for punishing him,” he said with clear but trembling words.
“That’s better. But I will not tolerate such disobedience of the rules for much longer, so you had best apply yourself to them.”
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler, I will endeavour to do better.”
“See that you do, slave,” she stated with asperity, dropping her stare to regard him with a venomous glare.
After being momentarily petrified by her fierce glower, he scuttled away and to the safety of the toilet, there to expel the soiled waters.
Yanking down his uniform, he sat alone in his cell, thinking over the situation. It could not have been more perfect. She was going to train him completely, erase his misgivings and turn him into a devoted and obedient hound for her pleasure. Together they would live the full fantasy of domination. How fortunate he was to be here.
As the last of the waters were spat free of his insides, he reached around and took up his solid length. He knew he was in danger of being discovered, but he was desperate, and so started to work the obstinate shaft with enthusiasm. Closing his eyes, leaning back, he gradually shuffled his hand, feeling himself growing ever more rigid in his own grasp. He filled his mind with dissolute thoughts of Mistress Despoiler, pledging himself to her through such an iniquitous act, despite it being a felony to her mastery of him.
The door suddenly flew open, revealing her standing there, eyes sparkling with a mixture of fury and excitement at having caught him in such a compromising act.
“Have you forgotten rules ten and eleven, slave?” she stated with a vituperative growl.
“No, Mistress Despoiler,” he said meekly, his hand dropping away as he quaked under her intense stare, his shame burning him from within.
“Then state them, slave!” she snapped.
“I…I…am the property of Mistress Despoiler, and I…”
“Pathetic lies!” she interrupted, and grabbed his ponytail, dragging his head back as she stepped astride his seated lap. Her torso rose over his face as he was bent back, his scalp stabbing with prickly sensation, her latex smoothed torso tickling his arched chest.
“Rule ten. I will ask the permission of Mistress Despoiler to satisfy any need I may have,” she reminded, and turned her hold, making him yelp.
“Rule eleven. My body and mind are the property of Mistress Despoiler.”
Again she turned her hold, and grabbed his chin, holding his mouth tightly shut as she stared close into his eyes. Her breath wafted onto his eyes through the vents in the mask, his terror immense at her ferociousness now that she had fully embraced her role.
“Did you ask permission?”
“No, Mistress Despoiler.”
“No, Mistress Despoiler,” she repeated with anger.
“Did you forget who owns you?”
“No, Mistress Despoiler.”
“No, Mistress Despoiler.”
A brief pause followed, and she condemned him with harsh words.
“So you recalled it, and disobeyed anyway. Do you not care, or do you no longer fear me or feel the need to obey me?” she asked over tightly pursed lips, her knuckles rolling, punishing his scalp.
“I couldn’t resist, Mistress Despoiler. I’m sorry,” he burbled.
With a shove of infuriated response, she moved from him, her hands turned into balled fists of rage.
“So you like to masturbate do you? Well I’ll teach you!” she hissed, and grabbed his collar, dragging him out and across the hall, snatching a thin crop on her way.
Opening the door to Mistress Lynn’s room, he was shown to the cupboard, his leggings and briefs still lowered, his skirt around his waist.
It was a sunken chamber in the wall beside the water heater, the wooden box around the tank forming the left hand wall. At the door to the sunken airing cupboard, she removed a key from her pocket, popped open the weighty padlock, and opened the interior, revealing that the small, cramped interior had been changed drastically.
The inside was lit by a low wattage bulb, and all the papers and boxes of junk that had been stored within had been removed. A heavy ring hung in the centre of the ceiling, and two were set on either side by the door frame, each with a set of leather restraints affixed to them, the heavy shackles adorned with locks of their own. In addition, a ring on the opposite wall clearly awaited the introduction of his collar.
“Get in,” she growled, and dropped a strip of fire across his thigh, the leg leaping up and balancing him precariously on one foot before he could restore a normal stance.
Clambering in, he dropped down and turned to face her, his eyes filled with fear at what she was intending.
Reaching in, Mistress Despoiler pushed his back to the far wall and locked his collar tightly to the awaiting circle of steel. With roughness she dragged his rubber bound legs out and sealed them to the fetters, spreading the limbs and leaving his groin blatantly open.
With her face possessed of a wicked glower, she hauled his briefs and leggings further down and left his penis hanging loose before her. Without warning Mistress Despoiler left for a moment, entering the dungeon and returning with objects which she immediately presented.
The first was a small stereo that she placed well out of reach and then switched on, leaving it playing the indoctrinating tape of rules to him, the words echoing through the Lilliputian prison.
The butt plug was jammed back into its sheath, bringing a throe from his form as his sphincter despised the return.
Placing a small pot with a screw top lid upon the floor between his split thighs, she took hold of the door and hung the rules and picture of herself on the interior hook, the portrait instantly stoking his desire.
“You will stay in here until you have filled that pot! If I detect one trace that you have contaminated it with anything other than your foul issue, I will make you drink it all before starting again,” she promised, and closed the door, plunging him into the soft twilight of the tiny cell.
Reaching down, he took up his loosed member, feeling himself growing in expectation of his relief. At last he had privacy to perform, and with the picture of his enslaver hovering before him, he could not help himself. Immediately he was bulging in his own grasp and lethargically shuffling his grip, squirming in his bonds and sweat slickened uniform, gripping the plug with his rear.
Staring at her contours, he could not refrain from his masturbation she had latched onto some secret portion of his psyche and was exploiting it fully. In moments he was shivering and gasping, milking his penis and sending spattering milky globules into the pot. After extracting all the bliss he could take, he settled into a stolid pose, limp as he wiped his penis on the container and then closed the lid to deny evaporation the chance to undo his work.
The bondage suddenly became more annoying, the loss of his pressing lusts having shrivelled his desire to be treated thus, and only the vision of his owner kept him willing to continue.
After a few minutes of recovery, he began again, the task of bringing himself back to erection being one considerably more difficult this time. He played with the plug a little, helping fan the fires of his greed. Fighting the rawness of his length, all the while her rules flowed through his ears and eyes, the heat of his latex uniform keeping him dizzy while it pressed to his own slick skin.
Grabbing the pot, he unscrewed the lid and gasped and groaned, shuffling in his bonds as he released a smaller measure into the jar, shuddering.
After this, he tried again once he had taken a short break, his penis now feeling sore, each session of enforced self-abuse chafing the flesh, making it harder and harder to extract any quantity of semen for her purpose. He considered spitting into the pot to speed his release, but he had no wish to be made to gulp down the contents should she discover it.
Would she make him do it anyway as further punishment? It was a treat to discover that she was capable of such a threat, that she would make him obey by presenting a consequence he could not face, that exceeded his limits. It was an expert sentence, because he had to strive to comply rather than face it, whereas if it was a lesser punishment, he might well succumb to his dark perversity and deliberately fail to gain the consequences such a failure brought. She was truly adept in her workings, that much was for sure, and heedless of the consequences he was hers forever, and there was to be no going back. The bridges that permitted retreat were already in flames.
Even if he pleaded with her, begged her to go back to how things were, could it be done? Would she even consider it? No, she had all she wanted, as she wanted, and his words would only have him punished and indoctrinated further to erase these misgivings.
The next attempt was even harder, his penis actually hurting now, the final orgasm a minute thing that was far eclipsed by the sore state of his flesh. He was still perhaps three more times short, and he could not continue, he had to rest, leaving himself in the bondage, listening to the tape, excogitating on his fate.
In vexed irritation he extracted the butt plug, setting it aside and letting his rear recover, hoping that he not be investigated before he had finished and reinserted the toy.
It was like the old punishment of forcing a child caught smoking to sit in a cupboard and finish boxes of them. His crime had been the using of that which no longer belonged to him, and the vengeance applied was to use it until he was in self-inflicted agony.
Resting himself, he lingered on his fate, making sure he kept himself dedicated to his goal, thinking prurient thoughts of his latex Empress, keeping himself fixed lest he start to resent his confinement and make it all the harder on himself.
Grabbing the half-hearted erection once more, he continued, working himself to an uncomfortable climax and adding another meagre measure to the pot. Deciding to wait longer this time, he read the rules to pass the time, mumbling along to them and reading them with the voice of his goddess. It was like a prayer, a list of her psalms that he had to memorise to pledge his faith to her eldritch religion.
For a time he examined and fumbled upon the locks and bonds, finding that though he had access, they were not to be defeated without the keys. The anchors were set deep, the screws too tight to extract without a tool.
One final time he closed his aching fingers to his burning shaft and with a wince started to coax forth an erection before working himself to painful satiety. The last spurt of his issue filled the small pot almost to capacity, and with a satisfied grin of no small relief he closed the lid tight. Drawing up briefs and leggings, he put away his chafed length, burying it beneath cool latex and drew the skirt back into place. Slouching in his bonds, relaxing, he awaited her return, his lesson learned through numerous grating lessons.
 
Looking into the dead vacant eyes of the teddy bear, she turned it around and ran a finger down its back. The slight trace of parted stitching gave her clue to alteration, and the unruffled, pristine nature of the toy proved that such a seam was not a result of wear and tear. Squeezing it, she felt a hint of something solid within.
Lynn had the skills of a seamstress, so it was logical to conclude that any hiding place might well be one sewn shut.
Her slave probably thought her ignorant as to Lynn’s excesses, but such was not the case. When she revealed the truth, she would probably have to punish him for having so little faith in her. She could still hear him, in the cupboard, tutoring himself as to the errors of his ways, in the doom that would befall him for defying her rule.
Opening the seam, she extracted the tape and returned to the other room, slipping on headphones as she listened to the contents. A smile crept across her face, tickling her cheeks with a beaming amusement at such a scheme.
It was a cunning ploy, one that her little slave would easily fall for, but which she had been expecting and had actually orchestrated prior to permitting it to unfold.
To have gained such awareness and perception of her surroundings, it made her feel all the more powerful. Her position as a Goddess was unquestioned, she felt omnipotent, this house was her universe where she was absolute ruler, and nothing could escape her attention, or her influence. All that had transpired had done so to her design.
Satisfied, she replaced the useless blackmail chip and used the same thread to restore the seam, hiding her discovery, letting Lynn believe she could taint or corrupt as she wished. But she was serving a purpose, and would continue to do so until the all-knowing entity of Mistress Despoiler decided otherwise.
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Seventeen
 
 
Lynn stood before the front door, took a deep breath of courage and slipped her key into the lock. Opening it wide, she stepped through, clutching the shopping bag in which she had gathered several new purchases to assist her new role.
No sooner had the door closed than the voice of the Mistress reached out to control her.
“Come here, slave,” she stated, revealing instantly as to what caste she was first to dwell in.
Following the sound into the living room, she found the Mistress laying in the soft arms of the couch. She was clad in tight folds of burnished jet, the latex second skin hugging to her legs, rolling beneath stiletto ankle boots.
A short skirt of the same impermeable fabric clutched around her abdomen, and a gloss corset arose to haul at her sides and submerge half of her breasts beneath its cups. The crosses formed by the lacing down front and back were like kisses, each drawn tight, making her delicious curves all the more appetising to Lynn’s ravenous eyes.
She still wore her peaked cap, and the spiked collar and bracelets once more adorned her with their dissuading vicious appearance.
“How was work, slave?” she asked, pointing down to the area directly before her, causing Lynn to wilt and set aside the bag, its contents scheduled and intended for her dominant persona.
“It was fine, Mistress,” she replied humbly, eyes down, kneeling in penance before her owner.
“Did you relieve yourself?” her owner asked bluntly.
Lynn was momentarily taken aback by the question, the invasion of such a private fact making her stammer a few syllables, trying to find a way to answer that did not expose the embarrassing truth.
“Answer me, slave!” she hissed, and skimmed a light swat across the top of Lynn’s head, flicking over a few tufts of hair.
The sudden enforcement of her regnant melted the free will Lynn had recovered through the day and she withered under the ferocious tone and stinging smack.
“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, but I did, I couldn’t help it,” she confessed, recalling the sneaking trip she had made into the toilets in the morning. Taking advantage of isolated solitude she had extracted her relief while dreaming of being back in this house and at the feet of the pitiless dominatrix.
“You disobeyed. You used my property without consulting me first,” accused the Mistress, closing a fist into the back of Lynn’s hair, pulling down to lift her features so that the slave might face the close and angered visage of her judge.
“I couldn’t Mistress, you weren’t there.”
“You could have called.”
“Called?” she questioned with shock, the prospect of sitting amidst her work mates and conducting such a request in front of them was unthinkable. Even though she did not possess a mobile, there were occasional precious moments where no one was around. She could feasibly do it, but it would be dangerous. The concept of being caught added a spice to the notion, one that had her almost eager to be back at work and soliciting the permission to masturbate from her Mistress.
“Yes! The phone, slave. You can dial can you not?” she stated with a vituperative hiss, pulling more forcefully on the follicles she had snatched.
“Yes, but, the office, I…”
“I do not care. Next time, if you want to make use of my possessions, you will call and ask. If I say no, you will not. If I say yes, you may pleasure yourself. Is that understood?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“And don’t even think you an disobey, because I will know, slave.”
“Yes, Mistress,” Lynn answered with the sneaking suspicion that she would indeed know, the eyes of the Mistress ferreting out the confession from her slave’s eyes, seeing past what her mouth offered as an explanation.
“Now go and take off all your clothes, put your hair up, and meet me in the bedroom, slave,” she stated, releasing her with a fling so that she crumbled onto her side, her scalp aching.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Lynn arose, grabbed her bag and skipped meekly upstairs. Once within her room, she started to peel off her attire, stepping out of underwear and putting it all away ready for the next day. Gathering up her hair, she brushed out the knots and formed it into a rigorous ponytail, working with speed, her anticipation making her nervous and jittery.
Once completely nude, she proceeded next door, where she found the Mistress already waiting, her collar stretched between her cruel fingers.
The Mistress beckoned her forth and buckled the device in place, adding a padlock and then giving the D ring a tug to ensure all was firmly in place.
“Put these on,” announced the Mistress, handing her a black latex garment.
Accepting the cool rubber, she found that it was a set of briefs. But facing inward were two stocky dildos, each of which spewed a wire out from the other side, the cables leading to a small control box that the Mistress held. A tube of gel was handed over, the lubricant presented to assist Lynn in donning the intimate panties.
The vibrators would be controlled and operated by the Mistress, used to pleasure and tease her while she was mounted atop them. With haste she started to thread her legs in, and after smearing a generous measure of gel atop the two points, she worked their lengths into her. Groaning and shaking as they glided deep into her tracts, Lynn pulled up the briefs and straightened them, cupping her hands to the bases that pushed out as her muscles chewed upon the trespassers.
Suddenly they erupted with humming life, thrashing within her rear and sex, causing her to stiffen upright and squeak with shock at how vigorous their attention was.
The momentary flare of activity was stopped and Lynn sagged a little, panting from the sharp sensation that had been poured into her.
“Stand up, slave,” ordered the Mistress, and as she arose, a short pole was placed horizontally at the small of her back.
“Fold your arms over it and lace your fingers against your belly, slave.”
Lynn tried to do as she was told, but found that her fingers could only touch each other’s tips, the pole digging into the crease of her arm and stopping her from doing fully as she had been bade.
The Mistress had known the limitations and merely continued regardless. Rope was taken up and the thin coils began to encompass Lynn’s thin body.
A hoop again dropped about her neck and ran down her front, pausing to knot and then throw itself out, encasing her wrists, binding them before continuing its descent. The two ropes ran beneath her, and were pulled up tightly against her sex, slipping through her buttocks and to her rear, driving the dildos deeper into her, pushing her onto tiptoe. The rope snagged the back of the neck hoops and started to reach out once more with its woven tendrils.
A cross formation about her chest tightened through degrees, and then snagged her biceps. From here, loops ran in a figure of eight across her chest, each hoop snaring a breast and wringing it, making Lynn gasp as her assets welled with discomfort.
Locked within the intricate plexus of loops and knots, each breath fought the compression, the rope grating against her skin.
The Mistress released the long lines of excess, leaving them as a forsaken leash that spilled onto the floor. Instead, she stepped before her property and looked across her strangled breasts. Lynn winced slightly as her nipples were tweaked, the Mistress choosing to grope and fondle the bound breasts prior to continuing with other deeds.
A set of clover clamps appeared and Lynn groaned inwardly at the sight of them. Opening their padded jaws in twin grips, the two implements closed in towards her erect teats. Releasing them, they settled their fierce bite into place as Lynn inhaled deeply with shock, the chain links that connected them rattling as she shuddered in her restraints.
The dull pound of their influence was stronger now because of the breast bondage, accentuating their effects as they hung from her, the chain chilly against her skin.
“Now, slave. Lick my boots, and do a good job. You are already going to be punished for having masturbated without permission, don’t compound your errors by treating my boots with anything other than total respect.”
“Yes, Mistress,” she whispered, and sank down, moving awkwardly because of the pole against her back and the loss of her arms to serve as balances.
Grovelling at the feet of the Mistress, Lynn started to lap at the dark boots, slobbering on them and attending their polishing with a flashing tongue, the organ still a little raw from all the oral sex she had performed the previous night.
The dildos sprung into life, the Mistress spinning the dial that sent them into a frenzy of thrumming motion. The rods thrashed against her tracts, tickling her clitoris and making her fawn on the boots with all the more adoration. The dildos slowed their rate, dropping to a slower shuffle, maintaining her hedonistic haze.
There was a whistle of air and a thwack sounded against her raised and proffered buttocks. An instant later the compressed nerves erupted with a new wave of extra pain, the cane a methodical and crafty enemy.
Lynn unleashed a pained squeak and paused in her task, slithering through the peak of suffering. The dildos stepped up their speed, helping banish the clouds of duress and restoring her to her lowly duty.
Again the cane struck, freezing her in a silent mewling wail as the rods again speeded their rate to compensate for the strike of the cane.
Working with diligence, she completed her task, loitering on the heels for added self-satisfaction, the rods rocking softly within her, causing her to grip at them with her orifices.
The deed could have been completed in minutes, but she was often stalled in her task, the searing assault of the cane onto her rear breaking her effort and leaving her sobbing in endurance. The process of beating and added effort for the toys was an addition that tore at her mind, subduing her further in algolagnic fervour, making her submission swell, feeding the seed, causing it to send new roots through every aspect of her persona.
“Now my legs and skirt, slave,” she ordered, and added another capricious flick of the bamboo stave.
Choking back a scream, Lynn dropped a cheek against the tight calves of the Mistress, the rubber warm to her skin as she weathered the latest episode published by the scourge.
Her tongue spilled out and she started to lick with alacrity, her actions a pleasure because of the exotic taste of the latex, the firm and succulent legs of the Mistress that lurked beneath them, protected from her slobbering devotions, and of course the implements shaking within her.
Circling around her owner, she spiralled gradually up, taking licks of the cane without complaint as she adored the latex legs and then the sheath of her owner’s skirt.
Flashes of pain, bursts of pleasure, all given amidst the taste and glorious overwhelming scent of latex as she squirmed within the web of ropes.
“Are you done, slave?” she asked upon seeing Lynn wander across her skirt for the third time.
“Yes, Mistress,” she replied, settling back on her haunches.
The Mistress looked over the work, the latex shimmering with streaks of moisture. Sticking out her boots, she checked them and found that no smudges or stains had been left behind.
“It will do, slave. Now stand up.”
Lynn complied, rising with a little difficulty as the Mistress took the loose ends of the ropes. The two ends were split and fed through the small eyelets that tipped each end of the pole, fastenings that Lynn had not previously seen.
The ropes were drawn up and fed through stout eyelets that had been screwed into the ceiling, each rope rising vertically and then being drawn tight before fasting back on itself.
Lynn was brought to tiptoe and left semi-suspended, the pole digging in, the weight of her upon the anchors causing the ropes to pull at her more distinctly, compressing her torso.
“Now, a little something to help keep you quiet, slave,” she prescribed and appeared before Lynn with the ball gag.
Squeezing her fingers into Lynn’s cheek, she demanded a rictus and then stuffed the large ball within. Holding it there, she paid the buckled straps about her head and tightened them to a remorseless fit.
“There. After all, silence is golden, is it not?” she smirked, and then presented a silvery handle, the top of which was armed with a circle of steel, its edge flicking out tiny sharp spires. With a flick she span the wheel, the implement whizzing like the spur of a cowboy.
“Have you ever felt a pinwheel before, slave?” she asked, already aware of the answer, she just wanted to enlighten as to what the tool was.
Lynn shook her head from side to side, lines of saliva escaping over her lips before she corrected her oversight and tilted her head back to keep hold of the reservoir.
“Well, now is your chance. First though, let’s get these obstructions out our way,” she decreed and flicked the hanging clamps.
Lynn whimpered in expectation as the Mistress closed a hand to one of them, pulling softly at the snared tender morsel, a grin creeping around the corners of her mouth as Lynn grimaced and gurgled.
With a croak of pain she answered the flight of the first clamp, dropping her head back, hanging more heavily on the pole as her legs sagged and she gasped for new breath. The feeling thundered back in, intense and savage upon her.
She was just recovering when the second extraction was staged, throwing her back to a fit of shaking strain.
The dildos broke into new action and Lynn tottered on the balls of her feet, her legs pressed together as she squirmed, the implements rattling against her insides, making her bite to the gag and respire in random fits.
Turning the dial back down, the Mistress eased the effects and moved in with the pinwheel. The nip of the device as it bit a path of stinging stabs across her breasts had Lynn shaking with duress, unable to shield or draw the targeted areas away.
Rows of prickly jabs were painted in meandering arcs across her, the pinwheel a nuisance that had her skipping from foot to foot.
The Mistress descended, taking its effects to her stomach and then onto her thighs, the worst roads it followed being those that took it to her inner regions. She dared not try and close her legs to protect herself, for with the wheel already within, she would crush it, and surely puncture her skin with such a foolhardy venture.
The Mistress drew her fill of this fun, tormenting Lynn with the cruel toy before setting it aside and stepping back to regard the grizzling slave in full, her skin slick with a soft layer of salty dew from her struggles.
Still armed with the pinwheel, the Mistress dropped the control box, leaving the toys running at a lethargic pace. Taking the cat paddle, she walked behind the bound Lynn, leaving the slave ignorant as to what she could expect.
“This is for your felony against my rule today, slave,” she revealed, offering the reason for the imminent castigation.
The paddle howled in and clapped to a buttock, the applause rippling her anus, making Lynn jolt and skip on her feet, unable to fall or get away as the Mistress continued with another three sharp strokes.
In the pause that followed, the sharp teeth of the wheel started to play across the flushed skin, adding further spite to them before it fled.
A hand closed about her ponytail, holding her in place in expectation of greater resistance. But what had the Mistress deserted? The wheel? Or the paddle?
The answer came when an area of her rear was filled with a startled heat. Immediately a swift lambasting came, the Mistress slamming the paddle to her with significant force, making Lynn struggle and wail, fighting to get free, beset by panic as she was savaged.
She could not tell how many blows were being delivered, her mind was filled only with the need to get away, to break out and dive into shelter or cover the abused region. The anchor on her hair stopped her turning round, and her wails were stifled by the gag, leaving them to emerge as gurgling whimpers and shouts.
Only once her buttocks were a churning mass of fiery feeling did the Mistress stop, and Lynn drooped in her confines, her body spasming as she flopped her head forward, heedless of the dribble that fell over her lips.
The Mistress appeared before her and comforted her head in both hands, the paddle gone, proving that the session of punishment was over.
“There, there, it’s all over. You’ve paid for your crime,” she whispered, Lynn once more succumbing to a weeping fit as the feeling of acute purging once more rolled through her system. Fingers played the buckle on the back of her head and the ball gag was drawn away.
“Thank you, Mistress,” she immediately sniffled, utterly besotted with the rule of her owner, all to willing to endure anything for her.
“Would you like to be taken with a strap on, slave?” asked the Mistress, stroking her damp hair.
“Oh yes, Mistress, yes please,” Lynn blurted rashly, the thought of being penetrated by the Mistress, ridden by her was one she found intensely enticing. The recall of Fire Opal performing such a ravishing was exciting, the thought of the Mistress doing the same was a temptation beyond measure.
“You will have to pay for it though, pay in pain,” she warned, continuing to comfort her distraught slave.
“You still want me to do it? Because if you say yes, there will be no backing out. I shall torment you until I am satisfied you have earned my attention. I will not listen to any cry, any threat or begging plea for mercy once I begin?”
Lynn pondered for a moment and knew what answer she had to give, she had no choice, she wanted the abuse almost as much as she craved the violations of the Mistress.
“Please, Mistress, I still want it.”
“Very well.”
Without delay the Mistress began to strip off the ropes, setting Lynn free, unfurling the tight bonds and taking off the dildo pants until she was once more stood naked before her.
The leather restraints were once set on her ankles and wrists, and this time, a wooden pole roughly the length of a broom handle was placed to her shoulders. Her arms were set to it, placing her in a cruciform pose.
A roll of cling film was taken up, and the translucent layers were wrapped to her wrists, setting the pole in position before the Mistress started to entomb her arms in full, winding the plastic around and around, forming a tight cocoon. A plexus about her chest connected the two sides and her other arm was treat to a similar entrapment, leaving her limbs spread out by the pole.
Rope was fixed to each end, and the coils were flung up to the ceiling hooks, hanging slack, the lengths ready to suspend her by the wooden strut.
New ropes caught her ankles, and the Mistress fed their ends through distant rings in the ceiling, the eyelets spaced far apart so that they would draw her legs wide, splaying her in the air.
“You are still sure you want to pay this price?” asked the Mistress, stepping over with a new gag, one of considerably more skill at silencing a wailing slave.
“Yes, Mistress,” she answered timidly, opening her mouth and accepting the limp bulb that emerged from the leather faceplate. The gag was pressed to her, and the straps reached out around and over her head, tightening under her chin and pushing it deeper into her mouth. An inflator was screwed on, the oval bulb pushed onto the nozzle and subjected to rapid squeezes that had it billowing within her maw. Her tongue was stamped beneath it, and her jaws forced out against the straps, letting the welling balloon fill her entirely, stopping her from even respiring through her mouth, forcing her to wheeze through her nose.
With her slave rendered mute, the Mistress took the hanging ropes. The first pulls made her ankles retreat, forcing her to lower herself so that she hung from the pole, her arms and body supported by the cling film sheath.
Further pulls dragged back her legs and then hoisted them into the air, spreading them as she groaned, her body being racked by the confinement, the suspension hard to endure, but she had no means to protest, and even if she had, such dissent was to be ignored.
Had she agreed too rashly? Could she take this?
The Mistress moved before her, armed with the clover clamps, but now, rings of metal had been fed onto the chain, the hoops serving as an oppressive weight that would greatly influence and magnify their effects.
Lynn tried to wriggle out of the way, to do something to evade the application, but the Mistress merely smiled and clipped them in place. Muted squeals seeped through the gag as her teats were hauled down and compressed terribly.
The Mistress watched Lynn’s dismay for a moment and then proceeded to levy the rest of her intended fee on her slave.
The device she drew was one that had Lynn momentarily confused. A pair of tweezers clicked in her fingers, the wicked glower of the Mistress proving that they had a diabolic purpose, but none she could fathom.
When she heard the Mistress wander between her opened legs, Lynn flew into panic, realising now what was intended. She whimpered and choked her pleas, trying to defeat the gag, but no coherent word could escape.
The tweezers took a tuft of hair from her rear, delving into the valley of her buttocks and then tugging it out. The roots bellowed with fury, making Lynn dance in her restraints, the weight of her own form helping to keep her under control as she was held aloft.
Again the tweezers dove in, gathering more bunches of hair before jolting back, yanking them out, the plucking driving her mad with calamity.
The Mistress continued her extraction process, clearing the tangled forest of her rear, stripping all hair that lay within. The ordeal was the most trying Lynn had faced, and there was absolutely nothing she could do to stop it, and she had to also contend with the awareness that she herself had demanded it.
The hope that the stripping was over vanished when the tweezers reached under her, taking more pubic hair from around her sex and then hauling it out amidst her squealing yowls. The weights danced and jumped beneath her, adding to the ordeal as she sobbed and wailed, frantic for this to end.
Finally, once her entire belly had been stripped bald by the sadistic ministrations of the Mistress, it ended.
Lynn was left languid in her bonds, sweat dripping from her face, lines of dribble stretching out from under the face plate of her gag. Her eyes were wet with tears, her body shaking from terrible shock. Amazed at how intense it had been, she felt all the more pleased for having been dragged through it, made to face her limits before being hauled over them and to new regions.
It was a strange sense of accomplishment, and a memorable view of the scenario almost made it pleasurable in retrospect, and now she had her reward to look forward to.
Already the Mistress was strapping on an artificial phallus, buckling the harness about her abdomen, the fake sex waggling as she lifted a tube.
Lynn’s eyes bulged in horror as she saw that it was not the lubricant, but was instead a tube of Deep Heat. Fighting her bonds, she clawed at the plastic, trying to get out, to ask for the Mistress not to do this to her, but she knew she had to face it.
Without meeting the imploring eyes of her slave, the Mistress walked around and aimed into Lynn’s loitering pussy her belly on full display thanks to the suspension bondage.
The rod kissed her lips and started to slither in. A few seconds later the effects struck home as though someone had placed a match to the cool gel, lighting it up with a sudden flash fire of sensation.
The embrocation cream made her shriek, her eyes screwed shut as the heat burned at her sex, making her cavort upon the dildo, plunging herself deeper onto it and by no design of her own, spreading more of it into her. She wriggled and squirmed, the effects subsiding a little, but still afflicting her with their baleful malediction.
The Mistress started to rock back and forth, diving deep into Lynn, testing her absolute depths, filling her entirely as she choked with delight, the molestation more than outweighing the gloom of the searing cream.
Hands reached under as she was thrust into, the fingers taking the clamps as she braced herself, trying to fight off what she knew would happen when the weighted curses to her breasts were removed. No sooner had the clamps departed than she was screeching at the top of her lungs, the air spilling around the gag as her teats snatched back their power of feeling and squealed at the compression they had been forced to endure, their voices previously kept silent by the crushing pinch of the clamps.
Thrown into delirium, she spasmed and wept, finally settling back into the pleasure of being strung up and taken by her owner, the Mistress continuing to bury her adopted manhood into the belly of her slave.
Without the pain of the clamps, and with the dwindling in effect of the cream, climax started to swiftly beckon, and locked within the tight prison of the Mistress, Lynn suddenly set free new soul-torn wails as the first orgasms bored into her, intense and delectable, sweetened by her containment in plastic, leather and rope.
Drawing out a few more bursts of ecstasy, the Mistress finally withdrew, leaving Lynn a stolid ruin in her bonds.
Lynn was barely aware of her surroundings as she was taken down and the trammels removed from her, the plastic cut off and she was left huddled on the floor in a weak ball.
“What do you say, slave?” she asked.
“Thank you, Mistress,” she wheezed softly, barely cognitive.
“Good, slave. You did well. Now, I’m going to take a bath, you will get changed and meet me downstairs. We have a slave to dominate,” she crooned, and patting Lynn’s head, she strolled from the room, leaving Lynn huddled in recovery. 
 
 
Chapter Eighteen
 
 
For seemingly hours he waited. Night must have fallen, Mistress Lynn had to have returned. Would he spend the night in this cell? Would Mistress Lynn be sleeping just without? The prospect of having her with such access was worrying, for she was sure to open the door and apply her own cruel deeds and leave him in suffering all night. The depriving of even more sleep would add to his lethargy, and tomorrow it would promote punishment from Mistress Despoiler.
As though the mere thought of her conjured her into reality, the door opened and the slender countenance of Mistress Lynn appeared, the stronger light from without haloing her and dazzling his eyes. Once more she had changed her attire, this time into yet another new outfit. She had a penchant for regular, incessant changes of garments, and this trait obviously extended beyond mere club-wear.
Her braids had been removed, her hair now loose, hanging about her tapered features. A gloss leotard flowed down her body, its sculpted cups cradling a milk white cleavage, the thin straps rising over her shoulders. The high design of the thighs lodged by her hips, the front a burnished pane that flowed down and rose up behind, bisecting her pert rear with a garrotting thong. Across her buttocks he could see dark lines rushing along her skin in streaks, the welts angry and fresh.
Her thigh boots continued down her legs after the brazenly exposed zone of bare, pale thigh, and her arms were still submerged within the silken folds of her opera gloves. The fingers were fixed to the handle of a wiry crop. The pale riding implement had an ivory handle, tipped on each end with silver, the white leather hoop at the end flopping with her movements. It was a new addition, one she must have bought after work, purchased especially for her new role, equipping herself with her own arsenal.
“Are we finished, slave?” she asked as he squinted within his hood and tried to see her.
“Yes, Mistress Lynn.”
“Did you do it all as Mistress Despoiler said?”
“Yes, Mistress Lynn,” he replied, his dolour rising as she unscrewed the lid and regarded the milky interior.
“Liar,” she purred softly and puckered her lips.
“What are you doing?” he quizzed fearfully.
Her hand flicked out and stung his cheek with a backhand slap, restoring a more compliant nature.
“What did you say?” she asked firmly.
“I’m sorry Mistress Lynn,” he whimpered.
“That’s better wretch.”
Gathering spit, she drooled a line onto the collected sample before closing the lid once more. His heart sank.
“You little cheat. You didn’t do as you were told. Mistress Despoiler will hear of this, and the way you lied to cover it up.”
Her slender hand grabbed his chin and pushed his head further back into the wall, lifting his gaze to the ceiling with the stringency of her shove.
“And don’t you dare contradict me, slave, because the tape is waiting to be heard,” she smiled.
“Please, Mistress Lynn, don’t. Not this, I can’t take this. I’ve kept quiet, can’t you show mercy?” he implored.
“You mewling filth. Listen to you, you make me sick. You think I should show mercy to a pathetic little pervert like yourself? Why on Earth would I want to do that? No. It’s far more amusing to see you suffer.”
“Why? Why are you being like this, I thought we were friends!” he sobbed, torn by the prospect of this nightmare ordeal.
“You thought wrong. The moment I joined this scenario, you became nothing more than an annoying freak at my heels. I’ll torture you and enjoy every moment of it. I couldn’t give a shit for the friendship of a slave, all I want is its screams, its pain, and its obedience to me. Do you understand that, maggot?”
“Yes, Mistress Lynn,” he uttered morosely.
“And what’s this? You removed the butt plug too? My you are being bad. But you wanted mercy right? Well I’ll grant it and not reveal this particular crime.”
With a cramming jab the plug was shoved back into him, opening him suddenly, making him yelp with shock. Quaking in his restraints, he rolled with the avalanche of hot pain rolling out from his rear.
“Well if you can’t even thank me, than I’ll just have to show her the evidence,” she announced, and made him croak with pain as it was tugged out in a single tearing motion.
Flinching with the riots of harrowing in his anus, he gathered his words as quickly as he could.
“I’m sorry, Mistress Lynn. Thank you for showing mercy. Please put it in me, and I’ll be good,” he sniffled, still trying to come to terms with the mayhem in his sphincter.
The tip touched his opening and started to enter, stopping and retreating again, the Mistress pushing it back and forth, riding it into him, making him tense and grind his teeth with strain. The pain of it was almost too much to take, the hot spikes of torment flashing through the bruised tissues, her merciless hand controlling the cone, opening and closing him to hideous degrees while she spoke slowly, continuing the assault.
“I don’t know slave, you don’t sound very sincere,” she questioned.
“I am, oh please, Mistress Lynn, show me mercy,” he sobbed, humiliated beyond measure at having to acknowledge her generosity, despite the fact that she was betraying him to the wrath of Mistress Despoiler, deliberately delivering him to the most heinous of punishments.
“You’re sure?” she asked softly, continuing the play, studying his energetic dance under her thrusting attention.
“Yes, yes, Mistress Lynn. I swear it!” he strained, his head flopping from side to side with the fight to keep his screams under control.
“Very well. I’ll leave it in and not tell Mistress Despoiler about this little lapse, after all, you have enough problems to face,” she laughed, and shoved it in, ending the torment with a pinnacle of distress that had him cavorting against his bonds for long minutes.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn,” he managed to say through chattering teeth.
“Good. Now I have to go and reveal this crime. And you can just sit here in the dark and think on how that cold semen is going to taste, sliding down your throat.”
With a soft mocking titter of a laugh, she strolled away, turning out the light of his cell and closing the door, leaving him in oblivion as she went to inform his owner as to his transgression.
He groped blindly for the pot, but found that she had taken it with her, denying him a chance to empty it in advance and avoid this fate. Slamming a fist to the ground he tried to vent his frustrated angst. Please let her not inflict her professed punishment, please let her see through her assistant’s deception.
 
Mistress Lynn appeared once more, opening the door, blinding him with the light that flooded in from without, his gaze having quickly grown comfortable with the deep depths of gloom.
Immediately she began to untie him, setting free ankles and collar. With a tow she moved him out and padlocked the wrist cuffs up his spine, connecting them to his collar with a short chain, confining his arms, leaving him more vulnerable.
“Mistress Lynn, I’m begging you, don’t do this to me,” he whimpered.
“Be quiet you maggot,” she spat, and slapped his cheek, jerking his head aside and filling it with heat, the mask doing little to absorb the ferocity. The stroke wilted his resolve and made him lower before her, terrified of her revenge should he continue to resist.
Grovelling on the floor before her, she snapped a leash to his throat and with a stern wrench hauled him aside, dropping him onto all fours. He released a pained yelp as the lithe weapon that was the crop quenched itself on his rear, the leather tip sinking into his buttocks. It passed its effects unhindered through the latex leggings, briefs and skirt, depositing a line of scorching heat that had him buck against the lead and then shrivel into a ball, cradling the welt.
“My new weapon has been christened. Did you like it?”
“Yes, Mistress Lynn,” he said through grated teeth, knowing that he was to be thankful for all, and to worship the weapons of those who ruled him.
A stifled croak jumped from his larynx and he shuddered, his jaw quivering as another bite of the tool ate into his rear, crossing the first, forming a rosy X beneath the opaque sheath.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn,” he burbled, tears welling in his eyes from the effects of the scourging.
“Oh, that’s not it all, slave, that was a little warm up. I promised to thrash you when I got home, and thrash you I shall.”
Grabbing his ponytail, she yanked him upright and set aside her weapon, applying the inflatable gag to silence his impending screams. Fixing the straps, she had the bulb bloat in his mouth with a few pumps of the inflator, and screwed the dust cap on to prevent it from withering when his gnashing teeth assuredly began to chew on it. Wheezing through his nose and the underwear still fixed there, he was dropped back to the floor, supine before her.
Her gloved hands hoisted his skirt and drew down his leggings over his knees, the curled garments proving excellent fetters. The briefs were gathered and drawn into the crease of his buttocks, falling to the offending plug, opening more naked flesh to her spiteful ravages.
The patent heel of Mistress Lynn dropped to his shoulder, slipping under his twisted hands and forcing him down, pressing his chest to her carpet. The weight increased drastically as she stepped onto him in full, her other foot at the base of his spine, upon the rolls of skirt.
Leaning over, she placed a hand to the wall to steady herself so that his writhings would not topple her, and the crop hovered in her grasp with frightful peril in mind.
He fought for breath, her body weight crushing him intensely, the heels digging in, making his ribs fight to gather breath against the burden atop them.
“I’ve had a hard day, slave. And I’ve been looking forward to this,” she whispered softly, shifting her weight, punishing his body all the more before using her new implement to scorch him.
The crop fell with a swift rhythm, the blows rapid and severe, eating fiery welts into his buttocks, making his legs pump and kick, acquiring burns from their spasms against her carpet, his body and arms unable to do anything. The squeals of torment were locked behind the balloon of the gag, emerging only as pitiful squeaks that in no way competed with the dull thwack of the crop to his defenceless flesh.
His mind burned as she exacted her fury, whipping him with terrible power, her lithe form riding atop him like some mode of rubber bound surf board, one controlled and steered by the deluge of harsh crop strokes.
Tears flowed freely as he screamed, seeking only to evade this horror, and when she finally stopped and stepped from him, it was as though she had stolen his life. Her crop was a vampire, pillaging his vitality, leaving him a whimpering wreck, barely able to move.
The buckles of the gag were played, and she deflated the balloon before pulling the spit-saturated orb from his lips.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn,” he muttered, the words burning his throat from having to show appreciation for her wanton havoc.
“Do you want more, slave?” she panted, her breath racing from the work out.
“No, Mistress Lynn,” he sputtered.
“You dislike my attention, you think it inadequate?”
“No, Mistress Lynn, I just don’t want you to over exert yourself.”
“You slimy little toad, you dare lie to me?”
“I’m sorry, Mistress Lynn.”
“Well sorry is not good enough. You insult me, after I dress up especially for you in my new attire?” she growled, placing a heel into his back and turning the dagger to make him shake.
“I didn’t mean to, Mistress Lynn, please forgive me.”
“Do you lust after me slave?” she asked.
He froze, unsure of what to say. If he agreed, she might punish him for such desire of her, deeming it a gross affront. But if he denied it, would she not deem this a similar slur, an insult to her beauty? Rather than offend his owner by acknowledging the beauty of another, he went with what was closest to the truth, for while she was a delightful sight, her malevolence countered it.
“No, Mistress Lynn, I would not wish to offend you with my base desires,” he offered, hoping his explanation make her rethink the obvious trap for him.
Using her heel as a guide, she turned him over, leaving him floundering on his back.
“So you think me ugly, repulsive?” she hissed, a flickering sneer rippling her lips.
“No, Mistress Lynn.”
“Well you can’t think me attractive, and yet repugnant, one of those is a lie, which is it?”
“I…I..please, Mistress Lynn, I find you attractive, but I don’t lust after you,” he blurted.
“Well I can see that I will have to teach you otherwise. I want you to desire me, I want you to hunger for me, because I want to starve you. I’ll make you lust for my body with all your heart, and you’ll never have it. Won’t that be amusing slave?”
He kept still beneath her as a heel settled back into his belly, her form towering over him. She could not successfully perform this, he was too in love with his owner.
“Now I know you think I can’t do this, but you forget…” she said, and removed a tape from behind her books.
“I have my own little indoctrination programmes. I’ll sneak in and surreptitiously replace this tape for the rules of your owner. This education will have you seething with desire for me, and I’ll parade this alluring form before your eyes, and never ever let you gain it. You’ll be gibbering at my heels just to kiss my behind,” she laughed with derision, replacing the tape until such time as it would send its words deep into his subconscious.
“So as a special treat, I’ll give you a quick precursor to such a prize.”
Settling down, she set her legs on either side of his body, and lowered her rear over his face. The naked behind, divided by a valley of deep set vinyl hovered over his features, promising to smother him.
“Ask to kiss me, slave,” she crooned, knowing he would have difficulty with the words, in the acknowledging of another. The only arousal here was the concept of being so effectively broken to another’s will.
The crop descended like lightning, sinking into his thigh, making him jolt his legs and strain his arms beneath his chest. She was going to beat him until he relented.
“Please, Mistress Lynn, may I kiss your rear,” he burbled.
“Say it again, slave.”
“Please, Mistress Lynn, please let me kiss your rear.”
“Tell me why?”
“Because you are so gorgeous, I just want to worship you, to kiss your rear.”
“Tell me what you see.”
“Your buttocks, your leotard, the—” he ended with a croak of suffering, her crop having cut off his words with its mordant gift.
“Tell me properly, let me know that you worship it.”
Swallowing for strength, he eroticised his words, developing them into a humble chant of adoration.
“I see the creamy cheeks of your rear, smooth and firm, hanging over me, the band of your leotard stretched tight between them, dividing the flesh, impermeable and divine, denying you to me.”
“Tell me what you want to do.”
“I want to kiss them, to adore them with my tongue, to have them smother me. I want them more than anything, but I know I can never have them because you rule me, Mistress. I can only worship you from afar.”
“Go on then, slave,” she beamed, her feet and shins clutching to his sides as he stretched his neck forward.
Watching from beneath, she lifted his goal, keeping it just out of reach as he strained to kiss the loitering flesh and end this misuse.
“Come on then, you can do better than that. If it means that much to you, you will succeed,” she purred, toying with him.
“Almost, slave, just a little closer,” she chuckled, the tendons of his neck pronounced, his muscles burning from the quest.
Lowering a little, she grazed the skin to his puckered lips and after this brief touch pulled away.
“Come on, slave, you can do it.”
The sight descended, and he was able to obey, kissing the rounded mounds, and lapping along the tight ribbon of gloss.
“There, good slave. Now lie back, Mistress Lynn has a special treat for you,” she uttered gravely, her words bloated with menace.
No sooner had his skull touched the carpet than her hindquarters dropped with meteoric force, settling onto his features. His nose was pressed into the cleft, his mouth smothered, leaving him looking up her arched back. His legs kicked and he struggled against her, suffocated by her rear, unable to squeeze even the minutest breath through the chinks.
His face burned with internal fires, his hands battling to get free from beneath him, his torso arched over the folded limbs. His legs kicked wildly, the heels scraping at the carpet.
The crop was lifted high over her head, behind her back, the overhead hack terrifying him, his eyes widening in horror. With a whistling purr it streaked down, the fulgent line filling his thigh, a rasp of air escaping her rear as his scream slipped the bonds of flesh, the vent closing before he could recapture any.
Again she coiled her limb back, letting him see the vicious weapon before it launched back down, installing terrible welts to his spasming legs.
The lack of oxygen made the world swim, his giddiness growing, his mind fogging with denial. When she lifted up, he wheezed his breaths in, recovering from the trial as she rose up and watched his travail with no small delight.
A yank to his collar drew him up onto weak heels, where he swayed as though he were a sheaf of wheat. Only her hand squeezing the inferno of a buttock brought him to more animation, gaining his attention in full with an explosion of bruised harrowing.
“Restore your uniform, slave,” she stated, wiping sweat from her brow, a satisfied glow tainting her features, her eyes sparkling, the trials of the working day banished by this act of intense affliction.
Gingerly lifting up his attire, he sobbed with dismay as the latex cradled the weals, the contusions responding to any touch with a vast increase in their pounding beat.
Ignoring this suffering, she pushed him to the wall, making him face it on his knees.
“You don’t deserve my new outfit, so I’ll get changed. Then later, I’ll make you worship it properly. Now don’t turn around slave, or I’ll really make you suffer,” she ordered, and the sounds of rustling gloss sheets sounded as she started to dress herself differently. Perhaps she was simply not accustomed to her heels and brazen exposure of the leotard, and was donning more comfortable and familiar garments for the rest of the evening.
He faced the wall, listening as she changed back into the corset and poppy skirt, her flat boots and gloves, a considerably less demanding set of vestments.
Taking up the leather hoop of the lead, she escorted him from her room and back to the hall. Showing him downstairs, her crop in one hand, the leash in the other, his rear continued to pulsate, the welts afflicting him most grievously.
Upon entering the living room, they found Mistress Despoiler already waiting.
A sealed carrier bag lay by her feet, filled with anonymous devices for his torment. She was in her latex dress, the corset bodice hauling at her divine curves, with opera gloves of satin, fishnet tights and her knee high boots. Her peaked cap was in place as always, and the cane sprouted fiercely from her tensed fist. On the couch beside her was the pot, and a small funnel, this sight making him despair above all others.
“Lay down here,” she demanded, jabbing a finger at her feet.
Led by his leash, he settled onto his back, gloved arms trapped beneath his body, the limbs still locked in their shackles. He shivered with fright at what was to come.
Mistress Despoiler stepped astride him, like a monolithic statue, imposing and magnificent. Lowering down, her folded legs trapped his bound biceps and squashed his ribs with her latex sheathed rear, her body rising over him, her eyes like wells of jet. His arms began to churn with their own discomfort from having to support his own torso and the form of his goddess, but there was nothing he could do.
“Trap the slave’s legs, will you Mistress Lynn?” she said without inflection, and he felt the villainess sit upon his rubber encased thighs, locking her own boots over his shins, fully immobilising him as he was crushed beneath the two dominatrixes.
“Mistress Su—” he began, seeking to petition clemency seeing as a reprieve was out of the question.
“Silence!” she barked, ending his words and leaving him mute as she pronounced her sentence.
“You disobeyed again, slave. After this, I will give you a more lingering punishment, but for now, you have a penalty to face.”
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler,” he said gravely, resigned to the foul judgement he was to experience beneath them.
“Open your mouth,” she ordered, and as he obeyed, she slotted the funnel in. Removing the underwear, a peg to his nostrils held them shut, and her hand pushed to his chin, forcing his head back, keeping his teeth pressed to the intruding plastic nozzle.
When she lifted up the pot, his compliance wilted and he began to squirm, but it was already too late to retreat. Watching as though mesmerised, he saw her dark limb rise over the yawning funnel and hover, teasing him before she began to pour. The lumpy sludge cleared the lip and stretched down, dropping and sliding into his mouth. The salty tang made him instantly recoil and he fought to spit it out.
“Swallow it, slave!” she growled, and he let out a seething whimper as Mistress Lynn sunk her fist to his briefs, crushing his genitals in a potent hold, making him comply or suffer for his disobedience. With a revolted grimace he swallowed, and Mistress Despoiler continued to force feed him his own issue, dribbling the sludge slowly in, drawing out the ordeal as he spasmed wildly beneath the imprisoning females.
“I warned you about the consequences, slave. Yet you perpetrated the crime anyway. I thought this threat would be enough to make you comply, it seems I was wrong. Do you want this then? Do you actually ache to fill your little belly with a man’s seed? Perhaps my little session earlier today arose some latent homosexual craving? Have I a little cock sucking pantywaist as my slave?” she smiled, causing concern that she was speaking truthfully and not merely to intimidate.
“Well maybe I shall be generous, and get some more male slaves, let them sink themselves deep into you, sheath themselves into that complaining little maw. Would you like to milk my slaves, Porcupine?”
He closed his eyes in horror, the thought repelling him, especially with the taste of semen already creeping across his palate. He could not face this, it would be too demeaning, yet to be made to suffer it for his owner was tantalising.
The deed repelled him, but because it was so abhorrent, perhaps it would help dedicate him to her rule. Contradictory and extreme thoughts rolled around in his skull, but he wanted only to deny this, to dispute any homosexual leanings. As a child reviling such an accusation from teasing schoolmates he fervently refuted the accusation on instinct and knee jerk reaction.
She smiled and patted his cheek.
“Don’t worry, I’ll not make you confess it just yet, I know it must be embarrassing to admit your leanings in front of Mistress Lynn,” she stated, scorching his thoughts with the allegation.
The last fell in and she set aside the emptied vessel before drawing out the funnel and then folding her arms moodily across her chest. Mistress Lynn was keeping her hold firm and he continued to whimper softly in calamity.
“I have a good mind to make you clean out the pot and the funnel with that disobedient tongue of yours, slave,” she warned, but she decided to show mercy. Maybe it was because she knew he had performed truthfully, and that it was her assistant that was orchestrating the crimes. If such was the case, why was she still letting it continue?
“But I think you may enjoy it too much. This was supposed to be a punishment, not a reward,” she informed, the bogus rationale to cover her act of charity issued to further wound his temperament. Removing herself from his assaulted form, Mistress Lynn followed and together they stood over him as his chest pounded with fury from being squashed under them.
Mistress Despoiler reached behind his neck, setting the chain free, the shackles parting, letting his hands drop to his sides, the muscles beating with prickly washes as circulation was restored after the prolonged impediment.
“Go and get changed, slave. Wash your uniform and return in your briefs and that which I have locked to you,” she ordered, causing him to scuttle upstairs, his body alive with residue from beatings and abuse.
It was bliss to finally peel off the sodden layer of the uniform. The trials throughout the day and the heat of his sweat upon him had created an awful veritable wetsuit that had boiled him within its cloying folds.
Washing the garments as before, he set them out to dry and quickly showered, stripping off the perspiration, refreshing himself. The welts across his rear, the whip marks on his back, all responded gruffly to the merest touch, but he was proud of them nonetheless, they were marks of his slavery, trophies to be treasured.
Cleaned, he slid back into his briefs, only his hood, collar and shackles remaining, the locks denying him a chance to be free of them and wash his hot features. Frantically he tried to brush his teeth as best he could, to erase the tang of semen on his taste buds, but the hood made such a consideration difficult, and the ghastly flavour refused to be dislodged.
With a considerably lighter step now that the heels were gone, he pranced downstairs.
“Pay homage to me, slave,” crooned Mistress Despoiler the moment he entered.
He flopped forward, holding to her boots as he licked and kissed them.
The other stiletto boot of his owner rose up and settled onto his shoulder, holding him down with a spiked heel as he grovelled before her, the awful taste of his issue still prevailing across his tongue.
She let him lap and lick at the patent leather, his penis growing hard within his underwear, the arousal great, the taste of his seed being overruled by the exquisite tang of the boots.
“Now, to help dedicate you to your rules, I have a gift. I had hoped it would not be necessary, but your own misconduct proves otherwise.”
Reaching into the bag, she removed a metal restraint. The steel circle was locked at the front and unleashed a wide band of polished metal. The plate broke into two chains, each wandering out to the back. The chastity belt appeared sturdy and immovable.
“You will wear this until you can be trusted with my property,” she decreed, and stepped away from him, opening the locks with heavy metallic chimes, the sound of expertly crafted materials assuring him to damnable incarceration.
“Remove your underwear.”
He started to do as he was told but froze, for Mistress Lynn was present and he was afraid of stripping totally before her. There was still that bashful quality within him, and despite all the atrocities that she had performed on him, deeds that far eclipsed something as minor as nakedness, he was still beset by embarrassment.
She herself coerced otherwise, her weapon eager to be used, to be broken in on flesh, the new toy slashing across his rump, causing him to jolt upright with a choked cry.
“Thank you, Mistress Lynn,” he coughed, the rules still fully impressed into his thoughts, and with haste he removed the bleak impervious underwear.
Mistress Despoiler closed in and applied the constricting garment. The press of cold steel to his flesh made him gasp with shock, for though there was a rubber lining, the chill had saturated it. Closing the device about him, his penis fed into an interior sleeve inside the moulded cup, the rubber interior proving to be a grip to his skin that further denied movement. The belt was drawn skin-tight and locked into irrevocable position, the parting chains leaving his butt plug untroubled, so that his rear might be made use of at any time.
“There, that should keep you obedient,” she stated, and he knew it would be so.
His own frustrations and the denial of release would pledge him to devoted service, all in the hope of gaining a relief from the gnawing bane of sexual deprivation. It was cruel imprisonment, far worse than the cupboard, or the cling film, but it was one that would ensure a burning zeal to obey and submit. It was as though he were addicted to sensation, and if he were denied orgasmic pleasure, then the hot kiss of the whip, the lap at latex, the grinding churn of a heel into him, the pitiless embrace of bondage, all were ready and welcomed substitutes for his craving.
“Now, get into your uniform and make dinner for us. I feel like Chinese,” she stated with force, settling back into the couch, crossing her legs.
Feeling greatly trapped, any movement of his body made the stern contours reveal themselves, the rubber dragging at his skin. With a twisted scurry, he made for upstairs to change, trying to get used to the new and perpetual addition to his form.
Restored into the midnight facade of his maid caste, he started to prepare the required dinner. Organising a stir-fry as commanded, he served the whims of the women, the heat of the kitchen making the rubber uniform a more unbearable companion.
When he brought in the meals, Mistress Despoiler opened his hood and let him eat from a bowl. While he fed in this depreciated position, the two women rested their legs upon him, using him as footrest while he ate what they had permitted him, his belly finally being filled after a day of great hunger. But there was a far worse hunger to come, all because of the belt trapping his loins, denying him access even unto himself. It would starve him of a far more precious sustenance, and the effects of such starvation were an unknown variable, his familiarity with it negligible.
The hood was placed back and locked, and the emptied plates were handed to him for cleaning and disposal prior to his being returned to serving as their footstool.
Huddled beneath their boots, his position was only broken when he was commanded to fetch something for them, change the channel, or serve some other need. Sporadically the cane or crop of one of them fell and afflicted his flesh, the women beating him randomly with whimsical sadism, and each time he thanked them for their attention.
“I have to get some sleep, I’ve another day in the lousy office tomorrow,” bemoaned Mistress Lynn, having already talked with Mistress Despoiler of the stresses of her day. He knew of them himself, for he had been the recipient of her rage from such pressures, his rear still aching from them, and a headache in his skull still lingered from suffocation.
“Well, goodnight then,” she added, and nudged him with her heel.
“Well slave? Kiss her goodnight then.”
A tall boot was placed before his face and he leaned down to kiss the toe before rising again.
“Goodnight, Mistress Lynn,” he added, and the two Mistresses both laughed with amusement before she withdrew, heading up to her bed.
“Right, slave. You have been busily pleasuring yourself, it’s time to reciprocate,” she stated firmly, and with her heel she rolled him onto his back, the piercing spike digging into his side, controlling him. Gladness filled him, for to be of such service was a wonderful pleasure, but it was one now tainted by the realisation that in all likelihood he would not be gaining anything from the exchange for himself.
The lock at his hood was opened, and the hot folds of thick rubber drawn free, exposing his soaking wet hair and damp features, tears of perspiration trickling down his features. She draped his gloved arms over his head, straddling his face, her feet by his armpits, the toes just under the skin as she looked down over her breasts and into his subdued features. Keeping him beneath her, her thighs crushing his biceps, his eyes were wide as she lifted the tight skirt of her dress, unveiling her rubber underwear.
Lowering her loins onto his mouth, she squashed his features and cut off his air. Leaning back, she readied other punishments, extracting them from beneath the folds of the couch.
The latex underwear under her skirt smothered him with its glorious smell, denying him access to her, making him serve through this barrier. Pushing his tongue to the sheet of midnight, he let his movements reach through the underwear and give her pleasure.
Pushing down his arms, her legs rested to them, her thighs subduing as he toiled, his face starting to burn from suffocation, his throat aching, his lungs fiery with denial.
Mistress Despoiler rose slightly to give him brief gasps of air, banishing the heat before descending again. Stifling his breath, the rigor of her control made the chastity belt seem to shrink in size, his imprisoned shaft battling vainly to get free.
Two sets of clamps bit into his inner thighs, right by the cup of the chastity belt, making him squeak into her flesh. Another set snagged his nipples, and she reached her arms back around, revealing lines of cord and a broad grin. With a tug of her left hand she plagued his groin, and with a pull of the right, his nipples were churned with lucid heat.
Drowning him in latex, pinned beneath her, she stared into his flicking eyes as she alternated or let them conspire in conjunction, the two reigns afflicting him constantly, the steady bite of the clamps being greatly increased with her devious use.
For a good hour she had him attend her, suffocating him beneath her as she tensed her fists to the cords and squeezed his skull, devouring his ministrations and demanding ever more. He was overjoyed to be of such service, for though he could gain no equivalent for himself because of his deeds, he was pleased to be of value. He felt guilt for having disobeyed, and was angered at his own flaws that might have let her play his length had he not tried to skirt around her rules. He swore to try and keep himself under firmer control in future, for though he was chaste, if he could prove his new dedication, perhaps a second chance might be gained. If he could shed the belt, he would not disobey again, the risks were too great, the losses too precious to him.
“That will do for now, slave,” she finally declared.
Removing herself from him, she straightened her skirt and placing a heeled boot to his chest. He languished on the floor, fighting back the fires of his asphyxiation with deep breaths, still connected to her fists by the terrible tethers.
“I want you with me tonight,” she said without any further addition, the bluntness her words frightening him as to what she intended.
Using the searing leashes, she drew him to his feet and showed him to the dungeon/bedroom, Mistress Despoiler sleeping amongst her implements of torment.
“Tomorrow, we will begin moving the bedroom into the next room. This will be our dungeon,” she declared.
The room in which he had been confined was about the same size as Mistress Lynn’s, and it seemed that his owner was ready to forego the size of the main bedroom to gain a comprehensive and fully pledged dungeon for herself.
The main bedroom was large, and would allow them to completely display their tools and weapons. Such an array was not particularly big at present, and would seem almost lost upon the walls, but he knew they would be expanding it with this new level of commitment to the lifestyle.
When he had first moved into this place, his belongings that had crowded his bedsit to capacity had left the new dwelling feeling barren. He had filled it over time, and the same situation would apply to their algolagnic wares.
Standing upright, she removed the clamps one at a time, holding him upright with the remainder as he winced and sobbed with the distress. With the full flock of baleful mouths removed, he cradled the flesh, the keen bite still dawdling within the tissues.
A whiplash cast of her arm grabbed slender rope to bind him, her penchant for rope bondage about to be indulged and keep him in torment for the night.
His arms were exploited and sealed together, the forearms running parallel, connected to his spine by a plexus that enclosed his chest, the cross formation tight against his skin.
Rather than replace the hood, she forced a set of tights over his head, and stuffed another set into his mouth. The hood of nylon was stretched in with the intrusion before she used a belt to fix it in place, so he could neither swallow nor spit out the gag of fabric. The leather strip slotted neatly through the rictus of his maw and was tightened into place, digging into the corners of his mouth.
The tights had been worn by her, for he could smell the scent, the smell making the chastity belt a more annoying companion as it stifled his swelling response.
The centre of the rope was placed about the back of his neck, the long coils draping down his front. With steady precision, she started to set knots down the front, five of them spaced equally from collar bone to just over the base of his penis.
Keys rattled with merry chimes and the chastity belt was opened, letting him fall free before he was compelled to don his latex underwear. The smooth fabric let his erection strain against it, promising use if he could just access it, a use he was certain to be denied by her bondage. She was going to offer him relief but never let him gain it, a cruelty he loved her for.
The knot at his groin let the twin ropes part and ride around his genitals, catching them in a scissors grip and ferreting into his buttocks, pushing at the plug and reaching up his spine. The pieces slipped over the strand across the back of his neck and started to stretch out around and under his arms. Taking the space between the knots on his front, each rope grabbed a single portion and stretched them out into diamond shapes before extending around the trunk of his body, over the spine long component and back to his chest again. The process rolled down his body, sealing him relentlessly into a formidable rope dress.
The last two knots at his navel and groin had their links pulled out, pressing them to his skin, and the excess launched back to his collar. Rolling over the initial part and letting it function as an anchor, his arms were bent up his spine, the twisted limbs having the wrists caught together by a conjoined effort. The ropes parted again, each coiling upon his bicep in two areas, making the entrapment of his arms more formidable. Knotting them there, the long remainder was left idle.
Fresh lengths were knotted upon his ankles, the bonds reaching into his instep to increase their reign upon the extremities.
With a forceful hand, she had him lie on his front, and after bending his legs back, she slipped the twin strands over the corresponding rope issuing just after the knot of his collar. Using this bond as a winch, she hauled his legs back, bringing them up, doubling him over, his thighs leaving the floor as he whimpered from the pain of the position. She only stopped when his heel was almost to his shoulders, the extreme pose a terrible one to endure. Whimpering into his gag, he could do nothing, her bondage as inescapable as it was harrowing to his frame.
Knotting the tethers back to his ankles, the fixtures were placed an endless distance away. He lacked the mobility to sway himself onto his side, collapse, or in any way ease his lot.
The leftovers from his arms lanced up, snagging his knees, the joints the zenith of his ghastly pose as they were condemned with lofty placed knots.
The rules were placed before him, and she slipped earphones in, threading them under tights and belt, playing him the doctrine softly enough so that she could not hear it, but loudly enough to burn them constantly into his mind.
“Now, keep quiet, slave, or I’ll make this even more painful,” she threatened, and slid into the sheets, leaving him to his ordeal, his body twisted beside the bed so she could reach out and feel his travail whenever she wished.
The sound of her slipping into sleep reached his ears, sifting over the beat of his panicked heart.
His spine started to flow with prickly washes of pain, his chest pounding with intensity from supporting his entire frame, bent cruelly over and onto unforgiving knots. His breathing grew sporadic as he continued to weigh up whether or not to air his sorrow and seek reprieve. Holding on to his silence, he sought to get through the night, to endure without complaint, not because his rebellion would inspire harsher abuse, but because he wanted to obey.
The hours trickled by like lethargic days, each moment drawn to new duration’s by his strain. The harrowing position seemed to evolve constantly, growing new areas of pain in his body as more of his flesh started to succumb to the spreading cancer of its influence.
He couldn’t take it any more, his face was damp, his limbs numb to external feeling while filled to bursting with terrible internal sensation.
For a lengthy time he worked at the gag, slowly using his tongue to push out the second set of tights. It was a valuable diversion, letting him dedicate himself to something other than the mayhem transmitting itself through his frame.
Finally, the sodden ball was skipped over the walls of the belt, and dropped to the floor with a moist squelch. With his mouth finally free, he licked his lips, and let his aching tongue recover from long exertions.
“Mistress,” he muttered, the soft words strained, seeking to become a shout, but kept subdued.
There was no answer, only her soft, gradual breath.
“Mistress Despoiler,” he repeated with greater volume.
“What is it slave?” she muttered with lazy lips.
“Please, the pain, I can’t take it anymore. Please, show mercy, Mistress Despoiler,” he whimpered, tears starting to trickle from his eyes, soaking into the fabric of the hose.
“I warned you to keep quiet did I not?”
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler, but please, it’s agony, I can’t take anymore, I’ve lost feeling in my limbs, I’m scared,” he spluttered, for though he knew she was an expert at her bondage, he was fearful that his own wriggles or physique might have betrayed him, letting valuable veins or nerves be compressed.
A hand reached out and lay upon his hovering shin, the touch almost unfelt.
“The skin is a little cold,” she certified, and leant upright.
The yellow glow of the city seeped in through the open windows, providing ample illumination. The winter landscape and its ferocious temperatures were still being banished by the toiling radiators throughout the abode, the wind whipping against the glass, howling for entry. Outside it was freezing, but within, the heat was near tropical, allowing him to have been left so bare and not feel the cold of atmosphere, only of tight bondage.
The knots were quickly unpicked, and his legs dropped to the floor with a thud, lifeless and inert.
The belt was opened and removed from around his head, letting his jaws close easier. In its place, the spined latex hood was drawn down, sliding easily with his head already cocooned in intimate nylon. Dragging the laces in, she tied them with a bow, and added the already waiting padlock.
“Now come up onto the mattress my Porcupine,” she whispered, reaching down and removing the chest plexus.
With his limbs free, he forced himself upright and slithered onto the soft sheets. Curling into a ball at the foot of the bed, his feeling returning as stampedes of unbearable pins and needles.
Massaging his feet and hands, fighting the most intense zones of this corrupting feeling, he saw Mistress Despoiler put a leash by the end. Threading the clip through its own handle after winding around a wooden strut, she captured his collar and padlocked it in place. Confined to the end of the bed by this and lead to the personal stereo, he looked up and found her stroking his dark skull, letting her fingers brush across the stubby spines.
“Goodnight my pet,” she smiled, and leaned leisurely back with a flowing elegance.
Feet nuzzled into his stomach, boring through the bunched collection of his limbs to find the radiant nest within. He cuddled the feet lovingly, adoring his owner, feeling wonderfully blessed for such clemency and for this treat.
He had been confined thus at the end of the bed many times before. Sometimes it had been a troublesome event, for though they thought themselves in privacy, sometimes, something went wrong. Such a time was when Lynn had knocked upon their door, rousing them from contented slumber. Having lost her travel pass, she was seeking to borrow money for the day’s fares. He smiled at the memory of them as they fumbled for the keys. Ordinarily she could just walk into their room, save this time there were harried shouts of just a minute, sounds of metallic rattling and general panic. She had been given her money through a near closed door, for he was using his body to cover sight of the copious instruments and devices left on display after the day’s activity, hoping she did not see his fresh weals.
Such need for paranoia and cover up was not necessary any more, it was open and indulged. This room would become his den of captivity. He would suffer here for their pleasure. He would serve Mistress Despoiler, he would be hers. This chamber would be her church, with her glorious form as his seraphic altar. Latex was the substance of her vestments. The composed Commandments her Bible. Her Confessional was conducted with whip and restraint, her Communion offered only to the humbled, degraded and obedient.
The sound of an alarm stirred him slightly from his deep and contented sleep, and Mistress Lynn arose to get ready for work. He did not envy her having to enter the bitter weather without, but smiled with relief at having been spared her rule this morning because he needed the rest. If he had a day of construction to get through, he would require all his energy, and if he lagged, the whip of Mistress Despoiler would be waiting for him, to bestow vibrant life to his weary limbs.
Sliding back into sleep, still cuddling the feet of his beloved tyrant, he disappeared once more into the depths of slumber.
 
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Nineteen
 
 
Marching through the office, Lynn opened the door to the toilet and shut a cubicle behind her. Everyone else had headed out for lunch, but she had stayed behind.
All morning her frustration had been growing like a virus within her, gnawing at her, making it difficult to work, hard to concentrate on anything other than the next time she could be worshipping her Mistress.
Sitting on the seat, she reached into her pocket and drew out the pilfered objects. The clover clamps and a set of the Mistress’ underwear were her trophies, taken covertly and stashed away for this very reason.
Unbuttoning her blouse, she pulled down her bra cups and teased her nipples, making them stand up under her caress, her head flopping back against the wall as she kept her moans hidden.
Opening the clamps, she enclosed each about a teat and let go, grimacing and fighting to resist the urge to remove them. Gasping, she pressed the panties to her face, drawing them down so that the crotch hung over her nose.
Drinking in the smell, she pulled at the chain between the clamps as her other hand dove recklessly between her legs, rubbing her tights and her own underwear, teasing her loins.
Dreaming of filling her world with the sex of her Mistress, of being able to perform at her feet again, to share her bed, bound and helpless, she continued with gusto.
Her breasts ached terribly, her body swelling with pleasure as she snorted in deep breaths and finally broke into rigorous jolts when climax struck.
Drawing out numerous orgasms, all the while she pulled more and more tightly to the chain, punishing herself, fantasising that it was the Mistress hauling at the silver links.
Croaking in envy of the male slave, she removed the clamps at the very peak of her pleasure, the shock of their flight taking her even higher, the pain now an intense pleasure to her.
Settling down from the rabid heat of her exertion, she removed the underwear of the Mistress and sat on the toilet seat, thinking on what was occurring back at the house.
How she wanted to be there instead of at this ridiculous office job. She had seen the chastity belt that the Grand Duke had brought. Was a similar one being made for her, or would it be different? The thought of such sexual incarceration was erotic to her, to be kept a prisoner thus, made even more the slave of the Mistress.
This could well be one of the last times she could steal this illicit vice for herself. Masturbation would be impossible once that engineered construct was locked firmly in place.
It riled her that the slave was with the Mistress. The dominatrix deserved better than a man, she deserved Lynn and Lynn alone. It was envy, pure and simple. She liked to torture him, sure, but while she was away she hated him for being able to stay there and serve her all day.
But that would change. She knew things that he did not. She knew that they were heading to a new world, a world where they would both be slaves, used by those the Mistress appointed.
It was an astounding notion to know that the Mistress had played her part so effectively, how she had been a noble in some debauched secret Sect. She had wealth, influence, peers of standing similar to her own, they had estates and city dwellings, veritable palaces of decadence. All three of them would be heading out there once they were finished here, and then she would be free of this life of pointless toil, free to submerge totally in her licentious passion, to be the full time slave of pleasure she now ached to be.
 
 



 
 
 
Chapter Twenty
 
 
When the diffused rays of the sun were once more in the sky, struggling against a blanket of grey, the two of them stirred and stretched.
“Good morning, Mistress Despoiler, did you sleep well?” he asked politely, putting his cheek to the silky smoothness of her leg.
“Yes, slave. Are you ready to start our day?”
“I am, Mistress Despoiler,” he replied, feeling charged and eager, thanks to his sleep. His limbs were a little stiff, but otherwise he was fine.
Removing the tether, she unplugged the headphones and rolled them up, sealing the coils to the back of his hood. With the means to indoctrinate ready to be played at any time, she dispatched him to prepare breakfast. Scuttling downstairs, he flicked on the kettle and began his chores, looking out into the day, the bleak severity of it, cold and dismal.
A cascade of mail spilled through the letterbox, making him jump with the sudden disruption to the quiet serenity. He gathered that which was addressed to his owner, and bounded upstairs with them on the tray.
Kneeling by the bed, he offered his burden to her and let her start to nourish herself while he watched her from within his hood, adoring eyes looking through the translucent pane of nylon hose.
After near finishing her own, she finally placed his bowls of tea and food to the floor. Lifting up his face, she used a painted nail to pierce the nylon, creating a mouth hole he might exploit, his nose and eyes still lodged beneath the veil. The aperture let him begin to devour, hands spread wide for balance, lapping and guzzling with alacrity.
While he fed himself, she availed herself of the opportunity to open her mail in private, a trait that was not lost on him. One of the envelopes contained a number of others, each sealed, each being opened and the letter within read. What did that mean? What sort of company, or service sent letters within letters? It had to be a contact magazine, a personals section, or something akin to such a service. She had placed an advert, seeking something, and these were her replies. She must have been planning this descent into full slavery for some time, for the publication of such magazines was sporadic and infrequent at best. To be getting replies now meant she had to have organised her advert anything up to a month ago.
Despite his concern, it was comforting to know that she was working so well in advance, her plans set. She was not ambling along with her dominant role, making whimsical choices, she had set goals, made schemes, and all was unfolding as she intended.
With a great grin of glee, she slapped the mail into her palm and emerged from the sheets.
“Right, slave. I want you to set up my bedroom next door, and I want a dungeon readied for me. Can you manage that?”
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler,” he replied, for though it would take time, he was capable of the task.
“First though, out of that underwear, after all I can’t trust you to do this alone and not play with my property,” she announced, and with dreary effort he complied, sliding the damp pants down and letting her lock the belt back into place.
The Walkman was taken up and placed to his back, and a fully encompassing strand of tape was wound around his naked skin, fixing it in place.
“Excellent. Now get to it slave,” she demanded, turned up the volume and left the room.
Mistress Despoiler went downstairs, leaving him alone. He could have stopped the tape, but he knew he needed it to help teach him his place and so left it running, a steady accompaniment to his work.
After straightening the other room, he dismantled the bed frame within, and hid the mattress beneath the double affair he introduced. All clothes were transferred to the new wardrobe, and all fetish attire was placed in the vacant dungeon one. The long cabinet was emptied, the contents scattered about the rest of the home in drawers and cupboards, making room for their perverse instruments.
A black drape of velvet was set across the entire thing as it spanned beneath the windows, like an altar. This image was further bolstered when he set the heavy black candles upon it.
Hooks along the outer facing side of the shelves accepted the range of leaden weights of various size and shape, the burdens gently warmed by the radiator beneath.
The hooks in the walls bore their arsenal of weapons, and others were introduced to make supports for gags and other implements. The floor was swept and tended, and after several hours of exertion, the room was left bare, ready to start to transform into a fully functioning chamber of torture for him.
Heading downstairs, he found Mistress Despoiler sat upon the couch, watching television and reading from her book. Dressed in her gloss shorts and bra, with ankle boots and cap, she set aside the novel and with the non-organic remote control, muted the show.
“All done, slave?”
“Yes, Mistress Despoiler,” he meekly responded settling onto his knees before her, nuzzling up to her feet.
“Then let’s take a look,” she announced, switched off the set, and clipping the leash to his collar.
Upon the chain link tether he was sown back upstairs and into the new bedroom. She looked across it with satisfaction and moved with impatience into the former bedchamber.
Panning her stare across the sight, she let a grin escape her majestic features.
“Very good, my little Porcupine, very good indeed, you have done well.”
“Thank you, Mistress, I only wish to please you and be of service.”
“And you have. Now get one of the wooden chairs,” she stated, and walked to where he had hung their coils of rope in neat rows, the store placed where the bed had once been.
With speed he gained the plain wooden affair and set it for her, holding it out for her to seat herself in.
“It’s not for me, slave,” she declared with a dark smirk, stretching rope between her hands as she set free the woven strand.
“Now sit down.”
Complying readily, he entered the chair and had his arms bent over the back. Her expert weave captured the limbs, pinning them to the very piece of furniture that Mistress Lynn had tortured him in, making the chair gather grim associations for him.
His chest was set in place by crossed coils, and his ankles were bent up underneath. The pose was near identical to that which Mistress Lynn had inflicted, save that the bonds were woven far neater, an aesthetic display of bondage craft that seemed far more secure.
“Now wait here, slave. I’ll be back shortly,” she dictated and deserted him to isolation, the tape still playing in his ears.
After a brief wait, the door opened, and through the nylons over his eyes he beheld her in a new uniform, one that made his jaw drop open, such was its impact to his senses. He regarded her dressed in a grim semblance of a police officer, a possible scenario of interrogation and bleak justice making his penis leap into life and fight against the chastity belt.
The shadow of the peaked military cap was assisted with dark shades of cosmetics. A black short-sleeved shirt embraced her torso, the tight folds following her curves, a matching plain tie fixed in place. A studded belt rode around her waist, bearing pouches, a store for handcuffs, and a sheathed blade at the back, the handle of the curved ornamental weapon a flowing masterpiece of skeletal alien designs, heavily influenced by the style of H.R Geiger. The utility belt was armed to torment with extreme prejudice, ready to equip her with eager ease.
White leggings poured down her legs, stretched tight about her form, the material gleaming, like milk, the fabric slipping under knee high boots of patent leather, the stiletto stabbing at the ground. Leather gloves encompassed her hands, her arms almost fully bare as she held a dressage whip. The white handle sprouted a monstrous length of woven mayhem, the gargantuan crop tipped with a flailing cord.
“Now, slave, I’ll have answers from you,” she smiled with determination, his defences already in ruins before her.
The aura of authority and complete control was a tangible presence around her, a well of might that saturated the air, generating an ambience that had him quaking in dread and glorious awe of her. Truly she was in control here, her regnant undeniable. He was lost to the divine rule of this seraphic tyrant, and all that it would bring.
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