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My name is Sister Maria Aguirre of the Society of the Sacred Heart of Jesus based in the Democratic Republic of Congo.  Should our Lord see fit to end my earthly trials, this diary of my wicked, sinful life, an adult life full of unnatural sexual tortures heaped upon my body by lust filled pagan men and frequent bouts of deviant sex in the Congo, will serve as my last will and testament.

I was born Lourdes Mitxelena in a small village in Spain, in the year of our Lord,        1988.  All my life I was always devoted to the Church and the teachings of our Lord Jesus Christ, in whom all is possible. It was part of our DNA, to pray to God almost on a daily basis and proceed to indulge our bodies afterwards.

When I turned nineteen, I asked for and received permission from my parents to apply to the Society of the Sacred Heart of Jesus to become a nun, devoting my life to helping the poor souls that roamed the earth. It was a noble career to enter, and it was a way for me to somehow obsess about something other than masturbating my wet pussy almost daily. The priest at our Church was almost to hot for it to be reasonable, and there was talk in the village that he’d fathered many many babies. 

Because religion was such an integral fabric of our lives, my parents were proud of me and I felt that serving Christ and helping the downtrodden would bring joy and satisfaction to my life; something that was missing in our increasingly secular world.  At first it seemed right, but after getting to know some of the nuns I felt a knowing urge that maybe it was a mistake to choose the calling.  I didn’t know it at the time, of course, but there would be other ways to find inner joy that


Involved accepting pain and forceful ramming of large beefy cocks as well as household items that vaguely resembled a penis up my vagina and anus.  I was not to find this out for years.

It wasn’t until a couple of years after joining that I felt a longing within me for something that didn’t at the time exist in my life.  These longings, or temptations, involved my submitting to all types of physical pain and degrading sexual situations with mysterious men.

I was puzzled at first, and sought the advice of the fatherly priest (Father Phillip) who attended to our needs.  He didn’t elaborate on the meanings of these longings upon hearing them, except to say that he believed it was a test of my faith and that this was a message from God to redouble my prayers and reaffirm my commitment to Christ.  He asked me to notify him personally of any further dreams of this nature.

However, this vague longing didn’t go away.  If anything, the passing of time only increased the depravity of the dreams, as well as my unease.  It wasn’t just the sexual acts I engaged in during the dreams, (I, of course, thought of what I had given up for my Lord, the chance to taste the fruit of love that most women enjoy, but I still believed then, as I do now, that there is no greater love than the love of Christ; I am truly his bride on earth and wore the simple gold band proudly) that continued to bother me, it was the horrible manner in which I willingly and gladly partook of the sexual acts in my dream world as the pain increased.


My dreams at night were filled with images of ropes, chains, pliers and straight edge razors applied most roughly to my nipples, as well as immensely wide zucchini violating my vagina and anus.  Terrible dreams, they were. 

One dream in particular caused me much disquiet.  In this dream, I was hanging from the ceiling of some dark and deserted warehouse, by ropes attached to my nipples by means of ice hooks, as well as ropes securing my wrists and feet.  A dark skinned man, naked, with an inhumanly large erection, was walking back on forth in front of me.  He was talking to me yet I couldn’t make out the words.  He approached me and removed the ice hooks from my nipples and replaced it with some sort of clip attachment.  To this, he added a paperweight secured by some sort of slender chain.  The weight of the paperweight on my nipples was painful, of that I was sure, even though it was only a dream, yet, in spite of the horrific imagery, I was strangely aroused.  In my dream, the stranger then proceeded to take a thin bamboo cane and struck my naked body, in particular my buttocks and my breasts.

What was odd about the dream was that instead of screaming out for succor, I was screaming for him to increase the severity of the blows.  I was actually begging for this stranger to strike me repeatedly and with increasing severity until I finally experienced my orgasm hanging from the ceiling like a slab of meat.  Invariably, in the morning, upon awakening, I would find my underwear soaked with feminine fluids, a most emphatic evidence of my arousal.

As I related to Father Phillip, the increasingly disturbing details of these dreams were causing me profound angst.   He would take prodigious notes and ask me on numerous occasions to repeat certain scenes.  Additionally, the repeated retelling


of these dreams found me continually going to the bathroom to wipe my vagina down and change my underwear.  My flow of female lubricating secretions was truly worrisome.  I had no idea women were capable of such a volume.  Father Phillip promised to look into this for me, although he seemed quite uncomfortable when I related that perhaps I should share these dreams with Mother Superior.  He advised me to not worry the Mother Superior, which I found odd.

After a while, my dreams began to show a religious nature side.  For instance, the fact that almost all the dreams involved my being flogged naked and that heavy weights were attached by evil and disgusting instruments upon my nipples and the outer lips of my vagina, bore a striking similarity to the passion of the Christ.

The fact that Jesus bore extremely painful barbarities at the hands of the Romans and his demeanor in accepting the pain became my obsession over time.  Reading about how the Romans flayed him and visited all sorts of horrible physical punishments on Him only aroused me (I realized now it was arousal due to the fact that upon waking from these nightmares, my panties as well as the bed sheet was soaked with the secretions from my vagina).  The more violence the Romans visited on Our Lord, the more inflamed my feelings. 

In my dreams, I was the one being flogged and caned.  Each individual stroke only enflamed my desire to receive more pain.  In time, I even began to substitute gigantic penises for whips.  A gigantic penis, worthy of an elephant, would ravage me and drive me over the edge of orgasmic bliss.  It was most disturbing.

I finally went to my Mother Superior and confessed my angst over these dreams and my befuddlement over their meaning.  She looked at me gravely, yet with


obvious concern.  Upon finding out that I had related these dreams to Father Phillip, she looked puzzled and asked how long had it been since I had brought these dreams to his attention.  When I mentioned that it had been some months now, she leaned back and suddenly had an angry appearance.  I started to say something, but she interrupted me and told me not to worry.  She told me to go to my room and get some sleep that she would talk to me in the morning.

As I got up to leave, she came over and embraced me and told me to have faith in Jesus that he would keep over me.  She held my face in her hands and said that I should not further mention these dreams to father Phillip.

I felt better that night, after my talk with Mother Superior.  After finishing my prayers, I drew the covers up and promptly fell asleep.

That night, I had the most intense, realistic dream yet.  In it, Father Phillip came to me, naked, with his gigantic fully erect penis prodding me and after stretching my mouth with his penis, ravaged my vagina.  Over and over he took me, and then, after having his way with me,  he tied me up and hoisted me up to the ceiling where he proceeded to whip me with his belt and then attached clothes pins on my nipples and pressed hot wax from a lit candle on my clitoris.  I woke up at this point sweating.  My underwear was again soaked.  The dream was so vivid, so horrible, yet so arousing.

The next morning, Mother Superior came to my room and asked if I could go see her when I was finished with my morning duties.   Her tone seemed friendly, yet there was something unsettling about how she looked at me.  being young and not


experienced in the ways of the world, I mistook the look for concern for my soul; only now that I am older and  wiser, do I know what that look represented; lust.

“Sister, I have been talking this disturbing recurrence of dreams you are suffering from with both Bishop Dominguez and Father Irrubide (I wondered at the time why Father Phillip wasn’t included) and they have suggested that you redouble your prayers and faith in our Lord, and additionally, you come with me to a pilgrimage to Africa to minister to the children and sick. 

Both the Bishop and Father are convinced that a change of locale, combined with the shock of seeing the poverty these poor brethren live under will help to fortify your faith and remove the demons causing your nightmares.  If you agree, you and I will leave Madrid next week and help the poor at one of our convents in the Congo for six months.  I pray you see the wisdom in this and come with me.”

Mother Superior’s faith in me and her earnest wish that I should accompany her to the Congo, to be among the poor, filled me with humble thanks in her faith in me.  I naturally accepted the charge and believed with all my heart that this trip would exorcise the wicked demons haunting me. 

Six weeks later, Mother Superior and I were unpacking our suitcases in the little room we shared at the convent in the village of Murhesa.  The village was located quite a distance from the scene of much tribal warfare during the late 1990’s and near the scene of a horrible massacre of three nuns from the Daughters of the Resurrection, a noble and pious order comprising mostly native women helping the poor.


Fortunately, after so many years, the violence has abated and the region is free of the murderous rivalry between the Hutu and Tutsi tribesmen.  Still, memories are long and there are stories of occasional vendettas.  But generally speaking, the area was a delightful return to nature and an opportunity to do God’s work and be free of the demonic dreams plaguing me.

Mother Superior and I blended in with the other nuns, and soon proved our worth to the order, and to God, by lending aid to the local parishioners.  In particular, my presence proved popular with the local youth.  Perhaps due my youth, but for whatever reason, the young people, both boys and girls, flocked to me and enjoyed my lessons and showing me the local flora of the area.

In truth, looking back, those first few weeks were among the happiest of my life.  The only cloud on the horizon, so to speak, was with Mother Superior.  Increasingly, her demeanor towards me became more puzzling.  

Oftentimes, I would find her staring at me with a concentration that bothered me.  Other times, she would brush up against me, her breasts and her loins seemingly making direct and purposeful contact with me.  She would excuse herself, but her eyes revealed intensity that in my youthful naiveté, I mistook for heat exhausting.

After two weeks of this most odd behavior, an event occurred that was to change both our lives forever.  It started innocently enough.

I was in the kitchen, preparing for the making of the Holy Communion bread, when Tony, one of the local young men who assisted with the chores, came into the kitchen and said that Mother Superior needed me by the church foyer.


Setting aside my work, I followed Tony to the back of the church and through the vestibule to where the foyer was located.  Upon reaching my destination, Tony said to wait for Mother Superior.  He turned and left me alone.  The odd thing was that in leaving, he locked me into the foyer. 

I recalled staring at the door, not quite realizing what need Tony had to lock me in.  Being that it was spring time, the temperatures were still not oppressive and the humidity was bearable.  My uniform, as was typical of the nuns, consisted of a short sleeve blouse, loose fitting, and the regulation skirt, just below the knees.  We wore our Chukka boots, being the most practical footwear for the bush, and cotton underwear and bras.  Again, cotton was the most comfortable material for Africa.

After five minutes, I began to worry.  I sat down by one of the two chairs near the table.  There was a cross by the dresser, and I went to it, and knelt down and did my prayers.  All of a sudden, the door turned, but being locked, it remained closed.  Whoever was trying to enter pushed against it, and then gave up.  This was now becoming most frightening.

Suddenly, the door opened, someone had unlocked it with a key, and Tony came in.  “Sister, you must come with me now.  Hurry, please.”

“What is going on Antonio?  I don’t understand why I am being moved about.”  This was becoming quite confusing.  Could this be some elaborate hoax or trick being played on me by some of the other nuns?


Tony (I called him Antonio only because of Saint Anthony), led me to back of the kitchen and down into the cellar where the convent’s larder was kept.  The light was turned on; someone must have been down there.  As I carefully went down the stairs, I heard the door behind me being locked.

Mother Superior was waiting for me, and next to her, was tall black.  I recognized him as the mayor of the village.  His name escaped me at the time, but he knew me. 

“So good of you to accept our invitation, Maria.  I was telling Isabelle here that I had not given you a proper welcome to Murhesa.”  His deep voice, combined with his extremely dark skin produced a startling contrast to the pasty white complexion of Mother Superior standing next to him.  And even Antonio, who suddenly stood very close behind me, was not as dark.

“Good morning Mayor.  I don’t understand why I’m standing here.  Please explain.”

Mother superior looked at the mayor and then addressed me.  “Sister, Mayor Itusu has been so kind as to offer our convent and the sisters his protection.  Rather, the protection of his tribe against the murderous Islamic terrorists and remnants of the Hutu rebels.  In exchange, our order had reached an understanding, a quid pro quo so to speak.  The use of one of our youthful nuns in exchange for protection.  The bishop and I have decided that you would uphold our end of the bargain.

I was puzzled.  What bargain could she mean.


“What is expected of me?”

Mayor Itusu walked to where I was standing and then reaching up he started to unbutton my blouse.  Shocked, I reached up and slapped him.  How dare he, I thought.  That would be the last voluntary act I did for that day.  He suddenly brought his fist up and knocked me out with a well delivered blow (this is what was relayed to me later).

Upon regaining consciousness, I noticed that I was naked.  Additionally, I was being held in an upright position by ropes attached to the ceiling.  My feet were also held in restrain by ropes.  Additionally, there were small bags filled with weights hanging from my nipples.  While I had lost consciousness, someone had pierced my nipples and attached the weights.

I would have screamed for help, but I was gagged.  I could only make murmuring noises.  In front of me stood the mayor, mother superior and Tony.  All three were naked.

Mother superior was also restrained in a similar manner, yet she was moaning and seemed to be enjoying the attentions Tony was showing her.  He had this long cane and he was striking her buttocks with the cane.  Her reactions seemed to indicate that she was not at all adverse to this pain.

Meanwhile, the Mayor, noticed me and said, “I see our guest of honor has recovered from her feinting.  Good.  Time to test your limits.”


As he came over with a knife, I saw that Tony dropped the cane and standing behind mother superior, took his penis and shoved it into her anus.  How disgusting, I thought.  Poor Mother Superior being forced to have non-consensual sex with a young man half her age.

“Why am I tied up naked, and what are you doing with the knife?”  I tried not to sound hysterical, but I was fast reaching that state.  Everything so far today has been happening too quickly.

“Maria, I am going let you discover the joys of pain.  Mother superior has informed me you had been tormented by demons back in Spain.  I am going to bring out these demons.  You see, I am also the village Shaman.”  And with that, he made an incision across the tips of both nipples.

I screamed with shock and pain, but that didn’t deter him.  He merely leaned forward and licked the blood coming from my mutilated nipples.

Next, he picked up the cane Tony dropped and came over and standing to my side, began to stroke my breasts, nipples and hips with it.  The pain was excruciating.  My screams were increasing in volume.

Suddenly, the pain, the sounds, the whole ambience reminded me of my dreams.  The feeling of helplessness combined with raw eroticism of being taken by strange dark men, became a reality.  I was exactly in the same situation I experienced in my dreams.


Unlike dreams, this was real.  The sound of the cane hitting me was real.  The rising welts on my skin were real.  The way my vagina responded by increasing becoming moist was certainly real.

As I squirmed under the seemingly never ending blows of the mayor, I suddenly realized that this was a pleasurable experience.  It was painful, yet at the same time, enjoyable.  A truly unexplainable conundrum.

“Oh, oh, give it to me!”  Mother superior was yelling out as Tony started to vigorously thrust his penis up her anus.  At the same time, he was slapping her nipple with his right hand while pulling her short hair back with his left.

Meanwhile, the mayor came over with a whip.  He started to flog me across the breasts with it and continued around my body.  After a few minutes, he placed the whip on a table and came over with a candle.  He lit the candle and then when a sufficient amount of wax had melted, he brought it over and started to drip it onto my mutilated nipples.  I screamed because this was truly painful.  And unlike the caning and flogging, this was not pleasurable.  Yet, he not only did my nipples, but he applied the wax (along with some of the fire) to my labia.  He burned some of my pubic hair.  He walked around and I heard him blow out the candle and as soon as the fire was out, he jammed the still smoldering end of the candle up my ass cheeks and my anus. 

I never felt so much pain in my life.  He tried to jam the candle up my anus but my vigorous squirming probably convinced him to try something else.  I was panting with both pain and fear.  What else would this savage from the darkest part of Africa come up with next?  It was hard to believe he was a Christian.


“Tony, give it to me hard!”  Mother Superior was screaming as Tony was now inserting a massively thick wooden cock up her vagina.  While my body was being flayed, Tony must have ejaculated up her anus and found this impossibly thick wooden penis which he was currently thrusting up her vagina.  Poor Mother Superior!

Meanwhile, the mayor had picked up a strange object which I later found out to be an anal plug.  This instrument was unbelievably thick.  I asked him what he would do with it.  He looked and me, smiled and walked to my back.  I felt him feeling up my hips, my anus, and then my clitoris and vagina.  In spite of the continual tortures I was enduring, my vagina was strangely aroused and wet; very wet.

Next, I experienced this pain of a thick object being shoved up past my anal ring.  The pain soon gave way to pleasure.  I had no idea it could feel so good to be so stuffed.  This was soon followed by more caning and then more flogging of my clit and vagina.  It seemed that this torture would never end.

Later on that night, I woke up with a start.  I must have passed out, and was brought back to my room.  I turned on the light by the night stand and was shocked to see my arms, really my whole body covered with black and blue marks.  I got up to use the bathroom and saw that I was completely naked.

Not only naked, but my entire body was covered with bright red welts.  It was horrible.  And the pain as I moved was out of this world.  I finally sat down on the toilet and found that my urination was painful.  I was beginning to be concerned and thought of getting a doctor.


But then I remembered that Mother Superior had also participated in the forced sexual marathon.  She was a willing participant.  What help could I expect from her.  This was most distressing.

After limping my way to the bed after putting on a nightgown, I noticed a note by the night stand.  I opened it.

Dear Maria,

I so hope you enjoyed your first day of the exorcism.  The bishop had specifically enjoined me from giving you advanced notice, so as to not forewarn the demon. 

Tomorrow, we will repeat today’s exorcism but with the addition of Father Suarez.  It is most important that you maintain silence as to these ceremonies and continue to have faith in their ultimate success. 

Until tomorrow, where I will join you again,

Yours truly,

Mother Superior.

How wonderful!  So there was a reason for the bizarre turn of events earlier today.  I knew that Mother Superior would not let herself be raped and manhandled by common sexual brutes. 

The constant application of pain plus erotic pleasure was designed to overwhelm the demon.  Yes, I see the logic of it.  I am so glad I found this note.  I remember going to bed with a smile, looking forward to the further use of pain to banish the demons from me.  As a good Catholic, I was willing to do my best to help drive out the demons, even if it meant being flogged with steel tipped whips.

I had a wonderful sleep that night.
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My ten-thirty appointment would be here soon, and I was putting the last few adjustments to my custom-made mock guillotine, this time going a little extra heavy on the makeup, and taking care of some last minute details. The devil is always in the details, and that’s why I pay so much attention to the little things that keep them coming back for more. I have always from as far back as memory serves me been a stickler for the most intricate detail so to me… it’s just second nature. 

I listen carefully to the yearnings of my pet slaves, reading them like a book and listening for the unspoken word through body language…for example, their favorite outfits, what shade of expensive red lipstick or nail lacquer I’d sport that turned them on, it was the little things that enabled me to feather my nest into a luxurious dungeon befitting the most hardcore BDSM relationship. My maggots helped me to not only acquire but also to  maintain a lifestyle the rest of the world would never understand, and to finance the exorbitant jump from just acceptably mediocre toys and trimmings inherent to our unique lifestyle to an enviably WOW status.

Cheap leather bullwhips were slowly replaced by expensive and dare I say, exquisite hand crafted Italian leather whips, masks, and a wardrobe to fulfill every fantasy they could conjure up. Hindsight is always twenty- twenty,  and the more I thought of my ex- husband along with the hatred and disdain that only grew stronger over the years, the more I came to appreciate and love my slaves.


My date today was Doug, and he reveled in being an adult baby with a few mommy issues thrown into the mix. My “baby” and I had our own special set of rules and also our own private talk that made sense only to us. We understood each other in a way that was alien to the conventional and sometimes intolerant outside world. I would always greet him with my tight-fitting black leather Dominant outfit, and after awhile,  I would change into my size D cup nursing bra that I had specially monogrammed with  his name on it.

I was their master, they were my slaves, it was just that simple. It excited me to know that I held the power to make or break them and nothing brought me greater satisfaction than to humiliate them and torture them not just physically, but also mentally. Physical abuse eventually goes away, but mental abuse does not, and I learned over the years to read people and discover their insecurities and the secret painful chambers of their minds.  Perhaps because of my cunning but well planned methodical rise, I had grown from one simple walk-in closet to five over the span of two years, resembling a fetish supermarket of sorts with almost everything under the sun to please the most discerning slave.

I heard his footsteps echoing through the hallway as he approached my door. A light three times tap signaled his arrival. Doug was a forty-something run of the mill businessman who I am sure was the pillar of his community and who would never arouse suspicion with either his family or community of the double life he enjoyed with me as his Mistress and he, as my slave. His vanilla face had the makings of a German descendant, and he had the robust body of an athlete in his better younger years. Clean shaven, and very well-mannered, mirroring his refined upbringing, Doug was one of my favorites


because of his quietness. Were it not for his specific requests to be gagged with a Fels-Naptha soaked Handi-Wipe (pink), I wouldn’t have to duct-tape or ball gag him at all. He was just that quiet…not a peep. It was sometimes unsettling to me that no matter how much pain I inflicted upon him, he would never so much as flinch.             

It was a full twenty minutes after his knock that I chose to open the door to him, and my maggot just stood there. I always make him wait, this time five more minutes than the last time. He knew I was standing behind the door, and I know he’d enjoy the suspense of the wait, just waiting and wondering if today he would get his just desserts punishment, or if today was the day there would be no answer, and his anticipation would end in a void of nothingness where nobody wins. He needed the pain just as much as I needed to give it to him, it was just that simple.

   “You’re late maggot”

He wasn’t, but whether he was or not remained inconsequential and irreverent. I would punish him anyway. I signaled for him to get on all fours like a dog as he apologetically nodded his head and just stood there holding the dozen white roses he brought me, thorns and all. Most florists remove them and I never knew one to keep the thorns, I wonder where they were bought. Maybe he grows them just for me, to impress me, at least, that’s what I like to think. Fuckin’ wimp. I grabbed my special bouquet from his hands and placed them in the Waterford Crystal vase he had brought me for Christmas. I always try my best to “surprise” my maggots with unexpected little gifts to show how much I care for them. Today would be no different, he looked around my spacious duplex/dungeon in anticipation for what


awaited him today, and it didn’t take him long to spot the surprise, a small mountain of popcorn with ground up shards of glass, purposely leaving out the stinging nettle powder until next time…   

He didn’t dare to challenge me by making eye contact or uttering a sound, this would be construed as disrespectful, and would make me deliver twice as many blows.

After an hour I finally extracted the makeshift Handi-Wipe gag from his now raw and I’m sure very sore mouth. A glass of cold milk would probably relieve his discomfort, yet all I could do was sit on my uber comfortable chaise longue and glared at my pitiful creation that was Doug. I tugged at his leash to signal another order.

“Fetch me my nail file and a glass of milk.” He obeyed me silently, stoically, perhaps thinking to himself I would offer him some milk to take away the burning sensation from his lips.

I took the glass and slowly drank the white liquid, taunting him, challenging him. I enjoyed every sip, every slow ass sip that he should be drinking and not I.

“Would you like some milk you piece of  Shit?...yeah, I bet  you would.”

I couldn’t help but start laughing at the man in front of me and ordered him to open his mouth as wide as he could.  I needed to inspect just how raw he was. He obliged gratefully and stuck out his tongue as far out as it could go.             


“Ahhhhhhh”

I pulled out his tongue with my needle nose pliers forcefully and mercilessly, and for a  faint moment I almost felt sorry for him.

I pondered for a moment what could possibly have happened to him, somewhere along his journey into adulthood, that would bring him to the point of  having sought out someone who would inflict the pain I gladly give. That would be my Holy Grail, to piece together the pieces of the puzzle that was their lives into a coherent explanation and understanding.  I never asked, and he never told, but sometimes, things are just better left unsaid and unspoken.

I threw my good for nothing worthless subject some crumbs by rewarding his efforts with a compliment.

“Good boy, you’re my boy”

“Who’s my boy, my obedient boy? Answer me!”

I shouted at him at the top of my lungs.

“I am your boy…I love you mama”.

For five hours once a month, I was his mama.I would call out his name, belittling him, mocking him, during our sessions as he cried out softly in pain from the disciplinary actions I would take. He wanted to be called Dungdougie during our sessions, just as,  I could only speculate, his mother did when he was a child. He never spoke of the intimate details of what had


transgressed between him and his mother, but actions speak louder than words, and there had to be some twisted history between them to result in the man he is today.  Sometimes he would suckle at my breast like a baby, gently sucking  and sometimes biting ever so softly my very sensitive nipples, searching for the imaginary breast milk that never came, all the while enjoying the cigarettes I would put out on his stomach. Sometimes I would allow him to fuck me with one of my toys. This was the only way he would climax with me.

“Remember that pile you saw when you came in?” I asked him.

“Yes Mistress.”

“I want you to kneel on said pile. Do not face the wall, face me, and put on your diapers first…do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress” he replied sheepishly.

Time for a cigarette break. I waited for him to remove his garb and replace them with his adult white starched diaper, and, as I waited, poured myself a glass of Merlot.

“Look at you how pathetic, just like a sissy boy” I read my script perfectly and felt his arousal when his diaper clearly displayed his huge erection.

This is what he loved to hear. He was made to kneel like a soldier at attention without moving a muscle for a full thirty minutes. I could almost feel the painful pressure on his knees, absorbing the full force of his weight on the broken glass. He held up like a champ. It made me horny to think of


his suffering. I reapplied my blood red lipstick to my pouty lips and adjusted my black vinyl corset and fishnet black stockings. I signaled for him to come towards me to relieve me with his tongue.

No kissing, no eye contact, all I wanted from him was his extra- long and super thick tongue deep inside my wet and awaiting pussy. He wouldn’t even be allowed to touch me, just fuck the shit out of my pussy with his talented tongue.

“Remember what I wanted from you today?”

“Yes Mistress…I mean, mama”

“Go get it then you piece of shit”

He walked towards the bowl I had prepared for him. It was a mixture of Tabasco and Dave’s Hot Sauce, supposedly the worlds’ hottest sauce. I tried this only once before with him, but it was much milder and wimpier with Franks Hot Sauce, today he would graduate to a real man by taking it like one. It felt good to have his burning tongue inside me with the hot sauce, the burning only served to increase my arousal as I gave myself to him.

His face was red as a beet and he began sweating profusely as his tongue entered my feminine wet pearly gates. I grabbed at his hair and pushed him onto the floor and on his back. I stood over him towering over the wimp, I knew what he wanted. I squatted myself on him urinating all over his face growing redder as the Hot Sauce kicked in.               “Openyour mouth, let’s see that tongue.”


He followed my command and his tongue was erect,waiting for me to rape it with my cunt. His tongue was as big as a large carrot as I mounted it I could barely contain myself. The heat from the hot sauce was exquisite and other worldly .I knew what he wanted to hear.

“Fuck your mamas pussy you faggot”

“Fuck me hard you wimp pound it!”

It was sheer heaven for me as I pounded and rode his tongue with my oozing cunt until I reached an excruciatingly pleasurable climax. I wasn’t done, and he knew I would require another climax before I would release him of his services.

“Do you want a glass of milk now?”

“Yes please Mistress…I mean mama”

Yes, I was his mistress, and he was my slave and he knew that his next round of lessons would soon begin. I ordered him to lay on the floor like a cockroach, further breaking his will to the breaking point. Each of our sessions that began innocuously enough with verbal degradations ended with a new level and a new round of discipline and pain. Today would be no different.

I told him that he was late two minutes at his arrival time, and he would have to be punished for this indiscretion. In reality, he was not late, he was on time as always, but that did not matter, all that matters is what I say. I kept the switch I had made from Weeping Willow branches harvested from a nearby park in a salt and vinegar brine. This archaic tried and true hillbilly


contraption lacked the supple refinement of the more expensive Italian leather bullwhip in my collection, but I believe it created a higher degree of pain after being kept in the brine. It was beautiful in its simplicity and the braiding created welts of unimaginable girth.

I would begin softly and gradually apply more and more force for a total of seven lashes, whipping harder and harder until I heard the “safe” word, indicating me to stop, or continue with my brush and his back as my canvas applying an abstract of welts on his back. I would always end with my guzzling Grey Goose Vodka and spitting it on his vulnerable and swelling flesh. I would extend his lesson for no longer than ten minutes, and in spite of his cries for me to stop, I knew what he really meant was different than his utterances, stop lights would mean go, I have never once heard the “safe” word so I continued.

Next month there would be no whipping, since it would take over a month for the welts to heal without risking infection. He wore his wounds as a warrior bracing for the worst in battle, and my lessons created an abstract but interesting map on his back that resembled a road map. I almost felt sorry for the poor bastard, and as I examined my latest masterpiece and wondered at how resilient this piece of shit proved to be. The session would be over soon, and I ordered him to remove his pinkish blood spotted diaper and take a shower. There were no traces of blood anywhere on my outfit or shoes, and it pleased me. There would be hell to pay if he had. His cock glistened with pre-cum, still erect and ready for the long-awaited release, and stood there, lonely and unattended. One day I will surprise him and allow him to fuck me, but not today. I think I will pick his birthday for this grand event, and it will be a surprise gift from me. I will tie him to my


luxurious sprawling bed with leather sheets, tie his hands with barbed wire pulled taut over silk scarves, and slowly caress his cock as he lies helpless wearing the Total Deprivation Mask I reserve for those special occasions.  I would have to hook him up to my machines to monitor his blood pressure and heart rate, and only when I am comfortable that nothing will go wrong will I mount him and ride his big cock until I cum.  I could feel the heat emanating from his body, covered in a sweaty grimy film, but tonight it would be about me, and only I was allowed to climax today. His buildup would result in nothing more than a bloodied and scarred backside, raw burning mouth, humiliation, and blue balls.

I was satisfied with tonight’s session.


THE NON-KNITTING GRANDMOTHER
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“Well, I suppose we could have you wearing a mask, something similar to what the actor in the Lone Ranger wore.  That would be the extent I would compromise on this issue, Kathy.” 

Kathy looked at me, her eyebrows furrowed, obviously thinking it through.  For her the ramifications were profound.  If her daughters and her friends found out what she was planning, it could ruin her social life not to mention embarrass her family to no end.

“Pierre, you’re sure there’s no way to digitally obscure my face, digitize it like you see in the news?”

“Kathy, the answer is yes, the technology does exist for that.  But the reason I will not employ said technology is that my films are based on real life women submitting themselves to utter filth and pain in order to satisfy their inner sexual needs.  If I were to engage in digitizing the face, then I can kiss my artistic integrity goodbye.  My clientele seek my films out due to my fanatical adherence to authenticity.  When I make a film, my followers know that I am using real live women from everyday walks of life.  I do not engage prostitutes, porn actresses or film stars.”  I now leaned back on my leather chair and placed my hands in a steeple position.

“Furthermore, you have to realize that you are the one who sought me out.  I don’t mean to be cruel, but you need me more than I need you.”  That was my trump card.  The truth is I desperately wanted to use Kathy in my latest film; however, I had to play it cool otherwise, like all women, Kathy would find a way to take advantage of me.  Besides, for the money I was


going to pay her, I had no need to feel guilty.  If she can’t stand some scandal for twelve thousand dollars cash under the table, then she’s dumber than she looks.

Pouting her lips, she exhaled and seemed to accept the inevitable.  “Fine, you win.  I’ll just wear that tiny mask to hide my nose and eyebrows.”

“Excellent!  And I see you’re dressed to start filming right now!”  I got up, all excited about this shoot.  I love filming mature women, mothers, grandmothers, sacrificing themselves for their families.  The helpless positions they find themselves in make me want to inflict even more pain then what’s called for in the script.  Of course, I never tell them that before the shoot. 

Roxanne, my lovely assistant stood by at attention, as always.  Dressed in her demure black knee length dress, she was the muscle behind my operation.  Without her, I would be lost.

“Kathy, please follow Roxanne and have her show you to the dressing room.  You will have make up applied by the staff and dress yourself accordingly.  I will begin filming in one hour.”  And with that I stood and left to begin my preparations.

I didn’t see it of course, my back being turned to them, but I knew from the sounds of outrage and pain that Roxanne had grabbed Kathy by her hair and dragged her unwilling body to the floor and started to kick her, forcing her to crawl to the where the cameras were set up.  The ruse of getting prepared by a makeup department was particularly ghoulish and again, it was Roxanne’s idea.  She is such an evil bitch.


I removed my jacket and hung it up in my closet, all the while wondering how I could possibly get ready while Kathy was screaming like a spoiled brat.  Doesn’t that woman have any sense of decorum?  Can’t she just accept the fact that she fucked up?

Rolling up my sleeves and bring forth my whip, nipple clamps, and lead weights for the clamps, I strode back out to the studio to see if I could ‘drill’ some sense into this screaming whore.

Unwinding my whip, I looked on with approval at how Roxanne had tied up Kathy onto the curved stand.  I enjoy using this stand because it leaves the woman’s ass and vagina completely exposed, as well as her back and legs.  The unfortunate whore has no recourse but to either enjoy the beating or scream herself to the point of losing her voice.

“Kathy, as per our agreement, I will film this session and you will get the money for purchasing Christmas gifts for your grandchildren.  Once I have finished with this session, I trust I won’t hear from you again.  I don’t recycle women in my films.  And frankly, your lack of self-control angers me.”  In truth, I hope I don’t let me feelings get the better of me.

“I’m sorry, but I’ve changed my mind!  Please let me go!”  Kathy, poor little Kathy, wants to go home to bake cookies for her grandkids. 

“Kathy, if I let you go, how will you be able to afford the toys you want to get for your beautiful little grandkids?  Don’t be so selfish, Kathy, think of your grandkids.”

“Please, I don’t want to be hurt!”


This last statement made me smile.  She doesn’t want to be hurt.

“Kathy, don’t insult my intelligence.  Of course you want to be hurt.  Like all women, the only language you understand is the language of pain.  In particular, the application of this pain by a man is what you really want.  Now don’t be obstinate, and stop your whining.”  I really have to find a way to shut her up.  She’s starting to grate on my nerves.

Standing before this 48 year old grandmother, I turn to Roxanne and give her a nod.  Roxanne begins to remove her clothes.  Soon she will be completely in the nude but for her high heels.  She will stand in the background waiting until I call for her to administer the final blow that will break Kathy.

The curved dungeon table has Kathy just the way I like her.  Her arms tied behind her head and her ankles restrained.  Her nipples, pussy, all her front is exposed for punishment.  With no means of defending herself, Kathy is finally ready to start ‘acting’.

The sound of the whip as it lashes at her exposed breasts competes with her screams; can her vocal cords and lungs trump the sharp snap of the whip breaking the sound barrier? 

On and on I continue, bringing down the leather braids of the whip on her rosy pink flesh.  Soon, it turns to a bright red as the pummeling continues.  I know women and I know that Kathy has secrets to atone for.  At 48 years of age, she probably has a great deal to atone for. 

As my arm continues with its up and down motion, the sound of her screaming is beginning to annoy me; I begin to wonder just what kind of


slutty things Kathy’s done in her life.  I stop and looked down at her squirming, crying form. 

“Kathy, have you been a sinful woman?  Have you led a virtuous life or have you been leading the life of a whore?”  I started to doubt her sincerity.  Was she really doing this to afford Christmas gifts for her grandchildren, or was it to pay off some lover’s drug debt?

Continuing to stare at her body, covered by now with welts, and puffy from the lashing, I was now convinced that it was all a contrivance.  Kathy only wanted money to buy her pimp something.

“You fucking slut!”  I couldn’t control my anger; her duplicitous behavior finally got the better of me.

“You lied about your grandchildren all so you could give your money to your pimp!  You good for nothing slut; I’ll teach you to lie to me.”

Tossing the whip to the side, I now grabbed the cane and began to thrash Kathy with such a vengeance that even Roxanne became concerned.

On and on, I gave it to her, ignoring the hysterical screams. 

“You fucking harlot!  You thought you could fool me?”  I was now hysterical.  My best films occurred during these moments of blinding rage.

Laying aside the cane, I reached over and picked up the nipple clamps.  Attaching them without a care as to sanitary conditions, I made sure the teeth of the clamp bit down hard on her erect nipples.  A quick tug assured me that they weren’t going anywhere.


“Now we find out how much of a pain slut you are, you fucking lying whore!”

I took the two five pound lead weights and attached them to the nipple clamps and in turn, tied them to the table.  Her nipples were so stretched out; it seemed as if they were ready to be torn from her breasts.

And the noise.  The nonstop screaming had, if anything increased in volume.  Kathy was close to being broken.

Turning to Roxanne, I pointed to the closet.

“Bring out the stool and the sandpaper.”

Roxanne, dutifully obeyed my instructions and came back.  Having done this before, she knew what was expected.  Sitting down in front of Kathy, she began to use her fingers to excite her clitoris. 

Soon, Kathy’s screams turned to moans, as Roxanne used an expert’s touch on her clit.  I stood aside, smoking a cigarette and trying my best to control my anger.

“Get the fucking whore off so we can continue.  I’ can’t do shit until she has an orgasm.”

Roxanne turned and looked at me. 

“Don’t yell at me.  It’s not my fault she lied to you.”

Glaring at Roxanne, I put out my ciggy and said, “All you women lie; you’re all no fucking good.  Now finish up with her clit so I can really hurt her.”


Roxanne turned back to Kathy’s clit and pussy and leaned forward and began to lick the clit with her tongue, while sticking her fingers up her vagina.  She was going to make Kathy squirt.  Kathy was going to experience the greatest orgasm of her life moments before Pierre gave her a taste of the most intense pain of her life.

Roxanne smiled as she turned back to me.

“You are one sick motherfucker, you know that, Pierre?”

This was too much.  I’ve been holding my anger as best I could.  But naked, gorgeous Roxanne with her 29 year old model’s body and luscious butt staring at me, while disrespecting me, was too much.  It was much too much.

Picking up the whip again, I began to lash out at Roxanne and lay down a truly barbaric assault on her generous hips.  Her sexy ass was being destroyed by the non-stop whipping.  And Roxanne’s yells of outrage only fueled my anger.

Coming down in a fast blizzard of blows, I soon had Roxanne quivering on the floor, trying to protect her face.  I switched the whip to his left hand and reaching down, picked her up by her hair and dragged her over to the wooden pony. 

Picking her up, I roughly impaled her on the erect wooden cock, extra thick for her pleasure, atop the wooden edge of the pony.  Roxanne was now at the point of no return.


Tying her wrists behind her back and securing her ankles to the horse, I was now ready to ‘clean up the mess’.

“Roxanne, you wound me.  I thought I could count on your loyalty.  I thought you had my back.  Turns out I was wrong.  Turns out you were in cahoots with grandma down there all this time.”

Roxanne looked at me with shock visible in her eyes, “What the fuck are you talking about Pierre?  Are you fucking psycho?”

I smiled at Roxanne.  I smiled because I recalled how three years earlier, I had warned her not to say anything about my suspicious nature.  I specifically admonished her not to confuse my caution with paranoia.  She either forgot the warning, or more likely, chose to ignore it.  Either way, it was time for her and Kathy to pay.

Standing about five feet from Roxanne, I carefully wound back and unleashed a torrent of soul shattering, not to mention flesh destroying, lashings from my whip.  Each blow upon Roxanne’s exposed nipples and breasts drew forth high pitched screams.  I was grateful I had invested in quality soundproofing years before.

Turning from Roxanne, who by this time was a quivering and sobbing mass of broken femininity, I resumed my conversation with Kathy.

“You worthless slut! Turning my most devoted aide to plot against me.   I’ll teach you what real pain is!”


And I began to teach her what real pain was like.  And judging by the hysterical and desperate tone of her screams, it would seem as if she was taking notes.

On and on I continued with the whip; first one, then the other.  There was so much to teach; so many lessons to impart to these two filthy and unfaithful women.  With each stroke, I knew I was turning them into better women.  By the time I was done, they would be model females.

Tiring of the whip, I next picked up the vibrator and turning it on, pressed it to Roxanne’s exposed clitoris.  I didn’t bother nor care how she would react, I just knew I had a limited amount of time to finish the filming.  Taping the vibrator to her clit, I left it running while Roxanne thrashed as best she could.  I picked up the second vibrator and attaching it to the long wooden pole, I pressed it against Kathy’s 48 year old clit. 

Pressing firmly, I ignored her loud cries for mercy knowing that soon, the vibrator would have her singing a different tune.  Soon, this slutty grandmother who sucked, God knows how many strange cocks, would start to moan and begin bucking in her throes of orgasmic bliss.  That’s the kind of filthy slut she was.

I turned in disgust to get the bucket of ice water.  Time to clean up these whores before ending the shoot.

BUZZ

I stopped in mid stride.  Looking at my watch and then the door, I was shocked to see how late it was.  I had gotten so carried away by the filming that I completely lost track of time.


Walking to the door, I unlocked it and there stood Kathy’s husband, Greg.

“Is Kathy still here?”  The anger in his voice was unmistakable.  He sounded like a man who knew he had been wronged and was determined to make amends.  No matter who got hurt.

I looked at him and wondered for a moment if perhaps I had been rash.  Had I done the right thing, I wondered.

“Yes, as a matter of fact, your wife is still here.  She’s quite indisposed however.”

“I don’t fucking care!  Let me see her!”  And with that, he barged his way past me and strode to where Kathy was tied up, her erect nipples supporting the lead weights, and her formerly white skin all red and puffy from the lashing.  She was sobbing and begging for mercy.

Greg turned to me, the anger in his eyes hinted at the evil thoughts in his head.  “Did you do this to Kathy?”

I relaxed my shoulders.  Time to accept the inevitable.

“Yes, I am responsible for treating her like the good for nothing slut that she is.”

Greg looked at me, then at Kathy.  He took off his overcoat and tossing it aside, spoke to Kathy in a controlled manner.

“Sweetheart, I told you not to come here without me.  I specifically told you that I was the only one who would mark your skin with the mark of


the whip.  I see that you didn’t listen to me; you never listen to me.  That’s always been your fucking problem; you never, ever listen to me.  Well, it’s all going to change after today.  Pierre, would you be so kind as to give me your cane and whip.  My wife and I have some things to discuss.”

Handing him both items he requested, I smiled as I turned back to Roxanne, the sounds of Kathy screaming as her husband had his talk with her.  Nothing gave me more pleasure than to help save a marriage, capture it on film and give Roxanne the birthday gift she had been asking for.  In short, this had been a very productive day.
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