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Chapter One

Dara

“Ah, ah, ah, ah, aaaaaaaaahhhhhh!” My ecstatic cries reverberate around this spacious basement apartment for the first – but certainly not the last – time.

I’m not worried that someone might overhear me masturbating. For one thing I live alone (though that’s about to change) and the few servants have been dismissed for the day. For another my house is quite secluded even on this teeming resort island: set back amid expansive grounds behind a high stone wall and guarded by a state-of-the-art security system. And finally this carefully concealed, rather specialized living space has been soundproofed completely. I could be holding a party for hundreds upstairs and no one would have a clue that anything at all was going on a few meters below their feet. The renovations I’ve been planning for so long have finally been completed.

My name is Dara Dupree, and today is an extremely big day for me – one I’ve been looking forward to my whole life practically. Now that it’s here at last I’ve chosen to celebrate it, and christen this sumptuous, wondrously equipped and hidden alternate universe of mine with a bath and orgasm or three before heading out on my most momentous shopping excursion ever. Lounging in the huge marble tub, immersed in hot, churning, bubbly water up to my admittedly enormous breasts, I’ve finished slowly bathing the spectacular body that first made me rich. Now I’m using a waterproof vibrator to pleasure myself to the kind of climax no man has yet proved capable of giving me. Despite having had so much sex I’ve become intolerably jaded at the young age of twenty-eight, I’ve never found it properly satisfying.

Starting today all of that will change. Soon I’ll be able to live out all my scandalous fantasies, indulge all of my most depraved desires. Business at my nightclub (the most celebrated and exclusive one on the island, possibly in this whole part of the Caribbean) has been simply fabulous for over two years straight. I’ve been able to remodel the spacious basement according to my extremely specific needs at last. Now, today, this very afternoon, I’m finally going out to buy the perfectly raised, trained and groomed slave I’ve always wanted to keep down here.

Mistress Nera, the procurer I finally hooked up with, won’t tell me anything about him physically beyond his age (he just turned eighteen), claiming to want to keep her surprise. So I have to use my imagination as I fantasize. But that’s all right. It’s never really been about how he looks – though of course, he must certainly be very attractive. What turns me on is picturing all the things I’ll finally be able to do to him. And so I thrash and splash, moan and cry and play with myself for upwards of an hour as I do so, until I’ve climaxed the requisite three times and am at least temporarily sated. Then I lounge and soak in blissful recuperation for a while before I sigh and climb up out of the huge sunken tub.

The water level drops appreciably when I do so, even though I’m not even five feet tall. I’m not going to tell you or anyone else my weight – my measurements will have to suffice. I’m a 46-28-42, with a double-H bra cup. Growing up I was always derided as a ‘chubby shorty’, but I definitely have the last laugh now. Though I don’t have a traditional fashion model body, I’m not what you could call truly fat either.

Okay, my breasts are gigantic, as are my hips and ass. My arms are thick and meaty and my thighs are absolutely huge too. I’m stout around the middle, yet not enough to detract from what remains a classic hourglass shape. The point is that I’m not flabby anywhere. No rolls of fat pooch out my nice smooth belly and nothing jiggles that shouldn’t. No stretch marks, cellulite or indeed blemishes or imperfections of any kind mar my acres of light brown skin. The only dimples are in my cherubic cheeks and though my neck is thick too I still have only the one chin.

The fact is, I’m the perfect example of a body type that a vast number of men have always found outrageously appealing, so much so that I was a hugely successful exotic dancer and then high-class call girl from the ages of sixteen to twenty-three – by which time I’d earned enough to buy my own club and put my equally gifted brain to work instead. Fashion designers and casting directors may worship rail-thin stick women. But mankind has been carving my shape, the ultimate fertility goddess/Venus figure, into stone for tens of thousands of years. Men have lusted after and even truly worshipped big hips and breasts since time immemorial. And if you want them, baby I’ve got ‘em! Grinning happily to myself I towel my short but unbelievably lush figure off, wrap my curly black hair in another thick towel and slip into a monogrammed silk robe. Then I move from the bathroom facilities past the enormous bed (everything is all open space at this end of the high-ceilinged apartment) to one of the nearly silent elevators that allow access to this place.

The door is undisguised down here and I merely tap a five-digit code into the keypad to open it. I step in, close the door and tap the button that sends me quietly upward. Moments later the door slides open two floors above on a pane of tinted glass. I trip an unobtrusive catch and this swings outward. I step through into the roomy wardrobe off my master bedroom and close both the door and glass behind me. Now the latter is simply a full length mirror on the back wall of the closet, undetectable even to the maid who comes in here several times a week. Grinning smugly to myself I move to pick out an outfit appropriate to the occasion.

Eschewing any underwear I slip into a tight white strapless minidress and pull on soft white boots that rise to just past the knee. For jewelry I go with silver: a couple of big bracelets and an almost inch-wide necklace that’s close to being a choker. After drying my hair and trapping it behind my ears with a matching white band I apply a little makeup and I’m ready to go. Slipping on mirrored sunglasses I make my way through the empty house to the garage. Bypassing the three fancy cars (a Mercedes convertible, an Audi sedan and a gleaming white Corvette) I climb into the strictly functional black van and I’m on my way.

As always when passing through the grounds – fountains, flowerbeds, fruit trees and immaculately manicured lawns – I feel a strong stirring of pride. I’ve come quite a ways from the poor dancer and hooker of mixed heritage and unknown parentage! It makes me happy to know that I’ll be bringing my even lower-born slave into the lap of such luxury.

He’ll have to suffer dearly for the privilege, and he’ll likely never see more of the estate than the lavishly appointed and equipped apartment I’ve provided to enjoy him in. But he’ll certainly find himself in far more luxurious circumstances than he’s yet encountered in his severely circumscribed life. I have no doubt about that whatsoever. Using the dashboard remote I let myself out of the gate and lock it behind me. Then I wend my winding way downhill from my own exclusive neighborhood, through the touristy part of the island and toward a part of the coast well away from the main harbor. While not in the teeming slums I came from, Mistress Nera’s establishment is naturally tucked a bit off the beaten track where business can be discreetly conducted by sea as easily as by land. I’m expected and when I pull up to a nondescript warehouse door and beep the horn it trundles right up. Feeling my excited anticipation crank up another notch I pull in.

Nera herself steps out of a steel door and greets me with a wide smile. Stork-tall and thin she makes me feel like a chubby shorty all over again in her elegant black suit and stiletto heels. That’s all right though – it takes all kinds to make a world. All gleaming teeth and twinkling eyes in her dark-dark face she gestures for me to back up to the loading dock. Either salesmanship or natural confidence that I’ll be delighted enough to make my purchase on the spot this assurance is welcome and I do as directed. By the time I’ve parked and climb out of the van she’s right there to exchange beaming cheek kisses with me.

“Miss Dupree – or should I say Mistress Dara, as you will shortly be known – how wonderful it is to see you again!”

“Likewise, Nera! Tell me again how delighted I’m going be with this slave you have for me. It seems like I’ve been waiting forever.”

“You’re going to be simply enchanted, darling. And the timing has worked out perfectly. You know I don’t like to sell them until they’re legally adults and this one has just turned eighteen today. Come, let me go into my sales pitch all over again as we head downstairs. I know you’ve heard most of this before, but I just can’t contain myself. This boy is simply delicious, a perfect mix of genes, training, and circumstance. I’m truly sorry I can’t keep him for my own stable, but this one is just too valuable not to sell, especially to a discerning first-time customer – and hopefully soon-to-be dear friend like you.”

Up onto the loading dock, through the door and down a hall into a large freight elevator Nera can’t stop gushing.

“To start with, let me give you the physical description I’ve been keeping to myself.

“First off, he’s a Caucasian, which makes him rare in this part of the world, and of course, especially prized anywhere. Yet he’s also to die for: extremely good-looking in a moderately masculine way and yet with subtle touches of androgeny about him. If you were interested at all in feminization you could hardly do better. He has the most darling blue eyes, long blonde hair, very fair skin and he’s not hirsute at all, though he’s been kept depilated since he first sprouted body hair. He’s also small and slim and yet nicely built. He’s well-toned, fit and kept exceptionally flexible by a lifetime of imaginative bondage, yoga training and regular exercise. All these things make him a perfectly scrumptious little sissy. On the other hand, even though he’s been cock-locked since he was a toddler, this boy is wonderfully hung for his size!”

“Sounds heavenly!” I exclaim as Nera starts the elevator clanking its way downward. I have to clutch my elbows and hug myself to contain my glee as she continues.

“What really makes him special though is the care we’ve taken raising him. The unwanted child of a prostitute, he’s been here since he was a baby. Born into slavery, he knows and expects nothing else in life. Raised in isolation here among us, he’s had no exposure to the outside world whatsoever. I mean he’s never even seen a TV or any other kind of media. He has never touched or been intimately touched by a woman since he was a very small child, and has never seen one naked even in a picture. He has no knowledge at all of sex, and yet I can guarantee that he’s completely hetero.

“With the chastity sleeves he’s been kept in he’s never had an orgasm, any real penile stimulation or a complete erection in his life. Yet during his daily discipline sessions and even in reaction to being put into bondage he invariably attempts to erect when it’s a woman seeing to him and never if it’s a man. And he’s a true ass-virgin too naturally, which I know you said was important to you. He’s never been penetrated with anything.”

Once the elevator reaches the sub-basement level Nera leads the way down another long hallway with more heavy steel doors every few feet. Faintly through these I can hear the occasional sounds of paddles and other implements striking flesh, the exhortations of disciplinarians and the cries of afflicted slaves. Shivering with exhilaration I try to concentrate on Mistress Nera’s words as she wraps up her simply divine summation.

“He’s also been thoroughly trained (exclusively by women, of course) to cook, clean, sew and perform a wide variety of other domestic chores, should you choose to use him as a maid. Most importantly of all however is the way he’s been raised and indoctrinated to not only submit unthinkingly to women but to venerate femininity in general, to view us as wholly superior and even sacred beings worthy of awe and instinctive obedience. Ah, here we are. Get ready to be delighted and impressed, Dara darling. It’s time you were introduced to Drew.”

She unlocks and opens the third door from the end.


Drew

Today is an exceedingly special day for me.

I haven’t been disciplined for eight straight days by my count, eight very long and disappointing days. Even if I were not gagged most of the time it’s not my place to question anything. A slave doesn’t speak unless it’s indicated that he should. But one of the ladies that came in to feed and water me and change my bondage this morning took pity on me. Seeing my plaintive expression when she appeared without a whip or any other weapon, reading my clearly thwarted craving for this most necessary sort of interaction with holy femininity, she volunteered the information that Mistress Nera wants me without a single bruise, welt, scratch or blemish anywhere on my body. I’ll be having a visitor today, she confided, someone I’ve never met before. This will be my most important interaction ever, and I’ve been admonished to make a very good impression on her. I’m told that if she likes me my whole life will be changed for the better. She’s a buyer apparently. And I’ve long been told that being sold represents the ultimate culmination of my upbringing, that which my entire existence has been leading up to. If accepted by her I must love and serve her unconditionally, and in return she will expand my horizons in ways that are currently inconceivable for me.

My heart is all aflutter, and my shameful little man-thing hurts with the madly compelling pain that comes with its inexplicable but always exciting swelling. Though I haven’t been gifted with the whipping or other forms of torment that so thrill me (at least when it’s one of the women doing this) I have at least been kept tied up as much or even more than usual. My lessons in duty and deportment have also been put on hold, and this morning I’ve been bound in a particularly evocative fashion, one which has had me panting and swelling and straining deliciously at the ropes for hours as I wait for this all-important encounter.

Lying on the thinly padded floor of my cage I can’t see anything. A narrow leather blindfold is buckled about my head. Instead of the usual hood, heavy leather gag or complicated harness obscuring my face only a single thin strap secures the large ball in my mouth. That strap runs under my hair to the base of my neck, letting my freshly washed and brushed locks hang free in a way I’ve been assured looks lovely. I’ve been warned not to thrash around too much and let this get fouled by the drool that seeps from my lips, and despite the more intense than ever excitement that grips me I have obeyed. Slaves don’t wear clothes you know, unlike mistresses and their servants, and thick, soft white ropes much nicer than usual bind my naked body all about. My legs are tied together with many tight loops of this at the ankles, just above and below the knees and right at the tops of my thighs. More of this wonderfully sensuous rope binds them folded up with my heels pressed up snug against my butt.

Other tight loops about the base of my scrotum and all around my testicles separate, stretch, and bulge out my balls. The rope from these runs taut up the crack of my ass to where it is lashed thoroughly about my wrists, bowing my back and pulling my hands down to where my puffy numb fingers can just tickle my toes and the bottoms of my feet. Further loops bind my forearms and elbows together, making a wonderfully stressful triangle of my upper arms and shoulders, and a complicated wrapping all about those shoulder harnesses up my torso beautifully. One last rope binds my big toes together and then runs thrumming up to the buckle of my blindfold, stretching my head way back. Though I still want to roll all around and revel in the way being restrained like this makes my heart pound and my man-thing swell inside its tight steel sleeve I force myself for about the thousandth time to exert the discipline (discipline in all things!) necessary to refrain from this. I mustn’t mess my hair. Moaning with that evocative upset I content myself once again with straining against my bonds, and try to pass the time by wondering what it will mean for me to finally be sold.

Will I never see Mistress Nera and my other mistresses again? Will I be moved to a different room, learn different things and have new experiences? Most of all I wonder: what will this new mistress be like? Will she like me? Will she be nice, or cruel, or the usual unpredictable mix? These questions are impossible to answer, and I must simply wait until they are answered for me. But then suddenly out of the blackness that envelops me I hear the door being unlocked at last. Perhaps those answers are imminent even now! Mindful of everything I’ve been told I try to quell my hammering heart and present as becoming an appearance as possible as the heavy door to my world swings open. Immediately I recognize Mistress Nera’s voice.

“And here we are: isn’t he simply adorable?”

“Absolutely!”

This new voice is a pleasing contralto, and enthusiastically approving. My heart swells in response – with one word I’m captivated. Mistress Nera calls out to me as their heels click closer over the concrete floor.

“Roll onto your side, slave. Let Mistress Dara see your penis.”

Right away I comply, though I can feel my face coloring as this new mistress gasps with appreciation.

“Oh my goodness! Good thing you keep that monster caged up!”

They both laugh at this, and my face flushes hotter.

“I think we had to replace the sleeve with a larger model every year for a while there. Of course, we sedated him while we did it. Drew honey, do you have any memory of a time when your penis wasn’t confined?”

I shake my head at this, feeling the rope tugging on my toes. The clicking of heels comes closer, and I sense the ambience of someone crouching right outside the bars of my cage. Fingers skate lightly over my cheek, and test the texture of my hair.

“Fabulous!” that delighted voice breathes. Mistress Nera’s words come from above and a bit farther away.

“Would you like us to get him out of there so you can inspect him more thoroughly? You haven’t seen those lovely blue eyes yet.”

“I believe I’ll wait until I get my property home before I unwrap and gloat over it,” Mistress Dara laughs. “I feel like it’s my birthday rather than his!”

“So I take it you’re sold on little Drew here?”

“Absolutely! Thank you so much!”

“Thank you, dear. I knew you’d be pleased, but confirmation is always welcome. Shall we go upstairs and conclude our business? I’ve got his key for you should you ever need it, and the shock fob which you certainly eventually will. I’ll have your property packed up and loaded for you while we see to that.”

“Excellent! See you soon, Drew.” Those fingers caress my head and pinch my cheek playfully. Then my soon-to-be new owner’s ambience withdraws. The sounds of their feet on the concrete recede, the door opens and closes behind them and I’m left alone (for the moment at least) to savor the excitement gripping me.

So I’ve actually been sold! That was quick. And my new owner sounds so nice too, and was actually even affectionate toward me. Not only will I be leaving this room, but even going someplace totally different. Why else would they be ‘loading me up’? I know vaguely that there’s more to the world than this building, though I know next to nothing about it. It will certainly be interesting and exciting to finally see some of it, not to mention enjoy some new experiences. Before I can explore this possibility further the door opens again and new footsteps approach, along with the muted squeaking of wheels rolling across the floor. I can tell by the tread that these are but male servants, yet still my excitement climbs. Everything that happens to me today is just another step into my truly unimaginable future.

The door to my cage is unlocked and slid open on its track. Rough hands grasp me by the legs and shoulders and pick me up. I’m carried a short distance and set down again in what is clearly a wooden box just barely big enough to accept me. A lid creaks closed and I hear a padlock being fitted into place and snapped shut.

The squeaking of wheels resumes, and I can tell by vibrations that I’m moving. After a while we stop, and I hear a grinding and clanking as we’re transported upwards. Soon we’re on the move again. We bump over a threshold of some kind, and suddenly the air in the box is fresher, though it carries an unwholesome tang. I’m rolled over some more bumps onto a softer surface that deadens the sound of the wheels before stopping again. Doors close with a muffled metallic clanging and I’m left in silent darkness a while.

Finally, I hear more clunking, and the world rocks briefly a little. A grinding noise is followed by a low roar that doesn’t stop but only changes in pitch. Suddenly I’m rocking and swaying and I can tell I’m moving again though the box stays in the same place. There’s another rattling rumble, more bumps, and the inertia I’m experiencing both increases and smoothes out. Unexplained words I’ve been inadvertently exposed to over the years – vehicles, travel, roads – occur to me, and with a mix of excitement and trepidation I guess that I’ve left both my cell and the larger building around it for the first time ever. I’m out in the world, the real world!

An agoraphobic panic grips me – ironic since I’m presently locked in a confining box smaller than a coffin. Then reason reasserts itself. Scary though this experience is it can only be good for me. Some instinct warns me that the way I was raised was unnatural, even for a slave. As I proceed by stops and starts, through smooth stretches interrupted by occasional bumps and jolts until finally we stop for good and the vibrations and that muted roar cease, I quell my recurrent anxiety by reminding myself of all I owe my new owner. Respect, love, worship, instinctive submission and immediate obedience are her undeniable due. I was bred, born, raised and trained to satisfy her every need no matter how demanding. In return she will supply me with the madly exciting bondage and discipline I crave – as well as more mysterious and obscure fulfillments my mistresses have only hinted at over the years.

More thumps and clunks are followed by a change in the air again. After further rattles and bangs my box rolls backwards, down a steep incline and then across a succession of smooth surfaces interrupted by occasional gentle bumps. At one point I’m halted and can tell the box is descending though no sound or other movement accompanies this. Again I roll squeakily across some hard flat surface. At last I hear the rattling removal of the padlock. An inrush of fresher air indicates that the box has been opened. Eager hands untie the rope to my toes and finally the stress on my neck is eased. I let my head hang down in blessed relief and those hands unbuckle and remove the blindfold. I gasp and squint as light stabs my eyes for the first time in hours. A palm caresses my head in a way that can only be called loving. Then the voice of Mistress Dara, my wonderful new owner, addresses me playfully. There is a timbre of excitement to her words that matches my own and I blink rapidly, willing my eyes to adjust already.

“Welcome to your new home, slave. I can’t wait to begin playing with you!”

Lifting my head again my gaze goes from the rough unfinished wood of the box enclosing me to the sacred lady beaming down at me. Immediately I catch my breath in awe and wonder, and a thrill as keen as a paean of worship shivers through me.

She is so beautiful!

A rather chubby dimpled face framed by a huge mass of black curls smiles sheer delight down at me. Accented by shiny mirror sunglasses and a gleaming silver necklace with diamonds twinkling in the earlobes, that lovely face mediates perfectly between the creamy white of my own skin and the dark coffee brown or eggplant black of all the other people I’ve ever seen. More, that beautiful light brown is breathtakingly bare all the way down the thick but beautifully proportioned shoulders, arms and chest to where a blindingly white tight dress barely contains breasts that are several orders of magnitude larger than any I’ve ever dreamed existed. They are the same size or even larger than my head! My shameful little man-thing swells as swiftly, alarmingly and painfully (if inexplicably) as ever and my heart hammers within me. Worshipful adoration floods through me, and just like that I’m in love as never before. The hopeless veneration I felt for the previous females in my life was but a shallow precursor to this enthralling instant attraction and adulation. Oh, heavenly Mistress Dara, you are far more gorgeous and wonderful an owner than I could have ever dared hope for!


Dara

Nera was right. Taking off my sunglasses at last I see that my precious slave’s eyes are indeed a simply gorgeous blue: the brilliantly clear azure of high summer skies and un-muddied mountain lakes. Yet even more enchanting than their color is the expression of awed surprise and instant adoration that fills them the moment they fix on me. Clearly my sheltered little Drew has never seen anyone like me before! His gaze flicks constantly back and forth between my face and my breasts as if he can’t decide which he finds more stunning. Filled with gleeful amusement I let him look, returning the favor by gloating over him in return.

I had feared his white skin might have the sickly pallor of the dungeon about it – this boy has never been above ground in his life before today. Yet Mistress Nera has anticipated this, and equipped his cell with natural spectrum lights. Drew has a perfectly healthy vanilla complexion that is absolutely beautiful.

I will have to see to installing the same, and perhaps even a sun lamp. A nice even tan would make him even more attractive. Unable to help myself (and why should I want to) I again finger his thick silken tresses, and then caress the soft springy flesh of his shoulder where it is exposed by the ropes. He is just too perfect to be believed! I simply must see more of him. At last I lift the little key-ring Mistress Nera gave me. In addition to the single tiny key on it (which fits his chastity sleeve) it has a complicated little fob which when properly programmed or pressed will deliver a crippling shock to his very impressive imprisoned penis. Holding this up before his eyes I smile with genuine affection at him.

“I won’t have to use this if I untie you, will I?”

Drew shakes his head emphatically no, his worshipful gaze utterly disregarding this threat to continue feasting with wondering love on me.

“Good boy,” I grin, tucking it into a pocket of my dress. “You couldn’t escape this place anyway if you were foolish enough to want to. The elevator requires a security code. We’re the only ones here and the apartment is completely soundproofed. Without my good graces you’d starve to death down here and no one would find you for about a dozen years, if ever. So let’s get you out of that box and have a proper look at you. The two of us were just made for each other, and we are going to have the time of our lives down here – or a life of great times I should say.”

Drew’s eyes tear up with uncontainable emotion at this approval and promise. Lavishing him with as much kindness now as I will eventually subject him to cruelty I quickly but gently unbind the ropes about his legs. Mindful of how numb these must be I don’t hurry him to stand but merely help my deliciously fresh young virgin up onto his knees. Still ball-gagged and with his shoulders, torso and arms wrapped in that elaborate rope harness, and his hands and testicles tied tightly to one another, he stares first with amazed and worshipful fascination at the rest of my wonderfully voluptuous body. Then kneeling in that box on its little dolly just outside the elevator opposite the one I took from my bath he gazes around in wide-eyed wonderment at the secret basement apartment I’ve prepared for him.

Far away across this great underground space, perhaps a hundred and fifty feet, lies the gigantic waterbed in a wide alcove on the end. Draped with furs and piled with pillows, this sumptuous disporting place is reflected from three sides and above by the completely mirrored walls and ceiling.

Each corner of the bed features a spooled rope with a cuff on its end and a motorized crank. Another winch is hidden above the ceiling mirror, the cable descending from this retracted right up against it, undetectable from this distance. Likewise undetectable around the perimeter of the frame are regularly spaced cleats for tying off other ropes, presenting limitless possibilities for sexual bondage. To the right of that sybaritic alcove lie the bathroom facilities: the huge sunken tub, a large shower compartment, a toilet and bidet, sink and vanity. To the left is a fully equipped kitchen and dining space, with the drawers and cupboards currently locked shut. Closer this way in that same wall is a smaller alcove, this one about ten feet long and eight deep. Closely set steel bars enclose this, behind which can be seen the currently empty cell awaiting my new slave, with its thinly padded floor, simple toilet, sink and steel rings regularly set in the ceiling, floor, and concrete-block walls.

Pretty Drew’s eyes betray a glint of amazed gratitude as he takes in the fact that this little cell is actually quite a bit larger than the cage he occupied in Mistress Nera’s dungeon. Indeed he gawks stunned disbelief at everything: the expansive, high-ceilinged space, opulent furnishings, and most of all the great number of devices for restraint and torture ranged around the rest of the large apartment – along with more mirrors for reflection and racks and racks of bondage gear, fetish outfits, sex toys and nearly numberless implements of discipline.

Utterly staggered, my slave’s gaze ranges ceaselessly over everything, before at last returning to me with mute and questioning supplication. As filled with delight by his reaction as I have been myself every time I revel in the sight of this wondrous place, I loosen his ball-gag and let it fall around his neck. Considerately I use my own silk handkerchief to wipe the drool from his chin, neck and lips. Then I raise my eyebrows enquiringly.

“You would say something, my slave?”

Drew swallows with difficulty. Then he husks timidly up at me.

“I know you are a goddess of sorts, Mistress Dara. That goes without saying – every woman is inherently sacred. But is this place heaven?”

He seems so earnest that I just have to laugh, and stroke his smooth young cheek.

“Together we will make it so, my slave. This is our own little alternate universe, perfectly fit for an omnipotent goddess and her enthralled subject. Are you happy with that? Are you glad I purchased you from Mistress Nera and brought you here?”

“More than I can possibly say,” Drew tremulously avows, everything about him emphasizing the honesty of this. “I had no idea such places even existed – or such amazing women as you. They told me my life would get inconceivably better. They were right. I can’t wait to begin serving you however you require. I haven’t been disciplined in forever and all this stuff…I’m so excited I feel both weak and yet at the same time like I might explode. My naughty little boy-thing hurts so bad, but in a strangely good way. It fills me with a terrible urgency that nothing seems to ease but being beaten. Would you like to beat me, Mistress? Or how else shall I submit to you? I live only to make you happy.”

How indeed?

Now that I finally have my slave I’m so giddy with the joy of possession that I can’t decide what interminably deferred pleasure to indulge in first. Standing with my palm on the head of my new bound and kneeling toy I find myself flashing back to my childhood spent in the slums, when I first began to develop a craving for punishing and subjugating males.

***

Everyone used to pick on me.

I was the chubby shorty with lighter-colored skin than everyone else, even those of Indian or Latin descent. No one knew who my father was, though obviously he was a European or American tourist, of which my prostitute mother had serviced endless number of times. To make things worse, the despised and high-handed gringos had recently invaded nearby Panama. Killing indiscriminately they’d overthrown the rightful government, captured, spirited away and imprisoned the leader, causing a great deal of resentment throughout the region.

The highly lucrative cocaine traffic had shifted into different avenues. This worsened the already crippling poverty we all grew up in, while doing nothing to lessen the ravenous appetites of the Americans – or their supply. No one could strike back at the all-powerful United States of course, so I became a convenient scapegoat. When lacking any other diversion the neighborhood kids used to chase me about and beat me up. They also tried to exclude me from the backstreet football games that were endlessly played by both boys and girls everywhere. Yet occasionally I was still allowed to participate, usually when someone needed a goalkeeper and no one else wanted the position.

One day when I was still only ten came the chance happenstance that eventually led me to where I am. There was a mad scramble for the ball around one of the big red bricks we used in lieu of goal posts. Fists and feet were flying everywhere. Though I was the only one permitted to use my hands there was no way I was going to dive into that melee. I’d be lucky to come out with all my teeth, which for a wonder in that part of the world were all beautifully white and straight and all there. Instead I lunged in and attempted to kick the ball clear. What I connected with was a different set of balls – the testicles of an older boy, and one of the worst of those who delighted in victimizing me. Watching him writhing on the ground weeping and cursing, I was suddenly filled not only with a righteous sense of vengeance but a strange and powerful thrill, a kind of pre-sexual excited satisfaction that was irresistibly compelling. All at once I felt truly alive for the first time. Inspired by this inadvertent introduction to sadism I found myself eager to repeat the experience. Soon I was purposely kicking balls at every opportunity, each time becoming more addicted to the exhilarating sense of power and domination inflicting such intensely intimate agony on deserving males gave me.

This soon saw me banished from the games all together. Yet now I had a new weapon in the endless street conflicts. Whenever boys began to chase and afflict me I could drop them in their tracks with one well-placed kick to the crotch. So gratifying did I find this, and so expert did I become at it, that I soon became notorious for it. And as I grew older I became something of a bully myself, seeking out defenseless or unsuspecting younger boys I could instantly fold up into gasping, sobbing agony with a relishing kick. I even managed to incapacitate a grown man this way when he tried to rape me one day.

Soon I was turning tricks for the tourist trade myself – there wasn’t any other way to earn money, and the development of my enormous breasts saw me much sought after. I began dancing in clubs too, constantly moving on to better and more lucrative gigs, and the opportunities for immensely satisfying ball-kicking dried up. Still I never lost my craving for the thrill of dominance it gave me. And eventually similar avenues for sadism were opened to me. Once in a while I came across a john who wanted something other than just straight sex once he had me in his hotel room.

These guys wanted to be spanked first, or whipped with a belt or even beaten with a paddle they’d brought along for just that purpose. This wasn’t as exhilarating as kicking them in the balls, but still I found it thrilling beyond all expectation, especially when they wanted to be tied up first, or otherwise humiliated. One guy even paid me to pee in his face! Eventually the word got around that if you wanted something kinky like this I was the girl to see. My natural passion for subjugation made me the ideal partner for these kinds of domination games. Unfortunately the market for this kind of sex was limited and could never sate my craving for it, much less spare me the necessity of performing as a more traditional hooker. And that’s when serious dissatisfaction first began to plague me.

Beating and humiliating a man was so much more rewarding than even the most impassioned sex with one! I soon became jaded and resentful in my work, wearying in the endless parade of rich tourists I was forced to service. By this time I was working in the very best clubs, hotels and casinos and earning more money than I could have ever realistically expected. Driven by my ennui, that was then I began plotting to get out of the trade personally, to buy my own club and start raking in some real money. Anything to spare me the effort and indignity of sex, and accumulate the resources to slake my own bizarre thirsts. This was also when I conceived an even more overriding need, and began harboring dreams of performing a different, ultimate kind of subjugation on a man, one I doubted any would willingly submit to.

I was so sick of being fucked, and even sicker of pretending to enjoy it: faking orgasms to boost the egos of contemptible fools. One night while some slobbering oaf was doing me in the butt (and paying extravagantly for the privilege) I became so resentful I started wondering how he’d like it if I strapped on a dildo and returned the favor for him.

Right away I got the giggles. And before long this thought was recurring every time I had to put up with being fucked. The joke became a serious notion; the notion a fantasy and finally the fantasy grew into an ever-growing obsession. Just because I was sick of being fucked didn’t mean I had to give up on sex all together after all. I just had to develop a new kind of sex life, one more fitted to my taste for subjugation. After so many years of being fucked by men, it was time to turn the tables and spend the rest of my life fucking them instead!

This determination further fueled my drive to excel, and kept me working harder than ever at first establishing my own club and then turning it into the most popular and profitable one on the island – all leading up to the day I could begin living out my maddest fantasies. Well, here that day finally is at last. Here is my precious little virgin slave, kneeling bound before me and filled with a hopelessly ingrained desperate need to please me. Cock-locked for his entire life, utterly ignorant about sex, ready to be molded however I choose and eager to submit to me in every manner imaginable, he’s actually begging me in the most direct manner seemly for a slave to have my wanton way with him.

Good enough! Eventually I will indulge my tastes for crotch-kicking, genital torture, extreme degradation, bondage, discipline and servitude all I like. But for now a bit of kindness is still in order, as well as expanding Drew’s horizons inconceivably and teaching him all he ever needs to know about sex. How shall he submit to me? By making my most cherished dreams come true immediately!


Drew

Finally, Mistress Dara emerges from her smiling reverie. Her lovely green eyes are effervescent with excitement as she gazes down at me, and her hand on my head is still toying with my hair. The look of esteem and affection she so generously bestows on me makes my heart swell almost painfully within me. How did I ever deserve such a Mistress? Then she speaks, making my man-thing pulse with that painful, inexplicable, almost maddening urgency.

“You shall submit to me in all kinds of ways, slave. While I’m down here you will cook and clean for me, wait on me, bathe me and slavishly service my body. I will keep you tied up at almost all times, restrained in any number of inventively exciting ways. And of course, I’m going to do an unlimited number of very painful things to you just for the sheer fun of it. But most of all I’m going to use you for my sexual pleasure. And if you’re a good boy, if you keep me happy by performing beautifully and submitting faultlessly to all of this, I will allow you to experience increasing amounts of sexual pleasure yourself along the way.”

I’m not supposed to ask questions. But Mistress has been so unbelievably kind and indulgent of me, and this issue is so pressing and clearly momentous, that I just have to dare it whether it earns me a punishment shock or not.

“But…please, Mistress…what is sexual pleasure?”

Rather than punish my impropriety Mistress Dara laughs gleefully in response.

“Why, sexual pleasure is the best, most exciting and rewarding thing in the world, slave. It is the physical, emotional, and even spiritual ecstasy you get from having sex. Mistress Nera didn’t lie. You truly have no idea what having sex is?”

“No, Mistress Dara.”

“Then I will explain, dear boy. Sex consists of genital contact: touching the genitals of another person in any number of ways, and ultimately accepting them inside the various orifices of your body. That’s what’s known as being fucked. Fucking and being fucked is deeply ingrained in us. It is the greatest pleasure we are capable of experiencing. Our bodies are designed and evolved specifically for it. In males for instance the tip of the penis has the most nerve-endings of any spot in the entire body, making it the most sensitive part of you, and the most responsive to stimulation. Allow me to demonstrate.”

Mistress Dara reaches down and takes the pulsing, protruding, bloated head of my man-thing in her fingers and begins to gently fondle it. Right away the most amazing thing happens! A wave of pleasure more intense than anything I’ve ever felt washes over me. I nearly faint, nearly keel over with the sheer enormity of it. Swaying in place I cry out uncontrollably, my entire penis-thing raging more adamantly than ever in its tight steel sleeve.

No wonder I’ve always been forbidden to touch myself there, my hands bound firmly away from it whenever I’m unsupervised! I could wallow in literally endless hours of this pleasure, forgetting everything about discipline and duty and the infinite reverence due the sacred women in my life.

Such ecstasies are clearly dangerous to a slave like me. As if in response to this perception Mistress takes her hand away, leaving only a tingling memory (and that mad straining) in place of that brief flood of unbearably exquisite sensation. Gasping and moaning, shivering all over, I look up in astonishment at my incredible owner smiling slyly down at me.

“I take it you enjoyed that. Well that is but the least taste of the sexual pleasure I am capable of bestowing on you, slave. If I wanted to I could rub your penis with my breasts, kiss it, lick it, suck on it or even take the whole thing into my mouth – or vagina or butt-hole. And some day I just might do that, if you prove worthy of it. So, do you think you can manage to keep me blissfully happy and fulfilled, slave?”

“Absolutely, my beloved goddess!” I emphatically swear from the depths of my stunned disbelief and sudden insane craving for such unimaginable wonders. “I will do whatever it takes! I am your humbly suffering servant for all eternity!”

“Good!” Mistress grins smugly at me. She takes her hand from my head and turns to a nearby rack. “In that case, prepare to have your mind truly blown. You and I are going to skip the foreplay and proceed straight to having sex right now. Stand up and step out of that box. Move carefully now: there are wheels under you and if you fall I won’t catch you.”

Oh, my goddess! Can she truly be serious? The way my head is spinning with possibilities makes safely navigating my way out of that packing crate and off the little dolly it sits on challenging indeed, especially with my arms still bound behind me. I manage okay though. Looking up from my feet then I see that even with her high heeled boots Mistress Dara is a couple of inches shorter than me – though her amazingly lush, rounded body is surely much heavier. As she turns back she’s holding an inch-wide silver-studded collar and attached leash in her hand. Both the collar and the loop at the end of the shiny steel chain connecting them are of the same gleaming white leather as those inexplicably exciting boots. She fits the ball-gag back into my mouth and buckles it tight. Then she buckles that collar snugly about my throat and slips her hand into the loop.

“Come, my wonderfully naïve young virgin. Generally I will brutally fuck you while you are restrained in one of these punishment devices. But for your initial deflowering, and my first ever slut-boy fucking, we must use the bed I’ve provided for us. I’ve been waiting a very long time for this and so have you, Drew, though you may not have known it until now. Follow me!”

Mistress sets off across the vast floor, leading me on that five-foot tether. My brain awhirl with excitement as I try to imagine what incredible ecstasies I’m going to be gifted with next I hurry after her. The gleaming black tile underfoot is hard and cold on my bare soles. We pass by all manner of arcane apparatus, then my amazingly large cage, the kitchen and bathroom facilities. At last we reach that mirrored alcove, where the hard tile is taken over by a deep plush rug like nothing I’ve ever felt before.

I’ve never been on a bed either or used a pillow. When Mistress Dara pulls me up onto the former I’m astounded all over again at its unbelievably sumptuous comfort. She draws me on into the middle of this, where she piles up a couple of the latter. Then she pushes me down over these. With that my lowered face is nestled into thick silky fur, my chest, belly and crotch are resting upon and raised ever higher by the slick cushy pillows and my buttocks are jutting up highest of all. She spreads my legs wide apart. Leaving my bulging testicles tied all about Mistress unknots that rope from my bound wrists and lets it fall away from my ass. Then kneeling behind me she again gently caresses my throbbing penis head, giggling as I gasp and cry out wildly into the gag, writhing uncontrollably. At last she withdraws her fingers, leaving me panting and whimpering and squirming with by far the worst excitement of my life.

“Sit tight, slave. In just a minute I will bless you beyond all comprehension by having sex with you. Then you will truly begin to appreciate how much your formerly sheltered existence has changed for the better!”

Moaning helplessly, my heart racing as my toes curl involuntarily and my penis pulses and strains with an indescribably maddening pain, I twist my face so that I can see Mistress’ endlessly repeating and receding reflections in the mirrors to either side. Then an excitement I thought could climb no higher suddenly skyrockets as my new mistress proceeds to peel off her tight white dress, revealing her unquestionably divine body to me from the boots up.

How can I possibly relate the effect of this sight on me? I have never seen a naked woman before. With no experience I have only genetic programming to guide me. And this lady is the ultimate icon of all that is desirable. Her breasts are enormous. Her nipples must be a hundred times the size of mine! The aureoles are as big around as a coffee cup! The peg-like tips centered on those pebbly brown cones are the length and thickness of the last knuckle of my thumb! Yet for sheer insane fascination nothing can compete with the simple slit at the center of her prodigious hips.

This is her vagina, the site of her still concealed genitalia, the most holy and sacred spot on the female body. How can I be worthy of being allowed this surpassingly heavenly vision? But then that truly incomparable goddess does something utterly perplexing, which first whets an even keener edge onto my frenzied excitement. Before my hammering heart can either explode or seize up within me though confusion at least temporarily macerates this.

Mistress Dara picks up a strange curved object, apparently of hard black silicone. She spreads her legs a bit.

Each thigh is three times the thickness of mine but all smooth, firm, and beautifully unblemished flesh. Reaching between these she uses two fingers to coax open that slit, revealing a flash of breathtaking pink. Sliding one end of that thing up into herself Mistress releases a cry of excitement of her own. Then suddenly she’s kneeling there with her own remarkably realistic-looking penis. Only instead of hanging down like mine this much larger organ (about eight inches long and one thick) juts aggressively up and out from her.

In an instant of shocked revelation I suddenly understand what the incredible pain and frustration in my man-thing is all about. This is what my penis is endlessly trying to do: swell up so big and hard that it too will stand up and thrust arrogantly out from my body! Meeting my eyes in the mirror Mistress smiles wickedly at the epiphany in them.

“Yes, Drew, this is how a penis looks when it’s sexually aroused. It’s known as having an erection. You can’t very well fuck with it – plunge it repeatedly in and out of another person’s body – if it hangs all limp and soft. And since your penis is locked up, and must remain appropriately so until I see fit to free it, we must use my penis whenever we have sex.

“Undoubtedly this will prove considerably more pleasurable for me than you, but that’s the whole point, isn’t it? Don’t worry though, slave. I guarantee you will find sex with me an immeasurably rewarding, thrilling and fantastically fulfilling experience. It is this function you were truly bred, born, raised, trained, and purchased to provide. Being fucked by me has always been your inevitable destiny. Embrace it now, and learn to live for sex with your mistress! True happiness for you will always lie in being the eagerly willing receptacle for all the insanely delirious fucking I can indulge in!”

Right away my excitement regains its truly dangerous pitch. Mistress moves right up close to me. She dribbles some sort of clear liquid from a squeeze bottle all over her big cock. Then she pours a little more of this onto the tight little hole of my ass, again sending revelation crashing through me. So this is what she means about accepting her into my body! It seems so obvious now and I whimper again with excruciatingly intense anticipation. She giggles in response, using the tips of two fingers to smear that slippery liquid all over and into that helplessly puckering opening as I shiver with yet more insanely stimulating new sensations.

“Yes, boy, remember when I said the tip of the penis has the greatest concentration of nerve endings in the male body? Well the anus has the second greatest. This feels wonderfully pleasurable, no? Well just you wait, slave…”

I don’t have to wait long. Mistress Dara tosses the bottle aside. She shifts even closer, and her hands grip my boyishly slim but firm plump buttocks. She pries these open wide, and instinctively I likewise shift my legs even further apart. The hard round tip of her penis touches my acutely sensitive anus, which again spasms automatically.

“Relax, boy,” she breathes at me. “You’re about to lose your virginity, the seminal experience of a young man’s life. Let yourself go limp and accepting, and it will be so much better for you.”

This is easier said than done. My excitement – which I finally recognize by its true name sexual arousal – is overwhelming. Yet while I can’t slow my racing heart, ease the tension which makes me knot my hands and feet into fists or lessen the exhilaratingly manic throbbing in my painfully stymied man-thing (nor would I want to, this last is as delicious as it is imperative) I somehow manage to still the spasmodic clenching of my entrance. Once I do, Mistress’ penis pushes against that with steadily increasing pressure, both of us feeling excitingly slippery. Groaning with indescribable pleasure as I’m indented and stretched I actually cry out into my gag when the resistance yields at last and her big bulbous head pops into me.

Involuntarily shuddering and clenching again I pant through my nose as the hands clutching and spreading my buttocks squeeze reassuringly. Panting with excitement herself Mistress Dara still finds enough compassion for me to murmur soothing noises and wait for my rebelling passage to relax itself again. At last it does. Then my blessed owner pushes smoothly, strongly up into me.

Again I’m at a loss for words to relate the emotions and sensations that overwhelm me as I’m so deeply penetrated.

Stretching, filling, invasion and occupation; arousal, exaltation, the bliss of ultimate submission and personal diminishment: these are pitifully inadequate to convey the true enormity of the experience. Even as my virginity and innocence are taken from me I’m given the limitlessly heavenly gift of sexual awakening and ecstasy in their place. There is pain too, yet as in the instantly burgeoning agony in my penis this pain is madly evocative in a way that is similar to but far more powerful and precious than that which comes from the kiss of a divinely wielded whip or uncounted hours of bondage. I’m in a veritable paradise of perdition as that long, thick, bluntly-pointed spear drives smoothly sliding unstoppably into me. And when at last my owner’s holy crotch is nestled up tight against mine, I’m stretched and stuffed to capacity and her hands release my cheeks to caress up and down my hips and flanks I feel like both fainting dead away and simultaneously detonating with a cataclysmic excess of physical, emotional, and yes spiritual rapture – just as Mistress promised I would. Her voice is teasing, loving, and demanding all at once as she responds to my gasping tears and unconscious attempts to raise and press my wonderfully stuffed entrance more fully up against her.

“Yes, this is heaven, my precious little pet, is it not? Didn’t I tell you? This is your destiny and salvation all in one: sex with Mistress Dara. And it has barely even begun. Prepare yourself now for the unendurable insanity and unlimited ecstasy of violently rhythmic repeated impalement. You are about to learn what being fucked is truly all about!”


Dara

At last! At long last I’m butt-fucking a helpless man! Well, not a man really: Drew is really just a boy still despite his legal status. His sheltered upbringing and carefully limited sexual knowledge make him deliciously innocent. He has none of the mental and emotional baggage that would make a normal male resistant to such degrading use. Of course, it would no doubt be more sadistically thrilling to force this on a guy who did. But I prefer that Drew love and crave and treasure being my slutty little butt-bitch right from the get-go. As someone who has never had and never will have an orgasm; who doesn’t even know such things exist, having him regard being corn-holed as his ultimate reward and guarantor of fanatical devotion tickles me no end. And oh baby, it’s exceedingly obvious that he’s finding his first ever and ultimately defining sexual experience ecstatically arousing!

As I build up my rhythm Drew responds to my deeply thrusting cock with gasping groans, quavering moans, uncontrollable quivering and an automatic bowing of his back as he strives to lift his butt up to me, seeking ever more intrusive penetration. His lips draw radically back, grimacing around the ball filling his mouth. Tears stream from his shocked-wide eyes and his bound hands are fisted tightly behind him. His entire body shuddering with the force of my swiftly stabbing thrusts, he begins yipping wild little cries of amazed gratification. I grab the rope harness securing his arms and torso to further empower my fucking, hauling back so hard that his head and upper chest rise from the bed. Meeting my gaze in the mirror then his blotchy wet face is flushed and mottled alarmingly, its madly crazed expression eloquent of an insane sexual transport unimaginable in its intensity. Freeing one hand I fist this in his lovely long hair and yank his head painfully back even further as I fuck him, limitlessly thrilling us both with his utterly helpless subjugation.

“Yeah, you love it now, don’t you, bitch!” I hiss down. “You love taking that big hard cock! Could anything in your life have possibly prepared you for the sublimely divine experience of being brutally fucked? I don’t think so!

“Well now you know what it’s all about! Now you know what belonging to Mistress Dara entails! From now on you’re my helpless little slut-boy butt-bitch, just living to be righteously fucked into oblivion! So take it, bitch! Take my big black prick and wallow in the ultimate female domination! I’m going to fuck you day and night for the rest of your life!”

Lucky little Drew sobs with rapturous excess at this, crying out sharply as I hammer even harder into him. I know damn well his poor locked-down cock is screaming with urgency in its attempt to erect, feeding his frenzied yet unrelievable upset in a way that must be excruciatingly needy. Laughing with gloating relish I spear more forcefully into him yet, my exultant exaltation at finally being butt-fucking someone making me feel like an omnipotent goddess. Oh such splendid suzerainty is an incomparable aphrodisiac to me! And since this is my first time too, I’m gratified and ecstatic beyond belief myself to find that the physical rewards of this kind of intercourse exceed even my wildest dreams. Wielding the cock is so incredibly better than taking it ever was! After this I swear I’ll never let a man’s prick inside me again. Just as I’d hoped to I’ve now embarked on an entirely new sex life that has instantly proved immeasurably superior to the old one in every way. I am never going back!

This specially designed dildo has an inner as well as outer half that keeps it firmly in place without the need for any illusion-spoiling harness. Even better, that curved vaginal probe ends in a nice big bulb and the place where the two halves join is covered with wonderful little nubbles. Every thrust of my hips rocks the latter against my clit and causes the former to press hard on my g-spot. This endless stimulation is far more intense than anything in my experience, and provides a constant incentive for me to fuck ever harder and faster.

I continuously do so, and soon I’m deranged past the point of coherence, incapable of voicing anything beyond amazed shrieks of ecstasy. Within five minutes a supremely satisfying orgasm explodes through me – my first ever with a man. Yet still I power on, lifting Drew by his wrenched-back shoulders and head even higher off the bed as I drive ever more excitedly into him.

Oh lord, this is heaven! For at least another twenty minutes I fuck my weeping and wailing and utterly blown-away slave to two more earthshaking climaxes before exhausting my unaccustomed muscles. Then ramming myself to the hilt in him one last time I fall forward atop him. Crushing my little slut deliciously into the bed beneath me I pant in aftermath like a woman who’s just run a two-hour marathon, reveling almost as much in Drew’s helpless twitching and disbelieving whimpering as in my own gasping, moaning, mindlessly quivering reaction. At last I bring my lips to his ear and find breath enough to growl possessively down at him.

“That was fabulous, slave! It was my most rewarding fuck ever. Did you enjoy it too?”

“Mmm-hmm!” Drew’s muffled moan of affirmation and frantic nodding are unambiguously emphatic and he squirms desperately under me, straining his ass upward yet again. No such cathartic climax was possible for him, and his newfound addiction clearly torments him still. Well, Mistress can certainly oblige! I begin pumping again, thrusting into him with deliberately measured slowness. He moans and sobs blissfully in response.

“Don’t worry, boy!” I breathe into his ear, giving this a sexy lick for good measure. “We have all afternoon and the rest of our lives to fuck like this. And I’m not going to waste a minute of either. We are going to make up for those eighteen years of virginity and sexual ignorance big time! Your greedy little fuck-hole is going to get all the sex it can stand and then some!”

I’m as good as my word. For the next three hours I butt-fuck my tied-up slut in any number of degrading positions. Bound into all kinds of submissive configurations he takes it any way he can get it, until we’re both slick with sweat and he’s so bruised and battered from our violent coupling that his admitted craving for punishment has been satisfied as well. And though I’d like nothing more than to spend the entire evening and night too down here further exploring and enjoying the many uses of my wonderful new toy I have unavoidable obligations. At last I free him from the cuffs now stretching him spread-eagled on his back. I remove his ball-gag and cock an expectant eyebrow at him, inviting an expression of gratitude. Though he’s panting and groaning woefully, my young slut-boy doesn’t disappoint me.

“Th…thank you so much, Mistress Dara! I can’t ever truly tell you how much today has meant to me! I will never be the same again. Being your – what did you call me: slut-boy? Whatever that is, it’s a far more incredible destiny than I can ever have imagined or deserved. I will earn the honor of it if it takes me thousand lifetimes!”

“You are welcome, slave. And yes, you are a slut. A slut is someone who loves and lives to get fucked, who craves penetration far beyond the usual bounds of propriety. This is considered shameful in a person, especially in a boy. Yet the slut is so crazed by his sexual craving that he doesn’t care and even revels in his lubricity. You will reflect on these truths throughout the night. Now, let’s get you into your cage. I must leave you for a while.”

Instantly suppressing his disappointment at this last, Drew responds to my tug on his leash by scrambling gingerly off the bed behind me. I pull him over and into his cell. There I use leg irons to shackle his ankles together and his hands down at his sides away from his penis. I lock a chain from his collar to the wall by the commode, leaving him enough slack to reach this and his water supply as well as lie down to sleep.

From the kitchen I get a can of lamb stew and empty this into a bowl which I set on the floor for him. Then with a quick caress of his head (for which I receive a look of puppyish love and infinite devotion) I exit the cage, run the door shut and lock it up tight. I can feel Drew’s eyes following me, utterly neglecting his bodily needs as I cross to the bathroom facilities. He watches me pee and use the bidet with an exalted expression on his face. Then I move to the shower. Every time I look over through the clear glass of the compartment and the bars of his cell I smugly see that I still have his undivided attention as I bathe. Still he watches me avidly as I emerge, towel off, slip into a robe and at last pass beyond his line of sight.

At the elevator I program the lights down here to switch off in half an hour. Then I head back up to my bedroom. It’s time I was getting to the club.




Chapter Two

Drew

I am a slut-boy.

I am a male who is shamelessly addicted to having his ass fucked at every opportunity. I can’t live without it and I feel distressingly incomplete every instant I’m not feeling a big hard cock stabbing violently into my behind.

As gorgeous Mistress Dara leaves I do as she has ordered me to. I reflect and even joyously obsess on this new and incredibly apt identity as I at last lie down on the floor to eat. Taking care not to get my hair in my mouth or the bowl (something I am well practiced at as I’ve never been allowed to use utensils or even my hands while feeding) I quickly wolf down the delicious meal I’ve been provided.

The food here is yet another indication of the simply astonishing improvement in my circumstances. Though I’ve been trained to cook all manner of sumptuous repasts I’ve never eaten a hot meal in my life and have subsisted on mostly coarse, bland fare until now. The meat, the vegetables and gravy are all by far the most delicious I’ve ever tasted. I empty the bowl and lick it spotless, thrilled and gratified all over again. Then I struggle back onto my feet and ease around the small sink until I can get a hand to the faucet. Clear cold water gushes out, as much as I could possibly want: another inconceivably generous blessing. Rather than greedily and sloppily stick my face in this though I take the time and awkward effort to fill my bowl, set it on the floor and turn the faucet off before I lie back down to drink my fill. After I use the commode I fill the dish again before curling up near it to rest.

It’s a good thing I do. Shortly afterward the lights in my heavenly new home go out and I’m plunged into impenetrable pitch darkness. I can’t see an inch in front of my face, and all is complete and utter silence. Even the creaks and groans of the structure, the rushing of water through pipes and distant movements of other people I’m used to are totally absent. I now understand what Mistress meant by ‘soundproofed’. A little unsettled by this sensory void, and still far too excited by all the other changes in my life to sleep I pass the time continuing to do as my new goddess ordained. I reflect on the new truths revealed about me, recall all the glories of the day past and even quietly giggle and gloat over my paradisiacal new life here.

My physical world alone has expanded wildly. Before there were only a few small rooms: the one where I was disciplined and lived in my tiny cage, the kitchen where I was trained to cook and clean and the slightly larger one where I learned sewing and other crafts. Always blindfolded when passing between these, I never saw anywhere else. Now I have a cage three times the size of the old one! I live in a vast open space of high ceilings, gleaming black tile, huge mirrors, and over a dozen pieces of equipment I’m sure to spend tons of time getting to know intimately. The kitchen here is larger and much nicer. There are actual facilities for bathing that I’ve heard about but never seen: a bathtub and shower. Watching Mistress Dara scrub and rinse her heavenly body inside a glass compartment under endlessly falling water was a stupendous revelation in more than just the incredibly sexually arousing sense.

Might I actually be permitted to wash this way as well, rather than just being impersonally scrubbed and hosed off by servants? The possibility is almost too enticing to dare consider. And then there is the bed! Such unimaginable comfort cannot be fitting for a slave like me. And yet I just spent most of a day wallowing in it!

That thought leads me inexorably to flabbergasted memories of all that occurred in that bed, as well as the day’s other astounding revelations. It’s a very good thing Mistress has shackled my hands away from my penis. No amount of self-discipline ever would be able to keep me from toying with my throbbing penis-head and trying to replicate that immense swooning pleasure my new owner twice gifted me with. Indeed merely remembering the day’s sights has me rolling face down and squirming on the floor, rubbing myself desperately against the smooth padding beneath me.

First there was viewing her gorgeous face, wonderfully rounded body and killer boots: instant awed attraction. Then she actually stripped off her dress! A sacred female allowed me to see her naked but for boots and jewelry, which only enhanced that breathtaking spectacle. Acres of beautifully flawless light brown skin, immense curves perfectly proportioned, bare breasts and dark pointy nipples far larger than I ever dreamed existed, an unobtrusive little slit parting to reveal a heart-stopping wink of pink: all these amazing sights should have slain me on the spot from sheer excitement. But of course, the exquisite vision that exalts and torments me the most is of my owner kneeling there with a big erect cock jutting up from her crotch. And if the mere memory-spectacle of that urgently demanding penis sprouting from Mistress Dara’s loins is sexually arousing almost beyond bearing, what shall we say of how it felt penetrating me for the first time? Or of how it slid in and out, repeatedly retreating only to stab back in again ever more insistently as she panted and cried out and eventually pealed forth endless ecstatic shrieks that reverberated all about? I can still feel her hands on my body, painfully pulling at my hair and shoulders as she hauled back on me to power her numberless thrusts. She actually lay atop me, her body crushing mine under it, those gargantuan breasts mashed against me while she panted in my ear or face and fucked-fucked-fucked me, breathlessly exhorting me to take her cock, to love it and live for it and revel in its pitiless domination. She bound me in any number of exciting new ways, slapped me and spanked me and pounded against and into me until I could hardly walk. Oh my gloriously gorgeous, pitilessly powerful, fabulously aggressive and infinitely blessed mistress, being your slut-boy was so unthinkably heavenly for me that I still find it hard to credit that it actually happened. Only the fact that such wonderfully punishing pleasure is so inconceivably far beyond even the most demented invention of my pathetically sheltered capacity convinces me that this hasn’t all been some insane dream.

Such a madness of arousal and craving consumes me reliving all this that I squirm and sob with desperate yearning for a seeming eternity in this encompassing silent blackness. At last I exhaust myself however. My terribly sensitive penis-head rubbed stingingly raw from abrasion with the floor, I finally fall into a twitching and whimpering sleep.

So much for my first day of Mistress Dara’s divine ownership! What the next twenty thousand or so to go might hold only she knows…


Dara

As usual the traffic on the main strip is heavy and hectic. I endure it just far enough to get a glimpse of the line in front of my club. Like always these days it stretches down the block – past the shuttered façade of the establishment next door, which closed up more than a month ago. Smirking with triumph (God I despise the crooked asshole I ran out of business) I turn down a side street to approach Pepper & Sugar from the rear. Pulling the Corvette into my reserved parking spot I switch it off, climb out and engage the locks and security system. Spike heels clacking on the tarmac I cross to the private employees’ entrance and tap my code into the keypad there. A security camera scans me, the locks release and I step inside, still practically walking on air after the wonderful day I’ve had.

Counting the three I gave myself in the tub I must have enjoyed a dozen orgasms today – quite a record indulgence. When I pop into the manager’s office though, I receive a bit of news that deflates my euphoria a bit. Sitting at her desk is Shera Braun, the smart-as-a-whip lady I hired to run the everyday operations. Her voice cuts like a whip too as she snaps into the phone: upbraiding one of the performers who failed to appear apparently. Then she hangs up and flashes me a smile tempered with a bit of warning.

“Evening, Dara. You’re not going to believe this. The club next door is going to be refurbished and reopened soon, supposedly under new management. But I’ve managed to learn it’s the same sleazy creep behind it all. Where the hell did he get new financing already?”

“Running drugs and guns no doubt,” I sigh, “or migrants into Mexico and then the states. No business is too dirty for our Mister Orosco. Got any other cheery news to brighten my night?”

“Well, I also hear they’re going to cater to fetish tastes just like us – the better to directly compete you know. I guess no idea is so fresh that it can’t be copied.”

“God damn him!” I growl. The phone rings again and I leave Shera to deal with it. Strolling past the storage area and dressing rooms, acknowledging greetings from performers and other employees, I head out into the club proper. There I pause unobtrusively by the big semicircular bar, taking in the layout and décor, assessing everything anew and looking for fresh inspiration to keep me a step ahead once the new competition emerges.

Cocktail tables crowd the rectangular perimeter, all of them occupied. Dangling from the ceiling above them every fifteen feet are oversized shiny steel birdcages. Each is filled with a naked female model in a different inventive kind of bondage, squirming and whimpering, batting her imploring eyes and pretending to gaze pleadingly for release – those not blindfolded at least. To the right is the large dance floor crammed with gyrating couples, and to the left is the main performance stage. The walls are simulated stone block hung with shackling chains and various weapons and implements of punishment (all securely bolted in place) and faux torches in steel sconces flicker every ten or twelve feet, casting a dim, uncertain yellow glow over everything.

The circulating waitresses are all dressed as slaves in scanty, revealingly tattered shifts. Up on the stage two more ladies, one naked and minimally bound and the other clad as a dominatrix have just finished a punishment session and are now writhing together in a highly erotic dance featuring a long bullwhip. Patrons are cheering and whooping and everyone seems to be having a simply fabulous time.

I honestly can’t see any area for improvement. Perhaps I could add some male performers and models, yet I’ve always shied away from this for some reason. Outside of gay clubs it’s always seemed to me that people come to see beautiful women perform. And I’ve got the loveliest crew in the islands. I suppose I’ll have to wait and see what the competition brings before I go searching for improvements.

In the meantime I’ve got meetings with some of my agents and suppliers lined up. My equanimity restored I head back toward my office, trying not to let thoughts of my wonderful new toy waiting for me at home distract me too much.


Drew

For the first time in memory I don’t wake repeatedly shivering with chill. The air of my new home is comfortably warm throughout the entire night. When I finally can’t sleep any more I drain my water bowl and carefully refill it again. In the eerily silent blackness I explore by touch everything within reach of my chain: wall, floor, sink and commode. I use this last and then sit idly flipping one of those big steel rings embedded in the floor back and forth. Naturally I can’t help wondering again what inconceivable new delights the day will bring, and excited speculation makes the wait terribly suspenseful. But at last the depthless silence is broken by a quiet hum and a couple of muted thumps. A faint pearly glow indicates the elevator door has opened and then my entire huge world lights up. Mistress Dara has returned to me at last!

Arriving silently at my cell door I see that she’s barefoot and wearing only a short silk robe of royal blue. Looking lovelier than I can possibly credit, her dimpled smile is more dazzling than the sudden flood of light. As she unlocks and opens the cage her greeting is so affectionately possessive that I shiver with blessedness.

“Good morning my favorite piece of property. Did you have a nice night?”

“It was my best ever, Mistress. Warm and comfortable, well fed and watered, and best of all I had memories of you to cherish. I look forward to making many more of them.”

“Wonderful! Let’s see how you do cooking breakfast. Then we’ll resume your proper education in the delights of being my slave.”

Mistress steps into the cell, unlocks and removes the leg irons shackling me. In their place she snaps simple manacles onto my wrists, locking these in front of me with about six inches of play in the chain. The pair she shackles my ankles with has about twelve inches. She unchains me from the wall then and snaps the leash onto my collar. Giving me another twinkling smile she leads me tiny-stepping into the kitchen where with the quick tapping of a code into a keypad she unlocks the refrigerator and all the drawers and cupboards simultaneously. Then she drops the leash to dangle down my front and sits at the small, one-person table provided. Taking a pack of cigarettes from the pocket of her robe she lights one up.

“Scrambled eggs, sausage, home fries and toast for two, Drew. I will have grapefruit juice and coffee as well. Get to it, boy.”

“Right away, Mistress.”

A quick bit of exploring reveals the location of everything I need. Once the meal is prepared I serve Mistress at the table. Dumping my own smaller portion into a bowl and filling another with water I set these on the floor at her side. Receiving a nod of permission I kneel beside her and eat in my usual manner: astonished and delighted all over again at my first taste of hot food. Mistress Dara finds the fare enjoyable as well, reaching down to ruffle my hair approvingly. After we’ve finished I take the dishes to the sink and add them to the pans and utensils already soaking. Mistress stops me before I can begin to wash up.

“Nicely done, slave. You have been well trained. But the housework can wait until later. It is now bath time for both of us. Then we will spend the day exploring your more exciting uses. I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time too!”

She rises, takes up the leash and tugs me after her across to the bathroom.

“Pat attention, slave. This is how you will prepare my bath. From now on it will be your responsibility.” Mistress Dara crouches by the tub.

This is a large depression in the floor, rectangular but with curved corners. The bottom is rounded as well, perhaps three feet deep while the tub is about five by eight. At one end a gently curved seat half the height protrudes toward the middle, allowing a bather to sit or recline with their head on a padded rest. At the opposite end is a large crystal knob. Mistress pulls this outward and twists it halfway to the left. Immediately water starts flowing in a meter-wide fall from a narrow horizontal slit just below the knob. More water spurts powerfully out of dozens of nozzles spaced around the inside of the tub at various levels. As the tub fills rapidly up Mistress Dara rises and moves to the other end. Flanking the head rest are two further depressions in the floor: little caddies protected from the bath water. In one of these is a curved double-penis like the one she used to introduce me to the heaven of sex, along with several similar items. The other holds a large sponge shaped like an oven mitt, other grooming accessories and a number of plastic bottles. Casting a glance at me to ensure my attention Mistress lifts the first of these.

“Bubble bath,” she instructs, tipping the bottle and pouring a generous dollop into the water. Right away that churning liquid bursts into so much white foam that clear silvery spheres lift into the air and drift lazily about. Mistress replaces the bottle and chooses another.

“Bath oil!” She drizzles in a stream of this, whereupon a simply lovely fragrance fills the air. Then she indicates each of the four remaining bottles in turn. “Here are body soap, shampoo, conditioner and shaving cream, slave.” Finally, she seizes a pistol grip protruding from the floor next to this caddy and pulls. That handle extends on a long flexible hose. When Mistress presses the trigger more water sprays out of it. By making adjustments to the nozzle she alters this from a fine spray to a solid jet to one that pulsates. After this demonstration she allows the flow to lapse and the hose to retract to its original position. The tub is full already. Though Mistress Dara doesn’t bother to turn off the water it doesn’t overflow but stops a couple of inches below the edge – clearly being simultaneously drained or re-circulated. Mistress slips out of her robe then, again taking my breath away with the divine revelation of her nudity. She slips into the foamy churning water and a gives me an amazingly sultry smile of invitation.

“You may join me now, slave. You need a bath, and training in how to give me one. And though I’ve left your hands locked within reach of your penis, you are under no circumstances to use the concealing bubbles to touch yourself. That pleasure remains strictly forbidden you unless I say otherwise. Do you understand?”

“Of course, Mistress Dara. I thank you from the bottom of my soul for this honor. I have never been in a bathtub before.”

Still shackled hand and foot I slip carefully into the water. It’s so hot I almost cry out. But after a minute I adapt. Then it feels simply paradisiacal! Besides the novel experience of being immersed to the waist (the resistance to my movements is weird) the soapy, oily water feels wonderfully sensuous on my skin. The heat is also soothing to my sore muscles and bruises and it stings my abraded penis head and fuck-hole, the pain exciting me sexually all over again. I make my way down to where Mistress waits. Once I arrive she promptly puts a hand on my head, pushing me down onto my knees and all the way under.

I hold my breath and close my eyes just in time. She holds me there until my lungs burn before allowing me back up, giggling at my blinking and sputtering. Then her strong hands caress me all over, the frictionless way they slide over my skin is wildly arousing. Her eyes gleaming with delight Mistress Dara purrs at me from only inches away as she fondles my penis and painfully squeezes my balls.

“You are fabulously delicious, slave! I thought I might never be aroused by a man again. Yet already I want to fuck you silly. Business first though – slip that sponge mitt onto your hand. Then squirt some soap onto it and wash me thoroughly!”

Of all the chores I’ve expected to perform throughout my life I could never have imagined this one! Merely scrubbing Mistress Dara’s arms and shoulders makes my confined penis throb and strain insanely. Doing her thick midriff, smooth flanks and belly has my respiration coming heavily in the humid, perfumed air. Rubbing over the enormous rounds of her buttocks and oh yes breasts with only a squashy bit of foam between them and my hand almost makes me faint with exaltation. And then she truly drives me out of my mind.

“Okay, boy: scrub between my legs. Get my pussy and butt-hole beautifully clean.”

Oh goddess, how do I endure this impossibly arousing honor? The way Mistress moans as that rough sponge slides gently along her genitals drives me to derangement with unrelievable need. Yet she doesn’t let me stop at mere cleanliness.

“Keep going, slave! Slow and then fast, slow and then fast: let’s see if you can make your mistress come first thing in the morning.”

Make her come – isn’t she already here? Mysterious as these words are there is nothing ambiguous about her obvious excitement. Mistress moans and gasps as I scrub and scrub, her huge breasts heaving with her panting, and soon she’s crying out at the unbearable stimulation. Finally, she begins screaming the way she did so many times while fucking me yesterday, seizing my wrist, pressing the sponge harder up against herself and hurrying my rhythm to a frantic pace. At last her formidable thighs clamp tight to my hand as she shrieks and shudders convulsively. Then she slumps against me briefly, the heavy press of her body heavenly beyond description.

“Fabulous, little Drew!” she moans. “Oh, owning you has made my life a constant pleasure already. Okay now it’s time you learned to wash my hair. Then you can bathe yourself.”

An education in the use of the shampoo, conditioner and handheld sprayer is followed by the wonderful sensations of washing my own body with that rich soap and soft but rough-textured mitt. When I emerge from submerging myself to rinse the conditioner from my hair (another novel treat that my Mistress guarantees will make me more attractive) she hands me the same comb I just used on her. As I finish combing myself out I happen to look down and see the gleaming black head of her penis poking out of the water just in front of her.


Dara

I can’t help but giggle when slave Drew spots the erection I’ve once again sprouted for him. Immediately a look of rapturous joy claims his face. One afternoon of being butt-fucked and already he’s come to regard it as the absolute pinnacle of pleasure. Well, we’re certainly in agreement on that. I take the comb from him, toss it in the caddy and indulge in a little preliminary teasing.

“Why, you look like you want to get fucked, my perverted little plaything! In fact you look as though you can’t wait to feel your mistress’ big hard cock stabbing into your delightfully tight ass. Could I be mistaken?”

“No, Mistress Dara. A wondrous being like you could never be mistaken about something like that. Being fucked by you is a heavenly pleasure and glorious honor I still can’t possibly imagine being worthy of.”

“What if I tell you that you will have to pay for that pleasure afterwards with hours of excruciating pain?”

“Forgive me, Mistress, but it isn’t a question of payment. You own me. You will do whatever you choose to me whenever you want, and I will always remain incredibly delighted to belong to such a wonderfully sacred lady. I could never have imagined such an inconceivably spectacular owner. Please do whatever you desire with me in the absolute confidence that I am always one hundred percent hopelessly devoted to and madly in love with you.”

Once again we are in complete concurrence. Though I shan’t admit it to him I could scarcely have imagined such a perfect slave. Indeed I’m practically half in love with Drew myself in my own joyously possessive way. This emotion is wildly inappropriate though so I suppress it ruthlessly. Enough affectionate sex: it’s time to show this boy what kind of truly dominating and vengeful sodomy an ex-hooker like me is capable of dishing out! Immediately I turn cold and imperious toward my property.

“That’s good!” I snarl. “Because now it’s time I dished out some proper butt-fucking, followed by an afternoon of unprecedented agony!”

Seizing my young slut by his freshly washed locks I yank him so hard he loses his footing. I drag him by the hair over to the side of the tub and bend him over it, positioning him with his face, arms and torso pressed to the hard floor and his genitals right up against one of those nozzles so that hot water spumes powerfully, constantly against them. Whimpering with the ideal combination of lust, discomfort and fear Drew scrabbles with his shackled feet, at last finding purchase with his toes. Again I yank his head cruelly back. Then lubed only by the soap-slippery bath water I plunge rudely into him.

Helplessly he cries out with pain yet right away arches his back, eagerly lifting his ass to me. Panting with maddened need I immediately begin viciously goring into this, growling gutturally down at my impaled young slut as I have my animal way with him.

“Take it, bitch! Take my manly prick, you sissy, you slut, you simpering little slave! Take it and beg me for it! This is the only sexual pleasure your life is likely to ever hold!”

Slut-boy doesn’t disappoint. Far from being dismayed by this prospect he only grows more exalted. Though he’s sobbing with agony at my brutality he wails pleading affirmation as he’s used, wonderfully feeding my domineering thrill.

“Yes! Ow, ow, oh, goddess, yes, please fuck me! Fuck me harder! Make it hurt, make it a terrible punishment! Please, Mistress, please fuck me, I beg you, fuck me to jelly!”

Gratifying us both beyond belief I brutishly oblige, hammering the little shit with every iota of my omnipotence. Water sloshes furiously around us, slopping out onto the floor in a hurricane surge as I batter into him with all the force at my considerable command. Yet no matter how violently I take him Drew loves it, needs it, and begs for me to endlessly feed his insanely depraved craving. Clearly he wasn’t just flattering me: truly my insatiable young slut lives exclusively to satisfy my most deranged requirements. Soon enough he’ll start to appreciate what that actually entails. But for now it’s enough just to wallow in the most frenzied sort of existential ecstasy, a carnal consummation that satisfies both of our most demanding imperatives.

For at least forty minutes I pound my slave. Either stretching his head way back by the hair or pressing it down so tightly to the stone that my wild rhythm galls his cheek raw I indulge in the splendid pleasures of aqua-sex until my manic exertions in the steamy heat have me running with sweat all over again. Finally, after my third orgasm I yank him over backwards and dunk us both, rinsing away that perspiration. Then seizing Drew by the leash I drag him out of the tub where we both towel dry. Eschewing my robe I lead him naked into that vast array of devices for torture and restraint.

Bypassing the more arcane and exciting of these I take my young slave to a simple vertical frame with shackles at each of the four corners. After locking these onto his wrists and ankles I flip a switch that causes the attached cables to retract until he’s stretched tightly spread-eagled, lifted up and suspended a few inches above the floor. Reaching up I force a huge ball-gag into Drew’s willingly opened mouth and buckle it up tight, completely enclosing his face from just below the nose on down. Quivering as much with excited anticipation as my slave is with musculoskeletal strain I move to a nearby rack of dominatrix outfits. I need to don appropriate garb for the upcoming session.

The bustier I select is of sturdy black leather extensively ornamented with shiny steel spikes, studs and hanging parabolas of chain. Covering me just to the bottom half of my breasts this supports and plumps them up beautifully. Other than matching armbands snapped around each bicep and fingerless spiked motorcyclist gloves I leave the rest of my fabulous body naked, my hard cock still curving aggressively out from my crotch. Then I turn to a row of at least twenty pairs of boots. Despite the selection available there’s really only one choice. Black leather like my bustier, these are similarly ornamented with highly polished steel. Yet the spike heels and shiny caps over the pointed toes serve as functional augmentation as well as ornamentation. Pulling this dangerous footwear on, the tops rise to just below my knees and the heels give me an extra four inches of height. More madly excited by the second I strut back over to my suspended slave, reveling in the worshipful gaze he can’t tear away from me. Regretting the necessity of allowing Drew to experience an erection (even an undoubtedly brief one) so soon but not wishing to injure myself on his chastity sleeve I unlock and remove this.

Sure enough, that virginal male organ promptly swells up into the promised excitingly impressive ten-inch spike of pulsating flesh. Drew’s eyes are wide with amazement at the surely indescribably compelling experience of his first ever boner and he moans most eloquently. Unfortunately for him he has bare seconds to revel in the experience. I have been pining and impatiently waiting for this blessed moment myself for more than ten years. Giggling with uncontainable glee I step back and square up before him. Then with a loud cry of sadistic exultation I finally smash the hardest pointy-toed kick I can directly into his sperm-bloated and oh so vulnerable balls.


Drew

So this is what I’ve been denied all these years! To say I’m astounded when Mistress Dara frees my man-thing for the first time ever is the understatement of the century. Yet this is nothing compared to my amazement at the way that penis immediately leaps up into painfully intense rigidity. Perhaps a decade and a half of painfully futile straining and incomprehensible frustration is unleashed in a second and finally I understand what true sexual arousal is all about.

My head is swoony and swimming, as though all the blood in it has fled down to flood and pound in my raging genitals. The sensation is one of urgency beyond bearing. My cock has swelled to several times its size! Exquisitely hard and straining far more frantically than ever before it feels like both a hammer and nail: primed to pound itself through a brick wall, to pierce the most impenetrable barrier in its mad need to quench its heat in another’s body. Oh Goddess, how incredibly heavenly fucking must feel! Unfortunately far from enjoying that ultimate apotheosis I have only bare seconds to even experience the unprecedently intense glory of erection. Even as I’m still trying to come to grips with all this my goddess suddenly lashes a crippling kick straight into my dangling, now completely exposed testicles. Crushed against my crotch by her steel-toed foot these explode into an agony that knocks the breath from me and leaves me retching and trying desperately not to vomit into my gag.

“Yes!” Mistress Dara exults, shaking both her fists above her head. “God, I’ve been waiting to do that for so long! Kicking a guy in the balls has been my favorite thing to do since I was about ten years old! And while it can’t measure up to fucking one in the ass it’s still absolutely exhilarating. The fact that yours have never been emptied makes it so much more supremely satisfying for me too, Drew. I hope you weren’t lying about gladly enduring anything for me because this is going to be a huge part of your life from now on!”

Without giving me a chance to recover or even begin to wonder about what she meant by ‘emptied’ Mistress Dara steps in close and slams another truly monstrous blow into my gonads, this time with her kneecap. Again agony explodes through my midsection, leaving me breathlessly trying to scream and sob and somehow not puke my guts out. Of course, my discipline training has not neglected extensive testicle torture. I am intimately familiar with the sort of pain my owner is inflicting on me. Unfortunately unlike the smack of the paddle, the searing lick of the whip or any of the myriad other punishments I’ve been subjected to I’ve never learned to crave this. There is no sexual component to it whatsoever – quite the contrary. My first ever erection is ancient history already, and the knowledge that Mistress means to do this to me regularly for the rest of my life is dismaying in the extreme. Still I must willingly submit to and even somehow learn to cherish this if she enjoys it so much. I owe her that much out of simple obligation – to say nothing of all the previously inconceivable ways that belonging to her has improved my lot in life. Still dread overwhelms me as she retreats and coils herself for another kick. And when she delivers this with another primal scream of effort and exultation I’m once again swamped with an excruciation so debilitating that it’s all I can do to cling to consciousness. And of course, this torture is barely beginning. The entire afternoon and the rest of my enslaved existence still lie ahead of me.

Again and again Mistress lashes a high-stepping kick into my crotch, using either her pointy steel toe or instep. Repeatedly she lunges into me with her knee, laughing wickedly at my agonized reaction. Occasionally she even uses her fist, pulping my bruised nuts mercilessly in her grip or slamming a powerful uppercut punch into them. Then brushing back her unrestrained mane of hair she leaps into the air and snap-kicks me, all the while reveling in the sight of my outrageously extreme suffering. For what must be either an hour or an eon she gleefully brutalizes my balls, giggling and unleashing piercing cries of excitement with each incredibly punishing blow. At last her love of this kind of subjugation is sated though, at least temporarily. Murmuring gentle commiseration at my nonstop sobbing Mistress Dara locks my pathetically shriveled penis back into its cruelly confining sleeve, carefully palpating my already grossly swollen balls then she coos approvingly at me.

“There we go, slave. Your mistress is finished with the crotch-kicking for now. Your poor little blue-balls are just the way she likes them at last: bruised blue indeed, not to mention purple and black. And making them that way turned her on so much that soon she will have to fuck you yet again.” Mistress goes to fondling my penis-head, causing me to swell and strain in a way that is now orders of magnitude more madly frustrating than before. Giggling anew at my hopeless moaning she uses her other hand to rub my fuck-hole, doubling my insane need. “But first you need a whipping. Would you like that, slave? Would you like for your new mistress to finally whip you more extensively than anything in your previous pathetically limited experience?”

Naturally I nod emphatically. Already I recognize how the excitingly rhythmic agony of being whipped by a woman substitutes for and serves to sublimate my heretofore unconscious need for sex. After my fleeting yet unforgettable experience with full erection I need this more than ever. Mistress Dara purrs more approval, drops her fondling and moves to oblige.

The whip she selects is about eight feet long. This is an ideal size in my opinion: long enough to generate devastating force without being too unwieldy. Assuming a stance behind and to the left of me Mistress begins disciplining me without any more prefatory remarks. The lash whistles and cracks, agony explodes in a line across my back and that wonderfully cathartic experience gets underway.

Mistress promised me a whipping more extensive and extravagant than I’ve ever received. Yet for once my experience outstrips hers. Though she slashes away at me for more than an hour I often suffered much worse in my former home. I’m not complaining – I could never be so ungrateful to my heavenly benefactor. And though not as incredibly prolonged and torturous as I’ve endured before, Mistress sees to it that my first day of discipline in her wonderful dungeon is still satisfyingly extravagant. After whipping me she locks me bent uncomfortably over into a set of wooden stocks. She pinches excruciating tight clips dangling heavy lead weights to my nipples and penis head. These swing wildly all about as she fucks me, paddles my ass, fucks me again, beats me with a heavy leather razor strop, fucks me, canes me for another hour and then fucks me yet again. Oh, it’s an afternoon of heavenly torment and exaltation made exquisitely trying by the constant new awareness of how cruelly my man-thing is being stymied. But at last it’s time for more domestic chores. Mistress Dara releases me from the stocks, hobbles my ankles and shackles my wrists back up and leads me limping painfully back to the kitchen to prepare another meal.


Dara

While Drew makes dinner for us (steak, corn and a baked potato for me, a can of cold pork hash for himself) I relax with a smoke. Then while he cleans the kitchen and bathroom I flip through a trade magazine, still on the lookout for innovations that will keep my club the most profitable one in the islands. Nothing strikes my fancy yet but I’m not overly worried. I ran that asshole Orosco out of business before and I can do it again despite all his shady connections. Once my slave has finished his housekeeping (again performing effortlessly up to my exacting standards) I amuse myself by using him as a footstool while I enjoy another smoke. Crouching scrunched down before me with my boots on his terribly welted back Drew raises not a single whimper of complaint, causing me yet again to marvel at what a perfect slave I’ve acquired.

Tonight I will reward him beyond his wildest dreams some more, indelibly impressing upon him once again what a fabulously benevolent owner I am despite the hideously bruised and swollen condition his never-to-be-emptied balls are now going to be perpetually kept in. Whimsically indulging in another bit of cruelty before lavishing him with kindness and ever greater endlessly accumulating sexual tension, I finish my cigarette and grind it out on his buttock. Poor Drew yelps at the unexpected flame of pain, yet limits himself to a single involuntary flinch. He is simply priceless. And still he has no idea what an orgasm is, or that a culmination, release of and relief for his lifelong carnal excitement-torment even exists.

“Open your mouth, darling,” I order. When he complies I stuff the butt between his lips. “Eat this. From now on you are my ashtray down here. I don’t want one stinking up the place.” Drew grimaces slightly as he chokes that filter down but again raises no complaint. Impulsively affectionate I tousle his hair.

“Wait here for me, slave. I’m going to get some stuff to tie you up with. Then we will return to the bed to play and have sex for the rest of the night. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“It sounds spectacular, Mistress Dara!”

“I’m glad you think so. Tonight I’m going to teach you about foreplay. You’ve got another heavenly education coming slave.”

From my vast collection of restraints I choose a few coils of half-inch thick rope. Though synthetic ropes are stronger and far more durable I prefer those made of natural fibers. In the climate controlled environment of my dungeon things that could cause deterioration (damp, rot and mildew for example) are absent anyway, unless I use my ropes in the bath. I have no shortage of replacements in any case. And as I’m not using these for climbing mountains, rescue operations or towing heavy loads there is no need for the great tensile strength of nylon or Kevlar or any other miracle material. Simple cotton, hemp, manila or even jute more than suffices for the purpose of restraint and I prefer steel cable for safe suspension without stretching. Natural ropes are far better for knotting, and feel so much more sensuous to the touch. Cotton and even bamboo are superior in this regard, but of course nothing can compete with silk. This is what I choose now, immensely strong and soft without any slippage difficulties. To these I add a special kind of gag: a simple steel ring two inches in diameter with a buckling leather strap less than half an inch wide. Carrying this stuff back to where beautiful Drew waits scrunched down by the table I’m amazed at how much I’m looking forward to indulging in some rather tame foreplay.

After so many years of turning tricks I’d become not only weary and jaded but downright put off by both conventional sex and men in general. Now suddenly I can’t wait to enjoy some good old-fashioned toying and teasing, petting and playing and introducing my unbelievably innocent young boy to sexual pleasures I thought I’d long since lost patience with. Humming happily I resist analyzing this strangeness in favor of just enjoying it. Reaching my delightful new toy I drop the ropes on the table and remove the shackles from his wrists and ankles, freeing him completely if only temporarily – all except for his collar and penis sleeve of course, which he has yet to earn except in matters of strict necessity. Holding the gag in one hand I seize him by the hair with the other and pull him up into a kneeling position.

“Open wide, darling.” As I wedge that ring upright between his teeth and buckle the strap under his hair at the nape of his neck I begin educating him. “Usually foreplay involves a lot of mouth-to-mouth kissing – what’s called making out. But that’s only between lovers. It’s not appropriate between owner and slave. So that’s a wonderful pleasure you’ll never know. Foreplay also involves the suckling of various erogenous bits of flesh, which you may prove worthy of eventually. For now you will only have need of your tongue though.”

Next I construct another intricate rope harness for Drew’s torso and arms.

One long rope is bound all about his shoulders, upper arms and chest above the nipples, which are still clamped with dangling weights. Another one ties his arms tightly to his torso below these and just above the elbows. Lastly I bend his forearms up stressfully behind him, crossing his wrists between his flaring shoulder-blades, where I lash them firmly together and to the harness about his upper arms and shoulders, leaving him unable to ease their contortion in the least. With his upper body thus tightly compacted and incapacitated I snap the leash to Drew’s collar, draw him to his feet and lead him after me over and onto the bed. There I position him lying on his back, with his bound arms trapped uncomfortably under him elevating his torso. A pillow under his kidneys similarly raises his hips and pair of them considerately props his head up highest of all, allowing him to easily see all that I plan to do to him. Finally, I lift his legs up high, split them wide and bind his ankles and knees to cleats at either side of the bed, pulling the ropes taut to snub his splayed-out legs down tightly below the level of his torso. Then I slowly strip off my bustier and boots, reveling as always in the worshipful way his awed gaze devours the sight of my heavenly nudity accented only by those fingerless gloves and bicep bands.

Lucky Drew’s eyes are nearly as wide as his gaping mouth! Giggling deliciously at the thought, marveling all over again at the irrepressible shivers of excitement and gooseflesh that map my acres of unblemished skin I move to confront his imprisoned penis, grossly bruised and swollen balls and delightful little love-hole. Gently circling, rubbing and suggestively prodding this hungry pucker with a single fingertip I resume enlightening him about things any boy his age should have been familiar with for years.

“Foreplay, slave, is just what the word implies. It is play you engage in before having sex. It builds anticipation, heightens suspense, and readies the genitals for penetration. The penis must be properly erect after all, and the orifice that will accept it receptively wet. And of course, this preparation is exquisitely pleasurable in its own right, is it not?”

From teasing his bung I go to playing with Drew’s penis-head: fondling, pinching and pulling rhythmically on it. He nods frantic affirmation, but I don’t need even this acknowledgement. Already he’s breathing heavily, moaning, and straining fruitlessly to bring his hips up to me. Driven by that amazingly strange renewed excitement, absolutely loving seeing him wonderfully turned-on and tormented like this I suddenly find myself doing something I once swore I never would again. I bow down to the penis in my hand, slather the throbbing tip with my tongue for several long minutes and then even take it into my mouth and suck on it, employing my thick, expert lips in a powerfully pursing rhythm I know he will find so mind-bendingly pleasurable that he’ll be frantic for the relief he doesn’t even know is possible.

Sure enough Drew thrashes wildly in his bonds, wailing with disbelieving ecstasy as I prolong his education – one he might surely come to regret. But at last I regain my senses. What in the world has come over me? As his panting and keening crest I rise back up and smile slyly into his staggered and now madly pining face.

“Someday perhaps I’ll free your penis and do that to its entire erect length, along with other astonishing things I’ll leave you to speculate about. But tonight is mostly about you pleasuring me, slave – though I daresay you’ll enjoy this experience inordinately too.”


Drew

No doubt! I’m still amazed by the way Mistress pinched and pulled on my penis, and absolutely flabbergasted by how she washed it with her tongue and then actually took the whole head into her mouth. The sensation of her sucking on it was at once so novel and insanely stimulating that I’ve run out of superlatives. The thought of her doing that to me while I have an erection makes me weak with a need too intense to countenance. As for speculating about what other wonders might lay in store, or even what fucking itself might feel like, forget about it! I dare not even consider such things. My proper place is to provide sexual pleasure, not seek it out. Wishing for such services from my sacred owner is blasphemous, heretical, and downright dangerous. Fortunately I have all the distraction I need in the form of the further unworthy glories my beloved promptly proceeds to lavish on me.

Mistress Dara drops forward atop me. She removes the little toothed clamps pinched onto my nipples, which immediately flame with renewed agony. She takes a minute to lick and tongue and even suck on each one of these wounded nubbins, soothing them and exciting me simultaneously. Then she begins worming her way up my body. Wonderfully crushing me with her lush figure she also writhes atop me, rubbing her huge breasts sensuously against my heavily welted flesh. Yet if I find this desperately erotic friction madly arousing it’s nothing compared to the heaven I’m presented with when she reaches my face. After burying me in her cleavage and grinding, squirming, and slapping those enormous boobs against my cheeks until I’m nearly insane with suffocated exaltation she props herself up on extended arms, letting them dangle down in hugely pendulant ellipsoids that just barely bracket me. Her cleavage must be a full foot deep from where its warm silky press nuzzles me on either side to where those incomparable udders depend from her chest. I’m swiftly going cross-eyed from staring into those glorious depths yet I can’t tear my gaze away. And then my owner treats me to yet another inconceivable wonder that renders me hopelessly maddened all over again.

She waggles that priceless treasure of female flesh slowly back and forth, rubbing my cheeks, nose and lips with the ends of her breasts and scraping me with the absolutely gigantic nipples. Finally, she settles one atop my mouth, squashing practically my entire face and pushing one of those big rubbery protrusions through the ring gagging me.

“Use your tongue on me, boy. Lick me and flick me, just like I did to you. You don’t get to nurse yet, to latch on and suckle me like a starving baby. But you can toy with it until you’re utterly crazed. Turn me on, slave. Make me eager to fuck you even more than I already am!”

Ecstatically smothered as I am, I do as instructed. Experimentally I explore the contours presented me, testing taste and texture and resilience. Then I take to this task like a duck to water. Mistress’ moan of pleasure inspires me to downright frantic efforts, and my stymied man-thing throbs painfully in response. Dimly it occurs to me to wonder how much of what arouses us is a function of learning and how much is genetically determined. I would probably make an ideal study subject for exploring this. I wholly lack the necessary objectivity for such an undertaking myself. Excited to frenzy I attack the nipple in my mouth voraciously until it’s finally withdrawn shortly before oxygen deprivation might have made me black out. Still I’m disappointed when it goes. No worries though. After perhaps a minute in which I pant hugely for breath while that stiff wet tip is rubbed all over my face and the taut but wonderfully yielding weight of the rest of that breast is smeared and mashed against me, Mistress Dara pushes the other nipple into my mouth and I’m allowed to repeat the entire wildly titillating experience. One after another I’m smothered with breast-flesh almost to the point of suffocation and honored to provide my owner with the frantic attentions which surely turn me on even more than her. But at last Mistress sits back up and beams down at me past those heaving globes.

“You see? I told you you’d enjoy that, boy. Could you imagine a more welcome death than being smothered by my breasts?”

Emphatically I shake my head in the negative even as I frantically scoop in air through my locked-open mouth. Mistress giggles gleefully in response and rises to her knees, the lifting of her weight from my abdomen easing my labored respiration even more. This respite is only temporary however. An even more exalting and rewarding chore waits to be performed.

“Okay, my sweet young slut,” Mistress breathes, her eyes gleaming salaciously at me. “Remember how I said sexual contact involves pleasuring the genitals with various parts of the body, and how I just demonstrated by tonguing and sucking on your cock? Well now you get to return the favor. I haven’t got an erection for you to pleasure yet. But you can certainly service my other genitals for me, can’t you?”

Mistress Dara moves forward again. Within seconds she’s straddling my face, those huge smooth thighs warmly bracketing it just as her breasts did. Heart pounding like a drum I gaze enraptured from only inches away at that secretive little slit in the center of her crotch. Mistress’ fingers carefully pull this open, this time fully exposing that only briefly glimpsed interior to me. Glistening pink flaps or lips appear surrounding a hole up into her body.

“This is my pussy,” she husks seductively. Adroitly her fingers pull upward then, freeing a hidden little nubbin that pops excitingly up. “And this is my clit. It’s what women have instead of a penis, and it’s even more sensitive. One day soon you will nibble with your lips and suck on this too. But for now you will make love to it with just your tongue.

“You will lick this, flick it back and forth and worry it all around. You will stroke my pussy lips all over, lap at them like a dog and drive your tongue deep inside me. You will fuck me with that tongue as though it were a dick. All this is called cunnilingus, which you will perform expertly on demand for me. So, service my genitals slave!”

Mistress eases forward even further and settles right atop my mouth.

The smell of her is overwhelming at first. But I’ve been well trained to endure much worse. With no excuse for hesitation or even tentativeness I go straight to work: licking, flicking, lapping and thrusting just as directed. Mistress Dara’s moans in response are far more heartfelt than before and I attack her even more slavishly, thrilled to be providing her with such obvious sexual pleasure. Soon she’s yipping little cries and rocking rhythmically atop me. How long this goes on is anyone’s guess. But at last she buries her fists in my hair and bears down, wildly humping my helpless face and outthrust tongue.

I’m being suffocated even worse now, crushed under her weight as her cries rise into those banshee screams that always signal the culmination of her sexual ecstasy. I don’t care though. Truly I would succumb to extinction this way if that’s what it takes to satisfy her. My divine owner can expect no less from me, and she’s already earned such a sacrifice many times over in just the two short days we’ve been together. As her wild screams peak the fluid trickling into me from her body comes in a sudden gush. She goes quiveringly rigid atop me and then at last slips back off my face, redeeming me with freer air and a smile of loving approval.

“That was fantastic, slave! For an innocent virgin you sure are a quick study when it comes to satisfying a lady. You’ve got me dying for proper sex already. So how about it: would you like to be my slut-boy again? Shall I fuck us both into extravagant fulfillment?”

Naturally I nod eagerly at this. Mistress Dara laughs appreciatively and climbs off my face. “Very well, slave. The foreplay is at an end for today. You can suck my cock some other time. For now let’s just fuck, my greedy young slut!”

Mistress picks up her penis from where it lies on the bed next to me. She slides the big half up inside her pussy, thrusting it in and out suggestively and grinning tauntingly at me as if mocking the eternal unworthiness of my own penis for such heavenly penetration. She withdraws it slick with lubricating fluid and then inserts it properly, so that once again she has a large, gleaming black erection jutting from her crotch.

“Here we go, Slut-boy,” she croons, moving into position. Propped on her palms above me with those incredible breasts again dangling down in amazing display she probes for my opening. “It’s time for sex with your mistress again. Remember how wonderful this is every time I slam another vicious kick into your bloated young balls!”

With that Mistress Dara lunges forward, spearing into my body for at least the twelfth time in the last forty-eight hours. I’m considerably sore down there by this time but that only makes the sense of helpless domination that much more exciting. Soon Mistress is plunging in and out of me with all her customary fervor, those enormous boobs swinging back and forth and slapping smartly together just above me. She gasps and grunts, groans and cries and regards me with infinitely possessive fondness as she enjoys me, and indeed I will gladly endure all the ball-kicking imaginable in payment for this maddeningly exciting honor – especially since it continues for seemingly endless hours longer than that admittedly horrible torture.

Mistress fucks me three times in this position alone. While she rests between bouts she smokes, tapping hot ashes and sparks nonchalantly through the ring in my mouth. When she finishes by dropping the burning butt directly on my tongue I somehow choke back my need to scream and vomit before swallowing. Through the tears that steam involuntarily from me I see Mistress smile with approbation and that’s all I need to make me look forward to even more of this casual cruelty.

Next my beloved owner frees my legs, rolls me onto my side and nestles up close behind me where she fucks me again. She positions me on my knees with my torso hanging perpendicular to the bed from that cable descending through the mirror and fucks me this way twice before crushing me under her facedown flat on the mattress and doing me one last time. As if all this weren’t enough to ensure my madly addled eternal devotion to her, Mistress Dara then treats me to such an incomprehensibly unworthy honor that I find myself openly weeping with an excess of emotion. Rather than return me to my cage for the night she merely hogties me up tight. Then she rolls me facing her and snuggles up close to me. Pulling the covers over us both she gives me an affectionate squeeze and goes blissfully to sleep with me right in that unbelievably comfortable bed!

Though I’d been looking forward to a long drink of water to soothe the flaming pain in my mouth this experience is so paradisiacal that I welcome that endless punishment as the barest fraction of balance to a ledger in which I am outrageously in the red. Swollen balls aching enormously, my love-hole brutally battered and abraded beyond belief, bound arms utterly insensate in their tight contortion, I lie awake in my owner’s embrace for long hours of stupefied gratification before at last dropping off as well with humbled tears still drying on my cheeks.




Chapter Three

Dara

I wake up wonderfully warm, cozy, well-rested and with an infinite sense of well-being. It doesn’t last long however.

My hogtied slave is wrapped in my arms and pulled snugly against my naked body, his face actually nestled between my breasts. I’m not the only one who slept beautifully this way: still out like a light Drew has a look of rapturous contentment even in unconsciousness. My heart melts a bit at his sappy expression. But then I push him roughly all the way over and roll away from him, profoundly unsettled.

What in the world has gotten into me? And how many times have I asked myself that question lately? What was I thinking, letting him spend the night not only in my bed but in my arms? This outrageous bestowal of favor – not to mention the bliss it gave me – is yet another distressingly significant bit of evidence of an unwelcome emotional attachment I seem to be forming with this slave.

This is not how it’s supposed to be. A gloating joy of possession, sadistic excitement, cruelly selfish sexual satisfaction, even the impersonal fondness one feels for a special pet: these are perfectly acceptable emotional responses. Treating my property like some kind of loving equal is downright crazy. I need to reestablish a proper distance between us immediately.

I can hear cute little Drew groaning quietly and rustling the covers as he strains hopelessly against the ropes upon awakening. No doubt he’s variously numb, cramped up and in terrible pain from so many hours of such nonstop restrictive bondage. Already I want to release his legs, cuddle up to his warmth and spoon with him again, lovingly taking him on his side from behind. Conversely I also want to shove him facedown over a pile of pillows and brutally hate-fuck his sissy little ass as violently as I can. Caught between these two urges I choose to do neither. Instead I blindfold him so I won’t be turned on and tempted by the look of worshipful adoration in those gorgeous blue puppy-dog eyes. Then I do untie his legs, but only so I can seize him by the leash and drag him off the bed.

Deliberately showing no consideration for his lamed-up state I don’t hesitate when he collapses to the floor. Instead I drag him by the neck, closing my ears to his pitiful choking and ignoring his struggles to at least get his knees under him and crawl. Right into his cage I drag him, where I shove his face rudely down into his water dish. While he eagerly slurps at this I go to gather up a number of specialized implements and restraints. By the time I’ve returned he’s emptied his bowl completely. Good: he might not have another chance to drink for quite a while, and I don’t want to dangerously dehydrate him. Plans of a surpassingly cruel nature crystallizing quickly I begin binding my ridiculously delicious slut-boy for an ordeal of endlessly worsening suffering down here while I see to other things.

“Get on your feet and spread your legs, slave,” I order him curtly. “Get them as far apart as you possibly can.”

I guide him to the spot I want, in the middle of the cell facing outward and directly under another overhead winch and cable. Once his legs are stretched widely apart I shackle his ankles and chain them immovably out to two of those rings set in the floor. I cuff his wrists tightly together, snap them to the cable and activate the winch, hauling his arms straight above his head until he’s pulled up onto the very tips of his toes. Reveling in his obvious distress, any affection or sympathy ruthlessly crushed out of me for the time being I move in close then.

Since my feet are bare and I don’t want to risk injuring them on his sleeve I have to use my knee. With my usual exultant cry I slam this up into helpless Drew’s balls once, twice, and then a third time for good measure, laughing pitilessly at his soundless scream and convulsive retching. Then I begin applying those specialized restraints.

I twine his hair into a ponytail, incorporating a stout hemp rope into the braid and using this to knot it off at the bottom. At the other end of that rope, secured to it by an adjustable triple half-hitch is a large, blunted steel hook. Inserting this deeply into Drew’s anus and smirking at his gasp of arousal I shorten that rope until the hook digs painfully into him and his head is wrenched so far back that his blindfolded face points at the ceiling.

This is not just for relentlessly increasing his discomfort. I need to make sure he doesn’t suffocate as well. The gag I buckle about his face features not a ring or ball but a big thick six-inch plastic cock. He needs to be trained in taking my raping erection in both orifices and this will give him a good start. Poor Drew is still gagging helplessly on that massive oral intrusion when I move to give him another reason to retch.

As I said yesterday his balls are now just the way I like them: not only bloated with a lifetime of unspent sperm but grossly swollen (even more so than last night and now certain to get even worse) and horribly bruised all over. Carefully I strap a tight leather harness about them, causing them to bulge down and out to either side even more monstrously than their former rope bindings did. Then I hang a pair of eight-pound dumbbell weights from that harness, stretching the scrotum almost to the tearing point and crushing the exquisitely tender testicles into oblate ovoids. Now he’s weeping as well as retching, and impelled by another savage spasm of sadism I set these to swinging back and forth, exacerbating his agony.

Next comes the tricky part. I have no idea how long I’ll be gone, and I don’t want my slave peeing on the floor in my absence. I place a bucket between his feet, but what fun is just that? Quickly I strip the sterile wrapping off a catheter: a long thin tube pointed at one end and flared at the other. After coating the pointed end with lubricant, I thread this into Drew’s little pee-hole and push it up his urethra, chucking appreciatively at his squawking struggles as his caged penis is so intimately invaded. All the way up inside him I thrust that tube until it taps his bladder and a few hundred cc’s of pee spill out of him into the bucket. Then I leave that tube in place so he can drain throughout my absence.

Now that that’s taken care of I clamp sharp little alligator clips dangling more lead weights onto the terribly sensitive tip of him on either side of that stretched and stuffed pee-hole. I clamp three more of these onto each of his nipples and at last produce the little computerized fob Mistress Nera gave me along with his chastity key.

It’s far past time that I tried this out. Peering at the tiny controls I program his penis sleeve to deliver agonizing shocks in random durations of ten seconds to two minutes at unpredictable intervals of every five to ten minutes. I watch until the first jolt hits him and his stretched body convulses violently at the whim of the current. Then I tuck this smugly away and at last address my woefully suffering slave.

“Soon I’ll be leaving you once again, Drew. I don’t know when I’ll be back; it might even be days this time. Once again I want you to think about me while I’m gone.

“Think about how much you love me, and about how lucky you are to belong to me. Think about how wonderful it was to enjoy foreplay, then be fucked so many times you can’t count them and then spend the entire night in my bed. I want you to dwell on how much the knowledge of you suffering for me down here pleases me wherever I happen to be. Perhaps when I come back I’ll not only torture and fuck you some more but permit you to give me a blowjob – suck my cock that is. Won’t that be something to look forward to?”

Drew gives me a strangled, muffled bleat I take for agreement. Giving his tortured nuts a healthy farewell squeeze before setting the weights swinging again I exit the cell and run the door shut and locked behind me. I cross to the bathroom and shower quickly, not bothering to put on a show since my slave can’t see me.

He’ll have to use his imagination – if he has any attention to spare from his various torments and obsessions that is. At the elevator afterward I switch off the lights and head upstairs, smugly leaving my property to suffer alone until my return.

Silently the car comes to a gentle stop. Not bothering to check if the coast is clear since I left the master bedroom suite locked against the servants I open the two-way mirror, pass into the wardrobe and close it behind me. Now no one can come to Drew’s rescue but me. How long would he last if I never came back, and how torturous would his terribly slow end be? The thought fills me with a feeling of unlimited power as I move to choose my clothes for the day. After dressing and primping a bit I check my reflection, head into the bedroom, unlock the doors and emerge at last for the start of my busy day.

Even before breakfast I have things to do: conferring with my majordomo Maurice about the schedule this afternoon and some concerns I have with the groundskeeping staff; with the maid Olivia about the office where I’ll be holding a series of dreary meetings, and with my cook about the fact that I’ll be dining out this evening and won’t require her past one o’clock. Finally, I sit down to brunch by the pool. Yet even here I can’t simply relax and enjoy the smell of jasmine wafting along the gentle breeze as I eat. I need to use my laptop to go over some spreadsheets one last time before my accountant arrives.

Once she does I’m chained to my home office for most of the day meeting a variety of staid functionaries and business associates. This plus bad news from my club leaves me cranky and out of sorts by the time my obligations are all finished. How I would love to slip down to the dungeon for some quickie sex and ball-kicking to blow off some steam!

Unfortunately that’s contrary to my downright dastardly intentions, plus my dinner engagement can’t be shirked. Then once this is over I simply have to get out to Pepper & Sugar even though we are unexpectedly closed this evening. There are some very unpleasant, even infuriating developments there that await my inspection.

Poor Drew: whatever he’s been enduring all day while I’ve been gone, and however long he has to continue to endure it before I return, he’s certainly going to find eventually seeing me again so much worse!


Drew

As Mistress Dara predicted yesterday I’m finally coming to appreciate what belonging to her entails. This epiphany may be a day late in arriving. But it’s damn sure here with a vengeance now. Never have I suffered so extravagantly!

The stress of my mostly rather ordinary bondage isn’t too bad at least.

The pain in my toes, ankles and shoulder sockets from supporting my weight, while certain to get exponentially worse over time, is nothing I haven’t dealt with and even been aroused by before. The strain on my other joints, severely stretched limbs and neck is familiar as well. The gouging pull on my fuck-hole however is novel indeed, relentless and as distressing as being rhythmically stabbed there is wonderful. And speaking of new and distressing, the big cock filling my mouth, probing my throat and obstructing my airway is something nothing could have ever prepared me for. The difficulty it causes my breathing is so great I dare not even weep in my misery for fear of plugging my nostrils. Wracked with unrelenting nausea and agony I must simply hang here stoically and snatch one small sip of air at a time past that huge intrusion and the reflexive attempts to retch it continually triggers.

I’m sure I don’t need to specify the source of the rest of my nausea – and a large part of the agony I’m being subjected to. Beyond the pain of my radically distended scrotum, my grossly swollen testicles (contused and inflamed even worse than before by this morning’s repeated kneeing) are being constantly and inexorably crushed practically to the point of rupture by the heavy weights dangling from them.

At least those weights have finally stopped swinging, if only momentarily. Unfortunately both these and the only comparatively less painful ones pinched onto my nipples and penis tip are always sent dancing madly about again by each unpredictable shock to strike my man-thing. No matter how I try to steel myself against the inevitability of that sudden excruciating and prolonged jolt of electricity it never fails to make me jerk convulsively and then shudder like an epileptic for the duration of its assault.

In my past life these shocks only came in response to particularly grievous infractions, and usually only in isolated instances. Such searing punishment has always been enough to cause me to mend the error of my ways immediately – and to go to any lengths necessary to avoid a repeat. The programmable function Mistress has employed, while often threatened, has never been required to keep me in line. Now it tortures me almost beyond bearing, and no possible mollification exists to convince my absent punisher to desist.

This endless random trauma is so great as to overshadow the other novel and horribly intimate agony she’s inflicted on my forever restrained and unused sexual organ: that of the thick tube she’s stuffed all the way up it. It is only during the always too-brief respites from being electrocuted that this other travail returns to torment me.

And of course, terribly compounding all these afflictions is my solitude. I could gladly endure everything and even much more if only my beloved Mistress Dara was here with me: actively inflicting this unprecedented misery and constantly exciting me with her mere proximity – not to mention the arousing and exhilarating spectacle of her own sadistic excitement. As it is I have only imagination and the memory of her, along with her assurance that wherever she may be she is thoroughly enjoying the knowledge of my suffering. And so I grimly, desperately cling to this – and to following her orders to obsess on how much I love her, how wonderful being fucked by her is, and how vastly belonging to her has improved my existence. These are all that she’s granted me to get me through each successive, interminable minute of the long, lonely silence and blackness of this outrageously torturous ordeal.

It is enough. Mistress Dara owns me utterly, and I can still have no complaints about my purchase despite this nightmarish experience she is currently putting me through. Sooner or later she will return to fuck me, and make everything worth it once again. My duty is just to make it through until then with every iota of my worshipful devotion intact.

No problem. As the current suddenly strikes the entire shaft of my penis again, causing me to clamp my teeth hard on the cock in my mouth, jerk against my bonds and shudder galvanically for over a minute while the swinging weights yank savagely at my pinched and distended nipples, cock-tip and testicles, I focus my wailing awareness as much as possible on the memory of lying hogtied in my goddess’ bed and arms, pressed to her body with my face nestled between her heavenly breasts while she slept. Such paradise, scandalously unworthy of it as I was, more than offsets all this hell I surely deserve.


Dara

It seems that while I spent the night quite inappropriately cuddling with my lowly slave someone was up to something far more nefarious. Both of the huge – and hugely expensive – darkly tinted and custom decorated windows fronting my club have been shattered completely.

Shera had called me earlier about the damage and got the ball rolling with both the police and insurance company, as well as contracting for replacements. Still seeing ugly plywood nailed up in place of that stylish and sophisticated front has me seething with fury.

This was no random act of drunken vandalism. Someone managed to get past the locked, roll-down metal shutters and do the damage in the few short hours between the club’s close and dawn. If it wasn’t obvious that bastard Orosco was behind it, the further developments Shera clues me in to back in my work office leave me in no possible doubt.

“We’re having trouble getting a proper investigation going here. The police are just going through the motions; insisting that it must be random vandalism.”

“Yeah sure!” I snarl, angrily snapping a pencil in half. “In this neighborhood, at that time of the morning, bypassing the security system? You’re sure they didn’t get inside and plant a bomb or anything while they were at it? Hell, they could have burned the fucking place down!”

“I’m positive. The interior grate behind the windows wasn’t tampered with. Nothing is missing or out of place. Given the likely loyalties of the police…”

“Firmly in that piece of shit’s pocket is what they are!” I hotly interject. Shera nods resignedly and continues.

“I hired a private security firm to go over the inside inch by inch. They didn’t find anything. Still we’ve lost at least a day’s business, not to mention the cost of the windows, which can’t be replaced immediately. You want to reopen tomorrow regardless?”

“Hell yes I do!”

“Okay, that brings us to our second problem. Do you remember yesterday when Cherise couldn’t make it in for work?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Well it turns out someone has been leaning on her to quit, and to take a new job next door when they reopen.”

“Goddamn it, she’s our best performer, our top draw!”

“It seems you’re not the only one to think so. And I doubt she’ll be the last to be targeted. That son of a bitch is coming after us by fair means and foul – mostly foul.”

“Motherfucker!”

Fulminating uselessly, I imagine for a minute all the horrible things I’d like to do to Manuel Miguel Orosco. I certainly wouldn’t stop with ball-kicking, buggering, bondage and torture. Dismemberment, evisceration and eventual decapitation would certainly be involved. And when I say dismemberment, be certain to place the emphasis on the two middle syllables. I’d like nothing more than to chop his fucking dick off and turn it into mincemeat with an industrial-size grinder. Perhaps a bit of back-story is needed here.

There are really only two surgical methods for making a penis larger. Forget about the pills hawked by charlatans on TV and in magazines. They simply don’t work. The only way to make a dick longer is to cut the two tendons that hold it up, allowing it to drop down another inch or two. This is not recommended however, as it weakens it and causes waggling. The only other thing you can do is increase the girth by a procedure known as circumferential penile engorgement. This is where fat is taken from elsewhere in the body and injected under the skin of the penis to make it bigger around. Not lacking for fat by any means (where I am delightfully voluptuous going on chubby this fucker is grossly obese), Orosco has had this procedure done twice, for the sole purpose of having intercourse rendered exquisitely painful for his unwilling partners. Unfortunately I speak from personal experience.

In addition to his traffic in smuggling drugs, guns, explosives and people, Orosco’s organization also controls most of the prostitution on the island. In my earlier days of turning tricks for my daily bread I reported to a pimp who was ultimately controlled by this fat shit. Naturally he had access to whomever he wanted, and since I was highly sought after I was subjected to his perverse attentions on many occasions. Once I reached adulthood his interest in me waned fortunately, but while I was young enough to sate his sick cravings I endured having that disgusting-looking and grotesquely thick thing of his stabbed into my every hole more times than I care to recall. I was also used as a punching bag: battered and abused as foreplay in ways that make what I’ve been doing to Drew look truly loving and gentle. I have no doubt the sick fuck is still beating, raping and exploiting young girls to this day – when he’s not paying off the police and having rival nightclubs vandalized that is.

One might consider me a bit of a hypocrite complaining about this given my own delight in sexual dominance. But there is a crucial difference. Until now I’ve only beaten people who have asked and even paid me to do it. And lovely young Drew has been raised and trained specifically for this purpose: it is the fulfillment of his existence. I don’t go around callously ruining people who are basically still children. How I would love to destroy that fat bastard, or at least see him in prison like his former patron Noriega! Unfortunately given his resources and position here Orosco is essentially untouchable. It will probably be all I can handle just to stay out from under his thumb and maintain my own hard-earned position of privilege.

Grinding my teeth in frustration and thinking of my delectable slave back home suffering for me even now I finally decide there is no reason to stay here with the club closed and all. I had intended to leave Drew suffering alone for a couple full days, to test him properly and give myself some time away from him. I’m still rather unsettled by my own behavior toward him recently. But I don’t think I have to worry about going soft just now. In my current supremely pissed off state I highly doubt I’m likely to lovingly snuggle with him again. No, I need to take out my unhealthy anger in a cathartic outpouring of good old fashioned torture like Drew was intended for. At last I push back from my desk and address Shera shortly.

“Well, there’s nothing else we can do about this now. Before we open back up tomorrow we’ll get the girls together and remind them of everything working for old Manuel Orosco entails. We’ll give them a salary bump too, and arrange personal protection for anyone who feels particularly threatened. And ask this private security company about detailing some overnight guards for this place – providing they can be trusted that is. Everyone on this island can’t be in that bastard’s pocket!”

“Will do, boss. Is that all?”

“I guess so. I’m going back home. I’ll see you tomorrow, dear.”

Waving acknowledgement at Shera’s commiserating goodbye I stride haughtily, angrily, hurriedly back out to my Corvette. It’s only been a little more than twelve hours that I’ve been away from him. But suddenly I want to be back with my adoring and delicious slave more than anything else in the world.


Drew

After what seems an eternity of pitch blackness, complete silence, unrelenting and accumulating pain, nausea and anoxia unpredictably punctuated by galvanizing agony I hear at last the quiet hum of the elevator.

At first I don’t truly credit this. Too many times already in this ordeal my traitorous mind has tricked me, inventing the sounds of Mistress Dara’s return out of extremity. In the sensory void of my surroundings, where distress is omnipresent and agony magnified by the lack of any other stimulus, my fancies have had free rein to distract me from my duty of obsessing on how lucky I am to be owned by such a divinely beautiful and beneficent Mistress. As her arrival would return me to the paradise of basking in her holy presence such portents are not to be trusted. Then yet another interminable shock strikes my terribly stretched and impaled penis. Convulsing my body, this yet again sets the weights dangling from my balls, nipples and dick to dancing madly about, as well as causing the hook digging into my fuck-hole to gouge fresh excruciation into that so-sensitive pleasure center. While this torture endures I can only bite down on the big cock strangling me and shudder uncontrollably, my choked groans drowning out the soft thump of the door sliding open. But then I hear the unmistakable clacking of Mistress’ boots on the tile and I’m flooded with disbelieving euphoria. Despite the seeming endlessness of my ordeal and the lack of any referents other than those random infusions of electricity (that latest just now finally abating) I feel certain that no more than a day can have passed since I was strung up like this. Mistress had led me to believe she would be gone for far longer; oh bless her beyond expression for relenting already! Tears of love and gratitude spill from my eyes, wetting my blindfold and seeping down my temples toward my ears. Mistress’ greeting thrills me almost beyond bearing despite the dire warning she delivers.

“Good evening, slave. As you can no doubt tell, I’m back quite a bit earlier than I’d planned. I’ve had quite an upsetting night so far and I need to relieve my unhealthy anger. I’m afraid that means I’m about to pass all my miseries on to you. So as welcome as my return no doubt is for you it’s not going to be any kind of respite. But at least you can look forward to getting fucked some more. And as I promised I intend to continue to introduce you incrementally to the heavenly pleasures of sucking cock. Just hold on for a little bit longer then. I need to get out of this dress and into something more appropriate for a marathon fuck-and-torture session.”

I don’t care how badly she means to torture me. Merely being with Mistress Dara is a reward I’m simply ecstatic to wallow in. The balm of her presence instantly sooths my many sources of physical distress. Urgent with suspense I follow her movements with my ears as she strides over to her rack of dominatrix outfits and changes. My imagination tantalizes me with how devastatingly sexy and intimidating she is making herself for me, embellishing my memories of her fabulously huge breasts and buttocks, thick solid limbs and midriff and her gorgeous dimpled face. Soon enough I hear her striding back over to me and I moan with anticipation. The cell door slides open and I catch a whiff of her singularly enchanting scent as my owner closes in on me.

Even as another shock strikes my penis it is cut off almost as soon as it begins. My beloved mistress has deactivated the electrical function! Then without a word she proceeds to relieve my other torments. The catheter tube is pulled from my urethra, and the weighted clamps from my nipples and glans. Even in the fresh excruciation that comes with renewed circulation I sob in gratitude. The weights crushing and stretching my testes and scrotum are also removed, as is the hook stretching back my head and digging so painfully into my bottom. I whoop gratefully at the freer air when my gag is unbuckled and the cock withdrawn from my throat, and when the blindfold is removed too I rapidly blink my eyes clear to feast my gaze on my glorious benefactor. As Mistress unhooks the cable stretching me up and lets me sink back down off my terribly sore toes I at last get a look at the incredible outfit she’s donned.

My imagination simply couldn’t do her justice. Mistress Dara has accentuated her amazingly sexy and intimidating appeal in a manner that truly blows my wheels. Her spike-heeled boots are actually skin-tight leggings that rise all the way to the very tops of her thighs. The top she wears is of the same practically painted-on latex with an identical gold and black jaguar-pelt pattern. This encases her arms and torso from the top of her hips to the top of her neck with the exception of those enormous breasts. These burst beautifully through cut-outs in front to protrude naked and glorious right in front of me. Most arresting of all though is the matching mask – more of a hood actually – that covers her head and face down to the tip of her nose and cheekbones. Leaving only her jaw and ears exposed this curves up around the latter and then back down to seal away the entire rear of her skull, leaving her thick curly hair to bush suddenly out over the back of her neck and shoulders. Almond-shaped eyeholes and pointed little ears jutting from the top of her head add to this jungle cat look, as does the wild exhilaration gleaming in those big dark eyes. My knees weaken at meeting that fiery gaze and Mistress bares her teeth to the canines in response to my quavering moan. Her hand fondles my still agonized penis-tip, making my poor abused man-thing throb maddeningly in its confinement.

“You are excited, aren’t you, slave? You are desperately sexually aroused at the prospect of being my helpless victim, my tender and tasty prey. You eagerly welcome being captured, incapacitated, tortured and taken by me in all my feral glory, yes?”

“Absolutely, Mistress!” I gasp, moaning more helplessly than ever as she continues to rub, pinch and pull on me. “I live to submit to you! I am the luckiest being in existence. Please do whatever you choose to me. I was born and raised to fulfill your every need!”

“That’s what I want to hear, darling. As long as your pain and subjugation give both of us pleasure we can indulge all of our darkest needs together forever.”

Mistress ducks down and frees my ankles from the shackles. She takes me not by the chain of my cuffs but actually by the hand in a treasured gesture of intimacy and leads me out of my cage. Across that wide tiled floor she tows me to one of her devices for prolonged restraint and torture. And with every step toward that certain hell my penis throbs compellingly on.

Soon we arrive at an arcane kind of bondage bench: short, low to the ground and with about the last foot of one end inclined sharply upward. Above this is a wide horizontal bar fitted into a sliding track that starts well behind and above the bench and curves down under it toward the floor, where a hand-cranked winch is connected by a cable to the center of that bar.

“Sit down, slave. Lie on your back on the bench with your head leaning against the angled part facing forward.”

Once I comply Mistress Dara uncuffs my hands. She pulls my arms around under the bench and secures them there crosswise behind me in manacles provided for that purpose. Then she uses similarly built-in belt restraints to further bind me to the thinly padded bench at the belly, chest and shoulders. With the inclined upper portion supporting my head and neck I face straight forward and up at her, avidly ogling the way her bare breasts jiggle and that tight rubber jaguar-skin clings to her midriff and limbs. Grinning and gleaming evilly at me through her disguising mask Mistress next moves to secure my legs.

These are spread wide again and lifted above my head, where my ankles are shackled to either end of that four-foot bar. Doubled up thus with my butt raised invitingly up I moan again in desperate anticipation of the moment my beloved owner finally consents to fuck that once again. But it seems she has one more preparation to make first, one that is both blessedly precious and fearfully portentous. No matter how wildly I’ve already come to crave having my penis freed to stretch itself thrillingly erect I can’t escape the knowledge that so far Mistress has only granted this in order to inflict staggering amounts of agony on me. Whatever she intends, the instant she unlocks and slips off my chastity sleeve I leap into exquisite rigidity. Nearly weeping with the intensity of that oh-so-rare sensation I dare to speak without being ordered to.

“Oh thank you so much, my Goddess! That feels so indescribably good! I will gladly suffer an eternity of punishment for you!”

“Yes you will!” Mistress growls in response, picking up a coil of black silk rope. Right away she begins binding this tightly about my urgently pulsing sex organs. Around the root of my penis, each testicle individually and the base of my scrotum and finally where my entire genitalia joins my body she winds that rope into an intricate harness that makes me bulge and swell and darken and throb more madly than ever before. When she at last knots it securely off she’s left with about thirty inches of free rope trailing off either side like reins. Smirking down at my desperately aroused moaning and squirming Mistress Dara warns me again.

“Soon you will experience agony like you can barely conceive of in those filthy bits of nasty maleness. But first I’m going to reward your willing subservience – and stoke my own illimitable passions – by fucking your ever-loving brains out. Enjoy it my, delectable slave!”


Dara

As my tightly bound doubled-up slut gazes worshipfully up at me I slide my cock into place and move into position. I take a moment to marshal all of my impotent fury at what’s been done to my club. I try to tell myself that this is not my lovely one-in-a-million slave eagerly awaiting my brutal attentions but that fat bastard Orosco all tied up and blubbering impotently at me. Once I’m absolutely brimming with righteous wrath I stab un-lubricated into him and begin hate-fucking that helpless male shit with an unbridled ferocity worthy of the most vicious jungle cat ever to exist – not a mere jaguar but a giant cave lion or saber-toothed Smilodon.

Wrapping one of those ropes around each fist I use those handy cock reins as leverage. Hauling back on him as though I mean to rip his pitiful equipment from his body I bludgeon into my timid young slut-boy’s ass so fiercely I have him weeping pitifully almost instantly. For what must be an hour or more I snarl and curse and batter him through a savagely exultant succession of wonderfully angry orgasms. Yet despite the agony I’m clearly inflicting on both his fuck-hole and captive genitals Drew seems positively exalted throughout the entire ordeal. Clearly my most inspired brutality only feeds and fulfills his insatiable new fuck addiction. And that incessant cruel yanking on his exquisitely rare erection only makes it pound harder and hotter in its crazed and eternally unrelievable need. Thus when at last my butt-fucking itch has been sufficiently scratched my need to see a man suffer has only been whetted to an even keener edge. It’s time to subject those vulnerable buttocks and sex organs to a punishment unprecedented in intensity and duration. Let’s see what Slut-boy makes of this session with his beloved mistress!

After withdrawing my cock from his ass I crank on that winch some. This draws Drew’s feet down toward his head more and lifts his butt up higher. This is already extensively bruised and welted. Still I can’t help once again using a razor strop and rattan cane, and finally a cricket bat to beat it absolutely silly. This is just more enjoyment for my delightfully masochistic slave however, a fact that paradoxically renews my fondness for him even as it refreshes my fury over the events of the night previous. Finally, it’s time for the severe genital torture, and more fantasizing that it’s that asshole Orosco’s balls and disgustingly thick and abnormal dick I’m abusing, and not this beautifully long and slender, perfectly scrumptious one.

As usual I begin by brutalizing the testicles, something that never gets old for me.

Harnessed up bound all about with wickedly tight rope, these bulge out individually as swollen and purple-black as overripe plums. Every blood vessel, abrasion, and existing contusion is starkly defined by the stretching of the scrotal skin. Stepping up onto the end of the bench I lift a leg up high and use the sole of my boot to crush and grind each one contemptuously. Then I use that spike heel for the same, reveling in my captive’s gasping, groaning, retching and involuntary cries of agony.

If this was truly Orosco I wouldn’t be able to help myself. I’d crush those nuts to bloody jelly, depriving myself of the lifetime of torture they truly deserve. But this is my darling slave Drew, and so I finally stop myself just short of rupture. Then I jump down and use my hands: punching, squeezing, and twisting those sperm-bloated sacs until my muscles cramp and poor little Drew is beyond retching or even screaming. Face deeply flushed, his lovely eyes awash with tears that magnify those beautiful blue irises and stream continuously down his cheeks he can only fight desperately for scant sips of air and writhe futilely against his implacable bonds. Yet still he doesn’t once beg me to desist, for which I feel another wholly inappropriate surge of affection for him. At last I use the flat of my palms to viciously slap those wonderful playthings around like balls on a squash court before finally deciding to reward him with the kind of agonizing yet surely helplessly evocative and arousing penis torture he’s never yet been blessed to experience.

Due to the gonadal excruciation I’ve just put him through Drew’s erection has lost some of its adamant rigidity. It no longer strains fiercely out from his body but lies slumped against his abdomen. Yet thanks to the strangulating rope it is still swollen and purple-red in its ten-plus inches of blood-engorged tumescence. Pausing only to release the belt about his belly and turn that crank some more – further raising his battered ass, drawing his ankles down to the level of his ears and rolling his bound body up – I turn my attention to the penis taking the place of the hideously abnormal one I’d really like to savage.

Using one of those reins I stretch that big prick up and out and slap it sharply about until it regains its madly throbbing urgency. And of course, despite the horribly abraded, bruised and inflamed state of his balls, and the fact that they must surely still be in agony and will no doubt pain him so for days (if not the rest of his life), Drew is soon gasping and moaning with eager excitement as well as distress. Let’s just see if this persists and even increases now…

Pulling this way and that on the ropes I use a handheld flogger to whip the shaft raw and welted on all sides. I pinch and twist and Indian-burn the skin mercilessly from the base to the head. I crank him up a little more, noose a thin tough cord about the base of his glans brutally tight, stretch him out terribly and then tie it off to the bar holding his ankles. Then with that cock pulsing wildly not a foot above slave’s face I finally begin to indulge in the serious torture.

With a candle I drip hot wax all over it and then whip it off. I sear about twenty little circles into him with a lit cigarette. I pinch dozens of wired alligator clamps to the burned skin of the shaft and head and slide a similarly wired probe (thicker even than that catheter) inside his urethra. Then I spend another hour shocking that despicable organ far worse than Drew already endured through his electrified penis sleeve. After that I use a needle heated red-hot to poke hundreds of instantly cauterized little holes through his already extensively traumatized skin.

Throughout this savagely gleeful process I keep cranking my slave incrementally up, releasing the belt about his chest too until I have his body ridiculously rolled up and contorted, his feet far below the level of his head and his midriff compacted in a way no one without his long years of yoga training and incredible limberness could achieve. Finally, that poor, radically brutalized yet still tellingly erect cock is pointing down at him just an inch or so from his flushed, tear-streaked face. Yet through all of this Drew remains obviously desperately aroused. Even in his extreme excruciation he continues to revel in the incomparable thrill of having an intensely urgent hard-on. This involuntary response, coupled with his infallible willingness to endure anything at all for me, is so endearing that I find my heart-swelling fondness for him returning despite my determination to keep a proper emotional distance. Finally, this weakness of helpless affection quells my sadistic transport. Almost against my will I discover that my need to see a man suffer has been sated. The catharsis of torture has salved and swept away all the upset of the day, just as I’d known it eventually would. Now it’s time to keep my promise. Both my slave and I are ready to enjoy the next outrageously degrading and rewarding step in his incremental introduction to sucking cock. I have no doubt that after this experience he will be bonded to me more devotedly than even after butt-fucking, foreplay and spending the night in my arms and bed. And I will consider him fit at last for providing me with endless fellatio and another eagerly accepting hole to fuck.


Drew

Mistress was right: never have my man-bits endured so much agony! Yet I was right as well. The fact that she’s right here with me in all her gorgeous, bare-breasted female-feline ferocity makes this ordeal far easier to endure than the longer but lesser one I suffered previous. And once the assault has switched from my grossly swollen balls to my heavenly erection it is even wonderfully rewarding for me. Every infliction of pain on my penis no matter how extreme makes it strain even harder erect, a sensation I simply can’t wallow in enough despite the strange sense of frustration it engenders.

Even as Mistress stops afflicting it at last it still throbs in its incessantly flaming agony like a sword pulled straight from the forge. Hammered and heated to unbelievable extremes, it needs only to be dunked in some unimaginable quenching to be tempered to a state of ultimate hardness. Through my teary eyes the gorgeous face of masked Mistress Dara looms closer, the feral smile exposing her sharp teeth blurred but easily discernable. As she addresses me I quickly blink my gaze clear for her.

“Was that good for you, my delightfully masochistic young victim?”

“Absolutely, my glorious Goddess!”

“I’m glad. It was wonderful for me as well. Does your pretty little pee-pee hurt?”

“Yes, Mistress. But it’s a pain that feels terribly good to me too.”

“Well now it’s about to feel so much better. I’m going to let you soothe it in a way you have yet to experience, except while it’s been caged up small and soft. I’m going to let you do to it what I did last night. And you are going to be simply ‘blown’ away by a pleasure that will make all the pain you’ve enjoyed and endured seem piffling by comparison!”

Mistress reaches in, loosens the noose about my glans and slips free the cord that has been stretching me so painfully out. Now the pulsations throbbing through my cock make it bob back and forth a bit just above my face, this movement so evocative my desperate arousal cranks up yet another notch. Speaking of cranks, Mistress turns the one under me some more. This pulls my feet even further under my body, bends my back and compresses my belly until I can barely breathe. Now I’m so severely contorted that the soft and horribly-wonderfully sore head of my penis is pushed so far down that it presses right up against my face.

“Open your mouth, slave,” Mistress Dara giggles. “Take your penis into it and wrap your lips about the glans. You’re going to learn how to suck cock on your very own. And at the same time you will learn what amazing ecstasies I’m capable of allowing you when I feel you’ve earned them. Take these lessons deeply to heart my perfect young property!”

Even as I comply, accepting that pulsing bulb into me and almost swooning at the soothing wetness and unbearably intense stimulation, Mistress turns the crank a bit further, forcing the first couple inches of the badly abused shaft into me too. Then she takes the ropes still harnessing me up, stretches them behind my head and the inclined bench and ties them together there, making it impossible for me to withdraw my penis from the hot wet heaven of my mouth – not that I’d ever want to! Moaning helplessly at the indeed incomparable ecstasy swamping me I struggle to breathe in my contortion and immediately, even rabidly follow my infinitely beloved owner’s next order.

“Now suck it, slut! Suck that cock like a lollipop!”

Oh, my fantastic Mistress Dara! How could I have possibly earned this heavenly sensation? She is right again: the stimulation that suction provides is so paradisiacal I’m crying tears of disbelieving euphoria now. And she had said last night that she might eventually do this to me herself, even suck on and take the entire thing in and out! Here is that inconceivable quenching I’ve so sorely needed! As I suck it my cock burns and throbs so desperately harder and hotter between my lips that I fear it might explode. Yet even in my mind-blowing ecstasy I perceive that even greater rewards are possible, rewards beyond even having Mistress do this for me. At last I begin to truly comprehend what fucking is all about. Just as she so wonderfully pounds her own cock inexhaustibly into my ass, Mistress Dara could let me do the same to her. She could even let me slide my hard prick in and out of her vagina! How unbearably amazing and intense would be the stimulation involved in that?

It seems blasphemous to even consider being granted such an incredible honor. Yet as I happily moan and greedily suck on my wonderfully soft and yet absolutely adamantine penis I can’t help but do so – and fanatically avow to myself that I will serve and worship my goddess so devotedly, and endure whatever horrors she chooses to afflict me with so happily that she might actually eventually decide to bless me this way. Even now my supremely glorious mistress seems about to grant me a harbinger of this kind of heavenly pleasure, a slightest tease-taste of it which I still can scarcely have earned. As I weep and suck and gaze reverently up at her she smiles down and places her hands on the tops of my badly battered buttocks.

“You like being a cocksucker, yes, my slave? Well sucking is barely the beginning! Let’s see how you enjoy a little rhythmic penetration…”

Mistress begins to shove on my butt, rocking me a little so that the shaft of my erection slides between my lips, slipping in and out a bit. Oh, my brain almost explodes at the sensation! My cock strains like it’s trying to double its length and my horribly sore balls tingle and tighten alarmingly. That strange, unexplainable and insanely intense sense of frustration climbs to desperate new levels, making me whimper miserably despite the unprecedented pleasure I’m so blessedly wallowing in. Mistress Dara compounds this even further then by calling to my attention a reciprocal excitement I still haven’t properly acknowledged.

“How do like being fucked in the face, slave? Your ass isn’t the only wonderfully sensitive orifice able to enjoy the thrusting of a big hard penis, is it? In and out of your greedy mouth plunges that amazingly aroused sex organ, the ultimate in submissive subjugation; oh it’s such a thrillingly intimate violation of your bodily integrity, isn’t it?”

Indeed! The slippery sliding friction on my lips and tongue is almost as exciting as it is on my prick. Already reveling in glories of frustrated ecstasy, this humiliating yet enormously evocative emotional addition spikes my exhilarated arousal so keenly that suddenly a kind of convulsion occurs in my bound-up balls. My whole body jerks alarmingly, an exquisite pain rebounds through my genitals and I give a choked grunt that speaks of some kind of ultimate consummation cruelly denied. Goddess Dara laughs gloatingly in response and at last stops pushing on me. She unties the cords behind my head and begins turning that crank the other way, at last relieving the horrible contortion of my body. Yet though I suck at the freer air eagerly I still mourn when my throbbing hot cock slips messily out of my mouth.

“That’s enough for tonight, boy. In the morning I’ll let you suck my cock. I’ll even fuck your face as brutally as I ever did your ass. But right now I’m just too tired to introduce you to this kind of use properly. Let’s go to bed. I need to ream your butt out one more time and then get some sleep. It’s been a long day for us both.”




Chapter Four

Dara

I come to consciousness slowly, wonderfully warm and cozy and filled with a dreamy contentment. Reflexively I begin caressing the hogtied slut-boy wrapped in my embrace. Stroking his bound limbs and battered buttocks, snuggling the face nestled against me deeper between my breasts, I suddenly catch myself rubbing my leg erotically against the head of his caged penis. This is so out of character that it shocks me into full wakefulness at last.

It’s morning again – actually a few minutes past noon. And once again I have my slave in my arms and bed, a beatific smile just visible where his cheeks peep out of my cleavage. Immediately my blissful contentment collapses into confusion and self-recrimination.

God damn it, this is not what I intended!

I had meant to return Drew to his cage before sleeping, and to leave him bound there lonely and outrageously contorted all night. Instead some combination of weariness, laziness, unconscionable affection and animal comfort seduced me from this necessity. Angrily I shove him away from me just as before. And just as before he responds to this rude awakening by fixing those gorgeous blue puppy-dog eyes on me with a gaze of such mindless adoration that I want to both smother him with kisses and beat the living shit out of him. Instead of doing either I grope for my penis and fit it in place. Once I’m thus massively endowed I feel much the pitiless mistress again and far less the confused and affectionate one. Finally, it’s time to teach this boy about proper cocksucking! But rather than allow my simpering young slut to gradually accommodate himself to this new duty by leisurely pleasuring my big penis as I’d planned I now feel an overwhelming need to immediately put him brutally in his place.

I have got to get a grip on myself! I didn’t even gag this slut before letting him sleep with me again. Well, that’s one less encumbrance to deal with at least. I roll back onto my side facing him and squirm up higher on the bed until my cock is jutting out straight at his mouth. Then I wind my fists into his hair and ram that big black penis violently into him.

“Okay, Slut-boy!” I snarl. “You’ve spent a day choking on a static cock and even got to suck your own. Now let’s see how you do taking Mistress’ demanding prick!”

Hammering hard against the back of his throat I immediately have Drew retching beautifully. Belly hitching helplessly, tears streaming from his eyes, he nevertheless manages to keep his lips clamped tightly around the shaft. Humping breathlessly against him I gasp with delight as the inner extension of my prick rocks back and forth. Goaded on by my slave’s gagging and whimpering I fuck his face as sadistically as I can for a good half an hour. After my third orgasm I at last pull out. Grinning down at his drool-slicked chin and red, watering eyes I rub my wet cock contemptuously against his cheeks as Drew pants to get his breath back.

“Did you like that cocksucker?”

“I loved hearing you cry out with pleasure, Mistress Dara. That always gratifies me tremendously. It’s so wonderful that I can make you so happy.”

“But how did you like being fucked in the mouth?”

Drew blinks away his tears and peers worshipfully up at me.

“It was very exciting, Mistress. But I like it when you fuck me the other way better.”

“No doubt,” I chortle, my ill-humor and need to see my slave suffer sated again already. “You just need some more training. Once you learn to suppress your gag-reflex you’ll appreciate it more. And when I allow you to pleasure my penis yourself rather than just endure my brutal use I’m sure you’ll take a proper honored ecstasy from being my cute little cocksucker. For now though let’s go get a bath and breakfast. We have a few more hours to spend together before I have to go back to work. Let’s make the most of them.”


Drew

Mistress Dara releases the ropes binding me so uncomfortably up. Renewed circulation sends flensers of pain down my cramped and insensate limbs even as the terrible strain on my shoulders and back eases. As she rises from the bed, that big hard erection still curving thrillingly up from her, I quickly force my protesting body into motion. Stumbling as pins and needles attack me relentlessly I hurry around ahead of her to prepare her bath just as she’s taught me. By the time that gorgeous body slips into the bubbly water I’ve regained full use of my limbs. I’m ready for the almost inconceivable honor of bathing her.

First, however, Mistress does me one better by bending me over the side of the tub and aqua-fucking me. Oh she is so wonderfully insatiable! She could pound me for eternity and never get enough of it. Neither could I, for that matter. My little man-thing screams with stymied need throughout this entire sloshing, splashing battering and every vicious stab of her cock into my ass propels me to greater heights of ecstasy. As I wash her body afterward that silly penis strains even more insistently for release, making me whimper with incipient madness even in the midst of my awe and reverent delight. Oh, what endless tortures I would gladly endure to be freed of that sleeve for just a few brief minutes of upright-rearing hardness! After eighteen years of unremitting cock bondage I will also never get enough of feeling my member jut fiercely up – to say nothing of having it afflicted with incredibly stimulating pain and then soothed with the even more indescribable suction of a warm wet mouth. I simply must make every imaginable effort to keep Mistress Dara eternally ecstatic, fulfilled and pleased with me. Beyond the simple fact that I have no other purpose in life, the rewards at her disposal are truly inconceivable.

After I wash her hair for her Mistress lounges blissfully in the hot water while I quickly see to my own hygiene. The she smiles indulgently at me. Gleaming with a sheen of soapy water the huge mounds of her breasts just break the surface and it’s all I can do to tear my eyes from the pointy peaks of her nipples.

“Breakfast, boy! But first you will make the bed and straighten up over there.”

“Yes, Mistress. Is there anything in particular you’d like to eat?”

“Surprise me, slave. Wow me with your culinary expertise and maybe I’ll let you suck my cock afterwards. A greedy slut like you should love learning how to finally do that properly.”

“Right away, Mistress!”

Heart pounding with anticipation already I scramble from the tub and shake and slap as much water from my body as I can. Enjoying my rare freedom of movement yet feeling vaguely uneasy with nothing tied up I hurry to perform my chores. By the time I’m transferring Mistress’ repast to an oven-warmed plate she has emerged from the tub, donned her white silk robe and taken her seat at the little table.

“That looks and smells delightful, boy. Once you’ve cleaned the kitchen, open yourself a can of fruit cocktail. You may kneel at my side, eat it and drink the syrup.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Once more I find this simple meal absolutely delicious compared to what I’m used to. Afterward I gladly serve as Mistress Dara’s ashtray, savoring even the terrible pain of her stubbing out her smoke on my tongue and the nauseating taste of ash, burnt tobacco and the filter I consume as an apt demonstration of my gratitude. Then I’m left deep in my owner’s debt yet again as she gifts me with an incredible pleasure I’m sure I’ll learn to treasure forever. Smiling down at me with the most blessed expression of beneficence imaginable Mistress swivels her chair to face me more directly. She flips open her robe, again exposing her glorious nudity to me. Then she uncrosses and spreads her legs to confront me with that wondrous penis.

“Now, slave, you may suck my cock. Take your time and do it right. Begin by using your tongue to lick it all over. Slowly tickle and toy with the areas you find most sensitive in yourself. Interrupt your licking regularly to lovingly kiss it all over. You find this organ of sexual violation and domination the most wonderful and worshipful part of me, don’t you? So act like it. Lavish all the love and devotion you feel for me on my big erect member. You live for the ecstasy it gives you; this is your chance to return the favor.”

My heart once again throbbing with excitement I eagerly do as directed. With tears of blessedness shimmering my vision I lick and tease and tickle, mixing long loving swipes of my burned tongue with nibbles of my lips and numberless reverent kisses. Concentrating particularly on the ridged underside, the contours of the head and the pitted tip I slather and service my mistress’ prick until I’m gasping with arousal, my own penis straining urgently in its confining sleeve. The only thing that could make this fantastic honor more exciting would be if the big hard organ I’m making eager oral love to was made of the same hot, wet, silken flesh as her vagina. I know Mistress Dara can’t really feel my ministrations. Still she coos approvingly and strokes my head like a cosseted pet as I lick and kiss her oh so worshipfully all over.

“Good boy: you are going to make the most skillful and eagerly subservient cocksucker ever. Now take just the head into your mouth as you did to yourself yesterday. Wrap your lips around that prick and suck it like a candy cane. Suck it like the rarest and most delicious, wonderfully succulent treat in existence.”

Dutiful and delighted I happily obey. As before that hard silicone isn’t as mouthwateringly hot and fleshy as real genitalia would be. But that doesn’t stop me from servicing it with a dedicated fanaticism. I suck and suck until my cheeks ache, while Mistress giggles and tousles my hair and calls me all sorts of affectionate names that make me blush and squirm and throb unceasingly in my sleeve.

“That’s right, boner-boy, suck me! Suck my big prick, you insatiable penis vacuum you. You could suck the chrome off a trailer hitch couldn’t you, you two-buck whore, you cock-gobbling come-bucket of a dirty little dick-lover! I believe you already live to give blowjobs almost as much as you crave taking that big rigid organ up your ass. How about this: someday soon I’ll let you do both at once. Won’t that be thrilling and fulfilling beyond your maddest imaginings? For now though I’m going to reward you with a different unprecedented treat. I’m going to let you pleasure yourself back and front while you suck my big fuck-organ. Rub your little penis head with one hand and your hungry butt-hole with the other. Learn to associate intense sexual pleasure with the performance of fellatio. Sucking cock must excite you like almost nothing else if you want to be my slutty little lifelong dick slave!”

Oh I do, Mistress, I do! I want that more than anything! Seizing the opportunity I reach my rarely freed hands down and around and go urgently to work on myself.

This is the first time I’ve ever been allowed to touch myself. There’s something inherently shameful about doing so, particularly right in front of my owner. Yet strangely this turns me on even more as I suck and rub, pinch and pull and prod at myself in those exquisitely sensitive spots. Soon I’m moaning deliriously, my cheeks flaming with a heady blush of that inexplicable embarrassment. Then my excitement spikes even further when Mistress Dara lays the palm of her hand more firmly on the back of my head.

“Now bob up and down, Slut-boy. Start taking me in and out. Don’t just suck but simulate intercourse for me. Feel my big prick sliding through your lips, invading your greedy mouth ever deeper. Your entire body is merely a receptacle for my cock, a source of domineering sexual pleasure for me. Service me fervently and feel your own submissive joy rise in response.”

Responding to the pressure of that palm I dive enthusiastically into this. Yesterday it was her hands on my buttocks and my own erection. This time it’s my head and Mistress’ big prick. Still the mechanics are the same: a big hard cylinder plunging in and out of my mouth. Since this time I’m denied the delirious ecstasy on my organ (the stimulation I’m providing with my fingers, exciting and maddening as it is can’t compare) I concentrate instead on the singular exhilaration of having my face fucked. Unlike earlier, however, when Mistress Dara so brutally used me in bed I’m the one providing the impetus, and I’m not being distressingly gagged – at least at first. But as I bob so rapidly up and down on her Mistress begins moaning evocatively. Soon both her hands are on my head and fisted in my hair, pushing down harder and encouraging me to take more and more of her. Before long she’s probing into my throat again.

Helpless tears stream from my eyes. Drool spills from my lips, reducing the friction and making her cock slide more smoothly, quickly, and excitingly in and out of me. Though I’m retching involuntarily again I writhe with arousal despite the pain in my knees and the way my system tries helplessly to rebel. Thrilling me further Mistress Dara begins blessing me with gasps of approval between her cries of pleasure.

“That’s right, cocksucker, take it all! The sooner you get used to this, the less traumatic it will be. Once you learn to deep-throat me effortlessly you’ll love this more than ever. I’ll be able to lock you into a double-fucking machine and leave you that way for hours without worrying that you might choke to death on vomit. So rub your cock, play with your butt-hole, and go all the way down on me, boy! Learn to love and live for this and life will just continue to get ever more fulfilling for us both!”

Helped along by her hands I do exactly as I’m told, plunging up and down on her until I’m kissing her vagina at the end of every stroke, my esophagus stuffed with cock. My own member rages unceasingly, my love-hole so urgent for penetration I have to slip the first couple knuckles of one finger and then two rhythmically in and out of it. Doubly penetrated I at last get at least a glimmering of the eventual ecstasy Mistress has promised me and I snuffle and moan, writhe and retch and burn with a frustrated, humiliated excitement so intense I feel I might swoon from it. More rewarding by far though is the reaction of my owner.

Long before I can manage to control my autonomic retching at the invasion of my throat Mistress Dara’s moans and cries escalate into the ecstatic screams that always signal the culmination of our sex acts. Holding my head tightly to her groin, my face impaled to the limit and our respective lips sealed together around the big cock connecting us she bucks galvanically against me. Shrieking and thrashing she gushes sticky liquid down my chin and at last slumps back, petting me affectionately before finally allowing me to come up for air.

“That was fabulous, slave. Well done: nothing like a blowjob to start the day off right is there? This was a first for both of us. But I have a feeling there are a few thousand more to come, and they’re only going to get better and better, aren’t they, my precious, perfectly slutty young cocksucker?”

Even as I whoop for breath I bask joyously in my owner’s approval. She has given me another name, another eternal and ineradicable new identity to go with slave and Slut-boy. Even better is the fact that I have earned and proved worthy of it. Though it still makes me squirm and burn with humiliation I take it to heart with pride: I am now a proven cocksucker.


Dara

In the aftermath of yet another fabulous orgasm I look down at Drew kneeling before my gleaming wet erection. Panting and flushed, all messy and disheveled, his hair awry and his face streaked with tears, his chin coated with come and spit, he’s still outrageously hot and bothered and gazing worshipfully up at me as though I were the very definition of divine. In response my heart swells anew with doting fondness.

I know I should crush this. But in the bliss of the moment I can’t bring myself to do it. Soon I will be back at the club, harried and upset and no doubt seething with anger again. Why not let this mood of contentment and indulgence persist while I may? Cocksucker looks so cute and slutty and happily, mindlessly devoted to me that I could almost kiss him. Instead I smooth his hair back into place.

“Good boy. You are a very good boy, cocksucker. Now clean up these last few dishes for me and wipe the table. Then I must get back to the club. And you must resume yesterday’s interrupted ordeal. You’ve been out of bondage for far too long. And I’m going to need the knowledge that you’re down here suffering lavishly and gladly for me to get me through another troubling day and evening.”

I see a flicker of dismay in my slave’s eyes at this. Yet clearly his distress is for my own recently revealed troubles and not at the prospect of more indefinite torture. The warmth inside me expands further at this recognition. Cocksucker bows his head, kisses the tip of my prick and then scrambles to his feet to obey my orders.

Within three minutes the kitchen is spotless once again. Within fifteen Drew is set up just as before: stretched spread-legged on his tiptoes, his blindfolded and cock-gagged head stretched way back by the hook in his ass. Clipped and weighted and catheterized, his forever caged and impotent manhood is once again suffering random infusions of electricity that make him convulse uncontrollably. Jittering and whimpering beautifully for me he is such a picture of lovely willing submission that this time I just have to kiss his freshly tear-streaked cheek.

“I’ll see you later, my wonderful young cocksucker. Think about me while I’m gone, and know that I’ll be thinking of you as well.”

I step out of the cell, run the door shut and locked and head for the elevator. Upstairs I dress and then check my messages. There are two from Shera.

First she assures me that no more damage has been inflicted overnight. She even remained behind, napping sporadically in her car down the street while she staked out the place – and the security guards she hired. It seems they were competent and professional and provisionally worthy of trust: so far so good.

The second call regards the official investigation. The police continue to insist the incident must be random vandalism despite the evidence to the contrary. With nothing to be gained by antagonizing them Shera has dropped the matter and put the machinery in motion to get the official report forwarded to the insurance company for reimbursement. Meanwhile with reopening set for four this afternoon she’ll be addressing the performers at three – unless I prefer to do it myself.

That I most definitely do. As a former performer and the owner my words should carry more weight with them. With a sigh I quit the master suite, locking it behind me. I’ve barely done any living in there lately; it doesn’t need to be cleaned at all. After a brief chat with Maurice about the groundskeeping in which I tell him to dismiss everyone and leave early himself once everything is seen to for the day I take my ‘vette to Pepper & Sugar.

Stepping out of the car and moving to the employee’s entrance I’m joined by one of my just-arriving employees. Desiree makes me feel like a chubby shorty all over again. My best ‘domme’ girl, she towers over me by more than a foot. The very definition of statuesque, she’s all sculpted musculature: massive arms and shoulders, hugely defined thighs and buttocks, a contrastingly slim washboard belly and hard little breasts that are distorted in their shape by her overdeveloped pectorals. Her extremely dark skin is further darkened nearly everywhere with an intricate overlay of tattoos and by the way her hair (close-cropped right to her skull) is frosted a shocking white. Despite this intimidating appearance though she’s as warm and fun-loving as her onstage persona is cruel and sadistic. Perfect teeth gleam whitely at me as her wide mouth flashes a huge smile of greeting.

“Hola, Miz Dara. Nice to see you. Bad shit goin’ down though, ain’t there?”

“I’m afraid so, Desiree. Been getting any interesting phone calls lately?”

“I sure have. I’d even say they’ve been getting a bit threatening.”

So that’s what’s next. Not content with trying to hire away my girls the bastard’s going to scare them away too. Grinding my teeth I step through the door as Desiree pulls it open.

“Hang in there, girl. We’re going to have a little meeting in a few minutes and talk things over. We’ll get through this.”

“Don’t worry about me, boss. I know what it’s like working for that prick. I’ll take you over him any day. You’ve been good to me from the beginning. Now I’m with you to the end.”

This avowal softens my mood and I smile back at her.

“Thank you, dear. That helps.” Now if only enough of the others feel the same…

Ten minutes later I’ve got everyone, Shera included, gathered at the bar. Standing behind it to address them, I’m grimly aware that three faces are absent, including my top draw Cherise. All three are no-call, no-shows, which doesn’t bode well at all. And some of the others are clearly nervous at being here.

“Well, girls, as you know, the competition isn’t taking being beaten lying down. We had some vandalism here the night before last. And with the club next door reopening in two weeks some or even all of you have been receiving offers to jump ship. Perhaps you’ve been promised better pay. Perhaps you’ve even been leaned on a little.”

Worried nods come from all around, while Desiree makes a scathing noise. A few people shift around uneasily.

“Well, I didn’t get where I am overnight or without a fight. I’ve worked for Orosco, and no doubt some of you have too. You know what it involves. Here if you want to turn a few tricks it’s your business. I don’t stick my nose in or demand a cut. With him you’re working for a pimp. You service whoever you’re told, including providing freebies for him and his goons.”

A communal shudder seems to travel around the bar. I press the point.

“And it’s not just the sex. Here the kinky stuff is just a stage show – unless that’s what you’re into. Over there you’re going to take some lumps whether you like it or not. Now, I’m not going to be outbid by anyone. You girls tell me what he’s offering you and I’ll go ten percent better. And I’ve also contracted with a private security firm. If you’re worried about any rough stuff, we can provide you protection. So: are you still with me, ladies?”

Affirmatives come from all around, from nervous nods to assertive murmurings to Desiree’s emphatic, “Hell yeah!” Smiles greet the prospect of higher wages and there are even a few whoops and high fives.

“So, are there any questions or other concerns?”

Shaken heads and a few demurrals are the only response.

“Outstanding. Well, let’s get ready to open then, shall we? This is still the best club in the islands, and we’re going to keep it that way!”

This determination sticks with me as the meeting breaks up. Beyond the advantage of novelty – everyone’s going to want to check out the new club – I have no doubt that whoever is managing it will try to line up some kind of spectacular attractions that will keep people coming back. I’ll need to come up with some new wrinkles of my own to stay ahead.

All night I ponder the matter while fretting over my already diminished business. The wrecked façade of my club seriously detracts from its glamour. I’m still getting my regulars of course, but much of my business comes from the tourist trade. Smashing my beautiful windows is hurting me more than I like to admit. I spend the next day and night wracking my brain as well, from sleeping in the master suite, working and taking meals right in my office to hovering around the club for a second straight night of sparse attendance. Still nothing significant occurs to me. Tense and irritable, I at last decide to blow off some steam and delight myself for a while with my precious young slave boy.

Poor Drew: he’s been bound up underground enduring all my clever tortures for over sixty hours straight by now. How he must miss me! And there’s no denying that I miss him too: the worshipful adoration in his beautiful blue eyes, his perfectly scrumptious young body; his absolute willingness to suffer anything for me and particularly his insatiable addiction to my relentlessly hammering cock. Picturing him in all his eager submission puts a spring in my step despite the lateness of the hour as I finally close up the club and head back home to my secret subterranean paradise, and the cute little slut-boy cocksucker waiting for me there.


Drew

The abyss of my misery is bottomless.

Driven into delirium by suffering and sleep deprivation, only the constant shocks that keep me awake prevent me from also slipping into insensibility. The small sips of air that whistle past the cock choking me scour my dry throat like sandpaper. Yet at least I’ve finally stopped retching. My endless extremity has been good for me in that respect at least. My system has finally trained itself not to try to reject a penis that enters my esophagus. If Mistress ever returns to me I’ll finally be able to suck her cock properly. Meanwhile my body is still wracked with the worst agony imaginable, from the tiptoes that support me to the roots of the hair holding my head yanked implacably back.

Only my hands are utterly numb, their shackling and elevation rendering them insensate. The gouging pull at my asshole and the invasion of my clipped, weighted, caged, and endlessly electrocuted penis are the worst, though the crushing and stretching of my testicles and scrotum come a close second. Likewise the pain in my hip joints from the spreading of my legs approaches but can’t exceed the agony in my shoulder sockets and cruelly extended neck. Every convulsion that shudders through me reawakens the stinging in my nipples: these are clipped and stretched and weighted like my balls and penis tip. In the blackness of my blindfolding and the nullity of my soundproofed surroundings terrifying and disorienting visual and auditory hallucinations plague me unceasingly. Surely insanity can’t be far off – or even death from dehydration. My posture makes even my poor excuse for breathing as excruciating as is it difficult, and at first I take the sound of my desperately beloved Mistress Dara’s voice as yet another phantom plaguing me in my delirium. The loving commiseration in it is just too heavenly to be real. Even the preceding sound of the cage door sliding open (something I haven’t yet managed to invent in my extremity) seems evidence for my terminal derangement.

“And here’s my precious young slave at last, so beautifully devoted in his suffering that I could almost fall in love with him! How I’ve missed you, darling, even amid all my worries and troubles. Oh I can’t wait to cuddle and fuck you and watch you sucking so worshipfully on my big erect penis! I dare say you’ve even earned a special unprecedented mutual pleasure after all this time. Let’s just get you untied and into my bed, my wonderful young property!”

Moaning anew at the cruelty of this delusion I can’t even credit the reality of the warm hands suddenly sliding over my torso in the most welcome of gentle caresses.

Surely this is but the tactile equivalent of my other sensory inventions: further proof of the madness closing in on me. But then one nipple after another shrieks in the excruciation of renewed circulation as the clamps digging into and dragging down on them are released. Delusion and disorientation shatter and fall away from me in fragments of disbelief, letting in an incredible swooning bliss of heart-swelling relief and reverence.

Oh it is true, it must be: Mistress has returned to me at last!

Never have soul-wrenching sobs been so eloquent of emotion as the weight drops away from my testicles next, and sequential stabs of agony greet the unclipping of my penis tip. If only some jeopardy would threaten my sainted owner, so that I might demonstrate my willingness to die for her by hurling myself eagerly in front of it! Intercepting bullets or some speeding juggernaut for her sake might express my limitless commitment and idolatry, nothing else could possibly suffice! The tube slides from my penis then, another indescribable relief, and fresh sobs of joyous celebration wrack me. Warm palms briefly caress my cheeks in a heavenly gesture of affection before sliding behind my head where quick adept fingers free the rope from my ponytail, easing the incredible stress on my scalp and neck and asshole. Oh I can’t stop crying, though my tears have long since been exhausted and the hitching of my diaphragm makes breathing even more torturous. Then yes, as my head swings and drops forward at last those fingers unbuckle the gag and I’m finally able to expel the hard cock choking me. Blubbering in giant gulps of air I shudder uncontrollably. Then one after another my dry cracked lips receive a pair of benisons indistinguishable in their wondrousness.

Firm, warm lips press against mine: I’m actually being kissed on the mouth by my mistress! Surely this requires eons of rejoicing to properly appreciate and celebrate! But then as soon as they are withdrawn a plastic straw takes their place and Mistress Dara’s soothing contralto addresses me out of the darkness.

“Drink, poor boy: you must be desperately thirsty.”

Immediately galvanized my critically deprived body responds, sucking impossibly sweet, cool, and delicious fluid into my mouth. Is this apple juice? I’ve never tasted it before, but my parched system revels in the wetness, nutrients and sugar nearly as much as my enthralled psyche just did that soul-salving first-ever kiss. Nearly choking in my ravenousness I gulp down every drop available until the straw sputters on emptiness. Then I hang gasping from my wrists and burst into fresh dry weeping of inexpressible gratitude and relief. Again that beloved voice coos at me from inches away and the hands find the back of my head, unbuckling the blindfold.

“There, there, darling: Mistress is with you once again. And she’s so unbelievably proud of you! Truly you have proved your devotion to her beyond any doubt. She was so right to choose you among all the other slaves in the world.”

Brightness stabs my eyes. By the time I blink away my tears and they’ve adjusted Mistress has freed my ankles, allowing me to get my feet under me properly. She’s standing face to face with me again, her incomparable beauty magnified unimaginably by the warmth of her regard. Oh I love her so incredibly much that I sob again with the depth of feeling her approval inspires in me. Reading this in my eyes her smile widens and she kisses me again, a long, soft, lingering kiss that allows me to experience and treasure this greatest-ever pleasure to its fullest extent. By the time it ends my head is swimming, my heart pounding and my penis straining like crazy in its cage. When Mistress unties my handcuffs from the rope suspending me it is this unprecedentedly heady excitement and joy as much as my accumulated trauma and exhaustion that causes me to collapse. Yet even now my wonderful owner has just begun to bless me.

Mistress Dara catches me in her arms, clasping me to her beyond-voluptuous body. Gently she lowers me to the floor, away from the urine bucket. There she sits cradling me lovingly while I recover. She even pulls down the top of her dress, exposing those glorious breasts, and pushes one in my face while she lifts me up to it.

“I said you’d earned a special mutual pleasure, Drew. And I didn’t mean just kissing you. I’m going to let you suckle me too, and not just my cock. Take my nipple and nurse at my breast. This is more of that foreplay I told you about. It’s how lovers build their arousal before having sex. You will now be allowed to do this whenever I’m particularly pleased with you – as I am right now. So go ahead and suck me, baby. Turn me on until I’m just mad to fuck you.”

Flooded with euphoria, honored beyond belief and already mad for a fucking myself I eagerly do as ordered. Just getting to lick Mistress’ nipples through the ring-gag the other night was so inexplicably titillating that I considered being smothered by her breast the best possible way to die. Now I find I’m in paradise already. Latching onto that big rubbery nub with my lips is both strangely comforting and wildly exciting all at once. Suckling on it is so wonderfully rewarding that right away it challenges cocksucking for ecstasy. While it lacks the curious and oh-so thrilling feeling of being demeaned that servicing a penis does the sense of loving intimacy involved is heaven of another sort entirely. Bigger than my head, Mistress Dara’s soft but firm boob dwarfs me as it’s squashed against my face. Cuddled by her arms and body I’m enveloped in a warm, secure embrace that makes me feel more cherished and secure than anything in my experience. Mistress looms over me like an icon of femininity, her gorgeous face smiling down with such affectionate benevolence that my sense of being loved, cared for, cosseted, honored and protected makes me weep again with sheer blessedness. And when I respond to this by suckling her more urgently still her moan and shiver of arousal is so contagious that my penis screams in its confinement. This pain is diametrically different from what it just endured for so long and immensely welcome even in its desperately frustrated torment. Seemingly omniscient Mistress teasingly intensifies this.

“Yes, you love my breasts, don’t you, slave? While you’re wallowing in this reward, think of all the further ones it is in my power to bestow. I could actually unlock your cock, press your erect penis between those big firm tits and pump it up and down with them. That’s what’s known as ‘titty-fucking’, an absolutely delightful simulation of intercourse. Maybe someday you’ll earn that privilege too, if you continue to please me so well.”

Contemplating that kind of experience soon has me moaning with exquisite distress even as I suckle more ravenously still. Meanwhile Mistress resumes her own aroused noises. After a time she detaches herself, rubs that stiff wet tip all over my face and shifts me to her other nipple. Again we moan in concert as I suck for all I’m worth, my poor penis raging with nearly intolerable need. But at last Mistress can stand it no more. She simply has to bless me with her favorite activity, and the only consummation of which a slave like me is worthy.

“Okay, baby, let’s get you into bed. It’s been close to two days and nights since I’ve had sex. I am dying for it! Your tight little ass is about to get a drilling like you won’t believe!”


Dara

Brimming with zeal I help my slave to his feet and lead him to the mirrored alcove that houses my bed. There I nestle him down on his back among sumptuous furs and pillows, propping up his butt and head. I uncuff his wrists, stretch his arms out wide and tie them off thus. I lift his legs above his head, spread them likewise out wide and bind them to two more of those handy cleats. I know he needs more fluids than just one bottle of juice but that can wait – this can’t. I shimmy out of my dress, lube the business end of my cock in my already wet pussy and fit it in place. Then I just fall on lovely Drew and pound my big black prick viciously into him.

His cry of pained exaltation and mine of savage exultation are concurrent and complementary. Designed and destined utterly for one another we feed off our reciprocal needs with shared insatiability. Ferociously I fuck him; ecstatically he accepts it. Together we wallow in our mutual compulsion like we’ve been separated for a century. Through orgasmic excesses that would shame a nymphomaniac I pound out all my accumulated anxieties, while ignorant of such apotheotic possibilities Drew nevertheless glories in his intended use as though it was the epitome of his being. Until dawn is imminent in the mundane world above we fuck with the possessed frenzy of sybarites. Then at last I leave him sobbing with excess and retrieve another bottle of juice from the refrigerator.

This time I pour it into a baby bottle. It is essential that my slave continues to develop his sucking muscles. Returning to the bed I lie back down atop him, squashing his body with my weight and dangling my breasts in his face. Tickled by his renewed exaltation at this I smother him in my cleavage and waggle side to side, slapping his cheeks and giggling at his bugging eyes and glorified moans. At last I just have to fuck him some more while the bottle loses its chill and so I do, stabbing into his ass and smothering with my tits simultaneously. Then I release him from the cleats, hogtie him up, take him in my arms and feed my slave like a baby.

Damn he’s so cute sucking at that bottle, his big round eyes gazing worshipfully at me all the while! They are so incredibly blue, so filled with mindless adoration! A maternal instinct I never knew I had comes over me, and once he’s finished drinking I give him my own nipple again. Lovingly I cuddle him, ecstatically he nurses at me, and I feel a bonding with my baby that has little to do with sex or even pride of possession.

How I wish I could produce milk for him, and let him feed at me thus morning, noon, and night! We moan in lovely harmony as I stroke him and he sucks me and neither of us can get enough of it. When the long day overcomes me at last and I drop off to sleep I still have my slave wrapped in my embrace suckling contentedly away at my teat.

We awake at half past noon and once again it’s time for Drew to suck me, my cock this time. When his eager attentions turn me on to the point that I just have to grab his head and brutally fuck his greedy young mouth I’m immeasurably gratified to see that he at last has mastered his gag reflex. I can thrust all the way down his throat, clasp him lips to lips against me and grind and buck with orgasm for as long as I like without him retching even once. What a wonderful little cocksucker I have! Clearly he’s already earned and ready for the next step in his always-heavenly progression toward perfect servitude: double penetration.

Taking advantage of my spit-slick cock I untie Drew and fuck him yet again. This is the first time I’ve ever done him without bondage so to keep from treating him too much I pound him facedown from behind. Clutching fistfuls of covers he cries out with ecstasy and raises his ass to me, eager to take my prick as deep up into him as he can get it. Oh, he is going to love the fuck-machine, for the first couple of hours at least…

After bathing and breakfast together I lead my naked slave over to this. The most complicated of my devices, it was also the most expensive. Yet the possibilities for torment, restraint and punishingly degrading sexual subjugation are absolutely priceless. If poor Drew thought his electrified penis sleeve was cruel he’s about to get a severe education.

“Here, baby, spread your legs way out wide and stand on these two copper plates.”

These are hooked into the house current and not just some space-age battery. Yet that’s just the beginning. Once I have my little darling standing where I want him I shackle his ankles in place, making it impossible for him to even shift his already surely uncomfortable split-legged stance. Then I bend him over at the waist until his head is below the level of his butt and I can lock that head into a cradle that holds it immobile and tipped way back, opening his throat for penetration. Already the poor dear is whimpering but I’m afraid we’re just getting started. Next I lock his arms stretched far up behind him, his elbows and wrists both secured so firmly together that his forearms press against each other for their entire length and his shoulders are more stressed than during his worst hogtying.

So much for the restraints – now I begin supplying the additional torments. I swing an armature over underneath his chest. Once I start the machinery up, the electrified clamps I attach to Drew’s nipples will retract, stretching them way out before twisting continuously back and forth. Beautiful: next I slide a catheter up his urethra to carry away any waste and clip dangling weights to the tender tip of his penis on either side of it. After that I collar his balls, stretching and compacting them as usual before fitting on a special fetter consisting of a pair of electrified plates. I tighten these down, further squashing those sperm-bloated gonads until Drew is sobbing and squirming long before the first shock is delivered. Of course, I can’t start those until I get the penises in place: the saving grace for my penetration loving Slut-boy.

The dildo I swing into place before his ass is of gleaming copper too. Beautifully lifelike right to the hole in its tip, this is mounted on a piston and considerably bigger than any he’s taken yet. I work the manual pump provided and jellied, specially conductive lube squirts out the hole, which I smear all over the metal head and truly massive shaft. After positioning this snug against his anus so that it will spear all the way into him on its first mechanized thrust I move the nearly identical cock into place before his mouth.

There will be no ring-gag this time. I want my slave’s lips in direct contact with that prodigious copper dick. As I push this second piston-driven penis into place before his slightly upturned face Drew opens willingly to accept it, his gorgeous eyes swimming with tears but filled with love and trust as well as pain and fear as they gaze up at me. Touched I smile warmly back at him.

“Yes, darling, today you begin the promised double penetration. Won’t it be wonderful to be fucked in both the ass and face at the same time?”

He tries to nod, but the cradle prevents this. Smiling wider I slide that big metal prick into his mouth and work the manual pump. This cock squirts a few tablespoons of warm, bland, watery baby food into him and Drew swallows it obligingly. Never having had an orgasm he has no idea what this simulates but it still tickles me to see a bit of creamy goo drip from between the cock in his mouth and his lower lip. I tweak his nose affectionately and then go to program the machinery.

The dildos I set to plunge in and out of him in tandem once every second, and to spurt lube up his ass and goop down his throat every twenty minutes. I initiate a constant low-level base charge to run continuously through both cocks, the plates under his bare feet and squashing his balls and through the clips stretching and twisting his nipples and pinching his dick. Then I set this to increase considerably at varying intensities and durations and at random intervals. I program his penis sleeve likewise and at last everything is ready to go. Gleaming excitedly at my already severely distressed slave I give him no more warning than that before I flick the master switch and begin his latest ordeal.

Immediately giant electrified cocks ram into him from both ends: shocking and skewering him simultaneously. More shocks strike the soles of his feet, his squashed balls, the entire shaft and pinched tip of his penis and his nipples even as these latter are stretched way out and begin their endless back and forth twisting. Shuddering from immovable head to shackled feet Slut-boy squeals piteously around the giant burning cock fucking his face and right away begins to weep in earnest. Clapping my hands with delight I beam at him.

“There you go, darling! Now you’re really fucked! Best of all, thanks to your catheter and the way that big penis will keep feeding you nourishing goo you can remain that way indefinitely. I could leave you here for weeks without worrying about you.

“Speaking of which, I have to get back to my club. So I will let you enjoy your introduction to double-fucking alone now. Think of me while I’m gone, slave. Imagine it’s me in person fucking your ass and face and sooner or later it once again will be!”

I take another moment to relish the sight of my bent-way-over, spread-out-wide, locked-in-place slave being relentlessly shocked and pounded between opposing giant cocks. He looks so excitingly helpless and distressed shuddering and crying uncontrollably that again I could almost fall in love with him. Carefully I lean in and place a hearty kiss on his juddering cheek. Through my lips I can feel secondhand the tingle of the current tormenting him and the rapidly plunging passage of the big copper cock delivering it. Supremely satisfied I head upstairs, turning the lights out on the way. No sense wasting more electricity than I’m already using.

***

Despite their assurances two more of my performers have stopped coming to work. Barely controlling my fury I stalk around the club snapping at people over the littlest imperfections. We will not stay on top unless everything from the positioning of the ashtrays to the last detail of the choreography is absolutely flawless! I know being a royal bitch to everybody won’t help me keep the employees I still have but I just can’t help myself – no more than I can help being inappropriately loving toward my property at home.

Now that I’ve established a little distance between us I’m once again appalled at the way I’ve been treating Drew. I actually kissed him on the lips, slept snuggled with him in my bed again and even fucked him without bondage! Even the knowledge of how much joy and pleasure nursing him gave me enrages me. I have got to reestablish a proper mistress-slave relationship with him. Leaving him locked into the electrified double-fucker is a good start and I determine to leave him that way during all of my absences from now on. I must also stay away from him for a good long time while I get my head on straight. The challenges presented by that fucking crook Orosco give me all the reason I need to do so.

Attendance is still lagging at my boarded-up club and delivery of my new windows is still three days away. In the meantime I advertise for new dancers, wrack my brain for new attractions and wonder what kind of performances the new club will feature. After two days and nights away from my slave pass this way I’m beginning to feel sexually deprived and also miss both my ego-boosting adoration fix and the healthy catharsis of inflicting punishment. This adds to my ill humor and yet I still don’t trust myself to return. Finally, I do something I haven’t done in years: take a trick from one of my girls and service the stupid sap myself – though not in the way he might have wished as it turns out.

Naturally Desiree has masochists lining up to be beaten and humiliated and finally roughly ridden by her. Acceding to the need to blow off some steam through flagellation and orgasm I arrange to take one of these guys off her hands. Once I have him ensconced in a seedy hotel room I prepare to give him his money’s worth and then some.

Ordering the client to strip and kneel and await me I retreat to the bathroom with a big bag of accoutrements. There I undress and don a pair of heavy black combat boots. I buckle on a combined belt and bandolier which circles my waist and crosses my chest between my breasts. The bandolier glitters with bullets the size of my finger while the belt features snap-pouches, a dangling dildo and handcuffs and has holsters on either side: one carrying a nightstick and the other a replica of an automatic pistol. Lastly I don big mirrored sunglasses and an army officer’s cap. Armed with a riding crop and wearing a sadistic scowl that is a hundred-percent genuine I kick open the door and strut back into the room.

The client kneels humbly on the floor by the bed: balding, shallow-chested, and utterly pathetic. His eyes are cast properly down (after one quick bug-eyed look) and his shrimpy little penis is already jutting up fully erect. Filled with a familiar zeal for domination and yet unhappily aware that this would be so much more rewarding with my lovely young cock-locked slave instead of this anonymous john I stalk angrily forward.

“Bow down, worm!” I snarl. “I want your ass in the air and your face on the floor, hands behind your back!” When he tremulously obeys I cuff his hands behind him and shove a big booted foot in his face.

“Shine my boots, maggot!”

Fawning and servile he laps at the black leather, giving literal meaning to the term ‘spit and polish’. Contempt wells up within me at his eagerness and I smack his ass fiercely with the crop, bringing a pained yelp from him.

“You call that licking? Get every bit of your tongue into it, scum!”

As the client whines with fearful arousal and lends new urgency to his efforts I feel disgust for him well up within me again.

How can I feel so repelled by this dog, whereas if it was my slave licking my boots I’d undoubtedly be charmed and tickled? Perhaps it’s because Drew would treat this as a holy experience that was an intrinsic honor in itself, and not just as some kind of sleazy foreplay. Ignorant of orgasm he would be motivated purely by love and worship of me and not by some selfish perversion. Moved by disgust and anger to truly give this despicable shit his due despite my letdown I continue to harangue and belittle him as he works, punctuating my sneering tirade with swat after vicious swat of my crop on his rapidly reddening ass. And once he’s polished both boots pristine I shove the heavily treaded sole of one in his face, snarling my demand with an unmistakably honest scorn that ironically titillates him more than any indulgent fakery could.

“Now do the bottoms, pig! Lick the ground I walk on, you repellant piece of trash. Get your tongue into the treads and clean the dirt and dog shit out of every little groove!”

I haven’t walked through any such messes unfortunately. Still the balding wimp retches as he complies and I keep him at it for far longer than I would if this was just an ordinary performance. I make sure he indeed digs his tongue through every little tread on both boots. When he’s finally finished and I grab him by what little hair he has and yank him upright I’m savagely glad to see tears streaking his face and his penis shriveled meekly up.

Now I’m just about ready to whip the living shit out of this sissy. Unfortunately I have to provide some sexual interaction at least. So I lean him back against the bed with his head resting on the mattress, turn around and push my big ass down onto his face.

“You’re not done cleaning me yet, bitch!” I snarl. “Lick my fucking asshole! Get in there and scour it completely out you shit-eating mongrel!”

Frantically he goes to work, snuffling like a truffle-hunting pig as he laps away at me. This and the moist heat of his breath on my crack disgust me all over again and his clumsiness pisses me off even more. Is this the best he can do? How many dozens of asses has this swine licked in all his visits to various mistresses? Surely Drew would do a much better job even on his first try ever! I will have to prove that to myself as soon as I see him again. Then I notice that ugly little erection returning and for some reason this adds to my unreasoning rage. I begin swatting it with my crop, which only makes it strain more urgently up even as the pig servicing me finally forces his tongue up my bung and begins cleaning me proper. I take to swatting his balls then, quickly beating that penis back into quiescence. As he goes limp I can hear muffled sobs start up and I gloat over my suffering subject’s misery.

“What’s the matter, pig? Can’t you take a little testicle abuse? You sicken me, you sissy-sow-swine! My slave at home has had his nuts squashed and electroshocked continuously for over two days straight by now! Next to him you’re such a despicable wimp I ought to shit right into your mouth. But then eating my feces is far too much of an honor for a useless loser like you. Instead I’m going to have to beat your ass black and blue before I deign to fuck you. Desiree tells me you like being disciplined. Let’s just see about that!”

The minute I rise from his face I can tell this client is searching for the courage to call off this unexpectedly trying liaison. To forestall this I grab his shed underwear off the floor, ball them up inside-out and stuff them deep into his mouth. From one of the pouches on my belt I pull a roll of tape and wind it about his head and mouth half a dozen times, ensuring he remains securely gagged. Then I drag him from the bed, manhandle him around and bend him over it.

Quickly I use that tape to bind his ankles together as well, rendering him helpless enough to do whatever I want to him. You’re not going anywhere, loser! Then seething with rage, contempt and an infinite lust for punishment I go viciously to work on him.

***

The riding crop I borrowed for tonight is a rather tame instrument compared to the things I’ve been using on Drew. Nevertheless I more than make up for that lack with unbridled ferocity. I have no doubt that its owner – tall, muscular Desiree – is considerably stronger than I am. But I’m equally confident she’s never beaten this useless shit with it half as bad as I proceed to do.

Hitting him alternately with the leather tongue at the end, the wrapped-fiberglass shaft or both, I do worse than just beat him black and blue. I make it so he won’t be able to sit down for at least a week. Clearly this is far more than he bargained for when arranging for some kinky thrills. Long before I’m finished with him he’s struggling so wildly with his bonds that I have to pin him to the bed with a knee on his back while I try to vent all my complex upset. Alas even this righteous thrashing isn’t sufficient. The pathetic shit is eventually crying more hysterically than Drew would ever dream of doing: gagging on his underwear, blowing snot out of his nose everywhere and turning blue as he struggles to breathe. It’s not safe to continue.

Rather than relieve my needs this failure only worsens them. As I gaze down at the useless pig bawling brokenly on the bed below me I realize that I can’t possibly bring myself to let him penetrate me whether he’s paid for that privilege or not. My own disgust for him aside it would be a monstrous injustice. If I don’t allow my perfect slave who would never let me down this way inside me, how can I permit this utterly contemptible pussy, this sniveling sack of shit to so violate my body and integrity?

Though I hadn’t admitted it to myself earlier I came prepared for this eventuality. I knew I could never break my vow to never again let a man have me. Now I take the dildo dangling at my waist, the tube of jelly from my pouch, lube up both ends (loser here hasn’t even gotten me wet) and mount my cock for conquest. Seeing me suddenly sporting an erection three times the size of the one I’ve so comprehensively beaten out of him the client is suddenly galvanized.

His eyes bulge comically out, not with awed arousal this time but sheer terror. I’d thought him exhausted but now he struggles more frantically than ever, bleating horrified protestations into his muffling underwear.

He tries to roll over, or failing that to writhe his way off the bed. When I move in behind him and pin him back to the mattress he even tries to kick up against me with his bound feet. Contrasting this ridiculous panic yet again with Drew’s immediate eager acceptance I feel my disgusted fury explode within me. Angry to the point of irrationality I suddenly find that replica .45 in my hand with the barrel rammed against the back of the client’s head.

“Stop resisting and submit, prisoner!” My scream is so bloodcurdlingly deranged that it even scares me a bit. “You paid for sex and you’re going to get it! Only you’re even stupider than you look if you think I’d ever touch that pathetic little sissy-worm of yours – much less allow it into my body! The only sex contemptible pigs like you deserve is a down and dirty, brutally violent butt-fucking! So if you want to keep what passes for your idiot brains in your head – not to mention avoid a trip to the hospital for rectal stitches – let the rest of your body go as limp as your little noodle!”

The stupid shit has no way of knowing the gun isn’t real. Sobbing with terror, shame and revulsion he slumps at last into helplessly trembling submission. Growling with satisfaction, flooded with sadistic passion, I holster the gun, grab his hips and take him.

Reaving the perverted bastard of his ass-virginity by force I punch my cock roughly into him, reveling in his squeal of disbelieving agony. At last I’m getting some excitement from this encounter! Grabbing him by his thinning hair again I yank his head back and gloat pitilessly as I begin pounding in and out of him.

“That’s right, swine, squeal like the stuck pig you are! The more it hurts you the more I get off on it!”

Instead the scum starts sobbing brokenly as before, as if some irreparable part of his self is being shattered by this act. What a fucking pussy! Furiously I stab-hammer-batter vengefully into him, imagining it’s Orosco I’m fucking since I can’t have my young slave-darling. Impaling his asshole to the hilt and further belaboring his badly bruised and welted buttocks with each supremely dominating thrust I gasp and cry out sharply at each press of the inner extension on my g-spot. Still that reluctant slut sobs on, the sound a splendid aphrodisiac set to the rhythm of my relentlessly slapping hips. Grunting with effort I thrust ever harder and faster and finally bludgeon out my first orgasm in days, a furiously rewarding climax that leaves me panting and snarling and grimly satisfied at last. Brusquely I pull out of that piggy little sissy and he immediately slithers off the bed as though his entire body was boneless and not just his shrimpy penis. He curls up on the floor there bawling miserably.

Watching him cry fills me with contempt again – and yet also with sudden unease.

I’ve finally achieved the cathartic release I needed but at what cost? I truly went crazy there for a while. Succumbing to sanity again in the aftermath I realize that my actions were downright criminal, and detrimental to more than just my business concerns.

The whole time I imagined I was revenging myself on Orosco I was acting just like him.

Now I’m a rapist too. I could even go to jail for it, though surely this pathetic specimen will be too ashamed to report me. After all, he was patronizing a prostitute at the time, and no male in this culture could dream of admitting to being raped. Still I had better do what I can to repair the damage. Desiree wouldn’t thank me for costing her a client. Giving my victim a chance to pull himself together, I return to the bathroom and change back into my heels and dress. When I emerge he’s kneeling humbly once again, trembling with either fear or reaction and sniffling miserably, his snot-slathered face averted in shame. After I remove the handcuffs I throw the money he paid me back on the floor in front of him.

“Here: I can’t accept this. And take this too.” I toss a few more bills on the pile. “I shouldn’t have done that to you, but I’ve been having a rough time lately and couldn’t help myself. I’ll see that Desiree makes it up to you – as long as you keep your mouth shut about it.”

Sniffling still he nods frantic agreement. As I leave him fumbling at the tape I bound and gagged him with I find I now feel worse than when I arrived. Unsettling as this strange dependency is I can’t deny how much I miss and need my wonderful slave. I’ve barely owned him a week and already I can’t imagine living without him. Uneasy and disheartened I nevertheless determine to stay away from Drew a little longer, just to prove I can. After all, he’s surely enduring much worse for me.




Chapter Five

Drew

Out of the delirium of an endless nightmare, of an eternity of insanity in the deepest depths of any imaginable hell, I briefly come back to a semblance of coherence. Even then it’s difficult to assess the difference. Rational consciousness of my situation, fleeting as it is certain to be, is hardly more endurable than the terrible damnation of my derangement.

All is still utterly black; only the inventions of my input-starved visual system play out before me. Against amorphous landscapes swirls and blobs of lurid hue congeal and careen all about me. Out of this kaleidoscopic chaos emerge capering demons to bedevil me in my dread-filled disorientation. Burgeoning into evanescence to leer and laugh and threaten me they melt back into formlessness only to quickly return in endless new guises more terrifying still. The only sound in this sickening abyss is that of pistoning machinery, a noise so constant and monotonous that if not for its phantasmagoric overtones it might as well be silence for all the definition it gives my surroundings. So as in my comparatively trifling earlier ordeals the only real sensations afforded me are corporeal torments. These are continuous as well, though rather than remain unchanged they always relentlessly increase.

Also as before the least of these ever-growing agonies is the horrible strain of my unnatural posture on the joints of my ankles and hips, shoulders and wrists, on the vertebrae of my back and neck, on my cruelly stretched thews and on those areas that bear my weigh: feet, wrists, chin and jaw. Beyond this my poor penis-hole is again stuffed to capacity with an agonizingly intimate invasion that reaches far up inside my body. Again my dick-tip and nipples are seized by teeth that never release but drag on me unceasingly. This time however the latter are also being twisted radically back and forth, so rapidly and incessantly that it always feels as though they are an instant from being ripped right off my body.

How I would welcome that tearing amputation, since it would at least put an end to the intolerable stretching and twisting! Yet even worse than this is the familiar squashing of my testicles, not to mention the never-ending infusion of electricity sizzling into these and all of my other most sensitive areas both inside and out. Still that is a mere constant against which to measure a far more terrible variable. Ever unpredictable is the timing and duration of and the amount by which that burning current will suddenly savagely spike, lifting the hair all over my body and sending me into uncontrollable tremors or even wrenching convulsions. And yet of all these incredible agonies being inflicted on my helpless form none can approach that which was once a heavenly pleasure. Without ever stopping or even slowing their relentless assault persists the impaling pounding of the pair of enormous, implacably metallic penises that stab nearly a full foot into me from either end once every second.

How many seconds has it been? How many minutes, hours and days? How many pitiless thrusts have already been hammered into my unbelievably reamed out and abraded-raw fuck-holes? Perhaps a computer could tell the tale. Perhaps it could count the number of times that a load of warm slick goo spurts wetly into me from either end.

Add up my dozens or even hundreds of greasings and feedings. Multiply this by twenty and sixty and sixty again. That would determine the number of simultaneous double penetrations I have so far endured. I am not so capable however. I cannot possibly keep track nor do the required calculations. I can’t even dare to try to guess. It’s all I can do to emerge once every great while from the sleep-deprived, sensory-deprived, torture-induced delirium that swamps me to once again do as I’ve been instructed, and what I would unquestionably do in any case: obsess on the glory that is my infinitely powerful and desirable and beloved Mistress Dara. Only she can redeem me from this unbelievable perdition.

The thought of my owner summons her image. As if in a dream she swims out of the maelstrom of visual distortion tormenting me. She’s so gloriously thick and curvy: not fat but excitingly massive, filled out everywhere with a sumptuous surfeit of flesh. Her dress dissolves from her as she slinks forward, and boobs far larger than I ever dreamed existed in my woefully limited previous life astound me all over again in their profligacy. Defying the reality of my situation I find I’m bound on my back while she looms over me and dangles these in my face. Drawn out by gravity they are much longer than they are around – almost as long as the arms propping her above me. Mistress’ incredible tits descend until they are mashed into my face. Bracketing me in all their firm warmth they slap me playfully about, wonderfully smother me and finally scrape all over my cheeks and lips with their enormous erect nipples. And at that ecstatic fancy this remembered heaven melds into an even better one.

Suddenly I’m being lovingly cuddled, securely enfolded in those arms and pressed to that big warm body. One of those sumptuous breasts is squashed against my face and the stiffened nipple fills my mouth. The tip as thick as a finger, the pebbly aureole far too huge to wholly engulf, my lips pucker around this and I suckle as insatiably as a baby while that gorgeous face looms Goddess-like above me. Beaming divine benevolence upon me from on high her smile is so indulgent and her eyes so warmly approving that I could endure absolutely anything for her.

Right on cue the pain of an attempted erection recalls to attention my myriad other agonies. This in turn reminds me of Goddess Dara’s parting admonition: to pretend that it’s her in person fucking my face and ass. Without transition the scene shifts back toward reality and now my body-and-soul owner is standing before me: thick legs spread and braced, her hands clutching my head immobile and her huge hips pumping impossibly quick as she skewers my face and throat with an Olympian cock so huge and hot it burns and abrades me terribly with the demanding urgency of her passion. And now behind me as well stands her mirror image, driving an even bigger organ into me in mad simultaneity.

Despite the excruciation of this impossible assault I’m caught up in the exhilaration of it, even masochistically avid for the damage it inflicts. Finally, as the meaning of my being begins shrieking her inevitable culmination those two insanely rampaging pricks start shooting a mess of thick slippery goo into me. Infinitely demeaning nourishment spurts hotly down my throat, exciting me unreasonably. At the same time the viscous liquid being thrillingly injected into the deepest recesses of my rectum blesses me immensely by easing the agony of that superhuman rhythm. My own cock is raging like crazy in its confinement, and on some instinctive level I finally grasp that it wants to do the same thing as hers: relieve its insane need by galvanically pumping some mysteriously potent substance endlessly out of itself while I scream and writhe with mind-rending release. Yet even as I grapple with this revelation and wallow in a wild arousal I haven’t felt in eons of insupportable torment, the huge and impossibly hard and hot pricks so brutally fucking me suddenly change into lightening rods. Even as they stab and spurt up into me their fire turns incandescent: channeling incineration along with that magical fluid.

My feet and nipples and penis and balls also explode in ungovernable agony; convulsive shuddering rips fresh excruciation through my distressed limbs and spine. The current constantly afflicting me has just spiked yet again, this time to its highest possible intensity for its longest programmed duration. Obliterating agony immediately effaces everything else from my awareness. And before that apocalypse ends I’ve been driven back into unthinking derangement. My coping fantasy vanquished, my brief interval of coherence seared irretrievably out of me, I’m once again trapped in the nightmare damnation my goddess has decreed for me.


Dara

“Yes, that looks good. Watch that splotch of putty there. Fine: now let’s give them a good washing; remove any smudges.”

Finished supervising the installation of my new windows I tip the workmen generously. Leaving overseeing their cleaning to Shera I cast a glance at the sky before retreating inside. It’s an absolutely gorgeous day, and should be a fine night for business. I head on into my office, where there’s always plenty of paperwork to be done. That’s as good a distraction from my restlessness as anything.

For the rest of the afternoon and early evening I keep busy in my comfortable public persona as a glamorous nightclub owner. I try not to dwell on the way I raped a man yesterday, or on the pining for my slave that drove me to it. I try not to think about Drew at all, and when I do it’s with a sadistic inner grin at how long he’s been locked to the electrified double-fucker. Glancing at my watch over dinner (just a sandwich in the office) I total up the hours: from two in the afternoon on Tuesday to seven Friday evening is…seventy-seven hours straight.

That’s quite a stretch for his first time. That’s okay though: he needs to pay for all the outrageous favor I showed him in treating him more like a lover than a slave. I still marvel at the way I kissed him, let him nurse at my breasts and enjoy sex without being tied up in any way. Naturally this leads to memories of him lying face down, clutching the covers desperately and raising his ass to me, avid for the deepest possible thrusting of my cock. Fondness stirs in my heart despite my determination to keep an emotional distance and my pussy slickens with excitement. I want him; oh how I want to tie him up and fuck him until he’s ready to explode with unrelieved ecstasy!

Unfortunately after this long on the automated slut-fucker he’s unlikely to be in any condition to have sex with. In fact, if I don’t want to damage him too unduly I should really get back to him soon. Finished eating I head out into the club proper to check on business.

I’m gratified to see that it’s quite lively already despite the earliness of the hour. With the new windows up and the weekend just beginning it seems the lull is behind us now. For a while I watch the current performance. Draped in a loose, gleaming shift of linked steel rings and wielding a lunging whip Desiree is writhing through a highly stylized routine with Candy, a very diminutive submissive with big doe-like eyes and an aura of innocent vulnerability made all the more erotic by her shockingly gratuitous all-natural breasts. Of course, the real hot and heavy acts won’t begin until later. But still watching Candy’s fawning servility under Desiree’s sneering superiority gets my juices flowing again already. At last I decide that Drew’s suffered enough for my inappropriate affections. I make myself wait until the performance is finished and then seek out Shera by the bar. She greets my approach with a smile and nod.

“Nice crowd tonight, huh? I think we’re back in business.”

“I think so too, dear. Keep your fingers crossed.”

“I will, boss. When do you want to audition the new talent? I’ve got some applicants to replace Cherise and the others lined up already.”

“Let’s do it Sunday afternoon,” I decide. “The sooner we get them worked into the rotation the better, don’t you think?”

“I do. I also hear the new club is going to feature mixed-sex performances.”

“Really? Maledom or femdom?”

“Maledom, of course. You know that creep. He likes to see women cowering and cringing. I doubt his manhood could withstand seeing men in a submissive role.”

I ponder this for a few minutes, measuring it against my own desire to spice up our offerings. I’ve long resisted adding male performers of my own. I don’t even like using men for bouncers, though this is an unavoidable necessity, but perhaps it’s time.

“Maybe we should follow suit,” I sigh at last. “We could get some male submissives to work into our routines, providing they’re macho enough to not threaten any cultural sensitivities. Let me think on it some more. In any case I believe I’m going to duck out early and leave things in your hands for the rest of the night. I’ve got things to take care of at home.”

“No problem, boss. See you tomorrow?”

“You know it girl. This is a twenty-four seven business, isn’t it?”

“You got that right.”

“Okay, take care then.”

I slip out the back, admiring the beautiful summer evening again on the way to my car.

Perhaps once I’ve seen to Drew I’ll relax by the pool, maybe even go for a private midnight swim. Skinny-dipping under the stars is such a pleasure I carefully ration it so it won’t go stale on me. In the meantime though, I’ve got a luscious young man to redeem from torment. And the incomparable ego-boost that comes from basking in his unstinting adulation is something I’ve denied myself quite long enough. The thought of the unconditional love I’ll soon see in those beautiful blue eyes has me wet between the thighs for the entire ride home.

***

When I step out of the elevator into my private little universe I remind myself once again to behave properly. I am Mistress here, an absolute ruler, and the mindless adoration and infinite devotion I enjoy are mine by right. Whether I choose to inflict the most horrific suffering on my slave or bless him with the most transcendent ecstasy he owes me the same instant obedience and unthinking worship as always. Supremely smug in my omnipotence I turn on the lights and make my way across the tiled floor to my extremely lucky property.

He doesn’t see me coming. Despite the change in illumination Drew doesn’t react at all to my approach. Sunk in hollowed purple sockets his terribly bloodshot eyes are open but glazed and unresponsive. His mussed hair is stuck to his head with dried sweat and the extremity of his condition is obvious in other ways. Pursed around the big cock still pounding in and out of his mouth his lips are swollen, raw and red. A pink froth of blood, spit and baby food leaks from them and is crusted on his chin, as is a messy mucous discharged from his nostrils.

Bent way over with his legs spread wide and his arms stretched up perpendicular his entire body trembles uncontrollably. This is partly due to the electrical current having its way with him, partly the impetus of those piston-driven pricks and partly just the febrile quivering of strain from being locked into such a stressful posture for so long. I can see that his stretched nipples are even more inflamed than his lips in their relentless twisting and the cock plunging in and out of his ass is coated with a froth of blood-tinged lube similar to that leaking from his lips. His condition is altogether pitiable and despite my determination this touches me a bit with sorrow and regret. Resolutely I crush this and greet him with practiced sweetness.

“Good evening, Slut-boy. Did you miss me?”

Still locked deep inside himself my slave makes no response. I didn’t really expect one. But the lack of it, and particularly of that look of worshipful devotion I’m owed sparks a welcome pique in me. I remove his catheter tube, shut down the machine and brusquely unlock and disconnect him from it. When Drew immediately collapses I do nothing to break his fall. Instead I drag him by the hair over to the tub and tumble him into it. I start the water running, undress and climb in with him. When I start to bathe his face he finally begins to come around. Gasping and sputtering suddenly his eyes fight to focus on me.

“Muh…Muh…Mistress?” he croaks out of a ravaged throat.

“Yes, slave, it’s me.”

Recognition comes slowly into those red-threaded eyes, followed by tears of gratitude and salvation. Finally, I see that look of helpless love and awestruck veneration I’ve been craving. Though it is only my rightful due this swells and warms my heart and brings a wide smile and unbidden endearment from me.

“Did you miss me, darling?”

Blubbering through those puffy raw lips he sobs with uncontainable emotion.

“Missed you…love you…die for you…do anything…”

Drew’s doubtlessly deadened arms twitch clumsily. I can tell he’s only barely restraining an overwhelming need to embrace me. As much as I’d love to take him into my arms myself, and even draw his poor swollen and abraded mouth to my breast I can’t allow it. Instead I finish washing the crust off his chin and neck with a difficult to maintain detachment. Docilely he submits while I bathe the rest of him, his worshipful gaze glued to my face as though he expects me to vanish back into fantasy at any moment. Finally, I have him bend over the side of the tub so I can inspect his still widely dilated dildo-hole.

Here the abrasions are even worse than on his lips, though he doesn’t seem dangerously torn. He cries helplessly as I gently wash away the blood and lube and he still seeps the former when I’ve finished. Unfortunately I won’t be able to fuck him tonight, or even for a couple of days. He needs to heal first. Disappointment brings a welcome hardening of my attitude.

“I can’t fuck you, Drew. I want to but you’re too damaged. I can’t even fuck your mouth for a while. What good are you to me?”

Responding to this censure my crestfallen slave cries harder. Clearly he’s more upset on behalf of my disappointment than his own feelings of worthlessness.

“Please, Mistress,” he sobs, “Then punish me instead. Make me pay for my inadequacy.”

“Very well.”

I want to punch Drew in his balls, crush them in my fist, yank and twist. But these are also too damaged: shock-burned and hideously swollen after his ordeal. I can’t indulge in my second greatest pleasure either. Instead I take the washcloth I’ve been using and wind it into a sopping strap. I use this to viciously whip his ass for him.

As a weapon this is woefully inadequate. Still the novelty and improvisation is fun and I keep it up for a good long while. Ironically this eases my well-trained masochist’s distress. If there’s anything his upbringing has truly prepared him for, it’s taking comfort in the justice of corporal punishment. Though he has to bite back constant cries of pain he finally stops weeping. And though he can’t help writhing in place he doesn’t dream of resisting or using his free hands to try to sooth the welts I’m laying down. On the contrary he lifts his ass to me as if it was actually my stabbing penis attacking it instead of this makeshift whip. Encouraged I continue until my arm is worn out and those recently healed buttocks are once again flogged as raw and red as my slave’s badly abused fuck-holes. At last we’re both as satisfied as we can be given the circumstances. I drag Drew back into the tub and over to the soap caddy where I dunk him under. When he comes up sputtering I shove the shampoo, conditioner and comb at him.

“Wash your hair, slave. Then I’m going to keep a promise I made to myself last night. You will give me gratification regardless of your condition or I’ll have to fuck your butt no matter how badly it rips you up.”


Drew

With the hot water searing my wonderfully whipped buttocks with an intensity that makes me whimper gratefully I do as instructed. I’m so exhausted I can hardly lift my sore arms yet I vigorously scrub at my head until my hair squeaks clean between my fingers. I wonder what Mistress Dara has in mind. When I get the soap out of my eyes I get my first hint.

She has perched herself on the edge of the tub, leaning back on her hands. Her legs are drawn up high and spread out wide, giving me an unobstructed view – and access too – to her holiest parts. Mistress watches me devour her with my gaze as I finish combing my hair out, a look of smoldering intent on her lovely face. Despite my great debilitation this makes my trapped penis strain painfully in its tight steel sleeve. Finally, she growls at me, her unsettlingly cold tone contrasted by the heat in her eyes.

“Okay, slave: so far you’ve learned to suck my cock and orally service my pussy. You’ve even received the almost unthinkable honor of nursing at my breasts. Eventually I’ll let you tongue-wash my feet and suck on my toes. But right now you’ll make oral love to my asshole. You’ll lick the place I shit from. You will lap at it like a dog, swirl all around it with your tongue and poke inside as far as you can get. You will clean me out as thoroughly as humanly possible. You’ll even get to fuck me with your tongue as though it was a penis. You’ll make me sigh with pleasure and scream with ecstasy as no man ever has or you’ll be very sorry you didn’t. Get over here and begin!”

Eager both to prove myself and explore this heavenly new chore I hurry into position. Kneeling on the hard bottom of the tub I immerse myself to the shoulders, nearly crying out at the burn of the water on my exquisitely tender and swollen nipples. This puts my face right at the level of Mistress’ sacred center. Not allowing the soreness of my tongue or any worries about hygiene to make me tentative I obey the urging of my excitement and start slavishly licking that circular opening. Mistress murmurs with approval and issues additional instructions.

“Good boy. Use the thumb of one hand to rub rhythmically on my clit. You may use the other hand to stimulate your penis anyway you like. But don’t let any of that detract from your tongue-work. I want an orgasm and soon.”

Wondering what she means by ‘orgasm’, I let this distract me no more than the awkwardness of reaching her genitals or the maddening pleasure-pain-frustration of playing with the wounded tip of my man-thing. Fervently I lick and circle and finally probe at that holy hole.

“Yes, boy, good,” Mistress sighs, one hand coming up to press down on my head. “I knew you’d immediately be more adept than the stupid shit I had to rape. Now push your way inside me. Get deep up into my dirty stinking poop chute and scour me out. Show me what a shamelessly filthy little bung-tonguing toilet-hound you are!”

Immediately I comply, forcing my way inside. In truth there’s nothing dirty or repellent about this. Having my nose in Mistress’ pussy is far more trying than putting my tongue up her butt. Still the images she conjures excite me further in that inexplicable way that being degraded by her does. Demonstrating my willingness to go to any lengths necessary to please her is as gratifying to me as the exercise of her omnipotence must be to Mistress. I pant breathlessly as I fondle us both and twist far inside her deepest reaches. Meanwhile she moans appreciatively and presses me more demandingly into her.

“In and out, toilet-hound! Tongue-fuck me, you shit-eating dog!”

Now that I’ve got her opened up I comply, sealing my swollen lips around her hole and using my sore organ as maniacally as that motorized metal prick pounded my own ass. Whimpering with effort, agony and escalating arousal I persist far past the limits of my exhaustion, goaded on by Mistress’ gasps and moans and beginning ecstatic cries.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” She writhes and grinds against me, mashing my face into her crotch as she starts to hump back against me. Taking my cue from this I fall back on my education in pussy-service. Thrusting inside her to the limit and holding there while she bucks against me, clenches and spasms on me and starts building toward that familiar shrieking peak I maneuver my thumb and fingertip to gently squeeze on her clit. At this Mistress goes absolutely wild. Her screaming scales upward, her hips jerk galvanically and a thick sticky fluid gushes out of her.

Surely this is what she means by orgasm. Some obscure memory from my interminable double-fucking stirs at this. It’s connected somehow to the raging pain and need in my imprisoned penis and the shooting of similar fluid into my mouth and ass. But then it slips away as Mistress Dara stops screaming and writhing and slumps back panting. From pressing me deeper into her that hand goes to petting my head and she lets me up for air. Her smile is all the reward I could ever ask for even as my penis continues to rage futilely in its cage and my own useless arousal torments me terribly.

“Well done, slave. I knew you’d be wonderful at that. I can’t believe I wasted my time beating and fucking somebody else.”

With my tongue and fingers so fervently busy I hadn’t really processed Mistress’ similar remark earlier. But now in the midst of my wild happiness at her praise, relief that I’d pleased her and my only slowly easing frustrated frenzy a stab of miserable jealousy punctures my inappropriate pride.

Mistress should be expected to have other relationships: slaves, lovers, even mates. My training has certainly not neglected the fact that I might be required to witness or join such liaisons or even service others myself for her amusement or convenience. Yet after a week and more of exclusivity in which she has been my entire universe (and a wonderfully heavenly one at that despite the truly unprecedented ordeal just past) I have stupidly forgotten this fact. With every emotion but chagrin banished instantly I drop my eyes in contrition. My self-reproach deepens when Mistress’ manner abruptly turns colder toward me than ever before.

She grabs me by the hair and drags me out of the tub. Without a word she pulls me over to a small vanity and medicine cabinet. Releasing me she chooses a tube of antibiotic ointment and brusquely hands it to me.

“Treat your fuck-holes, slave. I don’t know how long I’ll be able to resist using you so heal up fast. Then drain the tub, wipe it down and get in your cage.”

By the time I’ve complied Mistress Dara is in there ahead of me. She’s placed a few bunches of grapes on the floor and emptied a large can of cold stew into my bowl: enough food for a couple of days. She adds another bowl full of water and then fits me with those leg-irons that hobble my ankles closely together and lock my hands down by my sides. Without further acknowledgement she leaves the cell, locking me in before dousing the lights and departing.

Downcast and upset I drop to my belly and squirm around until my face finds the bowls. It’s not my place to question Mistress’ treatment of me any more than it is to wish for the exclusivity of her favor. Yet I can’t help but be made uneasy by the shifting of her attitude. From treating me fondly and almost lovingly she has begun to be unpredictably cold: a worse torture than any mere physical affliction. Is it something I’ve done to displease her?

Heretical as it is to hope for such a failing I almost do so. After all, learning of my offense and correcting it might return me to her good graces. Lacking that, she might be cold toward me forever. How I pine for another smile like that when she released my tongue from her ass! Worrisome as this is however my exhaustion won’t permit me to pursue it. I barely manage to eat a few mouthfuls before rolling away from the bowls and curling up in the pitch blackness. I don’t know how long it’s been since I last slept, warm and joyful in Mistress’ bed with my face nestled between her breasts. But within seconds I lapse into a deep and dearly necessary unconsciousness.


Dara

Not intending to return to my slave until Sunday night I head straight for the pool. Though I got a good whipping and orgasm in I remain unsatisfied. Putting this down to not being able to fuck him or even kick Drew’s balls a couple of times I review my behavior.

I decide I did pretty well. I called him ‘darling’ once but I restrained my recent impulse toward overdue affection otherwise. Nor did I miss his uncontrollable instant of jealous misery when he heard me mention beating and fucking someone else, or his subsequent dismay at my brusque manner. Good: let him have some emotional suffering to replace the physical torments I can’t afflict him with for a while. My only real slip-up was mentioning orgasm.

Then again, might it not make his permanently enforced impotence even more unbearable if he should gain an inkling of what he’s missing? Surely he realizes something transcendent is happening to me when I scream and thrash and gush all over him. Perhaps I should even let him ejaculate one time and then never allow it again. Wouldn’t that make him crazier with frustration by the day, the week, the year, the decade…? It’s definitely worth considering.

Reaching the pool I knife naked into the water. How wonderful that silky liquid warmth feels on my skin! Breaking the surface I roll onto my back and float. The stars are coming out in all of their heavenly splendor: God’s jewel box as some poet or other must have described them. Welcoming their calming influence I let my thoughts turn back to Drew.

Despite my earlier intention to leave him locked to the electric double-fucker for the duration of all my absences from now on I regretfully realize that this is not practical. He simply can’t withstand the damage, and I can’t endure being unable to fuck him whenever I want.

After this first admittedly serious ordeal he needs at least a couple of days to heal up – hence my decision to stay away for a while despite my recent nearly intolerable deprivation. I will have to be more judicious about subjecting him to that in the future. Sighing I scull around in the water a while, float some more and just relax. Most of the Friday-night cacophony of the city is muted up here, and secure behind my locked gates and high walls I strive for the peaceful equanimity this rare pleasure usually affords me. Something remains amiss however. Despite the lovely night, the stars, the jasmine scented air, the heated water, the subtly erotic freedom of my nudity and everything else a dismaying restlessness plagues me.

Having a slave was supposed to make everything perfect at last, particularly such a wonderful specimen as Drew. Instead my peace of mind is troubled, and not just from business worries. I’ve dealt with worse before, and always come out on top. This vague unease persists and even worsens when I go to bed at last.

This is my fourth straight night sleeping alone upstairs and each time I’ve rested poorly. Tonight is the worst. I can’t stop thinking of how beautifully I slumbered those three days last week with hogtied Drew in my arms. I never really shared my bed with anyone like that before and never understood the appeal. I tell myself it’s just the surprisingly beneficial warmth and comfort of another body that I miss, and the satisfied exhaustion of wallowing in so much sex beforehand. Still I wake repeatedly groping for someone that isn’t there, and in the morning I’m tired and cranky and the tangled sheets and covers testify to the inadequacy of my rest.

After breakfast in the dining room I decide I need a little social life that doesn’t involve the club. I call a couple of friends and arrange to spend my Saturday doing a little dress shopping, browsing through boutiques and enjoying a meal or two out with some entertaining company. I shower quickly, again damnably missing the luxury of my slave bathing me and the fun of fucking him in the tub. Then I dress, leave the master suite open for the maid to straighten up and head downtown to meet Delia and Sophie.

These are actually about my only friends, or even acquaintances outside of business. I had no friends growing up, only tormentors and later victims. I’ve lost touch with all of them and was glad to do so. The people I associated with as a dancer and hooker now either work for me or my competitors or have come to bad ends. As for my peers now that I’m rich, I don’t really have any. Despite my recent success, as an ex-prostitute I haven’t been accepted into the island’s higher social circles – not that I care.

If they consider it a scandal that I can live in the neighborhood I do then fuck them. I have no use for their stuffy pretensions anyway. I manage just fine socializing with my employees and service providers, and when I need a change as today Delia and Sophie fit the bill just fine, though we’re not exactly super-close. I met Delia as an interior decorator shortly after buying my house and Sophie is the ex-wife of my majordomo, Maurice. Both are fun-loving, about my age and couldn’t care less what I used to do for a living or what kind of club I now run. We get along well enough and so get together to shop, catch up, or go to a store opening or show every couple of months. Today we meet at the upscale mercantile district, leave our cars and go for a pleasant afternoon stroll through the many fine stores the area has to offer.

We try on a few dresses, talk and laugh about which ones will wow the various gatherings we attend. I catch myself imagining Drew’s reaction to a particularly sexy number and curse and wonder at myself again that I should care.

After all, his reaction to seeing me naked or in one of my dominatrix outfits is always plenty ego-boosting and exciting enough for me. Nevertheless I buy the dress, as well as some new shoes and lingerie, the latter purely for my own enjoyment since I have no mate or lovers. After that we have a light lunch on the open-air terrace of our favorite restaurant, which features a dazzling view of the city shelving down to the harbor and the Caribbean stretching sun-spangled to the horizon. Rather than continue browsing then we end up just passing a few diverting hours sipping wine and chatting before sharing an early dinner of spicy, fresh-caught seafood. Then it’s time for me to get over to Pepper & Sugar.

There I’m gratified to see that once again despite the early hour business is as good as ever. Nor have there been any more unsettling developments, from vandalism to the intimidation and hiring away of my performers to heaven knows what else. Everything is ticking along like clockwork again, from the well-practiced routines to the generally orderly behavior of the patrons. During one of her breaks I pull Desiree aside and mention that I didn’t really properly satisfy her client, and that I might even have gone overboard on him. I arrange to see that he gets a couple of freebies and that she goes out of her way to accommodate him with especially dedicated efforts for a while. With the promise of another bonus coming she accedes to this agreeably enough, so that’s that taken care of. After dismissing the big girl back to the dressing room I resume circulating, interacting with the patrons and spreading my lavish charm around. I stick with this until nearly midnight but finally see no real need to stay until closing. Once again Shera can handle things just fine, and I need to catch up on my sleep. At last I return home.

Still determined to demonstrate a few things to myself and let Drew heal and recover from his four-day stretch on the double-fucker I intend to stay in the master suite again. Indeed I plan to forget all about my cute young slave, to fully enjoy myself alone and then get a proper night of sleep just as I habitually did before bringing him into my life. Unloading my purchases from the car I feel my nipples prickling at the thought of donning my new lingerie and making solitary, supremely satisfying love to myself.

I can’t wait.

***

Turning off all the lights in the house I retire to my bedroom. There I set flame to a veritable galaxy of candles and put some smoochy soul music on the stereo. At the bar I pour a large measure of Remy Martin cognac into a crystal snifter, take a sip and carry both glass and bottle to the big circular bed. Leaving them on the headboard I open a nearby cabinet and lay a variety of sex toys out on the pink satin sheets. Then I pick up my packages and go into the wardrobe, leaving the door open on that romantic music and mellow yellow glow.

Unwrapping my smashing new dress, I admire this a bit and then hang it up. Then with slow deliberation I strip and don my new lingerie.

All in rich purple silk, with alternating panels and lace, this features a bra and panties, garter belt and stockings. Over this goes an elaborately ruffled yet airy and translucent thigh-length robe. Stepping into higher heels than I generally afflict myself with I pose before the mirror, resolutely ignoring the thought of the concealed elevator behind it and the realm of unlimited worship and domination it leads to. Admiring my incredibly sexy reflection I murmur a line from The Terminator to myself.

“Better than mortal man deserves.”

At last I turn my back. Humming softly along with the music I return to the bed and take another sip from the snifter. Mmm…a delicious warmth spreads out from my belly and begins to concentrate in my erogenous zones. Plumping up a big pile of pillows I recline among my toys, again admiring my reflection, this time in the ceiling mirror above me. The exact size and shape of the bed, this glass is both more glamorous and safer than the other: no fawning and endearing slave waits behind it. Sipping at the cognac and dreamily stroking the satin and silk of my sheets and lingerie I let the suspense build and the romantic atmosphere soak into me. Then I gradually ease into a long, relaxing and hopefully exhausting and fulfilling masturbation session.

From gently caressing silk (fingering ribbons, snapping garters, smoothing out wrinkles) I move on to similarly silken skin. Stroking the slopes of my breasts and the lines of my thighs I take my sweet time before slipping one hand under the lace of my bra and using the other to trace the contours of my vulva through the thin material covering it. Still humming softly, pausing occasionally for more burning sips of brandy, I at last allow myself to begin fingering my nipples. These tingle in response, protruding further out and begging for more urgent stimulation – the voracious suckling of a cuddled and coddled young slave perhaps.

Frowning at this thought I shift restlessly on the bed and start to tweak and pinch and pull at myself before at last dipping my other hand inside my panties. Stroking my labia ever so gently, deliberately avoiding the intense pleasure center of my clitoris, I gradually tease myself open, watching in the mirror as my stocking-sheathed legs pull up and spread out wide without any conscious volition whatsoever. God those new shoes look sexy on me! Partially visible through the intervening lace a single finger slides up and down the slickness of my slit as the first moan of the evening escapes me.

For years this kind of solitary pleasure has been the only sex in which I’ve indulged. Sick to death of men (hairy, stinking, selfish, inconsiderate and clueless louts all), not interested in the slightest in lesbianism, I found plenty of heavenly gratification just in making slow sweet love to my own splendidly sexy self. Just the sights and sensations of playing my responsive body like an instrument were arousing enough to get me through hours of this kind of foreplay. Once I began masturbating in earnest it was always to fantasies of whipping, crotch-kicking and butt-fucking, and this now proves to be a drawback.

Fantasies lose their urgency when you’ve recently been wallowing in the reality. And this exercise was supposed to take my mind off all the wonderful yet obscurely troubling excitement available just an elevator ride away. Unfortunately I have a face and form to put to those imaginings now, a remarkably attractive face and perfectly lovely form. As my caresses gain urgency, unwelcome thoughts of that face and form creep in on me unbidden as those fantasies recur through sheer force of habit. Stupidly I even imagine performing thus for Drew, letting him watch cock-locked, tied-up and maniacally frustrated as I pleasure myself. That would certainly add a gratifying spice to these proceedings! Suddenly impatient with my leisurely fingering I try to banish the intrusion of these fancies by yanking my panties aside and putting both hands to work on my now suddenly sopping pussy.

It’s no good. When my first orgasm comes (its swiftness another aberration from my usual gradual build-up and deliberate delaying) it’s again Drew’s face I see: drooling lips pursed around the base of my cock, porcelain cheeks hollowed out by sucking, and of course those gorgeously blue eyes just flooded with worship despite the obvious discomfort of the huge organ plunged so far down his throat. Whimpering with distress even as I writhe around in ecstasy I further alter my routine by reaching for a vibrator much earlier than usual.

Cognac forgotten, carefully arranged atmosphere disregarded, I begin employing my various toys with a sense of growing desperation equal to that with which I search my mind for less troublesome but still adequately arousing imaginings. Yet it’s no use. Through nearly two hours of electrically generated stimulation, the fevered application of ever more arcane devices and the relentless plunging of any number of expertly designed objects it’s always the thought of my cute young slave that accompanies each climax. I keep seeing him nursing at my breasts while peering wide-eyed up at me, clutching fistfuls of covers and crying out in unabashed ecstasy as I hammer into his ass, or even in heretical scenarios I scarcely dare acknowledge. I actually imagine him locked to one of my restraining devices while I ride his lovely erection through hours of unprecedented pleasure. That is definitely not on the agenda! And even when I’m worn out at last, when I douse the candles and stop the music and burrow under the covers, I find that despite a veritable orgy of exhausting orgasms and my lack of rest last night I still can’t get to sleep. I toss and turn and groan and curse myself and cast despairing glances at the clock. At last I give in to the inevitable. Hating myself for this unwelcome evidence of dependence and irrationally angry at delectable Drew for unwittingly contributing to it I climb out of bed.

I need to get some sleep for tomorrow. I’ve got those important auditions lined up. Bowing to necessity (and ignoring the treacherous way my heart soars with every step) I head for the closet, running my fingers through my mussed hair and tugging my lingerie into order as I go. I’m hardly even aware of these uncalled for attempts to improve my appearance. All I can do is vacillate between anger and excitement as I take the elevator down to my private universe – and its perfectly vexing young denizen caged and shackled therein.


Drew

After sleeping for what feels like a week straight, using the toilet, wolfing down all the food left me and sleeping some more, I’m now passing the time doing sit-ups.

Exercise is essential. Being bound immobile much of the time may lead my muscles to atrophy regardless of how dedicatedly I struggle. That must not happen. It is my duty to keep my body as becoming as possible for my owner. The pain that doing sit-ups causes to the welts she left on my ass (not to mention to its still-healing interior) helps keep the memory of Mistress Dara fresh for me. My anxiety over her attitude recently remains keen as well, and when the elevator door suddenly opens and the lights go on this immediately redoubles.

Which will it be: the cuddling and kissing Mistress or the coldly uncommunicative one? As her steps clack across the tile toward my cage I blink my eyes rapidly, trying to hurry their adjustment so that when encouraged to raise them I can try to see right away what I’m in for. I also hurriedly shift into a properly humble and attentive kneeling posture in order to possibly influence that outcome by demonstrating my dutifully willing submission.

Though I have my gaze appropriately lowered it doesn’t stay this way. I take entire responsibility for that. No matter how divinely desirable Mistress’ appearance might be I know my place. But as she reaches my cell I see that her feet are clad in incredibly sexy, very high-heeled shoes with gemstones embedded in the straps. Beyond that the sight of stockings sheathing her ankles and shins tempts me to peek up higher, and when I do all propriety immediately leaves me. My jaw sags open in wonder, my dazzled eyes spring likewise wide, and I can only stare and stare and stare at her agog.

I have heard of lingerie, of course: sexy decorative bed-wear. Yet I’ve never before seen any. Now the most desirable being in the entire universe suddenly appears before me, scantily clad in clinging silk and draping lace, every curve and surface breathtakingly accentuated.

She stands before me revealed not just as a sacred female of infinite power and appeal but as the loveliest sex goddess imaginable. Oh, my heavens, she is far more alluring than even my most fevered dreams could ever devise! It’s a wonder my insolent eyes aren’t seared right out of my head. Fortunately the gorgeous Mistress Dara doesn’t shock me to the ground, or even take me to task in the slightest for my reaction. The angry scowl on her face even lightens briefly at seeing me so unabashedly astounded by love and desire. But right away her expression hardens again, and it’s the coldly disapproving Mistress I’ve dreaded that opens the cage door.

“I’ve got to either fuck you or beat you, slave. Let’s see which it will be. Turn around and present your bottom.”

Tearing my gaze belatedly away (even now it takes a conscious effort) I shuffle around and kowtow. On my knees with my face on the floor and my ass high in the air I undergo inspection with my heart pounding and my penis striving mightily to split its steel sleeve. The touch of Mistress’ stroking and probing finger makes me bite my lip in pain even as my cock throbs harder yet. I will unhesitatingly submit to whatever this goddess decrees. But despite my clearly insufficiently healed state I pray that she fucks me anyway, if only to hear her ecstatic screams and receive confirmation that I’m indeed worthy of belonging to her. Unfortunately she snarls angrily at me and my hopeful heart plummets.

“Goddamn it! I knew you’d need another day. All right, it’s whipping time then.”

Mistress Dara unlocks my shackles and lets them fall ringing and jingling to the floor. Seizing me by the hair she pulls me to my feet and out of the cell. Towing me bent over this way she leads me across to another piece of equipment we haven’t used yet.

This is a simple whipping horse, a padded horizontal bar about three feet long held waist-high off the floor by A-frame supports. At the base of all four legs are built-in shackles. Without a word Mistress doubles me over the bar and locks me that way at the wrists and ankles, my arms and legs spread. She pulls back my dangling head and stuffs a large ball-gag into my still tender and swollen mouth. After buckling this in place she strides over to a rack of punishment implements, her short robe flaring out behind her and her body still looking astoundingly sexy in that ravishing lingerie. After a bit of deliberation Mistress chooses a dressage whip and returns to stand next to me.

This particular implement is about four feet long, thin and stiff with the semi-flexible shaft tapering a bit toward the end. Unlike a lunging whip it features no equally long lash dangling from the tip but just a little leather popper, similar to but smaller than that of a riding crop. Mistress bends that shaft experimentally between her fists, testing its spring and getting a feel for its resilience. Then she sets herself and begins slashing it viciously against my backside.

The pain of this is worse than any implement she’s used on me yet. Nevertheless I’m immensely grateful for it. Dressed the way she is I would dive into a pool of piranha for her, and since I’m not fit for fucking, anything else I can do to please her is automatic. Though the agony in my already welted buttocks and the fresh damage to the backs of my thighs makes me sob and bite down on the ball between my teeth I don’t once will her to stop – especially since delivering this beating is clearly easing Mistress’ upset. Her frown smoothes out, and gradually a smug smile of satisfaction replaces it. Still she lashes away at me for nearly an hour, her glorious body working beautifully in that lingerie. When she finally finishes it’s almost my affectionate Mistress of old that releases me. Her sigh of approval is just the benison I’ve so badly needed.

“That’s better, slave. I believe I’ll be able to sleep now. Come along to bed.”

This time Mistress tows me by the hand, pausing only to pick up some ropes on the way. At the bed she stops to remove her shoes and then draws me up onto the sumptuous furs after her. There she takes her time hogtying me. Arching my spine almost into a semicircle she finishes by knotting an extra rope all about my still-swollen balls and stretching it up to tie off a ponytail she fashions sticking up off the top of my head. This draws my face even further back than when I was being double-fucked. Responding to my involuntary grunt of pain as she jerks this rope tighter still, Mistress Dara gifts me with another small but heart-swelling smile.

“I was too good to you last week, slave. If I’m going to keep you in my bed overnight the least I can do is keep your face out of my breasts.

“This may make sleeping a little more difficult for you. Nevertheless I want you to refrain from moving about or making too much noise. I need to get my rest. Just pretend you’re a big cuddly teddy bear, an inanimate stuffed toy for me to snuggle with. Do that and in the morning I’ll let you eat my pussy and ass again.”

With that Mistress kills the lights. She pulls the blankets up over us and indeed snuggles her silk-clad body wonderfully against my badly bowed-up one. Teasingly she fondles my genitals a moment, making me moan uncontrollably. She pinches and pulls my still badly inflamed nipples, testing the degree of my healing. Then with a sigh of what can only be described as blissful contentment she wraps me in her arms, pulls me tighter against her and closes her eyes. Within minutes my owner is asleep, breathing deeply and looking so happily at peace that though I indeed can’t sleep myself in my rapidly worsening discomfort the long hours that follow pass in an amazement of honored bliss for me as well.

All is right once again in our private heaven.




Chapter Six

Dara

Though Pepper & Sugar is closed on Sundays I still have a busy day planned. Luckily I wake up wonderfully refreshed. The same can’t be said for my slave however. Though his limberness and a lifetime of training have inured him remarkably to the trials of bondage, last night I outdid myself. His torso is so radically bowed, his elbows and forearms lashed so tightly together and his neck so cruelly extended by the rope connecting his hair and nuts that it’s obvious he got little or no rest. Beads of sweat tremble on his forehead and darken his hair and his entire body quivers with the stress of his extreme hogtying. Hours of miserable suffering suffuse his red-rimmed but still loving gaze and seeing me come awake he at last allows the whimpering he has considerately suppressed for heaven knows how long to leak out around the big ball stuffing his mouth. Cautiously he strains at his ropes, deliberately gratifying my sadistic soul with an eloquent groan. As subtly as he can he informs me of what he endured while I slumbered, no doubt seeking to impress me with the devotion required to do as he was ordered and not disturb me even once with any crying, struggling or restless shifting about. I am impressed and grateful too. Unable to help myself I tighten my embrace, squeezing his bound body affectionately: my wonderful life-size teddy bear. I loosen and remove the ball-gag, whereupon he gasps helplessly with long-repressed pain. I smile and magnanimously thank him.

“That was wonderful, darling. I sleep so much better with you all tied up in my arms. Did you have a nice night too?”

“Fabulous, Mistress!” Drew gasps again. “Being in your bed and arms is an honor I’d suffer anything to earn.”

“I’m glad,” I smile again at him. “And for not disturbing me you’ve earned an even better honor. Would you like to eat my pussy and tongue-fuck my butt again?”

“Please, Mistress, I would be ecstatic to do that!”

“Then so you shall. And hopefully by tonight I’ll be able fuck your ass and face again. How I have missed that! Barely a week and a half since buying you and I don’t think I could live without you, Drew. Aren’t we going to have just the most wonderfully rewarding life together?”

Drew’s eyes shine with swooning euphoria at this admission of dependence and right away I know I shouldn’t have made it. But in all my generous contentment I really can’t regret it. Later I’ll no doubt have to make him pay for that moment of weakness. In the meantime though I’m so joyously warm and cozy that I impulsively decide to live out one of the stupid fantasies that plagued me last night. I disengage from my slave and roll him onto his belly. Still the bowing of his body holds most of his torso and legs well up off the mattress. I scoot up the bed until I’m sitting up, leaning back against pillows I pile high against the mirrored wall behind me. With my legs spread wide to either side of him I loom beautifully above Drew with my crotch less than a foot and a half below and in front of his tied-back face. Pulling my breasts out of my bra and my lacy panties carefully aside to expose my erogenous zones I giggle a little at his awed ogling of me in all my lingerie-clad glory.

“I’ll just get us started off, shall I?”

While my eye-popping slave goes nearly nuclear then with useless (to him at least) arousal (just as I’d imagined he would) I reward him for more than just his docility throughout the night by playing with myself right in front of him.

Using one hand on my boobs and the other on my pussy I toy with us both interminably. I even employ an old performer’s trick by ducking my head and lifting my tit to lick my own nipple. Drew goes gratifyingly crazy at this, rocking back and forth to get rhythmic pressure on his undoubtedly raging penis-head and panting through his flaring nostrils like a mongrel in heat. Gradually I bring myself right to the brink of orgasm. Then at last I slouch lower and closer, loosening the ropes some, popping out his ball-gag and freeing his head to go down on me.

Fervently, worshipfully he dives into the proffered feast. Grunting like a pig at a trough he laps frantically at my genitals: slurping up my juices, sucking on my swollen clitoris and smearing his chin and cheeks liberally in the process. Without instructions he switches back and forth between pussy and asshole, taking his cue when and how slavishly to service each solely from the urgency of my cries. Within ten minutes he has me screaming and gushing and thrashing like mad yet this evidence of success only encourages him to redouble his efforts. One, two, three and then four fabulous orgasms he gives me before I at last have to push him away or suffer a full-out morning meltdown.

I want to kiss him, I want to bugger him, and I even want to ride his goddamn cock. If he doesn’t stop making me come like that I might do any or all of them. I need to regain control immediately. Together we pant raggedly in aftermath. Trying not to look at Drew all tied up and delectably helpless I suddenly notice the absolutely astonishing numbers on the bedside clock.

Holy shit, it’s well past time to get my day underway. But God he’s such a wonderfully instinctive oral adept! Before I can slip up and start treating Drew as if he’s some kind of lover again (if I haven’t just finished doing exactly that), I strip off my now seriously sweaty lingerie. I finish untying my slave and hurry us both over to the tub. After sharing a bath and breakfast together I’ve recovered enough equanimity to make certain Drew suffers appropriately in my coming absence. Once again through no fault of his own he owes me considerably.

I begin by lighting a cigarette and summoning my kneeling slave to serve as my ashtray. His lips and tongue are still somewhat raw and swollen, but nothing like before. I’ll certainly be able to fuck at least my slutty young cocksucker’s face tonight. After the way he went down on me and scoured out my bung I have no more worries on that score. In fact, tapping my ashes in his mouth I see three or four still healing circles where I stubbed out my smokes before. Those wounds were still fresh when he first learned to suck cock, so surely I’ve been erring on the side of caution. Angry with myself for needlessly forgoing the pleasure of fellatio last night I make damn sure the cigarette is still well lit before I again grind it out of that proffered tongue.

The tears pouring from Slut-boy’s eyes at this and the hitching of his belly as he chokes down the butt give me a savage satisfaction. There: I’ve paid back that organ for the extensive honor I showed it by letting it inside my dirty asshole for so long. Now it’s time to teach my slave that last night’s hogtying wasn’t even close to the worst it can get.

Returning Drew to his cell I again tie him up just as bowed as he was before. But then I hook the suspension cable to the bindings lashing his ankles to his wrists and haul him up six feet off the ground. Hanging by his wrenched-back limbs this way for six or eight hours will surely torture his hips, shoulders and back far worse than anything that’s gone before. Then I swiftly catheterize him, blindfold and cock-gag him, clip weights to his nipples and penis tip and program his cock-shocker to keep him occupied as always. Ignoring his immediate whimpering and then sudden convulsing I lock Drew in and leave without a word or backwards glance.

At Pepper & Sugar, Shera and I audition the new talent along with Aisha, our head choreographer. We settle on four new performers. After acquainting them with the hours, pay scale, ground rules, expectations and the like and scheduling some practice sessions I dismiss them. Next the three of us spend a few hours choreographing new acts, designing new sets, costumes and routines and brainstorming new attractions. I’m still vacillating over adding males and we debate the various merits of this without yet reaching a decision. Nevertheless Aisha promises to begin planning out how to include them should we decide to go ahead. Afterward I go out for a late dinner with Shera where we continue to discuss business. When I finally wrap things up at eleven o’clock (a couple hours later than I originally intended) it is with a well-earned sense of accomplishment and great anticipation.

Finally, it’s time! Healed up or not, Drew is about to get his slutty young brains fucked out. It’s been nearly a week since I’ve had at him and I’m just bursting with zeal as I hurry home. Though I’m still in full-on sadistic mistress mode and not feeling any weakness of affection whatsoever I don’t even kid myself about sleeping upstairs tonight. Breezing through the master suite I lock the doors behind me and take the elevator straight down to my slave. Again ignoring his whimpering (this time it’s with the blessed expectation of relief) I’m stripping out of my clothes and kicking off my shoes even as I go by his cage on my way to the dominatrix outfits. Quickly I don some seriously intimidating leather and steel, pull on thigh-high boots and mount my eager cock on my crotch. Thumbing off Drew’s electroshock on my way into his cage I have him lowered, untied and weeping with gratitude in under a minute. Then I drag him by the hair to bed and practically fling him onto it.

Swiftly I tie him up. Forcing him down kowtowed I bind his elbows to his knees and his wrists to his ankles. With his excitingly welted ass thrust up high and his still cock-gagged face buried in the fur of the bed he’s the epitome of humbled vulnerability. Charged almost to overload with dynamic passion I lube up and move into position behind him, gripping his hips possessively. Then with one viciously swift thrust I stab all the way into my infinitely grateful slave, unleashing a savage cry of exultation as I do so. Within seconds I’m a bludgeoning juggernaut, and for well over three wonderfully thrilling and fulfilling hours I hammer into Drew’s ass and mouth in any number of degrading positions, until at last I’ve made up for so much intolerable deprivation. Finally, I hogtie him back up, his unworthy face again stretched safely away from my breasts. Naked I cuddle up to my stuffed teddy-boy. Now I’m feeling generously affectionate. Soothingly I coo to him, stroking and petting him. I even deign to kiss away the tears that the extremes of punishing ecstasy I’ve put him through have wrung from him.

Magnified by these, his shimmering blue eyes gaze reverent adoration at me. Set off against the wide black leather of the gag that seals away the entire lower half of his face these look especially big, especially blue and bright and oh-so timidly adoring. Yet the protruding head of his forever-impotent penis pulses with fevered insistence where it presses against my leg. Oh Slut-boy, you’re so wonderfully needy in every way for me! How could heaven be any better? More perfectly simpatico than any husband and wife could possibly be we snuggle together under the covers. I take my little darling happily into my arms and pull him closer. Immensely comforted by each other we soon drop off into blessed slumber.


Drew

With my body finally fit for fucking (and even double-fucking) again, life with Mistress Dara soon settles into a routine. First upon awakening I give her a blow job, a long slow sucking of her cock culminating in a breathless face-fuck. I fill the tub and we bathe together (usually accompanied by an aqua-buggering) and then I make breakfast. After we eat and she enjoys her thankfully rare cigarette I clean and straighten up the living area. Then it’s torture time.

Mistress leads me to one of her devices and incapacitates me. Then she indulges whatever sadistic whim inspires her. Whether I’m hung stretched spread-eagled or upside down, locked in stocks or doubled over a whipping horse, pulled almost to dislocation on either a traditional or semicircular rack, strapped to a dizzily rotating contraption, rolled into a ball with my own cock in my mouth or restrained in any of a seemingly infinite variety of other ways, she always spends a few hours alternately fucking me and inflicting agonizing pain on me. Yet aside from snuggling or submitting to brutal sex this torture time is the high point of my day.

At least half of the time Mistress frees my penis for this.

Usually this just means endless blows of her foot, knee or fist into my balls, along with a lot of squeezing, pulling and twisting. But on some treasured occasions she’ll allow me to retain my reliably instant and insistent erection and even tie it up into a hugely swollen and frustrating spike of immensely compelling need. She tortures this interminably before finally letting me suck on it or even toying with it maddeningly herself. The way she gently strokes or tickles it with a single finger, kisses or licks it or even sucks briefly on the tip when after an eon of arousal it exudes a clear sweet sticky liquid makes me churn wildly inside. Squirming desperately I’ll wrench at my bonds and groan with an overwhelming sense of incipient madness. Mistress always giggles gleefully at this. And though I feel like I’m going to die or simply explode with pent-up pressure I can’t help craving these occasions with every iota of my being. In addition there are often emotional rewards that make even having a full and inconceivably needy erection tormented and toyed with pale by comparison.

Unfortunately Mistress Dara still varies unpredictably in her demeanor. She seems honestly conflicted in how she feels about me. When not flaming with demanding passion or delighting in torturing and/or teasing me she can be coldly remote or even inexplicably angry. Yet she also indulges in what are clearly spontaneous displays of affection. Gentle petting and especially the occasional rare kiss on the forehead or cheek never fail to squeeze my heart in a wonderfully painful vise of impossibly intense love for her. Sometimes she smiles at me with such genuine fondness that I could almost swoon on the spot. She hasn’t kissed my lips again, or allowed me to nurse at or pleasure her breasts like she did that first week though, and I have to counsel myself to patience, propriety, and a humble acceptance of whatever my splendid if difficult new existence brings. After all, Mistress has still other honors and rewards to bestow on me that I’d trade my soul for, and in fact already have.

Following one particularly trying and drawn-out session of testicle torture she decides the time has come to keep a promise to me. I’m hanging agonizingly sway-backed about a meter off the floor, not exactly hogtied but close enough. Both wrists and ankles are shackled widely spread behind me to a bar dangling from a pair of cables like a trapeze. Though my penis is free it flops limply with my constant swinging. With my genitals hanging down Mistress has been kicking my balls as hard as she can for well over an hour. Gasping and weeping and retching with the monstrous pain and nausea roiling me I expect her to step up and resume fucking me once she tires of this second-favorite sport. Instead she suddenly laughs ruefully.

“Damn these new boots! My feet are so sore and sweaty in them! I think it’s finally time you learned to wash them for me. And I don’t mean with soap.”

Mistress lowers me down until my belly is just brushing the floor: not enough to relieve the agony in my back, joints and limbs but rather to make it even more unendurable at the thought of the relief only another inch would provide. She pulls a chair in front of me, sits down and one after another pulls off the stiff, skin-tight leather of her cruel new steel-toed ball-busters. Then she pushes her bare feet right into my face, rubbing them against my teary cheeks.

“Okay, slave, now you may bathe my feet. Do a good job I’ll even let you suck my toes.”

Right away my sobbing subsides into whimpers and sniffles. My heart starts to pound and my meekly dangling penis to twitch and stiffen. Eagerly I begin to lick her all over.

Mistress’ feet are indeed sweaty: the salt of this stings the open sores burned into my tongue. Nevertheless I attack my task enthusiastically, keenly aware of the enormous honor being afforded me. With great loving swipes I lap at her soles and all around the sides, my cock throbbing harder with each beat of my excited heart. My nearness to the floor means it can’t spring forward in all its upward-rearing urgency and this paradoxically increases its mad need. Thwarted thus the pain of its unnaturally back-bent state adds intensity to its striving and an ever more imperative arousal mixes wildly with my heart-soaring joy. When I begin on her toes at last Mistress spreads and extends them, allowing me to get my tongue all the way in between, where the sweat and lingering taste of leather is heaviest. Miniscule bits of grit are ground into my salt-stinging sores and moans of masochistic appreciation join my slobbering excitement. When Mistress at last forces a big toe into my mouth and encourages me to start sucking I can’t help but sob in a mix of honored ecstasy and maddened arousal.

With all the fervency that I apply to the invading head of her penis I suckle that similarly sized digit, gorging on its fleshiness as opposed to the hard silicone of her organ. When the time comes to suck on each of the smaller ones it is her dearly remembered nipple that receives a run for its money and I whimper happily at this far-more-than-acceptable substitute. Each toe in turn and then two and three together get their due attention before generous Mistress Dara finally forces the entire end of her foot into my mouth, giggling at the extreme stretching of my lips and the expression of mingled effort and ecstasy on my face. At last she pulls back, leaving me panting like an overheated dog. With drool slicking my chin and my cock raging painfully in its contortion I groan as all my temporarily forgotten agonies surge back into awareness. Mistress giggles again, again rubbing her feet intimately all over my cheeks, this time to dry them. Her voice squeezes my heart again in its doting tone.

“That was good, Slut-boy. I knew all that cocksucking would pay off. Seeing you so hot and bothered has got me wanting to fuck you again before I head off to work. Let’s get you hauled back up. I like doing you on the trapeze this way, where I can swing you back and forth to meet my every incoming thrust.”

Soon she’s doing just that. My back and limbs scream with excruciation at this yet the impetus of my swinging and fucking has my exquisitely urgent erection slapping against my abdomen in a way that makes me positively delirious with the insanely intense stimulation.

After that I’m locked to the electroshocking double-fucker for the rest of the day, as is often the case. Or sometimes Mistress will leave me hanging from a noose around my neck, the bowling pin impaling my ass the only thing preventing me from strangling completely. Other times that prudence dictates she not further damage my precious fuck-hole I’ll be tied up and suspended in some other cruel fashion with a giant vibrator in my butt. Always she clips weights to my most tender spots, hangs more from my permanently bruised and swollen balls and programs my penis sleeve to keep electrifying my catheterized man-thing. Then I’m left stuffed in every hole (ears and nose aside) to pine alone in the dark for my owner’s eventual return.

This is always the most trying part of my day. My physical suffering is endless and extreme, yet of course, missing my Mistress is absolutely the worst torment I can endure. Here I pay dearly for all the honor and ecstasy of her ownership. Yet return she finally always does, filling my heart with so much joy, love and relief that my misery is instantly eradicated.

Mistress will feed me, sometimes venting about whatever troubles dare to vex her in that mysterious outside world. Sometimes this isn’t enough and she’ll use her various implements to beat me until whatever is gnawing at her eases. In the end she always takes me to her bed. There she righteously fucks me for hours, healing with soaring joy and mad consummation whatever tribulations I’ve endured since her last such brutal use of me.

After that I’m hogtied back up, my face unfortunately always stretched back away from the opulence of her breasts. Yet always I get to sleep snuggled wonderfully in her arms, my beholden heart beating in ecstatic tandem with her own. Fifty or eighty more years of this will make me the luckiest and most fulfilled slave in the history of all existence.


Dara

I think I’ve finally achieved the right emotional mix regarding my slave. I can’t sleep without him, or go less than a day without fucking him. Yet I’ve reined in my impulse to act in ways that seem excessively and inappropriately loving toward him. Denying Drew my breasts is cruel to us both but I just don’t trust the way I respond to the sight of him all cuddled up and suckling. It’s safer to keep him away from them. Meanwhile I allow just enough intimacy to blossom between us to keep him madly in love with and eternally devoted to me no matter what sadistic excesses I subject him to. Regardless of how cruelly and interminably I torture him I have yet to see the slightest hint of resentment or rebellion sully the unconditional adoration in those naïve young eyes. Our relationship is as perfect and rewarding as I’d always dreamed it would be. If I’m going to have a man in my life this is exactly the kind I insist on.

Meanwhile business remains booming throughout the two weeks leading up to the opening of the new club. The new performers have fit in well: no discipline problems or friction with any of the other girls. They’ve been enthusiastically greeted by the patrons too, particularly Mia, a slender and leggy yet bosomy submissive with a winsome manner that’s especially appealing. No more dirty tricks have cropped up, yet I can’t help worrying about what might yet be in the wind. Circulating through the crowd as I do I hear a lot of excited chatter about the coming competition and it’s clear that even without any more underhanded shenanigans my attendance is going to suffer for a while once Orosco has things up and running.

So it indeed proves. The grand reopening of the club next door, with a new name and ostensibly new management and ownership (though no one’s fooled about that) comes with great fanfare. Drinks are half price, there is no cover charge and only my most loyal patrons and those who can’t get in next door (or are particularly infatuated with one of my performers) show up here that Saturday. Nevertheless that opening night provides me with a bit of relief. My greatest worry, so dark I could barely acknowledge it, was that the asshole had dispensed with half-measures because he meant to burn me out. Perhaps the vandalism was just a test to see what he could get away with. Though I haven’t mentioned this fear to anyone or even articulated it directly to myself it’s been driving me to outrageous extremes of whipping before I can settle down and enjoy a good slut-fuck every night.

Poor Drew is just covered from head to toe with overlapping welts. Barely a square inch of contiguous skin remains unmarked, even on the soles of his feet. The way he cripples around doing his chores in the morning is downright pitiable, leading me to allow him his treasured foot-bathing far more often than I originally intended. Now however that anxiety recedes. With only an alleyway separating our establishments it would surely be too dangerous to firebomb my place. Fires have a way of spreading, and surely even a psycho bastard like Orosco wouldn’t dare to risk his investment. All I have to worry about now is losing my profit margin. Will my customers return once the novelty of the new place wears off, or will they find even my new attractions too tame compared to the mixed-sex stuff going on right next door? I wouldn’t deign to patronize the place myself even if I could get in (highly doubtful) so I have to rely on secondhand reports to get an idea how male performers are being received.

The news isn’t good. Apparently “The Dungeon” (real imaginative name, that) has a harder, darker edge to it than my place. The décor alone is said to be unsettling, and the performances skate right up to the edge of what the law will allow. Though the overall buzz is very positive I’m hoping enough people will be turned off by the outright misogyny on display to prefer my more sensual approach. As a few weeks go by though and my business continues to suffer Shera brings up the idea of adding our own male element again.

“I don’t like it, boss. I hear people saying we’ve just got the same old stuff every night.”

“Even with the new girls, the new routines and sets?”

“Even so. We’ve got to spice things up a bit. I’m not saying we’ve got to compete directly. Some of the stuff going on over there sickens me. And I saw Cherise crying on her way to her car the other night. I don’t think she’s happy she left us. But anyway I still like the idea of using men in the submissive role. That would liven up our performances while still catering to a more civilized taste.”

“I suppose you’re right,” I sigh. “I guess you can start looking for performers and working up an ad campaign. And tell Aisha to get serious about dreaming up some routines we can use. I’ll start working on some ideas myself. Let’s shoot for introducing it in two weeks.”

“You got it, boss.”

Unfortunately this idea proves easier in its conception than its inception. Finding candidates to play the male submissive isn’t easy. Though the spectacle of men being dominated would no doubt prove popular with the female half of my clientele, the macho culture down here seriously inhibits men from making a public show of their submissive sides. They’d rather creep around and get their kinks in secret, like the guys Desiree has lined up. Even among dancers and other professional performers the appetite for appearing on stage in bondage is practically non-existent. And as for going beyond more than stylized or simulated discipline, forget about it. The few guys we do find to audition are hopeless. They aren’t attractive enough for one thing. Unlike blue-eyed Drew with his youthful good looks, long blonde locks and perfect body they simply don’t get the juices flowing. Nor could they hope to ape his genuine masochism and honest, unabashed worship of femininity. Musing on this during my bath one morning and feeling both rue and smug pride of possession at how no one in the world could ever measure up to my slave, I’m suddenly struck with an audacious inspiration.

Maybe I could use Drew himself!

Immediately seized by the image of my perfect slave all tied up on stage I feel my nipples hardening as he uses his sponge-mitt to reverently bathe my breasts. But then just as quickly a dozen objections rear their heads.

For starters, Drew is completely undocumented. No paperwork at all exists to testify to his existence. Questions might be raised regarding salary and tax issues. I could get around this I suppose – undocumented workers are not exactly a rarity in this part of the world. And the idea of paying Drew to perform is ludicrous in any case. Yet there are other issues involved in exposing him to the outside world, issues for both of us.

I like my slave just the way he is: naïve and isolated, utterly ignorant of life beyond my private little universe. I don’t want him to learn things he shouldn’t, or become sullied in any way by coarser interactions. Nor do I want anyone beyond Mistress Nera to know of my possession of him. He’s my delicious little secret.

I suppose I could guard against the first possibility by keeping him blindfolded or hooded and wearing earplugs the whole time. The mystery and adventure of what’s happening might even add an exciting spice to our lives. As for the second issue, I don’t actually have to announce where he came from. I could pass him off as a volunteer who doesn’t wish his identity known due to the embarrassment this would cause him. So that leaves only the most troublesome issue for me. Despite my excitement at the idea I also feel a dismaying amount of possessive jealousy.

Drew is my slave. I don’t want anyone else disciplining or even touching him. His body and mind and heart and soul, his pain and frustration, wild arousal and unconditional adoration all belong to me exclusively. I don’t want to share any of those things with anyone else. And so strikes my second big inspiration of the morning.

I will simply have to come out of retirement and perform myself. Who better? And what better way could there be to create additional buzz around our new attraction? Patrons used to seeing me charming them by circulating but remaining carefully aloof and unavailable should have their socks blown off to see me up on stage in all my exceedingly exciting glory. This image is even more thrilling yet, and an uncontainable excitement suddenly grips me. Drew hasn’t washed my hair or bathed himself yet but suddenly I can’t bear to wait through our usual routine. This moment calls for some serious spontaneity. Shoving my slave suddenly away from me I grab up my cock from the caddy where it’s waiting. Within seconds I have it mounted. Then I grab him, spin him around, twist his arm up behind his back and bend him over the side of the tub. It’s butt-fucking time again!


Drew

The suddenness with which Mistress Dara seizes and incapacitates me is wildly arousing. Slammed down bodily against the cold wet tile of the floor, my arm is wrenched painfully around behind me in a wrestling hold. Using only one hand Mistress has rendered me as helpless as any bondage could, and my exciting victimization is keenly intense. My penis begins its usual futile swelling immediately. When she suddenly rams her own blessedly erect cock into me I cry out uncontrollably, ecstatic to be so suddenly and brutally taken. Even more rewarding than the pain, victimization and penetration though is the obvious fact that Mistress too is uncommonly aroused. Her pleasure in sex is the instigator and amplifier of mine. As she begins a fabulously vicious stabbing of me, wrenching my arm agonizingly with every stroke and sending water sloshing onto the floor all around me her passion is irresistibly contagious. Pinned helpless and gored with what feels like a rhinoceros horn I strain my wickedly welted ass back to meet the slapping and spearing of her crotch and cock and moan with delirious enjoyment.

Oh, Mistress, yes: fuck me, fuck me; fuck me harder! Fuck me out of my ecstatically enslaved mind! Oh how I live for this! I don’t know what’s suddenly come over her, but I’m not complaining in the least! In slut-boy heaven yet again I revel in my intended use, treasuring every one of those hundreds of painfully dominating invasions as Mistress Dara stabs me to and through a shrieking culmination as exhilarating as any other. Flushed and vibrant and absolutely gorgeous she at last pulls me back into the tub without a word of explanation and we finish our interrupted bath. It’s not until after breakfast and the beginning of torture time that I get any other hint that something unusual is in the offing.

“For the next little while we’re going to have to get inventive with you, Drew. I want that lovely white skin of yours all completely healed up and beautifully unblemished by the end of the week. I’ve got big plans for you and I need you looking your sexy best if you’re going to help to keep me on top.”

Wondering what she means by this, and how on earth Mistress might torture me for a week without leaving any marks, I’m hardly surprised when she leads me to the semicircular stretching rack. Once I’m lying supine over its curved surface, my entire body nearly as arched as during my worst hogtying, Mistress shackles my wrists and ankles and begins turning that big spoked wheel. Soon I’m groaning and sweating automatically, so excruciatingly stretched it’s a wonder my bowed body isn’t simply pulled apart. This is plenty torturous enough. But of course we’re just getting started. Mistress removes my chastity sleeve, and as always I leap up into madly intense rigidity. Using an incisively thin cord she ties up my genitals as tightly as ever, until my separated balls bulge purple and vulnerable and my enormously swollen cock throbs like a second heart. I brace myself for the attachment of crushers and clips and the insertion of that electrified probe but it seems Mistress has an even more insidious trial in mind for me.

“You seem to thrive on pain, my perfect young masochist. Let’s see how much of the opposite you can take.”

Using just her fingertips Mistress begins tickling me. All over my belly, up and down my sides and under my arms she relentlessly stimulates me to uncontrolled laughter. Pausing only when it’s obvious that I need to catch my breath or go into cardiac arrest she always swiftly resumes. Giggling sadistically at my tightly restrained paroxysms she continues this strange torture long after I’m absolutely desperate for it to stop. Weeping even amidst uncontrollable laughter I can’t help abusing my agonizingly stressed body even worse by wrenching futilely at my bonds throughout each interminable bout. Nor does it help that during each pause Mistress turns that crank another notch or two, incrementally increasing my terrible stretching. It seems hours that she keeps this up, and I’m absolutely exhausted by the time she decides to move on to something decidedly more erotic. And of course, this next stage of my pleasure-torture soon becomes even more unendurable than the first.

From her seemingly numberless toys and implements Mistress Dara chooses a peacock feather. Right away I expect still more tickling. I know better than to beg her, even though she has graciously refrained from gagging me for once. Still I can’t help but whimper and shake my head in pitiful denial. Responding to this Mistress laughs at me. She’s still charged with the ebullience of whatever overcame her in the bathtub and the sparkle in her eyes and the fondness of her expression as she addresses me are priceless.

“Don’t worry, darling. Today you get an unimaginable penis-treat. I’m going to stimulate that thing of yours until you wish I’d left it locked up. Everything before this has been just the barest suggestion of the kind of wild frustration you are about to suffer!”

Using the hair-fine ends of that feather Mistress Dara begins teasing my already adamantine erection. Brushing gently up and down the shaft, all around the rim of the glans or just lightly tickling the questing tip she soon has me straining and wrenching madly at my shackles again. The pleasure is intolerably immense. Yet as always there is the instinctive knowledge that this is but the tip of the iceberg.

There are possibilities for ecstasy connected to that organ too enormous for me to even imagine. Beyond the excitement of having it whipped and slapped around, beyond Mistress kissing and licking and even sucking the tip occasionally, even beyond the paradisiacal pleasures of blowjobs or tit-fucking I have yet to earn, there is the downright blasphemous thought of it being slid into Mistress’ vagina or butt. I am congenitally unworthy of such an incomprehensible heaven. Yet might there not be some mind-bogglingly transcendent mystery beyond even that, some way to finally relieve the insanity of need that swamps me even now, if only temporarily? I picture myself screaming and thrashing in apotheosis as Mistress always does and groan hopelessly in torment as that feather ceaselessly strokes and tickles me, making me pulsate imperatively and strain to raise my hips even higher somehow. Giggling again at my pleasured distress Mistress Dara whips my cock a few times with the shaft of that feather, spiking my arousal with delicious masochism before resuming her gentle teasing. Forever this seems to go on. And when it finally stops it is merely replaced by a further stage in my gradually increasing, insanity-threatening ordeal of pleasure.

Mistress discards the feather. She turns a few more spokes on the wheel, further stretching me until it seems each vertebra in my severely bowed spine must soon pop free of its neighbors. Then as she’s done before she goes to work on my penis with a single finger – though never as interminably and cleverly as this.

Beyond the endless teasing and toying, caressing and tickling of every square millimeter of the shaft and head, Mistress Dara introduces a maddening new trick. From circling about the hole in the tip (smearing around the strange sticky liquid already leaking from me), she uses that finger to bend my erection painfully back, all the way over until it’s squashed between my balls and pointing down the line of my legs. Like that first wondrous toe-sucking time on the trapeze this wildly increases the intensity of my need. But then she lets that finger slip and I spring instantly all the way up again, waggling about in a frenzy of desperation. Laughing gleefully at my manic reaction she does this again and again before resuming her impossibly pleasurable stroking, only to keep repeating this maneuver every little while until I’m absolutely frantic. Then she adds another digit, beginning the truly unprecedented trials of pleasure for me.

Opposing that single finger is now an equally adept thumb. Working together they are far more effective, quickly driving me into a state of ecstatic derangement. From pinching the tip to bend it not only straight back but all around in unpredictable directions Mistress eventually forms that thumb and forefinger into a loose circle about the shaft. Grinning at my apoplectic look she slides this slowly up and down. The sensation is indescribable! Once again I feel on the verge of some kind of uncontainable explosion. When after several minutes of this my Mistress tightens her grip, that up-and-down friction becomes even more incredibly compelling. The tip of my lava-hot and rock-hard cock is again just covered with leaking sweetness, and without missing a stroke she ducks her head to suck this off. The whole head of my penis disappears into her mouth and the pulling of her suction makes me jerk uncontrollably and sob with the unbelievable excess of pleasure. Mistress gives a small moan of joy of her own and comes up smiling and smacking her lips. Devilish affection sparkles in her gaze.

“Mmm…yummy! Let’s see if we can’t get you producing more of that for me.”

The circle of her thumb and index finger tightens further and then quickens even as she pulls back against my natural inclination. Already almost hyperventilating with runaway arousal I immediately suffer that strange convulsion in my groin from before. The pain and instinctive sense of that exquisitely necessary release being denied makes me bark out another choked sob and try uselessly to writhe. Mistress Dara laughs at me sadistically even as she pumps me faster.

“Oh yes, we’re getting somewhere now, aren’t we? I bet you’re starting to wish for my cock-shocker, whip, candle, cigarette and needles again instead of this already!”

Gasping and groaning I shake my head urgently in honest denial. Terrible as this frenzy of frustration is, such incredible penile pleasure remains hopelessly compelling. Mistress grins wickedly at my response.

“No? Well we’ll just see about that, my unbelievably naïve young slave. Wait right here. We’re just getting started!”

She turns another couple spokes on the crank, wringing a cry of welcome agony from me. Then she shrugs off the short silk robe she’s been wearing since her bath and heads naked for the kitchen, leaving me panting and whimpering and oh-so fiercely erect.

I hear her rummaging around, and the beeping of the microwave oven. By the time she returns I’ve regained control of my breathing at least, if not my heart-pounding arousal. Mistress is carrying a small pitcher generally used to hold cream for her coffee. With another smile of devilish relish she poises this over my throbbing cock.

“You are very sweet, Slut-boy, especially the pre-come that seeps from your penis. But I’m going to make you even sweeter.”

She tips the pitcher and pours runny melted chocolate all over my cock. Just hot enough to cause painful but not lasting first degree burns that thick liquid sears me with mixed agony and sexual pleasure. Already I’m gasping again. But then Mistress Dara sets the pitcher aside and begins slowly licking all that chocolate off me.

Naturally the sensations are incredibly heavenly. But that’s just the beginning. The sight of Mistress’ extended tongue, the sounds of her gluttonous lip-smacking and moaning and the affectionate intimacy of this experience make it the most powerfully erotic episode of my sheltered existence. Swamped by overwhelming love and lust I weep and squirm and quiver in every overstressed muscle. By the time she finishes by blowing gently against my wet burned member I’m once again absolutely frantic. And of course, once again she immediately resumes pumping me, bending me all around, sucking the secretions from my tip and gloating over my every cock-shuddering, testicle-clenching convulsion. Well into the afternoon this hellish heaven continues, until finally I’m indeed so surfeited with relentless pleasure that I need it to end. Finally, she even uses her breasts on me, barely brushing my erection all over with her nipples and slapping it about with her swinging weight the way she used to do to my face. Without ever clamping me into her cleavage and actually tit-fucking me she drives me to such depraved extremes of frustration that I finally break down and commit the unforgivable sin of begging her to stop. Panting with excitement herself Mistress Dara smirks victoriously at me.

“That’s what I wanted to hear! And I actually will stop now, Slut-boy. Not because you ask me to or even because I have to get to work soon, but because I don’t trust myself. Never have I had so much fun with a penis! And here I’d thought I’d never want to touch one again. Any more of this and I won’t be able to resist the temptation to do something else I thought I never would again: climb on top of you and ride one. But don’t think this means the end of your pleasure-torture. Just because I won’t be here to relentlessly stimulate you personally doesn’t mean it has to stop. Fortunately I have machines ready to take over for me as always.”

Mistress rolls a complicated piece of equipment up next to me. Blinking the sweat from my eyes I see the words ‘Electro-Mechanical Masturbator’ stamped on the side. Moaning both from exhaustion and trepidation I watch as she picks up the big cock-gag she likes to use on me.

“Let’s just get you sucking on a penis again before we hook yours up.”

Mistress gags me, turns a couple more spokes and then begins extending insulated wires from her device to my groin. Using sticky black applicators she attaches electrical contacts to my bulging testicles and the shaft of my cock near the bottom. She uses a special conductive lubricant to grease the inevitable long metal probe before sliding it onto my urethra. Over this and the head and first inch or so of the shaft she rolls a piece of tight-fitting rubber tubing. Finally, she bends my hard prick back until it juts perpendicularly up from the apex of my bowed body and swings over a gleaming steel armature. Rubber-padded, semi-cylindrical clamps at the end of this are tightened about my shaft between the tubing covering the head and the contacts at the base. Humming happily to herself, Mistress Dara spends a minute programming her device. Then she switches it on.

Immediately the familiar agony of electricity strikes my balls and the base and inside of my penis. At the same time; however, two other torments begin that make me keen with nearly unbearable arousal. The rubber tubing is hooked to a vacuum pump, which starts it rhythmically sucking on my glans like a milking machine. Meanwhile the tight grip on my shaft starts pumping rapidly up and down in what is surely the truest simulation of what fucking feels like possible – next to having Mistress use her breasts or mouth on me of course. Speaking of Mistress Dara, she giggles again at my bug-eyed writhing and explosive nose-panting. Exuding a wonderfully heart-warming if sadistic affection she leans over and kisses me high on my cheekbone above the leather of the gag.

“Enjoy the next twelve or so hours, darling. I’ve programmed the speed and power of your jerking and sucking to vary as unpredictably as the shocks. That should keep things from getting stale for you. I’ll see you at around four-thirty in the morning after the club closes up.”

Naked, gorgeous, and utterly pitiless, Mistress turns her back on me and heads for the elevator. A minute later I’m alone in the dark again. Shackled extravagantly bowed and stretched, being powerfully jerked and sucked and shocked, I’ve been condemned to more simultaneous pain and pleasure than any man should be able to withstand for Goddess only knows how long. And what might the rest of this whipping-free week have in store?


Dara

Going days without beating my slave proves to be quite a trial for me. Of course, it’s nothing like I went through when I couldn’t fuck him. This is more of a trial by temptation.

Delighted by Drew’s response to pleasure-torture I keep it up all week. Naturally I get his ass into the action, experimenting with new ways of outrageously stuffing and stretching him. Though it deprives me of some pleasure of my own I occasionally use a more traditional strap-on cock to fuck him. While lacking the inner extension that rocks so wonderfully against my g-spot this prick is truly monstrous: nearly three inches thick and twelve long. Seeing me girded up with a cock the size of his fist and forearm for the first time Slut-boy looked as if he might die of terror and lust on the spot. Pushing it into him made him squeal shrilly around the cock filling his mouth and pounding him with it had him shrieking with agony and excitement throughout.

In addition to this kind of extreme sodomy I’ve been keeping him stuffed overnight, during his other torments and throughout my absences when he’s not locked on the double-fucker. Coming home after work and seeing him hanging half-strangled by a noose, impaled more than halfway on my bowling-pin-on-a-stick with his cock still being mechanically sucked and jerked and shocked after so many hours is supremely satisfying to me. After that he’s so stretched out I can really go to town on him with that behemoth erection. Then once I’m done fucking him I’ll stuff him right back up, either with a gigantic vibrator or a rubber plug I can inflate to the size of a small watermelon inside him. Oh how he weeps and groans all night with that up his ass! I’ve even started giving him enemas, first with hot water and then cold Coca-cola, just bloating him with liters of the stuff and laughing sadistically at the enormous swelling of his abdomen. What the acid and carbonation must be doing to his insides makes me tingle just to think about. Then comes the penis-play naturally, and this is what I find so trying.

Teasing my slave to delirium is incredible fun. But more and more the sight of his cock free of its sleeve, all tied up erect and throbbing with swollen veins fills me with that unaccustomed and unaccountable urge to ride it.

That I just can’t do. After so many years of being fucked by so many despicable men, especially that freak Orosco, I decided I’d never let another man inside me. And though he’s delectably helpless and innocent and willing and worshipful, Drew is still a man. He’s also a slave, and by definition unworthy of such an honor. He must remain a virgin unto death. And if the truth be told, I simply don’t trust myself. If kissing Drew’s lips and letting him nurse at my breasts stirs unwelcome amounts of affection in me, how much more affecting might having sex with him be? I might end up with a lover as much as a slave, bound by emotional attachments I’ve eschewed all my life. I simply can’t allow anyone to have that kind of power over me. Still as I continue to play with that organ I find myself increasingly hungry for penetration, and more than just his tongue can provide. Likewise I’m craving the physical interaction with another person. Lacking that all my solitary toys and joys remain unsatisfying no matter how many orgasms I give myself. Butt-fucking Drew with my favorite double-cock provides enough of both interaction and penetration to keep me addicted to it for life. But I still want something deeper, and more straightforward in-and-out friction than just the rocking of that inner extension. Finally, I have to compromise.

It’s early Friday afternoon, the day before the big occasion. I’ve got my anal-obsessed Slut-boy bound kowtowed again, this time at the bottom of the empty bathtub. While he rocks back and forth sobbing, trying fruitlessly to get used to the enormous enema I’ve just filled him with, I’m over sorting through my vast collection of toys and restraints. Unable to decide on exactly how to torment my slave, I’m waiting for inspiration to strike as I examine various blindfolds and hoods for tomorrow night. I need something that will seal him away completely except for his nostrils, and I’m vacillating between sturdy leather and smooth, skin-tight latex. But then I come across an elaborate head-harness with a double-cock-gag.

Opposite the big rubber penis that fills the slave’s mouth is another even larger one designed to jut out from his face. Of course: why didn’t I think of this before? Putting off my decision on the hoods for later I immediately seize this and return to my suffering darling.

It’s only been twenty minutes since I filled him up. Still I remove the plug, let him expel the enema and rinse him off. I insert that inflatable plug in its place and pump it up, relishing each gasp and groan as Slut-boy’s pleasure hole once again becomes an ever increasing source of agony to him. Then I release his bonds, leaving only his hands cuffed behind him. After that I help him out of the tub, giggling at his attempt to walk with a football up his ass.

“Come on, slave. We’re going back to the bed. You’ve got a real treat in store today. I’m actually going to let you fuck me – in a manner of speaking.”

Once he’s kneeling in the center of the bed I push half of that double cock-gag into his mouth and buckle him into the harness. Now that he has a big black ten-inch erection protruding from his face I meet the look of pained adoration in his eyes and briefly fondle the head of his caged penis.

“You’re going to go down on me now, darling. You’re going to fuck me with your new face-cock. Doesn’t that sound like a wonderful honor for you to enjoy?”

Drew nods eagerly. When I slip off my robe his eyes feast greedily on my body and when I lie back before him and spread my legs he whines like a starving dog straining at a chain. I tease myself open for him, spreading my lips to expose the depths of my hole. Deliberately I delay with a bit of playing, getting myself good and wet before finally unleashing his ardor.

“Now, slave, fall on your face before me. Worm your way up to my pussy and stick that big cock in me. Fuck me like you’ll never get enough of it!”

Clumsily Drew complies. With his hands cuffed behind him he flops onto his belly, releasing a muffled bleat of agony at the blow to his balloon-stuffed abdomen. Frantically he worms forward. Still holding myself open I guide that big cock into me, crying out myself at the heavenly penetration. Then clutching Drew’s head by the harness I begin pounding him in and out, not trusting his unaccustomed muscles to do the job properly.

For the entire time I’d normally be torturing him I let my slave fuck me with his face. When after a while neither the reach of that cock nor the intimacy of our interaction suffices any longer I straddle his head, sit on his face and ride it like mad, finally sating my strange craving.

At last it’s time to head into Pepper & Sugar, where the anticipation of mixed-sex entertainment and my triumphant return to action has been building all week. Only one more day until I come out of retirement and share the spectacle of my devoted and delectable slave with all of my lucky patrons! To make up somewhat for his lack of torment today I lock Drew onto the double-fucker and max out its programming. I can’t help but kiss his cheek again in gratitude for all the afternoon orgasms I just enjoyed, and the mixed joy and suffering in his eyes – not to mention his convulsive shuddering as those copper cocks and electrodes have their pitiless way with him – send me off to work with a wonderful spring in my step.




Chapter Seven

Drew

After yet another fantastic, demanding, and desperately frustrating afternoon Mistress Dara climbs off the cock jutting up from my face. Only this time we aren’t sharing a luxurious bed. Once again I’m stretched by shackles to the brink of dislocation, this time on the simple horizontal rack. My abdomen rises in a swollen dome from the outrageous inflation of my rectum, lifting my tied-up penis high. Achingly erect, this still throbs hotly from its long hours of teasing – not to mention the excitement of my beloved owner ecstatically riding my face for so long. Expecting her to now hogtie and suspend me in my cell, or impale me hung by the neck on that bowling pin and/or hook me up to one of her electro-mechanical contraptions as she usually does before leaving, Mistress Dara surprises me by simply walking away and leaving me all stretched and stuffed and bound up erect.

A bit disconcerted I wait patiently despite my suffering. First she takes a shower, which at least allows me the heavenly distraction of watching her sluice the sweat of our encounter from her Rubenesque figure. After drying off she disappears upstairs. She leaves the lights on however, indicating an intent to return, and so I moan and whimper and persevere. When Mistress finally emerges from the elevator again she’s all dolled-up for work – indeed she looks even sexier than usual in a very skimpy, black-and-yellow tiger-striped dress and matching thigh-high boots. Clearly excited about something she strides over to me and releases my shackles. While I groan in relief she turns a valve and deflates that gigantic balloon up my ass: another enormous relief. Leaving this lodged inside me, and the little tube and pump hanging out, she unties my penis. Taking a testicle in each hand she squeezes these until the agony causes my erection to disappear. Quickly she tucks me into the chastity sleeve and locks it up. Then she removes the big double cock-gag harnessed about my head and pulls me unsteadily to my feet.

“Go and pee and take a drink of water, slave. Then come and join me down at the other elevator where you first arrived here. I have an adventure planned for you for tonight.”

Feeling strange as always moving about utterly free of bondage I hurriedly do as directed. When I approach my owner at the far end of my world I see that she’s standing next to the dolly and wooden box in which I arrived. A moment of panic strikes me at this. Reading this easily Mistress Dara smiles reassuringly.

“Don’t worry, darling. I’m not returning you to Mistress Nera. How could you imagine such a thing? You are mine until the end of time. I just intend to use you somewhere else tonight. You’re going out into the wider, wicked world for a while – though you will hardly know the difference. Come now: let’s get you back into bondage. Kneel in this packing crate for me.”

Once I have done so Mistress uses white silk rope to bind my arms and torso in much the same manner as when I arrived: shoulders bowed, elbows and wrists pressed together with the latter tied to my testicles. She similarly secures my legs, looping rope redundantly around them at the upper thighs, the ankles and just above and below the knees. Finally, she brushes out my hair and ties it back in a ponytail.

“My goodness, but you are a handsome slave!” she coos, sending a flush of warmth through me. “It’s a pity the audience will be unable to see this beyond your lovely hair, clear white skin and wonderfully fit body. Lift your chin up now, darling.”

When I comply Mistress buckles a fitted collar of heavy black leather about my neck. This covers me from clavicles to jaw-line, preventing me from lowering my chin or even turning my head to the side. She fits a large ball into my mouth that tips my head back even further, worsening the discomfort of that collar, and secures it in place with a single thin strap. Then she picks up two little cylinders of tough yellow foam.

“Soon you will no longer be able to hear any instructions, slave. So mind me well now: I want you to be on your very best behavior tonight. I know that’s silly to even say, for in the nearly two months you’ve been here you’ve never displeased me. Still I want you to be the perfect little masochist for me tonight, okay?”

Speaking or even nodding is impossible. I answer instead with a customary fluttering of my eyelashes and the fresh intensity of worship I focus into my gaze. Mistress smiles warmly back at me, again suffusing me with a pleasure so keen it forces out my curiosity and swells my excitement at this unexplained adventure we’re embarking on. Apparently I’m going to be displayed before other people, an ‘audience’ of some kind, and even disciplined in front of them. But anything further than that I will perforce remain ignorant of, as Mistress Dara plugs my ears with those little cylinders and then fits me with a heavy leather hood to match my collar.

This is quite tight-fitting, with thick ear coverings that further shut out sound and only two little holes in the nose for breathing through. Obeying Mistress’ pressure on the top of my head and assisted by her strong hands I shift backward and down until I’m lying on my belly in that close-fitting crate with my lower legs bent up behind me. Mistress folds these back the rest of the way and I feel her binding my ankles to my elbows, hogtying me. A moment later the lid of the box is closed and locked and I might as well be in a tiny coffin, ready to be buried alive in a landfill or cast into the ocean far from shore.

Mistress Dara would no more do those things than she would return me in disgrace to Mistress Nera. She has made very clear how much she values me, a knowledge that keeps me supremely happy and fulfilled throughout the worst trials of my enslavement. Still this claustrophobic helplessness spices my excitement with terror as the dolly I’m resting on begins to roll across the tiled floor.

What follows is a repeat in reverse of my journey to this wonderful underground heaven. I’m taken up in the elevator, rolled over various surfaces, loaded into a vehicle and soon feel the momentum shifts of a ride toward some unknown destination. I can only hope it will be as thrilling and fulfilling as what greeted me at the end of my previous transport.

Soon I will know. The vehicle stops and after a wait I feel my box moving and thumping as it’s unloaded. More movement and jostling follows and then another, much longer wait plagues me. Cramped and confined and feeling more than a bit stifled I vacillate between claustrophobia, agoraphobia and excited anticipation. Finally, I’m moved again, though this time I can tell my box has been picked up and is being carried rather than wheeled along. There seems something almost ceremonial in the slow, stately way we progress. The box is set down again, and somehow I sense that the adventure is imminent. Blind and deaf inside my box and hood, I feel a heart-pounding build-up of suspense. At last I sense the clatter of the lock. Fresher air heralds the opening of the box. Wherever I am, it’s time for the excitement to get underway.


Dara

Charged with adrenaline, dressed in white leather gleaming in a blaze of spotlights, I’m up on stage again after all these years. Basking in the appreciative murmuring and admiring shouts of the crowd, I’m wonderfully in my element. Everything is carefully choreographed, though I’ve allowed for necessary bits of spontaneity. As I throw back the lid of the box a thin, almost invisible black cable descends above it. I hook this to Drew’s rope-harness at the elbows. Then as I begin strutting and slinking around my elaborately bound slave he is lifted slowly out of his crate and raised to about five feet off the stage.

Gasps and catcalls greet his appearance. The anonymous black hood and posture collar, the shiny steel of his chastity cage, the tube and pump-bulb trailing from his ass, his long blonde hair and the rare clear whiteness of his skin, the even brighter white of the ropes binding him: all these combine to make him a breathtaking spectacle of helpless vulnerability. A smattering of tourists aside, the mostly black and brown crowd surrounding him waits with bated breath to see the Caucasian slave subjugated.

In trading his cramped crate for midair he’s suffering already. It doesn’t take a bondage aficionado to see how his hogtying and suspension torment him. The bowing of his back and shoulders, the lifting of his bound-together elbows and the cruel compaction and stretching of his balls are obvious to all. Hanging mostly upright and writhing in obvious distress my forever impotent property spins in a slow circle from that cable, allowing the audience to get a good look at him from every angle. As he strains and struggles and silently writhes in his helpless rotation I stroke him here and there, calling attention to each part of his small and slim but beautifully fit body. Then as pulsating music suddenly booms out I move smoothly into my dance routine through a cacophony of raucous cheers and mixed celebratory or derive whistles.

Swooping in close to Drew I periodically add further tormenting touches to his predicament. Without breaking the graceful fluidity of my movements I clip shiny little chains dangling heavy weights (spiked balls of identically gleaming steel) first to one nipple, then the other, then two more to his protruding penis-head. Rolling my hips and waggling my tits I pump that little bulb until the gross bloating of his abdomen is obvious to all. Still gyrating around my slowly rotating slave, dramatically cracking my eight-foot white leather bullwhip and otherwise incorporating it into my movements I do a gradual striptease until I’m down to just my boots and a barely-there body harness of thin white leather strips and shiny steel connecting rings. The crowd is going crazy already. And when I begin whipping Slut-boy at last (this is indeed the stage name by which he’s been promoted all week) they practically raise the roof.

Circling my spinning slave from about six feet away I lash him all over but particularly in front, leaving easily visible welts all over his arms and legs, chest and belly. Though he remains eerily silent throughout this discipline Slut-boy’s writhing becomes distinctly and honestly erotic: the perfect reaction I was counting on. With one quick tug I release the binding between his ankles and elbows. Now his tied legs hang straight down, exposing his ass and thighs and radically increasing the pull on his shoulders and balls. A communal gasp greets this, and flashing a wicked smile at the crowd I proceed to pump his butt even fuller and then carve up his backside even worse than his front. After the allotted hour I loop that whip around my neck and move in close to him. On cue he’s lowered until his face is at the level of my breasts. When I nestle Drew’s hooded head between these he begins nuzzling them with frantic need and devotion while I tease and fondle the swollen plum of his penis-head.

To the wild cheering and roaring approval of the crowd I at last unclip the weights, deflate his butt-plug and hogtie him up again. Slowly he’s lowered back into the crate, which is closed and locked back up. The show is over. While I take my bows four of the girls dressed scantily as dungeon guards carry the crate to the side of the stage where it will sit in full view until the repeat closing performance at three a.m.

Shera is waiting for me backstage, as are the other girls who have crowded out of the dressing room to watch. If the persistent buzzing of the excited crowd weren’t enough evidence of the performance’ success I can see further testimony in the awe and delight on every face.

“That was incredible!” gushes Shera. “How often can we schedule that?”

“How are we supposed to follow that?” laughs Mia to Desiree, who has her own disbelieving query for me.

“Wherever did you find that guy? He’s perfect!”

Naturally I choose to ignore this last in favor of answering my manager.

“What do you think: every weekend?”

“Every night!” enthuses Candy. “You’re amazing, boss. Just please, don’t lock me in a crate, or hang me up and whip me like that. I couldn’t take it no matter how much you paid me. Yet Slut-boy seemed to love it. I’m in fucking shock!”

“Every night might be too much,” I smile. “We don’t want to spoil the thrill with too much repetition. Why not three times a week: Tuesday, Friday and Saturdays?”

“Can he take that much damage?” frowns Shera. “You really whipped the shit out of him boss, wherever you found him.”

“He can take it,” I announce confidently. “We’ll just have to vary the implements a bit. Don’t worry, Candy’s right: Slut-boy loves it. He’s actually a volunteer; this is what turns him on. He only insists his identity remain a secret. Excuse me, ladies, I need to freshen up.”

My employees are still buzzing like the patrons as I move into the dressing room. As for me, I’m excited and delighted and hugely satisfied at how my return to the stage went. I can hardly wait for my next performance – not to mention the moment when I finally get my slave back home and into bed. He has earned his nightly fucking and then some!


Drew

As adventures go, this one hasn’t been particularly challenging. Nor is it overly exciting or rewarding – at least until it’s over.

I have only an academic understanding of the concept. Maybe I’ve misconstrued it. But compared to spending nearly four straight days on the electroshocking double-fucker, being locked in a box for a few hours is nothing. Next to the interminable stretches I’ve spent stuffed, weighted, hogtied and suspended the two occasions I do so tonight are laughably brief. As for whippings, these are what I grew up on: a necessary substitute for sex. Tonight’s are barely a tease for me. And of course being unable to see or hear a thing is my natural state whenever my goddess leaves me to suffer in her soundproofed paradise without her. The only novelty involved (the bumps and momentum shifts of car travel hardly qualify) is the odors I’m exposed to. When removed from my box I’m inundated with unaccustomed ones. Smoke, sweat, and perfume I’m familiar with, though not in such quantities. But others are musky, sharp, or piquant beyond my experience.

Naturally I savor these as much as my whipping. Beyond this, however, and those too-brief moments I’m allowed to nuzzle my unfortunately insensate face between my owner’s breasts, this occasion offers nothing particularly special – at least for me. Mistress Dara on the other hand has clearly had a fabulous time. Almost as soon as we return to our private world, and my stout wooden box is opened once again, I can tell she’s unaccountably exhilarated – and even better, delighted with me.

The eagerness with which she unties my legs is palpable. The hands that help me to my feet are solicitous despite their urgency. Leaving my torso, arms and balls bound and my plug in place Mistress Dara is similarly quick and yet considerate in removing that stifling hood, the collar, earplugs and ball-gag. And as my eyes adjust I see that she is beaming at me with a favored affection I have sorely missed. Even better she wipes my slicked chin and lips with a bare hand before granting me a wonderfully emphatic kiss on the mouth – only my second or third ever. Even as I’m nearly swooning with love and blessedness at this she enfolds me in a hug and stands swaying back and forth. Beyond the wonder of this warm embrace she wipes her wet hand on my shoulder and goes to stroking me and murmuring her excited approval.

“Tonight couldn’t have gone better, darling! Oh, I knew you were perfect for this! No other man in the world could ever measure up to my hopelessly devoted, infinitely masochistic property! Let’s get you into bed. I’m going to give you fucking like you’ve never had, one that will fulfill us both beyond anything yet!”

Gorgeous Mistress Dara hurries me across that huge room and helps me up onto that heaven of sumptuous furs. There she unties me completely, a very rare treat, and removes the plug from my butt. Settling me on my back with a pillow under my ass and several propping up my head and shoulders she strips completely naked, mounts and lubes up her favorite cock. She moves atop me in the missionary position, those fabulous unfettered breasts dangling gloriously just above me. I spread and raise my legs wider and higher for her and she snuggles her groin into mine, our eagerness accentuating that of each other. Still exuding a wondrous fondness for me so terribly rare recently she finds my opening effortlessly and plunges into me. As our crotches slap together and she so wonderfully fills me up we cry out with shared ecstasy and the best sex of my life yet gets underway.

Hulking above me propped on her meaty arms Mistress pins me deliciously to the mattress, her big body thrillingly dwarfing mine and her pendulous breasts swinging with the vigor of her rhythm. As their huge nipples brush my chest in a way that has my caged cock screaming with need it gradually occurs to me that this is more than just fucking. Though I have no more acquaintance with the concept than I do that of ‘adventure’ it seems clear that this is what they mean when they speak of ‘making love’.

Such a thought is heretical in the extreme. I am a slave, and no more worthy of love than I am of self-determination. Yet here we are, totally naked in bed together. Chastity device aside I’m not restrained in any way. And the only element of dominance involved is that of our positioning, Mistress’ superior size and strength and the inherent mechanics of the act. Rather than sneering imperiously down and degrading me the way she usually does Mistress is smiling affectionately at me, her eyes beaming benevolence into mine. And as if all this wasn’t enough to convince me her next words make it clear this is an extremely special occasion.

“Grab my ass, darling. Put your hands on my butt and help me fuck. Pull me into you, assist my every stroke. Lock your legs around my back and get all four limbs into it. Don’t just lie there helpless, pump back against me. I left you untied for a reason. Make the most of it!”

This invitation seems too fantastic to be real. Surely I will be struck dead or damned forever if I have the audacity to accept it. So must the snake have spoken in the Garden of Eden! As desperately as I want to touch that forbidden fruit the only way I can bring myself to do so is to regard Mistress’ encouragement as orders. Her every word is law after all. Timidly I raise my bare hands to touch her holy body for the first time ever – even when bathing her I use a sponge mitt. At first I can only slide my fingers and palms reverently over so much silky, springy skin. Caressing the enormous rounds of those relentlessly flexing buttocks I marvel at their lack of flab despite how huge they are. Feeling them working so tirelessly as Mistress Dara thrusts her cock into me soon motivates me to slip my wandering hands lower though. At last I cup and grip and begin to pull her rhythmically into me as directed.

Oh, my arms are just filled with her warm solidity! Further encouraged by my owner’s smiling lack of censure I wrap my legs about her too. I’m actually embracing Mistress’ body, an honor so inconceivable I could never have dreamed of it! And yet I’ve also been ordered to enjoy an even greater one: to actively join in our fucking rather than just submit to it. Though I’m already using my arms to assist her and straining my hungry butt up I begin rocking a little with our movement. Delighted with the excitement of active participation I increase this, being careful not to move in opposition or disrupt her rhythm in the slightest. Before long I’m clasping my taker tightly with all four limbs and thrusting up to meet her every stabbing entry.

Panting and moaning helplessly we rock in ecstatic copulation, our every movement perfectly synchronized to maximize our pleasure. Oh I’m so blessed and aroused I feel I might burst! And of all the wonderful elements of this unprecedented coupling it is Mistress Dara’s gorgeous face beaming down upon me from only a foot away that sends my heart soaring the highest and makes my cock throb the hardest. This must be the most magical experience possible! Yet it’s not. As thrillingly sublime as this protracted excess of passion is it can’t last forever. It needs to be superseded.

As Mistress’ pace accelerates her dark brown eyes grow more demanding. Driving so wonderfully into me, she at last responds to my clutching and rocking and worshipful transport by dropping her entire body atop mine. Crushed under all of her wondrous voluptuousness I cry out desperately as she clasps my body tightly to her in return. With her huge breasts squashed against my chest she presses her cheek to mine in yet another astounding expression of favor. Glued together with unprecedented intimacy I don’t care in the least that I’m barely able to breathe. The undulating of Mistress’ abdomen as she stabs breathlessly into me rubs my penis-head and balls maddeningly, adding a nearly unbearable further physical stimulation to my emotional transcendence. As she quickens her rhythm still more and tightens her embrace I’m in unsurpassed ecstasy and yet as cruelly frustrated as during her most drawn-out and insidious penis play. Her hot panting and moaning in my ear sends shivers through me even before it rises into wild cries. By the time my Goddess pneumatically stabs her way up to and through her first screaming peak I’m weeping helplessly with the intensities of emotion and sensation overwhelming me. Yet still the wonders of the night have just begun.

Still crushing me helplessly into those cradling pillows and furs, Mistress Dara follows making love to me by fastening her lips to mine in a kiss like I could never have imagined. For long minutes her mouth devours mine. Amazingly she even pries me open with her tongue, invading me to slither all over and around mine in a way that makes my heart pound almost as hard as it did at the height of our incredible reciprocal sex. When she breaks away at last and rises from me it is my familiar devilish and insatiable Mistress grinning down, though still with an unwonted tenderness.

“Roll over, boy, and put two pillows under your cock. I’m going to do you facedown now. Use your hands to spread your cheeks. Open yourself right up for me. Then grab two fistfuls of fur and hang on to your sanity. I’m going to bang you like a drum!”

And so Mistress uses me with an even wilder abandon than usual for over two more hours. So exhaustively does she fuck me that in the end she’s so sated she doesn’t even buckle on the double cock-gag to ride my face as she almost always does these days. And still her amazing favor persists. When hogtying me up she merely locks my wrists and ankles together with two linked sets of handcuffs, sparing me the torturous bowing of my shoulders and only moderately arching my back. She doesn’t restrain my face away from her chest or even gag me. On the contrary when we cuddle up together she pulls my mouth directly to her breast.

“Nurse now, darling. Suckle me off to sleep. You’re going to have to pay for this later, so enjoy it while you can. I certainly will.”

Astoundingly blessed yet again I snuggle in my Mistress’s arms and service that enormous nipple feverishly until she drops off to sleep. Still I lick and nibble and suck on it more gently for nearly another hour, careful not to disturb her. When I too drop off at last it is with my face finally nestled once again between those impossibly generous breasts.

As adventures go I guess this has indeed been an unbelievably fabulous one. I can only hope there are many more such to follow.


Dara

With the club closed on Sunday I sleep in until nearly four p.m.

Dozing for the last hour or so I revel as much in the warm body in my arms as in the dream-memories of my triumphant return to the stage. Everyone was blown away by me – after years behind a desk I’ve still got it! And everyone was amazed and impressed by my slave. Circulating between performances I heard lots of people doubting he could still be in that box the entire time. They thought it was some kind of magician’s trick. No way, baby: my slave loves me so extremely he’d gladly submit to anything at all for me. Smiling in my half-sleep I pull him closer. His face is buried so deep between my tits it’s a wonder he can breathe. Dreamily I stroke him, filled with pride of possession and some other emotion I can’t bring myself to acknowledge even in my fuzzy semi-consciousness. When at last I emerge fully from my wonderful rest, however, the uneasiness that has plagued me for weeks returns.

Really, I went seriously overboard last night – or this morning if you want to be precise. I fucked Drew like a lover, I let him nurse again and I even made out with him for Christ’s sweet sake! I French-fucking-kissed him! A strange shame joins my self-recrimination. And yet a helpless fondness for him as he lies buried between my tits persists. Choked by a rising turmoil I barely suppress a sob of confusion. Then I fiercely clamp this down, channeling my upset into anger. Goddamn him! Once again it’s time to make my slave pay for the unacceptable weakness he engenders me. And of course, I’ve already established a precedent in how to do that.

Naturally I’m still sporting a big hard cock. And Slut-boy isn’t even gagged! Remembering the incredible bliss of drifting off while he suckled me suddenly makes me absolutely furious. Grabbing my slave by the hair I yank his face out of my cleavage and slide up on the bed. Even as he’s blinking uncomprehendingly I use his blonde locks and all the power of my arms and hips to ram my erection into him.

“Choke on my cock, bitch!” I scream. “I’m going to pump you so full of come you will fucking drown in it!”

Transported by unreasoning rage I forget for a second that Slut-boy’s supposed to remain ignorant of orgasm. All I can think of is punishing him sexually in the most degrading way possible. Snarling bestially I pound his mouth more brutally than ever, determined to use that prick to utterly eradicate the memory of my nipple and tongue being in there. Yet no matter how savagely I hammer my big organ down his esophagus the filthy slut takes the entire thing easily. Gone are the days when I could make him cry and gag and suffocate this way. He even keens with excitement and looks like he’s in submissive heaven at being so violently taken.

This infuriates me even more, and yanking his hair harder and bashing his lips bloody I hate-fuck the little come-bucket to an orgasm that is reasonably satisfying – but nowhere near as enjoyable as those I gloried in this morning. Further enraged by this recognition I spend a good twenty minutes crushing and punching his nuts over and over again, until I finally have Slut-boy bawling and retching properly. After that I cram that plug back into his ass and pump it up as full as it goes. Grabbing him by the hair again I drag him still hogtied off the bed. He falls to the floor with a bone-rattling crash and I haul him off to the tub. As he lies there weeping I release the carabiner that links his cuffed hands and feet and bark orders at him.

“Scoot your hands under your butt and around in front. Then prepare my bath, bitch!”

Slut-boy does his daily chores stuffed and cuffed hand and foot, his eyes humbly downcast and his manner pitifully appeasing. He shows not the slightest chagrin when he gets only my cigarette butt to eat and he extends his tongue eagerly for me to grind this out upon. None of this contrition eases his lot however. Whether he understands this or not, it’s not really him that I’m mad at. Despite the fact that he must bear the brunt of it, my anger is with myself.

I had thought I had my emotions under control. Apparently I was wrong. So when I set out to spend the day torturing my slave worse than ever before I’m motivated not by my usual sadistic delight at seeing one of the contemptible sex suffer but by a need to prove to myself that I’m not going soft – or anything worse. Thus it is that I keep punishing him straight through until bedtime again, not even bothering to break for dinner. And when I give him his nightly fucking it is with that gigantic foot-long strap-on. Not only that but I have my slut-slave bound in as painfully degrading and tightly contorted a fashion as I can contrive. After reaming him so extravagantly I can’t forgo sleeping with him. But first I hogtie him up as cruelly as ever, with his face stretched far away from my breasts, his ass stuffed with an enormous vibrator and his cock-shocker programmed to keep him awake and suffering the entire time.

On Monday I repeat this routine, never going upstairs at all until it’s time to go back to work and Slut-boy is locked securely to the double-fucker, not having eaten or slept in days. He looks hollow-eyed, exhausted, and abysmally miserable. Heading into Pepper & Sugar I feel like I’ve finally balanced the scales, and regained my equilibrium.

The situation at the club cheers me further. The place is still buzzing from Saturday night, employees and patrons alike eagerly sharing excited reminisces and their damn-near unbearable anticipation of the next show. Attendance is impressive for a Monday. I can only hope the novelty doesn’t wear off. I’ll have to keep devising new routines and tortures for Slut-boy to keep everything fresh. This won’t be a problem: my invention is as boundless as Drew’s devotion. Tuesday night I hang him from a trapeze and cane his feet. And to prove his endurance to Saturday’s doubters I don’t return him to his box between performances. Instead I raise him nearly to the ceiling and leave him there: clearing the stage for other acts while using his ongoing suffering as an added attraction.

Once again my delight in performing is exceeded only by my pride as everyone can’t stop marveling over my amazing slave. Back home this time I keep a tight rein on my affections however. Beyond caring for Drew’s wounds and fucking him with extravagant enthusiasm I manage to behave pretty much as I usually do. Banished is the memory of how treacherously wonderful fucking him like a lover was (not to mention letting him nurse me to sleep), and the rest of the month progresses in mostly satisfactory fashion.

Three times a week I treat myself, my slave, and my patrons and employees to the exhilarating spectacle of male submission. Soon my attendance is up even more than before The Dungeon opened next door. How that must rankle my despicable rival! Then word reaches me that he has upped the ante, making his performances even more extreme in an attempt to compete. Live sex shows, that is, onstage penetration of one person by another, is against the law. But apparently the authorities are looking the other way and letting Orosco get away with it.

No surprise there: the cops have been in his pocket all along. Once again my attendance begins to suffer. It appears I need to get more extreme myself. Well, I can do that. I can’t feature one person penetrating another the way he does – I highly doubt the authorities would show me the same leniency. But the law says nothing about machines. It’s time to show the island the kind of punishment my Slut-boy is truly capable of enduring.


Drew

Already my ‘adventures’ have become just another element in our revised routine.

For two nights running I’ll be ear-plugged and hooded, locked into my box and taken to what I now perceive to be Mistress’ nightclub. There amid exotic odors and the almost totally muffled sounds of music and crowds I’ll feel hot spotlights on my skin and enjoy various forms of bondage and discipline. Eventually we’ll return home for fucking, sleeping, bathing, chores and two days of more demanding torture. Then it’s another night out, two more days of the same and the cycle begins again.

Though Mistress Dara remains upbeat and occasionally affectionate toward me the paradise of lovemaking, kissing and nursing that followed my first adventure never recurs. Neither does the extreme suffering she subjected to me afterward, though this is immaterial. I would gladly subject myself to anything she felt was necessary to make up for such heavenly benevolence. The only part of this payment I find unendurable is her anger. She seemed to actually hate me those two terrible days, which hurt far worse than her cigarette burns, nonstop electroshock, needle-piercing, testicle torture, and all of her other abuse. Being deprived of food and sleep is nothing next to not having her smile at me. So it is that I accept the return of routine between us with gratitude and complacency despite the tormenting memories of her body in my arms, her tongue and nipple in my mouth and the incomparable transcendence of getting to join in when having sex. Yet after a while I note an anomaly in that routine.

Mistress stops subjecting me to the double-fucker. She also refrains from using that fearsomely huge penis to fuck me with when she wants the agony of sex to exceed the ecstasy. Though I’m not particularly damaged down there (the soreness never goes away especially now that she keeps me vibrator-stuffed or excruciatingly inflated almost around the clock), Mistress Dara seems loathe to risk it. It’s not until I’m once again bathed in hot spotlights and that exotic stew of odors that I understand the reason for this recent ass-rationing.

It seems from now on I will get plenty enough pounding from those hot copper cocks during my involuntary performances.


Dara

Determined to stay on top of the competition I’ve acquired another double-fucker. Identical to the device in my subterranean paradise, I have this one shipped to the club.

To the left of the main stage, between this and the bar and in front of the hallway leading back to the dressing room and offices is a smaller, secondary stage. This is circular, about ten feet in diameter, and is capable of a slow rotation. In addition to the cages that hang from the ceiling this is meant to provide entertainment for the patrons between shows.

Usually a lone dancer performs there, or I set up a Colonial-era pillory. Bent over with her neck and wrists locked in stocks and her ankles shackled out wide one of my girls will have to endure a shift there. Spread-legged and whimpering she’ll turn slowly around, her breasts dangling down and her ass and pussy thrust invitingly out. Now to everyone’s relief I have the new double-fucker set up there instead. Mounted on the wall above and behind it, visible to all, is a kind of scoreboard that will display the machine’s settings as well as other information.

I wait until nine o’clock before I have Slut-boy’s box brought out. As usual this is greeted with wild cheering, which turns to expectant murmuring as it’s carried up onto that circular stage. The scoreboard is dark and the double-fucker hidden by a black silk covering, so no one knows quite what to expect. When I step out of the shadows, up onto the stage and suddenly into the spotlight I’m wearing black boots, matching leather gauntlets and an executioner’s half-hood. The collar about my neck and the cup-less brassiere harnessing up my bare breasts are both of black leather too and set all about with glittering steel spikes. Other than that I wear only that gigantic strap-on cinched about my crotch. Its massive length and girth, while still terrifying to anyone with an orifice, actually looks proportionate to my hourglass hips, thick thighs and butt.

A communal gasp greets the sight of this, followed by shrieks and laughter and a babble of excited banter. When I dramatically whip away that concealing drape pandemonium ensues.

The appearance of gleaming restraints, wires and clamps, armatures and mechanisms and especially those giant copper cocks facing in toward each other nearly causes a riot. The bar and dance floor and even many of the tables are rapidly abandoned as people either crowd in for a closer look or move from the periphery to see what the hubbub is. With only a circle of rope separating it from the raised stage, the electricity gripping the crowd has my nipples stiffening and tingling as I flash a brilliant smile and bend over to unlock and open Slut-boy’s box.

Tonight he is bound only by chromed-steel cuffs and chains. As I pull him upright by the ponytail protruding from the crown of his hood and unlock these they fall to the floor with a ringing clatter. Now unrestrained but for his hood and chastity sleeve Slut-boy submits meekly as I bend him over and pull him by the hair to the double-fucker. When I secure his head in the cradle he doesn’t need to see or hear to know what’s expected of him next. Blindly he raises his arms willingly up high behind him. After I stretch these further up and back and lock his elbows together and his wrists into the manacles provided he similarly spreads his legs. Without any prompting he stretches out until he’s practically doing a split and his feet find the conductive plates. Once I have secured these with the waiting shackles he gives an eloquent shudder of resigned dread mixed with hopeless arousal.

The crowd may not know exactly what’s coming up but Slut-boy certainly does! As I rise back upright I give his intricately welted ass a resounding slap and address the audience. My amplified voice booms out over the babble.

“Citizens of the Queendom of Pepper and Sugar! We have here a contemptible male peon found guilty of being an offense to femininity!

“As an avowed and eager slut who has confessed his love of being fucked in the butt, I hereby condemn him to an entire night on the electrocuting double-fucker! Before the scorn of the populace he will have both his greedy holes pounded nonstop by these electrified cocks. In addition let him suffer constant shocks to the soles of his feet, his endlessly twisted nipples and squashed balls, the tip of his forever impotent penis and both the interior and exterior of that offending appendage as well! I call on you all to witness the punishment due any male who dares to enjoy the daily bludgeoning of Goddess Dara’s gargantuan organ!” I pause here to stroke that enormous erection significantly as awed excitement continues to roil the boisterous crowd.

“Ladies, I urge you to adopt this most appropriate sanction for the men in your own life. Males, consider the justice of this and observe the eagerness with which Slut-boy suffers the penalty of his perversion. With proper training you too could learn to love being buggered by such a monstrous cock, and even suffering the electrocuting double-fucker in response. Watch now as I apply the necessary contacts and prepare those penises for penetration!”

To more cheering and excited buzzing I swing out the tit-twisting mechanism with its toothy clamps and trailing wires. Being careful not to obstruct the view I clamp and stretch out the least of Slut-boy’s most sensitive and erogenous spots, explaining every step of the procedure for the edification and excitement of the audience. They are suitably amazed already. Next I fit the testicle fetter over his collared balls and tighten down the plates until they are crushed quite oblate. I alligator-clip both the head of his penis and the metal of the sleeve sheathing it – I’ve decided not to use the built-in battery. As I grease up the urethral probe (this one curved and a bit shorter than the one at home since his chastity sleeve prevents any erection) I continue to call attention to every nuance of Slut-boy’s preparation.

“This organic lube I’m using – which will also coat the punishment pricks and be pumped into Slut-boy’s pleasure portals at regular intervals – is mentholated and impregnated with habanera pepper extract. Thus we simulate the infernal burning of the demonic cocks that such an unabashed slut will eventually suffer forever in the afterlife. Yet despite his certain damnation to Satan’s domain, you may note that the head of Slut-boy’s eternally virginal penis is even now grossly swollen with arousal. Were it ever to be freed of its sleeve I assure you this unworthy organ would immediately leap into more intense rigidity than even that which is currently straining at the seams of the jeans of every other male in attendance.

“Ladies, I advise you now to run your hands over the groins of the males you have with you. I believe you’ll find an intense craving for them to be similarly rendered into shamelessly fawning slaves and identically condemned butt-sluts. That being the case, you may consult any of the cocktail napkins in use tonight. Printed there you will find the internet address of the company that produces the device you see before you.”

Grinning at the rustling, giggling, and protests that ensue I slide that probe up Slut-boy’s pee-hole to disbelieving gasps and the sympathetic groaning of the men even now trying to slap their dates’ hands away from the evidence of their own excitement. Lubing and moving into place those piston-mounted, five centimeter-wide copper cocks I insert one into Slut-boy’s anus and the other through the hole over his willingly opened mouth. With everything ready then I slap his ass once more and turn to the control panel.

As I begin tapping in commands the scoreboard above lights up, with individual readouts displaying the level of baseline current programmed for each cock and contact. Further indicators will record the intensity and duration of each random spike in amperage. When I flick the master switch and those two metal pricks begin their rapid plunging in and out, other numbers flash up on the board: a digital clock keeping a running count of the seconds, minutes and hours of the condemned’s punishment along with the speed at which each cock is currently thrusting. And of course, every time those big metallic pricks pump their hot slippery load into Slut-boy’s face and ass this will be announced by a further flashing of lights and an amplified orgasmic groan.

The shrieks and cheers, laughter and amazed excitement all around seem to literally explode as Slut-boy begins shuddering and juddering under the impetus of those pounding cocks and simultaneous shocks. Even the rapid twisting of his nipples prompts screams of disbelief. Cell phones are held up everywhere as the clamoring throng records pictures and video to convince skeptical friends of the wonders to be witnessed at my incredible club. For a while I add the jiggling of my breasts and the bobbing of my monster cock to the spectacle by lashing Slut-boy’s ass with a riding crop as the stage begins to slowly rotate. As the audience gawks at the condemned’s extreme but still obviously welcome punishment from every angle, applause swells all around and a chanting of “Goddess Da-ra! Goddess Da-ra!” pays tribute to my sovereignty and the unmatched entertainment I provide. At last I take an acknowledging bow, leap lightly to the ground and duck under the protective rope at the rear to receive the even more enthusiastic acclaim of my employees. Once again Shera is at the forefront.

“Awesome, boss!” she raves. “How incredible can you get? Once word of this gets out we’ll have more business than we can possibly handle! We’ll have people from all over the Caribbean and even the world dying to get into this place! Let’s see The Dungeon top this!”

“No chance!” I smile back. Basking in the gushing of my girls I let them vent their amazement and excitement for awhile before bringing them to order.

“Okay, ladies, I’m afraid the big stage is going to be a sideshow for a while. But that doesn’t let you off the hook. We’ll give the crowd another half hour to get used to the new attraction and then we’ll resume our regular acts as scheduled right alongside it. So Mia and Desiree, you’d better start getting into costume.

“Speaking of schedules, Shera, I think it would be best to keep Slut-boy’s nights on the double-fucker unpredictable. We can do it three, even four nights a week, but if we never announce when that will be we’ll keep people crowding in here every evening in hopes of getting lucky and seeing it for themselves. So: is there anything else?”

“Just this, boss,” Shera is still beaming with delight. “Were you going to change before circulating? I think you should stay just as you are for the rest of the night. You look absolutely devastating like that, especially with that hood and giant cock on. Keep carrying that crop too as you move around the room. Don’t spoil the illusion; let them see their Goddess in all her fearsome glory as the hours go by and that guilty little shit just keeps on taking it!”

“Good idea,” I allow. “Now then, let’s get back to work and keep raking in the money. I want to see if we can drive that bastard out of business even quicker than before!’

“You got it, Goddess Dara!”

Supremely satisfied, I go to get a drink before returning to work the crowd.

***

So every two or three nights, or sometimes for two or three nights running, I take Drew to work with me. I wait for the fever of anticipation in my packed-to-capacity club to reach just the right pitch. Then to tumultuous roars I have my boxed slave brought out to the stage. Always hooded and ear-plugged he is locked onto and hooked up to the double-fucker, where he will suffer and spin to the wonder and horror of all until closing time. Generally I allow him to polish my boots with his tongue first, or perform some other act of limitless obeisance that leaves no doubt he is submitting to this freely. Then I take him home and wildly ride his face before bed, saving my own enjoyment of his ass for his off days.

True to Shera’s prediction this new attraction is a smash sensation. The island has never seen anything like it. Newspaper reviews, talk on the street and industry chatter continue to rave about it, and we nightly turn away more people than we can let inside. In contrast attendance at The Dungeon falls further and further off no matter what misogynist extremes Orosco goes to in his attempts to compete. This is especially surprising given the overly macho culture in this part of the world and I feel smugly triumphant like never before. I am acclaimed and feted wherever I go, and have more and more difficulty keeping my affection for Drew in check. Once again he has proved his illimitable worth to me, and continues to do so almost nightly. Still I manage not to let this go too much to my head or heart, and keep our relationship on an even keel. Only one thing troubles this time of undisputed supremacy.

Determined not to take any chances, I schedule a series of interviews with the various business and legal authorities. There I’m assured of the legality of my performances and given permission for them to continue. Indeed the officials in charge of commerce on the island are openly enthusiastic. The spike in tourism attributed to my coup is generating revenue for everyone, no doubt even Orosco despite the floundering of his new club. In addition to their lodging and other shopping, tourists buy plenty of drugs and hookers after all. Perhaps this is why the bastard doesn’t cause any trouble for me with the authorities, which given his influence would be a simple matter to arrange. Nevertheless I remain nervous at how easy those interviews go. This is an asshole that doesn’t like to lose after all. And now this is three times I’ve beaten him: first by escaping his employ when I was still a top draw, then by running his first club out of business, and now by beginning to do so again with a stroke of genius he can’t match. As when I first introduced Slut-boy to the island I can’t help worrying that the despicable criminal still has something dreadful up his sleeve for me.




Chapter Eight

Drew

I know it is Sunday (kind of) because neither Mistress nor I have needed to leave our private heaven since my latest adventure in double-fucking. And I know that the 3:35 on the clock means it’s the middle of the night rather than the afternoon because since we last slept I’ve bathed my owner and myself, prepared two elaborate meals for us, endured an interminable genital torture and teasing, sucked on the head of my badly wounded erection while Mistress rolled me into an ever tighter crunch, serviced her in a variety of delightful ways and finally enjoyed hours of simply fantastic sex before we settled in again to rest.

Mistress Dara has been wonderful toward me lately. She still hasn’t kissed me or allowed me at her breasts again, but neither has she had a single cross word for me since my public double-fucking began. Today she let me tongue-bathe her feet and suck on her toes, orally service her pussy and ass, and in addition to sucking my own cock I got to give her a long, leisurely blowjob as well. So much work has made my cheeks, chafed lips and burned tongue very sore, but this is a positive delight for me. The pain is a constant reminder of the favor Mistress has shown me all day. And when she fucked me all tied up tonight she did it with a happy gleaming in her eyes and an insatiable appetite that let me know just how much she treasures having me as her property. Riding my face afterward she stroked my hair fondly as much as she thoughtlessly yanked on it. When she finished at last and settled in to sleep (less than an hour ago now), she also gently fondled my abused penis-head and balls rather than further pinching, punching, twisting or crushing them. Now I lie cradled safely in her arms, glorying in the warmth of that heavenly body while the center of my universe slumbers.

It isn’t my hogtying that keeps me awake. True, I still have that double cock-gag harnessed about my head, which is stretched painfully back by the rope she’s tied to my balls. But I am used to that by now, lamentable as it is to be denied my coveted covert between her breasts. Mistress didn’t bother tying my elbows together either, which is truly a blessing. As she’s often taken to doing lately, perhaps through simple exhaustion after so much sex, she just handcuffed my wrists and ankles and linked their chains together with a carabiner. The cock-shocker hasn’t been left on either. And while terribly painful the fully inflated balloon up my butt is such a constant part of my life these days that it wouldn’t prevent me from resting either. This time it’s the simple joy of the wonderful day just past, as well as musing on these last few weeks of public double-fucking and Mistress Dara’s behavior during them that keeps me awake.

Despite her recent indulgence there’s something a bit troubling about my owner’s attitude toward me. I still sense some kind of unresolved conflict in her.

It never escaped my notice that her worst tortures and most vitriolic anger always followed her greatest expressions of benevolence. While she clearly seemed to enjoy and even cherish those admittedly inappropriate interludes between us more than any other kind of interaction they always made her inexplicably furious with me.

I didn’t understand this at the time and I still don’t. And now throughout these weeks of subjecting me to the double-fucker in front of crowds that I can sense are bigger, closer and more vociferous than ever I’m picking up continued if more subtle signals of upset in her. Even in all her obvious pride, smugness, happiness and approval of me I can tell she’s deliberately holding herself back. In spite of her own urges she continues to deny us both the sublime comforts and joys available. She often seems about to kiss or stroke me but stops at the last second acting confused or upset. I know such expressions of intimacy are rightly rare and even frowned upon between omnipotent owner and submissive slave. But if they give her pleasure why should she care? Who is there to judge her after all? She is the sole arbiter of our relationship and it is her pleasure that is of paramount importance. I don’t understand why she allows her more generous impulses to trouble her so.

It’s not my place to question the unfathomable workings of the sacred feminine. The sole reason for my being is to satisfy her every whim no matter how inscrutable. Counseling myself to unthinking acceptance yet again I move on to ponder the other enduring mystery of my existence: that of ‘orgasm’.

The meaning of this term remains as obscure as that of her behavior.

Clearly it has to do with Mistress’ climactic peaks of ecstasy, those moments of banshee screaming and cathartic release when she goes from the pinnacle of sexual frenzy to a supremely satisfied relaxation. This kind of transition remains utterly beyond me. No matter how excited I get by the mad stabbing of her cock, the overwhelming physicality of our naked interaction or the relentless stimulation of my sex organs, the only result is a deranged frustration that makes me writhe and weep and want to scream with the need for relief. Driven ever more often to this insane extremity I’ve lately come to suspect that this wildly crazed frustration is not a normal human state but perhaps the special province of slaves.

Though unquestionably divine and infinitely superior to men, perhaps women aren’t really that biologically different. Surely their bodies are surpassingly more attractive and better designed, with those fabulous breasts to pleasure and no pitifully vulnerable balls to torture. But could this superiority really extend to the kind of ecstasy they are capable of? Might other men not be capable of a similar cathartic release that slaves are unfortunately deemed unworthy of? Does there exist some reciprocal and yet for me unattainable way to ease that never-ending accumulation of pressure beyond the pathetically inadequate endorphin rush that comes with being extensively paddled, caned or whipped?

For the hundredth time my thoughts turn to Mistress’ words, screamed at me in an unguarded moment of particularly virulent passion, about “Pumping me full of come”. She had her penis lodged deep in my throat at the time. Naturally this brings to mind the numberless occasions that those pounding and burning copper cocks of the electrified double-fucker have similarly pumped hot, viscous goo up my ass, into my mouth and down my gullet.

Always I have felt an instinctive spike of especially degraded exaltation at this. And lately I have noticed even through the plugging and covering of my ears that the barely discernable roaring of the crowd surrounding me becomes even more frenzied as well at each hot liquid injection. Putting together that communal excitement, my instinctive recognition and Mistress’ suggestive mentions of ‘orgasm’ and the enigmatic threat of ‘pumping me full of come’ with the strange choked-off and agonizingly rebounding convulsions that sometimes wrench through my bound-up groin at the very height of my insane frustration I seem trembling on the verge of an incredible epiphany. But just then a startling loud ringing noise sounds in the darkness, making Mistress Dara jerk suddenly awake with an unprecedented cry of anxiety.

Occasionally I have seen her produce and use a cell phone down here. And I have heard her remark upon how she keeps it shut off so that the outside world can’t disturb her in her private little paradise. But this is something entirely different and dreadfully ominous.

Next to the clock by the bed is a land-line extension that Mistress has assured me can only receive calls, and is intended for just the direst emergencies. Only one person in the world has the number, Mistress’ second-in-command at her nightclub. She would never use it without an overriding reason, particularly in the middle of the one night a week that Mistress has free. Cursing tremulously as my own heart pounds sympathetically at her upset my beloved owner detaches herself from me and scrambles over to answer it.

“Shera? What is it? What? No! Goddamn it all! Fucking son of a bitch! What happened to our security guards?”

Mistress is pounding one fist against her thigh. Oh how I wish she was punching me in the nuts instead – anything to ease her upset, I can’t bear to see her like this! After an intolerably tense minute of listening she responds with barely controlled hysteria. “All right, girl, hang on. I’ll be right there!”

Without a glance at me Mistress turns on the lights and leaps out of bed. Leaving me gagged and hogtied by high-tensile steel – and absolutely terrified for her – she rushes to the elevator. Naked as the day she was created she taps in the security code. Then the very meaning of my being disappears from the domain she rules with such absolute authority for the wicked world beyond.

***

Son of a bitch! I knew something like this must be in the works! Yet who could have dreamed the motherfucker would be crazy enough to risk his own investment this way? Pausing only to pull a dress on over my nudity, step into some shoes and lock up the house I jump into my van and careen down the hill into the city.

Before I’m halfway there I can see leaping yellow light overlaid by the strobe of emergency beacons. A block from my destination the street is closed by barricades and I have to park and jump out of the van. Not even bothering to lock it I wrench off my pumps (the first shoes I came to in my minimal dressing) and sprint barefoot down the road to the crowd barriers set up there. These are hardly necessary – very few pedestrians are about this late on a sleepy Sunday night and suspiciously few gawkers have roused themselves to investigate the commotion. Arriving at last I see Shera waiting and hurry up to her.

My beautiful club is completely engulfed in flames. And though fire trucks have arrived they are directing their hoses almost exclusively at the undamaged buildings to either side, letting my establishment burn to the ground. This purposeful neglect, along with the fact that there is only enough police presence to man the barricades, confirms my worst suspicions.

The authorities knew of this attack in advance. They were prepared to save the other businesses (particularly you-know-whose) but had no intention of preventing the destruction of mine. Add in the fact that my private security was ordered away on the flimsiest of pretexts and it’s ridiculously obvious that Orosco is behind this. Clearly he’s suffered my ascendancy long enough. Tearing my gaze from my life’s work going up in flames I confront my tearful manager.

Shera is as haphazardly dressed as me, with her hair in terrible disarray. Even now she has her fists clenched in it as if she has no other way to hold herself together. Her socketed eyes implore me with equal parts sorrow and self-recrimination.

“Oh, Dara, I’m so sorry! As soon as I heard from the security company that they had to leave I rushed right over here. But the place was already burning like crazy. I don’t know how they got in or what they used, but it was a total loss within minutes.

“Can you believe that asshole fire chief refused to even try to put it out? He said all we could hope to do was keep the whole street from going up!”

“Of course, he said that!” I snarl, trying mightily to keep myself from storming over the crowd barrier to harangue the man myself. “They want the evidence of how it started destroyed too – not that any investigation would be honest!”

“What are we going to do?”

Weeping uncontrollably, Shera looks absolutely devastated. So I don’t start bawling along with her I muster all the determination that made me rich in the first place.

“We’re going to rebuild it, goddamn it, and better than ever!”

I swear: I will not let that asshole example of the worst defects of the lower sex ruin me! He may have all the crooks and cops on the island on his side, but I’ve got enough money and guts and brains to beat anyone. For minutes I watch the flames devouring my business and grind my teeth with a fury that burns twice as hot. Then I pat Shera consolingly on the shoulder.

“Don’t worry about it, dear. This is just a setback, and it’s not your fault. You’ve still got a job, don’t worry. So do all the other girls once I get up and running again. First thing tomorrow I want you to call and tell them all that. I don’t know how many will be willing to come back and work here eventually, but let them know how much I value them, especially Desiree.”

“You got it, boss.” Shera’s sobbing is tapering off into sniffles. “Is there anything else you want me to do?”

“Yeah: bring me Orosco’s freak-dick and balls so I can put them through a meat grinder.”

Shera gives a blubbery chuckle at this. Sighing, I decide to dismiss her.

“No, dear, I can handle it from here. You can go home and go back to bed. Thanks for calling me, girl. You did the right thing.”

A lump rises in my throat as I give her a hug and I fiercely fight this down. When I pull back from her I’m grimly determined once again.

“I’d better have a word with the cops. Do you know who’s in charge?”

Shera wipes her eyes and looks around. At last she points out a beefy bastard I recognize from my days as a hooker. No help there: I’ve seen him take payoffs from Orosco’s pimps with my own eyes. Still I need to get the official machinery started if I want to collect on the insurance. Bidding Shera goodbye I take a minute to tamp down the fresh outrage that fills me at having to face this agent of the enemy.

Being confrontational will do me no good. The very best I can hope for is a veneer of professionalism over thinly disguised scorn, and a start on what is sure to be reams of paperwork. At last I begin moving around the barriers in the direction of the authorities.

The interview goes exactly as I expect. There is a lot of sneering at the ex-hooker made good, a lot of leering at me in my bare feet and skimpy dress, a sense of ill-concealed triumph at seeing me brought low, outrageous innuendo that I might have been behind the arson myself in search of an insurance payout, and unenthusiastic acceptance of a need to file reports and begin the rest of the necessary paperwork. Finally, I’m instructed to visit police headquarters later in the day and then shunted off to the side.

By the time this is finished dawn is imminent. Still I linger, watching my wonderful club burn as I husband my fury and reinforce my determination to bounce back from this attack. The firemen finally turn their hoses fully on the crumbling shell that’s left. Watching that high-pressure assault blast the remaining skeleton of the structure apart I find I just can’t take it anymore. With my incendiary rage peaking once again I decide to go home and vent all this upset on my slave.

None of this is his fault, of course. But now that the worst has actually happened I’ve got no other way to cope with the disaster until I can throw my energies into the rebuilding. In the dim gray of the breaking day I stride purposefully back to my van. Picking up my shoes from the curb I pull these back on and climb inside.

Already I’m reveling in thoughts of electroshock, that gigantic cock, and the numberless implements of punishment I have to choose from. Poor Slut-boy is going to suffer like seldom before! As I slide the key into the ignition however I hear a rustling sound from behind me. Before I can turn to see what it is, a hand from the back of the van suddenly clamps a medicinal-smelling rag over my face. My last shocked thought before losing consciousness is that clearly the worst hasn’t happened yet after all.


Drew

By the time two in the afternoon arrives I just can’t hold it anymore.

Always I’ve regarded having that catheter tube shoved up my penis to be the worst kind of violation – aside from the even more insidious electrified probe. But now that it’s been over twelve hours since I’ve been able to empty my bladder I’m wishing devoutly that Mistress had subjected me to it this time.

With no indication when I can expect her to return I’m in dire straits indeed. Mistress keeps my fluid intake carefully rationed just so that I can spend long hours in bondage without soiling myself. But soon I’m going to have no recourse. Making this situation especially troublesome is the fact that she left me on her bed, lying on silk sheets and furs that while sumptuously comfortable are also no doubt horrendously expensive. I can’t decide which sin is worse: ruining these or moving from where she’s left me without permission.

The unsettling way she ran out of here, as if heading toward trouble or even danger of some kind, without turning out the lights, ensuring my extreme suffering in her absence or even casting me a glance shows that granting me permission or issuing orders was the last thing on her mind. It was like the news she received was so dreadful she forgot about me entirely. Still it doesn’t pay to assume leeway where none has been expressly given. And even if I could bring myself to commit the unforgivable crime of trying to deceive her about what I’ve been up to behind her back this just wouldn’t be possible. Hogtied as I am, once I’ve left the bed for the floor there will be no way of getting back up. I vacillate this way as long as I reasonably can, wishing desperately for the elevator door to slide open and relieve me of my dilemma. Unfortunately it remains resolutely closed. At last I conclude that Mistress will forgive me a little initiative if it means sparing her bedding. And if she doesn’t, I will just have to endure whatever punishment she feels is fitting even if it includes seeing that eviscerating hatred for me in her eyes. Anything is better than defiling her sacred resting place.

Carefully I begin rolling my body to the left. Getting from my right side onto my belly and thence over onto my left side is easy enough. Rolling over my bound-together limbs is far more difficult however. Luckily this is a waterbed. By rocking persistently back and forth on that yielding surface I eventually generate enough momentum to propel myself all the way back over onto my right again. From there I’m able to squirm my way to the edge and down toward the foot a bit, though this seems to take forever on the relatively frictionless sheets. At last I manage to maneuver my torso to the point where it’s between the cleats mounted on the frame. I can’t risk getting snagged on these. Nor do I want them digging into my chest or gut on my way over the side. Finally, I take a deep breath to steel myself before rolling off the edge.

I’ve suffered this fall before, of course. But then I had Mistress dragging me by the hair and taking some of my weight, intentionally or not. This time I slam down with nothing to break my fall whatsoever except for the thick rug. At least I contrive to land on my shoulder and hip, sparing myself the possibility of broken ribs or skull, or a direct blow to my bloated abdomen. Still the jarring of my swollen bladder and immensely stuffed ass is excruciating, worse by far than the pain in my shoulder and hip. Even more distressing is the way the wind is knocked out of me on impact. I nearly pass out before I manage to get it back.

At last my frantically spasming diaphragm unclenches and air whistles through my nose. Still it seems I can never get enough of it and the encroaching spots of blackness only slowly recede from my vision. Groaning terribly then I lie there and recover until my agony and distress ease enough to make the demands of my bladder imperative again. At that I begin the slow, arduous task of wriggling my way off the rug and across the hard tile.

Luckily I’m only shackled and not tightly bound into a terribly restrictive semicircle. I can get a minimal purchase with my knees and even move my legs a few inches in opposition to each other. Still the task seems herculean in my current state.

My destination is the bathtub, which lies at least ten or twelve meters away. That at least has a drain at the bottom and can be easily rinsed out. The journey there is both agonizing and exhausting and not just because of the limits imposed by the linked-together handcuffs. The necessary vigor of my wriggling makes the rope between my stretched-back head and balls – taut as a banjo-string as it is – yank on the latter mercilessly. Nausea constantly threatens, and since vomiting would be almost certainly fatal for me I have to stop repeatedly to let this subside to a more manageable level.

Fortunately my tolerance is quite high. I’m no stranger to testicle torture after all. And each stop gives me an opportunity to rest and recoup my rapidly waning strength. It doesn’t help that once I’m off the rug and onto the slick tile propelling my body along becomes much more difficult. Once I am off that rug I’m endlessly tempted to just give up and let go on the tile. This could be mopped up with no real harm done. Yet the thought of Mistress Dara’s outrage, of hearing her excoriate me as a filthy pig in genuine disgust rather than just as kinky degradation keeps me persevering.

I’ve come this far after all, risked her enmity by leaving the bed. I might as well do everything I can to lessen that risk. But it’s so hard! To the bruises collected in my fall I soon add painful abrasions wherever my bones lie close to the skin, especially on the knees and hips which provide my incremental impetus. Once again however I’ve suffered far worse in my time. And any amount of damage is more endurable than seeing her glare angrily at me. So it is that I keep squirming and writhing and worming my way across the cold hard floor, panting through my nose, teeth clamped on the cock lodged so deeply between them and whimpering with ever increasing distress at the tugging on my nuts and the relentlessly building pressure in my bladder.

It’s a near thing. But just as I’m sure I can’t possibly hold it any longer I at last wriggle my way to the edge of the sunken tub. Rolling onto my side to face it I’m so weak and sore and desperate that I almost overbalance and go crashing in to the bottom. Panicked I lurch back at the last second, heart pounding.

Talk about a close call! That fall would surely have broken some bones and left me more trapped and helpless than ever. Once I’ve stopped shaking in reaction and steadied my frayed nerves a bit I finally thrust my hips carefully as far forward as I can. Then with a sob of indescribable relief I at last let go.

Due to my chastity sleeve I get plenty wet around my balls, legs and side. But most of the urine runs over the curved edge of the tub and down to the bottom, where it trickles down the drain. It seems I pee forever, and my relief is two-fold: emptying my bladder also eases the pressure of that inflatable plug up my ass. When I’m tapped out completely I writhe carefully back from the edge and roll as far back onto my bound limbs as I can. Utterly exhausted, ashamed, and more miserable at my abandonment than ever I wonder for perhaps the hundredth time (but certainly not the last) when my beloved owner will return. The situation is so unprecedented that it’s impossible to guess. Depending on what manner of emergency called her away she could be gone for any length of time whatsoever.

I’m so bereft I want to cry. I dare not: so thoroughly gagged as I am I can’t risk blocking my nostrils with snot. And the danger of suffocation aside there’s another consideration almost too ghastly to confront. As I’ve said, my fluid allowance is always minimal. Even now I’m desperately thirsty. And thanks to all the pain and exertion I’ve just put myself through I’m sweating like a pig. How much longer can I hold out without water? If Mistress is somehow prevented from returning for even another day I could be in dire straits indeed. Every foolish tear I shed could bring me closer to a gruesome death by dehydration.

Unwillingly I’m reminded of Mistress Dara’s admonition on that wonderful day I arrived here: if anything happened to her it would be a dozen years if ever before anyone even found my body. Faced with this possibility, and to take my mind off my many physical miseries, I begin to fervently offer prayers to her as if she really was a deity and not just a member of the sacred sex.

Oh my glorious, gorgeous Goddess, please be well wherever you are, and please come back to your hopelessly devoted subject as soon as you are able!


Dara

I begin to come out of senselessness by slow degrees. Gradually I’m made aware of the agony in my wrists and shoulders, and the uncomfortable stuffing of my mouth. Utter blackness is replaced by fuzzy gray and then yellow, with indistinct shapes moving about in it. Harsh laughter and mocking voices reach me in my befuddled misery.

“Looks like the bitch is waking up.”

“At last! Go get the boss. Time to have some fun!”

“You know it!”

“Give the bitch some incentive.”

A hand is knotted in my hair, yanking my hanging head up. Painful slaps begin striking my face, driving my drugged befuddlement back. At last I manage to blink some of the fuzziness away. Someone familiar is standing right in front of me.

As my head begins to clear I remember the rag being clamped over my face, and the instant recognition that I was being kidnapped. But as my eyes adjust confusion returns. It’s Desiree standing there, my most loyal employee aside from Shera. Except now her lovely face is disfigured by hatred and contempt. I try to put words to my dismay only to find that my mouth is filled with cloth, and that more cloth is tied tightly about it. I’ve been gagged.

Involuntarily I begin struggling, only to find that this is the least of my bondage. My wrists are tied together with cruelly tight rope, and I’m hanging from them. My bare feet are also bound, and dangling about a foot off the ground. Once she sees that I’m focused on her Desiree steps back a bit. Then suddenly her fist crashes into my cheek, setting off an explosion of pain and light. Even as I’m swaying and sobbing and struggling to understand how she could do this to me she punches me again, right in the gut. Fighting both to get my wind back and deal with the ringing in my head I hear more laughter followed by my trusted employee’s sneering voice.

“That’s for all the time I had to pretend to like you, cunt! And that’s also for raping my home-boy! There’s a lot more of where that came from too, you fucking piece of shit!”

Of all the terrible pain wracking me this betrayal cuts the deepest. Desiree? I was so nice to her! And she promised to stick by me to the end! Laughing at my sobs and the imploring disbelief in my gaze she suddenly spits in my face.

“That’s right, bitch! I was a spy all along, only you were too stupid to see it! Who do you think hid in your van and brought you here? And who do you think is going to get to torture you the worst for being the one to do so? Finally, I can stop only playing at it, like I did in your stupid club! You are going to pay big time for trying to challenge the boss. We are going to have some serious fun with you, bitch!”

As my senses begin to clear again I see that ‘here’ is a filthy basement that’s as bloodstained as an abattoir. There are no windows, only a few bare cobwebby light bulbs giving off that sickly yellow glow. It’s dank and musty and there are rat droppings everywhere. Against one of the rough stone walls there is a bare mattress on the floor, frayed and stained and sagging in the middle. A pile of cinderblocks sits next to this and nearby a heavy wooden table is piled with crude equipment: a car battery with jumper cables, a bucket full of water, a heavy leather razor strop, a bullwhip and rattan cane, a few well-worn surgical instruments like forceps and cervical spreaders, a set of old fireplace tongs and other less identifiable things.

My own subterranean heaven this certainly isn’t – more of a true dungeon and torture chamber. Sitting on chairs or lounging against the walls and the frame of the open door are half a dozen brutish-looking thugs that wouldn’t look out of place in the world’s worst jail. One of them is paring his fingernails with a wickedly curved throat-cutting knife. I’m still grappling with the horrifying situation I’ve suddenly found myself in when a couple of those thugs look up and shift aside to allow the entry of the very last person I want to see.

This is Manuel Miguel Orosco of course, the smuggler, pimp and all-around gangster I was dumb enough to think I could get the better of. It’s been at least seven years since I escaped his employ, but he still looks essentially the same. Black as an eggplant, ugly and obese and scarred from any number of street fights, he’s dressed not like the urbane multimillionaire who rules most of this island from behind the scenes but like any of his hired thugs: simple chinos, shoes and a rough blue work shirt. Seeing me hanging gagged and bound with tears streaming down my face and a huge bruise blooming on my cheekbone he smirks with triumph. Yet rather than gloat over my pitiable condition he merely sets about making it worse. Glancing at six foot-three Desiree standing there – I can now see that she is dressed in a skimpy leather vest and shorts that show off her formidable musculature – he grunts an order at her.

“Get that bitch’s clothes off. I want to see her the way she used to be, when she was lucky enough to be in my bed – before she started thinking she was anything but a whore.”

Desiree steps up and knots her hands in the neck of my dress. Muscles bulge and she rips this apart, flinging the pieces to the floor below my feet. As I hang there naked and exposed wolf-whistles, guffaws and applause come from all around.

“All right!”

“Holy shit, look at those tits!”

“Once a dirty whore, always a dirty whore!”

“Oh baby, are we going to have some fun with this snooty cunt!”

“But not yet,” rumbles Orosco, as fresh tears of shame, outrage and terror course down my cheeks. “First we need to soften her up, tenderize the meat a little. I want to show this filthy slut what happens to bitches that get above their station on my island. Go to it, Desiree. I know you’ve dying to show your ‘boss’ here what you really think of working for her.”

What follows is an absolute nightmare I can’t connect in any way with what I habitually do to Drew. After all, he was born, raised and trained for this, a dedicated masochist who finds the fulfillment of his existence in punishment. In contrast, I was born to dish it out, not suffer it. Yet suffer it I do, for what seems like hours.

Seething with spite, my former cherished employee resumes using me as a punching bag. Then she starts in with that razor strop. Using all the strength of those buffed arms, and all of her inexplicable hatred of me, she slashes that leather strop against my belly, hips, ass, back and flanks, but especially my breasts. Each blow cracks like a thunderclap against my ample flesh, but no amount of padding in the world can protect me from the agony of my quickly darkening skin. Writhing uselessly, screaming and crying into that gag and feeling like my arms are pulling further out of their sockets with each involuntary wrench I can only hang there and take it as laughter, whoops, gloating and catcalls echo around that underground room. And this terrible strapping is followed immediately by the far worse agony of the cane and then the whip.

Snarling malignantly Desiree seems to circle me endlessly, wielding those weapons with an expertise to match my own. All the times I flogged Slut-boy I never properly appreciated the level of excruciation involved. Whistling in faster than the speed of sound that thin leather lash cracks against and slices up skin already extensively bruised and welted, carving weal after overlapping weal of agony into me. Choking on my gagged screams I’m astounded Drew manages to find fulfillment in this. Eventually I’m beyond even struggling. All I can do is hang helplessly from my utterly numb hands, shuddering violently at each explosion of pain. Endless tears have smeared my vision back into a yellow-brown blur, sparing me the terrible sight of Desiree’s sadistically gloating face and the smirks of appreciation on those of Orosco and his thugs. Still I can hear her constantly berating me and the rest of them mocking me and cheering each particularly vicious strike. How long this continues it’s impossible to tell – how does one measure an eternity in hell? All I know is that when those slashing blows at last stop tearing into me it only means that even worse, more terrible tortures are in store.

Desiree has traded the whip for those cast iron fireplace tongs. Using these she begins to pinch, stretch and twist my big nipples. With sweat pouring down me and stinging my badly abused skin everywhere that it’s been broken I cry and writhe and try uselessly to turn away from her. But pitilessly she keeps clamping on and pulling, swinging my heavy body back and forth by the tit and practically tearing the nipple off with its simultaneous twisting. Scraped raw, bruised and welted, deeply indented and even bleeding in a few places these are savaged one after another and back again until I finally hear instructions for something even worse.

“Okay, Desiree. Didn’t you say she likes to use electricity in that club of hers? That she gets off on shocking some poor guy for hours straight? Let’s see how she likes it.”

Suddenly a deluge of icy water splashes me. Stinging brine much saltier than the sweat already soaking me floods over and runs down my body: the perfect conductant. Then even as I’m still gasping through my clogged nose at this, those jumper cables are pressed to my breasts, one on each badly wounded nipple.

Instantly I’m convulsed with agony like I’ve never dreamed of. Jittering uncontrollably at the whim of the current I can only flop like a fish on a line and struggle to catch my breath while the electricity has its way with me. At last it stops. But after only seconds it hits me again.

Over and over I spasm with electrocution as all the power of that battery savages me. Soon I lose control of my bladder, and hot urine spills helplessly down my legs to patter on the bloodstained floor. And still it goes on and on for what indeed feels like hours. Finally, the cruel steel teeth of those jumper cables are actually clamped closed onto my nipples, biting in deep even as the current ravages me yet again. Through the distortion of my shuddering and mad agony I see Desiree step back, leaving them attached to my tits while I’m doused yet again with brine. Even as I’m spasming and strangling on my electrocuted screams she goes right back to work on me with the whip. Eyes rolled back in my head I’m still jittering convulsively and feeling that lash slash into me for perhaps the hundredth time when the extremity of my suffering at last reaves me of consciousness.

***

Once again it’s a rude, hard slapping that brings me reluctantly back around. Only this time it’s not my face.

Someone is batting my breasts back and forth, then grabbing them, jiggling them, roughing them up, pulling on the traumatized nipples and then slapping them playfully about again. Unwilling to face whatever horrors are still coming I sham continued unconsciousness despite the pain and degradation tormenting me. Instead I tremulously take stock of my situation.

My hands are still bound, stretched above my head and restrained there. But at least I’m no longer hanging from them. Now I’m lying on my back, on that mattress by the damp feel and mildew scent of it. My feet are no longer tied together. Now they’re tied spread out wide in an enthusiastic acrobat’s split. I know what’s coming now of course, and despite my fervent desire to postpone it I can’t suppress a sob of despair. This is greeted by a throaty, scornful chuckle from just above me that I remember all too well. Those fingers pinch my burned and punctured nipples harder than ever, pulling my breasts up and shaking them contemptuously.

“That’s right, whore, it’s time to relive some fond memories. You’re way too old for my tastes these days. But before I turn you over to the boys I think I can manage to give you the old avenger at least once.”

Still I refuse to open my eyes. I can’t bear to see that fat, ugly shit kneeling between my legs with that freak penis sticking out. I can feel him drop my breasts and move into position though, and it’s all I can do not to puke into my gag. Then he’s forcing that horrid thing in despite my utter dryness, into the place I swore no man would ever enter again. This time it’s revulsion, pain, shame and rage that forces the sobs from me. After all this time, and him of all men to be violating me is almost more than I can stand. And oh God, it hurts so fucking much!

I desperately need some lubrication down there. Unfortunately nothing about this situation could possibly get me wet. In extremis again already I cast about in my mind for anything to replace this intolerable reality. And it is with little surprise that I seize almost immediately on my lovely slave Slut-boy.

Small and slender yet perfectly shaped and fit, clear white skin and long blonde hair, those gorgeous blue eyes swimming with tears yet infinitely adoring, lips pursed around the base of my cock as I drive it repeatedly to the hilt into his oh-so accommodating throat: this is the image I need to save my sanity. Yet not even this can coax fluid from my glands as that terrible battering picks up pace, scraping and tearing at my dry insides. Before long I’m driven to relive what I’ve tried so hard to put out of my mind: that one night of wonderfully reciprocal, absolutely exalting sex. Now I see Drew unbound beneath me, his arms and legs clutching my big body tight as he pulls me into him and thrusts back against my rhythm, such a look of wondering euphoria on his face that I want to kiss it all over. Eventually I can’t help doing so, even going so far as to push my tongue into his mouth and soul-smooch him like the most prized lover ever. Yet even this, as heart-squeezing and dangerously compelling as it is doesn’t help me much. At last I have no choice but to search out that most perverse of forbidden fantasies. Unlikely as it is while I’m being subjected to the vile indignity I swore I would never again countenance, the thing that finally gets my juices flowing is imagining that it’s Drew’s remarkably large penis inside me.

Once again he’s lying beneath me, that look of worshipful adoration and impossibly intense pleasure lighting up his face. Straddling his slender hips I’ve freed his undeniably attractive cock of its sleeve so that I can take him to my bed and give him the ride of his until-now virgin life. Given my gracious permission to do so he reaches wonderingly for my wildly animated breasts as they bounce all around just above him. Crazed beyond bearing by unprecedented ecstasy, not understanding the ultimate culmination this is leading up to but succumbing to it just the same he cries out mindlessly as I increase my pace, and oh when I wring his seed from him at last that unbelievable first orgasm ever will simply blow his mind and bind is soul to mine more extravagantly than can possibly be conceived…

So absorbing is this admittedly heretical dream that it’s at least partially banished the unspeakable reality of what’s actually happening. But of course, nothing can save me from what’s coming – double entendre unfortunately intended. The disgusting grunting and panting and agonizing battering of the freak-cock I’ve never wanted to put through a meat grinder more escalates to the point of crisis. Abruptly it pulls out of me, the mattress shifts and my torso is suddenly crushed under monstrous obesity. Even as I’m fighting futilely to breathe and retching in both immediate distress and dread anticipation a hot, stinking splatter is pumped directly against my face. Though the gag spares my mouth, that defilement hitting my nose, cheeks and even eyelids and forehead effaces my fantasy completely and leaves me sobbing bitterly again in the abysm of my helpless degradation.

I want nothing more than to die rather than endure this desecration; I’d rather have burned alive along with my club than be where I am right now. And of course, the nightmare has barely begun. Suffering that skin-crawling trickling of semen down my cheeks I’m shrieking into my gag and in the last privacy of my mind as though I’ll never be able to stop. Yet though I thrash as violently as my horribly debilitated body will allow I can’t even begin to free my hands. Nor can I lower and close my legs, though a grating noise and tiny bit of movement suggests they’re tied to the cinderblocks I saw earlier rather than something more permanent. I can’t even shut out the sound of that bastard gangster addressing his thugs as he climbs off me.

“Okay boys, she’s all yours. Have fun. Just don’t kill her – I’m not through with that bitch by a long sight. And no permanent disfigurements either. I don’t want to damage her market value. Uppity cunt or not, she’s a choice piece of snatch. If I can refrain from killing her myself she should fetch quite a nice price if I can find the right buyer – someone who’ll guarantee me that she’ll suffer to her last breath servicing the very dregs of humanity.

“Some place in sub-Saharan Africa would be best, like Uganda or the Congo. Somewhere they’ll chain her in the mud in a war zone and make her a public punching bag and free screw for every louse-ridden, syphilitic soldier that comes through. But not until I’ve had my fill of seeing her get tortured and raped right here – say a couple months or so. You’ve got that long to enjoy her boys. Make the most of it!”

And so with this future hanging over me and my most despised enemy’s spooge soiling my face my new life truly begins. I’m no goddess anymore, no millionaire Mistress, nightclub proprietress and smug sadistic slave owner. I’m just a helpless receptacle for torture and gang-rape, lower than any point in my difficult but always upward-trending life. One after another those despicable thugs use me brutally, most of them more than once. Even Desiree gets into the rotation, strapping on a cock almost as big as my Slut-boy stuffer and doing me in the ass, hissing spitefully down as she rears and pounds endlessly into me.

“How do you like it, bitch? Sorry you raped my favorite client yet? He told me all about it all right, told me to get you back good. And that’s exactly what I’m going to do, every day until we cut your throat or ship you off into slavery. I’ll teach you to fucking rape people in the ass!”

Bound utterly helpless, too debilitated and demoralized to attempt any useless resistance, all I can do is chew on my gag and cry nonstop until the mucus in my nose almost makes me suffocate. Luckily (or not) someone pulls out my gag then so a second degenerate scum can use my mouth too. I don’t know how many men are in this building or what time of day or night it is but they keep at me until I’m sorer than ever before and the mattress under me is so soaked with spew that not even the horniest of them wants to kneel in it until it dries. At that point I’m gagged again and left tied-out wide for the remaining two guards in the room and anyone else who feels the urge to enjoy at their leisure.

Left momentarily alone at last while those two smoke a joint and giggle over my predicament, I find my thoughts turning once again to Drew. Beyond my own infinite misery and terror and dread of the fate decreed for me I find a surprising amount of fear and regret for my property. What in the world will become of my poor Slut-boy, hogtied by handcuffs and abandoned forever in my expertly hidden heaven underground?


Drew

Mistress hasn’t returned. And now my worst fears (for myself at least) are being realized.

After more than two days alone, and going on three since my last drink, my need for water is extreme. I feel feverish, light-headed and terribly weak. My heart keeps racing or going through terrifying spells of arrhythmia. I’m plagued by shortness of breath and wracked by agonizing muscle cramps beyond what I expect from prolonged bondage. My extremities are going numb and unexplained nausea continually threatens me with asphyxiation by vomiting. It’s clear I’m going to die of dehydration down here if my owner doesn’t return soon – or I don’t manage to pull off some miracle of my own.

I’m so desperate I’ve even entertained fantasies of peeing on the floor and trying to slurp it up. But of course, even if my horribly parched mouth wasn’t stuffed with a cock and sealed off behind a strip of tough leather my head is bound stretched so far back on my neck that getting the front of my face to the floor is out of the question. From all appearances I’m doomed: condemned to suffer ever more terribly and finally expire while I pray hopelessly for my owner’s return – or at least for her safety, wherever she is.

I’ve tried endlessly to slip out of my handcuffs. Risking Mistress’ displeasure is no longer a consideration. I know she values me enough that she’d far prefer me alive and disobedient than dead and dutifully compliant. Yet though the cuffs are not as tight as they could be, slipping out them of remains impossible. This has become particularly true now that my hands have swollen due to the even moderate constriction of the bracelets. If only I could at least decouple them from my ankles!

Thinking clearly is increasingly difficult in my extremity. Delirium comes and goes unpredictably. In what seems a final interval of coherence; however, I dedicate myself once again to the problem of trying to save my life. This could literally be my last chance.

I try to think back to every nuance of Mistress’ actions when hogtying and releasing me. But just the thought of my owner threatens to fatally distract me, at least at first.

Beyond the swooning worship that fills me at conjuring her image is my extreme anxiety for her. Whatever emergency called her away, I know she would never voluntarily leave me to die this way. Something must have happened to her. I know from her periodic venting that she’s in competition with another club owner, someone she has reviled as a ruthless criminal. This raises possibilities too dire to dare consider. And so I force them away again, and try to concentrate on the problem quite literally at hand.

Whenever Mistress links or decouples my limbs she uses a small steel oval like an oversize chain link. She calls this a carabiner, a link that can be opened or locked closed. But wracking my addled brain I can never remember her using a key to do so. She just fiddles with it a little bit with her fingers. Might I be able to do the same?

I’ve never been able to see what she does, nor can I see behind me now to examine that thing. There are wall-to-wall and ceiling mirrors surrounding the bed of course. But there’s no way I have the strength to get back over there. I can barely even think straight. My only choice is to try and puzzle out that mechanism by feel.

At first I can’t even reach it. But by twisting my wrists to their very limit I finally manage to find it. My swollen fingers are half-numb, making it difficult to tell what I’m feeling. But at last I conclude that the only anomaly is a section of slightly greater thickness on one side. Carefully I explore this with my fingertips, trying to find some minimal give. It won’t budge in any direction. Momentarily I despair. But since this is my only chance I keep at it.

My touch is uncoordinated and imprecise, and my reach minimal. I keep trying to slide that thicker section up or down: it seems obvious this must be a sleeve covering an opening of some kind, the gateway through which Mistress slipped the chains. It’s difficult to tell through the numbness, but it even seems to have a knurled surface to make moving it easier. Still it obstinately refuses to slide. Then it occurs to me that the ridges are longitudinal, running in the same direction as the sleeve. This suggests that it is meant to be turned rather than slid, or at least turned before it is slid. I try this again too, but still it refuses to move. Unfortunately my grasp and leverage is so scanty that my fingertips can’t get much power into it. They’re also getting sweaty despite my advanced state of dehydration and keep just slipping over the surface. At last I force myself to relax, and give them time to dry.

After my last piss I squirmed around to where I could see the clock by the bed. Now it tells me that Mistress has been gone for over sixty hours – two and a half days. Fighting back panic I make myself wait for ten minutes. Then I try again. Concentrating desperately at getting the firmest grip I can beforehand, I give that sleeve my most dedicated effort yet. And it turns! At least I think it does. I swear I feel it twist the tiniest bit before my fingers slip off. Deliberately I wait, offering another prayer and letting my racing heart settle before trying again.

No luck. I try again, and again. Still no luck. But on the fourth try that sleeve definitely turns incrementally. Hugely relieved and thankful for my owner’s restraint in not tightening it down too much I keep working at it. It seems for every ten or dozen attempts that little sleeve budges just a bit. I have to keep stopping to let my sweat dry, but over the course of the next two hours I make gradual progress. And the further I turn it the easier it becomes to do so. Finally, I’m able to spin it with just the flick of a fingertip, and with absurd speed and ease I manage to unthread it the rest of the way.

Now that sleeve slides out of the way, and my sense of triumph is as great as my exhaustion. Even in their numbness my fingertips are sore as hell. But that doesn’t stop me from searching for the presumed gateway. Sure enough, when I apply pressure to the side of that carabiner the link opens inward. Unfortunately when I stop pressing it snaps closed again. The mechanism is spring-loaded. As a further difficulty my hogtying keeps the chains of both cuffs taut, pulled to either end of the carabiner and away from the gate. How am I supposed to hold the gate open and slide one of the chains down and through it at the same time?

My bowed back is already killing me. But this isn’t the limit of my limberness. Mistress has bound me practically into a circle on innumerable occasions. With a torturous effort I manage to arch my spine even more, giving an irrepressible cry of agony and effort that is stifled by my gag. Nevertheless a little slack sags in the chains. But before my unwieldy fingers can simultaneously hold open the gate and maneuver the chain through it another terrible cramp seizes me. Shuddering I have to let the chains pull taut again as I wrench painfully in my contortion. But I’ve come much too far to give up now.

I don’t know how many tries it takes me. But over the next hour and a half I keep arching up and fumbling with my numb fingertips for as long as I can hold that agonizing bow. Each time I’m forced to give up as my body twists and flops around with excruciating spasms. But even as delirium is overcoming me again and my last resources waning to the point of failure that damn chain finally slips through the gate.

At once I collapse flat, sobbing with relief even as my stuttering heart soars at this unexpected success. Goddess, it feels so good to let my legs down and stretch out! My throbbing spine has almost forgotten what it’s like to lie straight. For a while I just luxuriate in the bliss of this. But at last the desperation of my condition moves me to alleviate it.

First I scoot my hands under my butt to my front just as Mistress has taught me. Then after flexing some life back into my fingers and pumping my arms up and down to relieve my overstressed shoulders I lower my cuffed hands between my legs and untie the rope connecting my stretched-back head to my balls. This is another indescribable relief. But I don’t pause to savor it. Quickly I unbuckle and remove the gag, retching helplessly as that big plastic cock comes out of my desiccated throat and mouth. And now for a drink!

On hands and knees I shift around to the head of the tub, using inchworm-like movements. Later I can try standing and hopping around, when I’m not so close to passing out. For now I just turn on the water (incidentally rinsing out the tub), drop to my belly and stick my face into that meter-wide flow.

Nothing has ever tasted better! I drink like the most gluttonous pig, until suddenly I’m hit by cramps and puke it all up again. Carefully I drink more slowly, stopping frequently before resuming, and this time it stays down.

Speaking of pigs, I’m suddenly aware that I stink like one. The aromas of sweat and urine seem to come off me in waves. I fill the tub all the way and slip into it. Every pore on my body seems to open up and slurp that liquid in. I bathe slowly and thoroughly, wash and comb out my hair. Then I drain the tub, scrub it clean and scour the floor where I peed on it. After that I’m monstrously hungry, and aware that I need to replenish my body’s depleted minerals, salts and nutrients. Unfortunately the kitchen’s refrigerator and cupboards are all locked up and there’s no Mistress here to tap in a code and open them.

Now that the threat of immediate death has receded somewhat my thoughts turn longingly back to her. When will she ever return?

Naturally I have no idea. But I do know one thing. When she finally does, as she absolutely must, she should find me just the way she left me – not in an attempt at deceit of course, but just to demonstrate my obedience despite the necessities forced upon me. After spending some time working a bit of elasticity back into my sorely debilitated body I drink another huge amount of cold water. I soak my hands in more of this until their swelling goes down and the numbness is banished completely. Then I crawl to the bed, climb back up on it and clumsily restrain myself just as I was – though of course I don’t tighten the carabiner down nearly so much. Then I settle in to wait, recuperate, and pray for my beloved goddess’ safety.




Chapter Nine

Dara

I am in hell. Though I live (for now) I can hardly imagine worse circumstances.

My gloating tormentors keep imagining and describing them for me. They talk of all the far off places on the other side of the world I might eventually be shipped to if I survive this basement. Pestilential sewers of brutal misogyny too ghastly to contemplate are what await me there. Yet how much worse could they really be than this place?

The smell of excrement surrounds me around the clock from the never-emptied bucket I’ve been given for a toilet. I subsist on scraps of putrid food and am so desperate for water I suck moisture no matter how vile from the gag so often crammed into my mouth. Tied out split wide and helpless I have no defense against the investigations of the rats that scamper over and around me even throughout my too-brief moments of rest. And my endless hours of wakefulness are filled with nothing but degradation, beatings, torture, and rape after rape after rape.

How many times can a person be taken against their will? I’ve been used so brutally and so often that I actually welcome being forced to give blowjobs, or suffering the violent pounding of Desiree’s strap-on in my ass. At least that spares me the agony of exacerbating my vaginal abrasions. And when she’s not raping, beating or inventively torturing me my former employee is pissing in my face. In fact, they’ve all taken to doing this, so much so that my gag, ropes, and the mattress I’m bound upon are constantly soggy with it.

“How about another shower?” the bitch will spitefully hiss, squatting over me while I lie cringing in filth. “Cleanliness is next to godliness, boss! Isn’t that what you always used to tell us?” Then that ammoniac stream will arc down, splattering me like acid while the other cretins in the room guffaw and clap and await their turn.

With festering sores and whip welts covering my once-wonderful body that salty nastiness stings in my wounds, scouring my split lips and bruised, lumped-up countenance. My hair clings to my cheeks in straggling strings and I weep in endless misery as they laugh and laugh and get ready to rape me yet again.

How long has it been since my formerly heavenly life ended and I passed into this unendurable damnation: only a week perhaps? I know one thing: it’s been long enough that my sole source of comfort has turned into yet another torment for me.

No longer can I flee the horrors being inflicted on me with fantasies of Drew fucking me instead of these hideous beasts. Surely by now he’s died of thirst, suffered a terrible lonely doom while hogtied up helpless in my private personal heaven. My sorrow, regret and grief over this are keen, never-ending and utterly bottomless.

How could I do that to him?

For a while I’ve tried to tell myself that my worries for my precious property were only an attempt to distract me from my own boundless woes. But now there’s no point in denying the truth any longer. I loved him. Inappropriate as it may have been I’d honestly fallen in love with my beautiful slave despite the improbability of this.

I’ve never loved anyone before. I couldn’t afford to. The penury and desperation of my existence, and my determination to escape it and craft a better life for myself allowed for no such weakness. Emotional attachments were anathema to me. That’s why I never had any real friends: only employees, associates and acquaintances. Even my shopping and social companions, Sophie and Delia, remained at arm’s length nearly all the time. And that’s why I fought so hard against acknowledging the love I felt for my slave the whole time it was inexorably developing.

As for sex, this was just something I had to endure in order to get by, and eventually ahead. Later it became an expression of my triumph, always inverted and the more sadistic the better. It’s small wonder that I didn’t know how to cope with the tenderness that came over me holding this lovely boy in my arms, feeling him nursing at my breasts or gazing worshipfully up at me no matter how brutally I pounded into him. The idea that I wanted to free that beautiful penis and ride Drew simply for our mutual loving pleasure, or even that I could find emotional and spiritual as well as physical fulfillment in a passionate bout of unbound buggery was antithetical my necessary self-image. Now that it’s too late, now that Drew’s gone and I’ll never see him again, now that he’s surely died in unspeakable suffering due to my arrogance and hubris and unforgivable thoughtlessness, the blinders have finally been removed from my eyes. And oh how terribly I regret my short-sightedness! My unforgivable stupidity tortures me almost as badly as the worst that my enemies do.

How much paradisiacal pleasure could we have wallowed in together if I’d only accepted my feelings? Such hindsight almost makes me want to die too, to escape the intolerable present and the surely worse future that lies in store. Perhaps in death I could be reunited with Drew. Perhaps I could rectify my mistake in the private eternal afterlife I always fancied my soul-ownership of him was ensuring for us. Why not just give up and goad my captors into murder?

Because I can’t. That’s all. Something inside me forbids it. Even now in my darkest hour, the determination that had brought me so far in life and foolishly drove me to challenge a much too potent adversary persists. Beyond sparing myself being sold into an unthinkable slavery in the darkest part of the world somewhere, I have to see to it that the perfect mate I so idiotically denied myself is decently buried and mourned over. I have to find some way to escape so I can see exactly what my arrogance has done to him, so that I can properly honor his memory and never forget what his selfless commitment has taught me. I can’t just leave my beloved Drew to rot there underground until my house is sold or demolished and my expertly hidden heaven is somehow finally discovered, if ever.

Cunning reawakens in me despite all my misery. My only hope is that my captors become complacent as time goes by, and afford me some sort of opportunity. To that end I must feign an irreparably broken spirit. I must become listless, completely unresisting, and act as though I truly wish for death to have any chance at all of saving myself.

Even as I decide this Desiree returns, carrying a taser and sporting that gigantic strap-on. I turn my swollen face away from her fists, and from the guards passing around yet another cigar-size joint as they relish the upcoming show.

“Here we go, cunt!” that hulking bitch grunts. “It’s time for more payback!”

She hits me with the crackling poles, making me convulse with agony and bite down hard on the urine-wet gag in my mouth. Then as I lie bound and helpless with my muscles spasming uselessly she laughs, contemptuously slaps my tits and hammers her way into my woefully sore ass. As the muscular cunt anally rapes me yet again I lie limp and sobbing and act as though I haven’t a hope left in the world except for a quick and timely death. Despite the kernel of defiance nurtured in my deepest recesses this isn’t difficult at all.


Drew

2353…2354…2355…2356…

I’m sitting in Mistress’ chair in the kitchen.

This would normally seem an almost unthinkable audacity on my part. Compared to what else I’m doing though it is small potatoes. (Oh, don’t think about potatoes!) But I really don’t have any choice about sitting. I’m too weak to remain standing for long, especially since my latest necessary audacity would require me to stand bent over. With my ankles still cuffed so closely together I’d never be able to keep my balance.

I’m beyond just weak this time, beyond being light-headed. After two weeks and more without food even the most rudimentary movements exhaust me.

Most of the time that I’m not asleep I just lie around in a dazed, apathetic state. I haven’t needed to remove my butt-plug to defecate since the one time I did it the day after figuring out the carabiner. Speaking of the carabiner, even with the help of the mirrors it took me so long to uncouple my cuffs the last time that I haven’t dared to properly hogtie myself again.

Lately it’s all I can do to remember to keep drinking water, although at first I swilled prodigious quantities of this trying to appease the roaring in my belly. Strangely enough I’m not even hungry anymore, though I’m surely a good way along on the road to starvation. I’ve haven’t bothered to bathe lately either, despite my duty to always keep up a becoming appearance. Nor have I needed to find ever new ways to occupy my time (whenever not fervently praying to Goddess Dara that is) as I did at first.

It seems amazing to me that I used to have the energy to exercise for hours.

Determined to keep my body in luscious condition for my owner’s return, I did endless sit-ups, push-ups, pull-ups and stretching exercises. I also scrubbed and mopped redundantly, fanatically dedicated to keeping her private universe blamelessly beautiful as well. I spent literally days oiling and polishing chains, shackles and other equipment. I rubbed lotion into every scrap of leather here, used my loving tongue to re-clean every boot and cock and coiled and re-coiled miles of rope. Every night until it became too dangerous to continue I hogtied myself up exactly as I was left. Now I can barely hold my hands steady enough to methodically tap four-digit codes into the kitchen keypad.

I put this off for as long as possible. But finally it became clear to me that if I didn’t once again dare some previously unthinkable initiative I would die before my Goddess got back to me. There are nine thousand, nine hundred and ninety-nine possible combinations to the master lock that opens all the cupboards. My growing inanition is such that even by tapping these in at a hundred a stretch and then fifty and now at ten I might never hit on the right one in time. Already I’ve been at it for three wearisome days. Thank the Goddess this code doesn’t have five digits like the one that accesses the elevator. That would leave me no chance whatsoever.

This is a long shot even as it is. At the declining rate I’m punching in numbers it could still take weeks to get through them all. And there’s no guarantee I haven’t accidentally skipped some in moments of confusion. I can only hope my deity didn’t choose a combination at the far end of the scale: 9998 perhaps.

Having reached a multiple of ten again I pause to rest. I dunk my sore finger in a bowl of cold water and blink my blearing eyes back into focus. As I let that soothing cool ease me I offer another prayer to Goddess Dara, speaking it aloud this time.

“Dearest Mistress, my wonderfully beloved owner, please be safe wherever you are. Please return to me as soon as you are able. I miss your smile and I miss sucking on your beautiful cock. I miss your arms about me at night. I miss the kissing of your whip and the stabbing of your prick. I miss your knee in my balls and the worst of your many other necessary tortures. Please come back so your holy presence can make me whole again. And if it is your will, please let me find the right combination. I am of no use to you if I starve to death. Amen.”

With that I pick up a hand towel and clumsily use it to dry my aching finger. Then I take a deep breath, hold it until the grayness encroaching on my vision clears, and punch in 2361.

Immediately a heavenly chime sounds, along with the clunk of every lock in the kitchen releasing simultaneously. For a moment I don’t believe it. Then my bone-deep weariness is washed away by a flood of soaring euphoria.

Goddess heard me! She really is an actual Goddess; she heard me and she answered my prayer – at least part of it! Clearly the time is not yet right for her to answer the rest. But surely she will do so when it is. My faith vindicated, I crow my gratitude to her wherever she may be.

“Oh thank you! Thank you so much, Goddess Dara! I swear I will serve you in slavish adoration until the end of all time! Thank you for this blessing! And wherever you are looking down on me now, know beyond all doubt that I am ecstatically happy to be your slave!”

This devotion completed I rise to my feet and try to hop to the refrigerator. On the second jump I lose my balance and crash to the floor. Not put out in the slightest despite the pain this causes me I use my hands, knees and feet to inchworm the rest of the way and open the door.

Chilly air washes out and I seize a bottle of V-8 juice. Knowing my sore need for vitamins and minerals I chug the entire thing down. Then despite feeling full already I get a can of fruit cocktail and one of beef stew from the cupboard.

I eat the first slowly, forcing my reluctant stomach to accept every chunk. As I drink the thick syrup afterward I can feel my body rejoicing in the badly needed sugars. Bloated then I have to wait a good hour (praying my fervent thanks all the while) before starting on the stew. When I’ve finished this too I’m suddenly exhausted again despite the instant rejuvenation of my starved system. I crawl back to Goddess’ bed.

There I don my double cock-gag. Using the slip-knot I’ve fashioned I tighten the cord between this and my balls until I’m staring at myself in the ceiling mirror and my scrotum is stretched as taut as that rope. Collapsing on my belly I grunt at the pain in my balls and stuffed bottom and bend up my knees. Arching my back I fumblingly use that carabiner to couple up my cuffs. Then I roll onto my side just as if Goddess Dara was here to snuggle up to me.

After the miracle in the kitchen I have no doubt that eventually she will be. When I fall asleep a few minutes later it is with a wide, sappy smile attempting to stretch my pursed lips. The cock filling my mouth prevents this, but the holy joy in my heart is unadulterated.


Dara

I’m dangling by my wrists again, the latest endless torture session coming to a climax – again, double-entendre unfortunately intended.

Desiree is standing behind me, holding my legs up and spread and fucking me in the ass. At the same time another of Orosco’s despicable thugs fucks my poor cunt from in front. Sandwiched between them I let my head loll weakly to the impetus of their agonizing rhythm. At the behest of my body’s jerking, strings of slaver from my gagged mouth swing and splatter against my extensively wounded breasts. Despite the excruciation in both holes I don’t respond at all to either their cruel gibes or vicious thrusts. The repellent bastard in front grunts halitosis in my face as together they pump up into me.

“Kind of listless lately, ain’t she?” he sneers. “Can’t even get a rise out of her. Think she’d liven up if we used that cervical spreader to shove a live rat up her cunt?”

“Can’t risk it,” Desiree pants back. “Not that I wouldn’t love to! But you know the rules: nothing that might kill or permanently disfigure her.”

“He still wants to sell her? Why? I’d say she’s about fucked out. She doesn’t even cry or struggle anymore. What fun is that?”

“A good-looking bitch like this, with tits the size of watermelons and plenty of cushion for the pushin’, there’s men all over the world would pay top dollar to fuck her even if all she does is lie there and drool. You’re just getting jaded with her.”

“I’m not the only one,” the fucker rasps, even as he increases his pace. “Most of the other guys are bored with her too. The only one who can’t get enough of making her suffer is you.”

“That’s because I had to work for the cunt!” Desiree snarls, accelerating her thrusting to keep up. “Plus she raped my favorite john, and I swore to him I’d make her pay. But if you want to convince the boss to finish with her, be my guest. He’s here tonight, and will be for another day or two. Something about a big shipment coming in.”

“Really? I didn’t know that.”

“Maybe you’re not high-placed enough. Anyways, by all means tell him she’s used up, and not even worth selling. Maybe he’ll let you be the one to dispose of her. Volunteer and suggest a particularly appropriate method. Then you can cram her as full of rats as you want, preferably starving ones, until they eat their way through her internal organs and kill her. Just don’t do it without letting me help!”

“Good idea! You’re on, girl!”

This infinitely sick prospect seems to inspire them both. Quickly they climb through an especially violent crescendo to a hideously hammering simultaneous climax. Still I don’t let either their brutal dual assault or their unspeakably gruesome intentions for me stir me from my apparent stupor.

For what is surely several weeks now this is what I’ve been consistently doing: shamming an autistic fugue throughout their worst abuse. Meanwhile I watch craftily for any lapse and wrack my brain for a promising strategy. I think I’ve identified both, though I’ve been reluctant to roll the dice just yet. I’ll have only the one chance after all.

Whenever I’m not hung up for torture and inventive molestation like this, I’m still left tied out on that mattress for use by the guards or anyone else in the building still interested. My feet are tied to those cinderblocks and my roped wrists knotted to an iron ring set in the wall above my head. Here is where my luck is in. That wall is rough, unfinished stone, and the rope is getting old. Better yet it’s made of cotton, and spun rather than braided.

Any proper mistress knows her ropes. While great for forming tight knots that won’t slip, cotton ages poorly, particularly if it’s not braided. It becomes ever more susceptible to disintegration, especially after repeated wetting and the consequent weakening due to mildew. It should fray quite easily if rubbed enough against that wall.

Having the unobserved liberty to do this, and then to get past the guards and other thugs to escape the building is the real challenge. That’s where my exceedingly demanding weeks of shamming mindlessness should pay off.

Orosco is a drug dealer and smuggler, and most of his thugs are users if not outright addicts. They smoke pot around the clock, especially when tasked with boring chores like guarding an insensate slut who’s helplessly tied up. Nor are they averse to indulging in harder drugs. The two who have the least demanding duty – between midnight and dawn when the only things stirring are those fucking rats – have taken to shooting up heroin most nights.

No one has yet caught them at this. I doubt they’d even be censured if they did. And with my continued catatonia they have been getting ever more careless, shooting larger and larger doses and then nodding off unconcernedly. I’ve been working up the guts to make my break for it for nearly a week. But suddenly Desiree and her psychopathic co-rapist have presented me with a quandary. As they lower my unresponsive body to the floor and drag me back over to that flea-infested mattress I mull it over.

With Orosco in the building for the next couple of days, his men are likely to be more vigilant, afraid of incurring his displeasure. That might make my job more difficult or even downright impossible. On the other hand, if they convince him to do away with me directly I might lose my only opportunity. Death by vaginally-inserted rat-afflicted evisceration is not something I want to risk.

After they tie me to the rings and blocks, Desiree squats over my face once again. She lifts her big dick out the way and snarls gloatingly down at me.

“Have another hot shower, boss. And look at it this way: this might be the last time I get to mark my territory as the truly dominant alpha-bitch around here. That is unless I decide to do it again just before we let starving rats loose in your cooze.

“I believe I’ll help Jeremy try to convince the old man that’s the best thing to do with you. He’ll listen to me too – I’m the one who caught you for him after all. So enjoy your last night alive you disgusting piece of shit!”

For perhaps the hundredth time that stinking stream arcs down. Still I don’t even blink as it sizzles into my face, soaks my louse-ridden hair and runs off into the mattress. The betraying cunt gives a single disgruntled sniff at my lack of response. Then she and the other asshole march out to the troll-like chuckling of the two guards currently on duty.

That does it. As long as conditions permit it, I’m going for it tonight.

***

It seems my luck is still in.

There is nothing untoward in the night guards’ behavior. Perhaps they, like Desiree’s sick buddy Jeremy, are too low on the totem pole to even know their boss is in residence. Though they double up to rape and piss on me (one fucking my mouth and the other my cunt and then hosing me down from either side), they do so almost perfunctorily. Then not even bothering to gag me again they settle in to wait for the building to quiet down. Once the only thing to be heard is the normal creaks and groans of a structure responding to a change in temperature, they decide to get out their works. Enthusing about how good their newest shit is they cook up a fix and inject it. An hour or so later they’ve nodded off.

Cautiously I begin to rub that rope on the rock: back and forth and side to side.

As I knew it would do that cotton starts to fray almost immediately. For what’s surely another hour and maybe even two I keep at it. Finally it disintegrates enough for me to break it. Renewed circulation sends daggers of agony into my numb hands as soon as I do and I’m forced to methodically flex them for a while before they’re functional again. Keeping an eye on the two stuporous guards I carefully sit up and lean forward, my badly abused body protesting the unfamiliar movement.

Quietly I untie my ankles from the cinderblocks.

Again I have to flex and stretch my legs until the feeling and function comes back. Then making less noise than the omnipresent rats I get up, creep past my captors and ease open the unlocked door. Neither of them responds to the low creak.

One of the junkies has a knife sheathed at his hip. I’m tempted to try to take this – and then cut their motherfucking throats with it – but I dare not push my luck. Besides, in the next chamber I can already see moonlight. This is peeping through a small window set high up in a wall above and behind the building’s maintenance equipment. I won’t even have to stumble around in the dark trying to sneak upstairs to find my way out.

Stealthily I hurry over there, naked and battered and dismally weak from my long captivity and daily torture. As I’m stepping onto a pipe to climb up and over the water heater I suddenly pause as inspiration strikes.

A water heater, huh? What good is escape without a little revenge to go along with it? After a few minutes of study I find the flexible line that feeds natural gas to the heater and uncouple it. Then I spin the valve wide open, gratified to hear its quiet hissing.

I don’t need to cut the guards’ throats after all. The steady accumulation of methane down here should suffocate them just fine after a while. And with a little more luck that gas will eventually fill the whole building. Just about everyone I’ve seen here smokes, including both Desiree and Orosco. One struck match is all it will take.

With that accomplished I clamber up onto the tank, wincing at the touch of hot metal on my bare flesh – not that I haven’t endured a whole lot worse just lately. Like the door to my torture chamber that little window creaks as I open it, dirt squalling in the hinges and grit sifting down upon me. Fearfully I look over my shoulder. No movement. Okay, I face back around front. Now I’m looking out at a trash-strewn backyard from ground level. With one last glance at the somnolent guards and the squalid basement where I suffered so much I finally stick my head out and breathe deeply of the garbage-rich, ocean-heavy air.

Freedom never smelled so good. Spurred by a rising excitement far more wholesome than the anxiety that’s kept my heart pounding since I first started rubbing that rope on the stone, I begin squeezing my way through the window.

Damn, it’s a tight fit! Luckily I’ve lost weight in my imprisonment. I scrape my already badly damaged breasts and buttocks something fierce but within minutes I’m out. Heart pounding so hard I can feel it behind my eyeballs, I take the time and risk of closing that creaky window again, not wanting the gas to escape. Then I rise from my knees and look around.

All is still middle-of-the-night quiet. I’m outside a house in a slum down by the same secondary harbor where I bought poor Drew. Dawn is still a couple of hours off. Elated at my escape I give the sleeping house the finger with both of my hands. Then I begin stumbling as quickly as my debilitation will allow across the yard and down an adjacent alley. A few blocks over I find a house with laundry left out drying on a clothesline.

The only things that will come close to fitting are a man’s shirt and trousers. Thieves can’t be choosey however. I pull these on and begin limping toward the nearest main road. Hopefully I’ll be able to flag a ride before long. Sadly determined as I am to get home and confront what I’ve done to sweet and adoring Drew – and as leery as I am about meeting authorities of any kind – I badly need to check into a hospital before doing anything else.

***

“I see. And you have no idea who it was that abducted you?”

“No, sir. As I said, I was kept blindfolded the entire time. Have you discovered what’s become of my van?”

“No, Miss Dupree, it hasn’t turned up. Let’s go back to your release. You have no idea why these mysterious kidnappers let you go either?”

“Not really, sir. I think I heard one of them say I was about used up, that hurting me was just no fun anymore. All I know is that they drove me somewhere and dumped me out blindfolded and naked on the street.”

“Uh-huh.”

The detective’s skepticism hangs heavy in the air. I don’t care. I’m comfortably ensconced in a hospital bed under clean white sheets. An IV needle is stuck in my arm and the bag hangs over my head. I’ve been deloused and cleaned of fleas. My many wounds have been cleansed, medicated and bandaged and I’m being treated for an assortment of venereal diseases, among other things. The doctors have finally consented to my being interviewed by the police, and a very frustrating interview it is for the officers in question. Finally, the detective in charge (a man named Gomez) gets around to the only question he’s truly interested in.

“And I suppose you also have no knowledge of the explosion that destroyed a house down near the waterfront this morning.”

“No, sir. My only concern has been getting to the hospital. In fact, I believe I was here when that occurred. “

Gomez gives a snort, his eyes narrowing accusingly.

“Are you aware that several innocent children were killed in the incident?”

“Really?” I ask with a skepticism of my own. “That’s not what the news said.” I gesture at the TV bolted to the wall. “They said it was a suspected gangster and drug smuggler wanted for extradition by the United States, along with a bunch of his henchmen. Maybe the CIA did it.”

This earns me a sour look and nothing more. Again: I don’t care. The pigs aren’t about to admit that it was the same bastard they know destroyed my club early last month. And other than suspicion they’ve got nothing on me. My only concern now is getting back to Drew, so I can bury him with my own two hands in the most beautiful part of my most beautiful garden. Then I can start thinking about what to do with the rest of my lonely, regret-filled and guilt-ridden life. Unfortunately it’s going to be a while before I can get around to that.

The doctors have said I need to stay here for a couple of weeks, for observation and IV antibiotics. Some of my wounds are infected, and I’m malnourished and weak. The abrasions in my pussy and ass need time to heal too. They even want me to undergo counseling for post-traumatic stress. In this vein they soon decide the police have pestered me enough. Gomez and his goons take their disgruntled leave and soon a far more welcome visitor is permitted in.

Shera tears up immediately upon seeing me.

I’m touched, though not surprised.

I’m sure I must look a fright: split lips, black eyes, and all the other visible evidence of my many beatings. I’ll always be a chubby shorty of course, but right now I’m somewhat less chubby than usual. For a third time though, I don’t care. The success of my escape and the demise of Orosco, Desiree and all his other thugs will keep me brimming with sad satisfaction for the rest of my life. All I need now is closure in the matter of my poor abandoned slave. Until I can get that though I have plenty of motivation to reassure my employee – I mean my very dear friend. I respond to her weeping greeting with a wide smile of welcome. The pain this causes my mouth is nothing next to the love that stirs in my heart.

“Oh my God, Dara, are you all right? I’ve been worried sick!”

“I’m wonderful now that I’m seeing you! Thank you so much for coming!”

“Are you kidding? Once I heard you’d been found they couldn’t keep me away! Oh, Dara, I was so afraid you were dead! I’ve been talking to Maurice and your lawyer and accountants, keeping your house and everything up and running as if you’d just gone on vacation, keeping in touch with the girls like you asked me to, and hounding the police since you were reported missing. But I was so afraid that it was all for nothing, and the longer you were gone…”

Shera trails off into fresh weeping. She makes an abortive move toward me, clearly wanting to embrace me but wary of my delicate condition. Immediately I raise my arms to her and she surges forward. Sobbing she clings to me while I console her. At last she pulls back, casts a furtive look at the closed door and whispers at me intently.

“My God, Dara, what on earth happened to you? Disappearing the same night the club burned – and now turning up like this, and Orosco dead on the same day – don’t try to tell me these are coincidences, because I just don’t believe it! That bastard took you, didn’t he? I knew it the minute you went missing!”

“He took me all right. But I took care of him in the end. Sit here on the edge of the bed and I’ll tell you all about it.”

Keeping my voice low too I confide the entirety of my ordeal to Shera. As the only audience for this ever she is perfect: horrified, aghast, tearfully commiserating and both awestruck and fiercely triumphant in the end, especially about my revenge on deceitful Desiree above all the others.

“No wonder I couldn’t get a hold of that bitch! I got commitments to return from most of the girls, but I couldn’t get in touch with her at all. I was actually upset about it, because she was always the best. My God, what a lying, spying, traitorous, psychopathic bitch! And she actually wanted to use rats to—”

Shera breaks off, shuddering. Then with an effort she moves on to reassuring me.

“Don’t worry, boss, we don’t need her. We’ll still have the best club in the islands again while she’s ashes in the wind!”

Strangely I’m no longer as determined and enthusiastic about rebuilding as I was before. But I’m spared the necessity of faking this by a tap on the door.

One of the nurses enters. She has a dinner tray with her and she lets Shera know in no uncertain terms that her patient has had enough excitement for the day. I don’t know if I agree – seeing Shera has been the best medicine of all for me. Nevertheless she gives me another big hug and kiss, and climbs from the bed. Eying the institutional fare on the tray she promises to return the next day, bringing a deliciously fattening smorgasbord from a four-star restaurant for me. With that I have to be content.

After the minimal and befouled offal I’ve subsisted on for the past month and a half even hospital food is a treat for me. I clean up every crumb and then submit to more poking and prodding by doctors, followed by dressing changes and fresh doses of medication. After that I’m sternly ordered to rest.

The lights are doused, the door is closed and I’m left alone with my memories: some hideous, some uplifting, some simply sad beyond bearing. Hugging an extra pillow to my breast and missing inconsolably the forever lost comfort of having my precious slave’s body in my arms, I finally manage to cry myself to sleep.

***

I’m tempted to say the next two weeks drag interminably for me, but that would be inexcusable hyperbole after the six I just spent in hell. Call this limbo instead: a purgatorial interlude between the damnation I’ve just escaped and my return to my private paradise, now a mournful one forever haunted by the ghosts of my beloved and all the ecstasies we shared there. It will also be haunted by those tragically unconsecrated: all the even more sublime experiences stupidly eschewed.

More tangible if less distressing will no doubt be the horribly foul odor of my lost love’s decomposing corpse. This last fact adds urgency to my need to get back there: surely this is worsening with every passing moment. Yet to call these days purgatorial does an injustice to Shera as well, who comes faithfully to visit me every day.

It is not lost on me that my former manager has no income coming in. In one of my dreary long talks with lawyers and accountants I arrange to see that she continues to draw salary as well as receive back pay for every day of my absence despite her protestations. The fact is that this remuneration has been well-earned, and continues to be. Shera was invaluable to me then as a standin and liaison with my majordomo, Maurice, as well as the lawyers, insurance company and police. She continues in this role even now, helping to alternately satisfy or fend off various associates and investigators as well as the persistent attentions of the reporters continuously crowding around. And of course, she also brightens up my days invaluably.

In addition to insisting on ‘fattening me back up’ with a never-ending glut of exquisite dishes and bringing in the other girls from the club to visit she provides a wonderful shoulder to cry on, even if she doesn’t always know exactly why she’s consoling me. And when my bruises have faded away to shadows, my abrasions, welts and other wounds have mostly healed, my various infections have been vanquished, my malnourishment addressed and my strength has returned, and the doctors finally see fit to release me at last, she even brings me clothes to wear home and demands to be the one to drive me there. She has actually scouted and planned out a deceptive method and surreptitious route that allows me to escape my room and get to her car while avoiding the horde of reporters still clamoring for the salacious story of the dominatrix nightclub owner kidnapped and victimized herself. Wonderful Shera even wants to come in and spend a few days with me, insisting that after such an ordeal I shouldn’t be alone in my palatial but empty (except of the help) home. Here I’m forced at last to draw the line with her.

“Shera dear, you’ve been incredible. I don’t know how I’d have made it through these weeks without you. But right now alone is exactly what I need to be.

“Please don’t be like all those tiresome post-trauma counselors, insisting that I endlessly rehash my feelings and experiences ad infinitum. I’m perfectly fine. My body is mended, my head shrunk to an appropriate size and my emotional state is stable. If I still cry a lot, then all I need is the comfort and closure of familiar surroundings and the privacy to mend up a few raveled ends. I promise that I will call you instantly if I can’t handle it or I need anything.”

“You’d damn well better!” Shera swears severely, relenting at last. “And I will be here instantly! Oh well. Take care of yourself, darling, and don’t let things get you down. Remember that we won, against all odds, and all thanks to you. Orosco is history and we’re still standing, even if our lovely club isn’t. Hooray for the good guys!”

This brings a genuine smile from me despite the worst ordeal of all still lying before me. Seeing this Shera is reassured. She at last allows me to exchange hugs and kisses with her before turning me over to equally solicitous Maurice, who is standing nearby waiting, as impeccably turned out as ever.

“Welcome home, Miss Dupree. It is sensational to have you back. Except for the replacement of certain perishables I think you’ll find everything exactly as you left it.”

Not quite, I think, but don’t say, as yet another lump of grief and regret tries to rise in my throat. I think I’ll find the most precious element irrevocably altered for the worse. Nevertheless I put on a brave face and attempt to do justice to my gratitude.

“Thank you so much! It’s wonderful to be home. And thank you for looking after things while I was gone. I knew I could count on you.”

“But of course. Would Mistress care for dinner, or a cocktail? The maid and groundskeepers have left for today, but Anita has remained to cook for you if you like.”

“No thank you, Maurice, Shera has been stuffing me all week. If I keep this up I’ll soon be beyond pleasingly curvy and be downright obese. You may send her home; I have all I need. In fact, would you mind taking a vacation for yourself? I’d like to completely vacate the estate for a few days; I am in desperate need of uninterrupted peace and quiet. Check into the fanciest hotel you can find and bill everything to me. Let people wait on you for a change. You’ve earned it with all these years of wonderful service, no more so than in the last two months when it may have seemed there was the least to do.”

Maurice frowns at this and begins a series of polite, well-bred but insistent protests. No doubt Shera has been after him with endless admonitions that I be pampered around the clock. It takes me nearly ten minutes of gentle but equally insistent reassurances before he at last agrees to leave, and then only on the condition that he report his location to my voicemail as soon as he’s settled nearby. Finally, I’ve seen both him and Anita through the gate, clearing the property for a somber burial. With this dreadful yet imperative and determinedly anticipated devotion finally at hand I change into a simple black dress, elegant yet utilitarian for the manual labor ahead. The only protection I don against the ghastly chore is a pair of matching leather gauntlets.

Despite the certain stench I’m about to enter I take no precautions to mute or filter it, not even to the extent of a simple mourning veil. After the horrific death my arrogance and hubris subjected my beloved to, a little nausea is the least of the punishment I deserve.

Certainly my grief and regret will continue to chastise me for the rest of my life. My heart breaking with sorrow, I enter the concealed elevator from the closet and start the trip down. As I descend I steel myself for the horror I’m about to confront. I arrive with a gentle bump. Then the door slides open on a heaven unimaginably more paradisiacal than the one I so thoughtlessly stormed out of eight weeks ago.




Chapter Ten

Drew

Once again I’m praying to my glorious Goddess Dara with a fervent yet pious and humble sincerity that can only be answered soon. I know this is so because time is running short again, and she hasn’t let me down yet.

When I had to get off the bed to pee, I was only hogtied by handcuffs. If it had been the usual elaborate harness of ropes drawn agonizingly tight I would never have been able reach the edge of the mattress or roll safely off onto the floor, to say nothing of making it to the tub. Such divine foresight! Then when I was dying of thirst I found that she hadn’t tightened the carabiner to the point where I couldn’t unscrew it either: more miraculous clairvoyance. Finally when I was starving Goddess responded with her clearest miracle and greatest blessing yet, the most undisputable proof of her divinity possible. In answer to the first prayer I’d ever spoken aloud she released the kitchen locks immediately! Each step along the way of our separation has been another test of my faith, and this is just the ultimate one.

It’s been over a month since the kitchen miracle, and now the food is gone. Only the seasonings in the spice rack remain. Today I ate the final steak.

I waited until the end to eat these because they were Goddess’ favorite. Even so I felt guilty about it – wow they were good, far too good for a lowly slave like me. Anyway, I pray now once again for my deity to return as soon as she can.

It’s not that I’m worried about starving again – Goddess Dara would never allow that to happen. But I’d prefer she behold me as I am now rather than in the disgusting condition I was in before her latest miracle. I’m afraid that without food I’ll get weak and slovenly again, and be unable to keep myself properly hogtied for her like I currently am: cuffed wrists and ankles linked together, double cock-gag buckled in place, butt stuffed and fully inflated and my stretched-back head and balls bound tightly together.

Right now her private universe gleams from end to end. Everything is in its place and polished to a high gloss. Likewise I’m in the most splendid possible condition too. After over a month of the highest quality food, no debilitation from torture or around-the-clock bondage and nothing to do but sleep and clean and exercise, my body is built and fit like never before.

My hygiene and behavior are also impeccable. I’m freshly washed from head to toe and lying dutifully on her bed just as I should be: on my side facing the elevator and ready for her to snuggle back up to me and resume her interrupted slumber the minute she walks back in. And wouldn’t you know it, just as I’m finishing my silent prayer to her that door actually does suddenly slide open, and oh my holy Goddess, there she is!

Immediately my heart wants to burst with joy.

Another clear miracle, another answered prayer, another test passed and my unwavering faith is rewarded again! And yet Goddess Dara teases me as if she didn’t expect to find me waiting exactly as she left me.

Her lovely face undergoes a rapid change of expressions as she meets my shining eyes. From grimly expectant she suddenly acts as if she’s stunned, and not quite crediting what she sees. Then her whole countenance lights up with an amazed delight the like of which I’ve ever seen. She actually shrieks with joyous disbelief.

“Drew! Is this a miracle? How can you even be alive?”

Of course, it’s a miracle, my gorgeous and omnipotent Goddess: a whole series of them, and all bestowed upon me by you. I am alive because you allowed me to be so after passing the tests you set. Wherever you have been – the fading bruises on your face and the relative slimness of your figure attest to an ordeal of your own – you were looking after me in spirit.

I assume my Goddess can read my mind. She’s often proved omniscient, and I am incapable of doubting her powers. In any case she responds to my telepathic answer by rushing forward, leaping onto the bed and piling into me like a crush of love. She embraces me so fervently the breath is almost squeezed from my body and at the same time she begins kissing every spot on my face not covered by that gag or the straps of its harness.

“Darling, darling, darling!” she keeps crying, and crying she actually is, with tears pouring down her face. Even in my transcendent bliss at this unprecedented expression of affection, even in all my reverent adoration and soaring euphoria at our reunion I’m unsettled a bit by this intensity of emotion.

I’ve never seen Goddess cry before, or truly lose control even in her most impulsive moments. Still kissing my cheeks, nose, eyelids and forehead she expertly frees the knot holding my head back. She unbuckles the harness and pulls back from my face long enough to rip that double cock out of my mouth and fling it across the room. Then the unquestionably divine Goddess Dara plunges her hands into my hair. She clasps my head tight and pulls our faces back together. Suddenly she’s kissing me like she never has ever, like I never dared dream she might. Her lips are locked to mine like a devouring lamprey. Her tongue thrusts demandingly into me and scours out every last corner of my mouth. She’s moaning with a kind of passion I’ve never heard from her before, neither sadistic nor strictly sexual. Whatever it connotes I fear I’ll die from blessedness before she’s finished making out with me.

Slaves don’t ever merit this level of pleasure. This makes eating T-bone steaks four meals in a row seem like the most piddling trifle. Never did I dream of this kind of reward for passing all her tests! She breaks our oral lock after an eternity of the most dangerous bliss only to hug me even tighter, rocking my body back and forth and resuming that alarming weeping. At last she thrusts me out at arm’s length, beaming incredulity at me through her streaming tears.

“Now tell me, darling: what are you doing alive?”

Still a bit confused I answer her as before, only using my mouth this time. Surely she wants to hear it out loud just to force articulation of my avowal, the way she made me pray audibly in the kitchen before releasing the locks.

“I passed the tests you set for me, Goddess.

“I persevered as long as I could. Then I dared initiatives I hoped you would approve of. I kept faith that you would look after me no matter what troubles we were each encountering. And you rewarded me with miracles every step of the way. You reached out to me from above and gave me what I needed to preserve myself for you until it was time for your return. Now you’re here at last. And now I can go on serving you with the most worshipful devotion and unstinting submission imaginable until the end of all time. Command me, my most adored and holy deity, so that I may fulfill your every need.”

Goddess Dara gazes at me a moment, her expression unreadable beyond the simple joy she takes in seeing me. Then she speaks to me with such warmth that it brings me close to weeping myself with the unwonted tenderness under-running her orders.

“Very well, darling: I command you to tell me in detail everything you did down here in my absence. And when you are done it will be my turn. I have something to tell you that I should have told you long ago. You may begin.”

Assuming Goddess knows all already, and that this is just another test, I recount my trials and triumphs for her exactly as ordered. She gives such a good impression of being moved at every turn – tears of commiseration, even anguish at my extremities, and applause at each instance of redemption, that I fear she’s teasing me again.

When I’ve finished she’s still leaking at the eyes and gazing at me with such an incomprehensible mix of emotions – sadness, tenderness, approval and even pride – that I feel that sense of unease creeping back in, that sense of an inappropriate exchange between us that heavenly though it is can only lead to unprecedented cruelty soon. And then Goddess Dara simply astounds me. Her words constitute a reward far more glorious than any other possible, regardless of whatever inconceivable ecstasies may follow.

“I understand. You did very, very well, Drew. In fact, you did so well that you have a reward coming, a reward so unfathomable that you will have to experience it before you can properly appreciate it. But first it’s long past time for you to understand something too, something it took me far too long to grasp myself.

“Drew…my darling, my wonderfully precious slave Slut-boy…I love you. I’ve loved you for months and I will love you forever. Seeing you pass the tests you were set redeems me from an unendurable future of tormented regret. And now, for your reward – and my own – we will make love as only the most devoted lovers do. You are going to be surprised and gratified beyond your most blasphemous fantasies I think!”


Dara

Drew’s expression is priceless – almost as priceless as finding him alive, and the coincidences that convinced him I’m truly divine, that ‘Goddess’ is not just a submissive honorific. Disabusing him of this notion would do us both a disservice. And so I assume the mantle of his personal deity gladly. All is just splendidly incredible in our mutual heaven, and it’s about to get so much better.

I’m still so overwhelmed with joy, relief, love, pride in and approval of him and at his unbelievable survival that my euphoria forms the most potent aphrodisiac possible. Years of contempt for men and sex and weeks and weeks of the most hideous rapes are washed away immediately, rendered irrelevant in an instant. Despite my residual soreness my eagerness to actually make love to someone (as opposed to enduring paid or forced fucking) knows no bounds. I must make up for deferred and assumed wasted ecstasies immediately – or almost immediately. Drew’s inexperience – and my own newness to this kind of sex – demands the most drawn-out and exquisitely trying foreplay first. Before I accept him inside me we must both be positively dying for it. This will require a bit of bondage of course, of the most minimal yet essential sort. But otherwise I want him completely free (at least this first time), exactly as in my fantasies in the late Orosco’s basement.

Smiling at Drew’s flabbergasted wonder I kick off my shoes and retrieve my set of keys from the hidden niche in the headboard where they’ve been stored all along. I release him from the handcuffs and urge him to kneel upright with me in the center of the bed.

As soon as I remove his chastity sleeve he springs into rigidity as always. Marveling at the loveliness of that pink-tinged organ (so excitingly oversized compared to his diminutive frame) I stroke it once with an appreciative finger. Immediately Drew groans and staggers a bit, his gorgeous prick twitching helplessly with its usual mad urgency and then some.

Yes, we’re definitely going to have to do something about that. I can’t allow him his orgasmic epiphany until we’ve both been thoroughly primed for it. Untying the cord now trailing from his balls, I bind this instead about the base of his erection, employing a decorative bow that will allow me to slip it free with one swift tug on the rope. Then I turn my back and smolder seductively at him over my shoulder.

“Unzip me, darling. Help me out of my dress. I can’t make love to you until I’m as naked as you are – or at least nearly so.”

Already I’ve decided to leave my bicep-high black gloves on for the duration. This will add the perfect touch of sexy but not excessive dominance. His hands shaking with both eagerness and unease at the audacity required for this duty my devotee unzips me. With a bit more encouragement he pulls that garment off me, leaving me clad in only those leather gauntlets and my underwear.

The bra and panties I have on aren’t exactly skimpy – I was expecting to perform a burial and not consummate a quasi-marriage after all. But though the panties rise high up my hips and reach low on my thighs they are of exquisite black lace to match that which trims my formidable bra. I simply don’t own any unsexy underwear you know. Remembering Drew’s awe and frenzy at seeing me in lingerie before, I choose to leave these on for the time being. Turning back to my abashed yet dazzled slave I let him feast his eyes while I deliberately arrange a bower of plumped-up pillows for him to recline on. Then taking charge of his upcoming deflowering I push him down supine on these, his bound penis already throbbing visibly as it juts so emphatically up.

Looming above my trembling young initiate I lower myself over him without yet making contact, determined to proceed with excruciating slowness.

Though I’ve just relented on my original intention to never allow my slave to climax, this will remain an exceedingly rare reward for him. Perhaps this will indeed be his only orgasm ever, as I once considered while swimming. The thought has a delightfully sadistic appeal for me. In either case this will surely be an occasion for him to cherish forever, one that will reconfirm my divinity for him and bind his soul more unalterably to mine than ever. We must take our sweet, leisurely time with it…

Slut-boy’s china-blue eyes are like saucers as my face descends toward his. My breasts unavoidably settle on his chest, but at least they’re still harnessed and confined by that big sturdy bra. Nevertheless he makes an involuntary squeak at that oh-so erotic pressure. With his amazed gaze captured I move to take possession of his mouth too, not devouring it like before (at least not yet) but just gently nibbling on his lips. Wetting them with my tongue I gift them with a number of the most chaste little kisses. Then I press my mouth firmly to his at last before granting the necessary permission

“Kiss me back now, lover,” I breathe. “Use your lips as I do mine. This is one of those rare occasions when participation can be more rewarding than simple submission.”

Naturally my naïve young treat is tentative and clumsy at first. But I’m a good teacher. Soon enough I have him smooching back at me enthusiastically, his delight in this amazing honor evident in his ardor. Soon after that we’re sucking face with an ever increasing passion, one that swiftly requires greater expression. Inside of him I slide, penetrating his mouth with my tongue as I so often have my demanding cock. After thoroughly plundering him for a while I relent and invite an invasion of his own.

Once again Drew proves meekly reticent but eventually an apt and avid pupil. His originally timid tongue dares to duel with mine and yet properly never challenges for primacy. Burgeoning on this intimacy my love soon compels me on to more eager efforts than ever. Straddling his body on my hands and knees with just my breasts resting on his chest I give my precious virgin a prolonged education in the art of making out, until his breath pants hot on my cheek and his moans have reached just the right pitch of competing enjoyment and need. Then I break off, rise up, and reach behind my back for the clasp of my bra.

The stretching of my arms thrusts my torso forward and Slut-boy’s eyes gleam with eagerness. A little manipulation and one practiced shrug and that capacious black lace drops atop him. Despite my lost weight I’m still unbelievably bountiful, and those eyes just eat me alive. But then they turn shocked and sorrowful for a moment.

I’m still covered everywhere with the fading marks of my torture, here more than anywhere else. But I’m not going to allow ancient history to intrude. I drop forward again, first onto my palms, dangling those glorious udders right in his face. Each is still larger than his entire head. I waggle back and forth a bit, grazing him with the scarred and still tender nipples. Scrupulously submissive, Drew makes no attempt to latch on to these though I know he’s dying to do so. Instead I have to insist that he share in my treasure.

“Go ahead and touch them darling. Feel the silky skin with your palms and fingers. Caress their every curve. Test and heft their weight, fondle and squeeze and play. Enjoy my beautiful boobs. I was cruel to us both to deny them to you.”

Timidly, as if fearing to be burned to the bone by such contact with the epitome of my divinity, Slut-boy follows instructions. Exalted almost beyond bearing he explores the texture, weight, shape, yield and resilience of me. Simultaneously euphoric and horrified he traces the remains of whip welts. With his thumbs he carefully brushes the remnants of old scabs from my enormous nipples.

“Yes, boy, they were tortured. Now kiss them and make them all better for me.”

Naturally this leads to an orgy of nursing interspersed with face-burial and cheek slapping. Whether I’m battering him about with their swinging weight, letting him press it to his bracketed face or spend seemingly eons worshipfully licking and suckling one engulfed nipple after another neither of us can get enough of this. Unfortunately their soreness eventually makes me withdraw this blessing. That’s okay though. We have the rest of our lives to indulge in this bliss. Besides, it’s my turn to fondle and toy, kiss and lick and suck and play. I’ve ignored that gorgeous organ just about long enough.


Drew

I still can’t believe this is happening to me. Goddess Dara said she loves me, actually loves me! What madness is this?

Then again, perhaps this was the reason for our separation: for me to have a chance to prove to her my worthiness for such an unorthodox emotion. And perhaps she needed to voluntarily submit herself to an ordeal by excruciation to eradicate the conflict this raised in her, to burn away the dross of her confusion and leave only certainty behind. Whatever the case, it seems that she will no longer be forced to punish me for inspiring such inappropriate feelings in her. From now on we can wallow in them unconcernedly! Having passed through our separate trials we are now come together again in love to explore the kind of ecstasies only an undisputed deity may bestow on a lowly slave.

And oh how wonderful these are so far!

I could revel in the pleasures of kissing, of doing that keenly exciting wrestling of tongues for hours. Then to be allowed to actually touch Goddess’ breasts, to explore them with my hands and be subjected to a prolonged facial burying and battering (to say nothing of kissing and licking them) is so glorious it makes me instinctively uneasy. I can’t shake the deeply ingrained conviction of my unworthiness for this no matter how dearly it’s been purchased.

I want to cry for my owner seeing the damage done to her heavenly body. I would have instantly subjected myself to whatever it was she suffered recently multiplied by a million times to spare her regardless of its eventual benefits for us. When I’m told I can soothe her by nursing longer and more passionately than ever before I’m afraid the conflict between my urge to accept her suffering unto myself and this astounding gift of blessedness will tear me apart. I’m ashamed at how ecstatically I gorge myself and the mad straining and pulsating of my hugely erect man-thing as I do so seems an affront to her suffering. It is completely condign when Goddess withdraws her bounty at last and retreats down my body to confront this.

Now I will suffer for her in ways that are more unbearable than the worst torture while at the same time are so ecstatically pleasurable that it’s inconceivable I could be deserving of them. I can tell by my beloved’s look of arch intent that all her endless toying and teasing of the past was but the merest harbinger of what she’s about to put my penis through now. Moaning with both dread and anticipation I gather up fistfuls of fur and brace myself for the greatest challenge-by-arousal of my existence.

“Here we go, lover,” Goddess Dara smiles slyly. “It’s time to drive you utterly out of your mind. Soon you will experience pleasures you may have heard about, glimpsed briefly in your dreams or even experienced the tiniest taste of, but never imagined you would earn. And still these are only the tip of the iceberg. Enjoy yourself, darling. I know I will. I have vast experience and limitless expertise in titillating a man this way. But very rarely have I taken enjoyment in it for its own sake. Now all that is about to change.”

Goddess begins as she usually does, with the simple feather-light stroking of a finger. Still following established procedure she gently palpates my balls, bends me all around and down before repeatedly causing me to spring back upright with wildly intense waggling. As always this is maniacally exciting. Tossing my head and gripping those furs for dear life I strain mightily not to lift my hips up in response to her touch. My lack of bondage actually intensifies my frustrated pleasure, requiring an ungodly restraint on my part usually provided by implacable shackles. But then the ordeal really begins, and of course, Goddess is right: her earlier actions may have hinted at these ecstasies but now I’m suddenly glutted with them.

Once upon a time my incredible Goddess Dara encircled my erection with a thumb and single finger and pumped on it. As I recall this brought on one of those agonizing but irresistibly compelling convulsions in my groin that remain the most tantalizing mystery at the fundament of my being. Now however she grips me with the entirety of her fist in order to pump me.

I’ve also endured untold hours on the electro-mechanical masturbator. This device has driven me repeatedly to delirium with its mechanized assaults on my poor trapped man-thing. Yet Goddess’ manipulations, while incredibly gentle and measured to begin with, are indescribably more enjoyable.

There is no concomitant torture involved, no searing electricity endlessly savaging my balls, shaft and urethra. But that doesn’t begin to account for the difference. The true wonder of this experience is that this is no impersonal machine frantically yanking and sucking on me and provoking those choked-off explosions. Instead this is my beautiful and loving Goddess Dara gripping me in a leather-gloved fist, smiling down at me and masturbating my painfully hard penis.

Her smoldering looks and eye-contact, her nearly-naked proximity and the simple, nearly unfathomable fact that she’s deigning to pleasure me herself make this occasion precious beyond description – not to mention infinitely more arousing. And boy she wasn’t kidding about her expertise! No mindless machine no matter how frenetic its attentions could come close to approaching the ecstasy she almost effortlessly wrings from me.

As Goddess begins jerking me faster a combination of experience and intuition always tells her exactly when to vary the pace of her pumping, the firmness of her grip and the angle at which she holds me in order to continuously maximize the unbelievable levels of stimulation created. Gasping and groaning and writhing on that plush pillow pile, exalted and excited like never before I suffer gloriously on the rack of my ecstasy, feeling the familiar unsupportable pressure accumulate relentlessly within me. After mere minutes of this the inevitable stymied explosion makes me cry out miserably and jerk with rebounding spasms. Goddess Dara only laughs approvingly and pumps me even faster and more expertly yet.

“Oh no you don’t, boy! How right I was to tie you off! We’re barely getting started here darling. You’ve still got hours of mad enjoyment to go before I finally pull your string and truly blow your mind and load!”

I know there are clues here I should be pursuing. The mystery is on the brink of unraveling again. But it appears my omniscient Goddess still wants to delay revelation for me. Even as she keeps pumping she takes just this moment to duck her head and suck the leaking sweetness covering the tip of my burning prick from me.

The truly incredible pleasure of this makes it impossible to think of anything but imponderably honored ecstasy. Then I can’t think at all but only squirm and strain and mindlessly moan and convulse all over again, time after time as my unbelievably attractive and expert owner increases her rhythm even more. For an immensely frustrating eternity then she persists in stimulating me nearly beyond bearing, until the clues I should have pursued recede from me completely. And of course, even when this ordeal by ecstasy finishes it is only because Goddess Dara deems the time is now ripe for an even more incomprehensible honor.

This is a possibility she suggested to me the very first day of my ownership, and again after first letting me nurse. I never dared dream I might eventually earn it. Apparently this is truly a day for miracles however. I’m about to experience pleasures no mortal man could possibly deserve, much less one born to my degraded station. And yet this is still but part of an interminably drawn out foreplay. The unimaginable experience of actually making love still lies an un-guessable interval ahead…


Dara

First I have to tantalize him a little bit. That goes without saying: just a hint of the wonders to come. As I barely grazed his face with them, now I just brush my breasts against his cock. A whisper of silken skin on one side and then the other, over and over again while Drew’s jaw gapes and his eyes gaze unbelievably: this is what we need. Pulling him upright by that rope I let the stiff tip of my nipple bend against and worry around the desperately questing head of him. Drew grits his teeth and whimpers. Unable to resist sinning he strains his hips upward, seeking greater contact. Naughty, naughty boy! I give the rope a cruel jerk, pulling him away completely until he submissively subsides. Then I begin to gratify him more seriously still.

Now I slip his cock into my cleavage and slap it from either side as though it was his deeply buried face. I rub him roughly all over, particularly the still-seeping head, and then grind my nipples all up and down the shaft.

Slut-boy moans and groans, his astonishment at the intensity of this eroticism competing with his disbelief that he could possibly be worthy of it. Adding a little masochistic spice to his already intolerable excitement I squeeze his balls amid this dalliance, hard enough to remind him of his place without sapping rather than accentuating his arousal.

Drew responds with wonderful predictability. He cries out, writhing helplessly yet not quite daring to again seek more than he is given. Testing him further I continue this expert teasing until he’s practically beside himself. Then at last it’s time to show him what a former whore can do with her succulent, humungous, fatty-but-firm tits.

Speaking of succulent, that big Caucasian cock is nothing but. Still I have to restrain myself: first things first. Rewarding my slave’s own restraint I finally clamp him tightly between my breasts and begin flogging him up and down. He goes absolutely wild and I grin at him even as I give him a simply fabulous simulation of intercourse.

“Yes, darling, this is titty-fucking. Remember your first day here when I described all the kinds of sexual pleasure available to your never-before released penis? Who would have thought you’d earn them in a matter of only a few months?

“Enjoy this while you can, Slut-boy, and don’t expect it often! I love you, but you must still prove your worth continuously to me. And even then such heaven is entirely at my discretion. Most slaves go their entire lives without even a hint of such possibilities. It’s completely reasonable to think this experience might never be repeated. So wallow in it!”

That he certainly does. It looks like he’s having an infarction, especially when his poor bloated balls try to empty themselves of a couple decades’ worth of semen for the tenth time in half an hour. I can’t help laughing wickedly at his bulging eyes, tormented cry, clenched fists and involuntary wrench. He’s sweating and squirming and practically hyperventilating. Showing him no mercy I double down on my rhythm, pumping him through my tits like mad.

“Not yet, Slut-boy! I told you to enjoy yourself but my indulgence has limits – unlike my need to see you in insanely frustrated lust. You will have your moment of apocalyptic, never-to-be-forgotten, instantly addicting debt to me. But you will have to wait until I have my fill of afflicting you with intolerable carnal derangement first!”

Poor Drew manages a single sob amid his gasping and groaning and I’m so tickled by his extremity I can barely imagine how rewarding it will be in the future, when he’s actually aware of what he’s being denied. All my honest love for him aside, how will I ever bring myself to let him come again after tonight? Oh, my darling, my slave, my subject, my mate: you are going to have such a trying life with me! And still he’s never yet experienced a second of penetration…

This thought combines with my own almost insupportable lust and I don’t know how much longer I can resist moving on to the oral extravaganza. I manage to keep pumping that delightful cock a good while longer, tormenting us both. But when Drew wrenches and cries out with yet another thwarted orgasm I can contain myself no longer. It’s time to feed.

I free that lovely prick from between my breasts at last. It’s looking a bit chafed by now, but that’s only fair – I’m still a bit sore where it’s eventually going after all. And with its history of needle-pokes, cigarette burns, whip welts, the endless application of electricity and all my other tortures a little soreness in that organ shouldn’t faze my avid masochist at all. I expect it will only enhance the experience of losing his virginity. In any case I intend to provide a soothing bath for it right now.

Giving blowjobs is something else I’m supremely accomplished at doing. Though I never particularly enjoyed it (and found it wearisome my last few years as a hooker and downright abominable just recently) it was in my interest to be an expert. Now all those years of effort are about to pay off. Motivated by love and passion – and especially my enjoyment of seeing Slut-boy driven stark raving crazy by unrelievable excitement – I’m incredibly eager. For the first time ever I can’t wait to gobble a big delicious prick. Pulling that hot pink lollipop down by its constricting rope until it’s perfectly perpendicular I lick it all over. Relishing its warm pulsing almost as much as poor Drew’s moans of amazed arousal I wet the entire shaft from the cord cutting into its base to the flaring rim of the glans. Tracing this all the way around with the tips of my tongue I pause to deliberately flicker over the supremely sensitive junction where those curves come together before madly slathering the entire velvety head.

Slut-boy is panting like a bellows and squirming like a worm. I meet his wide-eyed look of incredulous extremity with my greedy eagerness.

“Here it comes, darling. Another inconceivable honor you never thought you might earn and might never be repeated.” This last is a lie – no way will I be able to resist sucking this thing regularly. But the fiction is a useful one for both of us. “Are you ready for this?”

“Absolutely, my beloved Goddess!” frantic Drew gasps. “I will repay you for this pleasure with a million years of suffering!”

“Good enough!” I growl. Then holding that beautiful boner upright by only the rope controlling it I open wide and instantly engulf the entire thing.

Drew’s hips lurch upward uncontrollably and he cries out with astonished ecstasy. Magnanimously I forgive this reaction: he’s only had the head sucked before, and only by himself. Now my naïve young innocent has his whole burning erection inside a woman for the first time. And I’m not just any woman, but one of the sought-after professionals in the entire Caribbean. As I clamp on tight and start bobbing up and down (slowly, oh so slowly at first) I can scarcely imagine the emotions and sensations he must be experiencing. Determined to do this occasion justice I use all my own love, excitement and joy at finding him alive – not to mention my prodigious skill – to service him like no one else in the world possibly could.

Up and down, in and out, twisting and turning, squeezing his balls at all the right times, I have my beloved slave practically weeping with ecstasy and need within seconds. Within minutes – long before I’ve even begun to speed up to a proper rhythm – I have him trying to climax yet again. Feeling the shudder of his failure between my lips and on my tongue inspires me to increase my pace and before long I’m bobbing like a metronome, accepting him smoothly down my throat on each down-stroke and catching his rim with my lips and slathering his tip with my tongue at each withdrawal.

Moaning like a broken record, quivering like a tuning fork and crying out again and again as his balls clench, his groin convulses and that fabulous cock shudders wildly in my mouth, Slut-boy suffers worse from frustrated rapture than he ever has from torture. Still I play him like an instrument, a virtuoso finally come into her own. So transported by the moment I literally couldn’t stop if I wanted to, I find myself grunting and slavering like a beast as I frenziedly stuff myself. I just love the way that fully inflated plug up his ass turns his groin into a dome, a smooth and hairless curve with that impressive prick at the apex. I can’t wait to see how wonderfully it improves my penetration later. As for right now, I have no idea how long I suck and bob, or how Drew possibly gets through his first blowjob with his sanity intact. But there finally comes a point when I decide his virginity is at last ripe for the taking.

No matter how heavenly, foreplay cannot just be an end in itself. At some stage of maximum frenzy and no self-control you just have to mount a big hard cock – either one of your own or that of some particularly deserving male – and either hammer it into him or impale yourself upon it. For me and Drew the time has finally come to choose the latter option. After years of tiresome submission to necessity, more years of scornful refusal, months of foolishly denying temptation, weeks of fantasy and regret under forced intercourse and hours of richly anticipatory build-up, I’m motivated at last by my doting heart and demanding glands to fuck a man. But not just any man – only this infinitely precious and special one.

This time I give him no warning, no coy or reproving heads-up about what to expect. I merely cease my endless oral attack, letting him emerge wet and glistening and exquisitely needy from my lips with a smacking kiss on the tip. My hands find my panties, and aided by adrenaline I rip them effortlessly apart. Casting the shreds on the bed I swing astride Drew’s hips and the inflated dome of his groin. Then I slip him into my opening and drop down atop that wonderful cock with a cry of consummation and delight a lifetime in the making.


Drew

Oh…my…Goddess!

There are no words to adequately convey the enormity of this moment. To say I’m flabbergasted, honored, or aroused as I so often have already doesn’t come within light-years of doing so. To say that I’m amazed I don’t simply explode, or am vaporized in an incendiary flash of passion, can barely approximate the searing intensity of feeling. Shameful as it is, I have earlier admitted to entertaining the unthinkably blasphemous fantasy of vaginally penetrating my deity. But when it suddenly actually happens I am utterly unprepared to properly appreciate it.

Being masturbated by hand was heavenly. Being endlessly pumped between the most divine breasts in existence was so staggeringly arousing it’s a wonder my sanity survived it. Having my erect penis fellated was in education for me in far more than just the ridiculous inadequacy of my own technique, or in the transcendent symphonies of sensation a penis is capable of experiencing, or even in the unimaginable magnitude of the esteem in which my owner must hold me in order to dispense such a blessing. No, this was a mind-bending revelation the likes of which few mortals ever manage to attain. Yet when I slide into my Goddess Dara’s vagina, the absolute quintessence of her sacred femininity, the sublimity of sensation, the apotheosis of emotion and the surfeit of stimulation sends me careening off into infinite realms of unfathomable excitement and apocalyptic bliss.

I’ll say it again: Oh…my…Goddess! So compelling is that sense of warm wet compression, that feeling of being gripped from base to tip in a sheath of slick silken muscle that this barely allows for the apprehension of other nearly equally divine glories. Yet of these there exist an unthinkable abundance.

Just the sight of Goddess straddling me is one to burn out my unworthy eyes.

Naked but for the thrilling black accent of those arm-length leather gloves she is dominant femininity personified. The way her thick thighs and crotch are forked atop mine make her huge buttocks bulge more amply than ever, emphasizing her hourglass waist. Above this those gargantuan breasts swell out wide to either side, displayed just above me in all their glorious wonder. With her shoulders proudly squared and her head cast back as she cries out her own uncontainable ecstasy, Goddess Dara is such an iconic tableau of surpassingly erotic desirability I find it almost impossible to encompass the sheer spectacle of it. I find I’m exceedingly grateful for the terrible pain I’m suddenly suffering, and not just for the masochistic spice it adds to my already insupportable excitement. If I were not afflicted with agony in some fashion I don’t think my conception of myself could survive being blessed with such extravagant favor. As it is the terrible pressure of Goddess’ considerable weight on the gross stuffing of my insides gives me a spar of excruciation to cling to in the sea of rapture swamping me. And though by this or some other means unknown to me I manage to stay sane (or at least sentient) through these and all the other inarticulable wonders of this holiest of moments, I remain certain that even greater challenges await me only seconds away.

Indeed. Even as the latest backfiring convulsion rips through my intolerably blessed and compressed groin Goddess Dara finishes unleashing that primal scream of sexual ecstasy. She looks down upon me from her Olympian perch and delivers a belated warning at last.

“Yes, my darling, this is making love.”

Her gorgeous face is flushed, her eyes shine like cynosures and her chubby cheeks are dimpled deep by the beatific stretch of her smile. Along with the gooseflesh that marbles her skin, and the big pointy jut of those fantastic nipples in full erection, these testify emphatically to the keenness of Goddess’ own flattering arousal. As if more evidence of this was needed her voice is husky with barely restrained lust as she enlightens and admonishes me.

“This is how we consecrate our incredible union. Soon you will be suffering through rhapsodies of ecstasy and trials of constraint that will make everything you’ve endured up until now seem like the trifling harbingers they were. And I fear they may go on for hours.

“Aside from celebrating our love and ushering in a more rewarding eternity of ownership than either of us could have originally conceived, I have a lifetime of misperceptions to make up for, starting right now. So my orders to you as your Goddess are to enjoy and persevere. You can also expect and look forward to an eventual culmination that will validate your devotion, reward your unstinting dedication to my happiness, ensure beyond any possibility of weakening the eternal bond between us and above all fulfill your lowly being beyond the dreams of any slave in existence. Trust me that you cannot conceive of the ecstasies of which I speak. Even if you never experience them again after this, such a singular apotheosis will suffice to convince you of the limitless scope of my divinity, and the unchallengeable justice of your enslavement to it.”

I’m still struggling to internalize all this. Somewhere amidst all this rhetoric are once again clues I desperately need to pursue. But once again my Goddess allows me no opportunity for parsing. Immediately after she delivers this soliloquy the rhapsodies and difficulties of which she spoke are upon me. And in the overwhelming throes of such feelings and physicality’s I have no consideration to spare for mysteries and portents no matter how important.

***

As Goddess Dara goes from smiling to smoldering at me she begins to shift deliberately about. Squirming and wriggling on the spike of my man-thing she bends it this way and that inside of her. The incredible pleasure of this is offset and intensified by the greater pain in my abdomen: the shifting of her weight makes the huge balloon stuffing my body squash into ever-changing shapes. It seems Goddess appreciates the effects of this even more than I do, for she remarks upon it between gasps of satisfaction.

“Damn that feels so good! So much penetration hurts me, but in a simply wonderful way! And to think I might never have thought of stuffing and blowing you up for this. You are to be commended again, darling. Thanks to my Slut-boy’s impressive dedication to duty in keeping himself properly plugged in my absence, the best sex of my life is going to be so much better. Let’s just see how that big bubble responds to some serious movement…”

Perched atop my elevated cock Goddess begins to slowly pump her hips backwards and forward. It’s hard to say which is more insanely compelling: the hugely increased agony in my insides or the incredibly slippery friction generated by the rocking to and fro of my embedded penis. Yet what difference does it make? They way they combine and emphasize each other have me groaning uncontrollably even as my owner growls her own exquisite pleasure.

“Oh yes, oh that works wonderfully! I’m never going to ride a man again unless I have his butt stuffed to capacity! Tell me, darling, does it hurt you?”

“Goddess, yes!” I cry. “It hurts far worse than being beaten with it up there, and I thought that was bad!”

“Good!” she purrs. “I’m very glad. Sex should be painful, shouldn’t it, boy – at least for a slave no matter how much he is beloved?”

“Of course, my gorgeous Goddess!”

“Indeed. So let’s get to it, slave. Let’s make love like you never dreamed you were worthy of. I want to see you out of your mind with crazed desperation while I come about a hundred times. That’s the greatest turn-on there can be for a Goddess like me.”

Goddess Dara begins pumping faster, and right away she has her wish. I don’t know what she means by ‘coming’, though the answer still seems to dance just beyond the edge of my awareness. But I’m certainly crazed with desperation already. And as my divine owner continues to gradually accelerate the pace of her lovemaking this grows exponentially worse. Beyond the unbearably painful and arousing mechanics is the sheer spectacle of her in action. Just as when she’s fucking me with her cock, the bobbing of Goddess’ breasts is simply heavenly to watch. Her alternating expressions of ecstasy and demand animate her face until it’s almost too fearsomely beautiful to behold. I have to close my eyes periodically to ease my erotic overload. As much as I crave that mysterious and excruciating convulsing in my groin, I dread it as well and am endlessly conflicted over whether to strive for it or try to hold it off.

No matter: as Goddess rides me harder and harder it begins to wrench through me even more regularly than when she was orally pleasuring me. Groaning and even weeping I shudder on the rack of frustrated ecstasy while Goddess Dara crows triumphantly even as she pumps her hips with ever greater abandon.

“Yes! Oh yes, suffer for me, Slut-boy! I love that making love comes at such a steep cost to you! How about if we get a little up and down action going too?”

Goddess ceases pumping and rocking my cock so excitingly back and forth inside her. Instead she begins bouncing on me. Oh Goddess, the agony in my ass explodes hundred-fold, her breasts begin flying about more wildly than ever and her cries of delight as she pogos up and down echo all around. Weeping with pain and need and unrelenting ecstasy I have my fists buried in fur again and my toes so tightly curled I could hang on a high wire from them with no need of a net. On and on this incredible ordeal goes, with Goddess bouncing ever more frenziedly until her screams begin to approach that familiar pitch and peak. Then without a hitch in her rhythm she reverts to her former tactics. Only this time she leans forward over me. Now propped on her arms with our faces just a foot apart, her dangling breasts dance about just above me in a wildly swinging and jiggling exhibition that nearly unseats my already precarious reason.

Shrieking and riding me furiously, consumed by an insanely inspired passion I’ve never seen even in her most violently vicious butt-fucking, Goddess Dara glares into my desperation-deranged eyes like a deity of love and vengeance combined. Suddenly I can feel her cunt undulating and convulsing on me even as my own backfiring spasms wrench a scream of excruciated and frustrated misery/ecstasy from me. Meanwhile she’s now shrieking with that obviously cathartic release I’d give almost anything to achieve. At last she drops fully atop me in a panting and moaning collapse I can only weep with envy over.

Crushed into those cradling furs and pillows beneath her smothering weight I can only groan and glory over the intimate press of so much sacred naked flesh. I’m thrilled and dismayed but not surprised when she resumes pumping her hips, if only slowly. As her hot breath pants in my ear she sends shivers all through me by nibbling on this. Then she drives her slathering tongue deep inside as though trying to make out with it like my mouth.

“That’s one for me and none for you,” she murmurs enigmatically. “Only about ninety-nine more to go!”

I know this is yet another hint I should easily be able to put together with all the others. And I even have a suspicion that the knowledge of what she means is already inside me, in an instinctive or subconscious form waiting to burst upon my awareness as soon as I can handle it – or as soon as Goddess Dara frees me of her inhibiting will. In any case I actually welcome the return of mindlessness that comes with Goddess sitting back up and resuming her wild riding of me. Crazed desperation, rectal agony, transcendent arousal and the divine spectacle of my owner in action remains as compelling as ever despite the addictive extremes it subjects me to.

After all, this is the unsurpassed paradise of true sexual intercourse I’m engaging in, something I never dared hope or imagine I might be found worthy of. This is making love in all its timeless wondrousness, and I would choose to do it until it killed me, and then for eternity afterwards with or without the ultimate culmination promised me. This is especially true once Goddess Dara invites me again to cease just submitting to it and actively participate.

“Okay, boy, you’re out of bondage for a reason. Making love is different from just fucking because it’s about sharing the experience. You may now use your hands however you wish. Use them to help lift your hips and improve my penetration. Or use them on my ass as you did that time we made love with my own erection. Play with my tits, caress my body all over. Touch my hair and face even. Tonight I share myself with you completely just as I’ve chosen to share my life with you. You may be my mortal subject and eternal slave, but you’re also the closest thing I’ll ever have to a mate. So make love to me as eagerly as I do you.”

And so an experience I thought was the pinnacle of my existence gets immeasurably more enjoyable and intense. It coincidentally gets more terribly frustrating but this is just par for the course. With my wholly owned soul singing paeans of euphoric worship just as before I accept this paradisiacal blessing. And as my wandering hands roam at will – stroking, squeezing, exploring, assisting, caressing all those unbelievably generous curves and clamping on to join in the action – my emotional involvement skyrockets along with the physical.

We are truly making love now, as only the most dedicated and unspeakably ravenous lovers do. And oh Goddess, we continue to do so for hours and hours of ever more ecstatic, rewarding, exhilarating, agonizing and increasingly trying riding.

Goddess Dara screams her way through innumerable crescendos, peaks, and swoons of cathartic release. And with every one of these, and with every backfiring, spasming, balls-convulsing instances of agony and madness that I addictively endure, that long-sought epiphany edges ever closer. Once again I’m weeping and writhing wildly, clinging to her giant buttocks for dear life and wrestling with incipient insanity even as I assist her rhythm when I suddenly see Goddess sit upright atop me again. Without altering her frenetic rhythm, her ecstatic transport or ever-present air of sadistic delight at my intolerable extremity she reaches a hand behind herself. When it emerges again she has the end of a cord wrapped around it – surely the same rope that she’s had tied tightly about the base of my penis all this time.

Still Goddess rides me ever more maniacally, her uncontainable cries scaling upward yet again. These seem increasingly pained as well as incredibly aroused of late, as though our endless orgy of intercourse was taking a toll on her similar to that of the constantly climbing excruciation in my stuffed ass and the agony of my woefully sore if still adamantly urgent erection. Suffering or not though, Goddess shows no intention of slowing down. She even begins urging me on toward that next irresistible if intolerable choked explosion, somehow working these encouragements into her maddened shrieks.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Do you feel it, Slut-boy? Feel it coming? Feel it building? Let it! Let it! Yes! Yes! Oh, darling, let it build! Let it grow uncontainable! Let it come now!”

Even as she screams this last and drops back toward me for yet another headlong, lunging rush toward ‘orgasm’ Goddess Dara gives a mighty yank on the rope in her hand.

Naturally I’ve been following her orders, carried along willy-nilly by her contagious ecstasy and escalating pumping to the very brink of what promises to be my most tortured and intolerable denial yet. But with a wicked burn as exhilarating as a whiplash that rope rips free of me. This unexpected lick of agony is all the goad I need to bring on that craved and dreaded convulsion. But with Goddess’ eyes burning into mine from inches away as she screams and thrusts and thrashes her way through what is clearly her most transcendent climax yet the greatest miracle of all occurs.

Rather than rebounding through me in a horribly stymied explosion of pain, that detonation of sensation is channeled up and out of me in a limitlessly satisfying, utterly flabbergasting apocalypse of pleasure. Goddess’ vagina is clenching and undulating all along me even as I slip oh-so swiftly back and forth within it, and my burning-hard cock suddenly responds with wild spasms of its own. In my crazed and amazed excess of ecstasy I can feel it pumping something deep up into the sacred center of the unquestionably and infinitely divine Goddess Dara even as I’m bathed yet again in hot fluids of her own. In an instant of satori as impactful as an eternity all the pieces fit together at last.

Men do have orgasms too!

The pumping of thick liquid into my mouth and rectum by those electrified organs is a crude simulation of what my own erection is doing right now, and has endlessly been trying to do for hours and months. Only slaves aren’t supposed to be allowed this sublime and transcendent release of endlessly pent-up need. Their designated station dictates suffering and selfless service exclusively. The only gratification a piece of human property like me is worthy of is that which comes from an expression of approval, the endorphin rush of an especially vicious whipping, the perverse fulfillments of a masochistic compulsion, or if they’re lucky enough, submitting to the sexual insatiability of others. That I have been permitted this inconceivably extreme honor is, as Goddess indicated, the ultimate proof of her limitlessly generous and benevolent divinity.

Still that implausible, ridiculously excessive ecstasy continues. It’s as if an entire lifetime of accumulated frustration is spurting forcefully out of me through the narrowest of conduits: prolonging and intensifying that priceless apocalypse of orgiastic release. And in the midst of this mad transport I suddenly perceive the truth of Goddess Dara’s other intimation. This orgasm, this unbelievable culmination that is her holy gift to me not only ensures beyond any dream of wavering my infinite commitment to her. It also justifies beyond any possible argument her eternal divine right of sovereignty over me.

I was ready to die gruesomely and suffer an eternity of the worst torture ever for her before. But as we scream and weep and thrust convulsively against one another in the most gratifying simultaneous climax conceivable, this redundant affirmation adds perhaps the most comforting and fulfilling element of all to our illimitably loving consummation-consecration. And when the last depths of emotional and physical exaltation have finally been tapped, and Goddess collapses crushingly atop me once again, we can only gasp and weep and cling to each other in an embrace the fervor and urgency of which epitomizes the preciousness and indestructibility of the timeless ties that now bind us.

This is truly heaven.


Dara

Utterly exhausted (at least temporarily) I finally stir myself to rise up a little and wipe the tears from my face. Unashamed at how obviously moved I am, I smile down at my slave-mate a bit tremulously. That was the most incredible experience I ever expect to have, and well worth violating a few conventions for. I knew making love would be far more rewarding than just fucking but that was amazing. Every muscle in my body is still quivering with aftermath. Unable to help myself (and not even trying since such concerns are ridiculously obsolete) I kiss and kiss and blissfully kiss my panting and moaning Slut-boy until my heart threatens to burst through my chest. Then I beam approvingly down at him squashed so completely beneath me.

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had, darling. And I’ve fucked literally thousands of times. I know I don’t have to ask if it was good for you too.”

As always Drew’s cerulean eyes are flooded to surfeit with awed adulation. His voice cracks with emotion answering me.

“I will serve you worshipfully for all eternity and never come close to repaying that sacrament, Goddess Dara. And mere words can never express the extent of my love and gratitude to you. That was far more wonderful than I deserve. Thank you from the bottom of my heart.”

“You’re welcome, darling.”

I spend an immoderately long time kissing him again. Eventually the lovely penis that had gone soft inside me begins to stiffen back up, rekindling my own desire. Unfortunately I’m just too sore for any more of that kind of sex. That doesn’t mean the extravaganza has to end however. I still have plenty of cocks of my own after all. But right now I’m struck by Drew’s reference to our consecration as a sacrament.

That’s exactly what it was: a kind of marriage/baptism by the conventions of our own private religion. And now it’s time for another one: a first communion of sorts. Reclaiming my mantle of omnipotent divinity I sit back up. Pinching my pussy closed I slide off Slut-boy’s penis and move forward to straddle his face. My slave is gazing worshipfully if uncertainly up at me. Putting his sworn devotion to the test I snap out an imperious order.

“Open your mouth!”

Instantly he obeys.

“Take this and eat, slave, in undying fealty to me!”

I release the pressure of my fingers and the mess of our combined ejaculate slithers into him. Without a qualm Slut-boy consumes it, though the product of his long-bloated balls is unbelievably copious. Then following another sharp order he bathes me scrupulously clean.

Good enough: I suppose I have one more possible reward for him while I’m resuming our more usual power dynamic. I climb off him, and strap on that gargantuan punishment penis. My poor vagina is in no shape for the inner extension tonight.

“Pile up two pillows and roll over onto them with your prick crushed into the plush. I’m going to fuck you without your chastity sleeve or even tying it up. If you can manage to come again before I’m done, feel free to do so. I want to remind myself of how much you love being buggered even with my biggest cock. After being deprived of it so long I fully expect you to be absolutely ecstatic about getting to be my bitch again.”

Slut-boy scrambles eagerly to comply. Once he’s submissively presenting for me I deflate and remove the plug from his no doubt extremely sore ass. Despite this and the even more challenging object about to enter it he’s keening with excitement and cocking his hips expectantly as I move into position. He even has the audacity to beg me.

“Please, Goddess Dara, fuck me hard! Make me your simpering sissy bitch with a vengeance! I’ve been so starved for your cock I could die!”

Benevolent as ever I choose to grant this request. Savagely I plunge into him, and Slut-boy squeals like the stuck little piggy that he is. For a couple hours more I bludgeon him into tears of excruciated enjoyment, and eventually he indeed ejaculates again.

I want to say this will definitely be the last time he’ll ever be allowed that privilege. But by now I’ve learned not to make such pronouncements. Sweet, young Drew may just surprise me so spectacularly again. Or I may undergo another unexpected epiphany. One thing is certain however: riding his cinched-up erection will be a terribly maddening regularity for him from now on, whether this is simply for the animal comfort of it, an expression of the love I hold for him, an integral part of our endless sadomasochistic excesses or all three simultaneously.

One other thing is sure. At some point during this long, wonderful night I’ve decided to retire and live on my investments. I’ve had enough of the outside world; my private little universe where I am an undisputed Goddess suits me far better.

I’ll have to take care of Shera and my other valued employees financially, of course. And I can’t cut off all contact completely with the dear friend who was there for me when I needed her. But other than Shera I really couldn’t care if I never see another person again.

I believe I’ll even dismiss all of the household servants, and let Drew take on their duties. Together we’ll live alone in love, exhilaration and bliss, safe in my fortified redoubt forever. I’ll have to allow my slave the run of the grounds, for cleaning, cooking, and maintenance purposes – not to mention fun and companionship – but he can fulfill those functions while remaining in perpetual bondage. Still I suspect we will spend most of our time underground.

Though my experiences in captivity have tempered my unthinking cruelty some – I will never again risk abandoning him alone for example – as Goddess and subject we will no doubt take unending mutual delight in the necessities of our asymmetric relationship. Snuggling up to my hogtied darling at last I pull his face to my breasts to let him nurse me to sleep with an enormous sense of satisfied well-being.

I’ve still got a hell of a lot of payback to dish out, and Drew will be happy to stand in for the bastards I too easily eliminated. But tomorrow will be soon enough to start torturing him again. With my slave suckling gently at my nipple I drop off within minutes.


End
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