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Forward by La Crimson Femme
 
Almost a decade ago before the explosion of eReaders, I surfed the internet for BDSM stories. During one of these searches for free stories, I found the BDSM Library. Whilst browsing through the thousands of stories, I found a few authors who stood out above the rest. It could be because their stories contained a plot and included taboo sexuality to an extreme. And it helped they formatted their stories and wrote with proper grammar. The latter is almost unheard of in most free erotic story websites. 
One of these outstanding authors is H. Dean. In 2005, I found his story - Lindy's Tale. Shocked and aroused by the story, I promised myself to avoid anything he wrote. Yet every time I saw a new story or chapter in his stories show up in the news feed, I couldn't help clicking on the link to read the latest depraved creation from his deviant mind. Realistically, I understood his stories as fantasies not reality. But what kind of disturbed pervert would write about extreme body modification and bestiality? The more pertinent question is why it generated feelings of arousal for me. While I don't have an answer for the second question, I found the answer to my first.
H. Dean is a creative author who pushes the boundaries when it comes to sexual fantasies. He consistently dances on the line between macabre and erotic. His skill is the ability to take common fantasies and twisting it into an extreme yet still keeping it erotically arousing. True, his stories are not for the faint of heart nor for those who want a happily ever after. He writes for a specific niche audience and I'm happy to be one of them. 
This latest story hits several hardcore kinks. It's a smooth mindfuck with romantic elements culminating with his special brand of twisted ending. The erotic heat index for this story is blazing.
 
La Crimson Femme
http://lacrimsonfemme.blogspot.com/
 



Preface
 
Before getting on with the story I would very much like to thank my readership and fans who have encouraged me to continue writing over the years. It is they who have encouraged me and spurred me forward in writing the strange erotic horror stories I have become known for. Without them many of my stories would probably not exist – particularly this one. So, to my fans (both of you) I say thank you very much.
Since I am in a mood for thanks I should also offer thanks to the many authors – some of whom are friendly acquaintances – who have inspired, aided, or befriended me. Toxis, Benfan, MadLews, and Lex Ludite are the first few who come to mind, and I know I have left out several others who were very significant to my eventual ePublications. Thank you to all. 
 
As an EBook, and a sequel to “Object of His Affection”, this story stands on its own. It is only loosely connected with its predecessor in that certain characters and deviances are carried over. It is not a continuation the previous tale, though there are many obvious similarities. 
Those who are familiar with my meanderings will find themselves immersed in a world that is quite familiar. Sex, deviance and romance is abundant, as are many of my more odd tendencies. For those less familiar with my work this is not a tale aimed at those with more delicate sensibilities. 
 
Finally, I would like to note that this little debacle of a story was inspired and encouraged by a fan. Over the course of many E-Mails in which various delicate matters were discussed I gleaned what I could of her personality, wants and interests. Thus I imprinted her personality on the female lead. She has since told me that I captured her well. 
 
H. Dean


 
 



Prologue
 
John Francis D’Arnot wandered into his study, glimpsing at his collection of oddities. Bored with his accumulations, he stood and stared at the statue of the girl satisfying two satyrs. How long had he had it? He counted the years as he stared into the girl’s sad, lonely eyes. She blinked slowly. Once she had been his wife. Now she was little more than a museum piece, frozen in time under a man-made, synthetic marble veneer, still and unmoving. 
He turned and stared up at his ode to pulp fantasy novels; a girl trapped on a spider’s web awaiting her demise. The girl, still beautiful after so many years of entrapment, stared into nothingness. Long ago she had been a careless nineteen year old girl, a student going to college, with hopes of a bright future. No longer was it so. Now she merely existed.
“You’re still quite beautiful,” he told her, drawing her eyes to his. The girl’s eyes rested on him for but a moment before returning to stare into nothingness. 
John continued his meanderings throughout other portions of his home, a frown resting on his square jawed face. Passing the small fountain – a mermaid cast as if resting upon a rock – he stared into the open eyes of the girl imprisoned within, then continued his journey.
In his bedroom he rested his eyes on the sex-doll that had once been a woman. A skin of some unknown origin coated her body, and impossibly large breasts stood out from her body like twin basketballs. Motionless, she watched as he approached her to rest his hands upon her synthetic skin. Expecting to be used, as so many times before, she was quite surprised when he turned and left her atop the doll stand created to control her bodily functions while displaying her like a trophy. 
Wandering back down stairs, John D’Arnot made his way back to the study and sat at his desk. Immediately the woman locked into it made motions to service him with her mouth, but was rebuffed. He picked up the phone and dialed. 
The conversation was short. The individual on the other end of the line was overjoyed at the gifts he was going to give her, though worried at his mood. He assured her of his well-being, said his goodbyes and hung up. 
“I’m done with these museum pieces,” he said to no one. “I need companionship.”
 
 



Chapter 1
 
Their meeting had been one of chance. He was the new owner of a small but growing software firm. That company’s CEO had hired her on to optimize a particular bit of coding that was giving his programmers rather a difficult time. It was a Monday, and had it been any other Monday they would not have met. However, a few pressing bits of business had drawn him into the office; and it was there that the two met. 
Their attraction was quite palpable. John Francis D’Arnot was a tall man, standing just over six feet, four inches tall. Broad chested and muscular, his was a lithe form topped by a square jaw, liquid blue eyes, and a main of Stygian black hair. Had Kyra not already been attracted to his physical form she would have been entranced by the hint of French accent in each syllable he spoke. Too, he spoke in a rich baritone, with authority and confidence that served only to increase her attraction to the man.
For D’Arnot’s part, he was instantly attracted to the woman. His first glimpse of her was from behind as she headed to the conference room for a meeting with his CEO. She was shapely in her black skirt and with her high heels showing off her shapely ankles and calves, the skirt only just tight enough to show off her well-rounded bottom and hips; and though her white blouse was relatively loose fitting, he could see the slight outline of her waist. Instantly, he decided that meeting this woman was of paramount importance, and immediately changed his day’s activities.
Once in the conference room he seated himself beside the CEO, and sitting across from the girl. Instantly, he was enamored. She spoke with a throaty voice, and an odd speech impediment he would later learn was the result of an ill-advised tongue piercing that left her with a lateral lisp and the inability to properly pronounce words containing the letters ‘L’ or ‘R’. What most caught his eye, however, was her symmetrical face, near perfect nose, and intelligent, near violet eyes.
When the meeting came to its inevitable conclusion both Kyra and John were quite disappointed; and it was later that evening that D’Arnot broke protocol and called her at her home.
Surprised and pleased at hearing the voice on the other end of the line, she was considerably more pleased when her new employer proposed a date. Before agreeing, however, she had a moment of deviltry overcome her, and despite her better judgment she blurted, “Do you always ask new employees out on dates?”
Nonplussed, D’Arnot recovered quickly. “You’re a contractor, and therefore not technically an employee,” he said. “But the answer is that I do not make a habit of asking employees on dates.”
Kyra grinned into the phone, even as she chided herself for commenting as she had. Unable to help herself, she asked, “Then you aren’t some sort of lothario?” 
Suddenly realizing she was teasing him he shot back, “What’s a wothawio?” poking fun at her speech impediment, and regretting it instantly. “Sorry. That was mean. It wasn’t meant to be.”
Kyra, ever sensitive by her inability to speak clearly, was silent for a moment. “It’s okay,” she lied. “I can take it if you can.”
John frowned. “Really, I’m sorry. We don’t really know each other well enough for me to joke like that; and I should know better. I hope you accept my apology. It’s sincere.”
“Don’t worry. I do get sensitive about it,” she admitted. “But I know you were just teasing me for teasing you.”
“Thank you,” he said. “Maybe I can make it up to you over dinner?”
Kyra laughed. She appreciated his confidence and that he did not back away from his intentions of taking her out. Regaining her humor, she told him, “That might be difficult, but I think I’ll let you try.”
“Friday, then,” he said. “I’ll pick you up at seven.”
 
Their date was a resounding success. An evening at a five star restaurant in downtown Seattle was followed by a trip to the Space Needle. 
Later, he took her to a large, private art gallery, owned by a close friend, where, talking and sharing experiences, they perused the exhibits. As the night wore on they came upon a curtained entryway. A sign over the entrance read ‘Deviant Art – Enter at Own Risk’. Without word she pushed through the curtain. It was there that they shared their first kiss, laughed, and then kissed again. 
“Are you sure you want to be here?” he asked. “This is not exactly first date sort of stuff.”
Kyra laughed. “You aren’t a prude, are you?”
“Far from it,” he told her. “In fact, some of my old pieces are here.”
Continuing their journey, they stopped at a particular piece of work; a depiction of a woman on a spider-web in oil. The woman was sad faced, helpless, and hopeless. Her fate, it seemed, would come all too soon. A shiver ran up Kyra’s spine, and she clasped his hand in hers, looking at him in wonder as she read the small plaque beneath.
“This is yours?” she asked, amused and rather excited that it should be his.
“It’s on loan, the gallery is holding it for the new owner,” he admitted. “I grew tired of it.”
“I like this,” she said, looking at him with renewed interest, “It’s strange, erotic and sad – arousing, too.”
They continued on, passing various pieces, and then stopping at another; this one a woman apparently in stone, holding up a pillar. “Holding up the Building,” was the name of the piece, and on its opposite side was another woman in stone. Kyra commented on the craftsmanship, noting its lifelike quality. 
“I want to touch it,” she told him. “They look real.”
“Maybe they are,” John mused.
As their wanderings progressed, Kyra found herself becoming quite aroused. Many times would her mind meander to erotic stories she had read, and the fantasies she had enjoyed. She looked up at the tall, blue-eyed man and wondered if he might be one she could tell her fantasies to, and then dismissed the thought. 
Several more pieces were passed, all of women in various forms of use or torment. Some were missing arms, or legs. Others were depictions of grossly disproportioned women; women with lips that obscured much of their face, others with breasts the size of basketballs, some without breasts or vaginas. There seemed to be no end to the horrible, yet erotic, representations of women. 
“Does your friend hate women?” Kyra asked, in spite of her arousal.
John D’Arnot laughed. “This is just a recent theme, I would guess.” Then, as they departed the gallery they were greeted with a sign that read, ‘Thank You for Visiting the Misogynist’s Gallery of Women’. “There’s your answer,” he laughed as they passed from within. Kyra laughed, too.
It was nearing three in the morning when John D’Arnot’s car came to a halt in front of the high rise building within which resided Kyra’s condominium. Kyra, whose thoughts remained at the art gallery, was quite aroused. Consequently, she had found conversation difficult. 
“I really had a good time,” Kyra told John. “Thank you.”
John smiled. “Ma chère, it was my pleasure. Please allow me to walk you to your door.”
Presently, they were hand in hand, and walking to her building’s secure entrance. Several times she fumbled with her keys, dropping them in the process. Each time he bent and picked them up. Eventually, after being instructed as to which key would gain entrance, it was he who opened the door for her. 
“Perhaps I should walk you to your door. I am not so certain you would be able to unlock it,” he said. Then he laughed. “It would be a shame if you had to sleep in a hallway.” 
Kyra acquiesced with a smile, and they slowly made their way to her elevator, where John was forced to ask which button to press. Several minutes later, and after a moment of intimacy, she allowed him to open her door. There, and much to her disappointment, he bade her goodnight.
 
Kyra’s sleep was fitful, her dreams filled with lurid images of women. All were disfigured in one way or another. Some were the epitome of femininity taken to the extreme, while others were missing limbs, breasts or faces. Then her dreams shifted and she was in her condominium with John D’Arnot. Suddenly, she was on her knees, supported by breasts of such enormity that they defied reason. The dream shifted and she saw herself from above, suddenly realizing that her arms had been removed. From this vantage she could see that her breasts were the size of large beach balls. 
“I love these breasts,” D’Arnot said to her as he approached from behind. “I hope you don’t mind that I had your arms removed. 
Kyra looked up and smiled at the man, her lips appearing as crimson inner tubes. “I like it,” she told him. “Please use me.”
“Did I tell you I had your pussy removed, too?” he asked. 
Horrified and aroused by what she was seeing, she heard the Kyra below say, “Thank you.”
 
Waking with a start, Kyra wiped the sweat from her face. “Holy fuck!” she blurted. “What the Hell was that?” But she was aroused, and terribly so. 
Unable to sleep, and somewhat troubled by her arousal, Kyra left the bed and headed to the living room to watch television. Never did she reach for the television’s remote. For resting atop her coffee table was her laptop computer. Presently, she was perusing various websites in search of erotic tales that might aid in relieving the terrible arousal residing deep within.
So specific was her quest that it proved to be rather lengthy. Still, her ardor was not dampened, nor was her determination. Eventually, Kyra discovered a site filled with tales of the sort she desired. Soon, with one hand on her computer mouse, and the other between her legs, she began reading.
With each word read Kyra became ever more aroused. The tale, that of woman being redesigned into an armless sex-toy, was utterly horrifying and she knew she should not feel as she did. Still, with each terrible word, Kyra’s fingers, seemingly of their own volition, worked to satisfy her cravings. Presently, and as the story turned ever more dark, she found herself in the throes of a tremendous orgasm. Two orgasms later, and nearly exhausted, Kyra ceased masturbating, shut off her computer and retired to the comfort of her bed. It was there that she contemplated her new-found fetish and all it implicated. 
 
Morning arrived far too soon for Kyra. Her dreams, in spite of her multiple orgasms, had continued their terrible trend. Consequently, her sleep was fitful. Nor would she have awakened but for the phone call from John to check on her well-being.
“You must have drunk more than you thought,” he concluded, commenting on her apparent state of being when last he had seen her. “You were rather unsteady.” After assuring him of her well-being, the two made plans for later that night. Then Kyra left her bed for a much needed shower.
 
As the hot water cascaded over her body, Kyra thought to the night before. Smiling, she thought back to dinner, the Space Needle, and then the art gallery. Suddenly she was flush with arousal. Needing release as badly as ever she had, her hands moved along her belly to her breasts. She cupped them, squeezed them, and pulled lightly at the gold rings in her nipples. As her need increased and her pulse quickened, her right hand moved, ever so slowly, between her legs. The first touch on her clitoris was electric. Slow rubbing became nearly frantic, but it was not enough. Fingers, first one, slipped inside her sex. Another soon found its way inside. Presently, and as memories of her dreams returned to her conscious mind, she climaxed. Nearly collapsing, Kyra righted herself. Her mind still filled with prurient images, she eased herself to the floor of the tub. Again, she rubbed her hands across her body, squeezing, kneading and pinching sensitive areas needful of attention. Then, amidst the fog of the hot shower, she slipped her hand between her legs and worked towards another orgasm. 
 
As she readied herself for her second date with D’Arnot, she found it difficult to separate her thoughts from the images retained from the art gallery. Not that such images were foreign to her; she had seen photo-manipulations and drawings that were similar. She had read erotic novels and stories, as well. However, none had been so extreme, nor had they intrigued her so much as now. 
Before she knew it, the time for her date had arrived. After pressing the button to allow John entrance, she checked herself in the mirror, ensured her black skirt and blouse were provocative, without being slutty. Then she stepped into her black, high-heeled shoes and awaited the knock at the door. 
As before, their night was pleasant. A long dinner at a fine restaurant was followed by a night at the theater. From there they found a late night café where they talked into the early morning. This time, when he walked her to her condominium she invited him inside. 
They were not long in entering the bedroom. Kyra, having found her arousal and attraction to D’Arnot impossible to resist, was quick to act. Seizing his face in her hands, she pulled him to her and planted a kiss upon his lips. Immediately, her arms snaked around his neck and she practically lifted herself to his height. Surprised as he was, John D’Arnot hesitated not. Embracing her, she was lifted from the floor as their tongues intertwined; and when she briefly pulled back, he smothered her neck in kisses. 
Kyra tilted her head back, rapt in the moment. Then she wrapped her legs around his body and planted another kiss on his lips. Gently, she was laid on the bed, and as he leaned over her prostrate form she reached for his shirt and tore it open. Her blouse, too, she tore open, exposing her pink bra. “I want you,” she said in a throaty whisper. 
John smiled, and then removed the damaged shirt, exposing his lean, muscular physique. Then, with slow deliberation, he lifted her legs, one by one, and removed her shoes, kissing her delicate and well groomed feet before resting her ankles atop his shoulders. With seeming admiration, he ran his hands over her calves, and then down her thighs as he eased himself downwards. Presently, he was kneeling between her legs, pressing his lips to her thighs, kissing, licking and offering slight nibbles to her flesh. She shivered when her skirt’s zipper sounded, and then shivered again as he slowly divested her of the garment. 
Kyra knew well what would come next; he would remove her panties and begin pleasuring her. But she was wrong. For it was not his intention to pleasure her, but that she should pleasure him; and for that she would have to beg. 
“I am not like other men, Kyra,” he said, standing and already naked. Silently, he waited.
Never before had Kyra been so unsure of herself. As she stared at the large, well-muscled form before her, a silhouette in the shadowed room, she wondered what she should do. Then, as if reading her mind, he ordered she stand.
“Remove your blouse and bra,” he told her, his voice soft but commanding. Wide eyed, she stared at the tall man, obeying his command. When she stood naked before him she was again unsure of herself. 
Breathing raggedly, Kyra stood as still as was manageable. Cold and shivering, she tried to speak several times. Always, her voice failed her. Then he spoke a command. It was simple, direct and firm. “Kneel. Take me in your mouth,” was the command. “Do not use your hands.”
Slowly, silently she knelt and opened her mouth. Then, looking up at him, she took his erect penis in her mouth and began sucking. Her initial movements were slow, deliberate, and her eyes remained wide and fixed on his shadowed face. 
“Clasp your hands behind your back,” he ordered. 
As she moved to obey his order a feeling of terrible vulnerability overcame her. Oral sex had never been an issue for the girl. Nevertheless, it had always been reserved for those lovers who had taken the time to pleasure her first. Thus, the moment had become one of profound intimacy.
Kyra slurped and sucked at his cock, licking the length of his shaft to the best of her abilities. She forced him into the depths of her throat until she gagged. Embarrassed, she wanted to apologize but feared releasing his cock. Several more times she took him as deeply as she could manage, gagging with each attempt. Suddenly she felt unworthy to suck his cock, and she suddenly felt fear at his possible disappointment.
“Stand,” he told her.
A feeling of incompetence overtook her as she released his penis. Disappointed with herself, she stood. He seized her by the shoulders and pushed her to the bed, forcing her hands over her head and holding them together with a firm grip. He ordered she spread her legs. Then, with his free hand, he reached between her legs and felt the wetness between. 
“Do you want me to fuck you?” asked John D’Arnot.
Kyra shook her head. “No. I want to suck your cock,” she answered.
“And you will, Kyra,” he told her. “You will.”
A slight twitch of his fingers made her moan. Then he bowed his head to her right breast and sucked at her nipple. He bit at the ring adorning it and pulled, making her moan again. He kissed her softly, and then sucked at her other nipple. 
“Tonight, Kyra, you will cum for me,” he told her. “You will cum often, and you will cum hard.”
A sudden pressure built within Kyra’s body, and she suddenly realized how close was her orgasm. But as it was almost upon her, John withdrew his hand and pushed his sex-dampened fingers into her mouth. Knowing what was expected of her she sucked and licked at his fingers. Presently his hand was between her legs once again. Again he withdrew his hand just as orgasm was upon her and brought it to her mouth. Soon, and after repeatedly being denied, she cried out in frustration and fought against the strong hand holding her wrists. Unable to break his grip, she begged him for release. 
“Spread your legs,” he ordered. She complied and he demanded she spread them wider. He released her wrists and ordered she grasp the narrow slats of her bed’s headboard. “Do not release them,” he said when she complied.
“Please let me cum,” she begged.
“You will cum now,” he told her as he slid atop her tiny frame.
Suddenly he was inside her, and she felt as full as ever she had been. A quick thrust brought forth a moan from the girl. He waited a moment before thrusting again. Then, again he waited, his cock imbedded inside her, before thrusting again. 
Frustrated by his slow deliberation, Kyra was near to tears. Again and again he thrust into her, waiting torturous seconds before thrusting again. Then, in a sad, longing voice, she heard herself cry, “Please fuck me. Please!”
Heeding her pleas, he fucked her. Hard thrusts shook her body; drawing forth moans and screams that filled the room. Presently, she was in the midst of an orgasm that left her nearly breathless. Another soon followed. Then, as she had cried for him to fuck her, she cried for him to relent. 
“You must cum again for me, Kyra,” he whispered in her ear; and after several more thrusts she did.
When her final orgasm had subsided, John D’Arnot fully rested his body atop the girl. Struggling for breath, she requested he shift position. Refusing her request, he posited a kiss on her small, perfectly shaped nose. Then, and with slow deliberate strokes, he began fucking her again. 
Presently, she was gulping for air in short panting breaths. Her head swam, she became dizzy and she feared she might pass out. It was then the orgasm threatened. Somehow, and for reasons unknown to the girl, it failed to materialize. Tears welled up and ran down the sides of her face as the need grew. Suddenly, the hand she had not realized was around her throat, released its grip. Instantly, her entire body tensed as a powerful orgasm overtook her. It was terrible, wonderful, frightening, and invigorating all at once. When it was over, she lay silent, shivering and unable to speak. 
For the next hour, her lover lay beside her, spooning her as he held her in his arms. From time to time she would attempt speech, only to find it beyond her capabilities. Always would his response be a soft kiss, a light stroking of her body, and a warm hug. “Worry not, Kyra,” he would tell her, “You are safe.” His words, while little more than gibberish to her, were comforting, his touch even more so. 
Eventually, Kyra’s senses returned. Blinking her eyes, as if waking from a deep sleep, she turned to the man holding her and smiled. “That was…horrible,” she laughed. “I mean, it was wonderful but horrible. What did you do to me?”
John smiled, kissed her cheek, and said, “I ruined you for other men.” He kissed her again. 
Turning her head away, she closed her eyes. “God, you are so right,” she whispered. A strange feeling overtook her, as if she belonged to him. New tears welled in her eyes as a strange melancholy overtook her being. “What else are you going to do to me?”
“You fear this is little more than a fling, Kyra?” he asked. 
A nod was his response. She gathered herself, wiped away the tears, and then said, “This was our second date, John, and I think…,” she hesitated. “No, it isn’t possible.”
“Tell me your thoughts, Kyra. You must,” he demanded. 
Kyra ran her small fingers over the thick forearm resting across her belly, then pulled her legs up slightly. She turned, pulling from his embrace, and stared into his shadowed eyes. “I think I’m in love with you; and I am afraid that my telling you will end things before they begin.”
D’Arnot smiled, and then kissed her forehead. “I will not lie to you, Kyra, I am not in love with you,” he told her. “But I shall not run off like a teenage boy afraid of a woman’s love. No, in the short time we have had together I have become quite enamored. I do not know that I can love you, but shall certainly try.”
She was crying in earnest now, a melancholy smile displayed. “I don’t know why I’m crying,” she said. “I mean, I’m relieved by what you said. I should be happy. I am happy. But I’m sad, too.”
“You are happy because I am not running off,” John told her. “You are happy because of all I said. But you are sad because I am not yet in love with you. Love needs love to be happy.”
Nodding, Kyra realized he was right. She was sad he was not in love with her. Still, she realized that two dates and a night of sex did not make for a relationship. Thus was it that Kyra became determined to make him love her. For that she would need to please him; and it was to this she set her mind. It was then that she uttered a question that she had never uttered; “May I suck your cock?” she asked. It was a significant moment for her. 
Smiling at the girl, John D’Arnot put his hand to her cheek. “Kyra, I will allow it. However, I am not as the men you have known previously. I have certain expectations…no, requirements.”
Of the men she had been with, all had been grateful for any sort of oral attention. Any requirements had been set by her, not the man she was with. In fact, it had been so with any sexual act she had engaged in. Curiously she stared, wondering about the man before her. What was it that was so terribly different about him, and why did the notion of requirements excite her so? All these thoughts were but a fraction of a moment. Suddenly, she heard herself asked, “What are those requirements?”
“You must never use your hands,” he began. “If you are kneeling you must keep your hands clasped behind your back, though if you are bending over me you may use them for support. You must take me as deeply as you can, as well. I know that you are unable to take me into your throat, but you must learn. If I cum in your mouth you are to swallow. Should any cum escape your mouth you are to devour it, no matter where it may be. Finally, you are never to wipe cum from your face or body unless I permit it. Again, you must consume it.”
His decree shocked her, and she felt as if she should be angered by his expectations. It was not anger that she felt, however, but a growing sense of need; a need to please this mountain of a man in the bed beside her. So it was that she agreed to each of his requirements. It was agreed, too, that he would be patient with her. “I can’t deep throat,” she told him, “but I will learn.” 
On hands and knees he situated her so he could touch her bottom and manipulate her intimate areas where he lay. At his direction she took his slightly erect cock into her mouth and began sucking. Quickly, he grew, filling her mouth. Per his command, she was not to attempt to take him into her throat without his direction. So she took him only so deep as was easily managed, all the while his hands and fingers roamed between her legs.
“When I tap your head,” he said, “you are to take me into your throat and hold me for as long as you can. Do not move until absolutely necessary.”
Kyra gave a simple, full mouthed grunt of understanding. Immediately, she felt a finger enter her ass. It was unexpected, and it made her flinch. Recovering quickly, and after only a brief cessation of movement she was again working hard at pleasuring her lover. 
Several minutes later he tapped her head. Immediately, she thrust her head downward, filling her throat with his cock. A moment later, and after fighting her gag reflex she pulled back. There was a gasp, a sputter, and then she returned to the task at hand. 
Another finger entered her bottom. Again she flinched, hesitated briefly, and then returned to servicing his member. A tap on her head followed, and she took him into her throat. As before, she fought against gagging, and then again she pulled back, regained her breath, and then returned to sucking his member. 
Ten minutes passed before another finger entered her ass. Knowing a tap would follow, Kyra drew in a deep breath. When the tap came she pushed her mouth over his shaft, forcing his cock into the depths of her throat. Hard she fought, refusing to gag. But great as was her determination, greater still was her body’s refusal to accept the severe discomfort in the back of her throat; and she was forced to pull back.
Finally, John withdrew his fingers from her ass and ordered she cease her attempts at pleasing him. “I can see this will take time,” were the words he spoke to her. 
Saddened by her failure, she rocked back, sitting with her legs curled in front of her. For a short moment she cried, looking as lost as ever. “I’m sorry,” she told him. “I really tried.”
He reached out and presented his fingers to her mouth. “You can still please me,” he told her. “Suck my fingers clean.”
The thought of cleaning fingers so recently in her ass disgusted her. But her need to please him, combined with her failure, was overpowering. Thus, she opened her mouth, briefly tasting his fingers before leaning forward and sucking them clean. It was not a pleasant moment for the girl. The taste, while not overpowering, being less than pleasant. 
After satisfying his unpleasant want, she was instructed to get on hands and knees at the bed’s edge. John left the bed and came to stand behind her. “Have you ever taken a man in your ass before?” he asked. 
Looking back at the tall figure, she nodded. “Yes.” 
“Then this will not be difficult,” he said, resting his cock between the cheeks of her ass. 
“Only a few times, though,” she added quickly.
Staring down at her plump bottom, John asked, “Do you want to please me?”
“So much,” Kyra told him.
It was then that he placed the tip of his cock against the entrance to her anal canal. Still damp with saliva and with only slight pressure it threatened to slip inside. “Push back,” he ordered, “show me you want to please me.”
Kyra cringed, feeling suddenly embarrassed that it was she who must take the initiative. But she obeyed, and her ass opened and accepted his cock. Slow was her progress, more from the humiliation she felt than for the minor pain accompanying the intrusion. When she was, at long last, fully impaled on his member she waited, expecting him to take action. But he did not; and as she waited she realized it was she who must fuck him. 
Had he been virtually any other man Kyra would not have felt such discomfiture as she now felt. But this was a confident, commanding figure like none she had known before. Instinctually, he had taken command without her explicit approval. No man she had ever been with had done so. Always had she given permission. But this man, for the moment at least, owned her; and it was this simple fact that made her so terribly nervous.
Uncomfortable though she was, Kyra began to slowly gyrate her hips. At his behest her pace quickened. Presently it was she, not D’Arnot who felt the unmistakable sensations that precede an orgasm. She fought against it. But it would not be denied, and she was soon moaning out her ecstasy. 
John smiled, grasped her hips and began fucking her with jackhammer thrusts. Already wet from her ejaculate, he was met with a sudden waterfall as she came again. A third orgasm followed, and she cried out for mercy. But his own orgasm was at hand; and in short, staccato thrusts he came, filling her with the hot evidence of his satisfaction. 
Their orgasms subsided, the pair remained silent and unmoving. Still impaled on John’s cock, Kyra panted and whimpered. “Please don’t pull out,” she begged. 
“Why not?” he asked, knowing well the answer. 
She took a deep breath, attempting to catch her wind. “Because I’ll cum again,” was her answer. 
John D’Arnot smiled. “And what is wrong with that, Kyra?”
“It’s too much,” she said in a ragged and tired voice. “It’s too much.”
“I will do as you ask,” he told her. “But you must promise to do something for me.”
“Anything,” she panted. 
“When I pull out you must clean my cock with your mouth,” he said. Again, he knew the answer he would receive. But he also knew she would do as he wished.
Kyra cringed. Already she had taken his soiled fingers into her mouth and cleaned them. But this she would not do, and she told him as much. As the words exited her mouth, and with his cock still hard and buried in her ass, D’Arnot pushed her forward, falling on top of her and pinning her beneath. Immediately began thrusts that sent her into the throes of another orgasm.
“No more!” she cried. “It’s too much. Please!”
Ceasing his assault, he waited as the spasms of a second orgasm faded. Then, into her ear, he whispered. “You will cum again and again unless you satisfy my wants.”
“Anything,” she gasped. “I’ll do anything you want. Just don’t make me cum again.”
“Tell me you will clean my cock with your mouth,” he whispered.
She grimaced, and then said the words he required. “I will clean your cock with my mouth.”
A short time later he began to slowly withdraw his cock from her ass. When at last he was out, D’Arnot rolled to his back. Kyra’s movements, as she moved to clean him, were equally slow. Eventually, however, she took him in her mouth and cleaned him as was required. 
 
It was nearing daylight before Kyra had fully recovered from her ordeal. In the meantime John had held her in his arms, comforting her amidst fits of extreme emotion. Sometimes angry, other times sad, she had remained in his arms until she had recovered. It was then the pair fell into a deep sleep, utterly exhausted.
 
Shortly after noon, Kyra’s eyes fluttered open. Behind her, and with arms wrapped around her, lay John. As she slipped from his grasp she discovered the toll of so many orgasms; her entire body ached and each movement made her cringe. When finally she stood beside the bed she glanced back at her lover. No longer asleep, he stared at her naked body with admiring eyes. 
“I hurt all over,” she said.
Freeing himself of the bedcoverings, John left the bed. “Nothing a hot shower won’t help,” he said. Then he stepped around the bed, took her hand in his and pulled her against him. He kissed her, sending a thrill down her spine.
“Why did you do that to me?” she asked.
John looked at her with questioning eyes. “To which thing are you referring?”
“You forced me to clean you after you fucked my ass,” she said. “Why?”
He pursed his lips, and then smiled. “You said you wanted to please me,” was his simple response. “Did you not tell me as much?”
Kyra nodded. Then her face took on a look of simple innocence. “Did I please you?” she asked. 
She was taken in his arms just then. Then, staring into her wide, violet eyes, he said, “You pleased me very much, Kyra. Very much.”
 
Together they stood in the heat fogged room, embracing one another lovingly. Fighting their urges, they stepped into the shower and allowed the warm water to cascade over their bodies. They kissed. “I had a wonderful night, Kyra,” John told her. She smiled, kissed him on the lips, and then slowly took to her knees. 
“I still haven’t properly pleased you, though,” she said before taking his flaccid member in her mouth. 
Quickly erect, he watched as she sucked him. Down she took him, deep as she could. But try as she might Kyra was unable to hold him in her throat for more than a few moments. Undaunted, she continued with her efforts; and with each succeeding attempt she felt nearer to accomplishing her task. 
“You did well,” he told her, as she released his cock and stood. But there was a sad look on her face.
“I’ll do better next time,” she insisted, throwing her arms around his neck. “I promise.”
John pulled her against him, grasped her bottom and lifted her as she threw her legs around him. But his stance was precarious, so he turned around and pushed her against the shower wall. “Make love to me,” she pleaded. 
He smiled, lifted her wet body higher maneuvering carefully until he was certain of his position. Then he was inside her. With a slow deliberation they made love.
 



Chapter 2
 
It would be several days before Kyra and John were again united, work and various sundries taking up the majority of their time. Just the same, they were in frequent contact over the phone. Often, their conversations were short, time constraints cutting them short. There were other occasions, however, that took them into early morning. It was during one particular conversation, and after a few homemade margaritas that Kyra became somewhat investigative.
“You know, John,” she began, “I was wondering about you. That night we fooled around…how did you know you could make me do all that stuff?”
John laughed. “I realized your nature when we were at the art gallery,” he told her. “Then, on the ride home, you were virtually silent. And, if you remember, you had tremendous difficulty simply finding the key to your building’s entry.”
“So that was the giveaway,” she mused. Then, in a moment of mischievousness, she said, “If you had made a move that night you could have done so much more – and without even the hint of a fight.”
“Ah, but where is the challenge in that?” he laughed. Then in his most ominous voice, he said, “It is far more fun to make you do terrible things with you fully aware. Only then will you have to live with the shame.”
Kyra laughed. “Oh, you’re an evil one, aren’t you? Well, don’t think it will be so easy next time.”
“I am counting on more of a challenge next time, Kyra,” John laughed. “On the other hand, your attack on my person was rather flattering.”
“A girl has to go get what she wants, you know,” she replied. “Anyhow, getting back to it, you weren’t worried at all that I would be mad for making me do those things?”
“Kyra, I am a man with one or two years on you. I’ve had a few experiences that go beyond your own,” he told her. “Certain things are easily identifiable. Some are not. But your reaction at the art gallery was something anyone could see.”
Kyra sipped at her margarita. “Well then, I guess it was a good thing I was with you and not someone else.”
“Quite the contrary,” D’Arnot replied. “It was the worst mistake of your life. For you, that is. For me, it was the timeliest mistake of your life.”
“You aren’t scaring me,” was Kyra’s haughty response.
John D’Arnot laughed, and then changed the subject. “I am out of town until Saturday. I would like to see you that night. Are you free?”
“I am never free. But you can still take me out if you like,” Kyra told him, giggling as her margarita began taking its toll. 
“Good. Then I will pick you up at seven,” he asserted. 
“Seven it is,” she said, a broad smile on her visage.
John glanced at his watch. It was nearing midnight and he had an early flight to the east coast. Still, his curiosity was piqued. “I would like to know a few things – personal things – if you wouldn’t mind a few more personal questions.
Kyra swigged the last of her margarita, quitted the couch where she had been sitting and headed to the kitchen to pour another. “Well, I’ve already had two margaritas, and I am on my way to get another,” she told him. “So, if you want to get ask personal questions this would be your chance.” 
“I was curious about your reaction at the art gallery,” John began. “Why do you suppose you had such a strong reaction to what you saw?”
After pouring another margarita, Kyra took a shot of tequila, and then headed back to her couch. “You know, I’m not sure,” she admitted. She wobbled slightly as she took her seat. “Maybe because it was so out of the norm.”
Noticing that Kyra’s speech impediment seemed somewhat exaggerated, John pressed on with his interrogation. “Was there any piece in particular that caught your eye?”
“Well, there was the painting of the girl on the web, of course,” she said. But you knew that.” Kyra thought for a moment, taking a sip of her drink. “There was one that was completely over the top, though. And I really, really liked it.”
“I’m listening,” said D’Arnot.
“It was the one where the girl had no face except for her big, round mouth,” Kyra told him. “She was covered in rubber, had no arms, huge boobs and a really big ass.”
“What was it you liked about it?” John persisted.
After draining her glass, Kyra thought for a moment. “I think it was her lack of identity,” she said. “Everything about her had been taken away except her mouth. I mean, she was made into something useful for one thing and one thing only. As horrible as it was, there was something amazingly erotic about it.” She giggled a moment, and then asked, “What was your favorite piece?”
“I was rather fond of the girl on the little pedestal,” he told her. 
Kyra struggled to remember the piece. Finally, she remembered. “You mean the one with the post up her butt that looked like a marble statue?”
“That’s the one,” D’Arnot answered. 
“Why that one?” Kyra asked. “Not that I’m criticizing, but she almost looked normal. Yeah, she had bigger than normal boobs and her lips were ridiculous. But that seemed almost mundane in that gallery.”
John chuckled. “Too ordinary for your tastes, eh?” he asked.
“Yes!” she ejaculated. “So what was the deal with that one? Why did you like it better than the others?”
“She was useful, and she was art,” he told her. “If she were real you could take her from the pedestal, make use of her, and then put her back.”
Kyra shivered, imagining herself in place of the statue. “Oh, I hadn’t thought of that,” she said, excitement in her voice. “That’s kind of a turn on.”
“Oh, is it, now?”
“Don’t get any ideas!” she laughed. Then, feeling rather aroused, and more than a little mischievous, she said, “On the other hand, a bit of roll-play never hurt.”
“Why do I get the feeling that the gallery was not your first venture into the world of erotica?” he asked.
A quick burst of laughter graced D’Arnot’s ear. Then, Kyra lowered her voice to a whisper and said, “Can you keep a secret?”
“I am better with secrets than you can imagine, ma chère,” he said.
Kyra turned up her glass and sucked at the tiny amount of liquid remaining in her glass. “I love erotica. I mean, I love it. I read it all the time,” she admitted. “The stuff in the gallery…yeah, it was over the top. But I have read erotica that was just as over the top.”
Knowing that this was as good a time as any to delve into more personal matters, D’Arnot asked, “Have you mirrored any of what you have read? Have you ever enjoyed any roll-play that might be similar to anything you saw at the art gallery?” 
There was a brief silence on Kyra’s end of the conversation, followed by another moment of giggling. “I pretended to be a robot once,” she said. “He painted me with silver paint…I think it was made out of silicone. Anyhow, I acted like a robot sex-doll.”
“You’re a kinky little girl, aren’t you?’ he teased. 
“It’s only kinky if you aren’t kinky,” she said, laughing.
“Unless you’re perverted,” he fired back. “In which case kinky is ordinary.”
Kyra thought back to their first night together, and how crazed he had made her. “Are you saying you’re perverted?” she asked. She left the couch and headed to the bedroom as she spoke. Quickly divested of her clothing, she crawled beneath the bed coverings. “Because I’ve heard the difference between kinky and perverted, and I am pretty sure I have no interest in chickens.”
“Chickens?” D’Arnot was confused. 
“The difference between kinky and perverted,” she giggled, “is that kinky is with a feather. But perverted is with the whole chicken.”
“Excusez-moi, mademoiselle, mais mon anglais n'est pas tellement bon,” D’Arnot responded. Then he laughed. “Comprendre?”
“I have no idea what you said, but I think you were making fun of me,” she said, her tone mockingly serious.
“It must be an American joke,” he said. “But I can assure you that no chickens will ever be harmed, unless they so request it. You being the chicken, of course.”
“Don’t call me chicken!” she laughed. 
“I will when I tar and feather you, ma chère,” he responded.
Kyra grinned. “That sounds wonderfully perverted. Will you fuck me after?”
“Ah, so you are a pervert after all,” he accused.
“If the feathers fit!” she laughed.
In a more sober voice, he told her, “I have in my head an image of you in silver paint and red lipstick. You are standing on a low pedestal with a post in your ass. Is that wrong of me?”
“Mmm, only if you never take me off the pedestal and make use of my charms,” she purred. “Is that wrong of me?”
“I promise to take you off the pedestal,” he told her. “Unfortunately, that will have to wait. I’ve an early flight tomorrow.” 
“Oh, isn’t that just like a guy to get a girl all hot and bothered and then leave her hanging,” she pouted. “I should get to sleep, too, though. I have lots of work to do.”
“I’ll call you tomorrow night,” he said. “Maybe we can discuss our perversions more in depth then.”
“Hard to say,” she told him, “I’ve had a few drinks tonight. I probably won’t be drinking tomorrow.”
“Well, it’s a chance I’ll have to take,” John replied.
“Talk to you then,” she said.
After a quick goodbye, he was gone, leaving her to her thoughts.
 
D’Arnot’s trip to New York was relatively uneventful. Soon as business was taken care of he headed to his home in the hills, as he called it, nestled deep in the verdant forest to check in on the progress of his remodel. Satisfied with the progress, he then decided to pay a visit to his long-time friend, Beatrice. 
 
Beatrice’s estate, much like his own, was nestled in the midst of a heavily forested valley at the end of a winding private road that cut through the rich verdure of the countryside forest. Since its construction, the high walled and gated estate had seen few visitors. John Francis D’Arnot was one such visitor. 
As he parked his car in her circular gravel drive, D’Arnot wondered at the changes that had taken place since his last visit. Already large, the Tudor-style mansion had been expanded. A stable, apparently attached to the main home, had been added, and there appeared to be several more rooms. For what he could only speculate. 
Stepping from the car, he approached the door. No sooner had he knocked than the door was swung open by a small, woman wearing a white blouse and a knee-length, black skirt and matching high heeled shoes. Some twenty years his senior, her still youthful visage and jaunty disposition made her long, gray hair seem but an affectation. This was Beatrice.
“Francis, so good of you to come by,” she gushed. Ever fond of the man, she embraced him in her arms, and then invited him into her newly renovated home. “Come, you must see what I’ve done to the place. Then we must catch up.”
“Likewise, ma chère,” he told her. “But first, have you anything to quench a parched throat?”
“Such poor manners I am displaying,” she chided herself. “Let us go to my study. I’ve a marvelous sherry you must try.”
Following closely behind, he listened as Beatrice narrated the details of her renovation. Then, as they passed through the house they came upon a girl clad in shiny, white, translucent rubber. On her feet were high-heeled shoes of the same color, and protruding from her mouth was a black feather duster. In keeping with the older woman’s taste, the rubberized girl’s breasts had been greatly enlarged, as had her posterior; and her arms had been locked behind her back in a neat box form. Upon Beatrice’s command, the girl halted her work of dusting the nearby sundries and stood straight and motionless.
“This is Dusty,” Beatrice told him, chuckling at the name given the girl “my newest maid.”
Francis studied the girl momentarily, noting the sad, pleading eyes of the girl as they peaked out from the rubber covering her head. Ignoring the girl, D’Arnot turned to the Beatrice, asking, “I assume this is O’Connell’s work?”
“Of course,” she confirmed. “After comparing his work to that of others I would trust no one else with such things. Besides which, there is nowhere else to go if one wants a permanent rubber-doll effect.” After ordering the girl to return to work, the pair continued their brief walk down the corridor and into Beatrice’s study. 
The room into which they entered was richly decorated. Painted a medium brown with beige accents and occasional tapestries, the room had a warm feeling about it. Complimenting it perfectly were two large couches, both upholstered in a burgundy velour, and spaced across from one another with an oaken coffee table between. The floor was covered in a thick, light brown carpet, the space between the couches being graced with an intricately patterned Persian rug. Various decorations, tables and artwork were also a part of the room’s décor. 
“I see you are ready to receive the girl on the web,” Francis said, noting the rather large, rectangular hole on the northern most wall. 
“Yes,” Beatrice purred. “I can barely wait.”
“It is a nice piece,” he commented.
Beatrice gave him a look of concern, told him to make himself comfortable and then made her way to the small bar at the far end of the room. Pouring two glasses of scotch, she proffered one to the man who had taken up residence on one of her couches. Sitting across from him, she sipped at the drink. “Tell me, Francis,” she began, “what was it that prompted you to get rid of your pieces?”
He sighed, and then glanced about the room, noting the finery. Looking back at Beatrice, he smiled. “I grew tired of it all, Beatrice. It reminded me of the Museum of Natural History in Los Angeles. Interesting though it may be, everything was lifeless.”
“But that was the beauty of it,” she insisted. “Everything seemed to be without life, yet everything was alive and aware. It was terrible, horrifying and erotic all at once.”
D’Arnot took a sip of his drink and smiled. “All of that is absolutely true,” he admitted. “Nonetheless, I lost interest in it. I want…well…I don’t know what I want. But I know I do not want lifeless. Not anymore.”
“Well, if it isn’t what you want, I am more than happy to receive your pieces,” Beatrice told him. “If ever you should change your mind, please let me know. I will be happy to return them to you. Of course, the girl on the web will have to remain here – you’ve nowhere to mount her anymore.”
“You like that one, do you?” asked D’Arnot.
“More than I can tell you,” she admitted. “She moans, groans and begs for release. It’s terrifyingly wonderful.”
Francis sighed another time, frowning in the process. “Yes, she does. But it became too much, Beatrice. That eternal sadness, the tears and misery all became too much.” He sniffed at his scotch, savored its aroma, and then sipped at it. 
“Well, perhaps you’ll meet a nice girl and settle down some day,” offered Beatrice, somewhat ironically.
Brightening somewhat, D’Arnot ran a hand through his ebon hair. “Perhaps I already have.”
“So you’ve met someone, have you?” she asked, amused. “Tell me about her.”
Draining his glass, Francis offered a smile. “She’s a lovely girl. Above all she is smart, possessive of a quick wit and a good sense of humor. I enjoy her company tremendously, and, according to all I know of her, she is sexually adventurous and rather submissive. Quite frankly, she is the ideal girl for me.”
Smirking, Beatrice asked, “But what of her shortcomings?”
“I am sure I will discover a few. No one is free of shortcomings, after all,” he told the woman. 
Tapping the side of her glass with a fingernail, Beatrice smiled. “And what of her figure, Francis; is she your ideal?” she inquired.
“My ideals are not natural, Beatrice,” he answered. “Obviously not.”
“Would she ever agree, willingly, to become your ideal?” Beatrice persisted.
Shaking his head, Francis gave a wry smile. “What woman would?”
“My point exactly, young man,” she said. “So what are you going to do? You won’t be satisfied with an ordinary woman. So what are you going to do?”
Francis stood. “I am afraid I must depart, dear lady. I’ve much to do before heading back to Seattle. I have deals to approve and papers to sign. It seems I am acquiring a paper mill in Illinois.”
“I’m sorry I offended you, Francis,” said the older woman. “It was not my intent. Please accept my apology. Truly, I did not mean to offend you.”
“Fear not, ma chère,” he said. “You are as dear a friend as ever I have had. I know, too, that you are only looking out for my well-being. And, Beatrice, I will endeavor to accept her as she is. If providence wills it I will love her. Already I am more than fond of the girl.”
Beatrice stood, took him in her arms and kissed his cheek. “Thank you for understanding, dear boy,” she said. Then she walked him to the door, watched him get into his car and drive off. 
Turning, the gray haired woman headed through her house in search of her maid. Finding her in the main hall dusting various sundries she ordered the girl halt her efforts. “To the bedroom, girl,” she said. I’ve a few cravings I would have satisfied.” 
 



Chapter 3
 
Kyra sat on her couch. On the laptop in front of her was a recently purchased E-Novel by an author of some repute amongst fans of erotica. Only two chapters in, she was jarred by the sudden ringing of her phone. Answering it, she was pleased to discover the now familiar voice of her new flame, John Francis D’Arnot. A sudden flash to their lone night of intimacy made her smile.
“My apologies for calling so late, but business kept me rather tied up,” he told her.
“Don’t fret,” she said. “I was up. By the way, what do you do besides run that software company?”
“I don’t actually run that business. I own it. But I have little clue as to the daily activities,” admitted D’Arnot. “But, to answer your questions, what I do is acquire businesses in need of financial backing. The company you’re working on is rather new to me. Frankly, I only know that it makes rendering software and that it was quickly running out of funds. It was my advisor who found it and suggested it would be a good investment.”
“Has it been?” inquired Kyra.
He chuckled. “Not yet. But I am told they are on the cutting edge of things. As I understand it, there are two other pieces of software my CEO wants you to look at following your current project.”
“Ah, so I have an in with the big boss, eh?” she purred. “Do you extend the same benefits to all your employees?”
“But of course. What sort of boss would I be if I showed favoritism?” he replied, adding, “But I do not run this venture. I leave it to my advisor and the CEO. So, whether you get the next project or not depends entirely on him,” John laughed suddenly, “with my approval, of course.”
“Such a complicated life,” she mused, a sarcastically sympathetic tone in her voice.
“Terribly so,” he agreed, his tone equally sarcastic.
After a brief exchange of daily trivialities the pair settled into a more serious conversation. After exhausting such conversation, D’Arnot’s tone became more serious. “Do you remember the evening at the gallery?” he asked.
“Of course,” she said.
“I had a reason for taking you there,” admitted John. 
Curious, Kyra closed her laptop computer and leaned back. “Care to share that reason?” she asked.
“Kyra, I have an interesting fetish. You already know what it is, or at least you suspect it,” he began. “That fetish is rubber. I took you there to see your reaction.”
Kyra quit the couch and headed to her bedroom, switching off the lights as she went. “Kind of a chancy move, don’t you think?” 
“Not really,” he said. “If you didn’t like what you saw it was simply art. If you liked it there was a chance you might be the sort to indulge me. Frankly, if you decided not to see me after the gallery I would have had little emotional investment and that would have been that.”
“In other words, you don’t like to waste time on girls who are going to shut you down,” she offered. Kyra removed her garments and slipped between the sheets of her bed.
“We have but one life to live,” he told her. “Dates are to discover if a minor interest can become more. That is what I was attempting to do at the gallery.”
“What did you learn?” was Kyra’s next question.
“You know what I learned, Kyra.”
Kyra curled up on her side, phone pressed between her ear and the pillow. “Tell you what, you tell me what you think you learned and I will tell you if you’re right.”
“Alright, I will give you my assessment based on two nights with you,” he told her. There was a brief silence as Kyra awaited her psychological profile. Finally, he began.
“First of all, you’re a smart girl. You aren’t particularly shy, but you can be embarrassed,” he said. “Your speech impediment – which I find rather adorable – is among the few things that really bothers you. You are fond of your body, and you take care of it, though I suspect you are not overly fond of your breasts. Not that you are unhappy with them, but you would like them a bit larger.”
“What makes you say think I want them larger?” she asked. “I mean, you’re right, but what gave you that impression?”
“You didn’t show them off as most women do. Also, your bra is padded, which means you do what you can to enhance them,” he told her. 
“Go on,” said Kyra. 
“Had you not told me you found the gallery works to be erotic I would have known. Your reaction was that obvious. However, one of the things you told me stood out,” D’Arnot said. “It had to do with the armless sex-doll; you said that her loss of identity was very erotic.”
“And what did that say about me?” asked Kyra, wondering about his thoughts.
“My suspicion is that losing identity scares you and that it also intrigues and arouses you.” His voice was low and carefully modulated, his attention to her comments, reactions and tone of voice intense. “I imagine that suffering as the armless girl must have suffered, were she real, is an exquisite terror you would experience were it not for its consequent permanence.”
Kyra admitted the truth of his words. “What else do you know?”
“I know that you enjoyed the force I exhibited, and that you would have me do so again. I know that I frighten you as much as I intrigue you,” D’Arnot told her. 
“This is where you have it wrong,” she told him. “I am not frightened of you. I am frightened by what I find erotic, by what I want, and what I would allow you to do. But I am not frightened by you.”
“Interesting,” he mused. “Why would you be afraid of what you would allow me to do but not of what I might do?”
“We’ve had two dates,” Kyra began. “Already you have gotten into my head. No one else has done that. But you didn’t take advantage of me. You saw what I wanted and you did exactly that – you took control, made me beg and suffer. You took me far without taking me too far.” She took a deep breath. “But what I want…what I want is a horror story. To be armless, or made into a caricature, or a rubber-doll…all those things arouse me beyond compare. That is what I am afraid of.”
“All those things can be achieved with roll-play, Kyra,” he said bluntly. “You’ve done it before. Now we can do it together.”
Kyra shook her head. “But what if I wanted to take the next step? What if my recent discovery leads to something terrible?”
“This is but a fetish, Kyra. It’s newly discovered, fresh and terribly arousing,” he told her. “Like so many things, it arrives in a blaze of glory, and then settles into a calm ember, to be occasionally stoked.”
His words calmed her, and she told him as much. “I’m looking forward to seeing you,” she said at last.
“I will be there Saturday,” D’Arnot replied. “If you wish, we will make love. If, on the other hand, you want me to use you, you must tell me. Only then will I do so.”
Disturbed and excited, she asked, “You mean you won’t just use me; that I have to ask to be used?”
“No,” he replied. “You will have to beg.”
“I don’t think I can,” she told him. 
“Then you will not get what you truly want,” he said.
Kyra breathed out a heavy sigh. “I’ll try to beg,” she promised. 
“I must go now, Kyra,” he told her. “I will be unable to talk before Saturday. I’ll see you then.”
“Goodbye,” she whispered.
 
After returning to the living room, Kyra restarted her computer, made herself a margarita and settled into her couch. Shortly, she had reinvested herself into the story she had been reading. It was one of many she had read over the last week, and by far the most extreme. Within fifteen minutes she was working on her third orgasm of the evening, and she would enjoy three more before finally giving her body a much needed rest. Then, switching on the television, she emptied her mind of all but the most banal of thoughts. Saturday would arrive none too soon.
 
On the eve of their date, Kyra prepared excitedly. For her previous dates with John D’Arnot, she had been careful of her dress. Wanting to impress, she had dressed in what she hoped was a sexy, but conservative manner. Tonight, however, her mind was on impressing the man who she hoped would later ravage her body. For this reason she had purchased a short, skin-tight mini-dress that barely covered her round bottom, and a pair of impossibly tall, stiletto heels. Both heels and dress were blood red, and accented with thin, black lines. 
Standing in front of the mirror, Kyra carefully arranged herself. Braless, her only undergarment was a black thong. Thus, her pierced nipples and the rings within were obvious to the eye, as was the slight bump of her navel ring. Quickly, she stuck out her tongue and stared at the small stud poking through her ill-advised piercing. She had not worn it on their previous dates but had decided D’Arnot might like it. Now she was reconsidering. 
The ringing of her phone startled her. It was John, and he was at her door. After pressing the button that unlocked the entrance, she stuck her tongue out once again and stared at her reflection. Deciding he would like it, she headed to the living room to await his arrival at her door. 
Nervous as could be, she jumped at his knock. Then, after a quick adjustment, she opened the door. There, wearing a tailored sports coat over a white, silk shirt, accented with a burgundy tie, stood D’Arnot. In his right hand was a bouquet of thirty red roses, and creeping across his face was a smile as broad as was possible.
“Wow,” they said in unison. A brief moment later and she was in his arms, kissing him deeply. 
Minutes later, and after both were flush from the heat of their passions, they were in his car and heading towards the highway. “You know,” she said as she stared out the window, “I almost didn’t want to leave. But we look hot, and someone needs to see us.”
D’Arnot laughed. “And so they shall,” he said. A short time later, the two were sitting at a table in a swing club called “The Nighthawk Diner” and enjoying cocktails. 
For three hours they sat, chatting, eating, drinking and enjoying music. Several times they had taken to the dance floor, where D’Arnot had impressed her with his skills. By the time of their departure Kyra was nearly exhausted. Contrarily, her date was quite energetic.
As they left the club Kyra slipped her hand into his, and, hand in hand, headed to his car. Presently they were in his car enjoying a deep kiss. When their lips parted Kyra looked into his eyes and smiled. “That was wonderful,” she said. “But I am worn out. Would you be terribly upset if I asked you to take me home?”
“Not at all,” he said, returning her smile.
 
As he walked her to her security door John noticed a pained look on her face. So seeing, as soon as they were beyond her building’s entrance, he swept her from her feet and carried her to the elevator. “Get your key out and give it to me,” he ordered. 
Smiling, and feeling terribly small, the girl reached into her clutch, withdrew her keys and placed them in his hand. “You don’t have to carry me, John,” she said, her voice as slight as she felt.
“No, and you didn’t have to wear those shoes. But you did,” he said. “And you are not taking them off.”
A surge of excitement ran through her, and she felt suddenly pleased with her choice in footwear in spite of the pain her shoes had brought about. Soon they were within her condominium, sitting on her couch. 
“Lay back,” he ordered. Then, pulling her feet into his lap he disregarded his earlier comment and removed her shoes. In a moment she was enjoying a gentle and soothing foot massage.
“I could get used to this,” Kyra sighed, thoroughly enjoying his attention to her feet.
Smiling, John said, “Perhaps you will.”
Kyra pulled her sore feet from his lap and sat up. She wrapped her arms around his neck and drew him in for a kiss. Leaning back, she smiled. “What is it that is so different about you?” she asked.
Ignoring her question, he pushed her back down and drew her feet into his lap to give them further attention. For the next half hour he massaged her feet in silence and watched her slowly drift off into sleep.
It was nearing one in the morning when her eyes fluttered open. Seeing that D’Arnot was asleep, she sat up, kissed him lightly on the forehead and trod off for the bathroom. Upon returning she found D’Arnot to be wide awake, smiling and holding her stilettos. “These go back on,” he told her.
With a grin, she took the shoes and slipped them on. He then pushed the coffee table aside and ordered she stand in the rooms center. “Dance for me,” he told her. “Slowly.”
Self-conscious, Kyra stepped to the place designated for her dance. “Can I put on some music?” she asked.
John shook his head. “No. I want you and nothing else,” he told her. “Now dance for me.”
A rosy glow colored her cheeks as she began a slow wriggling of her body. Conscious of her every move, Kyra fought against her discomfiture, determined not to disappoint. Presently, she let go her inhibitions and began dancing more freely. Her hands she allowed to roam over her hip, belly and breasts. With her hips gyrating slowly, she turned away from him and bent over, allowing him a glimmer of her round bottom. Continuing her slow spin, Kyra turned to face him, licked her lips and sucked on her fingers. 
“Strip…slowly,” he ordered.
Kyra bent over and grasped her ankles and slowly drew her hands up her legs as she stood upright. Still dancing, she stepped towards John, turned about, and then began to slowly draw her dress upward. Her bottom exposed, Kyra wiggled it at the man. Then, ever so slowly she pulled the dress over her head, flinging it across the room as it came free. 
“Stop dancing and turn around,” she heard him say.
Overcome by a sudden bout of shyness, Kyra covered her small breasts and turned to face him. Goosebumps covered her flesh as she smiled demurely, terribly aware of her nakedness. 
A smile crept over D’Arnot’s face as he stared at the girl. She was red and covered in gooseflesh. Enjoying her discomfort, he issued another command; “Put your hands behind your back,” he ordered, “so that your hands meet their opposing elbows.”
Biting her lip, Kyra slowly complied with his demand. Unable to look him in the eyes, she stared at the floor, awaiting his next edict.
“I would very much like to know how that stud in your tongue feels on my cock,” he said. 
Without word, and only a minor hesitation, Kyra stepped to him and knelt. “My I use my hands?” she asked, her voice small and shaky. 
“Only to unfasten my pants,” he told her. 
The celerity with which she freed cock from trousers belied her eagerness to please. Since their last encounter she had felt tremendously inept; and though he had said nothing on the matter since, she felt a desperate need to prove her ability to satisfy him orally. 
Running her tongue over his cock, slurping and sucking, she bobbed her head. She took him into her throat, and each time she suffered for it. Determined, Kyra persisted in taking him into her throat, each time gagging. Again and again, she fought against her body, and each time did it betray her. Twenty minutes later D’Arnot pulled her from his member. 
“Another time, perhaps,” said the man, a warm smile on his face.
“I can do this,” Kyra said. A tear ran down her face. “Let me try again,” she begged. “I can do this.”
He cradled her chin, still smiling. Then he bent to kiss her forehead. “You will only succeed in bringing up your dinner,” he told her. “You will learn.”
Kyra sat back on her haunches wondering why this should affect her so. Sad eyes peered out from her hair, unkempt and ragged from her recent efforts. Again she wondered why she should be so sad. After all, she had known the man less than a month. 
“Do you still want to please me?” he asked in a soft, even voice. 
Kyra nodded, hardly noticing that she was crying. “I do want to please you.”
He stood and stared down at her. “Then you know what you must do.”
Confused, Kyra stared up at the man, open mouthed and wondering. “I…I don’t know what to do,” she admitted. “Did I miss something?”
“Think back,” he began, “to a conversation we had a few nights back. Meanwhile, I have to use the bathroom. When I get back I expect you will know. If not you will have an interesting choice to make.” He turned on his heels and left the room.
Searching for the answer to the question before her, she thought back to their previous conversations. No answer was found, and when at last he returned, Kyra was in tears where he had left her.
“Why do you cry, ma chère?” he asked upon entering the room. He came to stand beside her. Then, kneeling on one knee, he cradled her chin and kissed her. “Why are you crying, Kyra?” he asked again, his voice but a whisper. He urged her from the floor and onto the couch. Again, he cradled her chin and offered a light kiss. “Now, tell me why you cry.”
Suddenly realizing she was the epitome of female frailty, Kyra searched about for an answer to his inquiry. Neither had given cause for her mood. Then she looked at D’Arnot as he gently stroked her brow and realized that it was, in fact, he who was the cause of her misery. Still, she knew not why; and in searching for the answer, she found it. 
“I think it’s because…I’ve never been with someone like you. And…I’ve always been submissive sexually and emotionally. But you draw out that part of me like no one before. You’re big and strong, but you dominate with a gentle self-assurance that makes me feel safe and secure. It makes me want to please you.” Kyra laughed wryly. “Not pleasing you…it makes me feel like a failure; and I already failed at giving you a blow job. Now, I can’t even remember what I was supposed to do. Does that make any sense?”
“It does,” he said. “But you are not a failure. A failure is one who fails to try.” It was his turn to laugh. “A bit cliché, perhaps, but it is a truism, none-the-less.”
Her face brightened, and she wiped the tears from her face. “You’re a scary man, John,” she said, smiling. “I don’t know how anyone can be so scary and so reassuring at the same time. But you do it really, really well.” 
“I shall take that as a complement,” he announced.
“Do,” she said, throwing her arms around the large man. 
Seeing that executing his plans for a night of rough sex would be in poor taste, he lifted the girl from the couch and carried her into her bedroom. There they remained until the break of day.
 
Waking as the sun cast its first warming rays of light on the Seattle skyline, D’Arnot found himself in the warm embrace of a soft, warm body. With his first movements, Kyra’s eyes fluttered open. Still half-asleep, she smiled, and then slipped back into sleep. After kissing her gently on the forehead, he slipped from her arms and headed to the bathroom for his morning ablutions. 
Upon returning to the bedroom, a sleepy voiced Kyra asked, “Are you leaving?”
Several lengthy strides took him to her bedside. Kneeling beside her, he affirmed her inquiry, and then said, “There is one thing I would like to ask, Kyra.”
A sleepy kiss found its way to his lips. She smiled. “Yes, you may ravage my body,” she said with a girlish giggle.
“Perhaps this is too soon,” he began, “but in the short time I have known you I have come to care for you.” He laughed nervously. “I would very much like it if you and I were exclusive. Would you consider it?”
A huge smile suddenly covered Kyra’s visage, her eyes snapped open and she gasped. “Are you asking me to be your girlfriend?” 
Nodding as he laughed, he said, “Yes, I am. I would like you to be my girlfriend.”
The words no sooner left his mouth than she had wrapped her arms around his neck. A kiss, deep and wet, covered his mouth. When they parted, the girl smiled again. “Yes, I will be your girlfriend,” she told him, adding, “But only on one condition.”
“Promise you will ravage me tonight! Promise you will make me feel like you did that first night we were together. Promise!” she demanded.
“I promise to make you feel the way you did the first time we were together,” he told her. “Unfortunately, I have to leave town in,” he looked at his watch, “six hours. But I will be back next Friday. Then I will ravage you.”
“Okay,” she said, sounding much like a little girl. “Then I will be your girlfriend.”
He kissed her, then wished her pleasant dreams and departed.
 



Chapter 4
 
Over the ensuing week Kyra became ever more needful of time with her newly minted boyfriend. Their conversations during this time became increasingly intense, and she divulged numerous, previously untold and terrible fantasies. By the time of their Thursday evening conversation it dawned on her that his fantasies remained largely a mystery. Thus, when they finally spoke that night, she dove, head first, into discovering his darkest secrets.
It was only just after nine in the evening when Kyra received the expected call from John. After exchanging a few niceties, and after plans were made for their next meeting, the two settled into pleasant conversation. Eventually, she broached the topic on her mind.
“So you want to know my fantasies, eh?” he asked, seemingly amused.
Kyra nodded into the phone. “I do,” she said, “So far, all I know is that you want me to learn to deep throat, and that you have a rubber fetish. That’s all I know.”
“Fair enough,” he replied. “Ask any question you like and I will answer.”
“Okay. Let’s start with your rubber fetish,” she told him. “If anything were possible, what would it entail?”
“We are talking ultimate fantasy here, right? This isn’t going to be turned around into some strange debacle where my fantasies scare you and you run away,” he clarified.
Kyra laughed. “John, when I told you about my recent fantasy about having no arms and legs did it lead you to believe I wanted to have them amputated for real?”
“You can’t blame me for wanting to be sure,” he told her.
“Tell you what,” she began, “why don’t you start by telling me your most extreme fantasy. I don’t care if it’s horrible. I want to know what you would do to me if anything were possible.”
D’Arnot laughed. “I bet you’re in bed, naked. Aren’t you?”
“I am,” she purred, “and if you play your cards right you might get to hear me cum.”
A grinning D’Arnot imagined her naked body in his mind. “Then I hope to be lucky a lot,” he said.
“Get on with it then,” she demanded with a laugh.
“My ultimate fantasy with you, no holds barred?” he inquired.
“I’m already rubbing my clit, and I am extremely horny” she told him.
“If I could do anything, and if you were amenable, the first thing I would do is have your breasts enlarged,” he began. “But they would not simply be large; they would be shaped into perfectly round spheres, smaller at their base than at their largest circumference. Your lips would be large and perfectly round, as if a tiny inner tube had replaced your real lips.” A moan reached his ears, stilling him to a momentary silence. “And, of course, you would be trained not to gag; and every day and night I would fuck your throat as if it was your ass or pussy.”
“That’s hot,” she growled. “Is that everything?”
“No,” he admitted. “Your body would be covered in rubber, and you would exist as a sex-doll. When I was not using you I would have you on a doll-stand, like the one at the gallery.”
Already closing in on her first orgasm, Kyra asked, “How long, or how often would I be in that rubber?”
“It would be permanent,” he told her. “It would never leave your skin, and you would be a sex-doll forever. It would be your life.”
Kyra groaned and arched her back as a wave of pleasure ran through her body. “I’m cumming, John. Your sex-doll is cumming.”
Panting in the wake of her orgasm, Kyra smiled. “That’s a freakish fantasy, John,” she told him. “But it’s really sexy, too.”
“Obviously, I agree,” he responded.
“So, what are your other fetishes or fantasies?” she asked.
“You pretty much know them,” he told her. “I like deep throating, of course. Then there is the rubber sex-toy thing. Anal sex is more of a turn on than vaginal – feels better, too. Ah, here is something else; I like helplessness. There are few things more satisfying than a helpless girl. But that’s sort of right along the lines of having a sex-doll – being in total control of her body.”
“What do you mean by total control of a woman’s body?” Kyra asked. “Does it have to be physical?”
“It’s a combination of things, really,” he told her. “It can be through physical means, like tying her up, or in the case of the fantasy I just told you, through more extreme methods. It can be through emotional or mental means, as well. Whatever the manner of control, I want it. It’s what really gets me going.”
“You certainly took control that one night. I was really helpless against your will. There was no pretending,” she told him. “You certainly seem to be good at taking control.”
“Yes I did!” D’Arnot crowed. “And yes I was.”
“And I will get you for that,” she laughed. “Now that you’re my guy I intend on making you miserable!”
“Just you try it,” he challenged. 
An hour later, and after Kyra had experienced several more orgasms, John happened a glance at his watch. “I’ve an appointment at a small software company in Cupertino that needs financing. My advisor says it’s a good deal. So, I will have to cut this short if I am to be worth a damned.”
Petulantly, Kyra said, “I understand. But I am not happy about it.”
“You’re very cute when you pretend to be upset,” he told her. “See you tomorrow night at seven, okay?”
“Can’t wait,” she responded. Then they said their goodbyes and clicked off the call.
 
Friday’s sky was overcast, gray and rainy. Having prepared for more accommodating weather, Kyra was forced to dress far more comfortably than she had planned. Thus, when John D’Arnot arrived at her condominium, she was wearing her tightest blue jeans, a white cotton blouse and black high-heels. 
For his part, John had failed to prepare for inclement weather. Thus, upon arriving at her home he was utterly drenched. “I came straight from the airport,” he explained.
Eyes agleam, Kyra approached him, placing her arms around his neck and pulling him for a kiss. “Let’s get you out of this wet suit,” she whispered. 
Taking his hand, Kyra kicked off her shoes, led him to the bathroom and switched on the shower. As the room filled with hot fog, Kyra ran her hands over his broad chest, and then freed him of his blazer, allowing it to fall to the floor. Deftly, and with eager fingers, she unbuttoned his shirt, licking beads of water from his chest as she removed it from his frame. She knelt and removed his shoes and socks, and then stared up and into his eyes as she began unfastening his belt and trousers and boxer-briefs. A lick, a slight suck of his shrunken member brought it to life. 
“I see you liked that,” she whispered. Then she slowly stood and drew him down to her for a deep, sensuous kiss before urging him into the hot shower. 
For a long moment, Kyra stood watching the hot water cascade off the man’s muscular form. He was beautiful, lean and fierce to her eyes; and even as he allowed her to direct him, there was nothing evincing weakness about him. She admired his strength, his body, and his willingness to grant her this moment of control.
Kyra stepped into the tub, pushing him against the shower wall. Suddenly, the white blouse that hid her small, but lovely, breasts seemed to melt away in the water. 
He reached out and took her face in his hands, and then pulled her to him. There, under the hot waters, they kissed. When at last parted their lips, both flashed a smile of pleasure. “I missed you,” she whispered. 
“And I missed you, as well,” was his whispered reply.
A smile, like that of a lost little girl, crossed Kyra’s features. She swallowed hard, and then kissed him again. With arms of steely sinew he crushed her against him; and when they parted it was but a brief moment before they were again in the throes of another deep and passionate kiss. How long they remained so they could not say. Nor did they care; and it was only when the water began to cool that they quitted the shower. 
Kyra, still clothed and sopping wet, shivered as she stepped from the shower. Immediately, did D’Arnot divest her of her clothes. Taking a towel from the nearby rack, he dabbed at her dripping goose flesh. Then, laughing like children, they ran into the dark of her bedroom, tore back the bedcoverings and flung themselves into bed. 
“Oh my lord, but I am cold,” she said, giggling and with teeth chattering. Snuggling against him, she smiled. “You are entirely too sexy,” Kyra told him.
John laughed as he wrapped his arms around her. “And that was the best shower I ever had,” he told her. 
“Make love to me?” she begged.
“I shall,” he told her. “But let us first warm one another.” Then he told her to roll over, facing away from him; and tightly embracing her, they lay shivering beneath her blankets. 
Presently their bodies warmed and their skin became hot. Passions rose as he delicately stroked her body with his fingertips. Her ears he kissed, licking and sucking her pierced lobes. Allowing his hands to roam more freely, he carefully explored her small breasts, touching her nipples lovingly, lightly tweaking the attached gold rings. A finger trailed down from her breasts, over her belly and then between her legs. Kyra spread her leg slightly and allowed him access to her most private of areas. A moan escaped her lips, as he caressed the hairless flesh. Then she rolled over to face him. Placing her hands to his bare, nearly hairless chest, she whispered, “You make me feel so good.”
His response was a slight lick of her lips, a light kiss and a smile. Then, as if it were not enough, he crushed her to his body and kissed her deeply. Passion and need suddenly overcame the girl, and she rolled atop the giant of a man and enveloped him with kisses. Grasping the hair on either side of his head, she held him to her lips as her tongue fought with his. Kyra pulled back and stared at him for but a moment. Then again she kissed him.
Abruptly, and without warning, the giant of a man flipped her to her back, pinning her arms beside her head. Shocked, wide eyed and suddenly frightened, Kyra could only stare up at D’Arnot. He smiled. Then he kissed her, once, twice, three times on the neck. He gave his attentions to her breasts, licking, kissing and sucking on each pierced nipple, a bite here, and another there. 
Kyra moaned her appreciation, arching her back as his kisses, licks and nibbles enhanced her passions. Pulling back from her, he stared into her eyes as he spread her hands outward and above her head. Then he threw back the covers and pulled her legs wide. 
“Do not move,” he ordered. “Not your arms, your legs, or anything else. You must hold perfectly still and you must remain perfectly silent.”
A chill ran up her spine and her body tensed as she waited for whatever it was he intended. Then she felt the light touch of his finger dragging delicately across the skin of her belly. It led up and around her breasts, threatening her nipples but never touching. The finger traced upwards to her neck to one ear, and then on to another. Then the finger left her flesh, and she waited to discover its next destination.
“Close your eyes, chère,” he whispered, and then slipped from the bed. 
A gentle but firm hand closed on each of Kyra’s ankles, then ran slowly up her legs, kneading her flesh with tender, massaging caresses. Presently, the hands met at the cleft between her thighs, further spreading them. A quick lick of the soft, shaved flesh sent her to shivering anew, and she inhaled with a hiss. Another lick, this time at the sensitive nub of her clitoris, brought forth a whining moan.
“No sound,” he reminded her, and then sucked where he had licked.
Fighting against her body’s natural inclinations, Kyra held still as she resisted her urge to moan and thrust her hips at the man. But as he licked, sucked and kneaded her delicate sex, she found herself closing in on the moment when her pleasures would be impossible to contain. For an eternity, it seemed, she suffered the difficulty of still silence while John pleasured her. Presently, she felt a tremor pass through her body as she neared orgasm. But it was not to be. Pulling from her, he breathed hot air against her moist skin, and then reminded her to be still and silent. Then his lips were against her, his tongue working its way inside her body. 
In spite of his reminder, her body shook and she issued a sad whimper as a looming orgasm made its presence felt. Again, D’Arnot withheld his motions of pleasure. “Remain still and silent,” he demanded, and then waited for her whimpering to halt. Several times over did this scenario replay itself, bringing forth tears of agony, bucking whimpers of frustration and need. Always were they met with chastisement and the order she remain silent and still. 
For long and long John D’Arnot tortured his willing captive, marveling at Kyra’s willpower. Glancing at the bedside clock, he could see that he had kept her on the precipice of release for nearly an hour, and though her will bent, it had not broken. He knew, however, that there would soon come a moment when his tortures would go too far. Thus, when next she moved he did not chastise her, nor did he demand she remain still or silent. Instead, he released his hold on her thighs, ran his hands quickly up her svelte body to her pert, little breasts and pinched each nipple, sucking her clitoris into his mouth to tongue it vigorously.
Kyra gritted her teeth as her first whimper escaped. She knew she would be chastised, and that he would stop pleasuring her until she regained her composure. But he did not; and at the first hiccupping tremor of her body his hands seemed to shoot to her breasts, trapping each nipple between thumb and forefinger. Pain gripped her as he squeezed her pierced nipples. Then, as if he had triggered a button, she was smote by an intense and gloriously painful orgasm. Never had Kyra experienced an orgasm of such magnitude, and she felt as if her heart might explode. 
In the aftermath of her orgasm, Kyra lay sweating and utterly exhausted. Beside her lay John D’Arnot, a smug smile on his lips. “Did you cum, Kyra?” he asked.
Kyra laughed. “So hard,” she answered. “Can I move now?”
“But of course,” he said. 
 
An hour later the two lovers, clad in white, terrycloth robes, sat at her dining room table eating dinner. Having failed to fully stock her refrigerator, they enjoyed a healthy and filling repast of spaghetti and bottled pasta sauce. Their conversation was light and jocular. Eventually they retired to the living room. As they took their seats at opposite ends of the couch the conversation became more intimate.
“You know,” she began, “that was probably the most intense orgasm I have ever had.”
D’Arnot laughed, reached forward and pulled her tiny feet to his lap. As he began rubbing them, he said, “It was certainly one of the loudest I have ever heard.”
Kyra laughed, reddening slightly. “I think it was the loudest orgasms I ever had, too.”
“Then my work here is done!” he announced, grinning. Then, in a more sober voice, he said, “I’m glad you enjoyed it. With any luck, it won’t be the last time you cum like that.”
She smiled. “Hope not.”
They stared at one another for a moment, eyes locked and smiling. “I hope to give you a few like that, too,” she said.
He shook his head. “Not possible,” he told her. “A woman’s body is wired differently than a man’s. I will never experience what you can experience in that realm.”
“What do you mean?” she asked, curious as to his meaning.
“A woman can orgasm five different ways,” he told her. “She can have a clitoral orgasm, a vaginal orgasm, an anal orgasm, a body orgasm, and, lucky you, just with her brain. They can all occur at once, as well. I am afraid that, as a man, I am rather more limited.”
Kyra bit her lip, and then asked, “What kind of orgasm do you think I had?”
“I suspect that, if you think about it, you had a clitoral orgasm and a body orgasm,” he answered.
“What makes you say that, and how would I know the difference?” she asked.
He cocked his head and smiled. “My guess is – and again, if you think about it – that your orgasm originated in your clit. It was probably the first place you felt it. When I pinched your nipples it changed things. Pain tends to be a rather interesting thing. On one hand it can be a negative. On another, and at the right time, it can be a positive,” he said, adding, “Think about your orgasm. Where did you feel it first?”
“Oh, I felt it in my clit, for sure,” she said. “But when you pinched my nipples, well, at first it sort of stopped it. But when you pinched harder it was all over.” Kyra thought for a moment. “Maybe you’re right. But how could a woman have all five at once?”
John smiled at her. “It’s a question of conditioning,” he told her. “Once you get accustomed to climaxing in different ways they can all be triggered at once.”
“But how?” Kyra persisted.
D’Arnot cocked his head as he sought to answer her question. “Have you ever cum on your own without penetration and without your clit being rubbed?”
Kyra smiled as she thought. “Yes. It happens when I read, sometimes. Usually I’m rubbing my breasts and squeezing my thighs together when it happens.”
“Where does that orgasm originate?” he asked.
“My clit, I think,” answered Kyra. “Then again, it’s not like I really paid attention to where it came from, I just cum.”
“Well, now you have something to look forward to,” he said with a smile. 
“That I do,” she agreed.
Lightning flashed in the distance, making the two look out the large sliding glass door that led to her terrace. Thunder rolled. Rain poured. Presently, the lovers stood at the glass door looking out at the rain. They kissed. 
“I just realized that I have no idea where you live,” she said, after their lips had parted.
He smiled, kissed her again, and then said, “Here in Washington. But not in the city.”
“Where do you stay when you’re in the city?” she clarified.
“Hotels are my home when I’m here,” he told her. “I have a house in New York, another just outside Los Angeles, and another in France.”
Kyra stared up at him, smiling. “You haven’t mentioned business. Does that mean you’re here to see me?” It was a flippant comment, meant to sound egotistical.
“It does,” he admitted with a smile. “I’m in a hotel for the next two weeks before I have to head back to New York to take care of a few things.”
“Wait a minute!” Kyra ejaculated, suddenly realizing the truth of the matter. “You’ve been coming to the city just to see me, haven’t you?”
He smiled at her, nodding his head. “The day you met me I made a special trip to the conference room just to meet you,” he told her. “After that…well…I decided to ply you with my charm, wit and sexual skills. Now that you are in my power, helpless before me, I intend to never let you go.”
“Scary!” Kyra laughed. Then in a more sober voice, she asked, “And what, pray tell, do you intend on doing with me?” She swallowed and looked at him with mock fear.
“Live out my deepest, darkest fantasies,” he replied.
“Even more scary,” she said. Kyra bit her lip, eased towards him and gave him a long, deep kiss. She pushed the robe down so her tiny breasts were exposed. “Tell me more of what you would do to me if you could do anything and everything you wanted.”
Kyra pulled his robe open and slipped to the floor before him. Pushing his knees apart, she licked his thighs before leaning in to his cock in her mouth. Instantly, it came to life. 
“I would turn you into a freak,” he said, softly. “I would enlarge your breasts ridiculously. They would be bigger than your head, and perfectly round. When they bounced their shape would remain perfect. They would be firm, almost hard.”
Kyra took him into her throat and gagged. She pulled back and demanded more. “Tell me more, John. Tell me,” she said, and then returned to sucking him.
“Your mouth would be perfectly round, and your lips swollen. They would be perfect sex-doll lips, and they would prevent you from talking properly,” he said. “You would have no pussy. You would only have an asshole; and that I would fuck time and again, just as I would fuck your mouth.”
Again, she took him into her throat. Again, she gagged. Kyra pulled back. There were tears running down her cheeks. She smiled. “I want you to fuck my mouth, John. So bad.”
“I will, chère,” he said.
She smiled, demanded he tell her more, and then resumed pleasuring him.
“Your waist would be reduced several inches,” he said, continuing his narration. “Your appearance would be so drastic that none could avoid staring at your perfect sex-doll body. But worst of all, you would be covered in rubber. But the rubber would never come off. It would be a permanent part of your life.”
After gagging again, Kyra pulled from his cock and stared into his eyes. “I can’t deep throat, yet,” she told him. “But I want to make you cum. Tell me what to do, John. I’ll do anything you want.”
“I know, Kyra,” he said. “I can tell you want to please me.”
Kyra nodded and took his cock into her mouth, her eyes fixed on the man before her. She needed to please him as he wished, needed to take him in her throat. None before had driven her to such need, nor had she ever felt so submissive as with this man. It was freeing, exciting and it aroused her beyond compare. For a moment she wondered what it was that had driven her to feel as she did; and then she put aside her thoughts and focused on pleasing her man.
“Maybe you should visit an adult toy store, Kyra,” he said, hoping to plant a seed in her mind. “They have items you could practice with. I am sure it would be a simple matter to learn.”
Without releasing his cock, she nodded, offering a faint, “Okay” around his member. 
“Now I will use your ass for my pleasure,” he told her.
“Wait,” she said, as he pulled from her mouth and stood up. “I…when you did that before…it was after you had…your fingers had kind of stretched me a little. I was ready. I don’t think…I’m not ready, john. I’m afraid it will hurt.”
D’Arnot smiled and pulled her upwards so she stood before him, divesting her of the robe that hung loosely about her body and allowing it to fall to the floor. She was forced to the couch, positioned so that her bottom hung slightly off its edge. “Yes, it will,” he told her. “It will hurt, and you will suffer. But it will please me.” Then he lifted her legs and forced her knees against her chest. 
“I don’t want to do this, John,” she whispered. But it was a lie. She did want it…wanted to be taken, forced, made to suffer if such was his want. “It will hurt. It may even cause you great pain. But you will do it. If you fight me in this,” he continued, “it will not matter. There is nothing you can do to prevent me from taking you as I please.”
Kyra knew his words to be true, and it excited her. Long had it been a fantasy to be forcefully taken, her wants, struggles and pains ignored. It would happen tonight, and she was glad for it. No longer would she wonder what it was to truly submit to another’s will. 
Presently the moment was upon her. John had taken up position at the couch’s edge, his cock resting against her unprepared sphincter. She was told to wrap her arms around her legs as they rested against her chest. Then he was inside, and she was crying out in pain. In her mind, Kyra pushed him from her body, fled the pain, fled from the man. But without, she hugged her legs tightly against her body, enduring the rough assault on her ass.
“This is what you get for being such a poor cock sucker, Kyra,” she heard him say. “You deserve this for failing to please me as I’ve pleased you.”
His words thrilled and humiliated her all at once. Suddenly Kyra realized that the pain, at once intense, had receded. It was then that her pride took over her body; and knowing she could not please him with her mouth, she determined to do her utmost to please him with her ass. 
“Someday, you may learn to please me with your mouth, Kyra,” he began, “but until then you will have to suffer.”
“I will suffer for you,” she whispered, clenching her sphincter as tightly as she could.
“You deserve to suffer for being such a failure with your mouth,” he growled. 
Presently, his pace increased. Then, just as it seemed he might cum, he withdrew from her ass and nearly leaped to straddling her body again. Taking the hair on the top of her head in his firm grasp he pulled her face to his cock and ordered she suck; and though disgusted her fear of displeasing him outweighed her sensibilities. Thus, Kyra obeyed his edict and sucked the offensive member to climax.
For several minutes following his orgasm, John remained as he was. His cock softened slowly, allowing him to push its length into her mouth. Presently, her lips touched against his body. It was only then that he withdrew. 
“Did you enjoy being used, Kyra?” asked D’Arnot, as he took a seat beside the girl.
Unsure if she should move, Kyra remained with her legs up and over her body. “I don’t know,” she admitted. 
“It is good that you have not moved,” he complemented. “I like that you wait for instruction.” John reached over her body to her sex. He fingered her clitoris, making her jerk slightly. Finding it to be sensitive and engorged, he ran his hand between the cleft of her sex, making her jerk another time. “Both your clit and pussy tell me that you enjoyed what I did to you,” he told her. Then he began a slow massage between her legs. “Tell me of your fantasy, Kyra. Tell me how you imagined being forced to serve.”
Kyra gasped as his fingers penetrated her sex. She looked at him with doe eyes, appearing almost sad. “I’m…I’m taken to the bedroom. But it’s not my bedroom. It’s someone else’s – the man who is forcing me…it’s his bedroom,” she began. Two fingers slipped inside her body and began massaging her. She gasped. “He’s bigger than me – handsome – and he’s cruel.” Kyra moaned. “He forces me to the bed. I fight, but it’s useless. It’s useless because my arms are tied behind my back. The man, and I don’t know who he is, never see his face, ties me face down to a bench. He puts a ring gag in my mouth and fucks my face. When he pulls out he goes behind me and plunges into my pussy. I don’t want it, and I scream. But he ignored me. He puts a finger in my ass while he fucks me hard.” 
D’Arnot withdrew his fingers, brought them to her mouth and made her suck them. Then he slipped from the couch and knelt between her legs. “Continue, ma chère,” he said, before licking at the swollen nub above her sex. 
“From time to time he pulls out and makes me suck my juices from his cock,” she said with a moan. Suddenly, she realized that his hands were squeezing her breasts and playing with the rings in her nipples. “Then he fucks me some more.” 
“How long does he fuck you, Kyra?” asked D’Arnot. He pinched her nipples, twisting them gently. 
“I don’t know,” she answered. “He just fucks me. Sometimes he fucks my face, and sometimes my pussy. But he doesn’t cum. Not from that.” The pressure on Kyra’s nipples had increased, and each word she spoke was pained. “Eventually he takes me from the bench, pushes my knees to my chest and ties me that way. Suddenly I am suspended over his bed, hanging from a wooden rafter. My hair is in a ponytail that pulls my head back. There’s something in my ass – a plug.”
Pinching and rubbing her nipples vigorously, John asked, “And what does he do to you then?”
A moan that was both pain and pleasure slipped between gritted teeth. “He fucks me. Only now, when he pulls out of my mouth or pussy he can just spin me around. And that’s exactly what he does. He fucks my pussy, pulls out and spins me, and then fucks my mouth.”
“Do you cum, Kyra?” she was asked.
“Yes. I cum. But I don’t want to cum. What he is doing is wrong. But I can’t help it,” she told him. 
“Does he cum, too?”
“Yes, but not inside me,” she said. “He pulls out of my pussy and cums on my face.”
D’Arnot pulled on her nipples, crushing them between his thick fingers, and drawing forth a hissing groan. “Do you like that he came on your face?”
“No,” she told him, groaning at the pain he was causing. “It’s gross and humiliating. I would rather he came in my mouth.”
“But it’s your fantasy, Kyra,” he insisted. “In your fantasy he came on your face. Why would he cum on your face if it’s your fantasy?”
Kyra moaned, thrusting her hips into open air. More than anything she wanted D’Arnot press his body against hers and fuck her. She needed his cock, his intrusion into her body, his overpowering strength. “Fuck me, please,” she begged. But he refused, demanding she answer his question. “Because I’m his plaything,” she said in a distant, sad voice, “and he can do anything he wants to me.”
He gave a light lick to her engorged clitoris. Kyra hissed in, and then moaned. “Would you like to be my plaything?” he asked. “Would you like to have no choice in how or when you are used, Kyra?”
“Oh, God,” she cried. “Please fuck me, John. I just need you to fuck me. Please fuck me!”
“You will answer my question, slut!” he told her, tweaking her nipples and pinching them harder still.
The sound that suddenly emanated from her was animalistic, sad and pathetic all at once. She jerked away from him suddenly, pushing his hands from her breasts and rolling over. But as she shot forward, towards the back of the couch, he caught her by the hair and dragged her back. Kyra kicked and screamed out as she was dragged back and then pushed face down into the cushions. But her efforts were for naught, her assailant unstoppable; and she was quickly flipped to her back, knees pressed to her chest and hands at her sides with D’Arnot straddling her. 
She stared up at him, anger flashing in her eyes. But there was no fear. Not of him. “Let me go!” she demanded, and then resumed struggling while repeating her demand once again.
Patiently he waited for her struggles to cease. Then, and in a voice that was soft, low and evenly modulated, he told her, “I will let you go, Kyra. But not until you have answered my question.” There was a brief silence before he again spoke. “Be careful to answer truthfully, Kyra.”
The two remained silent for a long moment, staring into each other’s eyes. Then Kyra closed her eyes and swallowed. “I can’t answer you, John. Not now.”
He reached down and wiped away the lone tear that had streaked down the side of her face. “Why not now, Kyra?” he asked.
Another tear ran down the side of her face. She smiled weakly. “Because I don’t want to be a plaything, John - it’s just a fantasy.”
Surprised by her response, John realized he had misjudged her dramatically. Since he had met her, D’Arnot had been certain that her submissive streak ran extremely deep. Now he feared otherwise. Quick to recover, he smiled. “Kyra?” 
“Yes John?”
“I think you have the wrong impression,” he lied. Slipping from her body to sit on the floor before her, he laughed. “I didn’t mean…that is to say…I was merely trying to give you the fantasy. I didn’t mean for you to…well, be some sort of sex slave – not really.”
Instantly mortified, she swung her legs to her side and came to her knees. “Oh, lord. I feel so stupid!” she said, red faced. “You seemed so serious, John. I mean, I thought you meant…”
He laughed and clapped a hand on her thigh. “This is too damned funny,” he said. “I guess I’m a better actor than I imagined.”
“Lord, but I feel stupid,” she iterated. “What was I thinking, John? I promise I’m not usually that airheaded. I think I just got too caught up in the moment; and you seemed so serious!”
He scrambled to the couch and pushed her back, laying his considerable bulk on top of her. “Kyra,” he began, looking quite serious and sounding as if the weight of the world was on his shoulders, “would you be my sex slave?”
“Get off me, you bastard!” she demanded, grinning sheepishly. “Get out of my house and never darken my door again!”
Then they kissed.
For the next two weeks the two enjoyed a virtual honeymoon. With exception of those hours she spent working, they were never out of each other’s sight. All too fast did their time pass, and he was soon forced to return to New York with the promise he would return the following Friday.
 



Chapter 5 
 
Upon his return to Washington state, and before returning to the city, John made a brief stop at his ‘home in the hills’ and then another at the home of Beatrice. Greeted warmly, as always, she invited him in and then told him of her success in finally seeing her home’s remodel completed.
“So, how are things with your new experiment?” asked Beatrice, as she gave D’Arnot a tour of her newly finished home.
Irritated, he gave her a sidelong glance. “It’s not an experiment, Beatrice. I care for this girl, and I suspect we could have a rather nice life together.”
They entered into Beatrice’s study. Installed into the wall was a large metal frame within which was a woman attached to a spider-web – one of Francis D’Arnot’s old pieces of art. As they neared the couch beneath it the girl groaned, and her body shook.
“You never told me why she gets that shock of electricity, Francis,” she mused. “I do enjoy hearing her grown; was that the reason?”
Francis gazed up at the girl, shaking his head. “No. O’Connell had that done so she wouldn’t lose muscle tone.”
Beatrice nodded approvingly. “Ah, I thought her musculature was from implants.”
“Are you enjoying all the pieces then, Beatrice?” D’Arnot asked. He glanced towards a grand piano in the room’s north most corner. Beside it was a statue of a woman being ravaged by two beastly figures. “And how is Desk working out for you?”
“She is working out quite well,” Beatrice told him. “Though, I don’t think she cares for her new appearance, or how…encumbered, she has become. 
As if on cue, the girl entered the room. Covered from head to toe in a synthetic skin that much resembled wood, the girl had been heavily modified since last he had seen her. Her lips, at one time grossly enlarged, had become even more so. But it was her breasts, resembling small beach balls, which were most apparent to Francis; as they would have been to any who saw her. 
“My lord, what did you do to her?” gasped D’Arnot.
“She was an envious girl, as you know. The treatment given by Dr. O’Connell had been so thorough that she wished to be as your other pieces – as my pieces,” Beatrice stated. “I simply took it a step beyond her wildest imagination.” Then she turned to the girl and called her over. “On your knees, girl,” she barked. 
Staring at the girl whose breasts now rested on the floor, in spite of her outstretched arms, Francis asked, “How can she stand with such enormous breasts?”
“They are filled with a rather interesting gas that, if exposed to air turns to liquid,” Beatrice explained. “It is this, Dr. O’Connell tells me that will prevent her from expiring should her implants suffer a puncture.”
“Well, they are certainly impressive,” he told her. 
“Sadly, her breasts make her utterly useless to me,” said Beatrice. “But she is interesting to look at. Is she not?”
Francis smiled, cocked his head, and leaned forward to where the girl knelt. He poked at Desk’s breasts. “Amazing,” he mused.
“So, back to this girl you are seeing,” Beatrice began. “Tell me about her.”
John Francis D’Arnot smiled. “As I told you before, she is a lovely girl. She’s quite intelligent, sweet and very pretty. Of course, she is quite submissive, and she pleases me greatly.”
“You say she is lovely, submissive, and that she pleases you, Francis, but you’ve yet to properly describe her to me,” Beatrice asserted. “And you’ve yet to be specific in how she pleases you. Is she obedient?”
“Our relationship has progressed only so far, Beatrice,” he told her. “We are getting to know one another. But, if you must know, she pleases me intellectually and sexually. She has beautiful legs, and an equally beautiful face, with ash-brown hair. As for whether or not she is obedient…well, she does please me sexually, though our relationship has not been well-defined as yet.”
“You’ve mentioned nothing about her breasts, Francis,” Beatrice laughed. “That tells me she is either not well-endowed or that her breasts are sub-par.”
Shaking his head, Francis said, “Breasts are not everything, Beatrice. But, yes, they are small.”
“Oh, Francis,” she said, “you are a breast man. That will never do for you. Eventually, they will have to be enlarged are you to be satisfied.”
“As I told you before, Beatrice, I am not wanting of another museum piece,” he told her. “I have grown tired of such things. I want something more – something fulfilling.”
“Art is fulfilling, Francis. Art fulfills you,” she told him. “But, if you tell me you want something of emotional depth, as you seem to be saying, I will believe you; and I will say no more on the subject.”
Francis nodded. “Thank you, Beatrice,” he said. 
“I am curious, though,” she began, causing Francis to smile at her continuance of the matter, “when it was that you last had a meaningful relationship.”
D’Arnot chuckled, “Why, Beatrice, I am in the midst of one with you. You are my patron saint, after all; the mother I never had.”
Beatrice smirked, “Yes, my love, but I am serious. I want you to find happiness, and I am not certain that you have considered all factors. So tell me, dear boy, when was the last time you had a meaningful relationship?”
“It was well over ten years ago,” he admitted. “I married her, as you know.”
“And what became of your wife?” she asked.
Francis glanced at the statue of the woman being sexually savaged by the mythical beasts. “You have her here, as you well know. She became sexually unwilling, emotionally hurtful, and somewhat violent.”
“Wasn’t she your first piece of art?”
He nodded. “She was.”
“And have you since engaged in any sort of meaningful relationship, Francis?” Beatrice persisted.
“I have not,” he said, his tone evidencing his irritation.
“I’m sorry to have upset you, dear, but I felt compelled to offer up facts to you. You know how I care for you,” she said. “Now I will say no more on the matter. You have my word.”
 
Beatrice stood and led him to her tea room. On their way they passed Dusty, who was hard at work pretending to dust at items previously dusted that day. When they arrived at their destination Beatrice’s kitchen slave, a tiny girl with large breasts and wearing no clothes was called in, whereupon she was ordered to prepare two cups of tea.
“A lovely girl, don’t you think?” Beatrice asked D’Arnot when the slave had departed.
Nodding, he said, “Quite lovely, though I am surprised she is not covered in rubber or otherwise encumbered.”
“I need someone to prepare my meals, serve my drinks and take care of my needs,” Beatrice told him. 
“Ah, then she is to you as Desk was to me,” Francis mused. 
Beatrice shook her head. “No. She serves no sexual purpose. Nor does she do so willingly as Desk once did. I simply meant that she serves me.”
“I see,” said Francis as the tea arrived.
After pouring tea for them both, the girl stood beside the table, stock still with her hands behind her back, and apparently waiting Beatrice’s next command. 
“One sugar, two milk,” uttered Beatrice. 
The girl curtsied, dispensed a teaspoon of sugar into Beatrice’s cup and then leaned down, placed her right breast at Beatrice’s cup and squeezed, shooting milk into Beatrice’s cup. Then she repeated the exact process with her left breast.
“Would you care for sugar or milk, Francis?” Beatrice asked, smiling.
Francis laughed. “Ah Beatrice, what a marvelously wonderful thing you have wrought. Never had I thought of such a thing,” he said. “And yes, two teaspoons and two squeezes.” Then, shaking his head, he added, “This is simply brilliant!”
“Why thank you, my boy,” she said, glowing with pleasure. Then, turning to her slave, she asked, “How long has it been since you’ve been milked?”
“Several hours, mum,” the girl said. 
“You may have Desk milk you, dear girl,” was Beatrice’s affectionate comment. Immediately, the girl left in search of Desk. “It’s the only thing for which Desk is useful,” she said with a laugh and a dismissive wave of the hand.
“I assume she has limited range?” asked D’Arnot. 
“She has range of the house, really,” Beatrice told him. “She ensures that all my art pieces are well-kept, cleans them, feeds them, and serves as my maid and chef; whatever suits my needs at the moment, really. There is also a rather interesting market for breast milk, these days. I make a minor sum from that. Not that I need it. It’s simply another way to enjoy her attributes and ensure her milk does not go to waste.”
Francis laughed. “Truly, it is an ingenious thing you have wrought, Beatrice,” he told her. 
“Thank you, Francis,” she said, glowing with pleasure once again. “Now tell me, dear boy, when will I get to meet this pretty little thing that seems to have stolen your heart?”
Shaking his head and smiling widely. “Ah, Beatrice, you are ever the mother to me. But it will be some time. We are new to each other, and she lives in the city.”
“That is a long way about telling me that you will not be likely to bring her here for quite some time, is it not?” she asked, cocking her right eyebrow.
“It is,” he confirmed. “But when she is ready you shall meet her. But, you must know, she calls me John, not Francis.”
“Why so?” Beatrice asked. 
“For the same reason I do not insist on being called Francois, chère,” he told her. “It was simply how I was introduced to her.”
“I never did understand why you go by Francis,” mused the older woman. “It is such a lovely name. So is John. It is much better than the Americanized moniker you have chosen to take on.”
He chuckled. “Because Americans seem to have such issues with foreigners. They also have difficulty pronouncing even simple names from other countries.”
“You arrogant bastard!” she exclaimed. “It is, sadly, quite true, though.”
 
On the day following D’Arnot’s departure, Kyra had made a purchase of two, silicone dildos from a local sex shop. It was her intent to practice her oral skills with each; however, upon arriving home she had been overcome by a rather odd timidity. Neither package had been opened, nor had she told D’Arnot of her purchase when they had talked the previous night. Tonight, she determined, they would see their first use.
Sitting on her bed, Kyra stared at the packages. One dildo was relatively small. The other was larger, and compared well in thickness to her lover’s penis, though it was considerably longer. After a long moment, she stole a pen from her nightstand and stabbed at the package containing the smaller of the two sex toys. Presently the package was opened and the toy free. 
“Why the Hell does this scare me?” she murmured to no one. “This is so stupid!” Screwing up her courage, she headed to the bathroom, washed the dildo and returned to her bed. Again, she stared at the toy, feeling strangely self-conscious over the act she was soon to begin.
Several times she chided herself for her strange behavior. She reasoned that it was not logical, and that she had, in fact, used other similar objects for her own pleasures. Then she realized why she was so uneasy; this was not for her pleasure but for the pleasure of another. Still, that was not quite right. She had no issue giving pleasure to another. In fact, Kyra had always enjoyed giving her previous lovers pleasure. Frustrated by her lack of self-understanding, Kyra removed her clothing, turned off the light, flung back the bed covers and threw herself atop the sheets. Then she screwed up her courage and began making use of the smaller of the two toys.
 
By the time Friday had come round, the lovers were nearly insatiable with need. Their nightly talks, initially filled with friendly conversation, had taken on a decidedly sexual undertone. Thus, immediately after he arrived at Kyra’s condominium the two nearly ran into her bedroom to make love. It was intense, rough and exhausting, ending only just before daylight’s first rays graced the Seattle skyline.
It was noon when first the lovers stirred. Stretching, the pair shared a glance, and then fell to making love once again. This time it was not rough, nor was it intense, and the couple often laughed as they rejoiced in one another’s presence. 
“Did I please you, John,” she asked, staring into his eyes. 
He smiled, stroked her hair gently, and then ran his hand down the length of her arm. He took her tiny hand in his, brought it to his lips and kissed it. “You did ma chère.”
“Even though I still can’t take you the way you want?” Kyra asked.
“What matters, Kyra, is that you try,” John told her. “What matters is that you want to please me, as I want to please you. I do hope I succeeded.”
Kyra kissed him. “You did, John. But you always do. I’ve never felt this way…never been made to cum the way you make me cum.” Then she smiled broadly, asking, “How is it you were single when we met?”
“I might ask you the same question,” was his reply.
Presently, the two quitted the bed for a long, hot shower, wherein the couple took turns washing one another.
 
It was later that evening as they sat watching television that Kyra told D’Arnot of her purchases. “I got them so I could practice, like you suggested,” she told him. “I think I’m getting better, but it’s still hard to do.”
“Ah, that explains why you managed to take me so well,” he mused.
Suddenly, Kyra was aglow with pride. “You mean you could tell?” 
“It is my fetish, Kyra,” he offered, “how could I not?”
Kyra fell on him, smothering him with kisses. 
 
The weekend passed quickly, as it tends for most; and by Sunday D’Arnot was headed to the airport once again. This time, it was she who drove him, allowing him to make use of her visitor space in the parking garage of her building. 
“It must be awfully expensive for you to travel like this,” she said, as she pulled to the curbside drop at the airport. “Tiring, too. That you return to Seattle to be with me instead of staying in one of your other homes is amazing.”
He smiled, leaned over and kissed her. “It is all worth it, Kyra,” he told her. “It is rare for me to meet a woman who so fulfills me. Especially one so young as you.”
Kyra laughed. “I just realized that I don’t even know how old you are!” she gasped. 
“I am forty-two, Kyra,” he told her. 
“Wow!” she exclaimed. “I thought you were in your thirties.”
“I’m afraid I am a bit removed from my thirties,” he told her. “Compared to you I am an old man.”
“A sexy old man!” she said, giggling. 
“Thank you,” he said. “Now, I must be off.”
“I’m going to keep practicing. Next time you see me I will be able to please you like you have never been pleased,” she promised.
“You already do,” he told her. Then he was out of the car, duffle in hand, and heading to his gate of departure.
 
As promised, Kyra practiced her oral skills. Too, she had researched the topic thoroughly. Thus, when he arrived at her condominium the following Friday evening, she was eager to show him her newly learned skills. 
“I missed you,” she said, upon his entry. “And I have something to show you, but you have to come to the bedroom first.” Then she threw her arms around him and embraced him, nearly sucking the wind from his lungs with a deep kiss.
The pair stumbled towards the bedroom, undressing one another as they progressed, and nearly falling several times. When at last they were naked, and the bed beneath them, Kyra slid atop D’Arnot and smiled. “Are you ready for a surprise?” she asked, scampering off to turn on the bedroom light.
“Did you get me flowers?” he asked, with a laugh.
“I got you something much better,” she said, flipping the light switch. “Now get comfortable and get ready for something special.” 
Grinning, John slid to the center of the bed, propping his head on two of her pillows and then clasping his hands behind. “I’m as comfortable as I can be,” he said. 
Kyra walked slowly to the foot of the bed. Slowly, she slid a knee atop the bed, nudging his legs apart somewhat. “I’ve been practicing, John,” she whispered, creeping upwards, between his legs like a cat on the prowl. Raking her perfectly manicured fingers up his legs, she grinned slyly. “I think I can give you what you want.” 
She leaned down over his cock and smiled, slyly. Flicking out her tongue, she licked his already hard member and then smiled again. “You want me to take it all, don’t you?” she asked. Then, all at once, she tilted her head downward and engulfed his cock, taking him to the back of her throat. Kyra bobbed her head, pushing him in deeper and deeper with each movement; and when she released him she was smiling broadly. 
Kyra climbed atop the silent D’Arnot and straddled his body. She stared down at him, violet eyes agleam. “You want to fuck my throat, don’t you, John?” she asked. “It’s what you’ve always wanted to do to me?”
John, who had not moved until now, unclasped his hands and reached out to cup her tiny breasts. “It is, ma chère,” he admitted.
“Why do you like it so much, John?” Kyra asked. She was grinding her hips as she forced her damp sex over his hard cock. “What is it about using my mouth like it was my pussy that so excites you? Is it the power, the control? Is it because it is exclusively for your pleasure, John? Tell me.”
He pinched her nipples, pulled the rings within, and then smiled. “How many times have we discussed our fantasies, Kyra? How many times have we told each other what we want?”
Kyra moaned as she reached between her legs and slipped his cock inside her sex. She ground against him. “So many times…every time we talk on the phone.”
“And what fantasy do we share, Kyra?” asked D’Arnot. “What is it excites you more than any fantasy? Is it any sexual act?” He placed his hands on her hips and thrust into her.
Hips gyrating as she ground against him, she whispered, “Me being a plaything…your plaything, to use and abuse.”
“Can you think of anything that would make you more of a plaything than being face fucked with no concern for your pleasure?” John asked.
“How do you want me, John?” Kyra asked. “Should I keep doing what I was doing or do you want me another way – on my hands and knees, on my back? Tell me, John. Tell me how you want me.”
Moaning as his need for her grew, his thrusts increased in intensity. “On your back, with your head hanging over the edge of the bed so I can thrust straight into your throat. I want you tied so you can’t resist me, no matter how much you struggle,” he told her. “I want to use you like a sex doll.”
“Oh, God,” she moaned. “I want you to use me, John. But I’m afraid.”
“What are you afraid of?” he asked, gasping as their motions became more frantic.
“I don’t know,” she admitted, and then added, “It’s too soon for this. We’re too new.”
“Too new for what, Kyra? I don’t understand,” he asked.
“To be bound, helpless, used so roughly as you want to use me,” she clarified. “I can take the throat fucking, the rough sex…all of it. But to be helpless and tied down…it scares me.”
He pulled her to him, wrapping his thick arms around her body and kissing her passionately. “You do not have to do this to please me, Kyra,” he told her. “You already please me greatly; and putting off our fantasies for another day will only make it that much more enjoyable when they are lived out.”
“Tie me down, John,” Kyra ejaculated. “Make me your plaything. Use me for your pleasure.”
“D’Arnot covered her with kisses, and then he asked, “Do you have any rope?
Kyra pulled back from him and smiled, and then burst out laughing. “Shit!” she growled. “Of all the things. No.”
Instantly, the pair fell into laughter; and with their mood having shifted, the couple decided to put their passions off and go out for the evening. 
 
After a pleasant dinner, the couple found themselves back at Kyra’s condominium, sitting and staring out at the Seattle skyline from her balcony. It being a rainy night, the city took on a peculiar glow as light reflected off the wet streets and buildings, further refracting through the rain as it fell. Sitting beside one another as they enjoyed a glass of wine, the couple held hands and exchanged occasional glances of affection. 
Presently, Kyra took leave of her chair and came to stand before John. She placed her glass on the table beside him and began to slowly remove her clothes. “Tell me what you’re going to do to me first,” she said. “When I’m your permanent plaything, to do with as you wish…what are you going to do to me first?”
A smile crept across his face as he watched her disrobe. Already she had removed her blouse and bra, revealing her small, shapely breasts. As she began unzipping her skirt, he said, “I will train you to serve me fully. I will make you into the perfect slave.”
Free of all encumbrances but her tiny, green panties, she stood before him. A flash of lightning illuminated the skyline. Thunder, deep and dissonant, rolled. Kyra straddled his legs, sat down on his lap and took his face in her hands. She leaned in and kissed him deeply. Taking his hands in hers, she leaned back and smiled. Lightning streaked across the sky, making the rings in her nipples flash dramatically in the night’s darkness. 
“Tell me again, John,” she began, “if you had the freedom to do anything you wanted with me; what would you do?” A sudden gust of wind blew cool rain across the balcony, wetting them both. She laughed heartily, shivering. “Tell me your fantasy, John. Tell me,” she cried out, still laughing. “No matter how dark, how horrible. What is your fantasy?”
“You ask again of things I could not possibly do. Not to you,” he told her. “They are terrible things, my fantasies. You know this.”
“Then tell me, my love, what you could do,” she demanded. Then she leaned forward and whispered in his ear, “Tell me your fantasies again.”
The breeze turned to a steady gale, blowing the increasing rain across the balcony, soaking the couple. Lightning played across the skyline, thundering its anger in loud fits. Kyra laughed another time. The alcohol had gotten to her, removed her inhibitions. She wanted to hear his extremes.
“Tell me, John. Tell me, now,” she cried. “If I am to be your plaything, I must know what I am getting into!” Her eyes practically bored into the man. They flashed with the lightning, demanding he tell his secrets.
“I would change you,” he started, giving in to her wants. “I would make you into a freak. Your breasts would be two globes upon your chest. I would remove the hair from your body so it would never grow again. I would encase you in rubber, make a doll of you; a doll to serve my sexual whims. You would cum only when I allowed, and you would exist only for my pleasure.”
Sparked to arousal, as she always was by his voiced fantasies, Kyra reached between his legs and found his erect penis beneath his soaking trousers. She stroked it, pulled at it. Deftly, she unzipped his pants, unhooked the catch and freed his member from within. Presently, she slipped to her knees between his legs and took his cock in her mouth, running her lips along its shaft. To the depths of her throat, she took him, proving her newfound abilities, and then pulled back. “Fuck my mouth, John. Show me how you want it. Be hard on me. Make me suffer. No matter how I fight, or how I complain; I want you to show me how you want to use my mouth.”
D’Arnot stood, pushing her back roughly. A meaty hand snaked up behind her to grab the hair at the base of her skull. With a sudden hard jerk, her head was pulled back. “Climb into the chair,” John told her. “Get on your hands and knees facing me.”
Eyes wide, Kyra climbed into the chair and carefully turned around. When at last she was in position, her legs were doubled so that her feet were pressed between the back of the chair and her ample bottom. A precarious position, she found it difficult to maintain until realizing she could maintain her perch by pushing herself backwards with her hands. Then she looked up at him, open mouthed and waiting. 
Staring into her wide yes, John took hold of the girl with either hand. Then, knowing she had likely only mastered her gag reflex, he pushed slowly into her throat. She did not gag, though it was clear she was holding her breath. 
“You’ve done well to learn this art,” he told her, pulling his cock from her mouth. 
She thanked him and smiled. “I want you fuck my throat, John,” she told him. “Treat me like a plaything.”
“I can’t, ma chère,” John replied. “You have yet to learn how to breathe with something filling your throat.”
“I don’t care,” Kyra said. “Use me. I’ve never really been used. No one has ever just made me please them. That’s what I want, John.”
“Maybe a safe word would be…”
“No safe word,” she interrupted. “I want to have no choice, no say so in the matter. Please, John, let me feel what it’s like to be used.”
D’Arnot nodded. “And if you change your mind in the middle?
“Ignore it. Ignore it if I fight. I know you won’t hurt me, John,” said Kyra. “I want no choice in it. Use me, John.”
“But earlier…when I wanted to tie you to the bed…you were afraid,” he argued.
“I don’t care, John. Really,” she pleaded. “I want to know what it’s like to struggle and lose. But not like when you fucked my ass. This is for real. No matter what.”
Nothing more was said. Suddenly the hands that had so gently clasped her head were fists full of hair, pulling her against him as his cock filled her throat. He began slowly, thrusting in long deliberate strokes. Finding she had little difficulty in taking him he began fucking her throat in earnest. Still, she had little difficulty. Then his pace increased. 
Gradually, as one stroke followed another, Kyra realized that she was slowly asphyxiating. Fearing she might soon pass out she reached up with one hand to slow his pace. But he did not slow. Instead, his response was to bury his cock as deeply in her throat as was possible before swatting her hand away. Mere moments later, and suddenly desperate, she began to fight in earnest. Again, her efforts were scotched. Desperate for air, she kicked back the chair, hoping to get free from his grasp. But D’Arnot had expected this, and as the chair slid backwards so did he push forward until the chair was firm against the nearby wall. Presently, her struggles and lack of oxygen combined to leave her light headed and arm weary; and though her mind still fought on, her body failed to respond to her commands. Then, of a sudden, her eyes closed and her body went limp. 
D’Arnot caught the girl as she fell into him. With the utmost care, he pushed her back slightly, pulling his erect member from her open mouth, and then lifted her in his arms to carry the unconscious girl inside. “Ah, ma chère,” he said. “I knew it would be too much.” Then he smiled as he carried her into her bedroom.
Kyra woke in her bed. Looking around, she spied John lying beside her. On his face was a smile. “You did well, Kyra,” John told her, his hair still dripping wet.
“What happened?” Kyra asked, unaware she had passed out. 
Still smiling, John told her the results of their recent encounter. Kyra, saddened to learn of her failure, was immediately apologetic. 
“Don’t worry, ma chère, it was simply too rough, too soon. Another time, and after you are better trained, you will be able to take me as I would like,” he comforted.
She flushed, even as she smiled at his words, and then asked, “Can we try again in a few minutes?”
“I think we had best leave this for another time,” he told her.
Kyra nodded and forced a smile. “I’m sorry I didn’t please you,” she told him. 
“But you did,” ma chère,” he told her. “You did.”
 



Chapter 6
 
Their time together over the ensuing weeks would prove to be filled with joy, laughter and increasing sexual adventure. Truly, it was a time of extreme happiness for the couple. 
Kyra, determined to make John D’Arnot as happy as she could, was diligent in her efforts to please him. When possible, she would practice with her toys, eventually purchasing another; this one a highly flexible dildo that measured a foot in length. So frequently was it in use that within only a few weeks she became quite proficient in taking the majority of its length into the depths of her throat. 
In spite of her growing oral skills, she still found it difficult to breathe around her lover’s cock. For this reason, and his seemingly endless sexual generosity, Kyra became ever more determined to perfect her oral skills. Her successes were met with enthusiasm, and never failed to receive pleasant and happy compliments. Unfortunately, her failures and growing love for D’Arnot drew forth a sense of inadequacy and guilt.
For his part, D’Arnot found that he had, indeed, fallen in love with this young girl. Her need to please him had driven him to hope for a life of normality compared to that in which he had formerly lived. Thus driven, he strove to be with her as frequently as possible.
On the eve of their third month as a couple, D’Arnot decided to surprise her. She had taken a trip to Los Angeles to meet with a client. Unbeknown to her, D’Arnot had booked his own flight to Los Angeles with plans to surprise her at the hotel in which she was staying. At precisely seven in the evening the hotel concierge called her to the lobby with the message that there was an issue with her booking. “It is imperative that it be cleared up,” the man told her. Several minutes later she entered the hotel lobby to find John D’Arnot in a sharp, pin striped suit standing with a bouquet of roses, and smiling widely.
Seeing him, Kyra returned the smile and nearly ran into his open arms. “I love you, ma chère,” he whispered into her ears after breaking from a kiss, “and I desperately needed to see you.”
Stunned by his declaration, her eyes were instantly filled with tears of joy, and she buried him in kisses. Once in her room, the couple embraced again, kissing each other passionately. 
“God, you surprised me, John. What made you do this?” she asked, utterly shocked by his presence.
He shook his head and smiled. “I was talking to my friend, Beatrice, about you. It was during that conversation I realized that I had fallen in love with you. Her advice was to get on a plane and tell you face to face. ‘Surprise her, Francis,’ she told me. So here I am.”
“Beatrice is a wise woman,” said Kyra. “I’ll have to meet her someday. Wait…she calls you Francis?”
“When I first came to the States I…never mind, it’s a long story and I just want to talk about us,” said D’Arnot. “I want to talk about our future.”
Kyra cocked an eyebrow, smiling a bright, happy smile. “You want to talk about our future, John?” asked Kyra, noticeably pleased.
“I do,” he admitted. “Look…we see each other but for brief moments each week. Now, I am not suggesting we move in together, or any such thing. But, I would very much like for you to stay with me for long periods of time.” D’Arnot hesitated for a brief moment, and then added, “I’m not sure what all I want, chère, but I know I want you.”
Eyes narrowing, Kyra pursed her lips. “So, what you mean is that you want me to live with you part of the time, but not move in?”
“No…yes…I mean. Damn it! I would like you to live with me. But I know you have your own place…your own life,” he stammered. “I don’t know if you would want to move in with me or not, Kyra. What I do know is that I want more time with you. I don’t want just weekends.”
Grinning at his discomfort, Kyra decided to clarify his position. “What you’re suggesting is a trial period, then?”
“I wouldn’t call it a trial period, Kyra,” he told her. “It’s more of a…well, I want to see you and this weekend shit is…well, shit. I just want to be with you, Kyra!”
“Are you planning on executing some of your fantasies with me?” she asked, her face a mask of innocence.
John cocked his head and grinned. “That was not the first thought in my head,” he said. Then his grin expanded. “But I suppose we could always get a few interesting items and have some fun.”
Kyra licked her lips and then asked, “What sort of items are you thinking of, John?” 
D’Arnot gave her a wry look. “Stop screwing with me, girl,” he said. “I am bigger than you.”
Laughing, Kyra wrapped her arms around his neck and smiled. She kissed him. “I need a fast internet connection, John; and I will need to be free to travel from time to time for work. But the idea sounds yummy.”
“Excellent,” he said. “I’ll have the lines installed at home and at my apartment in New York. When you get back to Seattle you can expect a call from O’Neal. He will make arrangements to have your condo looked after while you’re with me.”
“You know, I still don’t really know what you do,” she mused. 
He laughed. “I don’t really do a whole lot. Mostly I listen to proposals, go over earning reports and sign papers. Mostly, things run without me. But I still have to be there to ensure things get done. The good thing is that my days are short.”
“Good, ‘cause I don’t know if I can get enough of you,” she purred. “Now, back to those juicy fantasies…what do you plan on doing with me – or to me?”
“Everything,” he growled. Then he put his arms around the girl and pulled her in for a kiss. Pulling back, he stared into her eyes and asked, “What are you hoping for?”
“Seriously?” asked Kyra.
“Every time we are together, you beg me to tell you my fantasies,” John began. “You beg me for the most extreme fantasies I can tell you. Now you want to know what I plan on doing to you. I think it’s time you told me what you want.”
Taken aback by his steadfast gaze and surprising question, Kyra stared at him blankly. Breaking from his embrace, she walked to her room’s bed and sat down. When he joined her, she sat facing him and smiled. “I think…I mean, the fantasies you tell me are all so exciting. They thrill me to my very core. But they are too far out,” she said. “On the other hand, some of them aren’t so far out.”
“Tell me, then, if you could live out any of those fantasies, which would you choose to live out?” pressed D’Arnot.
“I think I would get my boobs done,” she told him. “But, and I’m not sure if this is really what I would do, but I think I would like them to be a little too big for me.” Kyra laughed. “Not too big but too big.”
“You mean you would get them slightly too large for you, but not so large they threatened to make you fall over?” clarified John.
“That sounds silly, doesn’t it?” Kyra asked.
“Tell me more. Which of my fantasies would you like to live out?” he further pressed.
Blushing, Kyra flashed a grin, and then looked away. “Oh lord, you’re going to laugh at me,” she said. 
“Tell me, ma chère; I won’t laugh,” he replied.
Kyra turned back to face him. “I think it would be the one where you have complete control of my body. The one where you make me wear certain clothes, enlarge my breasts ridiculously, and use me at your whim.”
“Are you telling me you want to be my plaything?” he asked, incredulous. “I remember that you said it wasn’t the sort of thing you really wanted. What changed?”
With eyes as big as saucers, Kyra stared at D’Arnot. “Aren’t I already your plaything, John?” she asked. “I mean, I do whatever you tell me. So, aren’t I already your plaything?”
D’Arnot nodded. “To a degree,” he confirmed. “But not entirely.”
“What more would it entail, John?” she asked. “Because…well, I want to be your plaything. I want to be controlled physically. At least I think I do.”
Silently, John Francis D’Arnot sat staring into the violet eyes staring into his own. In his mind was the remembrance of the evening he thought he had misjudged her nature. Now he realized he had not misjudge, but mistimed; and with this realization came visions of what might be. Embracing her, he kissed her deeply; and when their kiss had broken he promised her his love, once again. 
 
Later, and after a pleasant dinner, the two walked the cool, windblown streets of the city. Arm in arm they walked, occasionally stopping at a shop window, and sharing loving glances as they talked. Then, shortly before midnight, the couple returned to her hotel suite where they fell into bed, and made love.
“That was marvelous,” she said as she lay beside D’Arnot, still panting from their lovemaking. “How do you do it?”
“I’m just that good,” he told her, and then laughed. 
Kyra smiled to herself in the dark of the room. Then, tired and happy, she fell into sleep. John wasn’t long in following her.
 
Next day, the couple rose early; Kyra, for an appointment with her new client, and D’Arnot for an early flight. Disappointed as she was by John’s inability to stay with her more than the night, it did not diminish her mood. The previous night had been far too enjoyable, besides which the man she loved had finally expressed his love for her. Little could ruin her mood; and so the couple embraced one another before quitting each other’s company, promising their love and sealing it with a passionate kiss. 
 
It would be several weeks before Kyra was finally to see D’Arnot’s apartment. Business and various obligations prevented it. Eventually, however, plans previously made were executed, and she made the trek to his New York apartment.
When first she entered his apartment she was stunned by its rich, but elegantly simple furnishings. Fine art graced the dark beige walls, and rich burgundy curtains hung about the large, east facing, walnut framed windows. At the center of his living room was an oak coffee table resting on a rug of exotic design, and rich textured color. On either side of the coffee table were light brown, suede couches. 
“This is amazing!” Kyra said, as she sat on one of the plush couches. “It’s simple but warm.” Graciously he accepted the complement, and then bid she follow him to the bedroom. 
The bedroom, larger than the living room, was painted a deep burgundy. A large window set in a white frame was covered with gold window coverings. Beneath the window was a king sized bed set in a heavy, oak frame. Against the wall opposite the bed was a large, oak dresser, over which was a large, flat screen television. To the right of the bed was a large armoire, and to the left a large closet and a door leading to the bathroom.
“There are three other rooms, not counting the kitchen, bathroom and dining area. I have a nice little study, a second bedroom and a media room,” he told her. Then he led her to his study. “I had this desk put in for you. The other is mine. I don’t really use the study that often, so you will pretty much have the room to yourself.”
“Very nice,” she said, taking note of the wall-to-wall bookcases. 
“I have installed the fastest internet available,” D’Arnot went on. “You can log into the Wi-Fi, or hardwire your computer as needed. Either way, it’s fast as Hell.” 
He led her back into the living room where they sat down on the couch next to each other. There they sat and stared out the large windows at the city beyond. 
“Do you like it?” he asked.
“It’s very nice,” she told him. “I really like the view, too.”
She kicked off her shoes and turned towards him, lifting her feet into his lap. Then, stretching across his couch, she smiled and yawned. “So, do you spend most of your time here or at your home in the hills?”
“Until recently I spent most of my time in the hills,” he told Kyra. “Lately I have been spending most of my time here. But that’s mostly because I’ve been with you on the weekends.”
“When do we get to go to there?” asked Kyra. 
“I’ve a few bits of business to take care of here. But I figure we can go there this coming weekend. I checked the weather, and we should have some snow.”
 
They spent their first week together in New York in relative calm. Though Kyra had largely cleared her docket of work, she had a few items to square away before she could truly enjoy herself. D’Arnot was just as burdened. His advisor had several things for him to take care of and, often as not, he found himself muddled in legalities, paperwork and other sundries. 
By Friday, the pair began preparing for their trek to his Washington home. That night, after packing for the flight, the couple settled into bed and made love. Later, as the two lay next to one another, basking in the glow of their recent lovemaking, John broached the subject of their relationship and the tone it might take.
“There are a few things I must know about our relationship, Kyra,” he began, “and what you hope it to be. Would you mind if I grilled you?”
“You want to cook me?” she asked, mocking incredulity. “’Cause that’s a hard limit for me.”
D’Arnot laughed. “Exactly, Kyra. I want you on a grill, cooking over wood after a night marinating.”
“I think I’m marinating already,” she joked. “You made me squirt something fierce!”
He laughed again, and then became more serious. “You told me you wanted to be my plaything. You hinted that you wanted me to have complete control over your body.”
“It was more than a hint, John,” she said, snuggling close against him. “Not that I don’t want there to be limits. But the way you take control over me is…well, delicious. It makes me feel safe and controlled. When I think about what you have done, and when you tell me your fantasies it excites me so much.”
“Let’s start with the simple things, Kyra,” he told her. “You said you wanted my physical control. I can do that. I want to control you physically. But just what does that mean, Kyra?”
Quietly, Kyra pondered his question. She knew that his control had proven to be tremendously exciting for her, but she had never truly considered the totality of what that might mean. Finally, she admitted as much, and then asked what it meant to him.
“My thoughts on the matter are rather general. To me, at least to start, it means that I can use your body whenever I wish,” John began. “Whether you are in the mood or not, it means I can make use of your ass, pussy or mouth at a whim.”
She wiggled against him. “I would agree with that,” Kyra told him. “At least if it doesn’t interfere with my work.”
“When you’re working it’s a different matter,” he agreed. “It’s when you aren’t that I am talking about. Basically, if you are at work in the study, living room or bedroom you’re Kyra the programmer. In fact, let’s be specific with some terminology. Kyra the programmer is not to be used. Kyra, my girl, is my pleasure toy. How’s that?”
“Oh, I like that. Kyra your girl has a nice ring to it,” she agreed.
“Good. Then let’s just talk about my pleasure toy,” said D’Arnot.
“Okay.”
“Then let me clarify. I can use my pleasure toy whenever and however I wish,” he said. “If it’s oral, anal or vaginal sex that I want, I have free reign to use her.”
“You’re getting me excited,” Kyra told him.
“That’s a yes?”
Kyra laughed. “That’s a yes.”
D’Arnot thought for a moment. “What about the rubber fetish? Are you up for wearing rubber?”
Kyra was quiet for a moment as she imagined herself in rubber. “Like, for how long would I wear the rubber?”
“I can’t say for certain,” admitted John. “Could be a day, could be a weekend or a week.”
Remembering back to her moment of role play so long ago, she remembered how she looked in latex paint. It had been one of her most erotic experiences. Her brief moment of rumination passed and she told him she would probably enjoy the rubber. 
“What about deciding what sorts of clothing you wear?” he asked.
“That’s hot,” Kyra purred. “Would Kyra the programmer have to wear the clothing you chose, too?”
“Hmm, that’s sort of an interesting question. It wouldn’t really interfere with your work, so I would say that she would.”
“Okay, I can do that, too.”
“You also mentioned getting bigger boobs. What if I decided I wanted your boobs bigger?” he inquired. 
“As long as they weren’t too big, I would definitely be up for that,” Kyra said, emphatically. “I’ve thought of getting them done a lot. Having the tits of a thirteen year old is not exactly what I had dreamed of, after all.”
Using her words, he asked, “So, you wouldn’t mind if they were too big so long as they weren’t too big?”
Kyra laughed. “I’m not sure. What are you thinking? How big would you want them?”
“At first, maybe a double ‘D’, but later maybe more like an ‘F’ cup,” he told her.
“How long have you been thinking of getting my boobs done?” inquired Kyra.
Chuckling, D’Arnot said, “Every time you beg for a fantasy, Kyra. Otherwise I don’t really think of it. Mostly what I think of is making it so you don’t have to shave anymore.
“You mean my pussy?”
“Your entire body, really,” he said. “You keep your legs, pussy and armpits shaved. Why not get rid of all your body hair permanently?”
“How long would that take?” she asked.
“Then you would be game for it, eh?” he asked.
Nodding in the darkness, Kyra admitted she would embrace it. “I’m not really fond of my body hair, really. So, it wouldn’t be a stretch for me to have it all removed. But that would be expensive.”
“I’ve a close acquaintance that will do it at a minimal price,” he said. “He tells me it can be done in a day with his method.”
“Wow. Does it hurt?”
“Not from what he tells me. But you are unconscious the entire time, and then kept on pain killers for few days after,” he told her. “After that you have no more hair.”
“How long have you thought of this?” Kyra asked.
“Since our second weekend together,” he answered.
“But, John, how can I expect you to pay for something like this?” asked Kyra. “I mean, it has got to be expensive, even with it being your friend and all.”
D’Arnot chuckled. “Kyra, I have more money than I can ever spend. What I do I do to keep me busy,” he began. “I detest boredom and I’ve so little to keep me busy. Even my business ventures keep me occupied for only so long. A few shekels for our enjoyment is hardly an issue for me. If we do this, I will pay for it.”
 
Next day, the couple took a flight to a small airport in the north of Washington, and then followed with a drive to his expansive estate. As predicted, the late fall weather had brought a light dusting of snow, giving the grounds of his estate a dreamlike appearance. Stunned by the size of the grounds, Kyra was even more so by the size his home, the grandeur of which became ever more apparent the closer they approached. Once inside she was even more impressed.
“I just renovated the east wing and the library,” he told her, as they entered the foyer. “Tell you what, rather than give you a tour – which would take a long time – I’ll let you explore when you have the time. Meanwhile, I’ll show you the bedroom and the office. Just try not to get lost when you’re exploring. I don’t want you to starve to death trying to find your way about. The kitchen is right down that hallway on the left, by the way.” 
Kyra nodded, and then followed dutifully behind. 
From the foyer, the two traversed the stairway to the second level of his home. There they followed a rather lengthy hallway. “This is the upstairs office,” he said, opening a door and allowing her a look inside before continuing on. I set it up just like the apartment. Had cable put in just for you.”
After a quick glance inside, Kyra saw the room was an almost exact replica of his other office. “That must have been expensive considering where we are,” she mused.
“I have more money than I know what to do with,” he reminded her, as he led her to the door at the hall’s end, “so it’s not a big deal.” He opened the door.
When Kyra entered the bedroom it was to see a bedroom that was nearly the exact replica of his apartment’s save for the size, which was immense, which included even larger closets. 
“The bathroom is over there,” he said, pointing to a door. “It’s a very modern bathroom. I think you’ll like it. But I will save that for when we need to clean up; and we will need to clean up.”
Kyra giggled. “What did you have in mind, John?” she asked coyly.
“Well, first, I want you to take off your clothes and stand beside the bed,” D’Arnot told her. Then, as he headed to one of the closets, he said, “In keeping with our understanding of my control over your body I made a few interesting purchases.” 
Moments later, and after retrieving two small boxes from the top of his closet, he met her at the bed, where Kyra sat naked. Placing all but one of the boxes on the bed, he sat down beside her. D’Arnot opened one of the boxes, revealing a gold chain and two matching rings. “These are gold plated titanium. When the rings snap shut they cannot be removed without cutting them off.”
Realizing his intention, Kyra gasped. “Oh my,” she whispered. Then, as if to confirm her thoughts, she asked, “You mean I won’t ever be able to take them off?”
“Yes,” he confirmed. “And that means the chain is permanent, as well. Do you have any objections?”
Kyra looked down at her breasts, ran her hands over them and squeezed protectively. “I don’t know,” she said. “I never thought of something like this.”
“Do you want me to control your body?” asked John.
Kyra looked up at him, suddenly unsure of herself. “I do, but this…I mean…I never expected this sort of control.”
“Remove your nipple rings and put these on, Kyra. Do it now,” he said in a gentle, but firm voice. “Do not make me wait.”
Unable to resist him, Kyra removed first one ring and then the other. Seeing that the box containing the permanent jewelry was held out to her, she traded her old jewelry for new, and then looked at D’Arnot with wide eyes. Receiving a nod, she applied the rings to each nipple without clicking them shut. For a long moment she stared at the chain hanging between her nipples. 
“Close the rings, Kyra,” ordered D’Arnot. “Show me how I control your body.”
A tear rolled down her right cheek, and she stared at him with eyes as big as saucers. Then she dropped her head, brought her hands to the ring on her right breast and snapped it shut. “Oh, God,” she whispered after the click. Both eyes wet with tears, she looked up at D’Arnot. Then, seeing him smile and nod, she looked down at her left breast. In a moment, she snapped closed that ring as well.
“I can’t believe I just did that,” she muttered. “I can’t believe it.” Kyra looked up at her lover and gave a wan smile. 
“There is more, Kyra. But we can save that for later if you like,” John told her.
But Kyra shook her head. “I’m not crying because I’m upset,” Kyra informed him. “I’m crying because of what this means.”
John smiled, reached up and cupped her cheek in his hand. “What does it mean, Kyra?” he asked.
Kyra sniffed. “It means that you really control my body,” she told him. “Not that you didn’t before. I mean, you have controlled my body since the first time we were together. But this is the physical manifestation of that control.”
Without speaking, John closed the box, put it down and picked up the other box. “This is a butt plug,” he announced, pulling the shiny, metal object from the box. He held it up to her and said, “As you can see, there is a diamond set into the base; and yes, it’s a real diamond. Pick it up.”
Kyra took the plug from him, noting its not insignificant weight. “You want me to wear this?” she gasped.
“I expect you will wear every piece of jewelry I give you,” he said, smiling ironically.
“Jewelry?” she asked, incredulous. “And it’s bigger than you. How am I supposed to get this in?”
His expression quite serious, D’Arnot said, “Of course it is jewelry. Does it not have a diamond adorning its base?”
Kyra pursed her lips and furrowed her brow. “Well, yeah, it has a diamond. But it goes in my ass! How is that jewelry?” Kyra demanded.
“You’ve a stud in your nose, another in your tongue, one in your naval and several in your ears,” D’Arnot said. “Do you consider those jewelry?”
“Well, yeah,” Kyra said, “but those aren’t in my butt.”
“If your ear rings were in your ass would they cease to be jewelry?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.
“No,” she conceded. “But you still haven’t told me how I am supposed to get this thing in my ass. I mean, it’s huge. Besides, we’ve only had anal a couple of times; and the last time we did it was a long time ago.”
Ignoring her question, he ordered she stand up and bend over the bed. Then, holding the thick, teardrop shaped end of the plug to her mouth, he ordered she open her mouth. Tentatively, she obeyed; and as she did the plug was pushed in, forcing her mouth as wide.
“Make certain it’s good and wet,” he told her. 
As Kyra sucked on the hard metal, she cringed at the thought of having it forced into her ass. Too soon, the jeweled plug was removed from her mouth and placed at the tiny hole of her posterior. Then came pressure. 
“Relax, Kyra,” said D’Arnot in as calming a voice as he could manage. “Do not fight it.”
“I’m sorry, Kyra cried. “I’m just not ready for something like this.”
He brought the plug to her mouth again and told her to lick it. “You will never be ready until it is resting securely in your bottom,” he told her. “You must simply accept that it is going in your body, and that it will reside there for the foreseeable future.”
“Oh God, how long?” she asked, briefly ceasing her tonguing of the plug.
Ignoring her question, John drew the wet, metal plug from her lips and slid it at the tiny bud of her asshole; and accompanied by soothing words he began pushing it inside his lovers behind. Though the pain was not great, Kyra’s humiliation was. Never had she faced such a moment; and as the plug was worked deeper into her ass Kyra groaned and whimpered. It was just as she opened her mouth to tell him to stop that her sphincter snapped shut around the plug’s stem.
“Good girl,” said D’Arnot; and when he took his seat on the bed, he could see tears in her eyes. “I did not mean to hurt you, ma chère,” he soothed. “You should have said something.”
Sniffing, Kyra shook her head. “It’s not that,” she told him. “It’s just that…it’s just…it was so…I don’t know.”
At his word, Kyra settled onto the bed beside him, sitting uncomfortably. “How often do I have to wear this plug?”
“How often do you take the rings from your nipples, or from your navel?” he asked in return.
Her violet eyes opened widely and she gasped. “But what about when I...when I go…you know, to the bathroom?”
“You will take it out when you have to use the toilet,” he told her. “When you are done you will clean it, lubricate it, and put it back in.”
“I don’t know, John,” she whispered. “This is a little much.”
“And yet you will wear it,” he told her. “You will wear it because it pleases us both. You will wear it because you enjoy the control it represents. You will wear it because it makes me happy. You will wear it because I wish you to wear it. Tell me I am wrong.”
Kyra shook her head. “I wish I could,” she whispered. Then she looked at him with furrowed brows, offered a meek smile. “How did you know I would wear it?”
“Because I listen,” was D’Arnot’s simple reply. Then he spoke of her fantasies, and her demand to hear his. He reminded her of her reaction to his spoken fantasies, and those that she had read. Then, as his monologue came to a close, he told her, “Our fantasies are the same, Kyra, and we will explore them together.”
She nodded and fell into his arms. “What else are you going to do to me,” she whispered into his ears. 
“I am going to make you happy,” he replied. “I am going to help you live out your fantasies, and you are going to help me live out mine. But mostly, Kyra, we will love each other.”
 
After a short nap, and wearing only robes, the couple found themselves in the kitchen of his estate where John prepared a meal of chicken masala with mushrooms and pasta, served with Pinot noir. 
Presently, and with full plates, D’Arnot led her to his nearby dining room, where they settled into comfortable chairs and began their repast. As they ate, Kyra’s demeanor was somewhat less jaunty than was usually the case. Noting this, John decided to ask a question the answer to which he already knew; “What the matter, Kyra?”
Uneasy, Kyra shrugged and smiled nervously. Then she squirmed in her seat and smiled again. “I just don’t like the…you know.”
“Does it hurt?” he asked, and then took a bite of his meal and cocked his head to the side.
Shaking her head, Kyra admitted there was no pain. “It’s uncomfortable, but it doesn’t hurt,” she said. “But I don’t like it.”
D’Arnot chewed slowly, a thoughtful expression on his face. He flashed another smile. “Are the nipple rings or the chain attaching them uncomfortable?” he asked, taking a sip of wine.
“A little, yeah,” she answered. 
“Do you dislike those, too?” he asked.
Kyra shook her head. “Not really. It’s kind of sexy, really. I mean, the nipple rings…the chain…I like them. I like that they can’t be removed.”
Enjoying Kyra’s discomfort, John wiped his mouth and leaned forward, placing his elbows on the table and resting his chin on his fists. “Then tell me what you dislike about the plug, Kyra.”
Uncomfortably, Kyra smiled. “It’s in my ass, John; and it’s heavy. When I’m not moving it makes me feel like I have to use the bathroom, and when it moves it makes me…it…I just don’t like it.”
“What does it do when it moves, Kyra?” John asked, his expression one of amusement.
Kyra rolled her eyes in frustration, and then laughed. “Damn it, John, you know what it does!” 
Leaning back in his seat, John D’Arnot issued a smug smile, and then returned to eating his meal. Silently, Kyra followed suit. It was only as the last remnants of dinner remained on their plates that John broke the silence, asking, “Are you ready to answer my question, Kyra?”
Anger flashed in her eyes. It was quickly replaced with a sudden understanding of how things were to be; and it excited her. Only then did she realize how much she craved his control. Flushing red, she smiled at the man before her. Then she stood, stepped around the table, shrugged out of her robe, and knelt beside him.
Turning in his chair to face her, John D’Arnot reached out to cup her cheek in his left hand. He leaned down to kiss her. When he leaned back his legs were spread and his robe had left him exposed. “Answer my question, Kyra.” he told her.
Kyra nodded and flashed a brief smile of embarrassment. “I don’t like it because, when it moves, it excites me.”
John stood. Then he hooked a finger into the chain hanging between her nipples and pulled upward until she took to her feet. He bid her to follow him. Down the hall and into the foyer they went. Then he led her up the stairs and into their office. 
“If the plug excites you,” he began, “this should as well.” Then John rolled his chair from its position at his desk, bent down, and began fiddling with something she could not see. 
There was a click, the sound of rollers on metal, and then another click. The strange looking device that was revealed was the oddity. There was a seat. It was wide and appeared fairly plush; and on either side of the seat were what resembled pontoons – two half cylinders, also padded.
“What is that supposed to be?” she inquired, suspecting, but unsure of its purpose.
Ignoring her question, she was instructed to place her lower legs on each of the pontoon like devices, and then to sit on the seat. At his further instructions she placed her hands on the floor and pushed back. This caused her to slide beneath the desk. 
Kyra laughed when her suspicions were confirmed. “You could have just gotten a big pillow for me. You didn’t have to go to all this trouble.”
John rolled his chair in front of the desk and sat down. “Yes, but a pillow would not imprison you,” he told her. Then he bent down and smiled at her. “Try to move your legs,” he said.
Experimentally, she tested first one leg and then the other. Finding her legs secured at the ankle, she asked, “How did you do that?”
“When you slide back the seat locks in place, throwing a pin over each of your ankles,” he told her. “I guess you didn’t hear the click. At any rate, ma chère, you are locked under my desk until I let you out.” 
Kyra glanced around the underside of the desk and saw several metal pieces running along the floor beside and under the contraption. Pushing with her hands and wiggling in the device experimentally, she found that she was indeed locked in, and she suspected that no amount of struggling would free her. “Did you think this up all by yourself or did someone help you?” she asked.
“Someone helped me,” he admitted. 
“This is one of the most diabolical things I have ever seen,” Kyra told him. “It’s also very sexy.” 
“Thank you,” John said, quite happy with the device. “Now, I have some business to conduct and you have work to do.”
For the next several minutes Kyra worked at trying to make D’Arnot cum. However, she was soon told that with wishes were otherwise. “When you are under my desk I expect you to cradle my cock in your mouth and throat, occasionally sucking without more than minimal movement. You may pull back for air, or to readjust yourself as needed,” he instructed. “Otherwise you are not to move.” Surprised by his dictate, she spoke her understanding and willingness to comply. Then, as directed, she took his cock into her mouth, and sucked without movement. 
 
Since Kyra had purchased her last sex toy she had made considerable progress in learning how to satisfy her lover. Already her gag reflex was a thing of the past. Her only continuing struggle was in learning to breathe with a filled throat. For this reason Kyra was hesitant to take him as deeply as she knew she could. His edict that she was not to move had been stated as clearly as could be. Thus, her fear of displeasing him held her from taking him fully. With a little coaxing from D’Arnot, however, she eventually found herself with his cock firmly embedded in her throat, and struggling to breathe around its intrusion.
Several calls were made as Kyra fought to remain still. In between calls he would instruct her to release his cock and take a few breaths. Always before making his next call would he order her to return to pleasuring him. Eventually, however, he ceased giving instructions, saying, “I’ll let you be the judge of when to come up for air,” and ending with the reminder, “but I want as little movement as possible. This is important work I am doing and I want no distractions.” Determined to please him, and to move as little as was possible, she fought against instinct time and again, releasing his member only long enough to ensure she would not lose consciousness before engulfing his cock once again. 
For the next hour and a half John was hard at work, all the while enjoying the feel of Kyra’s tongue, mouth and throat on his engorged member. Eventually, however, his work came to a halt. Then, tired and stiff, he pushed his chair back, pulling his cock from Kyra’s mouth, stood and stretched. Saying nothing, he bent down, pushed a key into a lock between Kyra’s knees and gave it a twist. There was an immediate click; and when he pulled the key free Kyra rolled forward. 
“You did well, Kyra,” he told her. 
Nearly exhausted, and with her jaw aching, Kyra looked up at him with the eyes that gave lie to her current state of being – exhaustion.
Smiling, D’Arnot reached out his hand and helped her to her feet. Then he led her to the master bedroom and into the adjoining bathroom. There she saw, for the first time, his enormous shower. Long and octagonal, it seemed large enough to house twenty people; and when they stepped within its confines and closed the door behind they were greeted by warm water spraying from nearly every angle.
John embraced her in his muscular arms, holding her against him as they stood in the warm spray. “I never imagined you would have such endurance,” he told her, releasing his hold on her just enough to look down and into her eyes.
Kyra looked up at him and offered a tiny smile that told of her fatigue. “I’ve never been able to please you,” she responded. Then she sagged against him and rested her head against his thick chest. “I wanted to show you I could.”
“You did,” cooed D’Arnot. “You did.”
For long and long they stood under the warmth of the shower. Presently, he released his hold on her body and washed her with almond scented soap. Delicate and relaxing was his touch, and she delighted in his care, feeling as if the outside world had all but disappeared from reality. All too soon the shower came to a halt. With it, she knew, his care would cease and they would return to the world. But she was wrong. 
After taking care to dry his charge, D’Arnot led her from the bathroom to his bed where he ordered she lay face down; and there he massaged her tired body. Soon, and in spite of her wants, Kyra fell fast asleep.
 
It was near nightfall when Kyra awoke. Well rested, if slightly sore from her earlier activities under her lover’s desk, she left the bed to search for D’Arnot. 
Down the hallway she went, stopping at their office. Failing to find him she continued her search, only realizing she was naked when she reached the foyer. Grinning, and slightly embarrassed, she continued on. It was not until she entered his library that she found him. 
Brightening at her entry, D’Arnot put down the book in his hands, stood and quickly hastened to greet her. “How do you feel, ma chère?” he asked, pulling her against his body.
Returning his embrace, she looked up at him and smiled. “I feel good. That shower and massage were wonderful. Thank you.”
Dressed in black slacks, a white dress shirt and a red, velvet smoking jacket, John D’Arnot led her to the couch where he had been sitting. “Do you like cognac?” he asked as they sat.
“Yes, but I don’t really want any.” Kyra’s eyes lacked focus, her voice had a dreamy air about it and her multiple lisps were more pronounced.
Noticing her demeanor, John took a sip of cognac from the snifter sitting on the nearby end table. “How do you feel, Kyra?” he asked again.
She smiled weakly and chuckled. “I feel good. But I’m sort of out of it,” she told him. “It’s kind of like I’m someone else.”
“Tell me how you felt being under my desk for so long,” D’Arnot asked. “What was it like to pleasure me for so long a time?”
Kyra shook her head, and then nodded, as if arguing with herself. “It was different. I mean, it started out being very erotic and exciting. But then it got kind of annoying.” A sudden broad smile crossed her features and she added, “But then I sort of took it as a challenge. I had never pleased you before, and I really wanted to. So I just kept at it. But then my jaw started hurting and I got so tired.” 
“How do you feel about it now?” was his next question.
“Well, I’m proud of myself,” Kyra admitted. “But I am a little upset that you didn’t cum.”
“You aren’t upset at being there, sucking me for an hour and a half?” he asked.
Kyra grinned, shaking her head. “I had no idea it was that long. I think I sort of zoned out.”
John reached out and pulled a rogue strand of hair from her face, and then he stroked her cheek. “And how would you feel about a repeat tomorrow?”
Kyra’s eyes went wide. “You mean for another hour and a half?” she asked.
D’Arnot smiled and rested a hand on her naked thigh, squeezing it affectionately. “I have some work to do tomorrow. I don’t know how long it will take me. It could be an hour; it could be two,” he said, and then added, “But no more than three, at most.”
Kyra’s violet eyes went wide, and she seemed almost terrified. “What if I can’t do it that long?”
“You can take breaks as needed,” he told her, smiling. “But I would like you to endure as much as you can. If you would rather not, I understand.” 
“I don’t know, John,” she began. “I mean…I don’t want to disappoint you, but today was hard.”
Still smiling, he began playing with the ring in her left nipple. “Would it make you happier if I gave you no choice in the matter?” He hooked the chain between her nipples and pulled lightly. “After all, you have given me control of your body when you aren’t working.”
Still unfocussed, Kyra’s eyes became more so, and she seemed to stare through him. “I did, didn’t I?” she asked. 
“You did, ma chère,” D’Arnot agreed.
Just then, Kyra’s face went slack and she was overcome by a sudden sense of peace. “I want to please you,” she whispered.
“What do you think would please me, Kyra?” he asked. 
Smiling dumbly, Kyra said, “Sucking your cock whenever you want me to.”
Without word, John pushed her back on the couch. He spread her legs, lifting her left over his shoulder. Then he leaned between her legs and began licking the damp cleft between. 
“But I should be pleasing you,” Kyra complained. “I want to please you. Let me, please.”
Ignoring her, he sucked at the delicate, sensitive nub that was her clitoris. Probing her with his fingers he heard her moan, even as she continued to complain and beg to please him. He pulled at the heavy, jeweled plug in her bottom, wiggling it expertly. All too soon, and amidst pleas to satisfy him, Kyra’s resistance came to a halt as a violent and intense orgasm ripped through her body. 
Minutes later, after Kyra’s breath had returned to her, she lifted her head from the cushion beneath and looked at her lover with sad eyes. The smile she received in return only served to sadden her further. Pulling her leg from his shoulder, she sat up and slipped from the couch to kneel before him.
“How can it be like this, John?” Kyra cried, overwhelmed by guilt. “How can you make me so happy, make me cum so hard, yet get so little in return?”
Reaching out to caress her cheek and wipe away the dampness that was her tears, he asked her the meaning of her words. 
“You make me cum all the time, John. You make me feel so good, give me everything I want,” Kyra told him. “But the one thing you want I have failed at over and over.”
“Kyra, my love,” he began, “my pleasure is in your pleasure. My pleasure is in knowing how hard you try to please me.” He was smiling at her, cupping her chin in his hand. “I told you that I am not like other men. Do not be sad because I enjoy your pleasure.”
The words spoken by her lover touched Kyra to her very core. Never had she been with a man so caring, giving and loving. For so long as they had been together had he strived to ensure her pleasure, rarely showing more than a modicum of selfishness. Turning her head in his hand, she kissed his palm. “You are so wonderful,” she whispered. “However long you want me to please you under your desk tomorrow…I’ll do it, John; and I know you will understand when I need a break.”
“I shall, Kyra; I promise,” he agreed.
 
Later that evening the pair took a long stroll through his large, snow covered garden. Hand in hand they walked until the cold forced them inside. As they passed into the vestibule in the rear of his home, Kyra and D’Arnot embraced and kissed each other deeply. Then, after divesting themselves of their coats, they again embraced.
“The holidays will be upon us soon, ma chère. Have you any plans?” John asked.
Kyra looked at him as they walked through the vestibule and into the hall that would lead them to the foyer. “Thanksgiving I am going back to Ohio to be with family. I was hoping to spend Christmas with you.”
“That was my hope,” he said, grinning. “Would you mind an early Christmas present?”
Kyra smiled. “What did you have in mind?”
Cocking an eyebrow, the tall, dark haired man’s grin widened. “I was thinking of taking you to see my acquaintance to have your body hair removed. Since you seemed hesitant to allow me to pay for it otherwise I was thinking it might be easier to accept as a Christmas present.”
“I think you just like my naked pussy,” she said, playfully grabbing at his crotch. 
He stopped her as they entered the foyer, and then pulled her against him. “Kyra,” he started, “I want to give you everything you ever wanted. I can do it, too. If you want a twice weekly manicure, a personal masseuse, a makeup artist, bigger boobs, to be taller, to be shorter…whatever the want…I wish to fulfill it.”
Smiling, Kyra cocked her head. “Let’s see…,” she looked at her fingernails. “I could use a mani-pedi…a weekly massage would be nice. But I would want that from you. I don’t wear much makeup. Bigger boobs would be nice,” she hefted the tiny breasts hidden beneath the sweater she still wore. “I don’t think I want to be taller or shorter. I kind of like my height.” Kyra bit her lip for a moment, and then jumped up to kiss him playfully. 
John pulled her to him, crushing her in his arms and offering a light kiss to her dainty nose. “I will make some plans tomorrow, then. When we get back to the city I will take you to see him. But for now, we have a minor thing to take care of.”
“What’s that?” she asked.
“How does the plug feel?” he asked.
Kyra grinned mischievously. “It makes me crazy,” she said. “For a while it kind of ached but it doesn’t anymore.”
“Good,” said D’Arnot. “But we need to get you cleaned out if you are going to be wearing that thing all the time.”
Screwing her face into a look of disgust, she said, “Let me guess…you want me to have an enema.”
D’Arnot raised his eyebrows in surprise. “How did you know?”
“It’s one of the fantasies you told me about, my love,” Kyra said, and then quickly added, “But don’t worry, I think it’s kind of erotic - gross, but erotic. Weird, huh?”
“It’s all weird, when you think about it,” he agreed. “I mean, this thing that I pee out of goes inside your body. 
Kyra grinned and nodded. “It goes other places too,” she agreed. 
The couple headed up the stairs, down the hall, into his bedroom and then to the bathroom. There, he pulled a small box from the cabinet under the sink. After un-wrapping it and withdrawing its contents, Kyra stopped him, cocked her head and grinned. “You know,” she began, “not everyone has enemas under their sink. Did you get this thing just for me?”
D’Arnot returned her grin with one of his own. Looking quite sheepish, he said, “After you said you wanted me to control your body I got everything I thought we might need.”
“What else did you get?” Kyra asked, already pulling off the sweater she had been wearing. 
Still grinning, D’Arnot shook his head. “You will only know when the time is right,” was his cryptic reply. “But I have quite a few bits of fun for us to enjoy this week.”
Kyra pulled off her t-shirt and then her blue jeans. Nude but for her panties, she turned and shook her plump behind at him. “I’m ready for my close up, Mr. DeMille.”
“So you know,” D’Arnot began, as he attached the provided tubing to the enema bag, “this is not a standard enema kit. This is aimed at more interesting pursuits.”
Somewhat tense, in spite of her seeming enthusiasm, Kyra smiled nervously. “What does that mean?”
“A normal enema does not have an inflatable plug to hold the water in. This one does,” he informed her. “So, after I pull out your anal jewelry and insert the rubber tip I am going to inflate it.”
“Will it hurt?”
He shook his head and began filling the bag with warm water in the sink. “It shouldn’t. If it does you can tell me and I’ll stop.” A somewhat meek word of acceptance escaped her lips and she continued watching in silence. 
Presently, the bag of warm water was hung up on the wall and Kyra was ordered to her hands and knees. Then the jeweled plug was removed from her rectum and replaced by the soft, inflatable enema plug. 
“How do you feel, Kyra?” asked D’Arnot, giving the plugs inflation bulb a final squeeze.
“Full,” Kyra said, forcing a laugh. 
“I’m going to release the water,” he told her. “It should feel fairly pleasant. But there is a gallon of water in that bag. So tell me when you start feeling uncomfortable.”
It started as a slow trickle that warmed her colon. Soon she felt the warm water flowing ever deeper within. It was a slow process, D’Arnot halting the flow time and again to ensure her comfort. Then, some thirty minutes after it had begun, D’Arnot announced that the bag was empty.
Shocked by his words, Kyra looked up to the bag hanging on the wall. Seeing that it hung limp and flat, she glanced at her lover. “I have a gallon of water in my ass?” she asked, utterly shocked.
“Technically…no,” he said. “I gave you a deep enema. That means it’s probably as far up as your ascending colon. That, in turn, means that your entire lower intestine is filled.”
Kyra’s violet eyes became wide. “Shouldn’t that hurt?”
“Not if you do it right.” John’s grin was smug and self-satisfied.
“Now what?”
John sat down on the nearby toilet and smiled, glancing at his watch. “Now we wait about ten minutes. Then you evacuate. It’ll probably take an hour or two to empty you out entirely.”
For the next ten minutes the two conversed but little. Still plugged and attached by the tubing to the enema bag on the wall, Kyra was somewhat fearful of moving. In her head was an image of the plug pulling free and spraying the room in fecal matter. It was not a pleasant thought, nor did she share it with D’Arnot. Never had she been so relieved than when the ten minutes was up and she was allowed use of the toilet.
 
Later that evening, after John had prepared another brilliantly tasty meal, the couple retired to his media room; and there they watched Casablanca, after which they retired to his bedroom and made love. An exhausting day for Kyra, it was made more so by the skill with which D’Arnot made love; and after several mind-numbing orgasms, she fell fast asleep.
 



Chapter 7
 
Next day, after their morning ablutions, and dressed in robes, the couple enjoyed a tasty breakfast, after which John announced he would be spending a few hours in his office. Given the choice of joining him, Kyra absentmindedly rubbed at her jaw. Still sore from the day before, her initial thought was to decline. But after further consideration, and remembering how thoroughly she had been pleasured last night, she accepted. This time she heard the click of the bolts as they locked her in place. A moment later, D’Arnot sat in his chair and took his place at his desk.
For a long moment, Kyra sat in silent contemplation of the near future. Unlike the day before, she was not remotely aroused. Thus, it was with a somewhat dampened enthusiasm that she began what was little more than a chore to her. An hour later she was no more enthusiastic. Still, she offered no complaints, nor did she falter in her assigned task. Instead, she sat with D’Arnot’s cock in her mouth, occasionally sucking, but more often simply holding it in her throat. 
By the time D’Arnot had completed his work, three hours had passed. When D’Arnot released her she collapsed on the floor, exhausted and sweating. Seeing her so, and after offering words of praise and love, he lifted her in his muscular arms and carried her to the bedroom; and there she endured a further exhausting round of orgasms, after which she was carried into his shower and washed.
Kyra slept for nearly two hours after. When she woke, D’Arnot was by her side. He was smiling. 
Returning his smile, she rolled over to face him. “How long was I there for?” she asked. 
“Three hours,” he informed her. 
Rolling to her back, she said, “I don’t think I can do that again. Not for that long.”
John stood. He was naked. “Then I will not demand it,” he said, smiling. “If you are to be under my desk, pleasing me as you did – and you did please me greatly – it will be of your own choice.”
Kyra nodded, got up on her hands and knees and crawled to his side of the bed, where she sat. “I’m sorry, John. It’s just too much.”
Smiling at her, John nodded. “I understand,” was his simple response. Then he leaned down and kissed her. “Now, let’s get out of here and have some fun.”
 
Later that evening, after a pleasant night at the local town, the couple relaxed in his media room watching another movie. Naked and cuddled beneath a heavy blanket, their hands were frequent visitors to intimate areas. As the credits rolled, Kyra looked up at D’Arnot and kissed him. 
Smiling down at the diminutive girl, he pulled her more tightly against him. “We should probably get you cleaned out soon,” he said. 
Nodding agreement, she sat upright and smiled. “How long do I have to wear the plug, John?” she asked. “I mean, its erotic and it excites me. But I don’t think I want to get an enema every night.”
“I was wondering when you would ask,” D’Arnot told her. Then he smiled mischievously. “I really didn’t expect you to wear it this long.” 
Kyra’s eyes narrowed and she shook her head. “How evil are you?”
“So evil you don’t even know,” he laughed. “Now, let’s get you upstairs and cleaned out.”
“No way, mister!” she burst, shaking her head and smiling broadly. “I don’t need the enema if the plug is out. And I don’t intend on wearing it tonight if I don’t have to.”
A moment of deviltry overcame him and he said, “Ah, but there is the rub, ma chère. You don’t have a say in the matter if I have control of your body. And since you have not yet returned to work you are still my plaything. That means you will do as I say.”
Quitting the couch, Kyra stood and stomped her foot in mock anger. “Apparently you do not understand the workings of women, Mr. D’Arnot,” she growled. “And I think it only fair to make certain you know that if you continue to throw that in my face that I will make you pay dearly!”
John threw back the cover, exposing his naked body. Then, with a lusty grin and an air of false anger, he said, “I think it’s time for your enema. Now get your ass upstairs!”
“Not a chance!” she exclaimed. Then she turned and bolted.
Through the various hallways and rooms she ran, laughing at his threats and issuing challenges. But she was caught when she reached the stairs in the foyer, and she turned to face her pursuer. “Kiss me,” she insisted, embracing him; and when he eased his grip to kiss her she bolted again, pushing him back. Up the stairs and down the hall he chased her. Then they ran into the bedroom and fell on the bed, laughing. 
What are you going to do to me, now that you’ve caught me?” she asked, wrapping her hands around his head. His answer was a kiss, and when he pulled back to stare at her lovely face he saw eyes pleading for more. “Use me for your pleasure,” she begged. “Take no mercy on me.”
 
Spread eagle on her back, arms and legs bound wide, Kyra laid sideways on the bed, head supported slightly with a pillow as it hung off the side of the bed. Standing before her, and towering over her prone body, was D’Arnot, his erect member jutting out before him.
Fearful as she had never been, Kyra awaited her use. Even as he had bound her in place she had begged him to use her without mercy. Then she begged from him another illustration of what he might do if all things were possible, if all his terrible fantasies could come true. But now, utterly helpless, she knew fear. For he had promised all she had begged.
In a voice that was both commanding and soft he ordered she open her mouth. Then he kneeled and pushed something into her mouth, lodging it between her molars. When he stood he reminded her of all she had begged for. 
Unable to close her mouth even a little, she realized it was little more than an entry way into her throat. She could not suck him, could not wrap her lips around him; and when he pushed his cock into her throat she realized how utterly helpless she was. His initial use of her throat was slow, methodical. Presently, she became accustomed to his rhythmic thrusts at which point he increased in their depth and frequency. Then he began fucking her throat in earnest. Over and over he thrust his erect member into the depths of her throat, making her fight for breath. Relentless and without regard for the sounds emanating from her tortured throat he fucked her face until Kyra feared she might lose consciousness as she had once before. Sputtering and crying out, she prayed for mercy. But it did not come. Instead each sound that escaped her was met by a deep thrust that further cut off her wind. 
For a moment he halted his movements, holding his cock deep within her throat. Holding her breath as best she could, Kyra waited for him to withdraw. But he did not, and necessity insisted she inhale. In that instant she learned a critical necessity; and she was suddenly able to fill her lungs with much needed oxygen. 
Throughout his assault on her throat, John had been careful to watch his charge. Several times she had been on the precipice of unconsciousness, and so he had slowed his actions just long enough for her to regain her breath. Upon seeing she was now able to breathe he held still and allowed her to regain her breath and composure. Knowing that this new-found ability would likely fail her before he was through, his next series of thrusts were slow and deliberate. Then, as before, he began to throat fuck her with more authority. 
Having learned to breathe around his cock, Kyra became far more at ease. Presently, she found his pace quicken; and realizing he was about to climax, she took in as full a breath as was possible. Almost immediately John growled and moaned as he came, filling her throat with the hot evidence of his pleasure. For several minutes following his orgasm he remained still, his cock buried in her throat. 
When finally he withdrew, he sat down beside the bed and praised the open mouthed girl. For several minutes the two remained still. Then, slowly, he took to his knees, reached into her mouth and withdrew the soft, rubber pieces trapped between her molars. 
When finally freed of her bondage, Kyra slowly sat upright. Her face covered in saliva, she wiped her face and gave an awkward smile, and then stared at D’Arnot with unfocussed eyes. “It feels weird,” she said with a dreamy voice. “I can feel it sliding down my throat. No, not my throat – but I can feel it down lower.”
John sat beside her and pulled her against him. “You did well, ma chère,” he told her. “You pleased me the way I like to be pleased.”
Another awkward smile crossed her features and she nodded. “I’m glad.”
An hour later, the couple found themselves in his bathroom. On her knees, Kyra received another enema, after which the plug was reinserted. A shower, long and much needed, followed. Then they returned to bed, where they fell into a deep sleep.
 
It was over breakfast the following day, and after a session of early lovemaking, that Kyra broached a subject previously untouched; “What is it you like about…about how you used me last night?” she asked. 
Smiling, John picked up a strip of bacon and took a bite. Looking thoughtful, he said, “I am not absolutely certain, but it may be the same reason I enjoy you beneath my desk.”
A look of distress overcame her features. “Then why do you like me under your desk?”
Swallowing his food, John sat back in his chair. “It has to do with selfishness, power, and control,” he said. “When you’re under my desk you are pleasing me at your expense. You derive only the pleasure of knowing you are serving me.”
Perplexed, Kyra cocked her head. “But you are such a giving lover, John. When we make love you only cum once in a while, but you always make me cum. It seems contradictory.”
“You’ve told me your fantasies, Kyra. Hell, you have me tell you my fantasies,” began John. “Of those we have shared, which are the fantasies that most excite you?”
Kyra smiled somewhat ashamedly. “The ones where I am forced into something terrible, used against my will, or turned into a sex-toy.”
“Those same fantasies are what work best for me, Kyra,” he told her. “Now tell me that you don’t like how I do my best to please you. Tell me it’s not contradictory to your fantasies.”
Nodding, Kyra picked up her glass of orange juice and took a long draught. “You’re right. It is contradictory, she conceded. “But, if that’s the case, why do you take the time to make me cum when you could simply use me and get us both off?”
“Kyra, don’t you think you would get tired of simply pleasing me at your own expense?”
Grinning sheepishly, Kyra nodded. “You’re right, of course. It would probably get old.” 
“Do you like how I treat you, Kyra?” asked John. 
She smiled, reached out across the table and asked for his hand. “You treat me wonderfully,” she told him. “You seem to know exactly how to make me happy, how to make me miserable, and how to turn me into a quivering mass of Jell-O.” Then she laughed. “It’s funny; last night when you used me I thought I was going to die. But when it was over I felt as if I had accomplished something. Then, when I thought about it today it turned me on.”
“Good,” he said, returning her laugh. “Then I am doing my job right; at least for the most part.”
“I would say for all parts,” Kyra argued. “You make me want to serve you. I never thought I would want to serve someone. Especially, I never really thought I would want to be used the way you used me last night.”
Waving a hand, he dismissed her comment. “Not quite all parts. But I am on the right track.”
“What do you mean?” she demanded.
“All parts would lead you beneath my desk as I want,” he told her. “Not that I am upset with you about it. I know it must be pretty boring, and I know it’s exhausting; so I can’t really blame you for not wanting to suck me for hours on end. But I will know I am doing everything right when you volunteer for the…er…position.” 
Kyra’s face darkened somewhat. Frowning, and feeling rather guilty, she shook her head. “I’m sorry, John. It just takes too much from me.”
“I know,” he said, squeezing the hand that held his. “And, like I said, I can’t be upset with you over it. Really, it’s a small thing in the overall picture.”
Kyra’s demeanor changed and she offered a smile. “I’m glad you understand.” But deep in her heart, she felt a sad tinge of regret; and a want to be beneath his desk, serving him and making him happy.
 
When at last their time in the country had come to an end there was a sense of sadness about the couple. So enjoyable was their week that they both dreaded a return to normality. However, there was only so much business that John could accomplish by phone. Thus, they packed their bags in the trunk of his car and headed to the city.
“John? When can we come back?” she asked, as they turned off his private road and onto the two lane blacktop that led to civilization.
Glancing at her, he reached over and patted her leg. “We can come here every weekend,” he said.
“I mean for another week…or longer, even,” she clarified. 
“I have some business in Jersey and then in Maine that will take me about six weeks,” he told her. “After that I can probably clear out another week…maybe two.”
“I would like that,” Kyra told him.
“You know, I can work from home from time to time,” he told her. “And when you aren’t working you can come with me.”
“Well, I don’t have any work for the next week…”
 
For the next week Kyra traveled with D’Arnot. Forced from one hotel to another, the couple abandoned her jeweled plug and the enema’s she had become accustomed to; and while they never tired of one another’s company, their time together dwindled significantly. Nevertheless, the couple was still quite happy. 
Eventually, Kyra, too, was forced back to work. As travel was a part of her business, their time together became even more limited; and though they had plans to vacation at his home in the country when she returned, it was clear their relationship was suffering. 
It was two days before Thanksgiving and Kyra was readying herself for a trip to visit her family when John came to her, his eyes filled with concern. Then, careful with his words, he broached the subject of their relationship and time spent together. For long and long they spoke, bemoaning the issue at hand. When they concluded their conversation, D’Arnot insisted that it would be best were she to abandon her condominium in Seattle and move in with him. Furthermore, since she was a freelance programmer, it made sense for her to reduce her workload. 
To his argument she could find no contradictory logic. Still, their relationship was little more than four months old and, having seen many longer lived relationships fail, she feared its failure. But already she was deeply in love with D’Arnot and could think of nowhere she would rather be than with him. So, arguing against her own reasoning, she agreed to leave the condominium to his assistant’s control, reduce her workload, and move in with him. 
“I’ll have O’Neal take care of everything,” he said when she informed him of her decision. “All you will have to do is sign the papers. And if things don’t work out you will still have it to fall back on. But, Kyra, I plan on things working out…I plan on being with you the rest of my life.”
 
When Kyra returned from Ohio it was to see a smiling D’Arnot at the airport. Embracing as lovers do, they kissed. A day later they were at his home in the hills.
The landscape, green pines covered in snow, was more beautiful than she remembered; and as they approached the mansion that was his home, its snow covered roof seemed a thing of fairy tales. More striking to her was her first sight of its interior. For unbeknown to Kyra, D’Arnot had decorated several rooms with all the furnishings that had formerly occupied her condominium.
“I wanted you to feel at home,” he told her. “So I moved your condominium here.”
Touched by the gesture, Kyra immediately embraced him and covered him in kisses. “I know it’s silly,” she burst out, “but this really means a lot to me. Not because of all my things, but because you made it my home, too. I said that wrong. But you know what I mean.”
“I do, ma chère. I do,” he whispered into her ear.
It being late in the day, the two settled into a comfortable evening of relaxation in front of the television in his media room. Later, they retired to the bedroom, made love and then fell into a long, relaxing slumber. 
Next day, shortly after making love, John turned to Kyra. “I’ve secured an appointment for your Christmas present,” he told her. 
“Are you talking about the boob job or hair removal?” she asked.
He smiled. “Well, I can do that too. But I was talking about the hair removal. Time to get dressed.” Then the two bundled up for the trek, and then headed out the door. 
They arrived at the fairly non-descript building an hour later. Upon entering the building they were greeted by a small man in a suit and tie, and then led into an office and told to sit down. Shortly afterwards there arrived another man in a suit; this one slightly older in appearance, with gray hair and a pleasant smile. His name was Jerry O’Connell.
The two men greeted each other warmly, and then D’Arnot introduced Kyra to the man. Then Jerry sat down at his desk across from the happy couple. “So, you want full body hair removal, I am told?”
Nodding, D’Arnot said, “I think you said it takes about ten hours?”
“That’s a general time frame. Some take longer, some not so long,” Jerry clarified. “It all depends on follicle density.”
“Fair enough,” said John. “I was hoping we could do this soon.”
Checking a clipboard hanging on the wall, O’Connell turned and smiled at Kyra. “Assuming you aren’t averse to an enema, my dear, we can set you up today and have you home sometime around midnight.”
Surprised, Kyra nodded dumbly. Then she looked at D’Arnot with raised eyebrows. “I thought we would be here to make an appointment.”
He reached out and patted her thigh. “Nothing says we have to do this today,” he comforted.
“My schedule is rather tight,” put in O’Connell. “We have today and tomorrow open. After that the waiting period is about two months.”
After a short exchange of glances, Kyra turned to Jerry. “Might as well get it done today,” she said. 
Immediately, Jerry turned and typed something into the computer beside his desk. Turning back to the two, he smiled. “You’re set up,” he announced. Then, to Kyra he said, “It’s going to take about an hour. Then we will take you in, have you fill out a few forms, check your vitals, and prepare you for the process. You’ll be under heavy sedation during the process, so it’s not likely that you will feel anything more than a mild tickling.”
Jerry turned to D’Arnot. “Is there anything else I can do for you, Francis?”
“There is one thing,” replied D’Arnot. “We were also thinking of breast augmentation. Well, I think she was thinking of it more than I. Can you tell me a bit about that?”
O’Connell smiled and nodded, glancing briefly at Kyra’s chest. “Well, let’s see…there are several different types of implant. Saline and silicone are the most commonly used, of course. These are typically placed under or over the pectoral muscle. We also have a polypropylene implant, always placed over the pectoral. Those cause continual breast growth. I don’t recommend that unless you want to be…er…overly endowed, my dear.” Jerry looked at Kyra again, nodding his head to detect interest. 
Grinning, D’Arnot put in; “How about that, Kyra, you could have tits that grow and grow.”
Kyra glanced his way and gave him a dirty look. “I think I’ll pass on that one, thanks.”
“We’ve another implant consisting of an organic mesh,” Jerry continued. “Similar to the polypropylene implants these increase in size, however they cease growth once they reach their designated size, which takes anywhere from two to six months. Unlike all the other implants these are anchored to the second rib, meaning they never sag. Furthermore, due to their structure, there are a considerable number of choices in shape. I should add that their nature demands being placed over the pectoral, and that they cannot be removed.”
“How many shapes, and why can’t they be removed?” Kyra asked. “I thought there was only teardrop and round.”
“The mesh allows the breast tissues to grow into the structure.” Jerry informed her. “Anyway, the two shapes you are familiar with are for saline and silicone implants. In this case, the very nature of the implant allows for more shapes depending on the want of the client.”
“I think Kyra wants to know what those shapes are,” D’Arnot told O’Connell.
Turning to his computer, Jerry clicked at his mouse. Then he turned the monitor so all could see twin images of a woman; one standing sideways and the other front facing. A few clicks of the mouse and the woman’s breasts were enlarged several cup sizes.
“This is what we call a natural mesh implant,” Jerry told them. Then he clicked the computer’s mouse and the woman’s breasts transformed shape. “This is a torpedo mesh implant of the same size. I think the shape justifies the name.” Again he clicked. This time the woman’s breasts were transformed into unnaturally round balls, smaller at their base than at their circumference. “These are the round implants,” then he clicked again, “and these are the conical implants.”
For the next half hour they went through the various sizes, shapes of implants available. Benefits and drawbacks of each were also discussed. Then, before they knew it, a man in a white lab coat entered the room. Glancing at O’Connell he bowed his head briefly. “Excuse me, Dr. O’Connell,” he said, and then he gave a quick nod to D’Arnot and turned to Kyra. “We are ready to take you now, miss.”
Kyra glanced at D’Arnot nervously and smiled. Standing, he walked her to the door. “I’m going to get a room in one of the little hotels here in town,” he told her. Then he turned to O’Connell. “When should I pick her up?”
The doctor looked at his watch. “It’s one now. She should be out by eleven. Of course, we’ll call you as soon as the procedure is done.”
John turned and smiled at Kyra. “I’ll be back then, okay?”
Kyra offered another smile, and then kissed him. “Okay, baby,” she said. Then she was out the door.
D’Arnot turned to face the doctor, and then walked back and sat at his desk. Eyeing him, Jerry pulled a bottle of scotch and two small glasses from a drawer in his desk. “What’s your angle on this one, Francis?” he asked.
Taking the proffered scotch, he took a sip. “I decided to settle down to a more normal life is all.”
“Beatrice mentioned that you had given her all your pieces. Is that right?”
“I did,” D’Arnot confirmed. “She had them housed in a friend’s art museum in Seattle for a time.”
“Rather risky.”
Taking another sip of the drink, D’Arnot smiled. “Not for Beatrice. There was a shoot by some underground magazine that caters to people with similar interests. One of the pieces ended up on the cover. There was also some exposition run by Roger Benfann. She displayed some pieces there, as well.”
“I heard about that,” said Jerry. “We were invited but declined.” He sipped at his scotch. “Now, tell me, Francis, what else are you planning. You didn’t come back and sit down just to catch up. And the girl…well, she is quite pretty and has an excellent figure. But I cannot believe you are here simply for hair removal and a possible breast augmentation. You can do that many places for less money.”
D’Arnot cocked an eyebrow and grinned. “You see right through me, Jerry,” he said. “And you’re right of course. I did want to discuss a few things…all of them minor.”
“Then shit or get off the pot.”
“Fair enough,” said a grinning D’Arnot. Sitting back in his seat, he crossed his legs and sipped at his scotch. “She’s a submissive girl already, but I would very much like that submissiveness enhanced.”
Jerry looked thoughtful for a moment. Offering a brief smile, he said, “We’ve a few ways in which to get the desired results, some more intrusive and some less so. First, tell me your thoughts on the matter.”
D’Arnot chuckled, and then finished his scotch. Seemingly deep in thought, he studied the empty glass for a moment. “I tried to have her pleasure me for a long period beneath my desk. That proved to be rather disappointing. That needs to be improved. I would also like her to have extraordinarily large breasts. The trouble is that I want her happy. I do love her, Jerry.” 
“Anything else, Francis?” asked Jerry.
“The main thing is that I don’t want anything terribly intrusive,” answered D’Arnot. “I’m not looking for a museum piece. I want a happy, willing slave; and I don’t think she will ever be ready for that. Already she has a career, ambitions, and drive.”
“Well, then,” began O’Connell, “I know just the thing. Mind you, it’s not guaranteed to win you the slave you wish. But it will improve her want to please you, while amplifying her submissive side and increasing her sex drive.”
“Care to elaborate?” asked D’Arnot.
Jerry smiled, picked up the phone and punched in an extension. “Prepare the stimpack,” he said. “Yes, for the girl who just came in.”
After Jerry hung up the phone, D’Arnot looked at him and grinned. “How long is the hair removal really going to take?”
“It’s a fully automated process that takes about five hours,” Jerry admitted. “I suspected there was more to this than originally claimed, so I exaggerated the time for the procedure when you called and asked about it.”
Smiling, D’Arnot nodded his head. “Here too, it seems. Anyway, what’s the stimpack?”
After pouring D’Arnot another glass of scotch, O’Connell leaned back in his chair, clasped his hands behind his neck and put his feet on his desk. “When you get her back you will be given a small remote. When triggered it will activate a small device implanted in several very specific areas. It should generate a rather favorable response. Don’t worry, she won’t know a thing. The implant is small, un-intrusive, and she will be lightly sedated for the two days it takes the micro-incisions to heal. At any rate, should you follow directions she should be quite easy to condition.”
“You mean I should activate it when I do get her beneath my desk,” said D’Arnot.
“Well, it’s a Pavlovian, Francis. You activate it whenever she behaves in a manner that favors your eventual goal,” Jerry clarified. “The package will also increase the production of certain hormones that will amplify both her submissive tendencies and her sex drive. Shall I go into specific details?”
“Not necessary. It would be as beyond me as the work she does,” D’Arnot told him. 
O’Connell nodded. “Do you want me to green light it?”
“Green light it,” he said, impulsively. “Now, tell me how best to use it.”
Jerry smiled, reached for the phone and dialed. “Run it. Yes. Thank you.” He hung up the phone and turned to his client. Then he opened his drawer and pulled out a small device that very much resembled a car’s remote. “The button above the dial activates the implants. Press it once to activate them and another time to deactivate them,” Jerry instructed. “The dial increases or decreases the level of stimulation, and the button below the dial should trigger orgasm. The strength of the orgasm is determined by the position of the dial and the length of time the button is held down.”
“Activate the implants when she is pleasing you in the manner you wish. For the first week you should not allow her to orgasm. That should come at the beginning of the second week,” Jerry told D’Arnot. “From that moment on you should begin an incremental reduction of allowed orgasms during standard sexual encounters. In turn you should begin triggering more frequent orgasms when her behavior suits your needs.” He paused and sipped at his scotch. “For example, if, during a week of typical intercourse she is accustomed to having five orgasms you should decrease it to four. That orgasm must be provided when she is pleasing you. Do you follow?”
“I do,” nodded D’Arnot. 
Jerry nodded. “It should be noted that even the lowest setting should induce orgasm given enough time, though that tends to vary from one person to another,” he said. “So be careful how long and how high the setting. You want to induce orgasm after she satisfies you, and only after. But it must be immediate.”
“If that’s the case,” wondered D’Arnot aloud, “why the second button?”
“It instantly overloads the nerve centers that cause orgasms, thus it will instantly induce orgasm no matter the dial settings,” clarified the Doctor.
“So, how long will it take to properly condition her?” asked D’Arnot?
“There are no set rules regarding this conditioning, but I’ve not seen it take longer than two months to achieve a fair success,” Jerry told him. “Mind you, this is simply the first stage of a process that takes approximately six months.”
Listening intently, John nodded. “What you’re telling me is that, overall, she should be very willing to serve me in the manner I wish within six weeks, but that it will become a part of her personality in about six months. Am I hearing you right?”
“Precisely,” Jerry confirmed. “Within a year she should be the submissive, sex starved girl you want.”
“What about her career? Will she still have the same drive she has now?” asked “D’Arnot.
“The stimpack, while quite effective, does not change the basics of her personality. So she may wish to continue her work,” admitted O’Connell. “However, the increased hormone levels and sex drive should be somewhat detrimental to her concentration. Even if she wishes to continue her career it may prove difficult. Another thing you may find interesting, Francis,” added the Doctor, “is that it is entirely likely the implants will become moot.”
Cocking his head and raising an eyebrow, D’Arnot asked his meaning.
“Pavlovian,” reminded O’Connell, and then, grinning, refused to elaborate.
 
Days later Kyra stood in front of the mirrored, sliding doors of the closet and stared at herself as she ran her hands over her body. Behind her in bed lay D’Arnot watching her with amused eyes. 
“They shaped my eyebrows, you know,” she said, quite enamored with her baby smooth skin. “They asked me if that was something I wanted.” Then she turned and smiled. “What did you think of the different implants he showed us?”
“Well, I thought they were interesting,” said John.
Kyra smiled and came to sit on the bed beside her lover. “But which ones did you like best?”
“You tell me first,” he told her. “I want to know what you liked.”
Kyra blushed. “You’re going to think I’m weird, but I liked the round, mesh one,” she admitted. “I don’t think I could ever get that one, though.”
“Why is that?”
“It looks too fake,” Kyra told him. “I mean, the fake look is sort of erotic…really erotic. But I don’t think…I mean, it would be weird having such obviously fake tits.”
He told her to kneel, and then scooted to the bed’s end and sat upright with his feet on the floor on either side of the girl. “Did you like any of the other implants?”
Grinning, and still red faced, Kyra licked his flaccid penis. “I kind of liked the idea of boobs that grow constantly. I mean, I definitely would not do that. It’s too out there. But the idea of eventually being all boobs is so erotic it hurts.” She licked him again, then took his cock in her mouth and sucked. Releasing him momentarily, she again asked which of the implants he liked. 
“The one I really liked was the round ones. When he showed them to us I imagined you with similar boobs, only much bigger,” he told her. “The ones that were more conical were also very nice. But not as erotic.”
Kyra sucked, on him for several minutes more, enjoying his body’s reaction to her ministrations. “What about that one where her tits were connected. I don’t remember what he called it. What did you think of that?” 
“That one was a bit odd. Not attractive in the least,” said D’Arnot. Then he laughed. “Maybe he could give you a third tit? That would be interesting.” 
Kyra laughed. “I wonder what that would look like,” she said. 
Again she took his cock into her throat. This time she felt a sudden jolt of pleasure between her legs. It was warm, and wonderfully arousing. Slowly, as she continued sucking him, the sensation began to spread. 
“How do you feel?” asked D’Arnot as he watched her hips begin moving oh so slightly. 
With her eyes half closed, Kyra drew her head back and smiled. “I feel very, very good,” she said, and then took his erect member back into her throat. 
Mindful of the well-laid plan as wrought by the Doctor, and careful to hide the remote palmed in his right hand, John carefully adjusted Kyra’s level of stimulation as she sucked. When she took him deeply he increased her stimulation, and when she withdrew for a brief reprieve the stimulation was decreased. Encouraged by his manipulation, she fought to keep his cock as far into her throat as possible, wiggling and humping at thin air. For a half hour it was so; and when he finally reached climax, spewing his semen into the depths of her throat, he dialed down the controls to a bare minimum, leaving her frustrated and wanting.
For several minutes after she held him embedded in her throat as the warm evidence of his satisfaction slowly drained down her esophagus. Desperate to cum, she reached between her legs and rubbed gently. But it was nothing compared to what she had felt before. Eventually, finding little pleasure in her attempts at self-satisfaction, she ceased. Then she was told to climb into bed beside her lover. This she did, but not without regret.
 



Chapter 8
 
When first John had begun conditioning Kyra she was utterly confused by the sensations accompanying oral sex. Serving him so had always aroused and excited her. It had not, however, brought about the sensations she now felt. Initially she had dismissed it as an oddity. However, a couple of weeks later, when she experienced her first orgasm it became impossible to ignore.
The orgasm had occurred immediately after pleasing her dark haired giant of a lover. Having just given her a rough throat fuck, D’Arnot laid down on the bed beside her. That’s when it began. At first she thought it but a remnant of her own arousal. The sensation, however, did not abate. Instead, it intensified quickly until she felt the unmistakable pleasure of a building orgasm. Then it hit; and though not terribly intense the sensation was unmistakable. When it subsided she was relieved to find that D’Arnot, still lying beside her, had apparently not noticed.
With the approach of Christmas, Kyra noticed that she had become more and more prone to experiencing orgasms following a rough throat fuck. Though such orgasms were not common, they were becoming ever more intense. Embarrassed and confused by this odd turn of events, Kyra kept this information close to the vest. Fortunately, her lover seemed oblivious to these orgasms; and she had no intention of enlightening him. 
 
It was the night before Christmas. Kyra was between her lover’s legs, his cock embedded in her throat as deeply as was possible. Giving little attention to the girl as he watched television, John checked his watch. Already had she been pleasing him for an hour; and though some signs of fatigue had begun to show, she had complained naught. Such were the benefits of O’Connell’s invention and his carefully followed instructions.
He adjusted the tiny dial with his thumb, increasing her pleasure incrementally and drawing forth a moan. Soon his program would end and he would grant her the orgasm he knew she craved. Until then, he would continue to enjoy her mouth and throat. 
In less than the six weeks allotted by the good Doctor, Kyra had become a near ravenous cock servant. No longer did she crave his stories, nor did she wish him to make love to her or pleasure her otherwise. Furthermore, his most recent romantic attempt at lovemaking had been rebuffed with her insistence she be allowed to pleasure him instead. “You take care of me way too much already, John,” she had told him, and then she rolled to her back, slid to the edge of the bed and smiled. “Come fuck my throat, John. You know you want to.” 
That had been this morning. That afternoon he had forced her on her back, over the arm of the couch and again throat fucked the girl. On both occasions he had not allowed her the orgasm she sought. Tonight, when he ordered her between his legs he had expected at least a minor argument. To his surprise Kyra offered a simple smile, and then slipped between his legs, freed him of his trousers and took his cock into the depths of her throat.
As the program came to an end, John looked at the girl with admiration. Her skills at pleasing him, initially lacking, had improved to the point where he needed distraction lest his pleasures come to a premature end. It was, in fact, for this reason that he had chosen the media room for this night’s activities. Now, an hour and a half later, and as his program came to a close, he decided it was time to give her his full attention, though not before encouraging her further. 
A slight adjustment of the dial in D’Arnot’s hand made Kyra jerk. More certain than ever that she was on the verge of an orgasm, she opened her mouth wider and pushed her throat deeper on his cock. With a moan, he arched his back and slid forward slightly. Then she felt his hand on her head, pushing her down and holding her. She did not fight, and was soon rewarded with a wash of warm, viscous fluid flooding her throat. 
As his orgasm subsided, John noticed that Kyra was frantically driving herself on his cock in an apparent effort to achieve her own orgasm. This sensation proved to be too much for him to take and, needing a respite from her efforts, he slid back in his seat. Such was her need, however, that she grasped him around the waist and pulled herself to him as she continued to work his cock. Fully realizing her state of desperation, he flicked the dial to nearly its highest setting and pressed the lower of the two buttons, instantly triggering the orgasm she so desperately needed. 
Ten minutes later, and after an orgasm of tremendous proportion, Kyra lay silent on the floor, eyes closed and breathing shallowly. Several times did John try to rouse her. Each time she failed to respond. Eventually he came to her side, lifted her in his arms and carried her to their bedroom. 
 
With the coming of the Christmas day sun, John found Kyra sitting upright and staring out the window at the snow covered landscape. Seeing that he was awake, she turned and looked at him. A thin smile was upon her features. “Merry Christmas,” Kyra said, her voice little more than a whisper. 
“Merry Christmas,” he responded. “Would you like to go down and open your presents?”
“I thought you got me my present,” she told him, eyebrows furrowed. “Wasn’t my hair removal my present? I thought it was.” Again her voice was little more than a whisper.
He sat up and wrapped an arm around her. “It was. But I got you something else,” he said. 
Kyra smiled, kissed him and then looked off into the distance, trying to remember how the previous night had ended. But her memory was clouded, and all she could remember was kneeling between his legs and the powerful orgasm that followed. Certainly he had to know about her embarrassing situation. She looked at him and smiled again, wondering if she should bring it up. 
“Let’s go downstairs, ma chère,” he said, as he quitted the bed. A moment later and he had retrieved their robes. “Come on.”
Presently, they were both in his library, where stood a small noble fir tree, beneath which were several boxes, neatly wrapped and topped with a bow. 
 
The few weeks leading to Christmas had been hectic. Having to close out necessary business before a planned two week stay in his country estate, John had been forced to work longer hours than was usually the case. In this time, Kyra had searched high and low for a present that he might enjoy. Unfortunately, the man was already well-equipped with everything she could think of to gift him.
On a lark, and after making several purchases at a rather exotic lingerie store, she went to a photography studio. Several hours later, and after spending an exorbitant amount of money, she walked out with John’s gift. Later that week, and shortly after arriving at his country home, they enjoyed a lengthy tree trimming, followed by an even longer session of lovemaking. 
All this she had forgotten, until now. 
 
With eyes wide, Kyra stood and stared at the boxes beneath the tree. Then her eyes lit upon that which she had purchased for D’Arnot. Suddenly self-conscious, Kyra wished she could take it back. It was risqué…no, pornographic, and she feared his reaction. Worse, she feared what might happen should their relationship ever end. But it was too late. Already he had found it.
Hastening to where he knelt, she tried to prevent him from opening the item. But it was too late. Already he had torn it free of wrapping paper and was staring at its cover. A moment later and he had cracked it open. Then he kissed her. 
“It’s beautiful,” he told her. “You’re beautiful. Thank you, my love.”
Not knowing what to say, or how to react, she simply smiled. “You’re welcome,” Kyra whispered, and then watched him turn the pages. 
“Are these your outfits or something the photographer provided?” he asked.
Kyra nodded. “They’re upstairs in one of the bedrooms,” she said. 
With a smile, he pulled her to him and embraced her tightly. Then he kissed her. “This is the most amazing gift anyone has ever given me.” He kissed her again. 
Setting the book down beside him, he reached for a small box. “I know you didn’t expect anything else. But I could not resist, ma chère,” he said, proffering her a small box. 
She was in a daze, her mind clouded with the various poses and fetish wear she had donned for the book beside him. But she was unable to speak, and so she took the gift and opened it. Suddenly he was holding a gold plated, titanium collar to her neck and snapping it shut. Then she was holding a large, heavy box and he was reminding her of the fantasies he had told her. Within the box was a body suit. It was rubber, or something much like rubber. 
“Of course, I’ll have to make an adjustment to the chain for you to wear it,” she heard him say. 
Suddenly she was staring at a small, open box. Within was a tiny, gold ring. He described its properties to her, but she barely heard him. Without thought, she began removing the stud from her tongue. An instant later it had been replaced with the gold ring. Only then did she understand that it was a replica of those in her nipples; and just as permanent. 
 
After the New Year, the two headed to his New York apartment. It was there that they both returned to more routine activities; and while Kyra’s work was, as agreed, relatively sparse, she began to find it tedious, mundane and taxing. Frequently as not, her thoughts while working drifted to her lover and the satisfaction it gave her to please him. Too, she found that she was growing increasingly needful of his sexual attentions.
A week later, Kyra sat staring at her computer monitor. Having recently completed a small job, she was deeply engrossed in an eBook depicting a woman reduced to a sexual object. Absentmindedly her hand roamed between her legs, seeking out the sensitive nub of her clitoris. For several minutes she rubbed, reading the tale with delight. But when she reached orgasm it was little more than a mildly pleasant sensation that left her severely wanting.
Frustrated, Kyra shut down her computer and headed to the bedroom in search of the lone Christmas gift that had, thus far, gone unused. 
After placing the box on the bed, she withdrew the black, rubber-like body suit from within. A hood of the same material was laid beside the suit, followed by a large bottle of lubricant, and the small booklet of instructions. After briefly glancing over the instructions she inspected the suit. It seemed quite small, though she suspected it would stretch significantly. Then, remembering a comment John had made, she determined to remove the chain connecting her nipple rings. A careful search of his apartment bore fruit in the form of a tool box replete with dikes and several other metal cutting tools. Carefully, she cut the chain at each nipple. Then, after replacing the tools and tool box, she returned to the bedroom and carefully studied the suit’s instruction booklet, once again. Unfortunately, she had failed to note an important factor, and upon re-reading the instructions discovered she would need her lover’s assistance were she to properly apply the suit.
 
It was nearing seven in the evening when a tired and slightly disheveled John entered the apartment. Almost immediately Kyra ran to greet him, wearing blue jeans and a t-shirt. On her face was a look of sad distress. 
“What is it, my love?” he asked, concerned.
Then she told him of her earlier attempt at wearing the rubber suit, detailing every movement up to the moment that she cut the chain. Fearing his reaction, she sank back, tears rolling down her cheeks. But John’s reaction was not what she expected. Instead, he calmly took her in his arms, kissed her, and then walked her into the bedroom.
The box lay empty on the bed. Beside it, and carefully laid out, was the rubber suit, hood, oil, instruction booklet, and the dikes. After bidding she sit on the bed he picked up the booklet and read. After rummaging through his nightstand, he withdrew a pair of nail clippers.
“Do you have any work scheduled for the next few days?” he asked. Receiving a shake of the head as an answer, he took her left hand and began clipping her nails. “I’m glad we put off your manicure for a bit,” he said, smiling. Once satisfied with her fingernails he gave attention to her feet. Then, gathering the items in the box he led her to the bathroom.
“I’m not upset that you clipped the chains,” he told her. Then, after removing the cuffs and collar she wore, he added, “I just wish you had waited. I could have removed the chain without clipping it as you did.” 
 
Kyra sat on the toilet as D’Arnot lubricated her feet and calves. Presently, he was sliding the legs of the suit over her lower legs. Before long, she was covered from foot to waist in the black, translucent material. 
Waiting quietly, Kyra allowed herself to be turned around. Equally silent, and concentrating on the matter at hand, John removed the hood from the box and inspected it. Then he turned on the faucet and began wetting her hair until it lay flat on her skull. After applying a generous coating of lubricant to her hair, face and neck, he began pulling the suit’s hood over her head. Tight as it was, Kyra found it difficult to hold her head still. Eventually, however, the hood was in place. Without allowing her to look at herself, John completed her encasement in the rubber-like material. Then, turning her around again, he closed the zipper at her back.
Kyra stared at herself in the mirror for several minutes. Translucent, the suit hid nothing from the eye, and seemed to suggest more. Her hands, now balled into fists were utterly useless, and when she attempted to open them even a little she found it to be impossible. Particularly odd, she noted, was the protrusion of material at her crotch; something she had missed when going over the instructions. Still admiring her appearance, she turned and noted another protrusion at her bottom.
“I’m guessing you realized you couldn’t do this when you realized your hands would be in a fist?” D’Arnot asked, jolting her back to reality. 
She turned back to face her reflection. “Yes,” she said. 
John dropped from sight for a moment. “Bend over,” he told her. “Try to relax your ass.”
Expecting his intentions might be to fill her with the jeweled plug, she gave little thought to the sudden stretching of her sphincter. But as the stretching ceased and she felt no weight, she was confused by his actions. It was only after he turned her to face him, once again, that she understood his purpose. For when she turned, he began pushing the strange protuberance at the crotch of her suit into her vagina.
“What is that?” she asked. Already it had been pushed most of the way inside of her body.
He labored for a few moments more. When at last he had completed his task he looked up at her and grinned. “I don’t know what it’s called,” he admitted. “But when I fuck your holes you won’t be able to feel it.”
“Um, how will I pee?” she asked.
John laughed. “Don’t worry. There is a small opening that lines up very well with your urethra. You will pee like you normally do.”
Immediately he stood, she was ordered to kneel. “Open your mouth,” ordered John. Then he pushed two familiar rubber pieces between her rear molars. 
“I asked you if you had any work planned because I intend on keeping you like this for a few days,” he told her. “Coincidentally, and this was to be a surprise for you, I managed to clear my work, as well. So it looks like we get to live out one of our fantasies.”
John turned her around so that she faced the mirror once again. “Look at yourself, Kyra. You’re a doll now.” He was smiling, but there was something in his smile that she feared. “And I will keep you this way so long as it pleases me.”
Kyra stared at her reflection, at the smooth texture of her doll skin. Of her features, most were but a ghost of what they had been. Gone were the minute stretch marks that came about with her coming of age. Gone, too, was the slight belly pooch she thought so attractive; and her breasts, already small, had been flattened terribly. If not for the rings in her nipples, her chest would be utterly flat. 
John gathered the remaining items into the box. Then, turning from her, said, “Come with me, dolly.”
Led to the bedroom, she was ordered to stand by the bed while he returned the box to the closet. “In case you didn’t read that far, my little dolly, the suit will shrink and tighten over the next hour. When it’s done, you will be smooth as a manikin and ready for use.”
 
For two hours she stood, posed carefully with her legs slightly spread and her arms held outward. Knowing she would tire, D’Arnot brought two high backed chairs from their office for her to rest her fists on. In this manner he was certain the suit would find its proper fit. 
As time ticked slowly by, Kyra began to feel smaller. Shrinking ever so gradually to fit her, the suit became oppressively hot and constraining. Regardless of this, Kyra uttered not a complaint and remained and still as was humanly possible.
 
Kyra’s first movements following the hour of torturous stillness were an unsettling event. The suit, having contracted and shrunk, was stiff. Thus, she moved stiff legged and robotically. Within minutes, however, the suit became more pliable. 
“Would you like to see yourself?” John asked.
After nodding stiffly, and an open mouthed ‘uh huh’, she was led to the mirrored closet and allowed to look at herself. Had her mouth not been propped open already, it might have been a jaw dropping experience for the girl. For she no longer had the semblance of a living, breathing being. Smooth as her synthetic skin had been before, it was more so now; and though the rings in her nipples were still obvious through the material, there seemed to be no breasts beneath them. Utterly flat chested, and without flaw, she was the spit and image of a plastic manikin. The only thing of note that might suggest her humanity was the intensified red of her lips as they bulged out from the tight material crushing the surrounding skin. 
 
The night was one of difficulty for Kyra. Unknown to her was that as the suit had shrunk so had the sleeves within her vaginal and anal canals. Thus, and contrary to what she might have thought, both holes were held quite open. Were it not for this she might have felt some sensation when first he used her. As it was, the sensations felt were distant and surreal, and she was forced to endure a lengthy session of vaginal sex in which she felt little, followed by another of similarly unsatisfying anal sex. 
Despite the lack of sexual gratification, Kyra was aroused in a manner she had never thought possible. For so long had she sought out stories of erotic horror; stories of unhappy women caught up in terrible circumstance and made into sexual objects lacking humanity. From her lover she had drawn stories of similar themes, always demanding from him his darkest, and most extreme fantasies. Tonight she was a sexual object, and it thrilled her beyond compare; so much so that even the ache in her jaw, held open for so many hours, failed to dampen her excitement. 
 
Sitting on one of his many couches in the media room, John stared at his doll. Already he had made thorough use of her; and though his release was yet to come he was happy as ever he had been. Never before had he dared dream of the existence of a woman like Kyra. Willing, wanting, and submissive, she was everything he could dream of. Though he knew that much of what had transpired was achieved through surreptitious means, he was just as certain that much of it was simply Kyra’s nature.
Shortly, he would take her into the master bathroom and give her an enema. Then he would place her on the bed, head hanging off the edge and with a pillow beneath, and throat fuck her. Her reward would be an orgasm. But for now, D’Arnot was content to stare at her still form, as she knelt motionless before him. Not until he became sleepy, and his need for her became overpowering did the night come to its conclusion.
 
For two days did Kyra endure life as a doll. Exhausted by his nearly continual use, her lengthy state of mummification, and an incomparable state of prolonged sexual arousal, she was quite relieved when, after a long shower, the synthetic skin was removed from her body. Nevertheless, its removal was greeted with a hint of sadness.
Later that night, after a gentle session of lovemaking, D’Arnot held Kyra in his arms. “That was the most amazing thing I have ever experienced,” he told her.
Smiling in the darkness, Kyra nodded her head. “I’m glad you liked it.”
“I did, Kyra. I really did,” he iterated. “I hope you liked it as much as I did.”
She nodded again. “I think I did. But I think I am sort of in shock.” Kyra tilted her head upwards to look at her shadowed lover. “I think…it’s like it’s still a fantasy. But it wasn’t. It really happened.”
He squeezed her against him. “I know one thing that didn’t happen.”
“What’s that?” she asked.
“I know I didn’t have to pull out your plug, Kyra,” he admonished. “From now on I want it in.”
“I’m sorry. I’ll keep it in when we aren’t traveling,” she promised.
 
It would be several weeks before the topic of their now realized fantasy was brought up again. It was as John sat watching television that Kyra, nestled between his legs, broke off from pleasing him, looked up and gave an awkward smile. 
Seeing that something was on her mind he switched off the television, simultaneously bringing to an end the mild stimulation between her legs. “What’s on your mind?” he asked, patting the couch beside him.
“We haven’t talked about…about when I was your sex-doll,” said Kyra, taking a seat beside him. “I was hoping we could.”
John flashed a warm smiled and patted her thigh. “I was wondering when you would want to talk about it,” he told her. “Really, I wanted to talk about it sooner. I wanted to see how you felt about it. But I wasn’t sure you were ready to talk about it.”
Nodding, Kyra reached for his hand, and then smiled. Without thought she began tracing the lines of the golden cuff that adorned her wrist, and then she folded her arms across her belly. Finally, she spoke. “I really liked it, John. I liked it a lot. Did you?”
“I did, Kyra. It was the most erotic and exciting thing I have ever experienced.” Grinning, he thought back to her first night as a doll. “When I called you ‘dolly’, how did it make you feel?”
Flushing a deep red, Kyra offered up a smile of embarrassment. “It was humiliating and dehumanizing. I felt like a doll. I really liked it.”
“How did it feel when I fucked you?” 
Shaking her head, Kyra said, “I could barely feel it. I mean, I could feel that you were inside me. But there was nothing tactile in it. It was frustrating. But it made me feel more like a doll, so it really got me hot.”
“Then it was a hit,” he observed. 
“I did, John. I really did,” Kyra said in a low voice that only seemed to accentuate her throaty voice and dueling lisps. 
He looked thoughtful for a moment. “How did you feel about your liquid diet and how I slipped the tube down your throat to feed you?”
“That was weird, but erotic. I liked how I had no control of it, though,” she admitted. 
“Is there anything you didn’t like about it?”
Kyra’s face darkened somewhat. Then, unhappily she offered up her only complaint; “I didn’t like how the suit made me look like a boy.”
Shock registering on his countenance, John demanded, “In what way did it make you look like a boy?”
Sighing, and offering a frustrated ‘hmph’, Kyra grasped her breasts. “Let’s face it, John, I have no tits. When the suit was on, and especially after it shrunk, it made me look like I really have no tits.”
“Is that a hint?” he asked, smirking and reaching rubbing a hand on her thigh. 
She bobbed her head from side to side. “No, but yes...sort of. John, I think I want to get my tits done. Yeah, it’s a hint. Subtle, huh?”
“Then we will get them for you, Kyra,” was his simple response. 
“No, I will get them done. You already paid for the hair thing,” she argued.
Raising an eyebrow and cocking his head, John’s smile grew wide. “We have an agreement,” he began. “When you are Kyra the programmer,” he made finger quotes, “you have control. But when you are my plaything…which is any time you are not Kyra the programmer, I have control. That means that I say who pays for what,” he finished. 
Kyra’s attempts at argument were quickly scotched, and she eventually returned to her place on the floor in front of her lover. 
 
They remained at his apartment in New York for the next three weeks. During this time Kyra found that she was growing more and more needful of sexual gratification. Furthermore, she discovered a marked lack of interest in working that was quite contrary to her personality. Unfortunately, she had recently taken a job that would take her out of state and away from the man she loved so dearly. Consequently, and quite out of character, in the days before her departure, she suffered a minor bout of anxiety.
After her brief stint out of town, Kyra returned disheartened. Unable to focus on her work, she was forced to abandon her contract. When she returned to New York it was with a heart burdened with failure. Worse, it was her doing.
“I don’t know what happened,” she told him, as they sat on the couch in the living room. “One minute I would be working and the next moment thinking of sex. It was like…like I was some sort of nymphomaniac. I couldn’t get it out of my head.”
John wrapped her in his arms and hugged her tightly. “Kyra, you’ve never been in a relationship like ours, have you?” It was a calculated question, and one to which he well knew the answer. Quickly, he formed a basic outline for the conversation to come, hoping to gain a substantial foothold that would frame their ongoing relationship.
“What do you mean?” she asked.
“You’ve spoken before of previous relationships,” he began explaining. “Most were not so intense as ours, or so you said. Since we have been together your sex life has become far more…experimental. You serve me at my whim, as I use you at my whim. You’ve been made into a dolly, received enemas, and you wear a plug. At my demand the rings in your nipples and tongue are permanent. Even more impactful, you fell in love with me almost instantly.”
Pulling from his embrace, she settled to the opposite end of the couch, kicked off her shoes and pulled her legs to her chest. Flippantly, she asked, “What’s your point?”
“You are living out your fantasies, and have hopes of living out more of them,” D’Arnot told her, ignoring her moody attitude. “Maybe this new freedom to live out and be your fantasies has affected you, increased your sex drive and made you want more.”
Kyra looked thoughtful for a moment. “Do you think that’s it? Do you think that’s why I think of sex all the time?”
“When was the last time we had normal sex?” he asked.
Thinking back, Kyra furrowed her brows. “It’s been a long time,” she admitted. 
Turning sideways and stretching out his legs, John reached out and pulled her feet into her lap and began massaging them. “I think so, Kyra. I think that you finally found what you wanted all along.”
“What have I wanted all along?” she asked, unsure of his meaning.
John smiled and then laughed. “Me, of course!”
“I’m serious, John!” she replied, her mood suddenly more lighthearted. 
“Think about the stories I used to tell you, Kyra. Think about the stories you read,” D’Arnot told her. “All of them have one underlying theme. In each story, the woman, the victim, is reduced to being an object. She is controlled and has no control.”
“That’s true,” she agreed. “But I don’t want to be absolutely controlled and dominated like that. I don’t want to just be used for someone else’s pleasure.”
Imperceptibly, John D’Arnot’s eyes narrowed. His next series of questions, he knew, would paint her into a corner, likely giving him the control over her he so desperately wanted; and even if it failed, he had the power of arousal at his disposal. 
Letting go of her feet with one hand, he found the small remote hidden beside him. “When was the last time we had sex, Kyra?” he asked. “I mean vaginal sex.”
Kyra thought back for a moment. “I think it was when I was in the doll suit,” she said.
“That’s right,” he agreed. “And when was the last time we had anal sex?”
“I think that was when I wore the doll suit.” Her voice was thin, and she had a concerned look about her.
“Just say that it was when you were a doll,” he told her. 
With his words still hanging in the air, Kyra felt a sudden warmth of arousal between her legs. “When I was a doll,” she said. Instantly the warmth grew, making her squirm slightly.
“Now, think back, Kyra. When was the last time I told you one of those stories you used to love?” was his next question. 
“That was a long time ago. I don’t know how long,” Kyra admitted.
He smiled. Then, placing her legs on the couch to his left, he stood. Still dressed after his work day, he began divesting himself of his clothing. When he was naked before her, he demanded she remove her clothes.
“Come on, John, this is a serious conversation, John,” she protested. 
“We are still having this conversation, Kyra,” he told her. “Do as I say and the reasons will become clear.” Then his voice became more carefully modulated, and across his face there crept an evil smile. “If you do not do as I say, there will be unpleasant consequences.”
In spite of her sudden fear, Kyra felt her arousal increase. Had she looked carefully, she might have seen the small device in his hands. But her focus was on his face, on the moment, and her increasing sexual want for the man. Slowly, she took to her feet and began undressing. As she did so, he began again his questioning of the girl.
“How often do I fuck your face, Kyra?” Never had he spoke so crudely when not passionately involved. It shocked her. 
“I don’t know. A lot, I guess,” she answered. 
“Do I fuck your face every day?”
As her blouse fell to the floor, she nodded. “Yes.”
“How many times a day do I fuck your face, Kyra?”
Kyra’s violet eyes were locked upon D’Arnot. She shivered. “Two, maybe three times.”
“And how long has that been going on?”
She dropped her bra to the floor and began removing her blue jeans. Still, her eyes were locked on the dark haired giant. “I don’t know. A month, maybe?”
“It’s been at least a month, maybe more,” he told her, dialing up her stimulation slightly. “And in that time have I once fucked your pussy or ass?”
Her eyes grew wide, and she shook her head. “No.” Her arousal grew.
“Kneel,” he ordered. 
Kyra kicked her blue jeans aside, sank to her knees, spread them and bowed her head. For a long while nothing was said. Then John stepped between her legs and demanded she look up at him. “When was the last time I made you cum, Kyra?”
As she titled her head back to see his erect penis directly over her face she was overcome by a sense of guilt. All this time she had hid from him the orgasms he had caused while throat fucking her. It was wrong, and she knew she should tell him. But she could not. 
“It’s been a long time,” she whispered.
“Did you like being my doll, Kyra?” asked D’Arnot, again adjusting the dial.
Her level of arousal was nearly to what she felt when she pleasured him suddenly, and she knew an orgasm was not far in the making. “I did.” 
“Was it or was it not an example of total control?” 
Unable to resist her urges, her hips began undulating. She wrapped her arms around his right leg. A brief pass of her wet sex across his ankle startled her. A moment later she began humping his leg like a dog, needful and wanting. 
“It is,” she cried. Then, unsolicited, she shot up on her knees and swallowed his cock. 
Already aroused by the moment, the shock at seeing her engulf his cock brought about a nearly immediately orgasm. At the very moment that his hot cum shot into her throat, Kyra, too, climaxed, drenching the foot and floor below her. Never had she done so with her throat full; and unable to maintain control, she fell into choking.
She was not long in recovering. But while she did so, and as he was comforting her, John D’Arnot finally came to understand the Doctor’s comment regarding Pavlov’s dogs. For, though he had triggered the orgasm inducing implants, he had not pressed the button to trigger one.
“I’m sorry, John,” she said, when finally she regained her breath. “I don’t know what happened.
Saying nothing, he helped her up. Then, after a brief clean-up of the soiled floor the couple headed to the bathroom for a lengthy shower.
“I can’t believe you came from that. And you squirted, too,” he said as they stepped into the warmth of the shower. 
But Kyra, unwilling to allow him to know her embarrassing secret, denied the truth. Instead, she told him the mess she had made was from her choking causing her to lose control of her bladder. For her efforts at concealment, she received a laugh. After their shower, they snuggled into bed beside one another. It was there that they continued their earlier conversation.
 



Chapter 9
 
Next day, John D’Arnot and his plaything settled into a friendly breakfast. Having already made use of her earlier that morning, he was quite satisfied. Kyra, regardless of her earlier orgasm, was in need once again. Hopeful that he might call her to use following breakfast, she was disappointed when her lover brought up the topic of control, once again. 
“What’s your schedule like next month?” he asked.
“I only have two jobs,” Kyra told him. “One will take me out of town for a week.”
After putting the dishes in his dishwasher and washing his hands, John came to her, took her hand and led her to the living room. “About yesterday,” he began as they sat on the couch. “I think it became obvious to us both how you react to control. Would you agree?”
After considering her answer, Kyra frowned. “How I react and what I want are not necessarily the same thing, John,” she told him. “I mean, it’s not like I want to have my arms cut off, but reading and fantasizing about it gets me hot.”
“That’s an extreme,” he countered. “I am not talking about having your limbs removed, or turning you into a robot love slave. I’m talking about control – my control. It’s real, Kyra; and you react to it strongly. Hell, we haven’t had real sex in over a month because you like being used without thought for your pleasure. Can you deny it?”
Resisting the urge to tell him the real reason she preferred being used, she shook her head. “I can’t. But it doesn’t mean I want constant control. It doesn’t mean I want to be a permanent doll, or a sex slave…though what the difference might be, I have no idea.” Looking up at him, she asked, “Is that what you’ve been getting at…making me a sex slave?”
He looked at her for a moment, considering his words. “Yes,” he said, at last.
“I don’t know what that means, John,” was her response. “I feel like I might as well be considered your sex slave already. I mean, I already do everything sexual you want. You fuck me when and where you want, and I wear this butt plug nearly all the time. I mean, you even control most of my bowel movements. What more is there?”
Unprepared for her question, John’s answer was long in consideration. “I want those cuffs and that collar to be permanent. I want to do things to you that you don’t want to do; and I want to do them when I want, and without worry as to how it will make you feel or passing it by you first.”
A surge of excitement passed through her body, and it was not of his doing. Though he had the remote in pocket he was not ready to use it. Instead, he wanted to gauge her state of mind and willingness. So he waited for her comments, hoping she would give over to his wants. 
“I’m not sure if I can do that, John,” Kyra told him. “I’ve never been in a relationship like this.”
“I know,” he said, his voice soft and understanding. “But of everything that’s happened, you only disliked one thing…being under my desk. And I don’t know if you realize it, but that’s pretty much what you do now. You just aren’t under the desk.”
Kyra laughed. “That’s true, isn’t it?” she conceded. 
“You know, I do have a similar unit under my desk at the office in my apartment in New York. Maybe you can break it in someday,” he offered with a smile. 
She smirked. “After my trip, when my calendar is empty…maybe we can give it a try.”
His smile grew wider. “If nothing else, it should make my work day a lot more enjoyable.”
“Not that, John. The other thing,” she said.
D’Arnot looked at her, confused. “The thing we were just talking about, John. The sex slave thing. We can give it a try for a weekend, okay?”
 
The ensuing four weeks proved to be a considerable trial for Kyra. A lack of concentration combined with her ever increasing libido served as a terrible mix. Only barely able to focus on work, she found that her mind often wandered to D’Arnot’s wants; and as the days passed, it became ever more a want of her own. But it was only when she went out of town on business, far from her lover, that she realized how truly great were her needs; and it was only with tremendous force of will that she completed the work for which she had been contracted. 
By contrast, Kyra’s lack of concentration and heightened libido was very much enjoyable for D’Arnot. Rarely did she remember how frequently she pleased him, nor could she remember for how long. Thus, when she was not engrossed in her work, she spent the majority of her time between his legs with his cock deep in her throat. Never, during this time period, did she orgasm without his triggering the remote, though she did learn to cum without issue while still retaining his cock in her throat. 
 
On the day before she was to leave town, Kyra came to D’Arnot as he worked in his home office. Nude, she had the appearance of a lost little girl. “Will you use me?” she asked. There was desperation in her voice. “I don’t care how. Just use me.”
Sliding his chair back, he bid she sit in his lap. “What’s wrong, ma chère?” 
Tears streamed down her cheeks and she leaned in to hug him, resting her chin on his shoulder. “You didn’t use me this morning like you usually do. Did I do something wrong?”
He explained that he had an early phone appointment, easing her worry. But seeing that she was still upset, he made her leave his lap. “I can use you right here,” he told her, sliding his chair back from his desk.
She looked at the device under his desk. “You can’t do it on the couch or the bed or someplace else?”
John bent over and unlocked the device. “Do you want to be used or pleased? If you want to be pleased I will gladly take a break and please you in whatever manner you would like. I will fuck you while telling you a story, I will eat your pussy, I will do whatever it is you wish. So tell me which it is, Kyra? Do you want to be pleased or do you want to be used?” In spite of his harsh sounding words, he spoke softly, but not without specific intent.
Kyra’s association or orgasm to use had been thorough. As a consequence she gave no more than a passing thought to him simply pleasing her; and without so much as a word she knelt, and then installed herself in the device beneath his desk. 
Self-satisfied, and feeling confident and happy, John removed his trousers and settled into his chair. A brief moment later he was enjoying the warm, damp confined of her mouth and throat.
 
During the week of her absence, John was quite active. His first act was to contact Jerry O’Connell and inform him of the progress he had made with Kyra, after which he acquired another doll suit and several other items of devious design; and though he was uncertain he would ever chance to use them on his cock obsessed lover, he felt preparedness to be the best plan. 
 
Only a few days after her return, the couple retreated to his Washington estate for an intended two week stay. With the spring thaw the grounds were become verdant with life; and though there was much runoff of the melting snows that left the ground a muddy mess, it was quite beautiful. 
Their first night was spent in calm serenity, and after a pleasant evening enjoying one another’s company and an old movie, they retired to the bedroom. There, John took Kyra in his arms and kissed her passionately. Presently, he climbed on top of her tiny frame and began making love to her. But gentle, passionate lovemaking was no longer to her tastes. Kyra wanted to be used. 
“I need it, John,” she whimpered. “I need to be used.”
“You never want to make love anymore, Kyra,” he whispered in the dark room. “Why is that?”
“Because when you throat fuck me, when you use me hard, I cum hard. I cum harder than when you fuck me, or tell me stories or go down on me. That’s why,” she told him. But that was in her head. Never did those words form on her lips. Instead, she heard herself utter the only explanation she could think to offer; “Because slaves are used, not made love to.” Instantly she regretted her statement and thought to take it back. But as she opened her mouth to speak she was smothered in kisses. 
 
Next day, the two lovers enjoyed the quiet stroll in solitude and beauty of the countryside; and though Kyra wished she could take back her words from the previous night, they excited her tremendously. Several times as they walked she thought to bring up the subject of slavery. But each time she faltered. Fortunately, her lover did not suffer from her hesitation, and shortly after dinner that night, he spoke on the subject that brought both her both fear and arousal. 
“I’ve been thinking about what you said last night about being a slave,” he began, as he cleaned the table of dishes. “And I don’t want to rush into anything. I know it’s quite a change to be a slave, so I promise to introduce changes gradually. If you find anything terribly difficult I would like you to speak up. Promise that you will, my love.”
Of course she promised, though she still failed to understand what changes, if any, there might be. In spite of this, the very idea of being his slave in a more formal sense sent chills of terror and excitement through her very bones. They had been together for less than a year, after all. Yet already their relationship was deeper, more exciting and stimulating than any she had previously enjoyed. Then she thought of their sex life and what it had become, the plug that was a near constant presence in her ass, and the frequent enemas she received. It was almost too much; and yet she wanted it more than anything she could imagine.
 
“I don’t know what it means to be a slave, John,” she said, following a sumptuous repast. “How will it be any different?”
After switching on the dishwasher, John came to where she sat and held out his hand. “Come with me,” he said. Then he led her upstairs and into their bedroom where he bid she remove her clothes and kneel on top of the bed with her hands clasped behind her back. 
“What does slavery mean to you, Kyra?” he asked. 
“I don’t really know. I mean, I’ve read about it,” Kyra told him. “I guess it means that you would have complete control over me. But I don’t know how that would be different from now.”
He smiled and sat down beside her. “It means that I can do to you whatever I wish, so long as it doesn’t cripple you.”
Kyra nodded understanding. “What do you want to do to me?”
“It’s not a question of what I want to do to you. Though I do want to do certain things,” said D’Arnot. “It’s a question of what I can do to you. Does that make sense?”
“So, you mean that you don’t have too many specific ideas of what you want to do, but you want to do whatever…whatever comes to mind?”
“Exactly,” he confirmed. 
Curious, she asked, “Why is that so important to you?”
“Freedom, Kyra. Freedom for us both,” he said.
Kyra’s brows furrowed. “I don’t understand.”
“Has there ever been something you enjoyed but could not admit to enjoying?” asked D’Arnot. “Have you ever wanted to do something or have something done to you that was too embarrassing to admit?”
Thinking back, Kyra remembered many such occasions in which she wanted certain things but was too timid to ask. The thought of the many secrets held from previous lovers, and that singularly important one still held from John’s knowledge. Then she nodded. “I never wanted to admit those things,” she said at last. “I couldn’t admit them. Especially I couldn’t tell anyone.”
Continuing his line of questioning, he asked, “And what of those things you experienced…those things out of the norm, and commonly held as taboo? Of those you enjoyed, how many did you refuse to admit to because of shame or fear of how you would be perceived?” 
“I don’t know,” she said. “I think it’s more a case of being afraid to ask for them or talk about them.”
He reached out and rubbed her thigh, then told her to spread her legs and began fondling the hairless cleft between. “Freedom,” he repeated, “from shame, embarrassment, responsibility…from choice, because there are no choices in slavery.”
Kyra nodded and let out a heavy breath. “That gives you responsibility and choice. But what about embarrassment or shame?”
He slipped a finger inside her sex and wiggled it upwards, pressing his thumb against her clitoris. Within his other hand, hidden from her sight, he dialed the remote to its lowest setting and pressed the button. “The responsibility is mine, as is the choice. But there is no embarrassment or shame. There is only my enjoyment of you, your body and knowing that your mind is free to feel without hesitation.”
Kyra moaned. Already she was undulating. “I’ll have to stop working, won’t I?”
He smiled, and then removed his finger from between her legs, at the same time shutting off her pleasure inducing implants. “I would like it if you did. In return I would reduce my own work load, spend more time with you, here in the country. Then we could enjoy each other fully; live as one, as lovers should, allowing the outside world in only when we chose.” 
Told to lie down on her back, head towards the footboard, she waited as D’Arnot removed his clothing. After placing a pillow beneath her shoulders so her head tilted slightly downward, he straddled her face, and commanded she open her mouth. Then he laid his weight atop her body and pushed his cock in her mouth, immediately activating her implants, while offering further pleasure with his tongue and mouth. But as she felt the first warnings of orgasm, he ceased, rolling off of her body to lie beside her on his back.
“How did that feel, Kyra?” he asked. “Could you have asked me to do that?”
A tear of frustration ran down her cheek as she stared at the ceiling above. Then she took a deep breath. “No, not specifically I couldn’t.” Her voice trembled with frustration and need. 
Pleased by her answer, and knowing the moment to be ripe for what he wanted to achieve, he asked, “Would you have ever asked to be a doll if I had not told you of that fantasy?”
Another tear rolled down her cheek and she shook her head. “No.”
“Even though I knew it to be one of your fantasies?” he pressed. 
Again, she shook her head. “No. Even then I couldn’t have asked.”
“But you tried to put it on without me there, didn’t you?” asked D’Arnot.
Kyra nodded her head, and then shook it. “I had time to take it off. I could have taken it off before you got home.”
“And the chain?”
She shook her head. “I didn’t think that far ahead until after.”
Once again she was ordered to kneel with her hands clasped behind her back. Then, as she assumed the demanded pose, he asked, “You called yourself my slave. Do you truly want to be a slave, Kyra?”
Sadness registered on her face and she shook her head. “Not really, no,” she said. 
“Would you like to be a doll again?”
Nodding, Kyra whispered, “Yes, I would.”
“I’ve gotten you a new suit, Kyra,” D’Arnot told her. “This one is white and slightly more translucent. I am looking forward to seeing you in it tomorrow.”
Without word, she nodded her head, shivering with excitement and fear. Then she drifted into memories of being flat chested, and without sensation or identity. 
 
Kyra stared at her pearly-white reflection in awed excitement. But for her gaping mouth, gold nipple rings and naval ring visible beneath her new skin she would have thought herself the spit and image of a porcelain figurine; and she marveled at the sight. 
“Do you like what you see?” John asked, running his hands over her shoulders, down her arms and then to her wide hips. 
Unable to properly speak, Kyra nodded affirmatively. 
After being allowed to admire herself, she was led to the bedroom. There, her arms were drawn up behind her and placed in reverse prayer position. Then a metal cuff, lined with neoprene was locked around her wrists. A similar collar was placed around her neck, after which John joined her cuffs to her collar with a short chain.
“With practice, your elbows will eventually meet and I can bind them together,” John told her. “But for now, this will have to do.”
Often had she read of slaves being bound in this manner, but never had she hoped for the experience. Now, utterly helpless, and with the promise of more severe bondage, her mind and body reeled with excitement.
But he was not done with her. Having further acquired impossibly tall high heeled shoes lined with material similar to that of her suit, he was quick to apply them. Soon, she was tottering about in miserable excitement and wondering what was next to come. 
Watching from where she stood, he approached with a pair of tiny, sharply pointed scissors. With these he carefully cut a small slit at her nipples through which he pulled her nipple rings. To both nipple rings were attached a length of chain, between which was another ring, to which he attached a six foot leash. Then she was led from the bedroom to the media room where she was made to kneel and pleasure him. 
As Kyra knelt between his legs, she noted the irony of her situation. Beyond her new accoutrements, little had changed. For many minutes, as she knelt with his cock in her throat, she began to wonder if she had not already been a slave, or even a doll, in all but title. 
For two days she remained a doll, her feeding, toilet and movements utterly controlled by her lover. Used often, she experienced many orgasms, all of which were tremendously fulfilling. From time to time, and always at night, he would release her arms from their bondage. This was met as much by relief as by sadness, though not with as much sadness as when she was finally freed of the constraining costume. 
 
Minutes after the shower that allowed Kyra to shed the mask of fantasy, she lay in the arms of her lover, crying and shaking. In this moment she thought herself unstable. Wanting to be a doll, utterly controlled by another was unnatural; and she told D’Arnot as much. 
But he was not listening. Instead, having returned her to her natural state, he was within his own thoughts, remembering the many women he had formerly collected as works of art. He thought of his ex-wife, a woman who now resided within Beatrice’s home, a living statue to be appreciated by those inclined towards deviance. Then he thought to the girl he had imprisoned on a web of metal, of Desk and of the many other pieces he had given up. He missed them all; and now, more than ever, he wanted to imprison Kyra. But he loved her and could not bear to make her truly unhappy. For a moment, he thought to tell her that it was not her need that drove her to this state but the sudden return to normality. But he did not. Instead, he allowed her to maintain the misguided notion she held, and with it her sadness.
For the next several days they enjoyed a distant normality, living as lovers but longing for something different; and though Kyra was unsure of herself, John was quite sure of what he wanted. Thus, he made contact, once again, with Jerry O’Connell. But this time, for something far more sinister. 
 
After a month in the country the couple returned to New York. Having uncharacteristically made no business arrangements, Kyra found that she had little to do. Several times during her first few days back did she attempt to focus long enough to answer inquiries about her availability for work. But unable to do so, and due to her ever growing libido, she faltered. Soon, her time alone was spent in a near constant quest for pornography. By the second week of their stay in the city, Kyra’s frustration had grown tremendously. Unable to find release of the sort enjoyed at the hands of her lover, her needs were becoming nearly overwhelming. 
John, by contrast, had spent his days quite productively. Intending on an early, well-heeled retirement he ordered his advisor to halt all activities but the running of his long developed business. Within the year, he hoped to be nearly free of his business duties that he might better enjoy Kyra and what he hoped to make of her. 
As days turned to weeks, and weeks to months, John was able to reduce his focus on business. This, coupled with Kyra’s stunning lack of business ambition, allowed the couple to spend far more time together. Thus the couple left the comfortable walls of his estate only for necessities and entertainment. 
Accompanying their increasing seclusion was Kyra’s nearly constant need for sexual gratification. With her hormone levels driving her needs, and a generous supply of mind numbing orgasms she thought only of being used by her lover. As a consequence, contact with her friends and family tapered dramatically; and as strange as it might have once seemed to her, it suited her perfectly. 
 
Within the next six months, and having few distractions from the outside world, the couple was rarely out of one another’s sight. This made Kyra quite happy, as did her frequent stints in one of many and differently colored doll costumes they had acquired. They were also frequent visitors to the nearby town. Often did they enjoy romantic evenings perusing the many shops as they patrolled its tiny streets. In short, the couple was extremely happy.
 



Chapter 10
 
On a cool Sunday morning, and after a lengthy session of lovemaking, there came a ring on the house phone. After buzzing in the driver and receiving a package, an excited John D’Arnot came to his love and displayed for her his newest acquisition: a clear doll costume, a pink sweater and matching mini-skirt, pink high heels with an ankle strap, and a matching pink collar. There was also a wig that matched her hair color.
Kyra’s first thoughts upon seeing the newest of their many doll costumes was disappointment. Unlike the others, this one had fingers and would not force her hands into a tight fist. Feeling helplessness to be a major factor in enjoying her time spent as a doll, and clear as it was, she saw little point in having the thing. Upon expressing her thoughts, she received a knowing smile and a kiss. Two hours later, a dismayed Kyra stared at her reflection in the mirror. 
“What is the matter, ma chère?” asked a concerned D’Arnot.
Without looking at him, she ran her shiny fingers over her chest. “This makes me look like I have no boobs at all. I mean, the other ones do that too. But this one…you can see it. It makes me look like a little boy.”
After assuring Kyra of her beautiful and feminine form, D'Arnot led her over to the bed. Kneeling expectantly, she tilted her head back and opened her mouth. 
“Not today, my love,” he said. “Tonight I am taking my dolly out.”
Only the tight synthetic covering over her face kept her eyes from widening in dramatic surprise. “Like this?” was her incredulous response. 
D’Arnot laughed. “Not quite, Kyra. You will be dressed in that entire pink ensemble.”
“You can’t be serious,” whispered Kyra.
He kissed her bulging lips and stroked her smooth, synthetic cheek. “You can and you will, Kyra.” His voice was deep and carefully modulated. 
 
Wearing the wig and dressed in the pink sweater, miniskirt and high heels, she walked with D’Arnot. Certain that all eyes were upon her, Kyra fought to hold off tears, knowing that her synthetic coating, and thus her state as a living doll, would be exposed to any who saw her. But few, other than the few men who noticed her well-shaped legs, and their unlikely sheen, took note. That is until Beatrice happened upon the couple as they ate dinner in a romantically lit Italian restaurant. 
After greeting his friend, John D’Arnot invited her to sit with them. Seated at a booth, Beatrice took a seat beside her friend and kissed him on the cheek.
“So wonderful to see you, my dear boy,” said the elder woman. “It’s been ages.” Then she turned to Kyra, offered her hand and introduced herself. “I’m Beatrice Rappaport, my dear girl, and I am so terribly happy to meet you at long last. Has the dear boy been treating you well?”
Slightly taken aback, Kyra nodded. 
Beatrice slapped John’s hand and then smiled. “Shame on you for hiding this delicious creature from me, Francis,” she chastised. “How could you hide the girl who stole your heart so?” Then she looked to Kyra. “He told me about you quite a few months back. Since then I have hardly heard from the boy.” Still smiling, she leaned towards the girl, noticing her overly shiny skin. “Oh, my! It seems the boy has gotten you involved in his fetishes. Does that…oh, what is that, plastic? Does it cover your entire body?”
Reddening with embarrassment and humiliation of a sort different than what she was accustomed to, Kyra nodded. 
“She is lovely, Francis,” Beatrice said, turning towards him, and then returning her gaze to the girl. “Forgive me, darling, I don’t mean to speak of you as if you aren’t here. But I meant it. You are quite lovely. And lest you doubt his earnest care for you, know that he has spoken of you whenever he and I have chanced to talk. Though that has been a rather rare occurrence of late,” she finished with a rather sour look at the man beside her. 
“My apologies, Beatrice, but we have been rather occupied,” said D’Arnot.
“Oh, I am sure you have been, my boy. With a creature so lovely as this you must occupy all your time finding ways to make her happy.” Beatrice turned to Kyra and offered another smile. “I do hope he makes you happy.”
Still silent, Kyra nodded and attempted a smile that was stifled by her doll skin.
“Is this a new fetish I’ve yet to hear about, Francis?” Beatrice asked. 
Raising an eyebrow, he asked her meaning.
“You’ve taken her breasts, Francis. Don’t think I wouldn’t notice.” She smirked. “Why would you let him take your breasts? They are the mark of femininity, after all. Letting him bind your breasts is simply unconscionable.”
Had it not been for her inability to show expression beneath the clear coating Kyra’s would have been one of pure humiliation and hurt. 
“By the way, this skin you’re wearing is simply marvelous. You look like a living doll. Though, truth be told, it’s barely noticeable until close inspection,” Beatrice told Kyra. “I do hope that was your intent.” She looked at D’Arnot and smiled. “Really, Francis, it’s marvelous.”
“As always, Beatrice, you are on the mark. And I thank you for the kind comment,” he replied. “The intent was exactly as you thought, and I paid quite the hefty fee for this particular illusion.”
Again, Beatrice’s eyes fell on the deeply humiliated girl across from her. “Tell me, what is it you do? He hasn’t told me.”
Helplessly, Kyra looked to D’Arnot for some sort of reprieve. Already deeply humiliated exposing her multiple speech impediments would only add to her inner suffering. But unable to make her thoughts known, she eventually answered the question.
“I’ve no idea what a program optimizer is, my dear girl, but I am sure it’s something important,” Beatrice responded. “Now, do tell me how you met.”
“I was hired to work for a company he had recently taken over,” Kyra told the woman. “He asked me out that day…or maybe it was the next. I’m not sure. We’ve been together since.”
“Oh, I do enjoy a good love story. Someday you will have to come by my home and tell me all about it,” said Beatrice. Then she turned to the man beside her. “I must go, dear boy. I’ve an appointment with an art dealer and mustn’t miss it. Do call on me soon; and bring this lovely creature with you.” She stood, kissed them both and then departed. 
 
After dinner, and as they drove home, Kyra turned to D’Arnot with tears in her eyes. “Why didn’t you listen when I told you I looked like a boy?” she asked. “It was bad enough people could see me made up like a sex doll. But to be told I look like a boy was horrible.”
D’Arnot reached over and patted her glossy thigh. “She simply noticed that the doll suit had flattened them.”
“John, admit it, I barely have breasts at all. Before you I used to wear padded bras and dress to make it look like I have tits,” she cried. “But now I am completely flat chested. The worst part is that, even though the suit is tight and flattens me out, it doesn’t even feel uncomfortable. It’s like they aren’t even there.”
“I’m sorry,” he soothed. “I won’t take you out like that again.”
Crying, Kyra pulled down the car’s vanity mirror and looked at herself out of reflex. But there was no running mascara, nor was there swelling. There was only a barely visible mark of dampness where her tears had fallen and the occasional teardrop where it rested on her cheek. 
“Do you still fantasies about me having big boobs, John?” she asked, wiping away a drop of tear. 
“Not really,” was his answer.
“I do. Especially since we started doing this doll thing a lot,” Kyra told him. “I think about it all the time. I just don’t tell you about it.”
Turning his car on to the two-lane, blacktop highway that would lead to their home, John smiled inwardly at her admission. “Why haven’t you told me about it, Kyra? I would have taken you to get them done. You know that.” 
“Because I couldn’t tell you. Just like I couldn’t tell you the reason I hardly want normal sex.” Immediately she regretted her words, and wished she could take them back. 
“What are you talking about?”
Silently, Kyra attempted to formulate the words that would allow her to answer his question without injuring his ego. Over and over she discarded the words she found. But there was no gentle way to tell him that making love with him was no longer satisfying. Nor were there such words to make him aware that her orgasms while making love were largely faked, and that all she truly desired was his cock in her throat.
He pulled the car over and shut it off. Then he turned to her and repeated the question. Then he silently awaited her answer. 
For long and long did she stare into open space with tears running down her cheeks. Finally she turned to him and began speaking in staccato bursts. When at last her confession came to an end she was greeted with a sad smile and an understanding kiss. “It’s all right,” he told her. I don’t mind. The only thing I mind is that you kept it secret for so long.”
Relieved, she attempted a smile. Unable to do so, Kyra unfastened her seatbelt and threw her arms around him. “I do love you,” she said.
“Did you always fake orgasms with me?” he asked after starting the car and pulling back onto the highway. 
She shook her head. “No. It was something that started after I began cumming when you throat fucked me,” she admitted. “And you can still make me cum. I just…the orgasms when you use my throat are so powerful it makes orgasms any other way seem…I don’t know…it’s like they do nothing for me anymore.”
“Ah, so that’s it,” he responded with a knowing nod. 
Curious, she asked him his meaning. 
“It’s a control issue, Kyra,” John told her. “You get more sexual satisfaction out of being used than being pleased.” 
“Do you think so?”
He glanced her way for a moment and smiled. “Do you remember the conversation we had about slavery and the freedom it brings to both parties?” After receiving a nod he continued. “When you are being used you have no control. It’s all mine. Both of us are free to simply enjoy the act. There is no guilt, no worries, and no shame. I think that is why you cum so hard when I fuck your throat.”
“That actually makes sense to me now,” Kyra admitted. “I couldn’t really get it before, but I think you might be right. But what does it mean for me? Am I a slave at heart?”
D’Arnot shrugged. “I don’t know for sure, ma chère. But it certainly seems that way,” he said, and then added, “If it feels right to be controlled, and to suffer, I would say that it is a strong likelihood.”
 
After arriving home the couple immediately headed to the bedroom. There, but for the pink, high heels, which locked at the ankle, Kyra divested herself of her clothing. Standing before him, a shiny doll with bulging lips, she was deep in thought. 
“Kneel and open your mouth,” D’Arnot told her, intending to install the mouthpieces that would hold her mouth open. “Wait!” she blurted as he approached her. 
“What is it, Kyra?” His face registered concern. 
“What would it mean to be your slave? What would you do to me?” asked Kyra, her shiny face devoid of expression. “I mean, I said I would be your slave before but I didn’t really mean it. I told you that. So, even if I do everything you want I don’t think you’ve treated me like a slave. SO, what would be different between us?”
He sat on the bed and drew her up beside him. Turning to face her, he smiled. “It means you would have no choices. Everything, how you talked, walked, behaved would be under my control, and that should you disappoint me you might suffer punishment.”
“You mean like spanking me, right?” she asked.
“Yes, ma chère. But it could also mean other things...like putting you in a cage, or worse,” he said. “Pussy torture comes to mind.”
“So, like the BDSM movies or books. I get it,” Kyra said. “But what would you do to me? How would my life change?”
John’s eyebrows furrowed and he shook his head. “I’m not entirely certain, really. All this time I have assumed our relationship would remain much as it is,” he lied. Careful in how he approached the answers she sought he formed his words carefully so as to intrigue without being off putting. “I think I would get your breasts enlarged, first. But not the ones that grow constantly. That would be…ridiculous and rather unattractive, I think.”
“Thank goodness for that,” said Kyra, relieved that his thoughts mimicked hers on the matter. “What else?”
“I’ve thought of using a catheter when you are a doll,” he continued. “I think you would like that control. Of course, you wouldn’t be allowed to refuse to go beneath my desk when I wanted you there.” He grinned at her, and then chuckled. “And every time I have turned you into a doll I have wanted to shave your head. So, that could always happen.”
Absentmindedly her hands moved to her head. “Would you really?” The thought of it both excited and frightened her. “I just…I don’t…I don’t know.”
“Then tell me what you do know. Tell me how it makes you feel when I tell you these things.” He was curious, and wanted to know the truth of her feelings without bringing about electronic stimulation. 
“You know those things we talked about…the freedom from shame, embarrassment, and fear?” D’Arnot nodded in answer. “I’ve been thinking about them for a long time – since the first time you mentioned it. Tonight, as humiliated as I was when Beatrice was there, I didn’t feel any shame. I was just embarrassed.”
After a brief silence, John asked if it was her want to be a slave. But unsure of herself, Kyra could offer nothing but oral prestidigitation, jumping about the matter in ways that nearly boggled his mind. But never was there an answer given; and as she rambled on he raised his hand to silence her. Then in a voice rife with confident authority, he said, “Since you are unsure of what you want I will make the decision for you. Does that suit you?”
Caught by surprise, Kyra’s response was a simple nod of her head. Then she was informed of her new status as his slave. Nodding in acquiescence, a shiver ran down her spine. Later that night she learned an unforeseen aspect of slavery that both aroused and disgusted her. 
Kyra rested on the bed, head hanging over its side. Standing over her with his cock thrusting into her throat, John D’Arnot fucked his doll slave; and it was the first time in many moons that she truly suffered. Always before had she the luxury of indicating discomfort, at which point he would slow his attack. Tonight, with her arms boxed behind her back, she was unable to do so. Thus, she endured a throat fucking that challenged her abilities as never before; and when they at last found release, she was thoroughly relieved. 
Reveling in his orgasm, John stood stock still, his cock still hard and residing within his doll’s throat. Moments such as these, though infrequent, were torturous to Kyra as the need to sit upright and allow his cum to drain from her gullet was nearly overpowering. Soon, however, that need became moot.
Standing over her, John looked down at her small, shiny body, admiring its shape and lines, the bulge of her throat as she struggled to breathe around his cock. Then, wanting further confirmation of his ownership, and feeling the need to drive home their respective status’ he asked, “You are my slave, are you not?” It was more statement than question, to which she grunted her affirmative answer as she gave a very slight nod. “Then you are mine to do with as I please?” Again, it was as much statement as question, and again she nodded and grunted.
In preparation for what was to come, John took her head in his hands and held her firmly; and it was then that Kyra felt a peculiar, but oddly familiar sensation. For a moment she thought he might be enjoying another orgasm. However, as the warm flow of liquid began to trickle down her throat in a steady stream she knew it was not the case. Beating her feet against the mattress in protest, she made clear her displeasure. However, with her head held firmly between his hands she was unable to resist. Thus, she lay, feet beating against the bed as her lover emptied his bladder down her throat to fill her belly. 
 
With her throat finally free of obstruction, Kyra lay still in silent contemplation, humiliated and disgusted. Time and again had she read tales depicting such heinous acts, even rooting for the heroine to be used in exactly the same manner. Never had she imagined that it might someday be her suffering use as a toilet; and though angry, she knew that D’Arnot had acted in accordance with their recent agreement.
Presently her anger abated. Nonetheless she was disgusted and humiliated by what had so recently transpired. Then she realized that, in spite of her disgust and a belly heavy with urine, she did not feel shame. Suddenly she had a deeper understanding of what her lover had told her. 
 
Nearly a month later, and on a warm summer day, the couple strolled through the garden hand in hand. Looking about at the verdure and many colored flowers John thought the day to be one of perfection. When he glanced at the girl walking beside him he was certain of it. 
“How do you like being a slave?” he asked, stopping as they walked.
Looking down, she stared at the black high heels locked on at the ankles. Then she looked at D’Arnot and smiled. “That’s a silly question for a man walking beside a girl wearing nothing but high heeled shoes.” 
He laughed. “You are right, of course. But, ma chère, is there anything you dislike about it so far?” 
Looking thoughtful, she said, “
“I didn’t like when you made me your toilet that first night,” she told him. “But otherwise I don’t see much change. True, you are a bit more controlling, and…well, I’m not allowed to wear clothes except when we go out. But that’s actually a turn on.”
He smiled mischievously. “Then you enjoy the new plug you wear?” 
“Bastard!” exclaimed Kyra, laughing. “Not really. I never enjoyed the plug, John. And I definitely don’t like how big this one is.”
“Then you enjoy everything else about it?” asked D’Arnot. 
“It would be nice to use the toilet like a regular person; getting two enemas a day is a bit of overkill,” answered Kyra. “Otherwise, I am enjoying things.
Continuing their walk, the two were silent for a time. Frequently they would glance at one another and smile. They stopped another time, at which point Kyra was asked to divulge her secret wants. Red faced, she flashed an embarrassed smile. “I don’t think I can,” she told him. 
“The only thing holding you back is shame…maybe embarrassment,” asserted D’Arnot. “But there is no room for that now.” He took her hand, once again, and began walking with her.
“I read a story once. Heh, I’ve read a lot of stories. But there was this one where the girl had her clit taken from her and her vagina was sealed,” Kyra’s face was flush as she talked, “and she was unable to cum. The idea scares the Hell out of me, but it turns me on, too.”
“Is it the control?”
“It has to be the control,” Kyra told him. “In fact, that’s what gets me about being a doll. I never really liked the whole rubber doll thing, or other stuff with latex. That time I was painted in latex and pretended to be a robot…it was the fantasy of being in his control that really turned me on.”
“So you would be content to stop using the doll suit?” John inquired. 
Kyra thought for a moment, and then shook her head. “No. The doll suit is a symbol of control. When I am in it I can’t make any facial expressions and my speech is really impaired. You probably noticed I don’t talk much when I wear it.”
Laughing, D’Arnot said, “It’s hard to talk with your mouth propped open. By the way, I am surprised you never complain about it being open for so long.”
“I got used to it fast,” she admitted. “But I think that’s from all the throat fucking. My mouth is wide open when you use me that way. It’s actually easier on me when I don’t have to keep it open myself.”
He nodded understanding. “Tell me another secret fantasy.”
Kyra shrugged. “It’s hard to think of these things on the spur of the moment,” she told him. Then a particular story came to her mind. “There is one I can think of where a girl was turned into a whore for some club. She got bigger boobs…like, really big boobs, had her lips enlarged and her waist narrowed. Then she was forced to service the club’s clients.”
“What did you like about that one?”
“Again, I think it was the control. She had no choice in what size her boobs were, or that her lips were enlarged. Then she was made to perform dances and have sex with clients,” Kyra told him. “She was even made into a toilet. And I have to admit, even though I am not into that, it turned me on. But not because of what she was doing. That was gross. It was her lack of control…that she had none of her own.”
John smiled at Kyra as they walked. “You never really told me your thoughts on that…never told me how it made you feel when I did it to you.”
Blushing, Kyra flashed a smiled of embarrassment. “That’s because I didn’t want to talk about it, John. It was gross, and I hated every second of it.”
“And yet you did not complain, Kyra,” he mused. “Did you enjoy the control it displayed?”
“That’s a yes and a no. The thought of it is still unsettling, and it really grosses me out,” she said. “But having no choice, being helpless to resist…that worked for me. Most of all it gave me perspective on what you said about freedom.”
“Meaning?”
“I wasn’t ashamed. It was beyond my control. That made it a lot less difficult to swallow, so to speak.”
Laughing at her choice of words, D’Arnot informed her it was not an isolated incident. “You should know, ma chère, that it will happen again. It might even become a semi-regular occurrence.”
Kyra sighed, and then asked him to stop. When they were facing each other, staring directly into one another’s eyes, she said, “I don’t want to know what you are going to do to me, John. Just do it…whatever you want to do to me. The things we have talked about…my fantasies…your fantasies…they’re just too scary to think about.”
“I understand, my love,” said a nodding D’Arnot. “But do not fault me for seeking out knowledge of your emotions, wants and needs.”
“I will never fault you for that. Your attention to my needs and your care is what allows me to trust you not to do something that would…hurt me.” Kyra smiled and kissed him. “I do love that about you. And I love you, John D’Arnot.”
 
Two days later, after a morning session of rather rough sex, D’Arnot issued an order that surprised her. “Get dressed,” he told her. Wear something casual and comfortable. Then meet me downstairs in the library.”
“Are we going out for breakfast?” she asked. 
“I called Doctor O’Connell yesterday. He is in town today and tomorrow,” he replied. “Since we have often spoken about having your breasts enlarged I decided to do something about it. We have an appointment at two.”
Smiling nervously, and with eyes registering fear, Kyra was utterly unable to decide whether or not she should be excited. “That’s…um…okay, when did you decide to do that? I mean…um, we’ve talked about it…but I didn’t expect…”
“So you aren’t certain whether you want bigger boobs?” asked an amused D’Arnot as he buttoned his shirt. “I thought that you would be quite happy to hear this news, ma chère.”
Collecting herself, Kyra offered another smile. “I guess…um…you just caught me by surprise, is all. I mean, yes, I do want bigger boobs. But I really hadn’t expected you to make plans without telling me.”
He grimaced. “I do not believe you made that distinction. You told me that you didn’t want to know what I was going to do to you.”
“Yes, but this is different. I mean, this is surgery, John,” she told him. “And it’s sort of life altering. Besides, we didn’t even decide on what kind of implant to get or even how big.”
“Tell me, Kyra,” began D’Arnot, “are you withdrawing your statement? Or are there amendments you would like to make?”
Frustrated as she was nervous, Kyra stared at him with her big, violet eyes. “No, I don’t want to take it back. But…I mean…this isn’t you doing something to me. This is you changing me. It’s a little different.”
“Very well. I will call the Doctor and cancel our appointment. I was unaware that this was different.” Disappointment registered in his voice.
“No. Don’t cancel. I was just caught off guard,” Kyra told him. Then she came to him and threw her arms around his neck. “I’m sorry, John. We can do this. I want to do this. It’s just…it scared me is all. Didn’t I tell you our fantasies were scary?”
He nodded. “You did, ma chère. I do understand.”
She kissed him lightly, and then smiled. “Thank you for being understanding.” Freeing him of her embrace she stepped back and continued readying herself. “I’m still not sure which implant to get. Really, I’m not sure which shape to get. What do you…?”
“Fortunately, I have made that decision already,” said D’Arnot, cutting her off mid-sentence.
Nonplussed, she stopped and looked at him, clearly shocked and unsure what next to say or do. “What do you mean?” she finally managed to say. 
“I mean that I spoke to O’Connell and told him which implants we wanted.” He was nonchalant.
Kyra shivered. “But we never… I mean… we didn’t discuss it…and I never…”
“We discussed it,” he interrupted, “and you told me your wants, and your fantasies. Then you told you me to do with you as I pleased.”
“I didn’t mean…I…”
“Then tell me what you did mean, Kyra,” he said softly. “If I misunderstood, I am sorry.”
Anger flashing in her eyes, she screamed. “I don’t know what I mean! Stop being so damned…just…why didn’t you just take me to get it done?” Kyra ran out of momentum and she broke down crying. 
With two strides of his long legs, John D’Arnot was before her, his muscular arms wrapping her in a tight, comforting embrace. “I thought you would be pleased with my decision. I’m sorry, my love.”
“It’s not that,” came her soft, sad whisper. “It’s just…” she looked up at him, and then kissed him. “I wasn’t angry at you for deciding what size, or what implant to get. I wasn’t, John. I was angry because you apologized…and because you asked what I meant when I already told you.”
An ironic laugh escaped his lips. Then he smiled at the girl and kissed her forehead. “I understand, now. And I am sorry I failed to truly understand what you said.” He kissed her again, and then released her. “In my defense, I had thought to ease you into things…take them gradually. But I see now that your transition came about the moment you gave up your freedom.”
Kyra nodded. “When I made the decision I made it,” she agreed. 
 
Recovery from her breast augmentation surgery was a relatively easy thing. Offset by powerful pain medications, the majority of her pain had subsided within days. Nonetheless, she continued her medication and was relegated to wearing a rather unpleasantly firm bra for the week following surgery. This, Kyra had been told, was to ensure proper shaping of her implant while she recovered. Her lover, meanwhile, was assigned the duty of checking her regularly for signs of fever or unexpected swelling. 
When the day came that she was to remove the bra, following a short post-op check-up and X-Ray, she was more than excited. Having been warned that removal of the irritating thing could lead to misshapen breasts, she had adhered to the doctor’s orders not to remove it under any circumstances. This had made bathing rather difficult. Above all, she would finally learn the size and type of implant her lover had chosen for her. Information he had adamantly refused to grant her. 
In preparation for what John D’Arnot called the ‘Big Reveal’ he took her into the bedroom and sat her on the bed. “Before you see them, ma chère,” began D’Arnot as he stood before her, “Before I remove this bra, I would like you to tell me something.” 
Kyra cocked her head and smiled. “What?”
Returning her smile, D’Arnot said, “We had three different styles of implants to choose from. We had different shapes and different sizes. Did we not?”
“We did,” she agreed.
“Good. Now, the first thing I want to know is what choice you would have made, and why you would have made it, if it had been yours to make?” he asked, adding, “Without my influence, of course.”
“Well, if it was just for me I think I would have gone with the saline. And I think I would have done the teardrop,” she told him. “Saline because it’s safer and teardrop because it looks natural; and I think I would have gone with a ‘D’ cup. It’s big but not too big.”
“Now, ma chère, tell me what you think I might have chosen for you were I to get my ultimate fantasy,” her dark haired lover told her.
“Hmm, I don’t think you would have gotten the ones that keep growing. That’s just too ridiculous.” She chewed on her lip as she thought. “On second thought, I think that’s just what you would have done. It would be the ultimate show of control, and eventually I would have to rely on you for everything, assuming you wouldn’t allow me to drain them.”
He laughed at the thought, and then imagined her bent over, arms draped over two incredibly large breasts as they supported her weight. “Now, tell me what you hope I got for you?”
Nude, but for the bra, Kyra’s was utterly unable to hide her embarrassment. “I always wanted boobs that were too big. You remember, too big but not ridiculous. And I like the idea of them being obvious and looking fake. So…I guess, I hope you did that. Either the round ones or teardrop…but the mesh ones, because he said they won’t sag.”
John smiled as he left his chair and came to sit beside her on the bed. “Hold still, ma chère. The latches on the back are rather difficult to release.” Then he began to unhook the catches on the bra. “One more thing, just because you are out of this bra does not mean we can have sex. O’Connell’s orders were for two more weeks of relaxation.” 
“Just get this damned thing off of me, will you?”
 



Chapter 11
 
Expressionless she stood staring at her mirrored reflection. What she saw was beautiful and erotic. But it was also utterly unexpected. 
“How big are they?” she heard herself ask in a dreamy, distant voice. 
“A double ‘D’ cup, according to U.S. standards,” she heard him say. “But they will grow.”
Kyra stared at the two round globes attached to her chest in disbelief. “How big will they get?” Kyra’s hands strayed to her breasts as she stared at her reflection. She squeezed and noted that they were unnaturally firm. She noted that there was no mark of incision. Then she heard him say the words “G cup”, and again she squeezed. 
Turning to look at her image from the side, she gasped. Bigger at their largest circumference than at their base, they were utterly unreal in their appearance. “I’m going to look ridiculous,” she mused. “I already look ridiculous.”
“As you may have guessed,” D’Arnot began, “I chose the mesh ball implants. According to Jerry they will take about six months to complete their growth.”
Barely listening, Kyra nodded her head. In her mind’s eye they had already reached their full potential, resembling beach balls. Cringing at the thought, but strangely aroused, she sank to her knees without taking her eyes from her reflected image. “Slave…” she whispered. “I really am a sex slave.” So low was her whisper that D’Arnot failed to hear her.
“Something we didn’t know before was that they are designed with a sort of honeycomb center,” he continued. “Anyhow, there were three choices in firmness. I chose the most firm.” 
“How big will they get?” she asked again. 
“I have a digital rendering,” he told her. Disappearing for a moment, he headed to his office. When he returned he was carrying a manila envelope. “You will look like this,” he told her, pulling an 8X11 image from the envelope and displaying it to her.
Silently she stared at the photo-realistic digital rendering. So erotic, obscene and utterly beyond her expectations was the image that she was nearly unable to process what she saw. Then, as if needing confirmation of what her eyes told her, she asked. “They’re going to be as big as my head, aren’t they?” 
He nodded. “They will be quite beautiful.”
The image was far from anything she had expected or wanted, even in fantasy. That it would soon be her reality was beyond her belief, and left her utterly shocked. Fortunately, her senses being dulled by pain killing medication allowed her to absorb the information with relative passivity. Just the same, it was deeply impactful to her psyche. 
Over the next week, and with the reduction of her pain medication, Kyra was able to more thoroughly take in and analyze her current and future situation. Best suited, so she thought, to a stripper pole, gratefully receiving money from any who deigned to throw it her way, any thoughts of returning to work for previous clients were scuttled. She simply could not take the embarrassment. Furthermore, the notion of being taken seriously with breasts of such enormity was distinctly unlikely in her mind. Continued ruminations during the following week left her in a strangely distant and uncertain state of mind, devoid of identity and with a future ultimately determined by her lover. 
 
By the time of her final check-up with Doctor O’Connell, Kyra’s was desperate for sexual attention. Never had she wanted it more. This was not brought about, simply, by her increased hormone levels, but by a need to reclaim the only normality she knew. Thus, she was quite happy when, after returning from her appointment, she was ordered to remove her clothing and follow D’Arnot to the master bedroom. 
“Tell me, did you miss being plugged while you were recovering or did you even notice its absence?” asked D’Arnot as he admired her. 
“I honestly didn’t think of it once,” she said, smiling dreamily. 
Once in the bedroom, John turned and pulled her against him, reveling in the swell of her breasts. “What do you think of your new breasts, Kyra?” he asked.
She pulled back and looked down at them, taking note of how their unnatural size and shape, and how they jutted out from her chest impossibly. After a moment of thought she freed herself from his grasp, turned and strode towards the closet to stare into the mirrored doors. Kyra hefted them with her hands, and then squeezed them. Then she turned to face D’Arnot. “Are these the breasts of a sex slave or a doll?” she asked in a distant voice. 
Surprised by her question, he stared at her for a long moment. Finally he approached her and took her in his arms again. “They could be either or both,” he replied. 
Kyra nodded and offered up a dreamy little smile. “Maybe, but I think you are not done changing me. I think you are going to make me into something more and something less all at once.” She knelt at his feet, wrapping his legs in her arms. 
Full of wonderment and confusion, he placed his right hand atop her head. “How does it make you feel to finally have full breasts, ma chère?” asked D’Arnot.
Silent for a long moment, Kyra’s grip tightened. “The night I became your slave…I remember it well...that night…I didn’t know if I wanted to be your slave. You asked…but I didn’t answer. So you answered for me. But I didn’t know if I could do it…be your slave…be anyone’s slave.” She released his legs and looked up at him with unfocussed eyes. “But you knew. You made me your slave. Then you showed me I could be your slave…a toilet slave, even. That’s when I knew it was possible to live that way.” 
John bent down and cupped her face in his hands. He ran his hands down to her shoulders, and then along her arms to her hands. Then he pulled her to her feet and led her to sit on the bed.
“And I wanted to be your slave then…wanted to be free of choices,” she continued. “So that’s what I became. But even that was a choice; and I could have taken it back. I was still Kyra the programmer, even if I pretended otherwise. The freedom you spoke to me about was really only an illusion.” Her hands went to her breasts. She hefted them. “But these change everything. If you had gotten the other implants…but you didn’t…you got…these; and it changed me, too. I’m not who I used to be anymore…I can’t be. Not like this, I can’t.” 
Softly, he asked, “Then who are you, Kyra?” 
Kyra shook her head. “I don’t know for sure, John. But I don’t feel like me anymore.” She slipped from the bed and knelt, again wrapping her arms about his legs. “I guess…maybe…I’m a blank slate.”
Finding her words both arousing and sad, and feeling the need to comfort her, he reached down and lovingly rested a hand atop her head. “What do you mean you’re a blank slate?” 
Kyra nuzzled the comforting hand. Then she kissed his fingers. “All my life I knew who I was. Then I got my degree and became a successful business woman,” she whispered. “Then you came along and indulged my fantasies, fed them to me, made me want more, threatened to make them real.” She looked up at him and kissed the palm of his hand. 
Silent, he watched as she continued to nuzzle his hand, and occasionally suck at a finger. There seemed an odd desperation about her that he had never before witnessed. “You still haven’t answered the question, Kyra.” He pulled his finger from her mouth and ran it over her lips. “How does it feel to have large breasts…breasts that will soon be as large as your fantasies?”
Kyra looked up at her lover with wondering eyes. “It feels…surreal. It makes me feel like someone…some-thing else.” She thought for a moment, and then shook her head. “No…that’s not right. I think…it’s like I’m more of what I was pretending to be and less what I really was.”
“What do you mean by that, exactly?” asked D’Arnot.
She sucked his thumb into her mouth. Then she released it and rubbed her face in his hand. “Before…before these, “she rested her hands on her breasts, “I pretended to be a sex slave…you dressed me in the doll costume and treated me like a sex doll…called me dolly. But the costume always came off, and if I wanted to stop being a sex slave I could.” She kissed the palm of his hand. “But these change all that. They change how I look, and how others will see me. They change who and what I am…permanently.”
“And how do you feel about that, Kyra?”
She shook her head and smiled drunkenly. “I told you…I feel like a blank slate…like a fantasy come to life. That’s how I feel.”
He shook his head, and then lifted her chin in his hand so he could look her directly in the eyes. “That doesn’t tell me how you feel, ma chère. How do you feel?”
She blinked, and then stared back at him with a blank expression. “I feel…owned, free…changed…I…need…I need…
“Need what, Kyra?” D’Arnot’s voice was a soft, caring whisper. 
Kyra’s violet eyes, so recently sad were more so now; and as she looked at him a single tear rolled down her cheek. “I need to know what I am.”
Feeling somewhat saddened, but wanting more understanding of her, he asked, “What did you mean when you said you thought I was going to make you into something more and less all at once?”
“I mean that I don’t think you will be satisfied with simply giving me bigger breasts. You made me need you…taught me how to cum giving blow jobs. Then you gave me permanent nipple rings, made me wear a plug, and gave me enemas.” Kyra paused for a moment, taking the time to suck on one of his fingers. Then she looked up at him and smiled. “You made me into a doll and then a slave…even used me as a toilet once. Then you gave me fantasy tits.” Again she paused and resumed her affectionate sucking of his fingers and nuzzling of his hand. 
“I still don’t understand how it makes you more and less,” he told her. 
She smiled, and then let out a sigh. “The more real my fantasies became the less I wanted my reality,” she told him. “But those fantasies were still just fantasies. Being a sex slave or a doll was an illusion…temporary and fleeting; and we always returned to reality, but now at least one fantasy is reality that isn’t temporary. So I am less of who I was and more of my…our…fantasy.”
“I see.” John nodded his head. “And you don’t think I will be satisfied with just giving you bigger breasts. So, what do you think I have in store for you?”
“There is only one thing I am certain of, really,” Kyra told him, “and that’s bigger lips. You love me as your cock sucking slave. I love it, too. I’ve never cum like when you fuck my throat. So I am sure you will get my lips done, too. Probably I will spend more time in the doll costume. But I don’t know if there is more you can do.”
 
Kyra stood silently. A month and a half had passed since her surgery and already she could see their growth; and only slightly more than two hours ago she had watched passively as her lover had, once again, begun transforming her into a sex doll. Pink and translucent, her coating had gone on much as it had before. But there were differences. 
Before installing her in the suit he had meticulously removed the hair on her head so that not even her eyebrows remained. Then her breasts, being far larger than before, were fitted with individual coverings – coverings that, to Kyra, much resembled prophylactics. Specially designed to allow her nipples to poke through a slight opening, they were carefully placed and then rolled over her bulbous breasts. As if to further her discomfort, she was then fitted with a catheter, the end of which was clamped off. Then, as always, he completed her transformation with the two small mouthpieces that would hold her jaws wide.
 
D’Arnot approached his charge and smiled. Never before had she appeared more doll-like in his eyes than now. “The pink really makes you look like a dolly, ma chère,” he told her. “I think we have found your color. Now, let’s get this thing finished.”
After attaching a small canister-like piece to the end of her catheter, D’Arnot slipped it inside the enlarged vaginal opening of her doll costume. “You may be wondering about this,” he began explaining as he secured it in place. “There is a bladder in the canister that will expand inside of you as it fills.” Immediately he unclamped her catheter she felt relief juxtaposed with an uncomfortable swelling within her vaginal cavity.
Minutes later, after further admiring his charge, D’Arnot commanded she kneel at his feet. Unzipping his trousers, he withdrew his nearly flaccid member and rested it upon her tongue. Instinctually, she relaxed and opened her throat, expecting him to throat fuck her. Instead, she was greeted by the unpleasant flavor of urine as it crossed her tongue and flowed down her throat, all the while reliving recent moments of her life. 
 
On her hands and knees, she waited as the enema filled her intestines with warm water in preparation for her encasement. As she waited there came to her ears a low humming. Not knowing or caring what the sound might be, she moved not an inch. Then she felt a strange warmth on the nape of her neck that quickly moved up and over her scalp. Even before the lock of hair fell before her she knew that he was taking from her the one thing she had never dreamed he might. 
 
Kyra’s belly warmed as the warm liquid ran down her throat and into her stomach. She knew she should be appalled, humiliated and angry at being so degraded, but she was not. There was no such thing as humiliation for her now. She had become an object to be used at her owner’s whim. If his whim was that she be a toilet, so be it.
 
As the floor before her became littered with hair Kyra swallowed hard. Several times she thought to stop him, to say something that might make him halt is actions. But each time she reasoned that the damage was done, and the only sensible thing for her to do was to allow him to complete what he had started.
 
Her stomach heavy with urine, she moved nary a muscle. Already his cock was growing hard and she would soon be put to proper use. Then she felt the hand on her head, a short thrust, and the accompanying sensation of pleasure between her legs. His pace increased incrementally, banging into the back of her throat. This was how she wanted it – hard and rough – and she relished in the pleasure it brought. 
 
Bald but for minor stubble, Kyra was told to kneel upright. Then the machine, louder now that she saw it, was brought across her brow. Shortly after the machine went silent, her head was lathered up and the slight stubble that remained was shaved clean. 
 
Moved to the bed, Kyra lay on her back, a pillow cradling her head as it hung from the bed’s edge. Above her D’Arnot stood, his eyes filled with lust and want as he face fucked his rubber sex doll.
 
She stared at herself for only a brief moment before being pulled away; and in that moment Kyra feared her future. Nonetheless, she breathed not a word of doubt to her lover. So she watched silently as he installed the catheter, and then watched again as he applied the odd new covering to her breasts. All too soon, she was encased in the rubber-like material, her mouth propped open and ordered to stand still as the material shrunk to fit her body.
 
They climaxed as one. Then, exhausted, D’Arnot collapsed on the bed beside his still lover; and as Kyra, pink and doll-like lay on the bed, she contemplated her strange and surreal fantasy cum reality. 
 
It was early the next day that John led his dolly into his study. There she spied a thing she had thought to be mere fantasy. Three feet in circumference, and shaped much like a silver dollar, it was six inches tall, round and with raised edges. At its center was a short post, the top of which was graced with a rather long, inflatable phallus extending from what appeared to be a small, crescent shaped seat. Situated some eight inches behind was another rod. Thicker, and curved at a ninety degree angle, it ended in a wide metal collar designed to cradle her head. This, she knew, was a doll stand. She knew, too, that she would soon be made a part of it.
D’Arnot led her to the device and turned to smile at her, commanding she step up on the platform. But it was not to be, for Kyra shook her head and groaned out her disapproval. An hour later she was free of the pink doll suit and resting, wrapped in her lover’s comforting arms as they lay on the bed.
“It’s just too much, John,” she cried. “I thought I could be anything you wanted. But I was wrong.” Kyra raised her head and wiped away her tears. “It’s just too much.”
Crushing her in his powerful grip, he kissed her bald head. “It’s okay, ma chère. I understand.”
Sniffing and again wiping at her tears, she looked at him hopefully. “Then you aren’t mad at me?”
“Of course not,” he replied softly. “I just…I thought you wanted all this…thought you would enjoy it as much as I did.”
“It was the hair, John. That was just…I can do everything but the hair.” Kyra wiped at more tears as she spoke. “I mean, I think it would have been okay if you had left my eyebrows. But…I don’t know…having no eyebrows...it really threw me.”
He laughed. “You mean everything was good until the eyebrows came off?”
Returning his laugh with an embarrassed smile, she nodded. “Weird, huh?”
“I would have thought it would be the other way around – that losing your hair would be the breaking point. But I am not you,” replied D’Arnot. “And, again, I am not mad.”
She nodded her head and then rested it upon his chest. “You can put me back in the doll suit if you want. I’m okay now. I think I just had to tell you.” Kyra looked up at him and smiled. “But I think I was just caught off guard for this…for how it looked. I wasn’t quite ready for it.”
“Maybe tomorrow we will put the suit back on. But for now, let’s just let it go,” was his understanding response.
 
A day later, as the couple completed their breakfast, Kyra took up the events of the previous day. “What made you decide to shave my head?” she asked, rubbing her hand over her bare scalp.
John shrugged. “I wanted to see how you would look so perfectly accoutered,” he admitted. “But I also wanted to make you more doll-like without the doll costume – wanted to see what you looked like. I thought you might find it erotic to have to wear wigs and paint on your eyebrows. I would have put it by you but for you telling me to just do what I wanted.”
Kyra smiled, and then rubbed her hands over her head another time. “It is sort of erotic. And when I look at myself I do look more like a doll.”
“Well, enjoy it while you can,” he laughed. “Your hair will start filling in soon.”
“I’m curious, John, when did you get that doll stand?” she asked. 
“I’ve had it for a few weeks,” he admitted. “I got it right after I had your boobs done.”
Cocking her head, Kyra asked, “Does it work? I mean, we talked about it in your fantasies…you talked about it. But does it work like what you described?” 
“There are two reservoirs beneath the platform. One for fresh water and another for waste,” he told her. “There are also two spouts that can be attached to hoses, if you don’t want to use the reservoirs. All you need to do is plug it in and program it.”
Blushing, a naked Kyra smiled at D’Arnot and, looking down at her empty plate suggested they make use of it. “I mean, if you really want to use it. Do you?”
John returned her smiled, and then reached across the table to cup her chin and raise her head. “I do ma chère…very much.”
 
The study was dark but for the frequent flashes of lightning that filtered through the curtained windows. Naked but for the jeweled plug and stiletto heels that were locked on her ankles, Kyra stood still as death. A clap of thunder sounded in the distance. 
It had been two weeks since her breakdown. In that time, and in spite of her lover’s claimed enthusiasm, he had not made use of the doll stand. Worse, his use of her, frequent as it was, had diminished dramatically. No longer did he throat fuck her at first light, nor was he so prone to enjoying her during moments of leisure. For these reasons she had begun to question herself, her actions, and indeed, his attraction to her; and it was this that had driven her from the warmth of their bed. 
Relegated to a distant corner of the study was the doll stand. At once it had been an imposing piece of machinery, frightening in its design and purpose. No longer was it so. Now it tantalized her, threatened to answer her wants, and made her wonder how it would feel to be made a part of it. Stepping to it, she reached out and ran her hands over the phallus experimentally. She climbed atop the platform, noticing its padded top while measuring her height against both posts. Then she ran her hands over her skull, feeling the new-grown hair. Had she missed her opportunity? He had shown no signs of wanting her in the doll suit or on the stand since her breakdown. What if he didn’t want her that way anymore? Was their relationship heading to more mundane sex? Would he leave her? She could not bear the thought.
Rain pounded against the windows and wind whistled through the trees, threatening to fell them with each hurricane-like gale. All the while in the darkened room beyond the study there stood the tall, muscular figure of John Francis D’Arnot, watching as Kyra continued her explorations of the doll stand.
D’Arnot watched as she poked about, seemingly testing her height against the two posts. Several times she stepped on and off the short platform, investigating each post, the collar, the phallus. She knelt on the floor by the thing and found the small control panel and then the power cord hidden in a small compartment. He saw her search for a wall socket in which to plug the power cord. Lightning lit the room, giving her the sight needed to discover her goal. Then, after plugging the cord into the discovered socket, she returned to the device’s controls and made her adjustments. 
Unseen, for Kyra was far too entranced by the device to notice, D’Arnot slipped into the room and took up a chair in the corner furthest from her. Then he watched as she climbed atop the platform to press her bottom against the phallus. Still too tall for her, she went to the controls and lowered the post. Then again she climbed atop the platform. 
With the phallus no longer an obstacle, Kyra removed the jeweled plug from her bottom and placed it on the floor. Then, after a failed attempt at lodging it inside her rectum, she bent and took it in her mouth, thoroughly lubricating it with her own saliva before again attempting to slide it within the tight confines of her anal canal.
John sat forward in stunned silence as he watched her every movement, waiting breathlessly for what he knew must come. Lighting flashed, drawing long shadows across the room. For a long moment all was dark as thunder rolled. Then, in another brilliant flash of light, he saw her back against the phallic post. A flash of light was followed by an immediate crackle of thunder. Then, in the Cimmerian black of the room there came a whimper to his ears. 
At the rear of the open collar was a spring catch designed to close and lock the collar the instant it was tripped. Had Kyra known of this she might have avoided her next action. But she did not know; and it was this ignorance that had led to the whimper heard across the room. For, as she straightened her back and slid her neck between the open collar it snapped shut, leaving her trapped upon the platform.
Wiggling and twisting about Kyra fought to free herself of the restraint. Time and again she sought to slip her fingers between the collar and her neck in hopes of gaining leverage to pry it apart. But unable to slide even a single finger between collar and neck, she soon gave up. Experimentally, she called to her lover, hoping he might hear her above the storm. But that, too, proved futile, and she soon realized that, in all likelihood, she would remain trapped until he ventured into the room. When that would be she could only guess.
For the next hour, and in spite of her knowledge that she was utterly trapped, Kyra would struggle against the steely grip of the collar. Eventually, however, she could no longer muster the energy or the emotional fortitude to struggle. Thus her struggles gave way to helpless tears. But these, too, faded. Presently her only struggle was that of fending off sleep, all the while wondering just how she would explain her situation to D’Arnot. 
 
Having spent the night on watch from a chair positioned beside the study’s door that he might keep watch on the trapped girl, John was considerably fagged. It was, he thought, a small price to pay for ensuring his lover’s safety while enjoying her plight. But by the first signs of the coming day he decided to bring to an end his vigil and Kyra’s long and lonely night. 
Sleepy and ragged, Kyra’s first glimpse of her lover was greeted with a relief that was immediately supplanted by embarrassment. Gathering as much of her wits as was possible, she waited as he approached, all the while searching for an explanation of why she spent the night locked in place atop the doll stand. 
“What in the world are you doing on the doll stand? And you’re locked in!” John feigned surprise, and then asked, “Did you do this on purpose? Where you trying to surprise me or something?”
“Yes, I wanted to surprise you,” Kyra blurted, seizing on his suggestion. 
More than a little amused, and hoping she would paint herself into a corner, he asked, “Is this because of the last time…when I was going to put you on it and you refused?”
Again, Kyra seized on his suggestion. “I felt bad because I ruined things that night. I thought this might make up for it.”
John leaned in and kissed her cheek, stroking her naked body with his hands. Then he frowned and kissed her again. “I thought you were unhappy, ma chère. I thought…but no. I was wrong.”
“What did you think, John?” Kyra asked, suddenly worried. “What were you wrong about?”
Dropping his eyes to the floor, he spoke haltingly. “I thought…I thought I had gone too far, Kyra. I thought you were…unhappy with our relationship…that you might leave me.”
“No! John, no!” she exclaimed. “I love you John. I was just overwhelmed by everything. That’s all. I promise.”
In a voice tinged with worry, he asked, “Then you still want to live out our fantasies together?” 
“I do, John. I really do,” she said softly, hoping to sooth him and ease his worries.
The smile he flashed was thin and unconvincing. “You told me to do what I wanted to do with you…you told me not to tell you. Is that still your wish?”
“John…look at me,” she demanded. Then, in her most comforting voice, she told him, “I meant it then; and I mean it now.”
D’Arnot nodded and smiled a still sad smile. “Forgive me for being a fool. But I cannot help it. Love makes me so.” 
“Kiss me,” she whispered. He leaned in and kissed her, breaking when their passions were aroused. 
Knowing her exhaustion and feeling only slightly less exhausted than she, John released her from the collar’s metal embrace and allowed her from the doll stand. Then, together they marched to their bedroom where they made gentle love and fell into a deep, and much needed sleep.
 
Awakened by the phone, John left the bed and headed into the bathroom so as not to disturb his sleeping charge. Brief was the conversations, and when he returned to the bedroom it was to see a smiling Kyra.
“We’re meeting Beatrice for dinner,” he announced. 
Her lone experience with Beatrice being one of discomfort, Kyra was unsure how to react. Nonetheless, she offered a soft, “Okay,” and then slipped out of bed and approached her lover. “You’ve known her a long time, haven’t you?” she asked, throwing her arms around him.
“She is my oldest friend,” he confirmed. 
Offering an uneven smile, she said, “She makes me uncomfortable. Something about her…it makes me uneasy.”
“Well, when you met her you weren’t in the most comfortable of situations,” he laughed. “I mean, you were in one of the doll suits.”
Grinning back at D’Arnot, she nodded her head. “That’s true.”
“Let’s get your heels off so we can get clean. Then we’re off,” he told her.
 
At her lover’s insistence, Kyra was forced to wear a tight, black skirt and an even tighter white blouse. Braless, for she had no bras that would fit, she noted that, while the blouse was not shear, there was little left to the imagination. This she noted to her lover and begged him to allow her a less obvious outfit. All offered arguments, however, were quickly scotched.
 



Chapter 12
 
The restaurant, a small Mexican eatery, was dimly lit. Nor, to Kyra’s relief, were there many patrons; and after briefly suffering the obvious eyes of the hostess, the two were seated at a table where they waited for the inevitable appearance of D’Arnot’s friend. 
“You seem nervous,” John offered his observance, following their ordering of margaritas.
Kyra smirked. “You think? I mean, my tits stick out like…like beach balls,” she exaggerated, “how could I not be nervous?” Just then the sound of an effusively affectionate Beatrice caught their ears. 
“Francis, Kyra! So good to see you both,” she said, quickly making her way to their table. “It’s been far too long.” She leaned over and kissed D’Arnot’s cheek, and then repeated her greeting with Kyra. 
“Oh my, but don’t you look lovely, my dear!” exclaimed Beatrice, her eyes clearly focused on Kyra’s enhanced breasts. Then she sat down, still smiling and called to the waiter. After a quick drink order she returned her attention to the couple. “So, tell me, what have you two been up to?”
“Well, I’ve been easing back my business and letting my advisor take the reign, for one,” began D’Arnot, “and I recently took Kyra in to see the doctor about a few enhancements. Other than living life with my lady love things have been fairly quiet.”
“Don’t be embarrassed, dear,” Beatrice told the girl who was visibly red and seemed to shrink in her seat. “I knew you had been…er…adjusted, the moment I saw you.” Then she turned her attention to D’Arnot. “And shame on you for embarrassing her like that, you terrible man!” she laughed. 
Kyra offered a brief smile. “Thank you, Beatrice.”
“Oh, you’re quite welcome, my dear,” Beatrice replied. “But really, sometimes I think the boy has no tact. But you can only try to raise them right.” She laughed again, and then gave D’Arnot an evil look. “At any rate, your enhancements look phenomenal. I especially like that you had your lips filled in a little. Not too much, but just the right amount.”
Kyra furrowed her brow and shook her head. “No, these are my lips. We just did my boobs and had my body hair removed.”
“Ah, I see,” nodded Beatrice, “What prompted such a short haircut, though? You have beautiful hair. You should let it grow out.”
Again, Kyra reddened. Then, looking at D’Arnot, she said, “That was just a minor experiment gone wrong, I think.” 
“Good! You really do have lovely hair. I miss your bangs. They give you a sort of Bettie Page look and frame your face perfectly,” Beatrice told her. “And really, you have such a lovely face. Especially your nose…it’s just perfect, and even though I generally don’t care for it, the little piercing you have is just as lovely.”
The older woman looked at her friend and smiled. “I certainly hope you don’t have any plans for more changes to this lovely girl. I know you have your fetishes but I do think you’ve done enough.” She reached out and patted Kyra’s shoulder. “Don’t let him do anymore to you. You’re simply perfect as is.”
“I quite agree, Beatrice,” John told the woman. “I’ve no intention of doing other than has already been done.”
Just then the waiter arrived to take their orders. Before long they were in the midst of a lively conversation, laughing and arguing as they discussed various topics. To Kyra’s relief, little more was mentioned regarding her appearance, though John was made considerably uncomfortable when Beatrice broached the subject of marriage.
“You do intend on making an honest woman of her, I hope,” asked a supremely self-satisfied Beatrice. She turned to Kyra and smiled. “I suggest you hold out until he proposes. Even then I suggest you hold out.”
“You’re quite the evil bitch, aren’t you, Beatrice?” D’Arnot fired back.
“I prefer the term ‘sadistic bitch’ if you please!” laughed Beatrice. “It has a much better ring.”
Following dinner, and after a lengthy goodbye, the couple decided to take a brief walk down the town’s main street. As was their penchant when doing so they paid visits to several shops. D’Arnot bought her a rose and a small, jade necklace that garnered a hearty smile. 
Presently, their walk led them back to his car. It was there that Kyra revisited the subject of her lips. “You had them done when you did my breasts, didn’t you?” she asked.
The couple entered his car and closed the doors. Then he looked at Kyra and smiled. “I did,” he admitted.
Only slightly stunned, Kyra nodded her head. “The same sort of implant as my breasts or just injections?”
“They’re the same implant. But it won’t be nearly as extreme,” he told her.
“John, we discussed the lips a lot. It was in all of our fantasies,” began Kyra. “Never were they simply large. They were huge to the point where I couldn’t talk. Is that what you did?”
John shook his head. “No. You should be able to talk just as well as you can now. But they will be fuller and nearly bow shaped.”
“I guess I didn’t know it because of the pain killers,” she mused.
“That and it was a small implant. Just a string, as Jerry put it, and a very small hole on the inside of each lip,” confirmed D’Arnot. 
Already filling her imagination were images of lips shaped like inner tubes, her mouth nearly immovable and unable to pronounce even the simplest of words; and in that moment she faded into a dreamlike state of mind. “Okay,” she said, meekly.
 
The following day Kyra found herself, once again, encased in the pink, rubber-like material that was her newest doll costume. As was the case when she last occasioned to wear the suit, a catheter, the end of which led into a bladder within her vaginal cavity, had been installed. Thus accoutered, she was used roughly by her lover and then placed upon the doll stand now residing in his office. 
Upon placing her on the doll stand it was announced that John had pressing business. He then fitted two, hard rubber sleeves around her knees. To these he attached two, short metal rods that were then attached to the stand’s shorter post, explaining they were for her safety. “I don’t want you sagging on the post and driving it up inside of you,” he explained as he attached them. 
As she stood upon the stand Kyra could only watch and listen as he discussed business with his advisor. Presently she came to understand that his business plans had changed somewhat and he would soon be forced into activity. This did not bother her in the least. For, as happy as she was to spend all her time with D’Arnot at his estate she was ready for a change, however brief it might be. 
 
Ever careful, D’Arnot was not lax in her care; and understanding she would likely suffer dehydration without his careful attention, he would leave his desk hourly to offer her water. Thus, when she was freed some three hours later, she discovered a strange and altogether unfamiliar fullness. For several moments after stepping from the doll stand she wondered at the sensation. Then she realized it was the expanding bladder within her vaginal cavity. How long she would be forced to endure it she had no way of knowing. More important to her, however, was her worry that it might, somehow, form a leak within her body cavity. Thus, in spite of her rough use and her lover’s liberal application of the pleasure inducing implants, she found it nearly impossible to fully enjoy his attentions. 
After his use of her, John decided to remove the doll stand to the downstairs study. Then, after mounting her atop the device once again, he removed one of the containers and filled it with water. Upon its replacement he activated the control that would provide Kyra the first of many automated enemas. 
“Do you still like being a dolly?” he asked, when first the enema began.
Her mouth held wide, Kyra was able only to utter a guttural sound indicating she did.
“I’m going to feed you now,” he told her, and then turned and departed the room.
Confused for a moment, Kyra quickly remembered her conversations where a tube was forced down her throat and liquid nourishment poured into her stomach. She knew it could not possibly come to be. It was simply not possible. But when he returned with a large bag attached to a long tube she knew it was. 
“Keep your throat open, Kyra. I don’t want you to choke,” he uttered as he placed the feeding tube on her tongue.
Instantly her hands went up to his shoulders and she pushed him back. This was not something she wanted, no matter her fantasies. But he calmed her, cooed in her ears and kissed her doll-like face. Soothed by his words, she dropped her hands to his chest and let out a slight, high pitched whine. 
“Be the doll,” he soothed. “Be your fantasy. Be my fantasy.”
He pressed onward, slipping the tube into her mouth, across her tongue and into the back of her throat. Again she stopped him, letting out another whine. This time she did not push him back. Instead, she closed her eyes and forced herself to relax; and in that instant she felt the tube begin a slow, surreal descent down her esophagus and into, she imagined, her stomach. 
“That’s a good dolly,” he cooed. 
Satisfied with the tubes depth, John held bag containing her liquid diet before her and began to squeeze it, slowly emptying its contents into her stomach. Only when the bag was empty did D’Arnot remove the tube.
With her belly suddenly full, Kyra noted a further fullness within. For, as her enema had progressed so had the bladder within her vaginal cavity expanded. Now she felt a tremendous need to urinate and evacuate her bowels; and this, she knew, would not come to pass any time soon. 
 



Chapter 13
 
Were it not for Kyra, the couple would have adhered to their agreement that she be made into a doll but once a month. However, after once again experiencing a series of intense orgasms and the near mindless state of ecstasy that followed, her thoughts on the matter altered dramatically. Only a month later they were engaging in their doll play on a far more regular basis. Unfortunately, the toll it took was tremendous, and the two months that followed left her utterly exhausted and barely able to function. This, if nothing else, forced them to fall back on their previous plan.
During that time, Kyra’s breasts and lips had continued to grow. Something she hardly noticed until long after they had taken on their final shape and size. It was nearing their second anniversary when she finally noticed her dramatic and exaggerated appearance.
Later that night as the couple entered their bedroom she halted him. “Tell me, John,” she began as she stepped back from him slightly, “do I look the way you imagined when you got my implants?”
Cocking his head, he offered a smile. “I can’t say exactly. But as close as could be expected.”
“Then you wanted me to look synthetic?”
“What makes you think you look synthetic?” he asked, brows furrowed as he stared at her.
She smirked. “My breasts are perfectly round, impossibly high and ridiculously large,” she said. “My lips…they are slightly too full and a near perfect bow. And, John, look at how they’re always slightly parted. That’s how I look synthetic. Even without the doll costume.”
“I don’t think it looks synthetic,” he lied. “I think you simply look overly endowed and I think your lips are absolutely beautiful.”
She shrugged. “Okay.” 
“Now you tell me, Kyra, are you still a blank slate? Do you still feel that way?” he asked.
She shrugged again. “No, I guess not.”
“Then you know who you are and what you are?” he followed.
Looking at him blankly with her big, violet eyes, she nodded. “I’m a doll now, John. A sex crazed doll.”
“You sound sad, Kyra. Why?”
She frowned. “I’m sad because…because I was so much more. I’m sad because I’m in love with you and you are the only thing that makes me happy.”
“Why would that make you sad, Kyra?” asked a perplexed D’Arnot.
“Because I know you must have done something to me,” she told him. “What I feel, what I have become is not natural. Looking back, I know when you did whatever you did. And it ruined me. What you did wasn’t right. But there is nothing we can do about it, is there?”
His eyes narrowed. “What do you mean that I did something to you? You let me do everything that we ever did. I never forced you to do anything.”
She laughed. “That’s a lie. I know it’s a lie. I can’t prove it, but I know it.”
“Be specific, Kyra. Tell me what it is that I lied about,” he demanded. 
“It’s not natural to cum when you suck dick,” she told him, a hint of anger in her voice. “But I do. And I remember that it started right after we had my hair removed. I know you did something…had something done at that clinic. That doctor – O’Connell – he did something to me. That’s why I get excited when you fuck my throat.”
Continuing his denial, D’Arnot waved off her accusation. “That’s ludicrous!” he insisted.
“But there is more. I know there is. My sex drive? You had something done…maybe did something with hormones. Yes, I always had a healthy sex drive, but never what it has become. I can barely think of anything but sex. Don’t deny it, John. It doesn’t matter anyway. I’m yours no matter what. I have no choice.”
Everything was falling apart. He could deny it, but she knew; and he feared nothing could change that. Worse, he knew their relationship would soon become one of enmity. He had to do something. But all he could think of was denial. 
“First of all, what you are talking about is science fiction bullshit. No one could do what you are suggesting,” D’Arnot told her. “And what do you mean that you’re mine no matter what – that you have no choice?”
She narrowed her eyes as a tear fell down her cheek. More tears followed as her own words sank into the pit of her being. “It means that I am a nymphomaniac, and that I need to cum more than I need to breathe. But I can’t get the kind of orgasm I need without being face fucked like a whore. Even now I want you in my throat so I can get that fucking orgasm!” She started yelling. “And I know that you are the only one…however you did it…who can give me what I need. So I’m yours. Do with me as you will. Just fucking get to it! Finish the job of turning me into whatever it is you are turning me into.”
Still defensive, D’Arnot twisted about, looking for an answer as to how to convince her that the truth was otherwise. Finally his eyes settled on a box in the open closet. Rushing over to it, he rummaged about, eventually finding what he needed: a large, flexible dildo. Then he turned to her and demanded she kneel. 
“So, having something in the back of your throat makes you cum, does it?” he hissed.
“Yes,” she cried. 
He forced her head back and pushed the dildo into her open mouth. Roughly he began fucking her throat with the thing. “Is this making you cum? Is it? If I did something to you to make you cum with a dick in your throat this should do it, too! Answer me!”
Kyra fell back, her face red and covered with tears, saliva and snot. “No! Oh, God, no!” she cried. Then she rolled to her side and hugged her knees to her ample breasts. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” she cried. 
Staring at the girl, he watched as she slowly crawled to him and hugged his legs. “I’m so sorry. I’m so, so sorry, John. I don’t know what I’m saying. Please…please forgive me. It’s all just so much.”
Slowly, he bent down and pulled her arms from around his legs. Then, with gentle hands and a strong grip, he lifted her from the floor and cradled her in his arms. “Worry not, ma chère,” he whispered. “It is but stress.” 
Then, still holding her in his strong arms, he walked to the bed and eased her into its comforting embrace. Then he lay down beside her and held her while she cried. 
 
With her surprising and accurate revelation, John feared the worst. Soon, he knew, she would find more evidence to back her suspicion. What it was he did not know. But the mere fact that she had divined some modicum of truth worried him beyond measure. He was in love with her, needy for her and for her ongoing happiness. So needing, he determined to cut back on their more exotic sex play and to concentrate on their relationship.
A month passed before they would again indulge in doll play. “It takes too much of a toll on you to do it more often,” he explained. Kyra, though unhappy with his comments, agreed that he was very much correct.
 
As the days grew long and the seasons changed, Kyra became ever more aggressive. Wanting more frequent doll play, and needing sexual gratification more frequently than D’Arnot could provide her frustration grew. Then, one evening as they ate dinner, her frustration came to a boil, erupting in a terrible fight. 
For the next two months the couple would fight often. Her sexual frustration, the lack of doll play and her ever-present suspicion of the truth being the most frequent cause. Still, for the most part, they got on well. However, seeing that things were heading towards an unhappy end, John D’Arnot made a call that would provide both with everlasting happiness. Thus was the fate of their relationship and future happiness sealed.
 
It was a cool night. The sun had only just set. Without the house there sounded the call of frogs, birds and other fauna. Only recently had the couple completed a rousing session of rough throat fucking. So satisfied, and rightfully tired, the two had retired to the couch and were holding a pleasant conversation. Eventually, John brought up a topic he was almost certain would generate a positive reaction.
“I was thinking…tomorrow is Friday. Maybe we could go out early, take in a movie and then you could have another go as a dolly. It’s been awhile and you seem to be back to your normal self.”
Smiling, Kyra nodded. “That would be nice,” she said, and then added, “I’m sorry I’ve been so horrible, John. And I’m sorry I keep accusing you of doing things to me that you could not possibly have done.”
“Don’t worry it, ma chère,” he replied, smiling. “We all have moments when we are not at our best.”
“Thank you for your understanding. Really. It’s important you know how much I appreciate it,” she told him. “And I promise to be better.”
 
Next day, after the couple had returned from their movie, they set out on recreating their doll fantasy. It was as they headed upstairs to their bedroom that John suggested a further twist; “I would like to shave your head again,” he told her. “I was remembering how good it looked – better than with slicked back hair – and I would very much like it if you would indulge me.” 
Disagreeable though it was, Kyra reluctantly agreed.
 
Staring at the mirror, Kyra could barely believe her eyes. The suit that had been applied was dissimilar to those she had previously worn in that there was no vaginal entry. Were it not for her enormous breasts her appearance would have been more like that of a manikin than sex doll. When she inquired as to the whereabouts of the catheter she was informed that it too was contained beneath her suit. 
“Do you like it?” D’Arnot inquired after answering all her questions.
Turning towards him, she offered a failed smile. “I do. I even like how I look without hair this time.”
“Tell me, ma chère, why is it so this time when it was not so the last?” he asked.
“I think I was ready for it this time,” she answered. “Last time it took me by surprise. I think I was in shock. Definitely I was not ready for it.”
John smiled at her. Then he set to binding her arms behind her and fitting her teeth with the inserts that would hold open her mouth. Then he set to making good use of his doll. 
 
It was nearing ten in the evening when Kyra was mounted on the doll stand, fed and the doll stand set to administering the first enema of the weekend. Then, as the enema commenced she felt a drowsiness overcome her and was soon fast asleep.
 



Chapter 14
 
Kyra’s eyes blinked open. Before her was the familiar bed of her lover, John D’Arnot. This did not concern her in the least, for it was not uncommon for him to rise early and make breakfast while she slept. Then she heard the unmistakable sounds of water running in the bathroom. Comforted by the knowledge that he would soon free her of the doll stand on which she stood, she waited, anticipatory of the use she would soon enjoy.
As she waited, Kyra noted that her feet were surprisingly pain free. This was a welcome relief from her expectations, and she assumed she had simply become accustomed to the long hours standing in her high heels atop the doll stand. Then again, it was possible that John had, unknown to her, made some adjustment to her shoes or changed them for a new, more comfortable pair. 
She watched the open bathroom door, and the shadow he cast on the floor. It seemed strangely different, smaller maybe. Then he heard a voice. It was high and melodic. It was familiar, too; and it was singing. Wondering if her mind were playing tricks on her, Kyra watched and listened as intently as her plastic-coated ears allowed. Then, from the bathroom, and into the bedroom, strode a robe-clad Beatrice.
“Ah, I see you are awake, my dear,” Beatrice addressed her. 
Stunned and wondering at the whereabouts of her lover, Kyra spoke an unintelligible question. 
“Ah, I cannot understand you, Kyra. But I am certain you are quite surprised to see me, are you not?” asked Beatrice.
“Ah hah,” she confirmed.
“Let me catch you up, then. First, Francis…or John, as you call him, is out of town.” Beatrice informed the girl. “Pressing business, I was told - an emergency of some kind, the details of which escape me. That being said, he asked me to take care of you while he was gone.”
Beatrice moved about the room, drying her hair. “I love your shower, by the way. I simply must get one.”
Frustrated and afraid, Kyra watched the diminutive woman and wondered at the odd circumstances. 
“At any rate,” Beatrice continued as she came to stand before the girl, “things are rather different than you remember them.” Then she laughed. “I’m sorry for laughing, my dear. But you will understand when I have completed my tale…well, your tale, really.”
Kyra cried out, hoping John might hear her cry. 
“He isn’t here, I told you,” chided Beatrice. “Now, may I get on with my tale?”
Unsure what action she should take, and knowing it would not matter, Kyra nodded. 
“The last night you remember – or will ever remember – occurred nearly four years ago. That night, as you stood on your doll stand, you were fed a powerful sedative,” Beatrice began. “Once the sedatives had taken effect you were taken to the clinic where your breast augmentation had taken place. You remained there for three months.”
“During that time you were reduced to something less than human and only slightly more than a sex doll. Nothing remains of your reproductive system, nor are their remnants of your sexual persuasion save your enormous breasts. The list of changes is lengthy, and I’ve no interest in going over them all now. Just the same, my personal favorite is what was done to your mind. You see, my dear, you are no longer capable of converting short term memory to long term. And that is why I am here, taking care of you.”
Kyra stared blankly at the women. It was unbelievable and could not possibly be true. Yet why was John absent and the woman here?
“Yes, I can understand why you don’t believe me, “said a smiling Beatrice. “That’s why I bought these.” She turned and strode to the bed, bent over and then returned with several different newspapers. “Do you see the date on this one?”
Kyra nodded. 
Several more papers were shown to the girl, all showing a date that, for her, had not yet come to pass. 
“Yes, I showed them to you yesterday and the day before that,” Beatrice told her. Then she laughed. “I thought about getting another the second day of your care but then I realized it wouldn’t matter. Amusing, no?”
But it was not amusing to the girl. It was terrifying.
“Oh yes, I’ve been here for almost a week. Each day it’s the same thing,” she laughed again. “Not exactly the same thing, but close enough. Hmm, but you never seem to see the humor in the situation.”
“Oh, let me flip on the television…a news channel should have the date. It did yesterday,” said the older woman. 
As the scene played out before her, Kyra could hardly believe a word of what had she had been told. But as the date flashed across the bottom of the television screen it became obvious that the woman was speaking truth. It was then that a terrible wail escaped her open mouth.
When at last the girl had settled into a quieter state of crying, Beatrice came to her side. “Don’t worry, dear. You won’t remember any of this tomorrow,” she said, her voice soft and soothing. “It will be like the very first time all over again.”
Shocked by the woman’s cruelty, Kyra looked at the woman, eyes blazed with hatred. 
“Yes, you looked at me like that yesterday, as well. You certainly are consistent,” said Beatrice. Then she laughed. “Oh, I am so glad I didn’t follow Francis’ instructions to keep you sedated. This has been far more enjoyable than just staring at a sleeping dolly.”
Eyes still ablaze and with tears rolling down her cheeks, Kyra let out another terrible wail. But there was nothing she could do; and as she watched the television and the rolling ticker she determined that she would not forget what she had been told. She would remember – and she would exact vengeance on both John D’Arnot and Beatrice Rappaport. 
“Well, I must get dressed and look in on my own toys,” Beatrice said cheerfully as she slipped into her clothing. “But I’ll be back soon to keep you company.”
 
Kyra’s trail led from Seattle to New York. From there she purchased a plane ticket to France; and it was there the trail went dark. Neither the authorities, nor the detectives hired to discern her whereabouts were able to learn more. It was as if she had simply vanished into the ether. Five years later, and after exhausting every resource possible, her family was forced to give up their search.
 
Kyra’s eyes blinked open. Before her was the familiar but empty bed of her lover, John D’Arnot. This did not concern her in the least, for it was not uncommon for him to rise early and make breakfast while she slept. Then she heard the unmistakable sounds of water running in the bathroom. Comforted by the knowledge that he would soon free her of the doll stand on which she stood, she waited, anticipatory of the use she would soon enjoy. 
As she waited, Kyra noted that her feet were surprisingly pain free. This was a welcome relief from her expectations, and she assumed she had simply become accustomed to the long hours standing in her high heels atop the doll stand. Then again, it was possible that John had, unknown to her, made some adjustment to her shoes or changed them for a new, more comfortable pair. 
She watched the open bathroom door, and the shadow he cast on the floor. Then she heard a voice. It was rich, deep and melodic, and it sang a jaunty song. A good omen, she thought, for the weekend. 
“Ah, I see you are awake, my little sex doll,” said a nude John D’Arnot as he exited the bathroom and approached her. 
But as he neared the girl, she recoiled in shock. For the man before her was stooped and shuffled slowly. This man, she knew, could not be her lover. Yet it was. Seemingly overnight the man had aged tremendously and she feared for his life. Then, as if she had predicted the future the man collapsed, dead.
 



Epilogue
 
The passing of John Francis D’Arnot was not a tremendous shock to those who knew him well. Several strokes over the recent five years had reduced the once vibrant man to a shell of his former self. For this reason Beatrice had taken to staying with the man for long stretches of time; and it was she who had the misfortune to discover the man as he lay dead on his bedroom floor. 
Quickly, and with tear filled eyes, she cleared the room of any and all evidence of his crimes. Then the heart broken woman made the necessary call to those who would remove the body. 
 
The funeral was a small affair, with few attendees. Of those who did attend, none seemed more distressed than Seamus O’Neal. It was to this man that Beatrice gravitated. 
After a long and heartfelt conversation the two exchanged numbers and promised to stay in touch. They met again at the reading of the will, wherein it was discovered that the entirety of D’Arnot’s vast fortune and his several homes, had been left to his trusted advisor. Left to Beatrice was the entirety of his remaining art collection. 
“He must have loved you very much to leave his estate to you,” Beatrice mused as they departed. 
“We were great friends,” replied the man. “Like brothers. It was I who arranged the transport of art to your facility in Seattle.”
Beatrice smiled. “Then perhaps you will help me with one particular piece?”
 
 
The End
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