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Making Vows > Taking Them


Jay

Slavery descended so banally, with a walk down a hotel hallway.

The city itself was banality embodied: Dayton, Ohio. It was Midwestern July hot outside, the evening truly smothering at well past eight o’clock. Facing the dread inevitability of his wedding two days hence, Joshua ‘Jay’ Hawkins Jr. (a.k.a. ‘Screamin’ Jay’ after an old blues singer), nevertheless headed up the corridor with a spring in his step.

This was the Ritz-Carlton. Still all the glamour of Monte Carlo couldn’t have more enlivened him. He hadn’t seen the friend (and so much more) on the other side of the approaching door in nearly a year. If the ceremony on Sunday impended like an execution, this felt like the condemned man’s last repast – or conjugal contact.

If this was indeed the end, at least he’d never yet lacked for action.

At five-eleven and one-ninety, his medium build trim, Jay considered himself about average. His chin wasn’t weak, or his cheeks all marred with blemish scars. His brown hair and eyes were entirely ordinary. Fortunately he’d always been wealthy enough for none of that to matter, especially in such a backwater.

Admittedly a bit indiscriminate, rich playboy Jay had bedded dozens of women since the gift-finish of his seventeenth birthday party. Now just a weekend shy of eight years to the day, still only that original initiate persisted in her ability to consistently thrill him. Freshly titivated on the elevator up, the raunchy dog didn’t delay for even a sprits of breath spray upon arriving at the indicated doorway. Nor did he bother with the knocker but just hammered the wooden panel. This was wrenched open in seconds. Somebody inside was just as eager as he to renew their lifelong, unfortunately intermittent, maybe-finally-doomed dalliance.

“Jay, baby! My ally from our daycare days! Get in here so I can devour your lovely body alive! I swear, after all these years, I am not leaving a single scrap of you for that insufferable bitch to finally get!”

Jay was grabbed by the tie and literally yanked inside. While he was recovering from stumbling, the door slammed emphatically behind him. When he looked up, banality had been fabulously banished – perhaps permanently.

Sporting a new tattoo, another piercing or two and the fact that she’d changed her hair again, best-friend-forever Jennifer just bristled with exotica atop the familiar. Five-ten, mostly slender and athletic, she exuded an inner vibrancy that was (as always) more daunting than any amount of body art, modification or even the rakish new razor-styling and purple highlighting now adorning what was originally a fabulously healthy wealth of shining jet hair.

Attacking the hospitality supplies, her every lithe bend and flex seemed pent with feral aggression. Then Jen cast him a glance askance. Even obliquely, it was that amazingly piercing gaze that most captivated. Uncomfortably identical to those of her terror of a twin, this younger heir to the Chandler fortune (by only three brief minutes, alas) boasted remarkably large eyes of an extraordinarily expressive hazel.

Brown, green, and even hints of gold tints mingling in their intricately interleaved rings, those beautifully striated irises could be as variable as their owners’ moods – and more eloquent than any language. Beyond hip to their code, Jay was well used to seeing them scintillating like ice, cutting like knives or darkening like the sea just before a roaring storm. Now joyfully alight with spite (spiced by rampant lust and a deliciously impish mischief), the gaze that could be so evisceratingly frigid in her sister was instead so hotly electrifying that Jay jumped at Jen’s ejaculation as though jolted by live voltage.

“Well?! What you waiting for? Get your ass naked – unless you want to be leaving here in the complementary bathrobe. You’ve got ‘til I finish making these drinks. Then those fancy threads get rent to shreds.

“Jesus, I can’t believe the day is really nearly here. I’ve been railing against this for ten fucking years. And still you’re actually planning to marry that harridan!”

Not bothering with futile argument – they both knew he had no choice despite sisterly competition’s endless objections – Jay contented himself with silent ogling. It was hard enough trying to swiftly strip without a single trip or ripping off his underwear-entangled, already erecting dick. The sights on offer had been denied for such a torturously long time…

Of course in Jennifer’s regular absences there was always his boss Julia, now head of the company, always Queen of the Harpies. But where Jay’s designated fiancé wore only horribly staid business suits armoring away any possible eroticism that might be suggested by such impressively heavy and upswept breasts, Jennifer as always gloried in being blatantly contrary. Tonight she wore but a skimpy clingy strapless black mini that left absolutely nothing to the wondering.

No possible bra, no discernible panty lines. Nipples and vulva both exquisitely sculpted in satiny sable relief… Between the scandalously short hem just clutching her bulbous butt and the similarly tight-fitting soft leather boots that reached to just past her kneecaps, black fishnet stockings and garters were fashionably exposed. Framed against the drinks table (a pair of ice buckets held full bottles of Stoli’s and Dom Perignon), twenty-six year-old Jennifer looked every bit the quintessential temptress she’d always been – and then some. Turning and smirking at him standing there naked and oh-so rigid already, she handed him a glass and clinked the rim with her own. Those leviathan eyes somehow devilishly gleeful and sorrowfully reproachful both, Jen taunted him with her toast.

“Here’s to the death of freedom and manhood. You better pray this ending frenzy makes up for all the hell ahead.”

“Knowing you, I’m sure it will. Knowing your sister… Well, I’d better do my own damnedest to make sure we truly make this night one for the ages.”

He shouldn’t have mentioned Julia. Rather than drink, Jennifer fired right up. She was determined to take every possible opportunity to vent until they all stood at the altar. Then who knew what she might do? Agreeing to forevermore hold her peace seemed far from guaranteed.

“Goddamn it, I can’t believe you mean to go through with this shit! You will so regret it!”

Jay gave resigned patience yet another try.

“Girl of my dreams, we’ve been over this a million times, ever since we were fifteen – or I was fourteen. Unless I want to discover how the other ninety-nine percent lives, I don’t have a choice in this. Bitch to our parents about it, while a couple of ‘em are still around. I’m not the one who arrived in the delivery room three minutes too late to inherit.”

“I couldn’t help that! The pushy bully beat me to the escape hatch. If we were eagle chicks, she would have pecked me to death and thrown me out of the goddamn nest.”

Changeable as always, Jenny giggled at the image. She tossed back her drink in a gulp.

Jay followed suit.

The premium Russian vodka was so cold it was treacly, so tasty and perfect in effect… Yet watching Jen set down her glass and blot those lusciously plump lips with a napkin, Jay fell prey again to that agonizingly familiar regret. Why did she have to keep reminding him? And financial shenanigans and deathbed promises aside, why oh why the hell couldn’t the two identical yet diametrically different twins have been switched for him?

Since it couldn’t be helped (short of a convenient lightning strike or even bloody murder) Jay tried not to dwell on the injustice. However it might delight to wish a messy death on hateful Julia, real life wasn’t like Shakespeare, or even tabloid TV. Not unless a worse person than Jay chose to make it that way. As for switching their birthing order, if their futures hadn’t been so predetermined for them so early, neither would have turned out anything like the way they had.

Loaded with responsibility, brilliant and driven Julia had always faced everything, especially her myriad duties to family and company, way too scrupulously. Spared any such expectations, wild rebel Jen had reveled in being her uptight, upstanding twin’s polar (and thermal) opposite. While one sister got top grades all the way through her MBA, the other dropped out of their elite private high school to motorcycle alone around the continent.

Where the elder remained a rigidly-controlled, apparently asexual virgin still at twenty-six, the younger was wallowing on the carnal wild side while still deep in her teens. Now Julia was running the entire company for their increasingly incapacitated remaining parents (and already making subordinate Jay’s life a nightmare) while Jen was still just running, period – straight towards the most fun and as far away from any responsibility as she could get. Now the spoiled trust-baby pouted a bout of lip-biting petulance.

“Damn your old man. If he were still around I’d kick his meddling ass.”

“Damn your own old man. They set this up together, just like everything else. And we both know who the senior partner was – not to mention the more clever crook.”

“Yeah, but you know whose idea this marriage was originally.”

“Guilty,” sighed Jay. Dismayed that his fierce erection was ebbing away while they debated, he rattled off a quick confession-slash-history lesson he hoped would even the keel.

“My old man, Joshua the first, junior partner in Chandler Software, wanted on his deathbed to ensure his son’s fortune and persistent involvement in the firm he helped found – not to mention that of all the requisite future progeny as well. Business and genetic links must persist! All this despite the boy’s complete lack of any talent, skills, ambition or proper contribution to the cause.

“Having doubtless committed any number of shared crimes in their rise, both partners were also determined to keep the small but vastly lucrative private enterprise they’d created in the hands of what would inevitably become their combined family.

“So papers were drawn up and signed. Solemn promises were given arranging a marriage between heirs. Enforcement mechanisms were crafted into estate planning. Should I fail to wed your sister by the tender age of twenty-five, I shall be automatically dismissed and disinherited in the bargain. And despite the fact that I’ve always far preferred the younger and much saner Miss Chandler, Super-bitch too is relentlessly set on this. She considers herself honor-bound by her promises – or is afraid that seeking legal remedies might unearth unfortunate past irregularities.

“So that’s that. Despite her bitter, martyred contempt, your sister is insistent. And that means this is happening, no matter where the fault ultimately belongs. Like you said, you were her womb-mate, kid. You know what an unrelenting Godzilla she is.”

“Too fucking well, my old playpen friend.”

They laughed together at that; their easy communion smoothly resumed.

Setting down his glass too, Jay kissed his soul-mate a deep and belated hello, welcome back at last, I missed you so damn bad! They embraced and swayed. Jay thought they were probably both thinking of those daycare days, when even way back as toddlers they’d had to band together defensively against the wrathful tantrums of belligerent Princess Julia.

Such pooling of protection under sisterly duress only continued over the years, strengthening both those bonds of dependency and each partner in the process. With family and business ever overlapping, they all grew up in close proximity and nature and propinquity took their course. Adventuresome Jennifer had already coaxed Joshua Junior into playing the local kissing games, which quickly progressed to exploratory fondling in darkened closets. The little demon seemed hell-bent on accelerating past pubescence and right on through the most reckless kind of adolescence when Julia and Jay’s engagement was arranged.

That was the first time Jenny ran away,

Over the ensuing years this became less of a trend than a lifestyle choice. Yet whenever she cared to return Jen remained the most simpatico of companions – and totally unabashed in her affections. Though no doubt this was meant to spite the future wife, the mutual devotion, adoration and erotic attraction between them couldn’t have been more genuine. Inevitably they developed the classic ‘friends-with-benefits’ relationship.

Whenever the profligate prodigal returned from one of her sojourns, they tore each other’s clothes off and went at it like jacked-up rabbits. Whenever pestering parents and Sister Buzz-kill drove Jen away again, Jay reverted to his own incorrigible playboy ways.

Sigh…or least those were the days…

“You spineless bastard, I refuse to lose you like this! I cannot stand to!”

That hissing admission said it all.

“Then do something about it, for both our sakes,” Jay caught himself whisper-begging back.

“Whatever it takes – short of seeing me in prison or penury. I’m not exactly delighting in wedding Miss Virtuous Vengeance either you know. I’ll probably never get it wet again. You know that icicle-diddling bitch can’t wait to lock me up in the house and never let me out.”

“Don’t you think I’m ever going let you fuck her then!”

This was a barely audible growl, albeit with sniffles now against his neck. “I refuse to even consider it. I forbid, forbid, forbid it! You, on the other hand, probably can’t wait to tear off that bland, conservative pants suit. Been jerking off to the thought of fucking my evil doppelganger all these years, haven’t you, filthy horn-dog?”

“Bullshit!” No way could Jay let that sass pass.

“You think I’m risking frostbite of the penis here? Anyway, Princess Iceberg would never let any warmth of mine infiltrate her sacred crack. It could freeze in there, expand and shatter her to pieces. And do you think such a confirmed virgin has been saving up her precious cherry on my account? She’s openly despised me since the cradle. Either she’s a repressed lesbian or the trauma of our engagement may have turned her off sex in general.

“And seriously, after the way I’ve been living it up all these years right under her bitter, prudish nose, particularly with her hotly resented and hated little sister, I’m sure the bill will be coming devastatingly due. That viciously malicious razor-cooze would love nothing better than to take one amputating bite and devour my monster whole immediately upon insertion, just to see me pining away the rest of my decades in miserably impotent chastity, just like her.”

Jen giggled bizarrely at that image. Then she hardened in his arms.

“Don’t worry, my weak-kneed darling. Beg and you receive. Your old defender Jennifer will save you. I swear it to you right now: I will not lose my rightful prick to that frigid bitch – not forever at least. Not without a fight. And I fucking fight fucking dirty!” Finishing that menacing snarl she battened onto Jay’s throat and began sucking like some immortal leeching creature.

Leaving her trademark love-bites on him two days before a white dress wedding? That was playing pretty damn dirty indeed. Knowing he would pay for it but having prudence overruled by the return of his fiercely hard blue-steeler, Jay let his first and eternally preferred lover go ahead and put her mark upon him. Let her declare him as her very own to one and all. It was nothing but the truth, their asshole families be damned.

Her lips really were so plump and soft and yet powerfully, almost hurtfully strong drawing on him… It was enough to make one psychosomatically lightheaded after a couple of minutes – even weak in the knees indeed. At last flushed and panting Jennifer detached, pulling back and raising her face. She smacked glistening lips as though savoring a succubus’ soul-claiming final draining. Giant, greedily green eyes gleamed refreshed mischief into him from inches away.

“There! Let everyone get a gander at that! In fact, I think I’m going to brand you as long as we’re at it.”

“Wow, how kinky.”

“Oh, you have no idea, doomed groom. Kinky is my new thing. It’s become my overriding organizing principle, thanks to the lengths you’re forcing me take to save our relationship, not to mention your precious prick. In fact kinky now constitutes tonight’s entire agenda.

“Face it my sexy but wimpy darling: if you’re going to risk marrying my overbearing sister, you’re going need me to help you develop an extremely high tolerance for pain and domination. Also, if you’re going to even consider breeding with that fiend on me… Well, we jealous, competitive types might make you want to pay for such an egregious betrayal.”

“You don’t say?”

“I fucking DO say! This cock is my property. Disbelieve me to your detriment, soul-mate.”

“Okay. So what exactly did you have in mind for tonight, oh sinister new mistress of mine?”

“For starters, we need to prevent the first and least of so many hideous injustices. I understand that Princess Julia has forbidden you any bachelor party.”

“That’s my domineering queen-to-be.”

“Well, don’t you worry about a thing, baby. What one twin denies, the other shall provide – or at least compensate for. One kinky exotic dancer coming up. Get that condemned bachelor’s ass over there on the bed!”


Jay

Crisp sheets were considerately turned back, five freshly plumped-up feather pillows piled high against the elegantly configured headboard. Jay reclined supine with his head and shoulders elevated in wonderful luxury. He felt quite the pampered plutocrat. Incredibly sexy backside turned to him, Jennifer took another shot of vodka. She dug into a big handbag. Casually she pulled out what Jay took a second to identify as a teardrop-shaped black spanking paddle. She finished fiddling with her phone and set everything handy on the cart with the ice buckets and drinks. Pushing this closer to the bed, Jen snatched up his current favorite tie on the way by.

“This won’t exactly be the traditional lap dance, my damned bastard bachelor. No chair, and I’m going to tie you up first. If you don’t want to be gagged, thrown over the saddle of my Suzuki, kidnapped and held hostage as well, I’d keep the resistance to a minimum.”

“Resist you? Who could be so foolish as to imagine managing that?”

“Julia may be deluded enough. Or our unconscionably presumptuous parents, trying to dictate all our lives for us. But we’ll just see about all of that. The steeper the challenge, the sweeter the triumph. Put out your goddamn hands!”

More eagerly than meekly, Jay proffered his wrists.

Already twitching with excitement, he caught his breath as Jen leaped nimbly up, boots and all, onto the big hotel bed with him. Clambering astride his belly with her hem giving ground already, she used one end of his necktie to bind his wrists – not too tightly to hurt, but certainly inescapably. The other end she wound about the knob crowning the apex of the bed’s arched headboard, securing his arms stretched comfortably enough above him.

Just the way Jen’s barely contained breast-treasure jiggled in his face while carrying out this part of the game was quite the show on its own. That may have accounted for the unaccustomed acute frisson. But then his childhood protector picked up his shed belt as well. Wordlessly she used this to cinch his ankles together, rendering Jay essentially helpless. And suddenly he understood the obscure appeal bondage could have in an erotic context. Never having experimented with it before, the belatedness of the revelation pained him as much as he found the futility of his struggling inexplicably exhilarating.

Why the fuck hadn’t they tried this ages ago? All the tension of his incapacitation, the pent-up anxiety of being alone and powerless before such a volatile female, seemed to concentrate in his genitals as the purest sexual energy conceivable. Jay’s balls actually crawled. His cock throbbed so hard the head bobbed like a metronome, making the gold ring in his glans (the only piercing Jen had successfully pestered him into getting) trace gleaming little arcs in the air. Observing her methodically lighting the dozens of slender tapers surrounding the bed, Jay had to put voice to the question. “Damn, ma’am, you’ve got my motor revving in the red already! Why haven’t we ever played this way before?”

“Because it wasn’t yet time,” came the indulgent reply. “And because this is not play. This is about salvaging what we can from the rest of your miserable existence.”

Smiling with beguiling commiseration, Jennifer went on to romantically dim the lamps.

“There is an art and a science both to easing a prospective slave into the enduring ways of bondage and discipline, domination and submission,” she lectured. “This beginning of your own training may seem a bit last-minute. But it isn’t. Trust me when I say that everything is going to go exactly as I have planned for us.”

Naturally Jay opened his mouth to ask what the hell she meant by that. Stern new Mistress Jennifer forestalled him, but relatively gently.

“Darling, the first rule of femdom (the philosophy and lifestyle of female domination) is that the ruling mistress makes all of the rules. The second rule is that the designated slave asks no questions, makes no complaints.

“He behaves and obeys, submitting absolutely for his own sake. There is no silly safe word.

“Pleasures will be withheld, and punishment forthcoming regardless of even flawless obedience. Why make either trial more extreme than it needs to be? Unless of course you’ve come to crave the pain, crave the humiliation and domination, the frenzied desperation that comes from chronic coital denial…

“So be silent now, my only temporarily clandestine lifelong personal property, while you look forward to that inevitable day. Or if it’s somehow arrived spontaneously, then save your breath for making lewd and insulting catcalls while I dance for your unworthy enjoyment. I shall repay you most appropriately afterward.”

Lifelong personal property? Pleasures withheld? Appropriate repayment?

Suddenly the ornate walls were closing in, the sheltering canopy crowding down. The candle flames flickered like harbingers of perdition. So why did Jay’s breath catch in his chest again? Why the rash of gooseflesh, and why did his gold-topped cock leap into the most fervent yet salute to the giver of that flesh-penetrating ring of power?

Why did everything dearest friend Jen said about becoming her permanent slave crank up the current on the erotic charge so generously being generated in him?

Jay could answer these queries no more than he could explain how electricity (of any sort) worked in the first place. Physics and chemistry, he guessed. Science…and maybe art, as the lady in charge had said and now demonstrated. Creative aesthetics in motion, devilish Mistress Jennifer was already grinning-minx slinking up to before the foot of that four-poster. There she smoothly moved into the first of her supremely sensual, amazingly graceful gyrations.

Enthralled as he already was, Jay found himself more captive to this latter-day mating display than any sturdy tethers of silk or leather. However sensationally she might beat him for it later, catcalling this otherworldly odalisque seemed akin to blasphemy. Jay could only goggle at her dancing, rapt, his nine-inch homage aching unflaggingly on.


Jay

Honestly, you wouldn’t think it could take long to shed one skimpy satin garment. The striptease Jen did in ridding herself of that mini-dress however seemed to take forever.

Not that tied-up Jay was going anyplace. By the time she stood revealed in only boots, stockings, garters and belt he’d completely forgotten about those more tangible bonds.

So hot, so exotic, so exhilaratingly intimidating was his luscious old love (and new owner!) as she performed so seductively for him with that spanking paddle in hand…Jay couldn’t spare a misspent glance. Everything enraptured, from the pointed toes and stiletto heels of her boots to that ostentatious new hairstyle.

Always long and lushly thick, Jennifer had lately razored a strip over her right ear quite short. With the part running just above a narrow restraining braid, this left the glorious rest draping the other side of her face, where it still fell far enough to brush her breast. Rich obsidian everywhere that it mantled her bare back, the locks on the underside had recently been dyed a shimmering violet. This flashed mesmerizingly whenever exposed by the tossing of Jennifer’s proudly high cheek-boned, unmistakably patrician visage. And as such added touches of exotica only enhanced the original breathtaking beauty, so it went with the rest of her spinning and undulating figure.

The tattoos that graced her flank (this one by far the largest), the outside of the arm opposite, the back of one wrist, her shoulder and the other side of her neck (female power symbols mostly) called attention to themselves only in order to emphasize the perfection of her existing exquisite underlying lines, planes, hollows and swells. Likewise the big two-diamond stud piercing her navel, crossed silver ones in each nipple and the little gold ring glittering from her clitoris (applied the same time as his own, much bigger ring) demanded recognition not so much for themselves but for the svelteness of that belly/setting, the opulence of those perfectly symmetrical breasts and the wildly enticing anomaly that Jennifer’s inner labia naturally protruded completely through the usually concealing outer folds.

As he so often had, Jay wanted to lap at those exposed flaps.

He needed to nibble with his nimblest lips, tongue-flick that ring, delve deep and slather-suckle-slurp until she gushed so copiously all over him again… Then in insanely stymied rebellion he wanted to clamp his grappling hands onto those breasts and squeeze, or drive his raging boner between those succulently plump lips until he emptied himself down his owner’s throat. Failing that, even fondling that throbbing rod for himself would have been such a relief as Jen played the burlesque on and on, always toying so suggestively with that paddle and only gradually working her way closer and closer to the bound voyeur.

Of course he couldn’t do any of those imprudent, even impudent things.

His mistress’ bonds kept Jay’s rutting heat contained, building inside him like a pressure-cooker with a jammed valve. Consummately in control all the while, gorgeous Jennifer had Jay’s keening need truly reaching a feverish peak before her beautifully fluid moves finally began to carry her up onto the expansive mattress with him.

Tossing the paddle adeptly from right hand to left (and now wearing the knuckle-spiked, fingerless black motorcycle gloves she’d just made such dramatic show of donning) Jen snatched up the full bottle of Dom on the way by. Jay tried to make sure his praise (veiled request) couldn’t be construed as a complaint in any way.

“I have never seen anything even remotely as arousing as this performance, mistress, not in a hundred nightclubs. You’ve got my mouth so dry, my palms wet and my cock harder than it’s been in almost eight years to the day.”

“I thought I instructed silence, slave.”

Pop! The stopper flew, the open mouth foamed.

“You’ll get your drink – along with a dozen extra swats for being an undisciplined twat. Now shut the fuck up and worship your Mistress properly.”

Easier-obeyed orders were rarely received.

Teasing part of the show over, Jen dropped the paddle to the mattress and gyrated her shoulder-rolling way forward. First she was dancing astride his bound ankles, then his knees. From straddling his thighs she somehow managed to avoid even brushing his monster erection as she twisted and swayed her unbearably arousing way up until she knelt forked just over his belly, those spectacular breasts blatantly arrayed right in his face.

Closer and closer they came as she leaned right in, finally thrusting one of those big, red, naturally projecting nipples unavoidably upon him.

“Here’s your drink, baby,” Jen purred. Then suddenly a bubbly runnel of Dom was flooding down that ovoid slope, sudsing over the twinkling studs, and off the rubbery, pebbly, thimble-sized nipple tip right into his mouth – and down his chin and neck to cool his throbbing crotch.

Jay got his drink all right.

He also got a lap dance more flamboyantly maddening than any previous in the way that mother’s milk may be outclassed in taste and sophistication by dry champagne – most of which ended up soaking them both. And when the bottle was gone, the hair-whipping dancing and writhing evolved into outright abusive mauling.

Whatever she intended with that paddle, Jay found the cheeks of his face slapped bright red merely by the incessant battery of Jen’s wet breasts. He almost lost an eyeball to the pitiless grinding of those stiff, pointy, silver-pierced nipples. Most unendurably arousing of all though was when his educative older friend finally ended by reaching back into her rebellious teenager repertoire, when birth control remained unavailable.

Saddling herself astride his hips, his salacious mistress simply skipped the whole insertion business. She just flung herself into humping, rubbing that lip-flappy cunt and especially her pierced clitoris against the root and backbent shaft of Jay’s insanely raging need-spike.

In prior times this was often enough for both of them to finish. Far more jaded these days, Jay could only try to cope with the most deranging sensory/emotional overload yet until his shrieking and bucking rider finally finished with her luxuriously protracted build-up, ever more aggressive lunging frenzy and finally her enviously extraordinarily extended orgasm.

Whew! And oooooooohhhhh, man! So it wasn’t like any other lap dance either in that it was the glorious performer who finally climbed off sated and dripping in the end, leaving the damned bachelor/captive far more horny and unfulfilled than before. Remembering his manners at last, slave Jay could only groan, whimper and pant as his beloved mistress went to grab up the other bottle – and that unsettlingly commodious handbag.

“Open up, lover. You’re way overdue for a shot or two. Now begins the proper party!”

Jay gratefully tipped back his face.

Jen tilted the vodka bottle and poured a couple ounces of icy Stoli directly into him. Then she upended it and took her own slug straight from the neck. Those amazing eyes reflected and magnified a forest of two-inch flames. Still her gaze burned brighter.

“That was quite the killer dry-hump – or semidry anyway. Lots better than it used to be. A fitting way to inaugurate your enslavement, wouldn’t you say?”

“Absolutely, my soul-owner.”

“That little genital ring makes quite a difference. Yours does too, doesn’t it? I told you four years ago when I gave it you. The more erogenous the spot, the more a hole full of gold enhances the erotic sensations.”

“I’ve never argued – at least since the damn thing healed.”

Jen dispensed another round. Then she twisted the open bottle in between Jay’s shins so that it wouldn’t tip and spill. While she pawed in her handbag, she talked on.

“You did a nice job soldering that ring permanently closed. I know that must have hurt. Not as good (or as painful) of a job as I did with the needle in the first place though.”

And wouldn’t you know it, that was exactly what she held up: the same thick, heavily curved needle she’d used to pierce the ultra-sensitive tip of his penis. Only for some reason this time it was clamped into the little set of surgical hemostats Jennifer liked to use as a roach clip. Seeing his immediate alarm, she gave him the wickedest of grins.

“No, we aren’t poking any more holes today baby. I’ve got some even more enduring modification in mind.” She stretched way over and grabbed one of the candles, still screwed into its cut-crystal stick. Like the liquor, this she twisted in between Jay’s bare thighs, liberally dripping hot wax on them in the process.

“Hold it steady, slave,” Jennifer warned his involuntary hissing and twitching. “You don’t want to move during this part. Contain the pain; channel it to help fuel your submissive arousal.”

Jay meekly employed his expression only to ask what his mistress now meant to do to him. Rewarding his restraint, she chose to answer aloud.

“I’m going to do exactly what I said I’d do. Like your just-freely-ceded soul, every bit of this body is my property – whatever deluded Julia may believe. Especially the part I’ve had first dibs on since we were exploratory kids playing Lost in the Cave. I’m going make damn sure that man-grabbing bitch never forgets it.”

Curling up comfortably beside him, Jen held the curved center of that needle into the hottest part of the candle’s flame.

Wait, what had she said after reddening his neck? Damn if Jen didn’t really mean to actually brand him! This was certainly a girl to take at her word. The only question was where – uh, no dumbass, she’d answered that. Jay knew exactly where. The question was what…

Giggling a bit tipsily, Jen was nevertheless holding rock-steady as she bent his fiercely hard erection back by the gold-ringed glans and pressed her now incandescent steel arc crosswise against the shaft just above the base.

Lurching enough to spatter himself with more melted wax, Screamin’ Jay just barely bit back the first such of his enslavement. Gentling him with a warning caress, Jennifer reminded her chattel about channeling his pain into his rampant arousal.

“That’s only the first line, my love. Be a brave slave for me. Just eight more to go.”

Eight!

Perhaps Jay should have figured that as well.

A little quick addition told the living piece of property that it would take nine such short straight lines to form the three block capital letters J, E and N. His newly-declared owner and mistress was literally branding her very name unmistakably a full inch high right down the tender fleshy length of his erect sex organ!

Julia wasn’t going to be too happy about that.

Nor was Jay, particularly; the agony was huge, cumulative and unlikely to be soothed soon. Still he scarcely needed Jen’s gentle jacking while the needle reheated to keep that flaming piece of meat so exquisitely stiff. Far more necessary was the shot of vodka she gave him afterwards – after splashing that raw alcohol all over the freshly completed brand first and making him splatter hot wax all over himself again that is. Even then that badly abused boner ached almost as much intrinsically with unrelieved need as it did on the badly burned surface. Jennifer soothed one and worsened the other by salaciously licking her sanitized signature all over.

“There! Not only have I claimed this penis and its attached male for all of eternity. Your soul-owner is also a very skilled witch, one who’s conjuring has just cursed you with painful impotence should you ever even consider sticking this thing of mine into anyone but its rightful owner. So do not even dream about defying me on this, bitch!”

“If you say so, fearsome mistress.”

“Hmph! That was a bit unconvincing. I may have to take more coercive measures before much longer, extort some more titanium-clad assurances. Let’s have another drink on things anyway. Then we’ll start introducing the budding submissive (and shameless former horn-dog) to some serious pain, humiliation and female domination!”


Jay

Jay was way more than game!

He didn’t see how any of this was supposed to rescue him from Julia. Indeed with the wedding still going full steam ahead, he was getting into more hot water with his beyond-formidable fiancé by the moment. Nevertheless he trusted Jenny implicitly.

He also loved her with every iota of his soul.

A year and a half his senior, he’d always been totally in awe of her, madly turned on by her and generally helpless to resist most of her wishes. The way all of that was culminating in this pre-wedding ‘enslavement’ felt like the perfect formalization of their always asymmetric yet indispensably symbiotic relationship.

It was all so unfathomably exhilarating, promising the most extreme if arcane avenues to fulfillment for the jaded playboy. For this one night at least, why not just go with the flow, wallow in the fantasy of sharing such a dreamlike utopia, a bulwark against whatever nightmares reality might soon require?

The flaming pain of his blood-pounding hard-on was real enough, as was the brand sustaining it. Until that healed, fucking was going to be torture anyway – unless he really did have to stick it into the ice bitch. Then the temperature differential would probably make him shatter like he’d stuck it in a bucket of liquid nitrogen and crushed it in a vise.

Somebody must be reading his mind – or least attuned to that illicit vibe.

As if to punish even such an innocent inner jibe, or as if more burns could further inure him to the frigid bitch, Mistress Jennifer proceeded to pull free the wedged-in vodka bottle and candlestick (splash-splash-ouch-damn).

After more shots she exchanged the former for another of the latter. Then straddling him in an infernal reversion to her smoking-hot lap dance, Jay’s fiery witch-mistress upended both flaming tapers. Swiveling her hips and jiggling her tits, she laughingly drizzled that scalding liquid all over him, coating Jay’s torso (and occasionally spattering her own) with endless burning drips and puddles and runnels.

Still Jay stayed ragingly rigid throughout. Soon he was even reveling in the pain, lifting up his tortured tits to meet the scorching drips. Was this what Jen had meant about channeling the agony into arousal? It seemed she knew best yet again.

Jay didn’t know if he’d been an incipient masochist all along or if it was just his mistress’ insidious influence. But he was beginning to find her chastisement as stirring as being tied up by her in the first place. Picking up on his openly erotic writhing, the exotic goddess smiled down upon her suffering subject’s obvious ardor with breast-swelling benevolence.

“Yes, the pain is a most sensational stimulus isn’t it? Enduring it for your mistress arouses you like little else can.”

“I love you so much, Jen,” was all Jay could manage. Then with a wrenching effort: “Hurt me worse, Mistress. I deserve it. I’m way too weak to be worthy of you.”

Admitting this truth brought a flush of shame to his face – and paradoxically a fresh surge of throbbing in his cock. Was feeling so supremely humiliated really such an indispensable part of this? Soon he would feel the consummate moron for even pondering.

“Truth at last!” Jen was crowing over him. “Now we’re making progress!

“Since you beg me for increase rather than surcease, I graciously agree to grant your plea. Besides, I’m getting bored just decorating your dick and torso. And you look too sybaritic for this stage of your pain training. It’s time I had some fun with your sexy bum!

“I’ve always believed it’s your best feature, ever since I spanked it cherry-red at that sweet seventeenth birthday party – before I took your other cherry that is. How have I so completely neglected it in all these years since?”

Jen climbed off him and replaced the candlesticks.

The tapers were now but stubs, their expended substance puddled or encrusted all over Jay – holding in the heat of all the reddening beneath. Then Jen thankfully dislodged some of that wax, though this was hardly by design. She grabbed the belt binding his ankles. In one smooth maneuver she lifted his legs straight back over and right above his head. Doubling him up against the pillow-piled headboard, Jen bound the belt about his feet to the necktie she had restraining his hands.

With his vulnerable behind and the undersides of his thighs now lifted up high, Jay felt a fresh flush flooding his face. He was sure he looked mortifyingly absurd. Yet as before he couldn’t resist the intense perverse frisson of uselessly resisting his restraints, now only accentuated by this new sense of debasement.

He could quickly come to crave such abjection, just as his goddess had prophesied. But then Jen left no doubt about how powerful the obscene hold being demeaned by the authoritative female could exercise over the unsuspected submissive hidden within.

She pulled that leather-upholstered-oak spanking paddle over to within easy reach. Rather than begin to use it on him however (and reminded-of-his-birthday-party Jay couldn’t wait) Mistress dug around in that diabolically deep handbag yet again. This time she retrieved a squirt bottle of baby oil – and a glittering string of what first looked like decorative party baubles. Only belatedly did Jay realize they were one-inch diameter anal beads that been improbably painted or (no doubt hugely expensively) even gilded.

“Remember what I said about filling your most erogenous holes with gold?”

Putting aside issues of outlandish extravagance, Jay paid attention to more pressing matters.

He knew what such toys were designed for: supposedly prolonging or enhancing the orgasm. He’d never have dreamed of experimenting with them for himself, no more than he’d ever considered sticking anything else up what had always exclusively been a poop chute. No offense against the gays now; it’s just that shit has its place and that’s where Jay preferred it stayed. Yet clearly this was an evening for expanding (if not annihilating) inhibiting old boundaries. Making no protest as he watched his mistress oil up all those connected balls, slave Jay didn’t even try to deny the intensity of the humiliated thrill building in him.

What would it feel like, to be so intimately, abnormally penetrated, invaded, violated, subjugated even occupied?

He found out promptly enough.

Full of quiet gloating at not even needing to reprimand any panicked male recalcitrance, Jennifer methodically forced all ten of those gleaming, oil-greased beads in through Jay’s upraised anus, uncomfortably (to say the least) stuffing up his unaccustomed, luckily recently emptied rectum.

By the time she’d finished, his face burned almost worse than his branding – and his prick felt like an iron sword being refined in a forge. Leaving the last foot and a half of cord dangling its attached handle, Jen leaned in. Unexpectedly she kissed Jay’s outrageously flaming cheek.

“I could tell you got off on being so humiliatingly filled. That kind of penetration pain is just perfect for the perverted submissive, isn’t it? I am so happy for you, slave. This lovely young butt is in for more sin and fun than any straight guy can properly imagine.

“Consider it compensation for all the deprivation it’s going to cost you to remain true to me. Because I love you dearly too, Junior. I want constant, mind-blinding gratification for my chosen slave, even while he’s languishing in the clutches of my worst enemy’s dungeon.

“Now then, last birthday spanking it was your coming-of-age party. How about this time we give you a good old-fashioned ass-paddling to commemorate your formal enslavement – not to mention your very first, very enjoyable, up-the-butt buzzy-balls stuffing?”

Jay didn’t care what she called it, or how all of her obscure warning talk added up. His head was still spinning, endlessly replaying that unprecedentedly direct declaration of deep devotion.

“Do whatever you choose to me, Mistress. I belong to you now. And I’m already having the greatest evening in recorded history here. I could head for any dungeon or even die in my sleep tonight without any regrets after a bachelor bashing like this.”

“Don’t you dare!”

This time Mistress Jennifer hauled off and fiercely bitch-slapped the cheek she’d just so sweetly kissed.

“No one escapes me that easily! Remember that lesson later. No matter how difficult things get with my tyrant sister, don’t you ever dare think about giving up and finishing yourself. Just trust in your true mistress and endure until I deal with her and return for you.

“Now, let’s begin working on that pain appreciation, shall we? And maybe your chosen torturess will have a few pointed questions for you along the way. A beating without interrogating seems like such a waste of good agony…”

If you say so, my lady. Jay only knew that he loved being beaten – at least until that damn questioning began. That was when unwanted conflict infected all the sensational physical-emotional effects. Before that, every punishing crack of that leather-clad hardwood paddle against his ass was an unalloyed joy.

The pain, humiliation and worship-lust of being bare-bottom spanked (hard!) by his adored older owner were all madly addicting enough. But genius Jennifer’s spheroid beads… Every hugely evocative impact made him clench involuntarily on them, emphasizing that enormously affecting and unnatural intrusion. And as if they were internally associated somehow, each time his raging hard-on strained insanely harder in response. All Jay wanted (other than a brand-soothing, madness-relieving blow-job) was to lift his wonderfully overstuffed butt up ever higher, beg for it to be beaten ever harder and wallow in the ignominious novelty of it all.

Unfortunately somewhere between irritated red and deeply contused black-and-blue, the damage to his gluteus was joined by that promised assault on his mental defenses. It seemed Mistress was still obsessed with one matter above all others. One needn’t wonder what it was.

“Tell me slave: how can I be sure you’re not going to sleep with my sister?”

Groaning, Jay repeated his jokes about vaginal knives and frostbite, trying to convey all the convincing disincentives at play.

“Not good enough! Ten more swats and a vicious twist of the betraying baby-makers!”

This last was so much harder to channel! Gasping now, Jay tried to deflect again about how frigid Julia would surely never seek coitus with him. Again this was criminally insufficient.

“You know that bitch promised your mother, the only person I believe she ever loved, that she’d carry on your family line. That means at least one child by you. And that means coitus!”

After more manic battering and ten seconds of double-fisted nut-crushing, perspiration-drenched Jay tried to suggest IVF – a test-tube baby. His owner was having none of that either.

“Oh don’t give me that crap!” Jay was hurt worse by the sparkle of her repressed tears than the subsequent ass-thrashing and outright punch to those by-now unendurably suffering nuts. “She’s rented a big honeymoon suite for Sunday night right here in this very hotel!”

Once he was done retching, Jay tried again.

He explained about how their two remaining parents were leaving for their Caribbean sunset together the day after the wedding – Jay’s birthday – whereupon the newlywed heirs would finish closing up their separate city apartments and move into the suburban Chandler mansion in their stead. With all the shipping boxes and uproar in progress, and important traditions to consider, Julia obviously thought it best if…

“Julia thought it best if you have an STD test?”

“I…her…legal reasons… That was more an insult to my promiscuity than from any practical considerations in case we…!”

Before Jay could finish he was Screamin’ Jay for real as his owner dug in her nails, twisted and crushed and stretched and wrenched at both his testes as through trying to rupture or even unman him utterly. If she couldn’t have their output, no one would! Jay’s evening-long, exquisitely hard tumescence at least was ancient history long before his oldest friend was even close to finished nut-punishing his manifest inadequacy.

“What do you want from me?” Jay was finally reduced to sobbing nauseously.

“I HAVE TO KNOW YOU WON’T BE FUCKING THAT CUNT!” shrieked possibly psychotically jealous Jennifer. Giant eyes raved insane hate as his agony refused to abate. Then choking back a sob of her own, his tortured torturess finally relented.

“That honeymoon suite is just the beginning. You said it yourself.

“Once you’re shut up in that house, she can lock me out and really go to work on you. Are you going to try and tell me you don’t find my evil twin even a tiny bit attractive? This same flawless face and fabulous body, only virginal and untouched… Tell me you wouldn’t love to give my pristine duplicate a good raging hate-fuck at least.”

Somehow Jay dredged up enough breath to protest. “I would never. Not even for hate’s sake. I do not rape, no matter how hot or deserving the potential victim is.”

“Really? Say that victim was tied up naked and completely helpless for you, just like this. Except there’s a big fat ball-gag shutting her the hell up for once. Tell me you wouldn’t revel in fucking prudish Princess Julia right up her self-righteously uptight asshole! Squeeze it all the way in there and tear her apart! Wham-wham-wham-wham-hard-hard-hard-hard-hard-hard!”

Even in the depths of his testicle-swelling extremity, Jen got a giggle from stuffed-up-and-loving-it bondage bitch Jay at that.

“Okay, you win. That opportunity I couldn’t resist.”

Immediately Mistress seized on his weakness.

“You see what I mean? You’re a man; you have way too many vulnerabilities. And as you said, my sister is Godzilla on a souped-up nuclear steamroller. No way can I trust you to honor any promises you make to me about her. But you’re going to give me your sworn word anyway, my treacherous weakling slave. And Mistress Jenny hereby swears in return to redeem you from that inevitable betrayal, as well as everything else. So let’s hear it boy: Give me your pre-wedding vow right now.”

Weakling or not, what choice did he have? One more wrong answer and his balls would be bloody pulp. To even dare delay risked eyes as incisive as lasers…

“I swear to you, soul-owner, that I will never put your signed penis inside my wife – or anybody else for that matter. It now belongs to you exclusively, just like the rest of me.”

Hearing this vow come out of his mouth, the ghost of the incorrigible horn-dog inside shriveled up and quietly died. Amazingly, Jay didn’t mind. The beaming and kisses his mistress rewarded him with made his cramped chest swell again with wax-cracking gratitude. Meeting eyes that gleamed now with maniacal triumph rather than unshed tears, he responded to her renewed enthusiasm in kind – with her own latest promise already slipping from his mind.

“Let’s call room service, slave! This party is still just getting started!”


Jay

When Jen got off the phone with the desk, she broke out a hefty cannabis cigarette. Clearly still a girl of her word, she fired this up even as she re-grabbed the bottle of vodka. Returning to the bed she again curled up boots and all beside her bound property.

Where before his legs had been belted tightly parallel, Jay’s wrenching writhing during questioning had loosened the leather’s grip enough for him to now cross his feet at the ankles – which in turn allowed him to bend open his knees, spreading those legs enough to even further raise his ten-ball-occupied butt, while also allowing easier access to the rest of him.

With the pillows elevating him inevitably succumbing to squashing, he was also slouching further toward the supine, so that he looked more outrageously available than ever – like an open invitation to a prison rape. That was all part of the humiliation-thrill however. Even with the extremities he was hanging from slowly going numb, Jay was still reveling in having been so excitingly trussed up by the woman he loved so much.

Say what you wanted about his inner proclivities. But bondage truly ruled!

Meanwhile, cuddled up close, Jen was being more than just generous with the refreshments. This was his one and only bachelor ‘bashing’ after all, as his Freudian slip/slur had concurred. This had to be the traditional hard-partying part!

More icy cold shots were dumped down his gullet, and the weed was a wonderfully potent indica strain called Lemon Haze.

To begin with, Jen insisted on administering some ‘shotguns’. Rather than simply clip and hold the joint for him, she placed the whole lit half in her own mouth, leaned in to within kissing distance and blew a stream of smoke out of the butt and straight into Jay’s pursed lips and receptive lungs. After a few of those she called for adding a ‘cannonball’.

This involved taking a huge toke of dope and holding in the smoke. Then one downed a shot of vodka before exhaling, so both intoxicants hit the body simultaneously.

Needless to say, Jay was well on his way to being seriously hammered by the time the doorbell chimed. But he wasn’t loaded enough to react placidly when Jen invited the fellow with the food to come right in, bring everything over and place the trays right on the bed next to them.

Joshua Hawkins Junior was not unknown around the small city of Dayton’s better hospitality establishments. To be seen bound doubled-up naked like this, covered in candle wax with his brazenly upraised backside paddled black (not to mention the cord and handle trailing from his asshole), would do his already libertine reputation few favors.

The entire time the familiar functionary was in front of them (doing his professional best not to gawk but failing badly) Jay flamed with the most unimaginably outrageous shame.

Or so he stupidly assumed. But then when Jen offered to deliver a blow-job in lieu of the usual gratuity, her suddenly evisceratingly jealous slave almost broiled up into a puff of spontaneous degraded combustion.

Who was the unfaithful one? And how could she be so gratuitously cruel?

It was only after the jaw-dropping, eye-popping hesitation, shaky refusal and hasty retreat that Jay realized how erect the entire episode had rendered him. The way his recently relaxed flaccidity was again pointing so stiffly straight at his face was like the accusing finger of fate.

Of course omniscient witch Jen divined everything. Clasping and suddenly madly jacking his branded pan-handle, she laughed with the most venomous victorious relish.

“Oh, so you like that prospect too, do you? Can’t wait to watch your mistress suck and fuck more worthy hung studs right in front of you, huh? Good, ‘cause there’s no way I’m ever going chaste. Not for a single day. You’re the idiot choosing to get married, not me.

“It’s just too bad they sent up such an insufferable square – or what the hell, or maybe the guy was gay. Have to be to resist me, wouldn’t you say? Perhaps I should have offered him your servicing skills instead.”

Jay lurched involuntarily, suddenly almost ejaculating despite (because of?) the spasm of appalled disgust roiling up within him. Prescient Jen snatched away her jacking hand at the last second.

“Oh my juicy thighs! You are taking to your training like a duck to water – or a slut to sucking dicks. I bet you’d find being so supremely humiliated by me to be more exciting than three Super Bowls and a World Cup thrown in for free. Here, suck on this reefer for now, sweetie. And be patient, please. We’ll have to save those escapades for after I’ve slain the fire-breathing dragon and reclaimed my foul maiden.”

Aided by oodles of alcohol, Jay blotted out the most sickening implications.

No one meant everything they said. Nor could they be forced to live up to it later, even though they were soon playing wickedly suggestive games with the Ritz’ finest tidbits.

With a lot of teasing and innuendo they feasted on chilled seafood, primarily oysters and cocktail shrimp. Beyond just hand-feeding him each mouth-load, which generated such a splendidly necessary sense of dependency in Jay, Jen kept lip-carrying sauce-smeared shrimp to him, whereupon they bit each one in half over a spicy sharing smooch. At one point she even poked a bunch of martini olives home and then squatted on top to feed them to him one at a time from her twat.

More shots; another bottle of Dom. Then when they were replete at last Jen lit up the Lemon Haze again. She eased close to cuddle and smoke while the meal settled – and absorbed some of that nearly-incapacitating booze. Shitfaced drunk as he was, Jay knew that after this little respite, only the big orgiastic finish was left of his doomed, damned bachelorhood.

Whether or not sex with Jennifer tonight turned out to be the final lay of his life, there was no way he wasn’t going to treasure every second to the very greatest possible extent. It was merely a matter of easing their way back into the incredible crescendo of emotion and sensation this most revelatory evening ever had been relentlessly generating.

Naturally Mistress Jennifer had everything in expertly-planned hand.

Draped over his up-flung leg, she caressed him lovingly as they alternated shotguns. Idly flaking off wax in the supremely blitzed aftermath, she delighted in the way the hardened cakes encasing his nipples ripped off the sparse hairs sprouting around these when pried free.

“How I’ve always hated those! Once you belong to me openly baby, I mean collared and leashed and everything, we’re both always going to be sleekly bare and entirely un-stubbled everywhere. Just look how luscious you are now all smooth and scalded so beautifully ruddy …”

Just like earlier, the leeching creature reared, fastening herself this time to that quarter-sized burn-darkened tit-bud. Even more so than before, her shamelessly greedy, capillary-busting suction mixed evocative pain and pseudo-victimization into a head-swimmingly potent erotic stew. Nor did the ravenous succubus content herself with leaving just a single wound this time.

From one nipple to the other and back again she went, adding the discolored evidence of her hunger to the emerging pointillistic mosaic of burn-pattern spatters, drip-stream-streaks and even incipient blisters so intricately decorating him.

In fact by the time vampire Jen finished her slow savoring of his tits and shifted giggling down to enjoy her proudest possession, that monogrammed assertion of eternal territoriality, bellies were settling and Jay was already well-nigh as unbearably horny as he was drunk and high. Still he knew intuitively his mistress wasn’t going to let him go to her twin without first delivering the most unforgettable man-ravishing and sac-draining imaginable. It would be quite a while before she finally deigned to allow even the approach of any orgasm…

Teenage Jen had always been a master of the excruciatingly slow hand-job, the leisurely, hours-long licking and tickling, titty-rub-pumping and endlessly protracted glans-vacuuming – to say nothing of slurping-slobbery bobbing and whole-rod gobbling. Nothing had entertained her better than keeping Jay squirming so interminably, brought to the brink and back dozens of times before being permitted his lusty gushing and being wrung limp and dry.

Unfortunately for both this time they had no more relative eternity ahead in which the long-accomplished virtuoso could indulge her fascinated creative passion for manipulating that inexhaustibly maddened manhood.

Nor did she wish to distort her still freshly-inflicted signature by unnecessarily aggravating the tender flesh around the scrupulously neat brands she’d burned so precisely into his epidermis. So leaving the base of that vein-wrapped shaft alone (aside from a lot of gloating letter-licking at least) the voracious succubus had to be content with inflicting a bunch more love-bites all over the remaining length. Oh, and with delivering a tonguing and sucking, lip-smacking attack on his ultra-sensitive glans that almost seemed designed to fruitlessly try to pry loose the unalterably-embedded ring she’d so adamantly insisted on giving him.

How long this crazed display of assaultive fellatio continued was impossible to properly approximate. Jay only knew that when his mistress at last lifted away (and wiped the dripping froth from her chin) his prick had never felt better, hurt him worse or seemed more likely to simply burst in an uncontainable volcano of lava-hot sperm.

Deep in drunken derangement as he was, Jay could only cry out in that promised mind-blinding fulfillment then when Jen abruptly pushed a button hidden in that almost-disregarded dangling handle.

All ten balls still grossly stuffing him up started vibrating as though alive!

It was as if they were filled with stinging bees, or some other furiously vengeful little beings. Then while Jay was trying to cope with this latest outrageous stimulus overload, his mistress reached up and freed the end of his necktie from the belt securing his ankles.

Letting those bound legs flop clumsily back onto the bed, Jen’s incendiary eyes seemed to sizzle in her head. As if also electrified from the inside, his still spittle-wet prick responded by straining for the sky like a rocket still locked to its launching pad.

“Here we go then, my eternal bodily property. One last lay for all times’ sake – and to help my weakling slave keep the faith until the dreadful threat of Princess Super-bitch has been brought to its unfortunately necessary end!”

Swinging astride his hips, Mistress mounted without further pronouncement.

Oh, she was so searing inside!

It was like sinking his dick into a corrosive liquid. And though she rode him slowly for that first eternity, beaming down beneficence as their meshed sexes treasured old connections, even that gentle, well-slickened friction quickly accumulated unbearable amounts of agitated electrons.

Soon being fucked by this feminine divinity was just the hellish torture he’d anticipated. Still in exhilarating bondage however, trapped beneath that rampant female attacker so demandingly taking whatever wanton pleasure she wished from him, the terrible fire redefining his manhood only stirred his still-nascent victimization fetish further. And when Jen began her inevitable frenzied acceleration, his own lust-depraved celebration kept escalating commensurately with the blast-furnace increase in his erection-agony.

Once again it was fantastic exotica topping the favored familiar.

Dating back to his coming of age, Jay knew every nuance of being taken by his childhood protector. The spectacle of her madly animated breasts, the urgent puffs of her breath cooling his sweat, the whole universes of expression spied in those giant, almost kaleidoscopic eyes always excited him as much as the wildly primal aggression with which she relentlessly worked her superbly fit and proportioned body against his submissively pinned one. This was just taking things from there and extrapolating them insanely.

In addition to having the linked bondage and humiliation thrills, the agony of his pulped balls, friction-burned and branded shaft, the whole evening’s emotional rollercoaster (and of course the fact that this fuck might very well be his last) all enlivening things beyond even his extensive experience, there was also that other unavoidably anomalous novelty.

No one had ever domme-ridden his body while squashing his crotch down onto the huge, violently vibrating intrusion of a bunch of ping-pong sized metal spheres overstuffing the usually unnoticed emptiness just underneath. And whether it was that buzzing, the constantly shifting pressure on his prostate or just something else unexpectedly innate, Jay still felt an incredibly intense, seemingly direct connection between that super-potent inner stimuli and the fierceness of his erection, the tingling in his swelling testes.

He’d never have credited such an utterly compulsory carnal imperative. All throughout his mistress’ ever more frantic attack, Jay remained amazed he didn’t just explode from an uncontainable excess of coital energy. Indeed if not for all the booze he’d been given, he’d have failed Jen unforgivably already.

He’d never have held out until his far-worthier-than-thou owner reached her own moment of overriding momentum. But oh how lavishly he was rewarded by her when she did!

Of course on one level Jennifer’s galvanic ecstasy was its own reward.

No one could provide such a supremely superior female with so much wildly primal pleasure and not want to burst for sheer pride. What more could one aspire to in life? And naturally being released by her peaking meant Jay was free to swoon into the stupendous relief of at long last spouting out that seemingly high-pressurized store of his hot semen and seed. Oh, Mistress, please! What more reward might any properly worshipful subject need?

How about the exquisitely timed slow popping-out of all those big buzzing butt-beads?

Already shuddering with the most wracking climax in memory, Jay cried out unconsciously again as those spasms were suddenly radically intensified and indeed sustained by that indescribable evacuation.

After so many hours of being so hugely stuffed up, having maniacally peaking Jennifer pull those vibrating balls so unexpectedly out was not only fantastically gratifying in amplifying his own orgasm. It also seemed to cement in forever an anally-fixated humiliation fetish he never would have asked for and yet subsequently found impossible to escape or ignore – like that golden ring piercing his urethra and glans. When Jen dropped triumphantly atop him in the end, Jay couldn’t even begin to dissemble. Her first words tickling his ear made him moan a hopeless acknowledgment.

“Those beads did their job on you, didn’t they, butt-boy? Have you ever dreamed of a more rewarding final orgasm? Or believed that your sexy straight backside could be the source of such incredible excitement?”

Surely she meant ‘final lay’. And that was only until he was ‘rescued’ (however she managed that), right? Too hammered, madly in love and inexpressibly fulfilled to further quibble, Jay felt himself beginning to drift away – okay, pass out. He fought it off long enough to register his mistress climbing off his hips.

A wet rag plucked from the ice bucket felt truly heavenly cleansing his genitals. She was treating his injuries, then holding a vase or something up for him to pee. Jay tried to mumble something that sounded incoherent even to him. A hand stroked mussed hair tenderly back from his forehead. His owner sounded as solicitous as a mother with a dying child.

“Everything’s okay, baby. Mistress Jennifer is here. She’ll take care of you. She’ll do whatever is needed to save her slave. So go to sleep, weakling. You’re going to need all the rest you can get. We’ve got a grueling two days ahead. And then the real challenges begin!”

Not yet dreaming of the magnitude of those challenges (despite everything that had happened to him so far), slave Jay had no option but obedience. Still bound hand and foot and to the top of the headboard now high above him, he plummeted into what his owner had always called the ‘blotto grotto’ while she was still fussing over her abysmally abused, beringed, and now monogrammed property.




Chapter Two

Wedding Wars & Woes


Jen

“Psst! Jennifer! Jennifer!”

As much as she generally detested interacting with her worst enemy, Jen couldn’t wait for the confrontation this time.

After the previous evening there was a secret hilarity to everything about this wedding, even the supposedly icily uncomfortable rehearsal they’d all just endured. Seeing Bridezilla finally turn toward her and beckon imperiously for a private word made this maid of honor almost betray the whole game. Somehow she contained the wicked snicker that tried to escape.

This was going to be priceless. Glancing around at the rest of the cast gathered for the morrow’s farce, Jen took a quick assessment before following her sister toward a nearby empty anteroom. Mustn’t give anyone the correct impression…

Valiantly upholding his own end of the charade, Jay was nodding along with the boisterous antics of his best man. A loud and engaging cad named Brad Lewis, this was one of the former horn-dog’s fellow philanderers, a life-of-the-party type Jay had chosen as much for Jennifer’s benefit as for his obvious suitability for the role. Knowing how much she resented being forced into her mandated stint as maid of honor, he’d tried to find her a voluble enough partner to hide behind. As this choice was about his only allowed input, he could have done a lot worse. Even now Brad was blaring out some imbecilic anecdote, ably entertaining the two barely sapient parents forcing this abomination upon them all.

Both of them in wheelchairs, they still wielded the clout to move mountains – or at least the two otherwise implacable-enemy heiresses. Of course Edgar Chandler could ruin them all with the stroke of a pen. Jay’s mother Dorothy however was still the sweetest creature on Earth no matter how addled she became. Like her sister, Jen had come to love Jay’s mom dearly over the years. This, far more than her father’s pocketbook, was what compelled the usually incorrigible rebel to participate in this travesty.

For a decade now Dorothy had had her heart set on this white-dress church wedding for her only offspring, even if it was as small, simple and private as Julia could get away with making it. Jen couldn’t bear to let her down or even sabotage the ceremony beyond that one visible love-bite. Seeing the doddering elders engrossed in Brad’s performance and the last two actors (Pastor Jim and Cousin Kristi the combined flower girl and ring-bearer) holding their own earnest conversation, Jen followed her sister’s lead. The moment the door swung shut behind her, the harpy was upon her.

“I could murder you for this!”

Grinning inwardly at the irony, Jen raised her pierced right eyebrow.

“Pardon moi?”

“You did that specifically to humiliate me!”

“Did what? Could you speak more ‘specifically’, Princess Super-bitch?”

“You know what I’m talking about! That mark you left on his neck.”

“Is that all you’re concerned about? Sister, you ain’t seen a thang yet!”

As always undeterred by any attempted deflection, Julia blasted past this warning at warp speed. Once again Jen had to restrain herself from laughing in that identically lovely face.

“You can humiliate me. You can embarrass our parents and everyone else we’ve invited tomorrow. Just like you two have degraded yourselves together ever since we were all children. Fine, you repulsive fucking sluts. Go ahead and enjoy your filthy animal joke. Because that’s the very last of that crap.

“You two have had enough disgusting fun. Now it’s at an end. From this point on, you’re going to keep your goddamn hands off my husband! In fact, just stay away from Withered Elms altogether!”

“And who exactly is going to stop me from visiting my family mansion, much less having incredible sex with whomever I select?”

Jen smirked at such absurdity. Julia seethed determinedly

“I am! I will not allow this ridiculous circus to persist!”

“What do you care, you icicle-diddling spinster? It’s not like you’re capable of fulfilling any guy’s appetites, much less a randy rutting stud-dog like Jay. Let him enjoy the magical bonding and natural exuberance of sexual interaction, all those sensational physical and emotional stimuli you’ll never deign to understand, enjoy or even try.”

Right away Julia countered with a predictable diatribe about her public position and the need to maintain proper decorum as the head of the combined clan and company. This was followed by accusations that Jennifer had been an embarrassment to both since birth and that her insane licentiousness had made a fellow sex addict out of Jay to the point where he’d grown up spoiled, an otherwise useless and un-ambitious slacker unworthy of his station and responsibilities, et cetera. Somehow keeping her voice down for once, Super-bitch ranted herself into a right state in this vein before finally pausing to catch her breath. Jen interposed with slyly evil sweetness.

“Are you sure it’s not just plain resentment, Jules? Or envy over the fact that it’s me your husband-to-be loves more than anyone? Face it, that’s my man out there, always has been and always will be regardless of any stupid paperwork or voodoo ceremony! Jay hates you, you bullying bitch, and with ample reason. You were the bane of his days growing up, remember? Even now you never miss an excuse to abuse him. Making him live out his remaining decades as empty of affection and bitterly sexless as you’ve always been may suit your need for petty revenge. But it will never change the fact that Jay’s always preferred me as a mate to an extent that will soon astound you beyond your pitifully unfeeling comprehension.”

Yeah it would!

Steam seemed to be boiling out of infra-vanilla Julia’s ears. Her eyes scythed like emerald scalpels. Still Jen had no trouble keeping her smug smirk in place as Super-bitch ignored all the warnings once again and went off on another timeworn tirade.

Personal feelings were irrelevant, legal obligations held sway, not everyone was such a slut, yadda-yadda-yadda. When she got to the part about how abstaining for a while, even going cold turkey was what the incorrigible horn-dog public-disgrace sex addict Jay most needed anyway, Jen couldn’t hold it in any longer. A gleeful gale of giggles escaped her. Before Julia could register the irregularity, Jen hit her hard where she knew it hurt the worst.

“But didn’t you promise dotty Dottie and big Josh that you’d carry on their line? And aren’t you just the tiniest bit thrilled about popping your precious cherry tomorrow? Or is it that you’re too intimidated about trying to live up to my example in the eyes of your pseudo-spouse?

“No, I know exactly what is. You’re actually looking forward to just lying there, gritting your teeth and staring at the ceiling, wallowing in coldhearted martyred self-pity while your most despised, diseased peon slobbers over your unresponding body, crudely using the virtuous virgin like some kind of ten-dollar blowup doll…”

“SHUT UP! Just mind your own fucking business!”

That shriek was more in character. Witnesses would arrive soon. Jen dropped her own tone dangerously lower.

“Bitch, you try to fuck my property, you’re going to find out it’s very much my business. In fact it’d be the worst, maybe even the last mistake you’d ever make.”

“Is that supposed to be some kind of threat?”

“You started this discussion with one, remember? I’m ending it the same way.

“Don’t you touch my man’s junk. Don’t disrupt our harmless fun. Use IVF for babies if you like; indulge all your most domineering impulses.

“He likes being bound, beaten and demeaned you know. You might even find an unlikely path to fulfillment that way yourself. But you told me so I’m telling you right back. Keep your goddamn pussy off my property! Or there will one less Super-bitch steamrollering over everyone else around here. Take that to the (sperm) bank sister.”

So appalled that she was speechless for once, Julia just gaped at her. Then the pastor poked his face in the door.

Reveling in getting in the last word for once, Jen took the opportunity to exit. Catching the doomed groom’s eye as she emerged, she couldn’t help giggling again at the naked consternation her slave betrayed.

Well, he’d begged her to save their relationship, and at whatever the price. And intolerable blot on the planet that she was, Super-bitch was right on about at least one thing: a sentence of indeterminate abstinence was exactly the ideal treatment for their outrageously indiscriminate nympho-male. And once they both appreciated the compensation she’d arranged, the two newlyweds might even come to bless her intervention – provided they both survived the fraught times ahead. The way Jay looked at her, in his mind the mutual assured destruction was already well underway. Jen winked teasingly. She blew him the cheekiest of sweet kisses.

Oh she couldn’t wait for her slave’s wedding-night date! Honeymoon suite indeed… In addition to her enemy’s next impossibly shocked comeuppance, Jay’s training was truly about to get exhilaratingly underway!


Jay

Standing at the altar the next afternoon, waiting as his bride walked down the aisle, Jay was vacillating erratically between dazed and crazed psychological states.

The fact that he’d needed a Percocet to even be able to stand, move and dance without limping gimpily was the least of it. Likewise those nearly crippling injuries (deeply bruised buttocks, penile brand, blisters and other burns but especially those hugely swollen testes) were merely constant goads to his emotional rollercoaster.

The dread and depressed resignation he’d lived with prior to his fantastic ‘bachelor bashing’ seemed quaintly naïve next to the horrors now tormenting poor Jay. From facing these like an oncoming freight train promising blessed obliteration to quivering on the verge of tearing off his boutonniere and fleeing from the church, the doomed groom twitched in place and watched the excruciatingly slow approach of his undeniably supremely desirable wife-to-be as if she bore the headman’s axe indeed. And though ineradicably inside he still harbored the irresistible thrill his formal enslavement gave him, Jay was too caught up in terror of both these fearsome twins’ possibly fatally vengeful intentions to keep from trembling and sweating in front of everyone.

It was bad enough wondering how extremely the habitual Super-bitch would react when inevitably confronted with what her ultra-possessive competitor had done to him. Worse was worrying about whatever that mercurial owner might be plotting next. There was no longer any doubt whatsoever in slave Jay that Mistress Kinky might be capable of anything.

Yesterday he’d been awakened by vacuuming maids.

Of course his humiliation-inflicting owner had allowed them right into the suite. His pounding head protested the racket and his stomach was sick. His arms were utterly insensate and his awkwardly canted neck felt wickedly sore and stiff. This was thanks to the fact that he was still bound hand and foot and hanging by his tie from the peak of the headboard.

His butt and balls ached abominably. First and second-degree burns were layered over him and he needed to piss worse than ever. Yet there was no evidence of Jennifer’s tenancy except the folded note with his name on it, resting on the sheet that considerately covered him to the gut.

After the cutest of the maids shyly consented to untie his hands, Jay worked some life back into his arms. This was actually a fantastically masochistically gratifying reminder of his recent experience. With returning circulation still sending spikes of agony through his tingling forearms and fingers, Jay fumbled open the note.

Blessings be upon you, my soul-mate slave,

I swore to save you from betraying me and I have. Though she doesn’t know it yet, my still-useful doppelganger will take over your training from here. I order and implore you to endure her worst for me. Just trust in your true mistress and stay loyal if you know what’s good for you! Sooner than you know it I’ll be back for my property. Every Super-bitch has her kryptonite and I’ve got this one’s vulnerability pegged. It will swiftly ensure her finish.

Love, your murderously psycho owner. Now destroy this!

Yikes! All of that was upsetting enough.

This missive did more than just suggest that Jennifer was exactly the kind of ‘worse’ person who could turn this whole dilemma seriously Shakespearean on him! What had his weak-kneed begging begun? Aside from acting a bit unhinged, Jen had also made several similar remarks the evening before, ones that it certainly wouldn’t do for any snooping authorities to have recorded.

Jay had chalked these up to the heat of passion, the spirit of their ‘enslavement’ game – which Jen was just about to prove again was no goddamn game. Combined with this clearly incriminatory note though… But then even worries about being an accessory to sororicide were shoved aside – once Jay grasped the implications of that opening line.

All he’d meant to do was pull the sheet away so he could free his feet. Then he could take an enormous piss and flush that terrifying note in the process. What the slave exposed instead hit him with the devastating impact of an orbit-crossing emotional asteroid.

His abused balls were grossly swollen yes, badly discolored and sporting crescent-shaped puncture scabs everywhere that Jen’s nails had dug so punitively into him. Like his entire torso and particularly his heavily-hickied nipples, his brand still flamed with only slowly fading burn pain. Yet even that last indelible disfigurement now had to be dismissed as trivial. What mattered more than anything in the universe from that moment forward was that there was now a shiny titanium shackle enclosing both the head of Jay’s penis and perhaps the first half inch of the neatly circumcised shaft!

One tug confirmed that this insidious erection-prevention mechanism wasn’t going anywhere. The way its design so cleverly incorporated his existing St. Albert’s piercing and embedded ring meant that only melting or cutting through that relatively softer gold (or rending his most tender flesh) would free Jay from his new Space Age cock-bondage, his owner-imposed involuntary impotence. There wasn’t even an attached lock or visible keyhole to try to pick.

Mistress Jennifer didn’t trust her slave not to succumb to her evil twin’s persistence. So she’d secured her monogrammed property in an apparently un-removable chastity device. Unless she risked a blowtorch or a pair of heavy-duty bolt-cutters so close to his junk, Julia was going to keep her precious virginity indefinitely.

Jay dimly remembered Jennifer applauding his ‘final orgasm’ and suddenly his belly rebelled. Before he could even think about it he was unloading his queasy guts onto the bed next to him. The scathing maids’ dismay was the furthest thing from his mind.

Staggering into the bathroom afterwards, turning the icy shower onto his burns and bruises and then squatting awkwardly to pee down the drain, Jay didn’t bother to test the effectiveness of that manhood-shackle any further.

Way too much to cope with, sorry. It wasn’t until he’d achieved minimal respectability, raced back to his nearly-denuded old penthouse apartment to gobble some opiates, finish closing the place up and bathe himself properly before dressing for the afternoon rehearsal that Jay felt compelled to see what would happen if he…

It was with a somehow ghastly mix of self-pitying horror and twisted-submissive bondage frisson that Jay gently caressed the underside of his shaft, and the top between his brand and that metal shackle. Almost instantly he regretted it.

Despite recent extremes his penis swelled eagerly, agonizingly tearing open that only slowly closing signature. Yet before he stretched more than three-quarters erect, that oh-so weighty glans-cage pinched off any further expansion in a less damaging yet far more maddening manner of intrinsically limiting agony.

Damn, every thwarted throb-bob against the drag of gravity hurt so much worse! After that there was nothing Jay could do but ice himself down and then try to avoid thinking or doing anything that might tempt him toward tumescence again – and this while he still found his new bondage-and-submission fetish so freshly maddening…

He also had to repress any thoughts about what the rest of his life might be like without the consuming excitement of even solitary sexual activity. This was particularly true throughout the afternoon’s dreadfully cringe-worthy rehearsal, with Bridezilla on the warpath and Jen providing even less reassurance than before. Never did she offer him the least chance to question her intentions. Naturally this exacerbated the misery of the even worse twenty or so hours sequestered in the Chandler family mansion that followed.

After the interminable rehearsal dinner, Jay was obliged to stay over at Withered Elms with Julia and their remaining progenitors. Helping his fiancé with a million last minute wedding details and his mother and her father (and them all) with another million pesky house-moving decisions throughout the evening and Sunday noon would have been nightmarish under any circumstances. Doing it all without exposing his overwhelming anxieties or more than his marked-up neck to incessant henpecking was an ordeal beyond description. Yet even as Jay simmered with brimming resentment toward his tyrannical boss at home and work both, this familiar old hatred was infected for the first time ever by surprising twinges of guilt.

Harridan that she was, a bullying bitch of the purest ray serene, Julia was in many ways a victim too, a creation of her father’s unreasonably demanding expectations. She didn’t deserve to be murdered just so he and Jen could be together, obscenely rich and living happily ever after…

As well as he knew his old soul-mate, Jay had never considered Jennifer to be a potential killer. But she was certainly no stranger to other kinds of criminality. And seriously, who could have ever dreamed she’d stoop to branding and then locking up his cock? Not to mention tying him up and shoving stuff up his…

Perhaps this last sojourn on the road, his impending wedding or both had driven even more radical extrapolations of Jen’s existing adventuresome nature than just the development of some seriously sadistic sexual fetishes. Maybe she’d left conventional ethics behind altogether…

These considerations more than anything else kept Jay awake late in his guest suite or stumbling distracted through his manifold tasks. By the time they’d all gathered back at the church for his five o’clock (execution) marriage ceremony, joined by less than two dozen guests (top business associates, relatives of their decrepit parents, no friends of the groom except for best man Brad), Jay felt as hollow-eyed and frazzled as a mid-binge meth-head.

Watching Edgar Chandler working his walker-assisted way toward him to give his eldest daughter away however felt more on the order of a bad acid trip. Fighting off both hopeless fatalism and incipient hysteria, Jay grimly held onto his composure until perfumed Julia was actually clinging to his arm and Pastor Jim was intoning his sonorously solemn mumbo-jumbo.

“Dear Lord, we are gathered here today in your name to celebrate the consecration…

“There is no more sacred obligation between man and woman…

“Favor us now with your loving strength and glorious authority…

“Guide now these your cherished children past any obstacles they may confront…”

Disconnected phrases washed over Jay. Some almost made him shudder with the double or unintended meanings they’d recently gained. Shifting his stance uncomfortably (until Julia threw him an elbow), Jay somehow made it through the luckily perfunctory introductory prayer. It wasn’t until what the wedding agenda called the ‘interrogation’ (ha-ha, thanks for the reminder, oh my nuts) that the doomed groom came into full awareness.

“My friends in Christ, into this union Julia and Joshua now come to be joined in holy matrimony. If any of you can show just cause why they may not be lawfully wed, speak now, or else forever hold your peace.”

Every gaze in the place swiveled to fasten on the maid of honor. Blithely ignoring all, rebel Jen was peeking down in an all-too common example of modern etiquette.

She’d produced her phone, seemingly through prestidigitation alone. By the time she’d thumbed a quick button and made it vanish again, Pastor Jim had taken thankful advantage of her distraction to move adroitly on. Long before he could properly suppress the turmoil the words stirred up in him, Jay found himself vowing “I will” to whole lists of ways in which only the most ideal husband (or perhaps abject slave) might aspire to behave. Still he got through it without stuttering too much or doing more than blushing as unintended implications kept striking him. Yes, I will accept and cherish you in all your strengths and faults. Then before he knew it again they were exchanging the heirloom rings provided by their parents.

Despite the bitterness inherent in her mechanical movements and stoic demeanor, the girl they’d always called Princess Julia (or Super-bitch) growing up was still regally gorgeous beyond compare in all her perfectly-turned-out finery. Caught between admiration, recurrent guilt and sadness at that earlier insight, Jay impulsively tossed aside his decade-old decision to give his unwilling wife just the barest chaste peck after she’d been legally pronounced his.

“Congratulations, you may kiss the bride!”

Suddenly certain that this was the first kiss that icily asexual, universally antagonistic Julia had ever experienced, it seemed an immediate violation of all those extravagant vows not to do an educative job. A master of nuances, Jay easily conveyed both apology and appeasement, along with subtle suggestions of the pleasures available to primates though the briefly lingering mingling of their breathing, the gentle squashing of those plump, slightly moistened lips.

Pulling back afterwards, the supposedly doomed groom saw confusion and just the swiftest slip in Princess Julia’s habitually frigid disdain. Eyes that knew a million ways to eviscerate him wondered for a moment if he wasn’t perhaps something less than utterly deplorable after all.

Jay didn’t need to check to know that Mistress Jennifer’s identical eyes were now the ones raving hazel flames with utterly justified outrage.

Fuck me wobbly! Between these two he could never begin to win…


Julia

For the initial hour or two of the reception, the newlywed bride was too occupied with the performance required of her for any introspection.

First came enduring the receiving line (gauntlet), and accepting everyone’s ironic or ignorantly ridiculous congratulations. Though every ‘thank you’ stuck in her throat, Julia smiled, shook hands and was gracious to all, even to horrendous Jennifer, who actually dared to kiss her cheek and whisper “Have fun tonight, Super-bitch! Go hardcore!” This after threatening her life the day before! After that they had to open the dancing.

Julia had learned to waltz for the occasion and of course the nymphomaniac she was marrying was already an expert. They made it through the Blue Danube without falling over or betraying too much mutual animosity. Jay in fact was doing a far better job than she was at projecting a proper loving façade despite his obvious agitation.

Like the unexpected tenor of his kiss, he seemed to be honestly trying out his notorious lover’s charms on her, while she was the one left grimly going through the socially appropriate motions. Even throughout the dinner he gallantly poured champagne for her and checked to see how she was enjoying each dish.

Perhaps he was under orders from Jennifer to disarm her for some reason. More likely he was softening her up for his brutish assault. Whatever the case, it wasn’t until the party was well underway that Julia had a chance to think past each moment’s practicalities. Then given a bit of peace at last, she returned as planned to mentally preparing herself for that hideously repugnant, hopefully solitary necessity ahead. Unfortunately the limitlessly bitter bride soon found herself contending with a couple of unexpected chinks in her ordinarily impenetrable armor.

That kiss, for one.

Yes, it had been her first. And yes, it was unexpectedly pleasurable. Jay’s gesture had taken her totally by surprise, before instinctive rejection could set in.

Now no matter how furiously she hardened her heart, insidious memories of softness insinuated themselves. So did Jennifer’s jibe about sensational stimuli she’d never deign to try. More than this hateful temptation toward enjoyment though it was that other, way-too-accurate accusation that plagued her. It was hard to use self-pitying martyrdom to steel herself for the hideous impregnation attempt ahead after being so cruelly called on it. Every smirk the horrible slut kept sending her way twisted her guts into unaccustomed knots until at last it was Julia who needed the insufferably rude distraction of peeking at her phone.

Slipping this out under cover of the table while Jay was off listening to some garbled spiel from his new father-in-law, she only meant to check her messages. What Julia got instead was instant outrage, followed by the walloping shock of a lifetime. And somehow the extinction of all she held dear inexorably proceeded from that poisoned seed.

Among the various work-related correspondences that couldn’t even wait on her goddamn wedding day was a huge, data-gobbling email from that outrageously menacing maid of honor.

One glance at the ‘time sent’ line confirmed that mailing her all this was what Jennifer had been doing when the pastor asked if there were any objections. There were several attached video files and a couple of internet links. It was the title line however that made Julia’s blood boil up and her face suddenly flush. It certainly succeeded in banishing her more ambiguous upset, at least for the time being. It seemed that as her means of objection Jen had sent her documentary evidence of what she called ‘Slave Jay’s Bachelor Party’.

Indeed the first active link led to an hours-long full-length movie posting on what was unmistakably a hardcore pornographic platform. Not bothering to look further or check the other link, Julia abruptly stood up. Hastily she excused herself, pleading a need to visit the facilities. Imperiously rebuffing the immediate attempts of others to join her, she hurried off to sequester herself in the privacy of the furthest stall. She actually took a quick pee. Then against her better judgment Julia sat and began viewing the selected video clips Jen had sent her.

She’d forbidden any such filthy celebration as inherently degrading to women! And here was her own twin undermining her in the most offensive fashion imaginable.

Clearly she’d secreted the camera recording this in the corner of the canopy above the head of the bed. The picture was high definition and the sound quality excellent enough to hear every gasp, smooch and rustle of silken sheets – not to mention each infuriating reference to herself. Jen seemed to have selected specifically to add negative incentive to her murderous threats.

“You think I’m risking frostbite of the penis here?”

“That tin-pot tyrant has an industrial sausage-grinder for a vagina. Stick it there and I’ll come out with nothing but a mangled stump.”

“It’d be like slipping it into liquid nitrogen; I’d shatter at first insertion!”

“Either she’s a latent lesbian or the trauma of our engagement may have turned her off men and sex in general.”

“Tell me you wouldn’t revel in fucking prudish Princess Julia right up her self-righteously uptight asshole! Squeeze it all the way in there and tear her apart! Wham-wham-wham-wham-hard-hard-hard-hard-hard-hard!”

Accompanying all these deliberate goads to her rage were scenes of Jennifer actually paddling a tied-up-and-loving-it Jay, brutally abusing his willing balls, pouring molten wax on his eagerly presented chest and even stuffing a bunch of big golden globes up his asshole! What the perverted fuck?! Naturally the last clip showed ‘Mistress Jennifer’ pulling these from him as they shrieked and thrashed in mutually animalistic climax.

“Oh, oh, oh my god, yes! Come on then ass-slut, give it up! Blow me that last ever load!”

“I…I…I…aiiiiyeeeeee…uh, uh, ooooooooooooohhhhhh, oh God what…uh…UH UH!”

As a general principle Julia abominated and eschewed all pornography. Viewing it now was a necessity she resented immensely. Still she had to know what the enemy was up to. Or so Julia told herself as she began replaying each video. By the time she reached that climactic one again though, her raging hate and repulsion had become infected by a recurrence of those upsetting earlier stirrings. In instinctive avoidance Julia closed the file before its end and moved on to check the other link provided. One again her eyes nearly fell out of her head.

This was a receipt for wedding presents, which Jen had considerately had sent directly to their honeymoon suite. It seemed her diabolical identical expected them to have a marital need for a) two sets of pink-furred chromed steel handcuffs, b) a professional equestrian’s dressage whip, and c) something called a ‘share’, whatever the fiddly-fuck that was. Feeling a blush so intense it made her scalp tingle, Julia searched no further. She put the phone away and buried her face in her hands, suddenly fiercely willing back mascara-smearing tears.

She was so far beyond furious it hurt her heart. She was well into viciously vengeful loathing already, oh yes, and toward both her despicable sister and her sick new ‘spouse’.

Worse, notoriously priggish Julia was infinitely appalled at her worst enemies’ outrageous decadence. She was even more morally/mortally offended by the obvious invitation to join in with (or at least take an example from) their hideously twisted depravity. What kind of psychologically bent degenerate did they think she was? At the same time however, Julia finally had no option but to recognize those squirming inner churnings for what they were.

Like it or not, she was experiencing the very first real feelings of honest, interpersonal rather than pathologically impersonal arousal in her life. This went against every facet of her oh-so (lonely) expensively crafted self-image. It opened doors she’d fruitlessly, repeatedly tried to nail and then barricade closed. How the hell was a frigidly controlled ice-bitch supposed to cope?


Julia

Joyless and relentlessly driven as a child, constantly at war with her misbehaving twin and the eighteen months-younger irritant their parents always foisted upon them, Julia came by her abhorrence of pornography early.

Naturally this was in reaction to Jennifer’s naked obsession.

The more the budding slut gasped and giggled and shoved videos of adults rutting under her nose, the more revolted Julia grew. The more Jen explored kissing and touching with the little wimp she was always defending from her, the harder Julia armored herself against any affection whatsoever. After doing her own exquisitely clinical research into human reproduction (and finding the details as utterly disgusting and terrifying as expected) she’d decided to avoid the subject assiduously. Then came the devastation of her arranged engagement.

Unable to defy duty (and the combined will of their parents), Julia’s horror and revulsion henceforth became continuously augmented by the brazen way her genetic identical and her intended mate wallowed openly in lavishly gratifying their basest impulses. And yet after a while Julia also came to feel the teensiest bit of relief. Eagerly she seized on the excuse provided to persistently rebuff all affections, suggestions, advances, and even her own deeply buried needs with an openly vicious contempt.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t afford to get attached to anyone. I’d just have to give them up eventually. I’ve been promised to another unfortunately, even he if is an undisciplined, self-involved, syphilitic swine. That’s the end of the matter.”

Julia soon heard the rumors about her. And she seized as well on the handy identity she was being publically pegged with: asexual.

Why yes, she was one of these ‘non-binaries’ (or whatever they called it), a person who didn’t need gross animalistic contact to validate her human experience. She had quite enough on her plate just learning how to run a large and complicated company without any real assistance from her spoiled fellow heirs. Circumstances required that she simply concentrate on such herculean responsibilities and let future familial obligations wait.

Generally this was a splendidly successful attitude to take. Julia usually was way too busy to be bothered with anything but first her accelerated education and then her career. Yet deep inside she knew the whole ‘asexuality’ excuse was a sham.

True, she’d never met a man (or woman) she’d wanted to kiss or have any intimate physical contact with. But at least a couple of times a year the frigid virgin weakened.

In the dead of night, in a pitch-black bedroom, hating herself but incapable of restraint, Julia would find herself thrashing in madly abandoned hours of feverish masturbation.

Using only her fingers, this shouldn’t seem a sin. What made it insupportably horrible was the manner of fantasy that gripped the supposedly super-virtuous ice-princess whenever such ungovernable estrus overwhelmed her. The most common of these involved being shipwrecked, washed up on some idyllic tropical island. This was a scenario she’d embellished to perfection.

‘Rescued’ by the all-male natives, she was being brutally, dually, ritualistically raped by each succeeding brace of these hundred or so horse-hung, ebony-sculpted, perpetually deprived savages. Nearby on the picturesque beach, those awaiting their turns with her ripped-wide vagina or tooth-pulled mouth all busied themselves by shaping the greenwood spits – or stoking the roaring fire-pit for her impending double-impalement and slowly rotating sacrificial roasting (all performed while she was lingeringly still alive and conscious of course).

Oh, it was only noon as ‘Princess’ Julia was once again pumped full of barbaric spunk, just flooded from both agonizingly distended ends. Then two even huger black-as-sin truncheons immediately plunged into their abysmally aching places. And not until the most heartbreakingly lovely sunrise would she be doubly-spitted for real, with that pair of sharpened sapling trunks, so that she could finally go all struggling and strangling over that glowing bed of coals.

Around and around she’d roll, gradually broiling alive, while around and around her the raping savages would ululate and dance, chanting and prancing feverishly. Of course the proper celebration, the fantastically cabalistic-cannibalistic repast, couldn’t get underway until dusk. That’s when they’d finally take her carcass down and start by carving her oh-so juicy-crispy big tits off of the rest of that fat-cracked and blackened, aromatically smoking fuck-pig feast…

All of that was lunatic enough. Once however she’d even dreamed of being train-raped while some unseen executioner held a huge, dull, crudely jagged knife edge to her neck.

This murderer (savior) was just waiting for the signal while she was being endlessly punishingly fucked so redundantly bloody! Meanwhile the cruel hands fisted in her sweaty hair were forcing her to watch every second while her twin and fiancé made sublimely sweet and tenderly caring love to one another, kissing and rocking in rapturous tandem for hours upon blissfully euphoric hours…

Waking suddenly in a simmering puddle of pussy-juices, Julia had given herself her best orgasm(s) ever while visualizing her slow-sawing, blood-spraying beheading at the peak of her very worst enemies’ own shared transcendently affectionate apotheosis.

Good lord, save us please our sanity!

Being educated and intelligent, Julia knew these gruesomely suicidal fantasies represented a desperate wish to escape all the incomprehensibly intense pressures that had hag-ridden her since birth. Nevertheless such deeply taboo urges were far too disturbing for her to consciously acknowledge – especially since they were so at odds with her foundational personality of icily brilliant authoritarianism. Sitting in the shitter on that at-last-arrived wedding day however, choking on madness usually safely contained, Super-bitch/Princess Julia found an arresting stab of clarity in her agony. To keep it from escaping like dreams into the ether, she spoke the perilous truth to herself aloud.

“You’re suppressing completely normal, dangerously primal needs unhealthily. And you’re under way too much stress every day. You’re a fucking responsibility junkie. You need a better method of sublimating your need for sexual release, not to mention a viable outlet for safely venting so much pressure. That kinky equestrienne’s thing now…”

For a moment Julia saw herself dressed like Jen and wielding it, and both that forbidden yearning and her vengeful rage responded. But then her reprehensibly threatening sister’s smirk recurred, as well as her latest words. Go hardcore! This was exactly what that treacherous trollop wanted! Suddenly a lifetime of animosity rose up and swept all such deviant impulses aside.

Whatever fucked-up game the enemy was playing Julia would never give her the satisfaction of her willing complicity. And damn it, she’d been in this bathroom stall for far too long!

It was well past time to return to the party – though not to the side of the freak she’d just married. Julia couldn’t handle that yet. She needed to redeem her long absence by circulating amongst the guests. It was her job as the bride, after all. Who else was going to do it for her?

“How is everything tonight?”

“Are you three getting enough to eat?”

“How many glasses of champagne is that Kristi?”

“Why thank you, yes, I oversaw everything myself.”

“Do you think so? I don’t. Veils seem so old-fashioned to me. I mean, no one needs to modestly hide me until I’m sold like livestock. What are we, Muslims?”

“Oh believe me; I’ll make an honest man out of that scamp somehow!”

“Well, what with all the instability in the markets these days, Jarvis says…”

A hefty helping of banalities was just the ticket. By the time Julia worked her way back to the head table all upset was buried and her original intentions were intact. Sitting next to Jay again she even managed a saccharine look of approval at his persistent solicitousness.

And so the reception dragged on, the interval before her abominable hymen-ripping steadily diminishing. Occasionally base temptation returned to prey on Julia. All she had to do was look at her perpetually smirking twin to again banish the unworthy urges that kept trying to pollute her long-planned determination to coldly and unresponsively suffer her enemy’s repugnant touch out of filial obligation to produce a baby. (Unacknowledged went her coincidental intention to spite and defy insanely jealous, obscenely threatening Jennifer by going ahead and fucking her precious, pathetic little ‘slave’ at least once before bullying the oversexed pig into a lifetime of henpecked chastity as soon as possible thereafter).

Bolstered by her loathing, convinced of her ability to resist the enemies’ wishes, unrelenting Julia was able to remain steadfastly set on her course toward martyrdom. She actually managed to keep a manufactured smile pasted to her face all the way up through the grand hotel, as a ribaldly cheering and singing crowd led by best man Brad conveyed the nuptial couple up from the reception hall to their pre-decorated and lavishly prepared honeymoon suite in a raucous, old-fashioned shivaree. Nor did she signal any detesting protest when Jay so presumptuously swept her up into his arms to carry her over the threshold. Only well after he’d put her demurely down again did the suddenly unexpectedly-blushing bride begin to comprehend just what she was up against in taking on her objecting maid of honor.


Jay

As soon as the closing doors shut out the crowd, all pretense fell from Julia’s manner.

Her smile vanished, replaced by that familiar frosty-eyed mien. After one withering look around at all the traditional romantic touches (constellations of candles, gardens of red roses, flower petals and scattered candies leading a path to the sumptuous mattress), Jay’s new mate stood ramrod-straight and turned her haughty back on him. She spoke over her shoulder in the same disparaging tone she used to hector him about the office all day.

“All right, pig. Let’s get this nightmare over with. Unzip my goddamn bodice. You can manage that much in your sleep, I expect.”

Jay couldn’t let this proceed any further.

“Julia please, I have to tell you…well, show you something.

“Among a ton of other things, I promised today to always obey you. And I assure you that I will, no matter how exorbitant the cost. But there’s something you absolutely need to see about me right away. May I… may I take off my own clothes instead?”

Normally even this placatory of a request would be defined as defiance, bringing on a screaming tirade. For some reason, after a long slow look at the love-bite on his neck, Julia nodded, seeming uncharacteristically wary.

Hurriedly Jay removed his tuxedo jacket and cummerbund. Not bothering with buttons or bowtie, he dropped his slacks and briefs. Separating the tails of his shirt he exposed the titanium and gold ‘jewelry’ his owner had so sinisterly fitted him with.

Under other circumstances, the way Julia’s mouth sagged open into a perfect oval O and those already giant eyes sprang wide might have made for a real laugh riot. Jay could only tremble shamefaced however as astonishment kindled toward some kind of apocalyptic cataclysm. Excuses tumbled from him.

“Obviously Jennifer did this to me. I was passed out drunk at the time. It’s a newfangled chastity device of some kind. As maybe you can tell by the state of my balls, your sister is pretty adamant about us not consummating this marriage – at least not in the traditional manner.”

“Is there any other?”

“Well, given the state of the rest of me, and your rather authoritarian personality, I think Jen is pointing us toward some excitingly kinky, alternate-lifestyle kind of avenues to fulfillment.”

“No shit, sissy!”

That scathing gaze tallied his visible injuries. It lingered last on his disfigured shaft.

“What happened there?”

“She actually branded me, Jules. See, my soul-mate Mistress Jennifer has irrevocably claimed me to be her eternal slave. As the freely agreed owner of my earthly body and immortal spirit, she has monogrammed me and then locked up the most quintessential part of her property.

“Believe me, I’m not happy about that either, even if really hurts me so beautifully. Unless you can find some bolt-cutters (and a lot more bravery than me), I might never even be able get erect again – much less fuck anyone or ejaculate.”

Still eyebrow-climbing and slack-jawed, Julia betrayed an amazing range of reaction at that.

Appalled by such an anachronistic expedient, outraged at the chutzpah of such presumption, she was most obviously infuriated at being so utterly outplayed by her most hated adversary. Practiced at peering through those open windows to the soul though, Jay was certain he saw both a spiteful glee-gleam and a sneaky relief in Julia’s complex expression as well.

Eternal chastity was just what the indiscriminate slut most deserved of course – and what Julia was always most comfortable with. But maybe Jay even sensed a much deeper sliver of hidden regret surfacing in her.

Strange as it seemed, part of Julia had possibly wanted to heroically suffer, to ostentatiously turn her face away and stoically endure his limitlessly repugnant violation in some kind of self-flagellating homage to her all-powerful god of Family Responsibility.

Or maybe he was just intuiting too much. Finally, after leaning in close enough to verify her worst enemy’s signature burned into her legal mate’s penis, Julia looked up at Jay for once with open frankness in her gaze.

“So are you my obedient mate? Or my treacherous enemy’s slave-agent? Which is it?”

“Kind of both, I guess, as much as I can get away with anyway. Right now you’re here and she’s not. Nor do I expect you’ll let me see her anytime soon. And Mistress Jennifer did mention something about you maybe even taking over my ‘training’ now…”

“Yes, the degenerate trollop did drop some heavy hints about that, didn’t she?”

Growing astounded in his own right that no shrieking, lamp-throwing tantrum was so far forthcoming, Jay could only watch, pants puddled around his ankles, as distantly frowning Julia walked slowly around him, demanding further inspection. “Lift up your shirt!”

Examining his burn patterns and still badly paddled-black ass, she smirked in turn just a bit before moving on to pore over a small pile of gaily-wrapped gifts someone had deposited for them on the foot of the bed.

Without a word Julia began to open these. Only when two sets of handcuffs (trimmed in hot-pink fuzz no less) tumbled onto the mattress did she react. Yet showing no surprise (much less offense), Super-bitch called sharply over her shoulder again as she started on the second, an exceptionally long and slender present.

“Finish undressing, idiot!”

Jay didn’t need a second telling.

In a blackly comic replay of Friday, he almost tripped stripping when he saw Julia experimentally bending a stiff-but-springy dressage whip between her fists. This too she tossed contemptuously onto the bed. Then she sighed theatrically and opened that last package. And for a while Jay’s new wife seemed to forget about him entirely.


Julia

Nothing could have been further from the truth of course. She was just grappling with too much dissonance to contend with anything beyond her own ongoing destruction.

Too much inner turmoil. Way too many unexpected shocks this day. Revelation after appalling revelation; temptation upon unspeakably repellent temptation.

Existential dangers to her turned into grateful escapes from self-created damnation and back again with a simple switch of perspective. With years of grimly cherished intention thwarted by the most devious checkmate conceivable, her enemies’ chiseling down of her resistance to their wishes had been nearly complete. Only that last reflexively antagonistic core of win-at-all-costs competitive hatred had remained. And now, as she teetered on the slippery brink into sin, this.

It was the ultimate subversive masterstroke, the most shockingly perverse and yet supremely perfect-for-her temptation-trap her worst nemesis could possibly have created for her.

So scandalously outrageous was the entire concept that it took a while for the particulars to penetrate Julia’s already spinning head. Part of her was still reveling in memory, savoring the limberness of that switch while she absently sat on the side of the bed and tried to sort out what that last package had just disgorged.

There was a tube of peppermint-infused sex-gel – odd. Odder still, there was a weirdly configured flesh-colored silicone artifact, clearly a big phony phallus balanced by a smaller kind of kinkily curved handle. Was this the suspiciously-labeled ‘share’? Still Julia didn’t put it all together until she picked up the small paperback booklet included. Once again an unbelievable title rose up and floored her.

He’s Begging for a Pegging, by Betty Luvsyerboner.

Below this blackly hysterical byline was a stylized drawing of a woman wearing a dildo that was supposedly attached to the harness strapped about her absurdly curvy butt and crotch.

‘Supposedly’ in this case meant it was kind of implied by the way she had that big ‘peg’ of hers buried to the hilt in the upward-yearning backside of the bent-over, pillow-biting male weeping meekly beneath her. Suddenly Julia sucked in an unintentionally suspended breath, making the whole perverted world whirl afresh.

Jesus save us from ever more craziness, was this really a thing?

Oblivious to naked Jay climbing into the center of that palatial bed behind her, Julia opened the book and got her answer.

My heavens, there was an entire thriving subculture out there devoted to this unbelievably demeaning ‘pegging’ pursuit!

From otherwise perfectly normal couples just looking to expand their sexual repertoire to evermore dedicated adherents to the ‘femdom’ or ‘bdsm’ lifestyle, to even the most demented seekers after the most extreme insertions (fists and feet and Julia preferred not learn what else), it seemed that beyond just ‘love-beads’, adventurous anal play between straights was a remarkably popular hobby. Who could have ever guessed?

More engrossed by the moment as her heart sped unaccustomedly up, Julia chose to ignore the obvious answer to that question and read on. A victory for the ‘hardcore’ slut in the receiving gauntlet or not, this was a battle that had already been lost. So fuck it – or better yet fuck him.

When Julia finished that first chapter and looked up at last, her new ‘slave’ Jay was already ready and waiting for her.

While she’d been slipping inexorably toward acceptance, he’d placed that dressage whip and the handcuff keys prominently next to himself but just out of his reach. Then he’d used those sissy-pink manacles to lock his left wrist to his left ankle, and the right wrist likewise to the right one. Now he awaited her attentions kneeling patiently, his belabored-black ass raised receptively up in an all-too obvious invitation while his humbly kowtowed head rested pressed against the sheets and mattress.

It wasn’t the pillow-biting pose from the book’s cover, but it was close. He’d even turned his face decorously away, allowing the ruling lady to make whatever she would of his helpless, carte blanche offering of hopefully erotic suffering.

Her second-worst enemy ever, always cowering behind Jenny’s protection, and now he’d been sent here by the infinitely tricky vixen to suffer whatever vengeful extremities the forever feared and despised Super-bitch might dream up for him – along with those so temptingly suggested of course.

Surely cuffing, whipping and buggering that indisputably deserving male slut was just the beginning. Why not see where such exhilarating, surely therapeutic possibilities might lead?

Even though it meshed with Jen’s never-more suspect intentions, whether it might fill the coital void in her life or successfully vent the pressures overwhelming her or not, this ultimate appeal to Julia’s innate craving for dominating and degrading had already successfully demolished the last of her defenses.

It was time to exact some extremely belated payback!

This wimpy shit had vexed her since first invading her playpen. He’d rubbed her nose in his disgusting promiscuity for a decade, humiliating her in front of the entire city daily. Then there was everything he’d just said about her while in bed with her little sister!

The fact that the sick fuck claimed to be a nascent masochist only added a delicious challenge to this unprecedented adventure.

Did he think his ‘mistress’ had made him experience some serious humiliation and pain? Bruises and burns were child’s play! She’d show her legally-wedded husband who the real evil twin was around here! Welcoming this utterly unfamiliar coursing of passion within, Julia tucked that still-inexplicably considerate gift from her sister out of sight for the moment.

First came the foreplay, then the defloration. Even a formerly hopelessly sheltered ice-virgin knew that much. Whether Jay was used to taking more than baubles up the butt or not, let him wonder what manner of consummation was cementing in this inescapable new relationship until it was unavoidably upon him. Meanwhile…

Abruptly Julia stood up.

Grumbling at having to do it for herself after all, adding this to the punishment tally, she stretched and strained and at last released her tight-fitting bodice. Letting the whole heavy dress fall away, stepping free in all her pristine white lace lingerie, Julia toed off her shoes before checking that her strapless bra still safely contained her way-too generous breasts.

Horn-dog knew what she looked like of course, after years of doing it with her exact body double. Still Julia would be damned if she’d have him drooling over her tits just because she needed enough freedom of movement to properly whip the shit out of him. Speaking of which…

Julia picked up that beautiful implement. Four feet from comfortably molded handle to tasseled tip, incisively thin and wickedly stiff, it looked as expertly crafted as it was no doubt devastatingly effective. Her breathing deepening already, the new sadist in residence climbed back onto the bed and knee-walked her way toward her humbly penitent husband.

Gently she tickled that hugely bruised target with the tassel. Then she used the blunt end to poke him in the puckered pink bulls-eye. Her cock-locked sissy twitched involuntary. Then he sighed, moaned and bowed his back, eagerly raising his ass up even higher. Julia actually giggled at this, for maybe the first time ever.

“Let me get things straight. The boy who spent his entire existence cringing from my fists and muttering sullenly over every order given him now wants me to punish and humiliate him at my most trifling whim. And in exchange for this, he promises to worshipfully obey, serve and maybe even service me with the unconditional fealty of an Old Testament slave.”

Julia heard only despair and the meekest fearful sincerity in Jay’s reply.

“That’s exactly it, my fabulously strict and demanding new wife. What else is there left for me in this life? Apparently I no longer have sex or even orgasms to look forward to. Only my new love of bondage, and this sudden need to submit to the demeaning cruelty of domineering females. Perhaps together we can uncover how that bizarre proclivity became lodged in my unsuspecting psyche in the first place, oh childhood bully of mine. In any event, won’t you please, please punish me for my every past failure, my every present offense, and especially for my every least future inadequacy, all to the absolute exhaustion of your clearly vast capacities?

“Property of your worst enemy or not, I am now a hostage in your house – and free to be viciously physically chastised at any time you wish to strike out at either my (hopefully) key-holding owner or me. May your most pitiless punishments only hopelessly arouse your utterly willing victim ever further!”

Jay actually choked back a sob after that.

Julia noticed then how his cock was indeed about two-thirds hard, bobbing comically as it fought the shackle dragging it down and pinching it off.

Unable not to, she reached under and tugged at this, assuring herself of its permanence. Jay groaned eloquently tormented woe, that stiff-but-bent shaft spasmed like a dowsing rod and Julia giggled almost giddily this time at its persistent useless after-twitching. Then she even more daringly cupped and groped those dangling, bloated, badly discolored balls.

Though these were obviously the first testicles she’d ever hefted, even Julia could see how tender and grossly swollen they were. Jenny was quite the grabby owner indeed.

Exploring scabs, the shiny stretching of the scrotum, the bloated shape and texture of everything, palpation eventually turned to squeezing until Jay whimpered pitiable-gleefully. Feeling her nipples harden at the bizarre sound, still Julia jerked her hand away as though his pleasure-in-pain had indecently tainted her.

Flooded suddenly with blindingly irrational anger, Julia didn’t bother with any more warning or even consideration of any kind. As if this fateful first thrashing were no more remarkable than a million other immediately fated such occasions, Super-bitch hauled off and began slashing that stiff limber switch as fiercely as she possibly could against the sinful flesh her sister had already so extensively distressed.

God this was so fucking AWESOME!

The vigorous physical exertion, the serial rhythmic impacts, the cathartic release of rage and the gratification of immediately visible dermal damage but most of all the squealing and sobbing of her struggling submissive all acted like some kind of powerfully addictive aphrodisiac on the notorious Super-bitch.

All the anger she habitually lived with, the smoldering resentment she felt over so many irreparable injustices, even that admittedly childish urge to maximally hurt the vulnerable pet of her lucky-duck slacker sister, all were finding a superlative outlet at last!

Harder and harder the exultant Super-bitch whipped the wimpy shit, moving on from absolutely latticing that already blackened ass to laying down dozens of livid new welt-lines all over the still virgin undersides of his lily-white thighs. Seeing that she’d long since beaten the attempted erection completely out of him only exalted the born-and-bred dominatrix more.

She’d show these pitiful poseurs how to inflict domination and discipline all right! And in the process she’d punish all of their lazy wanton insulting humiliating public rutting until they both regretted ever taking over her playpen! More, she’d take out every least grievance she’d ever briefly felt in her unjustly onerous life in general on this cringing piece of despicable filth!

Swept away by the fantastic rush of her always-innate sadism being so wonderfully if belatedly awakened, Julia began to laugh, toss her triumphant banner of hair and taunt her helplessly shackled mate even as genuine sexual arousal surged through her like a refreshing blessing from every imaginable heaven.

“Oh, I like this! Fifty years of this might just make up for the last twenty-five in which you’ve tortured me horribly just by being alive.

“You can bet I’m going to do this to you and so much worse all the time now Slave Jay, every damn day. What do you say to that, my cock-locked sissy-wimp sister’s bitch?”

Julia stopped whipping him so the pig could quit his incoherent squealing. Sniveling piteously, Jay met her ferocious threat with flagrantly bloodshot misery. Never had she seem him so transparently sincere.

“My wishes no longer exist. It’s improper for property to have any opinions about what becomes of it. All that matters is whatever gratifies my betters. I am of lesser significance than the dog-shit you make me lick off the soles of your rightfully-spitefully nightly spurning boots.”

Surprised Princess Julia got an honestly fond laugh out of that – another welcome first in interacting with this maggot.

“Well said, lickspittle. Maybe you can do that for me every evening indeed when I come in from work from now on.

“You know, suddenly this hateful arranged marriage doesn’t seem quite so unendurable as it did just this morning, or even half an hour ago. I’m not only having the time of my life tonight. I’m fucking really turned on for the first time ever, at least with another person present.

“I could whip your ass like this all week, you naughty fucking slut – and probably climax just from doing that. But why should I cheat myself of that incredibly kinky, alternative-lifestyle kind of consummation you promised?

“Especially when your own mistress went to so much trouble to contrive it for us. I don’t know what kind of creepy game that twisted witch is playing with us. But as you said, you’re the one who’s sworn to bear the cost for all. You’d better hope that ball-loving butt is up to the fun.”

Slave Jay expressed only the dimmest perplexity.

Clearly Jennifer hadn’t mentioned any of her presents, or prepared her clueless property for his incredibly momentous deflowering – not beyond that conveniently uninhibiting business with the love-beads at least. Spectacular! And thank you again, my inscrutably generous enemy.

Julia resumed whipping her soon-to-be butt-bitch, but only to stoke herself back up to that raging pitch of passion so unprecedented for her. Once she was literally panting and shaking with anticipation (and delightfully soaking down below) the beyond-horny debutant turned around so her newfound lifelong fuck-slut couldn’t see what she was up to.

Off came her pretty white panties. Into an eagerly wet pussy only ever yet penetrated by fingers or a tampon, Julia slid the ‘handle’ part of that inspiringly designed double-phallus.

Gasping in disbelieving reaction as it snugged up against her most sensitive nerve nexuses, the impatient virgin marveled as much at how it stayed deliciously in place as at how thrillingly powerful that big, realistic outer organ now looked and felt jutting so seamlessly up from her shaved-for-the-occasion pubis. Randy-damn-bam, ma’am, but she was so brutishly manly!

Greasing up her tremendous new boner and grinning at that burn of peppermint on her fingers (Jennifer never missed a trick), Princess Super-bitch shivered afresh at the perverted audacity of all this. Who could ever have credited her acceptance of such mad depravity only today? But then the no-longer-so-virtuous virago just couldn’t bear any further delay.

Twenty-six years of chastity was far too interminable already. It was time to consummate this buggered-up arranged mating in what really was the only appropriate way!


Jay

By the time he got his bawling under control, Jay was heavily regretting he’d ever met either of these gorgeously desirable females.

Bondage wasn’t exciting; it was panic-inducing madness. Discipline was only thrilling until the agony overwhelmed the arousal, which on this occasion had happened within minutes. Hell, arousal itself was agony now, not to mention an unspeakable torment of thwarted imperative. And where submitting to Jennifer’s cruelty and demeaning only enhanced the unbalanced worship he lavished on her, the reciprocal held true with hated bully Jules.

Love lent a most crucial comfort. Hatred corroded souls.

A lowering of personal barriers between deeply-trusting intimates allowed each to emerge from such rapturous extremes with their mutual esteem only strengthened. Suffering the endless depredations of an embittered, loathed, relentlessly contemptuous enemy however had very little to recommend it – especially since Julia was inherently so much more viciously vengeful in nature. The astronomically worsened state of his backside spoke to that. What in the world had his weakling begging gotten this cock-locked idiot into now?

He was about to get his first real inkling. And Screamin’ Jay would never be the same.

Blinking away tears, the outlandishly ass-whipped bitch felt the mattress shift with his pitiless spouse’s return. Twisting his face against the sheets dried him enough to see her. He craned his gaze and couldn’t help thinking that, terrifying tyrant or not, ‘Princess’ Julia looked unutterably lovely in all her virginal white lace lingerie.

Elegantly configured stockings, garters and belt, a barely semi-containing strapless bra, she even still wore her (veil-free) bridal headpiece. And every bit of the creamy unblemished skin left bare was innocent of any scars, tan-lines, tattoos or piercings anywhere, making for an unbearably appealing contrast to her marked-up, extensively modified duplicate. She’d even taken those sexy panties off and…

HOLY SHIT WHAT THE BLOODY-ASS FUCK WAS THAT?!!!!!!!!!

Jay lurched against his cuffs, utterly involuntarily.

In the extremity of his shocked distress, the first thing that came into his head was a question: was this the answer to Julia’s notorious frigidity? Was she not asexual but instead intersexual, born a hermaphrodite and understandably too ashamed to display it? But no, that was silly. Jen was genetically identical. He’d think he’d have noticed a big ten-inch prick jutting up from her crotch…

Focusing closer, Jay saw that it was actually fake. Remarkably lifelike, but definitely a fake. He even noticed, yes, identically protruding big pussy lips gripping the thick silicone where it disappeared up inside her body. And no balls at all.

Okay, so someone had invented a strap-on dildo that no longer needed any straps. But…but what…oh, Jesus, fuck no!

Or maybe rather, “Fuck me,” (wobbly if you please) as he’d groaned back in the church after both formidable sisters reacted differently to his perfectly innocent kiss. It seemed at least one of these mind-bogglingly sinister twins was determined to take him up on that invitation.

Seeing she had his undivided attention, Julia posed for him, hands on provocatively cocked hips. Bits of stiffened nipples just visible above that bra, Jay could see a sheen of grease already coating her intimidatingly big boner. Trying to look so sternly maternal and uncompromising, Julia couldn’t quite suppress the avid ravening of evil glee enlivening her. Seeing her so excited at her unmistakably emasculating intentions seemed at once so completely out of character and yet perfectly predictable for the born authoritarian.

Clearly this bitterly misandrous ice-tyrant had suddenly found the most quintessential sexual expression of herself at last. Flabbergasted and terrified as he was, Jay felt a dutiful sliver of happiness for his long-cheated-by-fate workaholic mate.

It wouldn’t last.

Julia held up her phone and suddenly the captive slave saw and heard himself disparaging her. He was enumerating all the reasons he could never stick his dick into her. Then he was admitting how’d he never be able resist raping a bound and gagged Super-bitch ‘right in her self-righteously uptight asshole’.

Case closed, Julia tossed aside the phone.

“Well, my guilty enemy husband, criminal of love and war, I think that rather damning testimony convicts you nicely. And you know who else cannot resist the temptation of brutal anal rape? Your new trainer in the rigors of slavery. And since you wouldn’t dare to risk your penis in me even if it wasn’t locked into deserving eternal impotence, it seems that every time we have marital congress we’ll just have to employ-enjoy my big beautiful boner instead.

“Like those cuffs and whip, this lovely two-way prick was a wedding gift from your beloved mistress after all. Dare you to resist the explicit wishes of both your owners?”

Jay could only shake his amazed-dismayed head.

“In that case bitch, get ready to lose the only cherry you still have left. Something tells me I’m going to take to having sex with you just as naturally and enthusiastically as I’ve embraced your taste for bondage and discipline. Maybe even more so. I’ve got a lot of lost time to make up for – and a lot of insulting humiliation from your slutty public rutting to repudiate!”

Just like that she moved eagerly in on him. And it took every iota of the lifetime sex-slave’s concentrated will to hold still, and not struggle in some useless delusion of reprieve.

Learning that Mistress Jennifer had not only recorded and shared their tryst but had surely also meticulously arranged this ultimate male horror for him (of course) only worsened the weirdly dreamy surreality he felt as Julia closed in.

All part of the murderous plot, right? “Endure it!” Threatening Jen had ordered him. Now he understood why. And anyway, what choice did he have anymore? At the moment, not even suicide could prevent the mortifying eradication of his remaining shreds of manliness.

Julia knelt between his widely separated, shackled-together hands and feet. She took proprietary hold of his bruised gluteus and spread those horribly scored and battered cheeks. Blunt and slick, bigger than his own former prick (if considerably less yielding), the head-bulb of Princess Super-bitch’s new erection probed at his quivering hole.

Ouch! She was hot, chemically burning him before even insertion!

Too damn bad, bitch!

Waiting out his spasmodic clenching, Julia at last gasped with the most fantastic imaginable satisfaction as she suddenly took advantage of a momentary relaxing to brutally-abruptly stab-plunge herself at least halfway up into him. To Jay’s wail of agonized, utterly limitless degradation she laughed with victorious exultation.

“What’s the matter, slut-boy? You loved having my rebel enemy’s balls up your butt. Is my big demanding manhood a tad harder to take? I sincerely hope so. As soon as I suspect you’re actually enjoying our constant sex, I might have to invest in some much bigger organs, even madly-designed plugs and vibrators. It’s all in the book Jenny just gave me. So go ahead and squeal like the stuck pig you are for me, you sick little ass-spitted bitch! It turns me on. And if butt-fucking my disgustingly slutty hubby feels this incredibly heavenly already, I can’t wait to see what the next fifty or sixty years of it might do for me!”

Poor Jay just wanted to get through the next few minutes.

Wishing he had something to bite down on as Julia forced herself the rest of the way inside him and then immediately began thrusting vigorously in and out, he actually had a second where he reconsidered his opposition to sororicide. Then as she even more zealously fell into a relentlessly accelerating rhythm all he could do was fist his fingers and toes, shriek and weep and uselessly plead while his combined wife and business superior so savagely attacked the exquisitely tender, hugely stretched and stuffed tissues that made up the formerly private insides of his already beginning-to-be painfully abraded anus and rectal channel.

Marital congress was his at last, oh yeah. Alas!


Julia

Once again: Oh My God this was so fucking AWESOME!

Gaia bless the feminist genius who invented pegging – or at least this amazing ‘share’ thing!

Constantly it rocked on her clitoris, the most stimulating sensation ever. Or maybe that was the way the big bulb on the end of the inside pressed harder against her g-spot the harder she worked her lunging hips. Though unaccustomed, that pumping undulation of her body felt not only utterly natural already but supremely thrilling in its almost sinuous fluidity. It was a real erotic dance, an exercise routine that need never weary, a primal unveiling of her truest spirit.

So many undreamt-of firsts tonight!

First there was her first kiss, now entirely explicable in its solicitousness. Then the belated discovery of the cathartic delights of inflicting physical chastisement.

She’d had her first experience with healthy, person-to-person arousal (growing stronger by the moment thanks) leading up to this, her first ever direct sexual connection (and gleefully domineering butt-fucking!) which was surely just building up toward her first-ever orgasm(s) outside of lonely onanism.

At long last she was a frigid, inhibited virgin no more, and Julia absolutely reveled most of all in celebrating the freeing of her interminably leashed libido.

While she may not have overcome her aversion to more normal forms of intercourse, how could anything possibly surpass this? If whipping her groveling new slave had been an ungodly intense rush, pegging him had the legendary Super-bitch power-tripping like a steroidal valkyrie overdosing on methamphetamines.

The fact that this particular flavor of lust she’d discovered was that of the raping sadist’s rampaging rage was irrelevant. She was who she was after all, and blame those who made her so if this violently manly manner of rutting was undeniably ideal for her.

Shelved permanently were Julia’s plans for passive submission to her own violation.

What the hell had she been thinking? And Jen was right too in that she needn’t worry about naturally conceiving in an age of IVF. To hell with promises to their parents and threats between twins; this wedding night was all about her now. And since the indisputably guilty could raise no complaints, there could be no moral quibbles or restraints. What was slave Jay going to do, run away? All paths led to the poorhouse from there.

Glorying almost as much in her lifetime-loathed victim’s torment as her own revelatory exaltation, Julia soon abandoned herself utterly to the sinfully addictive mix of unbridled sexual ecstasy and frenziedly vengeful aggression overwhelming her. Unconcerned that her breasts had escaped her bra (actually rather enjoying their energetic jiggling), she poured everything she had into punitively ravishing this forever-hated enemy agent.

And oh how his infinite offenses were repaid!

After a while only Super-bitch’s viselike grip on his hips kept the shrieking weakling from collapsing into pudding. The nonstop battery of her body had chafed his abased face all abraded from friction with even the silkiest sheets, to say nothing of what that relentless hip-smacking must be doing to all those fresh welts and two day-old bruises.

Go ahead and live for it, baby! Surely even those incidental agonies were merely trifles compared to whatever her deep-spearing speed-reaming was doing to both the former horn-dog’s piggy little peg-hole and oh-so-studly opinion of himself.

Wailing on and on, he’d almost be pitiable – that is if every least smidgen of her new husband’s suffering wasn’t so redundantly justified. As it clearly was, Princess Julia only had to mentally replay that interrogation tape, or visualize any of a million childhood, adolescent, educational, professional and above all social and sexual sins to spur herself on to ever more insanely raging-rewarding bum-rutting. Then to finally hit the trigger on that never-more-momentous initial orgasm, all the rampant Super-bitch had to do was give in at last and remember the way Jen and Jay had peaked so lovingly together in that final bauble-pulling video.

Driven by this taunt to murderously jealous ferocity in her sodomy, Julia doubted she could have stopped stabbing out the throes of her absolutely galvanic climax even if her brand new ass-victim had been bleeding as badly as he was squealing and bleating.

Luckily when she’d exhausted the very last of her plunges and shudders, disengaging and backing wobblingly away, no big gout of gore followed out that deflowering sword.

Julia was free to tumble panting to the mattress – and to simply revel in everything for a bit before trying to take stock of all that had somehow just magically happened to her.

Basking in fabulous aftermath while her victim sobbed slobberingly on, Julia at last looked back to how all this unimagined fun had begun.

She’d been sitting in the bathroom stall, nearly weeping herself, trapped between her twin’s insidious temptings and the trauma twisted about the dark heart of herself. It was easy to understand now that her original intentions for tonight had been just another variation on her creepy craving for rape. Unable to accept the repellent lure of sex, part of her wanted it forced upon her – even if it coincidentally somehow destroyed her.

No doubt this still unresolved conflict had everything to do with her instant reveling in the wondrous invention of pegging, in turning the violently raping tables on her designated mate, in humiliatingly physically subjugating her most despised and oldest enemy, the long-promised one who’d dared to so openly prefer her wildly lubricious and flighty twin to the family heir as a freely chosen soul-mate.

It was the ultimate externalization-projection of the foundational pain that unwillingly defined her. Still right now Julia didn’t care a whit if she was still too repelled or inhibited to attempt any more ‘normal’ sorts of intimacy.

There was plenty of time to let this suddenly quite attractive arranged marriage play itself out. Plenty of time to see if her intended new regimen of inflicting daily overwork, bondage, humiliation, discipline and especially the most vigorously punishing pegging on her oh-so deserving new slave might help ease the overwhelming pressures always building up in her. Maybe it could even help banish those disturbingly creepy need-dreams. If so, she’d be more than content to go on wallowing in her seemingly always-destined role of the Tyrant Queen Ass-master Dominatrix from Hell until time itself fell.

So then, along with researching methods of in-vitro fertilization, Julia now had to finish reading that guidebook – and then go on to follow up on so many tantalizing tangents.

‘Wifeled relationships’, ‘feminizing through petticoating’ plus so many others of the practices and philosophies of the ‘femdom’ lifestyle all called out to be investigated thoroughly.

Between this prospect and watching the rest of that video Jen had sent her, Super-bitch was already fantasizing about and half-planning her elaborate, never-ending marital revenge on the slacker-slave-slut she’d managed to prise away from her little sister’s shelter after so many years. And though all this was obviously Jennifer’s very-suspect intention too, the older, harder, long-embittered twin was determined to surpass both lovers’ worst expectations for her involvement.

She was far more perfect for the role of pitiless sexual subjugator and humiliating daily slave-driver than considerately loving ‘Mistress’ Jennifer could ever fucking hope to be.

Indeed noticing that as she’d pondered all these developments her sweat had dried and her victim had finally subsided to whimpering and sniffling, Julia decided it was time to prove that immutable truth once again and right away. This enormously transformative evening was still so very young after all, not even approaching the witching hour yet…

That was more Jen’s kind of Anne Rice taste in literature. Julia rarely had leisure to read, and was indeed glad at her current need. Crawling around that big bed gathering up objects, she finished by dragging over a nice big pillow. As soon as Jay saw her heat-greasing up again he broke down into shamelessly weak weeping and pleading. How pathetically typical.

“Oh my goddess no, please! No more…not again…I can’t…I hurt so bad…I’m so sorry for everything I ever said or did…I just…I can’t…take…”

“Shhhhhhhh,” soothed Julia with ironically counterfeit compassion. “Property has no opinion when it comes to what happens to it. Remember that, slave? Here, let’s make sure you never forget it. Open your mouth and say “Fuck me bloody at any time, Princess Julia!”

Somehow the blubbering, cringing, no-doubt already addicted ass-bitch pulled himself together enough to do it. “I’m terribly sorry. Fuck me bloody at any time, Princess Julia!”

“Now that’s the last we’ll need to hear from you on that or any other subject tonight.”

Julia shoved the wadded knot of her still-damp panties into his mouth. Then she used the black bowtie from his tuxedo to bind that white lace in tight – and to give the pitiful bitch a nice classy gag on which to bite. After that she slid the pillow between his splayed knees and pulled hard on his feet, collapsing slave Jay’s kneeling body down onto that big firm stuffed plush now propping up his groin. This left him lying cuffed up painfully hogtied, with his ridiculously damaged backside ideally spread and elevated for her.

Moving in atop her enticing new property for mounting this time offered far more comfort and options than before.

From kneeling or squatting, leaning in and even supporting herself over him to finally lying dropped entirely atop his crushed, helplessly bound struggling, the ravenously experimental new ass-master could now vary or sequence her positions and rhythms at whim. Who needed to stick to just kowtowed doggy-style?

Rest assured that Super-bitch explored every rewarding one for hours upon uncounted hours! Only after her fourth (or was it fifth?) forcefully squirting orgasm of this incredible adventure could she call herself even close to being properly sated. For now.

A good thing she hadn’t tried for a sixth or seventh or several more however. Dismounting at last, Julia saw both her gory organ and that gaping entry wound were finally leaving crimson dribbles on the pillow.

Well, that was befitting any properly riven virgin, was it not? What must the maids be expecting to see when cleaning the goddamn honeymoon suite?

Still that didn’t mean a particularly fastidious princess couldn’t be disgusted for her own sake. Distastefully Julia used her stocking-clad feet to push her now properly broken-in new hostage spouse across the luckily slippery bedding until his bound, brutally beaten and redundantly butt-fucked-bloody body crashed to the carpeted floor.

Over the gagged howls of disbelieving agony, she ordered the writhing maggot to squirm and inchworm his inescapably enslaved way into the bathroom, and to topple himself into the big sunken tub in there, so he could bleed and pee as needed until she finally felt like freeing him.

Two minutes after hearing disbelieving Jay’s miserably bleating and thumping tumble down into that cold porcelain basin, Princess Julia was snuggled deep amongst silk sheets, lovely coverlet and half a dozen (clean) plump feather pillows. Within three minutes she was enjoying the beginning of the best night’s most unimaginably satisfied sleep of her entire life, all by herself in that flower-surrounded, spectacular bridal bower of a gigantic antique canopied bed.

Ah, heaven! Who could say that married life wasn’t truly great?

No one sobbing nonstop into a gag all night anyway.




Chapter Three

Draining Training Days


Jay

“Don’t give me that crap! You know exactly what I expected. I’m telling you Tonya, if you don’t have that straightened out by the time I get back tomorrow…

“I don’t care what Evelyn said! She does not run this company! You had your instructions when I left. So take care of this. And make sure you have everyone in marketing gathered first thing in the morning. Or there will be unlimited hell to pay, girl. I shit you not!”

Hearing this at a little distance made Jay wince.

He was in marketing, at least nominally. And as difficult as the last three days spent settling into their new home had (so far) been, going back to the office offered the opposite of a respite. His always tyrannical boss/new wife had so far gone out of her way to expose his abasement before the entire Withered Elms staff. Work was sure to be so much worse…

Here, once the last of the movers had been dismissed, slowly healing Jay only had to face a dozen or so witnesses to his limitless disgrace. And luckily those seeing the most were women.

There was Sheila, the matronly majordomo since they were kids, their new cook Antonia and head maid Brenda with her rotating crew of housekeepers, usually a couple of dark-skinned cuties called Darianne and (ironically) Peggy. Otherwise there was only Alfred, their head of security, whatever minion he currently had guarding the gate and a few landscapers to be concerned with. Still all of these must have either seen Jay licking the bottoms of Julia’s shoes or heard her scathingly berating him as her ‘ass-slave’ while she whaled away at him with his own belt. Humiliating him in front of the entire company and even the city could only follow…

“Evelyn? Yes it’s me. Did you get that report yet? Great. What’s that? Oh yes, fabulous in fact. Really, I’d never have believed it either. Thank you. I know, neither of us will ever be the same. No I’ve been letting him heal up a bit after that. Can’t kill the goose that lays the golden ‘pegs’. Tonight for sure though! Watch the way he walks when we come in tomorrow.”

Listening to his boss laughing and joking casually to her similarly brilliant and driven mentor (and now second in charge under her) about her outrageous anal exploits, Jay’s face burned to the ears. He leaned into the drill he was using and pressed the trigger. The high-pitched shriek of its motor and bit chewing up concrete blessedly drowned out any more such scurrilous gossip. Still it was obvious the milk was spilt. No use crying over it, when Jay had so many other reasons to weep. Everybody knowing he was a cocked-locked, worse-than-pussy-whipped ass-slave was hardly the most trying part of being such an unfortunate.

Though Julia was indeed allowing the most damaged parts of him to repair themselves, she remained unrelenting in her determination to ‘train’ him in the ways she believed a marital slave should behave. This included yes, kneeling to lick the soles of her shoes clean whenever she snapped her fingers. And while his front and butt were being allowed to heal up, Super-bitch had instead twice demanded that he hand over his belt, pull his shirt up over his head and present her his undefended flanks and back to be strapped all red, blue and black too.

Eating his meals from a dish on the floor in the corner was no more fun than spending every night of his marriage so far shackled up naked and helpless in a bathtub. Still, thought Jay as he twisted a big new screw-hook into the hole he’d just made, things could have been a lot worse. And they were undoubtedly about to get that way in a hurry.

For the first two days here he’d been run ragged helping Julia to adjust things to her liking around the mansion (especially in the master bedroom suite’s two deep wardrobes). That had been unsettling enough. Today was worse. With Julia working her underlings to the bone over the phone and her husband likewise at home, Jay had been put to methodically re-modifying what was currently a rather fucked-up makeshift maintenance closet.

At the far end of the master bath stood a large metal door. Painted the same bland peach shade as everything else and then covered with a full-length mirror, this seemed unremarkable enough. Opening it though disclosed a rather dank concrete space, an ancient unneeded shower stall about four feet wide by five deep. Though the lights and plumbing still functioned (there was both a wide-mouthed overhead shower fixture and a smaller knee-high spigot) and even the original curtain rod still spanned the gap just inside the top of the door, all the former tiling had been torn out. Simple modular tin shelves had been installed, and until vaguely intended future renovations were completed the obsolete shower served as a storage depot for buckets, cleaning supplies and such, or as a handy place to scrub out the soiled trash cans and bedpans generated by the previous infirm occupant.

All well and good. Every successive order from his wife however left Jay with fewer doubts about how (and why) that unfinished space was finally being repurposed.

“Clean all that crap out of there. Everything, even the shelving. Empty it completely.

“Now use some of that bleach and cleanser to scrub it all up completely pristine. Do a thorough job and don’t whine to me about the maids. They are no longer allowed in there.

“Done already? Then install these new deadbolts high and low on the outside of the door.

“Here, take this pulley, and these cleats and hooks. Bolt the pulley into the middle of the ceiling. Screw the hooks and cleats to the walls where I’ve made marks in grease pencil. Then take the frosted shade from over the light fixture and discard it. I want the two sixty-watt bulbs replaced with the new high-intensity seventy-fives.

“All right, bitch. Good enough. Take this doggy dish. Fill it with water and leave it under the spigot. Then get washed up for dinner. I’m starting you on a new vegan diet tonight. We’ve got to keep Jenny’s slave all healthy and alive for a good long time don’t we? I also order you to visit the can and completely empty yourself. Tonight I’m exercising my marital rights again.”

Listening to Julia march haughtily away, Jay shivered, whimpered and filled the dish.

Taking in his day’s work, it was beyond obvious now that everything he’d done had been for the express benefit of inflicting ever more intolerable suffering upon himself. And not just simple bondage anymore but suspension, various insidious stress positions and no doubt sundry other forms of literal torture. Whether throughout the hours of an ordinary post-coital night or the days of an extended punishment stay, Jay could clearly expect worse than just chilliness whenever he found himself banished to what amounted to his own tiny dungeon cell all of cold hard metal and dank stale cement. And here he’d thought the bathtub had sucked!

Jennifer had branded his cock, fucked it afire, locked it up and then left him uncomfortably tied up overnight – albeit so full of booze he never felt the last two. Her evil twin was clearly reveling in showing him just how compassionate his owner had actually been.

Julia had somehow set her own cock afire. Then she’d used it to viciously rape his helpless asshole half the night.

After that bead thing with Mistress Jennifer, Jay could almost imagine some careful experimentation this way, if only with his trusted soul-mate. Even if she eventually got rough with him, it wasn’t impossible that he might learn to like it. Jay could forgive his key-holder just about anything. Princess Super-bitch was quite another story.

As with her zeal for whipping him, what was submissively thrilling under the loving sister was so exceeded in vehemence by her hated and hate-filled identical that once again only the word torture sufficed to describe it. And only unmitigated misery defined it, from Julia’s first savage insertion through all the unspeakably painful and degrading hours of frenziedly violent sodomy that followed.

Horrible as Jay’s introduction to married sex was however, at least it hadn’t lacked for heat. And though his woefully throbbing back passage still burned with peppermint for hours after he’d been so unceremoniously kicked out of bed and banished to the bathtub, the rest of him spent the night being wracked by incessant bouts of shivers.

It was high summer and the air conditioning was cranked up everywhere. Whether it was lying double-cuffed in the luckily huge tub at the Ritz or being even more straightly hogtied-up with ropes in the slightly more confining spa at the mansion, being trapped naked in a basin of cold hard porcelain until morning was an entirely new sort of unsupportable torment. What Jay wouldn’t have given to paw just a single towel or even washcloth off the nearby heated rack! Unfortunately he could only slip and squirm and roll about against the confining walls. After three days of trying to sleep that way, Jay felt like a zombie shambling about his tasks. And of course over dinner he learned the (not unexpected) worst.

Choking down whatever ground-up twigs and roots he was supposed to live on now, Jay was thinking about the taste of good prime rib when Julia spoke up from her lone place at the big, elegant dining room table. Candles flickered between them, making crouching Jay think of Jennifer with sudden heretical resentment. Did she have any idea…

“You’ve probably intuited that I prefer sleeping alone by now.

“Too right! I’ll share my bed for sex these days, oh yes. But not for some snoring, snorting, belching and farting male brute to pollute while I’m trying to rest. So perhaps you may earn the privilege of sleeping somewhat near to me someday, curled up on the floor like a loyal pet eventually. Perhaps. Until then however you’ll spend your nights like any taken agent of the enemy: in the dungeon! Or in the doghouse, if you can appreciate the idiom.”

“I do, ma’am. I understand and will always obey you.”

Jay wished to risk nothing that might worsen the surely already unendurable pegging he knew was coming. Still he couldn’t help the impertinence.

“Is there any way for me to earn a blanket while I’m in there?”

“A blanket, a pillow, maybe even a robe.” Julia took a savoring swallow of a really good red wine. Jay had just learned he was now a teetotaler as well as a vegan. “It depends on how well you respond when I resume my rightful sexual use of you, husband.”

“How would you like me to respond, my all-controlling wife?”

“Honestly, slave. Always respond honestly to me.”

So Jay was honestly dismayed to be ordered naked into his wife’s magnificently big bed. He honestly felt the tiniest sliver of perverted arousal when she cuffed his ankles together and then did likewise to the wrists he held out meekly in front of him. Seeing Julia emerge from her wardrobe with only a thin sheer chemise barely concealing her breasts (merely emphasizing their perfection), that arousal swelled plaintively until Jay was honestly twitching toward painful and useless tumescence. Oh will you look at those legs!

Julia climbed on. Once erect and ready, she rolled her trainee firmly onto his side. She eased her way in behind him. Noticing, she reached around and fingered his impudently twitching impotence, making slave Jay groan and swell into exquisitely pinched-off misery.

“What’s this sissy excitement, then?”

The squirming property could only answer honestly.

“I’m a filthy slut, madam. You are a hateful tyrant, but you’re a spectacularly attractive one. I know you’re about to hurt me terribly. But you know how indiscriminate that piggy male thing can be. Just to be so close to such a fantastic body can’t help but arouse me.”

“So you claim. Are you sure the admitted masochist, the willingly enslaved submissive isn’t more aroused by the prospect of that hurt itself? Or maybe by the deep-deep shame involved? I’m about to fuck your emasculated ass again after all.”

“No, ma’am!” Jay honestly averred.

“Until or if that shackle ever comes off, I don’t even want to think about sex, much less suffer anyone’s bizarre version of it. The same goes for female domination. Submission is only fun and exciting when it’s done with someone you love.”

“For now, maybe.” Julia continued her maddening fondling. “And maybe your ‘training’ with me is to help force you to get over that self-serving discriminating. When you can find wild arousal in being abused by anyone, especially those you most hate and who in turn most hate you, then you will be a properly mindlessly slutty submissive ass-slave.

“In the meantime, hate serves me beautifully as both motivator and arousal enhancer. So bend at the hips some, bitch. Your wife and surrogate mistress demands access to that pansy ass of yours. Present it for penetration! Then we’ll just see how long you do stay aroused with my big hateful prick reaming you so powerfully out…”

Soon Julia was slickly inside him. Soon they were spooning smoothly together.

Contrary to her threats however his boss/wife began by taking Jay quite slowly and even gently. Of course she also kept toying with his imprisoned organ as she stroked so seductively in and out of him. Still Jen’s locked-up property quickly shriveled into insignificance no matter how insistently she manipulated it. Honestly weeping Jay could still find no thrill in the terribly invasive pain and bone-deep shame of even the most considerate anal rape.

Whether she felt vindicated or offended by this evidence hardly mattered. Julia soon shoved his body rudely prone and rolled over atop her hapless enemy captive. Then once again she spent a couple of relentless hours pegging him ever more brutally to her bed.

Jay honestly suffered the incredible poetic justice of this punishment, honestly wondering if the ‘still useful’ Julia might be right about Jen’s eventual intentions and only occasionally honestly pondering the chances of rescue via sororicide before he became as thoroughly debased as the sisters suggested.

When his wife had finally finished with him for the night, all of Jay’s honesty was rewarded.

Julia allowed him a blanket and big pillow to pad the hard floor of his ‘doghouse’. She even slipped a robe onto him before tying him all up, though humiliatingly it was one of her own, a gaudily effeminate thing of all ruffles, heavy lace trim and shocking pink silk.

Of course the joke was always going to be on slave Jay.

By the time his owner-by-proxy finished tying him up, the hideously butt-fucked bitch was hanging all twisted and wrenched-limbs akimbo from that overhead pulley (and other ropes affixed to the curtain rod, various cleats and body parts) with his purpling face hanging lowest of all a good foot above the concrete floor – and the pillow and blanket he’d so impertinently begged of her. Giggling far more like her twin than a bitter, vicious Super-bitch, Julia nudged Jay into snubbed swinging as she reached for the light switch.

“I was going to leave those big bright new bulbs shining all night for you. But then I remembered what an important day you’re going to have at work tomorrow. So try to get some rest for that, slave-mate. You’re looking rather bleary-eyed, I have to say.”

The lights were doused and the door slammed. Deadbolts rattled as they locked him in. Jay was left suspended head-down and swaying in pitch-black, butt-throbbing, chilly-damp misery. But at least the asshole-stabbing sodomy had finally stopped. Whew!


Julia

Though she’d been up quite late reading (and rapidly expanding both her femdom horizons and ambitions) Julia woke as was her wont just moments before the alarm.

She’d been getting by on about four or five hours of sleep per night all her life. With little patience for those who claimed to need twice that, her sister and Jay’s lay-about ways had always been just another font of contemptuous resentment. Smug with the enjoyment of finally being able to repay at least one lifetime’s worth of blatant laziness, Julia took just a minute to gloat over her plans for later in the day. Then she leaped up eagerly to seize that day.

What were formerly his-and-her wardrobes now both belonged to Julia. (Joshua Junior kept his clothes and toiletries in the nearby guest bedroom suite.) The new lady of the estate slipped into the closet nearer the bed. Still largely empty but for a sturdy chair in front of the big mirror at the back, Julia had just begun to stock this space with the extensive collection of fetish gear she intended to accumulate.

So far that meant little beyond Jen’s gifts – and the dozen or so coils of rope, some chains and padlocks she’d had their chauffer pick up for her at the nearest hardware store. That dressage whip looked so lonely on a shelf by itself! Luckily a lot of the stuff she’d just ordered online should be arriving here anytime.

Julia hung both sets of cuffs from a newly mounted pegboard and turned to her only other new addition. This was a compartment full of lingerie she’d culled from her own collection. Threadbare, popping elastic or just old and boring, none of this stuff was particularly racy of course. The ice bitch didn’t shop for such. But what she had here would serve her purposes just fine for the time being. Later she could update her insufferably square tastes.

Julia extracted a pair of pastel yellow panties trimmed with embroidered little blue, pink and purple petunias. Returning to the bedroom, she used those panties to pick up that (soiled) most consequential wedding present of all and carry it into the bathroom with her. Starting to hum happily (and most uncharacteristically), she set these on the counter, stripped off her airy little chemise and started up the expansive new wheelchair-accessible shower that had replaced the original impossibly cramped single stall. Soon Julia was soaping up a lovely lather of lavender-scented body wash and luxuriating in the steamy heat. And from the old shower/imprisonment cell she’d hadn’t yet heard a timid peep. Apparently Jay was doing his best to behave.

Either that, or he’d somehow become entangled in his ropes and strangled. Miss Responsibility had to make sure.

“Did you get some rest for today slave?”

The voice that came back was a desiccated croak, barely audible through the door and the roar of the water.

“I tried but failed to follow that order, ma’am. Punish me as you must, please.”

He really was trying to mollify her. Good for them both.

Nothing like a brutal butt-fucking to bring an errant husband to heel. So it was written, and so had it just proved true. Julia finished washing up without bothering to reply. Of course she would punish him. But only in her own good time. After drying off, wrapping her hair in one towel and her body in another, she went to release her slave without delay.

The way Jay’s hollow red eyes widened was comical. Obviously he liked the way she looked in a towel, even after so much suffering. Julia lowered and released him without comment. Then while he tried to work some function back into his limbs she pointed sternly.

“You may shower in here. Just leave no mess! Clean my penis pristine in the process, and leave it on the bed. After you’ve bathed, put on those panties. Wear those and those alone while you walk next door to get dressed. And you will wear them all day instead of your usual briefs. Get going now. We leave for work in under an hour.”

Smirking a bit at the soon-to-be petticoated sissy’s dismay, Julia left him to it. Still she left the door to her other wardrobe open as she dressed and got ready for her own impactful day. Super-bitch wanted to monitor the property with her ears and Jay couldn’t see her from the shower anyway. Dropping the towel wrapped about her, Julia felt the old spasm of anger remembering the way the pig had always ogled her body growing up. Why even last night and this morning…

Suddenly Julia caught herself reconsidering.

Jay’s words recurred to her, about how arousal was torture now and he never even wanted to think about sex. Why not let him go ahead and ogle her then? Why not tease and taunt him constantly with what he could never again enjoy? Force him to declare which twin he found more fair? Julia felt the naughtiest flush of exhibitionism at the idea, which led promptly to another one: Why not go even further?

Jay was already licking the soles of her shoes. Make him tongue-clean her bare feet too, or even give them a thorough massage and pedicure. Hell, she could make him eat her pussy, and for as many hours as she wanted! Surely he was a virtuoso. Why let all that expertise be wasted, when she could be using it to drive the impotent pervert ever further out of his never-again-fucking mind? It would even have the added benefit of delivering a long overdue blow against the psychotically jealous enemy.

Julia tried to picture Jen opening a video file showing her beloved soul-mate all tied up crying, whipped and pegged to insanity and yet slavishly, worshipfully, endlessly servicing the evil twin’s stinky cunt until she gushed her defiling triumph all over him. Hey bitch, this is what he and you get for locking up his cock…

Feeling herself slickening, Julia pushed the temptation to the back of her mind.

Work came first. Learning how oral sex felt…well, she’d waited this long. Another twelve hours wouldn’t kill her. Starting to hum again, Julia got down to the business of dressing. Still the idea of turning Jay into an old-fashioned body slave, of demanding ever more demeaning personal services of him persisted. Julia had to counter each time by gloating again over her plans for adjusting Jay’s status and responsibilities at the office as well. This was useful since it raised issues she still felt unresolved about.

Central to her intentions was publically humiliating Junior in return for the way he’d mortified her with his ostentatious promiscuity all these years. Yet if she’d claimed to Jen that being public sluts was damaging to the family and company’s image, what could she say about exposing Jay as a sissy slave and herself as the dominatrix-wife from hell?

Then again, what had everyone been expecting from the frigid tyrant Super-bitch?

Hell, even Evelyn had been encouraging her to unleash this latest expression of her truest self, and the company had been her entire life for thirty years. With no shareholders or board of directors to answer to, how the CEO of the business conducted herself at that place of business was completely up to her. Now as Evelyn had said it was time to finally lighten up a little and have a bit of the kind of fun she’d always been denied.

In the mirror Julia saw Junior limp-shamble past the wardrobe door.

Speaking of the perfectly deserving victim! Luckily for him it seemed the gross swelling of his testes had mostly subsided. The ridiculous flowered panties were already wickedly stretched, surely worsening his already uncomfortable carriage. Reminded suddenly of wet-willies, cherry-bellies and above all the many wedgies she’d inflicted on her old prey/new bitch back in those Jen-protected playground days, Julia almost called him over to yank all that yellow fabric as far as she could up his deeply-reamed crack. Where’s your precious defender now, butt-boy? Then she sighed and let the moment pass. Like oral sex, delivering a million avenging wedgies would be a pleasure all the more enjoyable for having been a bit more deferred.

Let that at least wait until they got to work!


Jay

Back to work – shudder.

Fighting to stay awake, Jay sat at a big conference table with the dozen or so other people in the marketing department. They were all waiting on Julia to join them from her adjacent office.

Named after her father, this primary consultation space was decorated with the memorabilia that used to adorn that office before she succeeded him. Framed diplomas, certificates, plaques and other crap going all the way back to college hung on the walls – along with a polished maple fraternity paddle mounted between a pair of commemorative ceramic beer steins. When he could keep them open, Jay’s eyes kept straying to that ceremonial paddle. Too tired for anything but glum resignation, he wondered how soon and for how long and in front of how many people who openly despised him would he be beaten with it. Julia had left little doubt on the ride in this morning that things were about to go from very bad to indescribably worse for him.

“They all hate you too, you know.”

The limo was so comfortable Jay had almost dropped off before they even left the driveway. Of course the harpy from hell wouldn’t allow that. After working him doggedly through his three-day ‘honeymoon at home’, butt-fucking him to weepy jelly again and leaving him hanging too tied-up-contorted to sleep, Julia wouldn’t even allow her slave the peace of a twenty-minute car ride. Somehow he’d lifted his head enough to focus on her. Through lead-weighted eyes he saw the slide was down so that the chauffer Robert could hear every word as well – typical.

“Who…what?”

“Everyone that you quote-unquote work with. They all know how useless you are. They’ve resented it for years. We don’t care much for free-riders, when everybody else has to work so hard. So all that lifetime of entitled laziness is about to be repaid. It’s going be better than a nonstop party for me and your fellow employees, those of us who’ve always had to actually work for our living. I hope you’re up for another way-overdue comeuppance, bitch.”

Jay had no answer to that but to weep, and he’d been too tired for even that.

Julia spoke only the harsh truth, as usual.

Under their exasperated fathers, ‘Junior’ (as he was known at work) had shirked or screwed up incorrigibly to the point that they’d reduced his position to that of a sinecure. In return for drawing his pay he did everyone a favor and stayed mostly away. It was only in the past year or so when Julia took over that Jay was again forced to attend meetings that went over his head, read reports he found gibberish at best and try feebly to make a meaningful contribution to the family business. Of course this had only amply reestablished his general uselessness.

Indeed Junior had sensed the resentment Julia had spoken of, and he had sneered it off in timeworn plutocratic fashion. Waiting now for his boss and wife to open the private door from her office and visit public retribution on him for all this (surely further destroying his life in the process), Jay ignored the murmuring speculation all around him. Mimicking those keeping busy on their phones, he hung his head and tasted all the latest flavors of ignominious dread. Finally with a room-silencing clicking of latches the boss lady emerged from her office.

It was hard for anyone present not to notice that her usual (armor) suit jacket had been left behind – and that her white silk blouse was opened two buttons lower than anyone had seen the staid ice queen dare before. In addition to showing lusciously deep cleavage she was even pushing up her sleeves! Faces gaped at each other around the table. Julia immediately left no doubt that marriage had provided her with far more than just a loosening of mores.

“All right everybody. Listen up.”

Only Jay kept his gaze to himself. Everyone else was already on the edge of their seats. And boy was their attention rewarded!

“We’re here to make some seriously overdue adjustments. As you are all painfully aware, the needs of nepotism have foisted a particularly useless and unproductive employee on this department. Thank the previous management for that. Now that I am running the show though, both here and at home, this travesty need no longer continue.

“Can anyone in this room deny that I’ve tried my hardest to encourage Junior here to make a difference? To contribute in any small way to the continuing success of the company his father helped to found?”

Snorts of derision were the only response. Julia nodded.

“I thought not. And I think we can all equally agree that this living waste of salary has consistently proven both too clueless and way too unmotivated to succeed as any kind of executive. A demotion is unmistakably in order. And since no existing position seems to fit this lazy piece of shit’s utter lack of skills, I’m going to have to create a new one. Junior, from now on your designated title is officially ‘Office Bitch’.”

Gasps, nervous laughs and outright guffaws greeted this. Jay could only go on blushing at his hands. More astonished hilarity followed his impossibly meek “I understand, ma’am.”

“Your new duties involve running errands, fetching things, making coffee and basically performing everyone’s most menial drudgery, so that our productive employees have more time for real work. Far more important though will be your new role as a stress reliever and provider of incentive for the rest of us. Beyond the comic relief of showering you with abusive ridicule, making you the office scapegoat and whipping boy will surely improve morale around here. And it will open fabulous opportunities for us all to physically blow off steam whenever needed.

“Junior, you understand exactly what I mean. It’s time to let everyone else in on our deviously deviant fun. For your first job as office bitch, go over there and bring me my daddy’s fraternity paddle. I think we can all also agree that your performance to date merits nothing but the most excessive corporal punishment. I will provide a demonstrative dose. Others who earn or can convince me of their need for pressure relief shall shortly emulate me. Now fetch!”

Moving through a sickening miasma of pheromones generated by his own emotional-hormonal overload, Jay humbly did as he was told. Without looking at any of his gaping, snickering or chortling former subordinates (or anything but the wall and floor) he handed over the paddle without yet meeting his wife’s penetrating hazel gaze either.

Her gloating needed no goading. Junior even held himself to just a whimper when Super-bitch suddenly shove-slammed him roughly facedown over the end of the highly polished conference table.

The equally finely finished paddle clattered down next to his face. His pants were yanked brusquely down to his ankles, exposing to everyone the flowered lingerie he’d been forced to wear. Then even in what seemed the deepest abyss of demeaning, time somehow sickeningly side-slipped.

Suddenly this wasn’t an office anymore but a poorly supervised playground. These weren’t coworkers and former underlings surrounding and validating his public shaming but the cruelest crowd of bullying grade-school kids. Or maybe things really hadn’t changed that much. There were two familiar constants at least. Jen wasn’t around to protect him and Julia was malevolently wedgying him in front of everybody.

Up the tender crack of his extensively pegged and rope-burned ass his boss/wife yanked and yanked and viciously yanked that wadded hank of fabric, repeatedly lifting the wriggling bitch right up off his tiptoes in the process.

Choking back groans, his flaming face already getting galled against the table while his emasculated genitalia slipped loose to waggle freely for anyone inclined to peek inside his shirt tails to see, Jay listened to the sneering, jeering, cheering, hooting and clapping through a hideously nostalgic haze of childish abasement. When timeless uber-bully Julia was finally finished splitting apart and maximally exposing his nearly healed butt-cheeks though, Joshua Junior knew no playground monitor was ever going to intervene to save him these days. With Jen off on the road again the only authority that seemed to matter anymore was the gorgeous evil doppelganger now picking up her father’s paddle to follow his public panty-wedgying with yet another pitiless ass thrashing – this one too carried out right in front of everyone.

What could a sworn slave do but grit his teeth and endure? Those were his branding mistress’ last orders to him. It wasn’t as though degradation aroused him in any way, any more than anal stimulation or rhythmically delivered female-inflicted chastisement…

The first loud hard crack of the paddle brought another huge explosion of celebratory cheering. Surely the whole building must be hearing this. Then the door opened, and between the second and third thunderclaps came a rattling sound Jay recognized as the blinds over the windows to the outer offices being raised. No doubt every employee in the company would soon be crowding around to watch. Determined not to bawl like a baby as someone began calling off a stroke count, which others soon joined in to begin a gloriously victorious chanting, the once-cosseted family heir nevertheless felt tears sheeting down his furiously blushing cheeks.

Julia was so right.

Everyone here hated him and with ample legit reason. He overtly deserved this initial installment of his lifelong repayment. With every fresh smack of that hardest-yet paddle, with every derisory jeering cheer Jay felt more agonizingly honest remorse. And while the once-imperative arousal remained absent, this new appreciation of the justice of his punishment finally allowed the novice masochist to begin savoring his allotted pain again. By the time Julia decided the lesson had been sufficiently imparted, Jay had even managed to stop his leaking weakling tears. He faced the following worse debasements with whatever shreds of dignity he could feign.

“So now all of you recognize the primary duty and illicit joy of serving as the office bitch!”

Julia’s raised voice instantly quieted the raucous, scandalized celebration so unexpectedly interrupting the usual Thursday morning routine. Everyone listened rapt to the healthily-flushed former ice queen (if still Super-bitch) as she decreed a fantastically gratifying new regimen.

“Every week our most productive employee gets to wield the paddle whenever it’s called for. Or if anyone can convince me they’re in special need of some cathartic stress relief – or if one of Junior’s constant fuck-ups personally affects you – I will authorize a beating as well. In the event you don’t care to get all sweaty enjoying a healthy endorphin rush, you may demean my useless husband in other ways. For example, observe what happens when I snap my fingers.”

Hearing the snap, Jay slid off the table until he was squatting on his knees. Not pausing to pull up his pants, he faced up to the high-heeled shoe sole shoved into his face. Without hesitation he began licking, using big ostentatious swipes of his tongue. As another roar of shocked incredulity and sadistic mockery overwhelmed the renewed gabble of gossip breaking out all around, Jay met his wife’s gaze at last.

Despite a lifetime of dedicated hatred, despite this unfathomable cruelty heaped atop so many other horrible recent tortures, the smugly superior smile of approval this never-more-gorgeous omnipotent bestowed on Jay while he so humbly publically debased himself for her somehow touched a never-before-plucked chord deep inside the innately malleable slave.

For the first time yet, Jay felt the frisson of arousal-allegiance that so far only loving Jennifer had been able to elicit in him. Treachery! His balls seemed to shrivel reflexively.

There was no way to blame the twitching of his penis on any naked proximity this time. Only that sublime smile rewarding his loyalty could have stirred awake his still-nascent, still unforgivably discriminatory submissiveness fetish. And whether Julia perceived this crucial achievement or not, she intuitively knew when to best end a training session.

“All right everybody. The panty-wearing pansy-paddling party is over for now. Get back to work. You, office bitch, fix your pants. But leave the panties wedged up tight into your sissy ass. I want to see you waddling around all day like you’ve just been pegged again. Good. Now get on over to artwork and clean up all the old caked brushes that have piled up. I want to see you put as much passion into that as you do into licking the shitty soles of my shoes!”


Jay

So commenced the worst, most drop-dead work day of Joshua Junior’s life to date. And so too began the most nightmarish career imaginable, where despite his constant boned-deep exhaustion and the bodily debilitation of around the clock bondage, beatings, buggery and body servicing, Jay was kept so busy doing tedious drudgery it would have seemed an inconceivable luxury just to collapse in his tracks. Yet always someone was there to chide and deride him, to ride him ever more demandingly the moment his effort began to falter.

Son of one the former bosses, the current boss’ husband, in the space of a single meeting he’d become everyone’s bitch indeed. And for those first few weeks of real employment Jay had to contend with far more than just monumental toils and physical travails. The emotional toll of so much constant humiliation, of being ruthlessly ostracized from any friendly face punished him worse than any whipping at home or public paddling at the office. Yet that isolation wasn’t the half of it. With everyone now sharing and comparing (and no doubt posting) videos of him licking various former subordinates’ shoe bottoms, or being bare-assed paddled by Julia, her secretary Tonya and others, or of his shackled cock exposed and twitching hopelessly half-erect, Jay could only shudder at the thought of the social media circus he must be inspiring. A viral sensation, he’d never escape the on-line blight, never have refuge in decent society again. And of course all the while at home his beautiful boss/wife just kept coming up with ever more insidious methods of both tormenting his impotence and testing his resistance to her hateful allure.

Performing/enduring endless oral sex was the best/worst of course. Yet Julia never seemed to lack for other inventive ways to make her ‘body slave’ regret letting her sister shackle his dick. Beginning with the simplest (yet still insidious) expedient of dropping her lifelong prudish modesty in favor of regularly parading around naked in front of him (not to mention whipping and pegging him that way), daunting Julia’s taunting challenged Jay in exquisitely trying ways.

Each increase in intimacy between them tainted his safe hatred with bitterly unwanted longing. After that breakthrough moment at the morning meeting, and then that first revelatory exercise in lavishly slavish cunnilingus, being ordered by his supremely desirable wife to massage her feet the next day set a precedent Jay found impossible to break.

Already by dinnertime she had him out of his man-suit.

Crouched over his bowls of warm water and cold food, barefoot Jay wore only a skimpy yet extensively ruffled one-piece baby-doll nightgown of periwinkle blue. This forced cross-dressing. or ‘petticoating’ as Julia called it became more galling by the day. Still Jay could no more refuse to humiliate himself this way than he could imagine living without Jennifer forever – or money for more than a few hours. Nor could he refuse all of his substitute owner’s subsequent orders, though for reasons which became increasingly ambiguous.

“Get over here, slave. You’ve eaten enough lima bean puree for today. Crawl under the table here. Remove my shoes and massage my feet for me. I trust you’re as expert at that as you are at eating Chandler twin snatch. Pleasure me half as satisfactorily this way and maybe I’ll only fuck you to a single string of climaxes later. Or maybe you can just tongue and suck me off again all night. Now get busy!”

“Anything you wish, Mistress.”

What more incentive did a butt-broken-in husband need?

Gladly abandoning his vile dinner, Jay scrambled over on all fours and took his honored place at Julia’s feet. Reverently he removed her shoes, suppressing the insane impulse to lick them all over voluntarily this time. Regretting that no order to strip off the charcoal gray stockings too came, Jay took a deep breath and went fervently to work.

He was good at this, after so much practice on Jen and other women. Within minutes Julia had pushed back her own plate. Sighing, stretching back with her glass of wine, she actually moaned her amazed appreciation.

“Oooooooohhhhh slave, that’s sooooooooo heavenly! So many sensual pleasures I’ve never deigned to try much less treasure… Damn that clever bitch Jennifer for being correct again… Keep it up, slut, you’re doing beautifully… Princess Julia truly approves of you…”

Once again it was crazy how praise from this woman he so virulently hated made Jay’s cock twitch awake. Whence came this painful craving for his enemy tormentor’s favor?

Part of him must have understood.

Whether he could ever experience sexual pleasure for himself in this life or not, Jay yearned suddenly to service his wife’s virgin vagina again, just to hear her ear-splitting shrieks – not to mention feel her bucking uncontrollably against him, squirting his madly laboring face with all her hot ejaculate before finally collapsing and ruefully cooing her gloriously consummated, way-too-belated bliss. Failing that, Jay felt the sycophantic urge to at least…

“Bet you’d like to suck on my toes, wouldn’t you pervert?”

“You must have read my mind, ma’am.”

“Are you getting horny for me yet, my cock-locked spouse?”

“I’ve been horny for you since yesterday morning, my unattainably magnificent mistress.

“Jen sure knew what she was doing in preventing me from any treachery. Damn, her shackle hurts me so badly! Not to mention it’s driving me absolutely batty. But regardless of what it costs me, I have to confess: I’ve honestly come to love hearing you expressing sensual pleasure, especially sexual ecstasy.

“As much as I have reason to revile you, awakening a fantastically desirable female to all the gratifications of the flesh, all the stimulating sensations the body is capable of generating… The way you’re so eagerly embracing all the fulfillments you’ve hitherto cruelly denied yourself is as wildly gratifying to me as it is flattering. Vengeful harpy or not, you’re far too vibrant and deliciously ripe to spend the prime of your life in embittered frigidity.

“You know, even as we scorned you for it, Jen and I always felt sorry for your reflexive rejection of sex and affection, Jules. We cursed your father endlessly for warping you into a duty-obsessed, carnally-repressed monster. Seeing you emerging now into robustly healthy womanhood at last is the only thing redeeming this terrible marriage for me.”

Julia was silent a bit at this, sipping at her wine. Jay ambidextrously went to work on her arches. Finally she gave him another of those beguilingly cosseting smiles.

“I hear you, my brave slave. And I suppose I have to thank you.

“You are hatefully weak, lazy, disgustingly promiscuous and offensive to me in general. You have been a blight on my life since your birth. But Jennifer’s creature or not, you’ve been serving me in good faith lately. And I have to admit that what you just said was splendidly generous to your worst and oldest enemy. Your attitude so far is as exemplary as your technique.

“Slut that you are, you also have quite the appealing expertise when it comes introducing me to all those fleshly pleasures you mentioned. I appreciate you not sabotaging or stinting my education. I suppose I could hardly ask for a better body servant than someone who’s been honing his talents on my genetic duplicate all of these years.

“So okay then, Jennifer’s Slave Jay. Let’s see where this adversaries’ dalliance takes us. Remove my stockings too. Then you can perform your wonderfully sloppy oral sex on my sainted feet. Show me how you worship every least bit of my body. Because I’m getting good and horny for you too all of a sudden, husband. The only question is whether I gush all over your face or pound the fuck out of your slutty butt. So get to it, body servant…”

Jay had actually never done such a thing – put someone’s foot in his mouth other than his (figurative) own. As soon as he got Julia’s stockings off though he fell to worshiping her with just as much gusto as he’d shown when imperiously directed to service those flappy protruding labia and her big but ring-less clitoris. Besides just sucking on the boss/wife’s toes (each individually and many together) he industriously scrubbed his tongue between every one.

Dirt, sweat, shed dead skin and other indefinable grit mixed with his spit yet Jay swallowed it all dutifully down. So much better than shoe leather! Finally he was reduced to puppy-lapping happily over every curvy contour of both sexy feet, cleaning heels and soles assiduously while his stymied half-boner bob-throbbed on in ceaselessly agonized need. Luckily no more ticklish than her twin, Julia still giggled like a kid at Jay’s madly fervid servicing. Gasping with effort and excitement, the impudent impotent finally dared a suggestion.

“You have a bit of callus forming, gorgeous. I could do this every day for you, and rub on lotion afterwards. Anything you want from me is yours.”

“Shut up, submissive slut. What I want is to bend you over this dinner table and peg your sissy brains out for hours. Unfortunately I don’t have my penis on me. So let’s move on in to the bedroom already. Let’s tie you up in some really inventive new fashion. Then I’ll fuck your slutty butt until you totally learn to love it.”

Alas, no matter how much of the first Jay endured, the second never occurred. Not even Super-bitch’s climactic frantic shrieking peaking could inspire a sympathetic response from his otherwise overheating libido. It was just way too degradingly painful! Still his timid suggestion (and obvious arousal when he’d made it) did not go unheeded.

After that, servicing his wife’s feet included not just tireless massaging and tongue bathing, or rubbing in loads of creamy lotion, but detailed nail care as well. Before long Jay was performing full pedicures – and then painting his own toenails afterward. Still as unwillingly arousing as he found such duties, far worse was to come.

Why should Julia stop with her feet, particularly when the big muscles in her arms, shoulders and back could get so sore from all the excessive swinging of paddles, whips, belts, or just her imperiously face-smacking hand? Having her slave occasionally rub these areas quickly turned into daily demands for a full-body massage. And if Jay found performing this chore a cock-throbbing need-torture, being ordered to assist in bathing this divinity every morning soon drove the evermore desperate impotent to continuous whimpering.

Just washing all that thick, silky sable hair for her was a turn-on. Soaping and rinsing every square inch of that flawless body was more maddening by the minute. Indeed Jay found himself perversely mentally tallying up how many minutes it had been since he’d spewed his final climax into Jen. Minutes, hours, days, weeks without relief, and with months, years, maybe decades still ahead… And still he couldn’t quit twitching all exquisitely pinched even while oh-so carefully and meticulously shaving his gorgeous wife’s armpits, legs and groin.

Of course every nick and cut would cost him five swats with a wet belt afterwards. Yet beyond masochistic appreciation and erotic worship, reluctant arousal and deprivation-depravity, all this body service steadily increased the honest fealty Jay couldn’t help developing toward this implacable enemy. The conditioned need to please his hated captor seemed nearly as imperative as the obligation to breathe after a while. Thankfully Princess Julia was so caught up in wallowing in heavenly new delights that she gave him ample opportunities. It was even a bit scary (and secretly submissively thrilling) how insatiable the virgin became in exploring the gratifications of oral intercourse. Before long all of Jay’s expertise grew superfluous.

Of course at first he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. After doing three days of manual labor, being raped half the night and spending the other half in suspension bondage before suffering his unbelievably exhausting daylong introduction to his new ‘office bitch’ career, Jay might have thought he was asleep on his feet and dreaming. Surely almost no other order could have slapped him so abruptly back to passion.

“Slave, I have a new requirement for you tonight. Your spitefully jealous soul-mate gave me the idea actually, cruelly taunting me at the rehearsal. Anyway, along with so much else, I have never experienced oral sex. You of course are vastly experienced. So you will introduce me to this filthy pleasure. Make me come just like you used to do for Jennifer. In fact, I want to make a video of it, so I can send it to her, just like she documented your bachelor party for me. So while I set up my phone, you get your goddamn clothes off. If you ain’t naked in under a minute I’ll wedgie your sissy body right in half.”

In under two minutes Junior was not only nude but cuffed-up wrists-to-ankles again, lying hogtied prone atop a pillow in the middle of his wife’s luxurious bed. After that post-paddling breakthrough earlier, just seeing Julia strip seductively nude in front of him for the first time ever was enough to make the new body slave feverish with need. When she slid spread-legged under his captive face (smiling with a virgin’s demure hope rather than any dominatrix’ demand), Jay couldn’t have fallen more eagerly to work if it had been Jen indeed begging him for pleasure.

Even denied the use of his fingers, he knew exactly how to best coax the optimal response from those previously untouched tissues. And my word, but what rewards his efforts bestowed on them both! Lapping at her labia led to gasps and shivers. Penetrating her entrance had Julia writhing wildly and clamping his head to her with both hands. Licking and flicking her clit elicited disbelieving screams while sucking inevitably brought on the gushing. And though he knew such fervidly expert service was surely condemning him to a long night (and life) of constantly being forced to try and top that first performance, Slave Jay wouldn’t have it any other way. Despite the maddening agony in his glans, the submissive frisson (with Julia at least) was unmatched. Servicing his worst enemy so intimately not only kept her (temporarily) from pegging him and ultimately earned him his first night tied up on her floor in the corner. It also satisfied his irrational urge to please his captor at no cost but exhaustion – at least for a while.

Of course Julia could only be content with passive enjoyment for so long. In the following days she began demanding cunnilingus at whim. Jay found himself on his knees under the dinner table again, in the back of the limo and even under her desk at work, to say nothing of his efforts in the shower, bathtub and bed. Finally, inspired by so much bucking and humping up against him, Julia took over the initiative by straddling and riding her slave’s helplessly pinned face.

That was when so much diligence and practice grew irrelevant. All Jay had to do then was to keep his tongue extended and embedded while the insatiable virgin literally fucked it until she flooded him. Half-suffocated and with his smeared face perpetually chafed, Jay still felt that reflexive fealty (and horridly stymied need) only growing as she so endlessly, ruthlessly used him. When Super-bitch began addressing his own genitals concurrently however, the challenge grew downright damaging. By late in the third week of his marriage (not even a whole month!) weakling Jay found himself already falling into his original mistress’ prediction of betrayal. Luckily or not, his wife remained as unyielding as steel – or that Space Age titanium cage.


Jay

Slave Jay was tied to the bed, his arms and legs spread. One pillow elevated his hips, another his head. Nowadays Julia kept his body shaved as baby-bare all over as her own. Where she usually eschewed lingerie however she always had him petticoated, this time with scarlet fishnet stockings, complete with the matching garters and belt. Black metal binder clips from the office supplies were clamped onto his nipples, though these had long since gone numb. It was Jay’s genitals (as usual) inundating him with stimulation torturous yet euphoric.

For the first hour or so his wife had writhed astride him in (almost) the classic sixty-nine.

While her slave lapped and delved and suckled with arduous ardor, Super-bitch had titillated them both by toying with his testes and the accessible part of his shaft and keeping his cramped and metal-threaded glans as agonizingly pinched into impotent misery as she was soaring in ever-escalating ecstasy. Only during her climactic upright tongue-humping did Julia spare Jay’s poor junk from her manipulating fingers, thumbs, teeth, lips and tongue. And of course now in her post-orgasmic recuperation she couldn’t help curling up beside him to keep on fondling and teasing that weeks-impotent penis. Yet for once her gloating tone took on a wistful note. And traitor Jay just had to make a play.

“Are all penises so ridiculously persistent? This thing just won’t quit. It keeps fighting its rightfully flaccid fate! Was servicing me really that good for you tonight, slave?”

“I live now to make you scream and squirt on me. It’s the only source of fulfillment in my nightmare existence. Though I do hurt so good and bad in your cruel hands.”

“Well, I sure did scream and squirt tonight all right. That was our best oral yet. As good as you can be at it, just cutting loose and fucking your outthrust tongue is ten tons as much fun.”

Without intent the damning words escaped abraded lips.

“Try riding the real thing next time.”

The fondling stopped. Instead an explosion of excruciation engulfed Jay’s balls. Over his crushed-nuts-stretching retching he heard the enraged Super-bitch roaring.

“How dare you make such an unforgivable suggestion!”

“Because I can’t take this anymore!” the honest weakling wailed. “I’m a snatch addict going cold turkey! I’ve never gone a tenth this long since I learned how it worked! Please, I have to know if I’m ever going to get to ejaculate again!”

“So!” Super-bitch pounced, twisting and squeezing him harder. “You don’t care about educating and pleasuring your superior spouse at all. Or about siring our successors. You just want to blow your filthy load in any available hole.”

“I want all of that so damn bad!”

Just shy of unmanning it seemed Super-bitch stopped squeezing. At this admission she grinned with grim vindication. Oversized eyes glinted green tints.

“And how did you plan to get ‘all that’, with Jennifer’s monogrammed cock all impossibly, properly locked?”

Gasping Jay’s plea was barely audible. His traitor’s face flamed with shame.

“You could cut the soft gold…there’s stuff in the motor pool, tools…”

“You untrustworthy SLUT!”

This time it was that enflamed face, slapped so hard he saw stars. “And what will you do when your soul-mate turns up, blame everything on me?”

Silence signaled his guilt.

“This is exactly why you deserve that shackle you irredeemable male swine.

“Now hear this, oats-sowing bitch: I have no inclination whatsoever to cut that cage from your forfeit manhood. You chose this justice in preferring your wild rebel to me. Nor do I have the faintest desire to beg that smug cunt for the key, whenever she bothers to show her face around Dayton again. And you can also be damned sure that when that inevitably happens, you two will be kept as far apart as Jupiter’s bluest moons.

“In fact, if I have anything to say about it, you’re going be buried this way, eternally cock-locked and with hideously bloated-up, decades-never-emptied, black-and-purple-bruised, bluest of all brutalized blue-balls. You know it’s the best imaginable revenge on the exhibitionist nympho who publically, pathologically fucked not only my identical twin sister but every other strumpet he could possibly con into it before his arranged marriage to me.

“So I suggest you reconcile yourself to your destiny, slave, and begin learning to enjoy whatever sexual expression (or excesses) there may be left to you. As of now I’m perfectly ecstatic about our sexual status quo. And I believe it’s time for me to prove it so – and for you to look within and finally find your never-more necessary feminine side.”

Jay tried so hard not to cry. But of course he blubbered like a little girl anyway, even as his wife’s renewed fondling mixed more intolerable agony and yearning into his terrible despair.

When she quit at last to untie his ankles he sobbed even harder, knowing this could only mean his pitiless captor was about to roll him over for yet another of her sadistically exhilarating victim-raping marathons. Still cruelest Princess Julia had the tiniest concession for her defeated enemy, something to repay all his abundantly justified suffering. Rearing up all erect and wet for him again, for the first time his domineering wife didn’t take Jay so ignominiously from behind.

She’d only freed his legs so she could raise them above his head. Then gloriously nude Julia squatted comfortably before his pillow-supported bum. She aligned herself, leaned forward and slid so easily deeply inside of him, all while smiling beguilingly face-to-face and looking Jay straight in the weepy red gaze.

Despite so much history of mutual animosity they might have been lovers coupling.

In response Jay’s hatred and pain, his reflexive yearning and worship, his hopelessness, shame and despair were all suddenly mixed in with more indefinable yet no less potent other new emotions. The conflicts seemed to tear at the very fabric of his identity, especially as his lusty virgin wife fell to so vigorously pegging him yet again.

Unsolvable quandaries boxed out his options. Questions that usually only vexed him during overnight bondage sessions demanded answers, even if they were as devastating as the one just delivered. For example: Could homeless penury really be any worse than this indefinite sentence of impotent slavery? Could Jennifer really be trusted to rescue him, even though he’d already just betrayed her? Could he possibly endure even worse for her until then, and without any evidence of her progress or intentions? And speaking of those intentions! Why, that was an even worse bucket of gut-churning worms. Did Jen’s plans really involve murder? How was he supposed to cope with such a dreadful implication as that?

Hell, Jay could hardly remember the exact words of the note he’d flushed, much less the various veiled remarks Jen had kept dropping. He couldn’t begin to parse them now, what with her twin’s big tits jiggling right in his face and her bigger prick slippery-spearing so rapidly in and out of him. All he could do was assume in the extreme: that any redemption from this living perdition must come at the expense of Super-bitch’s very existence.

Twenty-plus years of persecution and hatred, three weeks of rape, deprivation, torture and public disgrace didn’t unduly dispose one toward clemency. Facing an impotent lifetime of the same should have made anyone downright bloodthirsty. And indeed a certain caveman part of Jay capered within at the prospect of his bane being laid low. Even reduced as he was though, Joshua Hawkins Junior remained at heart rightly horrified by the idea of being party to any kind of homicide.

How did killers live with themselves? And even as his wife pegged him harder, leaning in and yanking off the clamps to further pinch and twist and pull against his suddenly screaming nipples as she did so, daily body slave Jay found himself deeply conflicted on more than just moral grounds. Despite all the temptations of torture and detestation, and even his latest unthinkable condemnation, the last few weeks had unmistakably changed him.

His always-comfortable hatred had become fatally infected, and with more than just that unreasoning fealty or the seductions of so much worshipful body service. Starting with that paddled epiphany at the office, Junior had come to increasingly appreciate the justice of all his boss/wife’s outrage. It was exactly as he’d recently admitted to her.

She’d been illused since preschool. And the terrible pressures unfairly put upon her had been unforgivably exacerbated by the cavalier fashion with which her two fellow heirs had chosen to rub their carefree freedom in her face.

Tirade after tirade while she beat him in public or private, Super-bitch had made her case. And it was one the former libertine couldn’t begin to debate. Worst of all though (from a possible murderer’s perspective) were the unwelcome stirrings that went beyond morality, fairness and even unwilling submissive fealty. Gazing up at his gorgeous naked enemy smiling down as she violated him unearthed a reluctant yearning well beyond the biological.

Maybe it was the deprivation making him so depraved, or the Stockholm Syndrome, where hostages come to identify with their captors. Maybe it was an outgrowth of his conditioned need to please the quasi-deity who held such absolute authority over his least wellbeing. Or maybe Jay was just following her latest directives, impossibly distressing as they may have been. But gradually that longing for Julia’s approval was translating itself into a sneaking appreciation for even this ultimately emasculating abomination.

Clever Jen had set him up for this, shoving those buzzing balls up his butt.

Forced to face away and bite the pillow in disgrace, it was far easier to concentrate almost entirely on the hideously invasive pain. Mating more like complementary partners on the other hand made petticoated Jay face not only that evocative beauty and her way too expressive hazel gaze. It coincidentally forced him to confront that most disturbingly potent of his new fetishes, the one he’d been so determinedly suppressing: rectal stuffing-stimulation married to humiliating female domination.

Remember the way they felt so alive inside while she was squashing him and riding? How about when clever Jennifer popped those vibrating bulbs so sequentially out? As if she’d read his mind (or maybe his crazed eyes), Super-bitch nodded smugly down.

“There you go! It’s not so abominable after all. Kind of exciting, even, isn’t it? Why, just pretend it’s your beloved Jennifer doing this to you. I see you’ve stopped crying finally. Close your eyes now and give me a bunch of disfiguring piercings and foul tattoos.

‘I know if it was your inveterate rebel ‘soul-mate’ butt-fucking you like this you’d be grovelingly wallowing in it like a pig rolling in shit. So I’ll tell you what, my precious effeminate bitch. I hereby give you my permission to fantasize about your original mistress. Do whatever it takes to finally learn to love this, my stubbornly reluctant lifelong slave and candy-ass cock property. Or must I continue to supply all the initiative?”

With barely a hitch in her rhythm Julia fell forward atop him. Suddenly smothered in wildly erotic stimuli, Jay was abruptly the one ungovernably overcome.

With her motile weight crushing him to the bed, her breasts squashed against his flesh and that hatefully knowing/alluring face looming in to within kissing distance, Julia’s overpowering presence affected the addled male even more than the undulating pressure on his genitals as she once again increased the rhythm of her butt-rutting.

Jay groaned as much in confounded devotion as with pain and shame, and to his everlasting astonishment he almost sobbed into her mouth when his domineering wife actually kissed him, and far more aggressively than his conciliatory gesture at the wedding. Her whispered reminder ended in an almost vicious hiss.

“Eyes closed! I am rebellious Jen! Your mistress insists you live for this!”

And that, Jay finally realized, was no fucking fantasy.

His manipulative mistress had not only set him up for this. She’d arranged this fate specifically as erotic compensation for his obviously necessary (hopefully only temporary) emasculating chastity!

Those unheeded hints came back to Jay now readily – just as had the memory of how powerfully he’d responded to that initial anal invasion. From there it was only too easy to imagine himself right back at that hotel room bachelor bashing. Say he was taking this college education in role inversion from his loving and trusted confidant. How would the incorrigibly lubricious slut-boy be responding to her hard cock then?

The pain and shame would turn him on intolerably of course. The domination would render him meekly obsequious, inspiring mindless allegiance. And the kinky experimentation would be freshly compelling to one already plenty jaded by so much compulsive repetitive debauchery.

In the end as it had been at the beginning, it seemed the only difference between relentlessly pegging identical women was simply the distinction between being brutally forcibly raped and enjoying willing, thrilling, incredibly kinky love-making.

Whichever one she was, the hot domme currently atop him was offering to bridge the distance. After three-quarters of a month of obstinate suffering it was unconscionably easy for Jay to finally turn and meet her halfway.

Full and firm, her soft cheek pressed against his wet one.

Her frantic panting was steamy in his ear. Jennifer, oh Jenny what are you doing to your humbly doting weakling? Personally or if by proxy, she was the one behind everything of course, quintessentially the ten-inch wedding present plunging so insistently, persistently up into him.

Slow as he had been to certain realizations, Jay’s traitor body was soon racing away from his laggard remnant manhood.

His un-tethered legs were lifting higher, straining wider. His hips shifted into a more receptive position. By golly, his titanium-encased glans was twitching its way into an accusingly familiar agony! And the only thing Junior could do with the accompanying madly stymied yearning was to channel it into the wildly submissive-masochistic exhilaration his helpless victimization was now so insanely escalating.

Within minutes the ass-slave’s cries had left denial far behind. Instead they were rife with ever more appreciative urgency.

Harder, cruel Mistress, I deserve your worst! When his butt-lover responded by accelerating her ravishing toward climax, this time the increasing excruciation spiked Jay’s psychosexual extremity correspondingly. Soon he was soaring in a spitted-sissy delirium.

Pain, shame, distress, arousal, worship and yes keenly poignant love blended together in an addictive emotional rapture as the partnered pair’s physical linking peaked. Then as the owner atop him hammered and shrieked and squirted for all she was worth, plaything Jay cried aloud his sympathetic transcendence, his ultimate inner surrender to his destiny.

“Oh Jennifer yes!”

“Wrong, you impudent bitch!”

Gasping, groaning, sweat-dripping Julia bit his ear hard in reproof.

“I know I ordered you to pretend. But you should never call out a lady’s enemy’s name in her bed. Between that and your unforgivable suggestion you’ll spend tonight in the punishment cell again. Still, congratulations my sexy slutty captive!”

This time she kissed him emphatically smack! on the already swelling-up cheek – the one she’d so recently bitch-slapped.

“I was certain the sissy would learn to love being butt-fucked one way or another. You can’t deny it just happened. That means I can now carry out my wedding night threat – or promise – to buy a bunch more bigger dildos, not to mention plugs, vibrators and other more arcane kinds of anal apparatus.

“Now then slave, let’s get you all tied up and suffering wonderfully until morning. Tomorrow is Saturday. We’ll have the entire weekend to work on you learning to love your rightful buggery without having to mentally betray anybody. So remember: always strive for honesty, especially concerning one’s innermost secret needs.”

Ten minutes later Jay hung from a suspending web of painfully contorting restraints. Thankfully his indiscretion hadn’t earned lights shining in his eyes or water dripping on his face this time. Blessed by this benevolence he quickly slipped into a half-sleep, half-stupor of total energy depletion. Too conflicted to confront what any of the night’s adventures portended, his last coherent thought formed a familiar lament.

Where oh where in this whole wicked world was glorious Mistress Jennifer?

Having visited him so poignantly (and so consequentially!) in fantasy, Jay missed her irreplaceable presence afterward like never yet. If only she hadn’t run off again, and had instead stayed somewhere close by, if only to offer some moral support!




Chapter Four

Beginning Intriguing


Jen

Of course she’d done exactly that.

In fact, the younger Chandler twin was so close by she’d just witnessed everything, from her slave’s unconscionably early betrayal to his semi-redeeming pleading. She cheered so fiercely to herself when Jay took the otherwise damning occasion to belatedly embrace his requisite new sexual function after so much last-gasp macho stubbornness!

That quasi-orgasmic wailing of her name had saved her property a whole lot of punishment on Monday. Better than this proof of loyalty however was that belated embrace – especially how inevitably Jay had succumbed to the painful compulsions of being pegged once Super-bitch finally pounded it into his head who was truly behind all the dominating sodomy. By the time Jen reclaimed her fully-trained slave he’d be desperate to revel in her most pitiless prerogatives.

Everything was progressing so splendidly, exactly as planned! Even doomed Julia’s unwitting improvisations, like the one just past, merely advanced her inevitable ends.

Laughing with gloating glee, Jen stopped monitoring the ongoing recordings. Both subjects had gone to sleep for the evening. Resisting the urge to replay the entire fantastic breakthrough just achieved, Jen turned instead (again) to the latest video file her taunting sister had sent her.

The resolution was so much better. And the irony was just beyond delicious. The naïve bitch thought she could make her jealous like this? A little Bugs Bunny voice chortled inside Jen’s mind, saying “She don’t know me very well, do she?”

The younger daughter of Edgar Chandler hadn’t wasted her periodic absences. Nor was femdom the only fetish she’d developed while mixing with her eclectic collection of friends, contacts and recreational associates. Finding that spying on unwitting lovers (voyeurism, in short) aroused her almost as keenly as buggery, cuckoldry and other such domination-degradations, Jennifer had eventually invested no little time, effort and capital into mastering an ever-expanding electronic surveillance capacity.

The innocuous motor-home she drove would be the envy of many a struggling private detective. Jenny knew this, because she’d dated quite a few, pumping them as much for their expertise as incidental pleasure. Though she’d always kept a bolt-hole in town as a secret lair and base of operations, Jen had spent most of the past month on the move, following her targets into the city and back again to get the best possible reception for her instruments.

Although these were too dated to compete with the latest high-def smart-phone video, that was a relative piffle. The mere fact that Jen had compromised her targets’ privacy so thoroughly at both work and home was both way beyond their apprehension and quite enough of an accomplishment for dedicated voyeur Jen.

Julia wanted to send her taunting videos of abused Jay eagerly eating her pussy, or crying while she orgasmically pegged him? How badly would she react to knowing her little sister had already seen (or at least heard) nearly every minute she’d spent with her hostage husband, indeed ever since the moment Slave Jay had carried her so chivalrously into the honeymoon suite on their farcical wedding night?

The super-sensitive microphone, transmitter and its batteries had all been hidden in the handle of the whip she’d given them. And though those batteries had died in less than a week, that didn’t matter a bit. Once they were back at the mansion Jen had access to nearly complete round-the-clock video as well as audio coverage.

Tapping into the mansion’s security monitors, like those at the company offices, was child’s play. And though there were none of these cameras installed in the deep interior living areas, Jen had planned well ahead. Shortly after the time she’d given Jay his preparatory penis piercing, the master suite and bathroom had been extensively renovated to accommodate Edgar’s new need for a wheelchair. With everyone else dealing with other ramifications of the old man’s recent stroke, Jennifer had helpfully involved herself in the project from start to finish. She knew damn well who would soon be using those rooms. And by the time the last contractors departed there were hidden mikes and fiber-optic cameras in the bathroom, bedroom and both wardrobes, their attached transmitters connected directly into the household current.

Too bad she hadn’t put another camera in the old shower stall. Oh well. She’d already been lucky none of Julia’s subsequent rearranging had either exposed or obscured any of her secretly peeping lenses. As it was, about the only times Jen couldn’t spy on the crappy couple was during mealtimes and their brief commute to and from work. As for sneaking in to intercede soon…

Jay was never let out of the house alone of course. And Julia kept him locked in his cell whenever she had to leave by herself. Still Jen didn’t expect any more difficulty in physically infiltrating the estate than she had electronically.

Nothing was going to get in the way of reclaiming her slave. Meanwhile the real evil twin was just having the time of her life spying on both Jay’s training and the even more entertaining spectacle of the notorious Super-bitch swiftly succumbing to the most seductive of self-destructions. Oh it was all so fantastic, and it was happening at last and so very fast!

Just listening to her twin breaking Jay in that first night had made her come almost as hard as if she’d been doing it all herself. And though it naturally made Jen jealous that her worst enemy was getting to enjoy everything firsthand, that was central to the entire plan, one that would see the end of Super-bitch for good and all. Besides, every deviant act the twisted couple engaged in not only hastened that end. It reminded of how Jen had triumphed in the manner of her man’s chastity device.

Let him eat her out all they liked. She’d see who had the cuckolder’s last laugh. And let Julia torture him out of his mind. Deeply as she loved him, Jay deserved it. He was a cheating, treasonous slut, and his weakness and disloyalty had brought it to this. The fact that his endless suffering turned them all on was just icing on the cake.

Of course that didn’t mean she wasn’t keeping score.

Jen had a special file for clips containing instances where Jay acted in ways or expressed sentiments she disapproved of – like begging his wife to fuck him! Proper penance would be exacted eventually. At this point though effective slave training was the priority. And clearly her hostage property was in need of at least the briefest reassurance, before things got so much worse for him. Plus now that he was learning to enjoy his constant sodomy, Junior had to be re-fortified in his true allegiance, whether he called out to her in the peak of passion or not.

Though Julia had been remarkably blasé about her duty to produce a child so far, the obligation must be eating at her. Simultaneously neutralizing and capitalizing on this need for breeding was going to be crucial. Impulsively Jen decided to make her play on that front sooner than planned. Things were moving fast after all and she could combine it with Jay’s fortifying. Then let Super-bitch be the one to get videos in the mail again!

Nothing could happen until Monday unfortunately. Still too keyed-up to sleep, Jen saved the recording she’d just made to both her ‘punishment’ and ‘progress’ folders. Then she began reviewing what she knew (a fuck of a lot) about the layout and security procedures of Chandler Software’s downtown offices.


Julia

Julia’s weekend began and finished considerably conflicted, with a whole lot of compensatory revelry in the middle.

Riding in to work on Monday morning, fresh off an extremely uncomfortable call from Jay’s mother, she couldn’t have been more susceptible to one of her notorious tantrums. The fact that Super-bitch knew the dangerous rage tsunami brewing was mostly due to unresolved inner issues remained blessedly irrelevant.

Luckily for her underlings she had an outlet now, a way of venting such pressures. Soon Daddy’s paddle would have its say, and hopefully catharsis would even out her day. As if picking up this intention, her office bitch stirred on the other side of the limo. Not stealing these precious few minutes of rest after all, he ventured a bit of timid initiative.

“What did Mom want?”

Julia slapped him angrily down.

“The same things she’s always wanted: grandkids before she dies. She wanted to know if I’d bled yet since our wedding night.”

“Jesus Titty-twisting Christ. I’m sorry, boss. What did you tell her?”

“That we’d keep on trying. And no, I don’t like lying. I’m going to beat you soon for forcing me to do it. Sooner or later we’ll have to resolve this.”

“We’ll figure out a way.”

“You’re damn right. A way that doesn’t involve me unlocking you. Your cunt-fucking days are done, my greedy young ass-bitch. So keep those obsolete urges of yours under control.”

Shit. That was an unfortunate choice of words.

Junior wasn’t the only one plagued by unfortunate urges – or shattered hopes, for that matter. Despite all of her wonderful progress (the healthy pressure-venting, bingeing on oral sex and pegging), despite the glorious recent release of multiple daily orgasms, the still-inhibited virgin had endured that disturbing dream again! Nor could Julia kid herself it was unconnected, coming as it had hard on the heels of their mutually crucial breakthrough Friday.

Before going to sleep she’d used both unaccustomed kindness and Jay’s devotion to her double to finally overcome his idiotic resistance to his sissy new sex life. At the same time though she had to banish him for bookending offenses to her own too-tender-yet femininity.

Hours later, in the lonely breaking dawn, awareness emerged during the most compelling subconscious fantasy. There she was once again, being happily, fatally train-raped. With the impatiently waiting knife indenting the flesh of her neck she took cock after monstrous cock nonstop, all while watching her husband and twin couple so lovingly right in front of her. Only this time Jay and Jen were joyously pegging, and every time the slave cried out his soul-mate’s name it lacerated her still-embittered heart further. Oh, the fucking couldn’t be punishing enough; the decapitation any more messily incremental …

Waking with tears on her cheeks and a far wetter vagina, Julia did the only thing she could. She channeled all of her cheated upset into a rampaging cavalcade of ass-jabbing. She had a promise to keep to her permanent pegging pet after all.

Whether he chose it or not, Jay was going to learn to love taking her raping organ under any circumstances whatsoever. His naturally submissive affinity for playing the bitch had been obvious from the beginning. He just needed to finish defeating certain ironically discriminatory inclinations. After the previous evening’s impersonation, Julia knew exactly how to begin seducing the sissy into truly accepting his destiny in all its fabulously demanding reality.

She wore her erection right into the bubbly tub, tenderly helping her chilled and stiffened-up bondage slut into the furiously churning hot flood.

Owner going first, they washed each other for once, luxuriating over the chore for most of the morning. In the process Julia took his willingness twice. First they copulated face-to-face, their oily-with-bubble-bath bodies mostly submerged with their arms wrapped possessively about each other. With a couple kisses thrown in it could have been sappily romantic. Jay at least gazed amazed adulation instead of hate. And yes, Julia really came, loving the way their liquid-slippery bodies felt squishing and sliding against each other throughout.

That was the thin edge of the wedge. Later, after he’d finished shaving her, she bent Jay over the unyielding porcelain side. His torso and face pressed to the tiled floor, Julia taught the randy bitch that he could exult in his ideal fulfillment without any silly simulation of devotion. The sheer stimulation of excited nerve endings was more than sensational enough. Right slut?

Deliriously bitch-raped Jay honestly avowed that it was. This lesson would be pounded even more emphatically home after lunch. After that there’d never be any hope of being turned back.

Rather than having her body slave crouching under the table by the end of the meal, obsequiously eating her pussy or feet, Julia went ahead and flung him right down atop the polished mahogany. There among the breadcrumbs, the overturned glasses and dirty plates (and right in front of Darianne, one of the no-longer so scandalized maids) she ass-hammered her petticoated hubby brutally from behind again. Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Again, again, again, again!

The way Jay wailed with ecstatic transport as well as welcome pain made plain that the added exhibitionist shame only intensified the fabulously extreme degradation epitomizing the ordeal for him. Admitting in whimpering aftermath that he somehow suddenly couldn’t get it enough (and that it couldn’t ever get too rough), Jay acceded eagerly when Super-bitch ordered him into her ‘torture wardrobe’ for the remainder of the day. They still had most of the afternoon and evening left to challenge his masochistic capacities…

In the weeks since they’d moved in, the resident dominatrix had made respectable progress in stocking her new fetish closet. The bra, girdle, garters and stockings decorating Jay were taken from a huge new trove of particularly ‘girly’ lingerie. In contrast her own cup-less leather bikini bristled with silver, all spikes and studs glittering against the thin black straps.

Jennifer’s stiff little whip had been joined by a riding crop, several canes and three different floggers, with the seven-foot single tail bullwhip still on the way. Naturally many more restraints had been added, even complete confinement harnesses, along with whole boxes of various skin-pinching clips and clamps, some weighted, others wired for plugging into a handy battery. As for another manner of battery, the only furniture was still that straight-backed wooden chair, the one Super-bitch had placed directly facing the mirror. And it was not for sitting upon.

Slave Jay moved straight to take up his usual station standing at attention behind it. Right away Julia used tough black strapping tape to bind his moderately spread ankles to the chair’s rear legs. Bending the slut over the high back so that it cut uncomfortably into his gut, she manacled Jay’s hands to a crosspiece connecting the two front legs. Trapped in this stressful, touch-toes posture for the duration, the now-eternally willing ass-slave raised not a single complaint throughout the long hours of savagely stabbing sodomy that followed.

While regular breaks for genital torture, caning and flogging of his legs, ass and back kept him pitiably screaming, squirming and weeping, serving his forevermore primary purpose only elicited an ever more shameless enthusiasm. To irrevocably cement this then they needed but the night ahead spent in her bed.

Julia had been snacking and drinking all evening. So to go from the wardrobe straight to her nearby marital bower was easy. Yet omni-deprived Jay didn’t bat an eye either at having to skip his usual healthy vegan feed. His appetite was still all for being her buggeree.

It was beyond amazing and well into gratifying and flattering. Julia found herself so disarmed (and charmed) she eventually even dispensed with the encumbering cuffs and other restraints. With his extensive carnal precedent Jay was able to educate his mate in suggesting arcane positions and techniques the likes of which were beyond even Super-bitch’s most perverted dreams – the pile driver, for example. Whew, but that was incredible! Indeed it wasn’t until the squealing swine began to bleed that they were able to desist from wallowing in their defining new interpersonal passion. Yet not even medical necessity could entirely put an end to the incredibly kinky frenzy they found themselves swept up in.

Sunday they had fun playing doctor – or doctor and naughty nurse. Once Julia had her patient restrained kowtowed again (this time naked in the new expansive shower corner) she called in Darianne, the same intolerably cute young maid from yesterday.

“Darianne, do you know where they put my father’s old continence supplies? That stuff wasn’t just thrown away was it? I’m specifically looking for an enema rig.”

“I’m pretty sure all that stuff was moved to one of the closets down the hall, ma’am. Shall I bring something back for you?”

“Just get me an enema rig. Bring the biggest bag they have. And I’ll want a full bottle of hydrogen peroxide.”

Deliberately grooming the girl for future adventures, Julia had her stay and assist throughout the day. Together they prepped a disinfecting (and clearly wonderfully agonizing) hugely voluminous solution of soap, hot water and peroxide for the over-fucked convalescent. She even let the kid (twenty but so eager and pretty she seemed considerably younger) be the one to push the tube nozzle deep into her openly groaning and dick-twitching hubby’s wounded and up-thrust bum. Jay’s sudden shrieking music to all three, they laughed and cheered in derisory harmony as the steaming solution funneled in.

They made him retain it a full quarter of an hour – and then to repeat the procedure again and again and again. Finally they used a wooden plunger handle to cram a big wad of soft cotton toweling up his rectum, taping this inside to serve as a bandage. Laughing and asking how he liked his ‘tampon’, Darianne had proved such a natural at sadistic humiliation of the former asshole plutocrat that Super-bitch began expanding her plans for including the cutie on the spot. After freshly shaved Jay was finally dried off and extensively petticoated, and walking about like someone hideously uncomfortably butt-stuffed, it was the giddy maid’s inspiration to exacerbate this by forcing him to wear a pair of Julia’s old high-heeled shoes.

Though these were considerably too small, Jay didn’t get to take them off even when he was ultimately ordered back into Julia’s bed at the end of yet another exquisitely intense day – not that his labors, rewards and challenges were close to finished. Far from it.

Denied his optimal use/joy, the grateful slave poured all his fervency into body worship. After seeing exhaustively to her own tired feet, he must have gotten lost on the way to Julia’s vagina. Without even getting permission the bitch dared to introduce her to another novel set of unexpectedly intense stimuli. How many more might there be left for them to try?

Always so eager to abase himself, Jay’s infallibly enthusiastic tongue began to lick and swirl and probe at and finally delve deep inside her own virgin behind. Shocked almost to violent retribution, Julia soon melted instead. The sensations were so damn heavenly! So many nerve endings to fire! And thus was analingus added to the expanding repertoire of ways the formerly bitterly frigid ice-bitch found to reach sexual release beyond solitary self-abuse.

From one opening to the other Jay serviced her for hours.

Pinching and pulling at her nipples while he did, Julia had to repeatedly fight off the temptation to order him to suckle her, to orally arouse those other erogenous hot spots as well. That was yet another surely wondrous pleasure she’d never in her life felt. Still some residue of contempt and resentment for her childhood enemy prevented Super-bitch from dispensing such a deeply personal blessing. Junior deserved such intimacy about as much as he did a bout of passionate kissing, or the honor of sliding his unfettered boner all the way inside her vagina…

Instead Julia ended up on top again, furiously humping that outthrust tongue. Who was a repressed ‘asexual’ now? Yet though she added a few more climaxes to her stupendous weekend aggregate, when their mutual frenzy finally abated Julia still felt somehow unsatisfactorily sated. That inchoate frustration had lingered on though morning, building inner tension, until dotty old Dorothy had called to remind her of her familiar obligations at precisely the worst time.

Recognizing that her rage may have been as irrationally excessive as her vicious rejection of Jay’s treasonous weakling pleading on Friday, Julia took the unprecedented step of trying to defray rather than nurture that rage. Rather than begin a screaming tirade, she just snapped her fingers. Then while Jay at least temporarily placated her by licking her shoe soles for the rest of the ride, Julia thought about her daddy’s paddle, and even the share stashed in her briefcase.

She’d brought this for reference, intending to begin that promised shopping for other (and bigger!) dildos when she had time. Still Jay had seemed completely healed today, so maybe…


Jay

Jay had been healed indeed.

Not physically of course – his backside from neck to ankles was latticed and mottled: scored and contused with fading old damage heavily overlaid by the new. His bleeding had ceased at least, though his entrance and insides were still incredibly tender. Like all his welts and bruises, this too promised to become perpetual for him, as habitual as the lingerie he wore under his clothes and exclusively at home. And like that excessively feminine underwear, like that evidence of punishment and penitence, slave Jay carried that constant anal pain with secret, perversely prideful savor.

It was too-tangible proof of the extremity of his submission, the depth of the degradation he was excited to accept in service to the glorious goddesses who’d deigned to enslave him. Finally well on his way to being properly trained, he’d been healed over the transformative weekend just past of way too much outdated hate.

Not just his misguided despising of being raped (okay, pegged), a duty he’d finally embraced as an irreplaceable compensation for his own loss of agency. But much of his childish resentment of his domineering spouse had frayed away as well. So flawlessly desirable, so exquisitely strict and cruel, and especially so sexually necessary was this lifelong enemy that little could compete with the obsequious allegiance slave Jay increasingly felt towards her. Suffice it to say, there could hardly have been a better/worse time for him to be surprised out of his skin by her possibly murderously jealous little sister.

Upon reaching the office Jay had gratefully taken his latest public paddling. Thank heavens for the commanding tyranny of Super-bitch! After that he’d begun to attend to his more mundane duties, running himself ragged at the contemptuous behest of everyone else.

At least he wasn’t wearing those terrible high heels anymore. Jay appreciated this particularly when he was sent scurrying off to the far end of the building after some discontinued merchandise kept only in the most remote supply closet.

Hurrying to avoid certain censure over the delay, the diligent office bitch was sorting through cluttered shelves when he heard the door click quietly shut behind him. Assuming it had swung closed on its own, he didn’t bother to look around. When a strong hand closed on his shoulder and spun him about, he nearly had a fatal coronary. And only the fact that a pitiless fist was driven instantly into the pit of his stomach, robbing him of his wind, kept Jay from crying out at the divine vision of Mistress Jennifer pulling off a disguising blonde wig.

“That’s for betraying me already, you undisciplined, disloyal SLUT! I can’t believe you couldn’t even make it through a month without coming! Good thing I locked you up, huh? And here I thought you fucking loved me.”

Collapsed onto a handy little step stool (otherwise he’d be all the way on the floor) Jay could only suck for a breath that wouldn’t come as his owner set up her phone to optimally record the coming encounter. Finally his outraged diaphragm unlocked. Jay tore in a huge double lungful of air and used its expulsion to cry out apology from the depths of his beholden soul.

“DO LOVE YOU!”

Suddenly as solicitous as she’d just been vicious, Jen was crouched there and covering his face with kisses.

“I know you do, my darling. You cried out my name at precisely the right time Friday night. That’s why I’m not stomping upon and permanently pulping your balls right now. In fact, I’m here to reward you by blessedly emptying them.”

Jay couldn’t begin to believe such a thing, not even when his owner ripped his pants open.

It wasn’t even a matter of not wanting to get his hopes up. He was just still too triple-stunned to properly function. Her appearance, her punch, her impossible knowledge all had his head spinning. Questions about her possibly murderous intentions he’d been so desperate to put to her were whirled away like chaff in the wind.

“You…you…”

“No, not me, you! You are clearly in need of bucking up, slut – and of reminding of just where your true loyalties lie. I can’t have you forgetting about me and falling in love with any soon-to-be-extinct Super-bitch now, can I? And as for that detested enemy, she is getting predictably antsy, what with importunate phone calls from your mother and all.”

“How…how…” At last Jay got a whole sentence out. “How do you know all this?”

Jen grinned. Like prestidigitation she flicked open a sinister-looking switchblade.

“Because I am your evilest deity, all-knowing and all-seeing.

“You can’t even begin to deceive me, so never attempt it, my child. Neither can your high-handed wife possibly keep you away from me. So you just tell your tyrant queen that I’ll be the one to provide her with all the fresh-squeezed sissy seed she needs.”

Jay caught his unsteady breath again as Jen slid that razor-sharp stiletto into the waistband of his pink and purple patterned pansy’s panties. One quick rip through silk made him wince. Of course Mistress inflicted not the slightest scratch in baring those branded, badly bruised and abraded man-bits. Then once again before he could properly process any of this, she slid in some thin steel strip (probably magnetically encoded Jay figured later) that unlocked his titanium cage.

Off came that chastity shackle. And right into his beloved soul-mate’s wonderfully warm and wet (and adept!) mouth went her twenty-four-days-deprived, mostly still limp, personally monogrammed and beringed sissy dick.

It didn’t stay limp for long of course. And there was no way it could stay so achingly erect for long either. Good thing too; what if someone came in? Ah well, fuck it.

No longer giving a shit about being missed, not even thinking about his wife, completely and blissfully unable to resist such devastatingly familiar expertise (and who could possibly know how to blow him better?), Junior was soon soaring on an unstoppable ascension to orgasmic heaven despite (because of?) all the risks.

Oh it had been so long, with so much constant frustration-temptation-titillation! And oh but reckless Jenny was just sloppy-slurping him furiously up and down and in and out, all while massaging his backed-up balls exactly how she’d done it that very first time…

Such an affecting memory was all the trigger necessary. But then that supposedly unstoppable ascension to heaven ended in the most catastrophic fashion!

At exactly the instant his orgasmic spasms began, Mistress Jennifer quit her ministrations.

Jerking abruptly back from him, she abandoned her slickly twitching, dripping-into-just-drizzling property. Suddenly she was instead holding up a clear plastic cup – no, it was a vial for medical specimen collection!

Sprawled out groaning and aghast, learning at last what was meant by the obscure term ‘ruined orgasm’ Jay watched his three weeks’ worth of madness and sperm pour quickly out his penis tip even as that interminably delayed, runway train climax was somehow abrogated in its tracks. Without any wild spurting, ejaculation or even real pleasure whatsoever, the involuntary eunuch was empty and limp again in under a minute. Talk about anti-climactic! What the fuck just happened? Slumped in disbelieving despair after all, Jay could only gaze betrayed dismay at his gorgeous owner as she snapped a plastic cap on that sterile vial – and then the shackle back onto his still-sticky glans.

“I know baby.”

Jen’s soothing was slyly admonitory.

“That wasn’t all you could have hoped for this unexpectedly exciting morning. You want to play the virile male still – while you still can. But you betrayed me shamelessly, remember? You tried to fuck my wicked twin.

“You treacherous little trollop, you’re lucky you still have nuts left to empty. So I want you to count your blessings – and take that chickenshit virgin this sperm sample. Tell her she can use it for IVF, satisfied that you came by it without climaxing. And since I’ll be sending her this video of your adventures in cheating on her as proof, I suggest you confess everything right up front. Honesty first and always, isn’t that the rule with you two?”

“Jen…Jennifer…”

But already she was pocketing her phone and pulling that blonde wig back on.

“Shut up, slut. One more word out of you and I’m taking your pants with me.

“You can walk around the office the rest of the day in those sissy silk stockings, that shackled and branded wang dangling out. Just do what you’ve been told: always behave for your betters, stay true to Mistress Jennifer, and you’ll see me again sooner than you may expect. You know that I love you profoundly, deeply and forever, don’t you my sexiest piece of property? So think of me constantly. And save some of that tender accepting ass-meat for me to hammer baby!” A cheeky wink and Jen had exited just as abruptly as her entry.

Trying not to break down and cry (cheater? he’d been so unbelievably cheated!), Junior clumsily put his clothes back in order. Taking the shakiest of deep breaths then he picked up the vial, and the obsolete piece of merchandise he’d come to find. Trembling with dread, he went to face his other, always so volatile owner. And she was so really angry about something already…


Julia

Julia wasn’t angry exactly – just uncomfortably stirred up. Paddling Jay had helped to dissipate most of that rage. She actually felt a bit guilty, though she told herself it was because she was sitting in here shirking rather than working. One couldn’t go directly from a driven workaholic to a shameless libertine without some inner dissonance, she guessed.

Rather than coerce herself to go over that earnings report, Julia had let Evelyn handle it. Once her mentor, the middle-aged spinster was perfectly capable of running the entire company herself, as she had just demonstrated over their honeymoon-at-home. Taking advantage of this fact was becoming increasingly easy for Julia, an indulgence she’d never have allowed herself before getting married. Here she was under one month later, sitting around in the late-middle morning, doing nothing more productive than some on-line shopping.

It seemed the particular penis her suspiciously considerate twin had given her didn’t come in any larger sizes. She already had the biggest – too bad. Julia had to settle for one fitted to a traditional harness. A full twelve inches, thick and ribbed, hard plastic over a powerful inner vibrator, complete with simulated testicles, she would save its devastation for special occasions. And to keep her lucky slut always waiting gaily agape for her, Julia found a number of butt plugs. Of various sizes, shapes and materials, some with vibrators of their own or wires for electrifying, or locking harnesses to keep them indefinitely embedded, Super-bitch grinningly ordered one after another. It wasn’t until virgin Princess Julia came across the big black cock mounted on the outside of a wide leather gag that her earlier upset returned.

Memories tried to surface, forbidden images from hideous dreams.

Super-bitch responded with a surge of renewed rage, both against herself and (for some reason) against her sister and husband as well. She forced the inner sickness away, replacing it with the picture of a bound and gagged Jay wearing that big ebony prick projecting from his face. She’d thought humping his tongue was a ton of fun? She thought the share rocking about inside her body was stimulating penetration? What the fuck was she waiting for? Click, add to cart, click, overnight shipping, click, ORDER NOW!

Julia was taking an unsteady breath when the intercom made her jump. It was her secretary.

“Boss, the office bitch is out here. He insists he needs to see you. He also suggests you check your messages.”

“Roger, Tonya. Send him in.”

Julia opened her email. The door opened and closed. The same moment that her eyes sorted through all the automated invoices various vendors had just sent her to recognize a message from her enemy by its attached video file (title: Slutty Cheating Hubby), that guilty filth crept right around her desk. He knelt as close to her feet as he could get. Gripping some capped little cup in his hand, he put his forehead to the floor and humbly awaited judgment.

Super-bitch took another deep, centering breath. One mustn’t explode prematurely. She had to see how awful this latest porno was. Still every unstable particle of her had become poised to detonate. In a way it would be so wonderful to escape that deeper upset, to take refuge in the ravaging rage that had been threatening all day…

Oh, but her fury was one hundred percent genuine when she saw her nemesis trespassing inside their daddy’s building. That bitch had been banned from the premises! Heads would soon roll downstairs. When their interaction began with Jay bellowing out his love and attempting not the slightest resistance as his key-holder ripped his clothes open (she’d forbidden any contact, damn it!), that fury fulminated further.

So incensed at this breach of first building integrity and then her marriage vows (not to mention her ultimatum at the rehearsal) was Super-bitch that her additional baffled anger at the possibly worse implied violation of her privacy was temporarily overwhelmed.

Almost as unacknowledged as a wellspring for her rage as that ongoing subconscious conflict was the sudden searing jealousy Miss Possessive felt. Watching her supposedly hated husband writhe in mindless ecstasy while her twin gave him glorious head (hadn’t she been tempted to try, and secretly glad of that preventing shackle?) made her eyeballs pulse in their sockets. And if they thought her flaming outrage would be leavened at the end by the bizarre way Jen managed to empty those purposely bloated balls without allowing a full-blown climax, well, calling her a chickenshit virgin hurt the timid inner princess worse than everything else in its insidiously incisive way.

Turning away from this pain, and her accusing gaze on the guilty, Super-bitch saw him reach up enough to set that semen sample on the desk – right where her share was still sitting.

Vengeful inspiration was instantaneous.

Indeed that sudden intention was the only thing preventing Super-bitch from launching into the great-grandfather of all previous screaming tirades. Deliberately the jilted boss lady took a few more deep breaths, corralling all that incendiary umbrage for channeling into a far more satisfying avenue of expression than simply rattling the windowpanes. When she spoke her hoarse tone was almost measured, despite the way her voice just had to shake.

“Good thing I brought Jennifer’s erection to work isn’t it? Only I forgot my peppermint-infused lube. That’s okay though. I think I could use my own mid-morning blow-job too.”


Jay

All too aware of his boss’ barely leashed barbarity, knowing only too well the extent of the terrible trouble he was in already, Jay was in extreme placation mode. Indeed relief that Super-bitch wasn’t yet shrieking and beating him kept the petrified cheater from any reluctance or even resentment as his wife began his surely enduring punishment by turning her already petticoated pegging pig into her limitlessly degraded fellator.

Always at her oral command, Jay knew he had to provide his own lube or take his subsequent punishment-fuck boner-dry. No thank you ma’am. Barely healed from his weekend adventures, he knelt and held steady in perfect subservience as Julia gripped his chin with one hand and used her secretary Tonya’s borrowed scarlet lipstick to thickly lacquer up his ‘slutty sissy suck-hole’.

What the hell, he was already blatantly cross-dressed. How much worse could cosmetics condemn him? Uncaring that she’d left the office door open, the once icily frigid tyrant swiftly stripped off her suit jacket, slacks and panties. In seconds she’d proudly sprouted that silicone hard-on and was lounging back in her chair, much as she’d done whenever about to demand oral sex in the past. Still openly seething over his cheating, with those giant green-gold-brown eyes eloquently threatening predatory vengeance, Super-bitch snapped her fingers twice.

“From now on that’s the command for my disloyal little trollop to suck on cock. So get those painted lips on my prick and service me, bitch! Let’s make your last day at work one to celebrate forever as your first as a bona fide dick sucker. Better that than remember it as the day you fatally cheated on me!” Echoes of Jennifer reverberated within.

At least it wasn’t a real penis, making his own twitch so. And so discriminating Jay was okay, for a while anyway. It made his mouth water, having that whole egg-sized head inside him, but no more so than when sucking on one or another of her great toes. That drool proved useful too, slickening lips sticky with a thick coating of gloss. Sissy slutty Jay was able to bring increasing enthusiasm to his servile servicing, taking in gradually more of the shaft.

Doing his very best to erase his wife’s understandable execration, the slave even began to play, interrupting his fervent sucking to kiss and lick and tongue her lovingly all over before engulfing even more of that hefty veined erection. Then so urgently did he bob that Julia’s embedded double-cock began to rhythmically rock.

Super-bitch moaned in response, feeding foolish illusions. Her groping hands found the back of her first-time cock-gobbler’s head. And at that at point reality rudely intruded, in the guise of ten inches of thick cylindrical prick. Suddenly every single one was hate-fucking his utterly defenseless esophagus. And horrible torture like he’d never explored before had its way with still-being-trained fellator slave Jay.

His legal mate had just discovered yet another sensual heaven, and another one she’d had to be porno-goaded by her worst enemy into attempting.

Finding it far beyond satisfying, she would give her deserving eternal servicer more than ample chance to work on suppressing his amateurish gag reflex. Eventually he would come to love being viciously gullet-fucked, just as much as he instinctively wallowed in doing all the slobbery bobbing and worshipful suckling – or so the weeping, strangling slave could only pray, as cheers and applause flooded in from the open doorway.

“Suck it like you love it, sissy!”

“Quit gagging, fag! Swallow that fucking prick entire!”

How did he not die drowning in regurgitated food and stomach acids? And the constant suffocation was worse than when she pinned him to the bed and humped his tongue for half the night. His hair being ripped by her pitilessly gripping fists, Jay tasted the deepest degraded shame ever along with aroused pussy, smeared lipstick and warm silicone. Perhaps it was that, and the sound of the jeering audience, that twisted the humiliation-bitch into sickeningly accepting that which his body seemed bent on rejecting.

It took a monumental effort of mind over matter, emotion over instinct. But eventually Junior quit trying to turn his alimentary system inside-out. He was nowhere near coming to love it yet, but at least he managed to survive his first time. And when his ragingly raping wife accelerated up to and through her angriest-ever orgasm, the way she squirted out around the big cock connecting them, spattering his captive face, almost made it feel like he was taking her tasty hot money shot.

Almost wasn’t good enough for the perfectionist Super-bitch. Pulling him off her jauntily up-jutting organ, she yanked his head back by the hair. Flipping off the cap with her thumb, she upended that vial of his slimy vileness over his restrained face. Knowing it was expected, the freshly-christened cocksucker opened wider and thrust out his tongue.

“Here it comes, dick-slave. A big yummy come-load of your very own. You tell that meddling cunt I’ll extract what I need from you myself, if she ever dares to come back. And if she does, the punishment you’ve got coming now will seem like child’s play!”

Jellied clots and drops spattered him, dripped and ran, stuck here and there or fell directly onto/into his tongue, lips and open mouth. Three weeks’ stymied depriving defiled the humbly kneeling slut. And the only cleaning allowed him lay within reach of that savoring tongue.

Before the saliva could dry on her cock (to say nothing of the spew decorating his face), Super-bitch kicked back her chair. She hauled her unfaithful mate up by the hair. Bending him over her daddy’s desk, she yanked down his pants and rammed her erection savagely up his ass.

Junior heard his agonized/gleeful scream amplified and reverberating all around him. She’d just opened the intercom to the entire building. Now all of those not crowding around the door could hear every gasp, cry and slap of fleshy impact (not to mention the accompanying screaming diatribe) as the guilty little cocksucking office bitch took his most vengefully violent rear-spearing yet. Soon this latest evidence of his utter emasculation would be all over the city and the internet too. He wouldn’t be able to see anybody and go anywhere ever again without being reminded of just how outrageously fucked he’d become in under a single month.

Not that any of that mattered. Sissy slave Jay couldn’t care about anything while being so violently, viciously anally violated. And when another shrieking peak had speed-reamed him deeper than in his most deviant/demeaning dreams, Super-bitch made it plain that showing his come-covered face in public was not going to be much of a problem any longer.

Though she’d stopped screaming curses at him finally, the boss/wife’s voice was still as effective a weapon as that hazel gaze. Though dangerously low, its growling menace carried palpably to every corner of the listening building.

“Obviously your loyalty cannot be relied upon. You succumbed to a simple sucking like the lowliest of sluts. Starting tomorrow you will work exclusively at home. And since you’ve ruined that pair of panties, you’ll spend the rest of this last day as our office bitch in just your stockings, garters, girdle and bra. Leave your suit and shirt on the floor in here – and that filthy spew still crusting your face. Let everybody see what a sissy hubby looks like after getting and giving a humiliating public blow job – and taking the first of a million punitive peggings in return!”

Damn, ma’am, that was way worse than what Jen had threatened!

Then again it may have been a lot less than he deserved. Certainly this discrepancy would be extensively remedied. Indisputably guilty, Junior could only apologetically lap at his offended superior’s shoe bottoms. Then as directed he went out naked but for his petticoating, his badly smeared lipstick and a liberal spattering of jellied ejaculate. What better way to face the rest of his last, infinitely degraded day outside the confines of the Chandler estate?


Julia

Super-bitch was tempted.

Taking Jay straight into the torture wardrobe after work to continue her temper tantrum appealed to her far more than dinner or anything else. Too many questions remained unanswered however, all regarding Jennifer’s uncanny access to both her husband and their most intimate moments. Interrogating obviously clueless Jay seemed pointless, if sadistically rewarding. This situation called for meticulous reasoning. So Julia carefully placed her infinite thirst for revenge in temporary abeyance. Likewise she straightaway placed Jay in his dank little punishment cell, letting his worst-ever inverted suspension bondage, the glaring lights and dripping water torture the despicable cheater for her. Then she spent her dinner hour smoldering over confounding remarks and renewed threats until she’d come up with the only logical explanation. She called down to Withered Elms’ little security office and asked head minion Alfred to join her.

Soon enough he lumbered in puffing. An older, overweight Italian man with receding silver hair, Alfred’s best days were quite a bit in the past. As his job required little more than monitoring a computer and phone or two, Julia hadn’t worried before about his lack of fitness. She waved him into the chair next to her before he collapsed or something, and waited patiently while he used a handkerchief to mop his sweaty brow before beginning.

“I had a very unsatisfactory discussion with building security downtown this afternoon. I imagine I’m in for more disappointment now. But we need to speak again about my sister Jen.”

Sternly but without her customary vitriol, Julia described the enemy’s infiltration. She made it clear that a similar breach at home would not be tolerated. Additional measures must be taken. Furthermore, she had reason to believe they’d already been compromised.

“Somehow that bitch has been eavesdropping on me. Is it possible that’s she’s gained access to our security cameras here?”

“Entirely possible.” Alfred nodded somberly. “This is a very simple system you have here. In fact it’s designed to be accessible, to both law enforcement and the company that first installed it. Your parents were worried about theft, not some creepy peeping tom. You have many museum-quality artworks out there. Any competent private detective or minimally imaginative hacker could tap into those videos.”

“I see. Any way we can prevent this – short of shutting them off of course?”

“Not without updating and isolating the entire system. That might take a month or more, depending on how much money you want to spend.”

Julia ruminated. At last the question had to be asked.

“So it should be easy enough to set up a link-up to my own office at work yes? I can use my desk computer or even phone to view what any camera in the estate sees, just like she does.”

“Sure. I can set that up in twenty minutes or less.”

“By the time I arrive at work tomorrow at the latest.”

“No problem, ma’am.”

“All right. Is Brenda still here?”

“I’m sure she is. Do you want me to tell the maid that you’re finished eating in here, and to send in Brenda as well?”

“Please.” Julia used the few minutes to grin over incipient wickedness. She’d show that cheating oral sex fiend what it cost to relieve his bloat…

Peggy hurried in, trim and pretty in her navy blue uniform. Despite being at the tail end of her daylong shift she looked only the least bit disheveled. Of course where the even prettier Darianne wore her hair long, in tightly braided extensions, beneath her little lace cap Peggy kept hers cropped to a close, blonde-frosted fuzz. Full-cheeked and cherubic, her broad features were appealingly African, to her even broader smile and darkly sparkling eyes. No doubt eager to finish for the day, she moved immediately to clear the table. Julia forestalled her.

“Sit with me a minute, please. I think you’ll enjoy this.”

A moment later Brenda arrived, fortuitously followed by an off-duty Darianne. The latter had her own quarters here as part of her compensation and had apparently emerged to discuss something with Brenda before her supervisor went home for the night. When the summons had come she’d tagged along, perhaps sensing intuitively the kind of fun that was in the offing. At Julia’s gesture she eagerly took a seat alongside Brenda.

“Well, ladies, you three are the backbone of my housekeeping staff. And demanding bitch that I am, I have to admit you all do a fantastic job at it. But I’ve decided you could do with some additional assistance, some help beyond just the usual come-and-go part-timers.

“Events at the office today have made it painfully clear that my untrustworthy husband can no longer be allowed outside. Starting tomorrow he will begin working at home, replacing those part-timers. Confined to the rooms of this mansion for his sins, he will henceforth be earning his keep by taking over all of your most distasteful work. But please, ladies, I don’t want you three to ever fear for your livelihoods.

“You will be needed more than ever now, to strictly supervise, and whenever appropriate to discipline your new assistant. I’m sure you’re all aware of his incorrigible laziness, his history of snotty entitlement. You know this comeuppance is grossly overdue. I’m sure you’ve all had to clean his visitor’s rooms after a dozen or more whoring binges before. Would each of you be willing to use a whip for me now if necessary?”

Naturally Darianne was instantly enthusiastic. And with Jay’s former attitude toward the help just begging retribution, Peggy immediately wanted in as well. It was clear the two had been sharing gossip about the ‘man’ of the house even before the past weekend’s adventures in enemas and plunger-handle bandage-packing. Even middle-aged Irish Brenda grimly agreed she had scores to settle with the plutocratic brat going back a decade and a half.

“Excellent. I’ll be monitoring the property from my office over the home security system, and giving you all instructions on when to dispense summary justice. But I can’t watch Junior’s every move. So I want you three to keep after the pansy for me. Make his degrading days an endless misery, so that he’s desperate to see his domineering wife come home to enjoy his compulsive submissiveness each night.”

“Gladly!” Brenda glanced fondly at bouncing and beaming Peggy.

“This is going to rock!”

Darianne was more daring yet.

“Can I use my cock on the sissy too?”

“You have one?”

“Only about a dozen. What styling butch-bi doesn’t? I’ve never done a guy with one though. But then I’ve never known one more deserving. Watching you taking that willing, wailing slut over the dining room table was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I went back to my rooms and came a like a she-cat in heat. I know he’s your husband…”

“He’s my arranged family hostage, my very worst enemy’s treacherous property. And when I’m at work he’s your cocksucking, bootlicking peon. Just use him judiciously. Except when directed, save his anus for me. Fuck his sissy face all you want. Smother him to anoxia with your cunt, I don’t care, just make his days a nightmare. He’s being penalized for cheating. Imagine if he’d done the same to you and exact vicarious payback. There will be bonuses in it for all of you, believe me.”

Everyone was gladly game, even fifty-something Brenda. Excited they sat expanding their planning, laughing and making ever more clever arrangements for their revenge.

For Julia this experience was a revelation in itself.

Rarely did she let her guard down among her subordinates. This mirthful collaboration was almost like having friends! So yet another luxury she’d never permitted herself was suddenly inadvertently discovered.

After the confidantes in cruelty finally broke up Princess Julia headed to her study re-energized. There she worked until reasonably late, catching up on matters she’d deferred earlier while getting ahead of everything she could for the next day. She wanted to maximize her free time for trying out this peeping business for herself!

In the end the woman wronged dropped into bed without indulging in any sexual release at all. Rigid if not frigid, Super-bitch was still saving up all that incendiary hate-rage-lust, harboring its intensity for venting after a very enlightening, enlivening day of work tomorrow.

By then she’d have taken delivery of the big black penis of her face-fucking dreams!




Chapter Five

Blossoming Possibilities


Jay

It was his longest stretch yet in the punishment cell.

Though the glaring light was unchanging, and the only clock the nonstop if irregular cold drops falling onto his face, his body had become reliably discerning. Beside the amount of times he’d had to piss down his contorted torso, there were the accumulating effects of gravity. After this many hours (well into the double digits), the thin but strong cords upending and suspending him bit so deeply into Jay’s flesh that not only overstressed muscles and tendons but the bones beneath screamed.

Everywhere twisting or constriction hadn’t rendered him numb was in unrelenting agony. Even breathing was an increasingly strenuous effort, with his guts weighing down his diaphragm and cramping his lungs. Yet when the long-suffering captive at last heard the other big shower begin, signaling that morning had finally arrived and release might even follow, his repentance and determination to atone for the sin that had led to his imprisonment were both steadfast and genuine. The night’s interminable hours of horrible torture had given Jay ample opportunity to sort out his priorities.

Sure, he’d railed bitterly at times. All this torment with tons more to come, being turned into a lipsticked cocksucker and public bum-fuck and then basically placed under indefinite house arrest, and for what? Maybe a minute of male sexual pleasure. Say a hundred seconds with an unfettered erection. He hadn’t even achieved climax, just that indescribably disappointing dribbling! And as for breaking his vows, how was he supposed to ignore all those he’d made to his key-holding owner, his avowed soul-mate and the love of his life? Was it such a sin to exist in an impossible position between competing irresistible women?

No, of course not. The sin was his weakness, and the fecklessness that had brought it to this.

If he’d been man enough to defy his parents, perhaps by developing some wealth and power of his own, he wouldn’t have needed to beg Jenny to save their relationship. Instead he’d drifted along as an entitled slacker, blithely antagonizing everybody while the thread holding the sword above his head unraveled by the day. It was amazing that Jen even considered him worth saving.

The only way to repay her (possibly homicidal!) efforts was to dedicate himself entirely to his required training. He must perform perfect penance for potentially doomed Super-bitch, accept whatever undoubtedly severe new work regimen she intended and glory in every vicious stroke of her punishing whip and prick. He must just trust that his beloved owner would keep her promise and somehow reclaim him in the end. And if that never happened, he must still revel in their hated enemy’s eternal revenge. It was, paradoxically, the only way to properly honor the goddess he worshipped so immoderately.

Nevertheless, listening to Princess Julia shower without him hurt worse than those ropes. Hateful enemy or not, bathing that fabulous body of hers was never a privilege to be spurned. And what if she intended to continue ignoring him, maybe even leave him dangling in here all morning and afternoon too? It wasn’t until well after the water shut off and Super-bitch had presumably dried off that Jay received any indication what was meant for him.

“Ladies, are you ready? Come on in then. He’s all yours until I return from work. Yes, do everything just the way we discussed. Make our newest maid pay for his fatal betrayal!”

Julia’s voice faded away as she no doubt left to dress. Newest maid? Was that what she’d meant by working at home now – not contributing online or over the phone but performing more (and worse) menial drudgery? Was he going to be reduced to doing women’s work now?

Jay was about to find out. At long last the bolts were thrown and his cell door opened. Standing there grinning sadistically at his red-eyed misery was Darianne, with Peggy and head maid Brenda peering around from behind. Pretty Darianne had something in her hand…

“Good morning, you repulsive bootlicking cocksucker. You work for the hired help now. And we have been authorized to chastise you at whim. So don’t you dare to resist or even smart-mouth us. Or you’ll get a lot worse than this.”

That brown hand jabbed at him, hitting his vulnerable, upside-down balls. A walloping electric shock stuck these, agony beyond imagining, and Jay’s contorted, overstressed body wrenched and writhed wildly in its web of suspending ropes. After the ladies all stopped laughing, Darianne held up the taser she’d just hit him with.

“I got this as protection against maybe being raped. Deliciously ironic isn’t that? Luckily it’s adjustable. That was the ‘low’ setting. The higher ones are designed to completely incapacitate the victim for upwards of a dozen minutes. So don’t make me use it! This is going to be so much fucking fun that we don’t want to waste a single second!”

“Come on, get him out of there,” Peggy urged from behind her. “I heard him call me a spunky little spook once when he was drunk.”

Jay remembered, and he flamed with remorse and shame. Wetting his lips with those still relentlessly falling drips, he fought his voice into use.

“I’m so sorry Peggy, ladies. I promise I’ll behave. I’ve always been such a terrible man.”

“Yes you have!” agreed Darianne. “And in payment for such sinning, that part of your life is now over forever. But don’t worry. Once we get you cleaned up, we’ll see how enticing of a sexy-slutty sissy our captive slave-maid can truly be made.”

Strong and sure despite her size, she had him quickly untied.

Too lamed up to do more than crawl, Jay openly enjoyed the way Peggy used Jen’s dressage whip to lash his groveling ass over into the big open stall. Together the youngsters bullied him through his bathing and shaving while Brenda offered critique and suggestions. Then all three females humiliated him exquisitely by supervising his morning toilet.

Of course, once Jay was clean, bare of all hair, empty and un-befouled everywhere, it was time for humiliation (and emasculation) of a scale wholly unprecedented – even after the previous day’s extremes. Though surely but a harbinger of what still awaited, this new morning routine quickly grew too demeaning to be believed. Brimming with evil zeal, the three pitiless overseers took Jay into the master bedroom for dressing. With his wife already gone for the day, Darianne ordered the new household chore-bitch down onto his knees.

“Put your forehead on the floor. Then lift that greedy butt up for stuffing. We understand you have a particular thing for balls. And what spoiled rich guy doesn’t love everything about golf? Mistress Julia said to tell you this will be the closest you’ll ever again get to playing your once-customary eighteen-hole-a-day game – though I bet nine is all you can now manage at a time. Let’s find out. And don’t worry. I put them through the dishwasher for you after we threw away the bag and everything else.”

Brenda handed over a glass bowl full of, yes, golf balls.

Some of these had been recognizably scarred by Jay’s own clubs, now apparently tossed in the trash bin. Good riddance to male rubbish. Chastened Jay moaned merely watching Darianne lube the first of those dimpled white spheres with that fiery peppermint-infused gel – a new tube purchased when Jen’s original wedding present ran out. He grunted with dick-twitching gratitude then when she shoved ball number one deep inside his most erogenous opening. Before long he was crying out uncontrollably at each additional insertion.

By the time the ladies had sunk the ninth ball in his hole (each two-thirds of an inch bigger than those bachelor-bashing baubles) Jay’s back cavity was stuffed way past capacity.

Coincidentally his crimped-off crooked club was swollen as stiff as its cage could ever let it get. Vengeful Peggy giggled a bit, tugging at that shackle. Darianne used strips of white adhesive tape to keep those cheeks split and seal the sissy’s suffering-stuffing securely inside of him. “Look at how sexually excited he is by this! And without any key, the sick bitch can’t do anything about it, ever again.”

“Oh yes he can.” Darianne gloated with smugness worthy of either twin.

“He can suck off far more worthy cocks around the clock, starting with mine. And every ejaculation he ingests (or takes all over the face) will be far more rewarding for him than any of the thousands more he might have had as a man. But first this piece of irredeemable filth needs to finish his transition, not to mention his training away from obsolete male mannerisms.

“So let’s get to it, ladies! If our ball-stuffed slut is about to become a lowly chore slave, a freaking maid for goodness sake, she’ll need her own unique kind of uniform. A way to advertise her duties, her status and her blatant availability to literally everybody. Who has those perfect panties we picked out? The ones tough enough to wedgie all day with?”

Brenda stepped up again, and dropped something in hot pink atop him.

Meekly modeling his best behavior, Jay was allowed to roll uncomfortably over and pull these on voluntarily.

Silky yet sturdy nylon, the underwear he’d been given featured a ribbon-laced split in the front of the crotch. This allowed his culpable remnant to protrude through, as inviting of punishment and ridicule as when Jen’s switchblade had left him parading petticoated-without-panties around the office all day yesterday. After arranging his cage for display, it promptly became obvious that his new ‘unique’ uniform would merely consist of feminizing his appearance more completely (and flamboyantly) than ever before.

Still desperate to atone, the slave cast away any remaining reservations. He was a sissy now; give it up, get used to it and get on with it. And look at what they’d brought for him! The stockings were a scorching pink too and fishnets again, as usual connected by frilly little garters to the garishly patterned and pleated girdle. Working together, the ladies drew the lacings on that latter so terribly tight that not only could Jay barely inhale, the unrelenting squeezing of his insides only horrifically emphasized the already outrageous intrusion of all those deeply buried balls. Still the wicked cinching of his middle, the flaring of his hips and the rectally-impacted pain of his carriage did as much to fetchingly feminize the ever more willing bitch as the elaborately lacy matching bra, wide satin choker-and-bow and the gauzy thigh-length gown.

From the little lace maid’s cap like the others wore to the terribly pinching too-tight too-high heeled shoes forced onto his feet again, Jay indeed began to look/feel so shamelessly female in his penitent need to please that his ceaselessly bleating penis felt weirdly like an anomaly. When his overseers proceeded to lavishly slather him with every imaginable manner of makeup, to pluck his eyebrows, paint his fingernails and mist him with perfume, he began to understand Darianne when she spoke of taking endless luscious hot loads in lieu of his own.

Had it been only yesterday that he’d wept and choked so? Suddenly the sissy keenly missed his ferocious Super-bitch and her wonderfully dominating prick. He wished for nothing so much as a chance to worshipfully kneel and fellate her to screaming and squirting all over him again. Unfortunately his boss/wife was miles away. And her designated surrogates were carrying out her agenda anyways. That called for adding yet more challenges to the newest maid’s day. After all just putting the degraded slave to work could hardly be penance enough for such blatant unfaithfulness.

Those pink-fuzzed handcuffs manacled his wrists in front of him.

That should slow down his scrubbing some.

Large metal clamps both pinch-crushed his nipples and tented out the cups of his bra, giving him simulated tits. Heavy lead weights were hung from a collar compacting his agonized balls while little silver bells dangling from his chastity cage jingled with every mindless twitch of his still uselessly (painfully) straining impotence. Lastly – as if walking high-heeled, pinch-toed and excessively butt-stuffed wasn’t going to be difficult enough – Darianne shackled Jay’s ankles together with steel cuffs and a twelve-inch hobbling chain.

“I know those shoes are totally inadequate, but don’t worry,” she seemed to commiserate with his pinching. Then she grinned and explained.

“We ordered you a brand new pair last night. Six-inch stiletto heels, super-pointy toes, locking buckles and an adjustable chain between them… We’ll get your feet and ankles as trained and reshaped as the rest of you. Now stand up and move about! Let’s see how you mince and slink and shimmy, you shameless fucking cocksucking strumpet!”

Shit, just getting upright took Peggy striping him half a dozen times.

“Now walk! Take mincing little hip-swinging steps. Play the slutty coquette!”

Jay tried and proved useless. They whipped him some more, with Brenda getting in good with a riding crop. Jay tried again and again until Darianne shocked him, knocking him down to flop about like a landed mermaid.

“What’s the matter, bitch? Teetering about got you down? Get used to the demands of fashion, sissy. This is what it’s like for the fairer sex. Now get the fuck up and walk around for us already. No sucking cock for you until you’ve cleaned at least one whole room. And you can’t begin any job without getting to it first.”

It took more time, humble effort, tumble-bruises and whip welts than Jay cared to tally. But like the infantile sissy he still was, he eventually managed to go from crawling to standing, then to take careful wobbling little steps without falling. To swing his hips and wiggle his agonizingly overstuffed tush too took far longer to master. Yet by the time the lowliest maid had minced his multi-jingling way out to the more public areas of the mansion he wasn’t doing too badly. Once they’d reached the expansive east wing where he was slated to begin cleaning Jay was even enjoying playing the ‘slutty-coquette’ so much that his anomaly was twitching and stiffening ostentatiously again.

Darianne stepped up and teasingly brushed this all over with a big feather duster.

Oh that felt so heavenly and hurt so hellishly! The asshole male trapped inside the petticoated cocksucker writhed, cried and foolishly refused to just roll over and die. Jenny help me; just imagine getting to jerk that fully engorged organ for just thirty unsupervised seconds!

As if reading this weakness, Darianne quit with the feather-puff. She hit him with the taser instead. Infallibly she got him right on the shiny caged glans, so that the metal enclosing and penetrating his pinched tenderest man-remnant conducted the electricity into him directly.

AAAAAAAAAAAA!!!!!!!!!!

Only Brenda and Peggy catching him kept Jay from maybe breaking an ankle as his stricken body toppled and convulsed.

No known excruciation could ever compare! When he finally regained enough control of his limbs to struggle upright again, that filthy little obsolescence had shriveled up flaccid and chastened while brimming tears threatened the sissy’s heavy layers of eye shadow, liner and mascara. Darianne shoved the duster into fuzzy-cuffed hands.

“Fun time’s over until you finish in here. Do a good job and you can suck off my lovely big black girl cock. Leave a single speck of dust in here and suffer our righteous justice! Now get cracking, cracker!”


Julia

CEO Julia had never been more grateful to have cleared some schedule.

Between the work she’d done last night and that which she’d delegated away the boss had most of the morning to herself. Other than calls she couldn’t dodge or routine emergencies, Super-bitch was free to spy on and gloat over all the incredibly gratifying action back home.

For someone who’d always abominated pornography, and been offended by every violation of her own privacy, Julia had keenly and immediately come to share her twin’s joy in voyeurism.

Unconsciously identical, she rued the poor resolution of the home video feed compared to their state-of-the-art smart phones. Perhaps Alfred’s suggestion to update the system had more merit than she’d granted. Julia had been kept so glued to the screen all morning her eyes grew sore from squinting at grainy images. Still she found it impossible to stop. What the hell had happened to staid Princess Frigid?

Whatever it was, it was certainly for the better. And its momentum was utterly relentless. Each scene that appeared before her peeping was increasingly riveting.

Merely the way her no-longer-just-petticoated but comprehensively feminized slut-husband progressed in both gait and acceptance of the radical metamorphosis now being ruthlessly forced upon him during his traverse of the mansion filled her with retributive victory. Every cruel taunt, every slash of a whip or best of all taser shock delivered to the victim’s owner its own delicious erotic charge.

Even watching hours of the mincing, stuffed-butt-wiggling sissy struggle with his shackles, heels and sleep loss to perform the very simplest of housekeeping chores was worthy of its own reality channel. With the other maids regularly interrupting to bedevil him it was a wonder he ever made it to his promised reward. But my heavens how the shamelessly greedy cock-gobbler gladly got every inch when he did! But then of course everyone was rewarded (some a bit ambiguously) by the unexpectedly sensational spectacle of self-described butch-bi Darianne breaking out what was obviously her best big ebony erection.

The paid maids wore one-piece navy blue uniforms.

Rather short of skirt with lace trim, caps and aprons, these zipped up the back. Admirably uninhibited (hardly what Julia would have said even a month ago), Darianne boldly unzipped and stripped hers off. White lace too were the tops of her stockings, her skimpy panties and the brassiere barely concealing her appealingly firm young boobs. So much pseudo-innocence made for an exciting contrast with the satiny chocolate of her skin, and especially the shiny sable of the hefty, hard rubber penis-and-testes she’d strapped on right over her lacy panties. Even more realistically molded than the slightly smaller share, the sight of this veined truncheon jutting up stirred more than just envy and the thrill of vengeance in spying Super-bitch.

Something from those damn dreams, something connected to her persistent virgin’s reticence tempted newly libertine Julia toward blackest anathema. But at last the kid stopped strutting and swaggering and brandishing that fearsome thing about and fell to forcing furious fellatio on fervidly urgent feminized slave-maid Jay.

Naturally from that point on neither inner squirming nor imploring secretaries could deter the cocksucker’s wife from glorying in every discernible detail of his latest gleeful defilement.

Luckily Darianne was doing him by the Degas sculpture, so they were right under one of the cameras. They way Jay attacked this chore, kneeling and keening feverishly as he desperately tried to please the petite tyrant in white impaling his heavily made-up face was even more obsequiously greedy than his performance the day before. And of course with Brenda and angry Peggy handy to help, the eventual balls-on, lip-mashing, vengefully impassioned gullet-fucking was far more abusive than Super-bitch had managed by herself as well.

Shoving cuffed Jay down to kneel doggie-style, Peggy wedgied his stuffed butt relentlessly even as Brenda’s grip on his hair kept his head both stretched way back (maximally opening his throat) and his glossy-painted mouth pressed up flush to Darianne’s rampaging erection-ramming. And yet in all his madly drooling, eye-bulging, cage-jingling ignominy, Julia’s hostage husband-slut remained absolutely enraptured. Even over a poor remote camera she recognized his deprivation-depraved masochistic-submissive transport at being so exceedingly demeaned.

Piqued at feeling a fresh stab of jealousy being added to her complex reactions to Darianne’s beautiful tool and its brutal use, Julia took further revenge on the faithless cheater. A few quick keystrokes on her computer shared the current feed with every terminal in the building.

It was going to hit employee productivity like the old responsibility junkie would never have permitted. But everybody just had to see that the demoted office bitch wasn’t getting off too easy in his punitive new position. Click!

The laughing and whooping throughout the building actually made Julia wetter than she already was. And was she not tempted to throw all obligations to the winds and rush home to join right in? She didn’t have to consider anathema exactly or indulge the fear-longing dichotomy at the heart of her trauma, just unleash the jilted beast prematurely…

Unfortunately, her afternoon was filled with crucial meetings that absolutely could not be deferred. And she’d been saving up all her righteous lust-rage with an overdue virgin’s covert purpose. So more fortuitous by far was the arrival of the Fed Ex guy just before lunchtime.

Among the plugs and sundry other business and personal items with her name on the address line was that other genius invention that seemed somehow to have been specifically designed for her unique requirements.

Paradoxically, being in possession of her own big black cock eased Julia’s lusty rush to hurry home and wade right in. She was able to settle back, take a deep breath, order in and actually enjoy a julienne salad. And when she’d finished this – and sloppy exhausted Jay was coincidentally forced back onto his hobbled tiptoes and whipped into beginning his dusting of the next gallery – Super-bitch was able to call home to fabulous accomplices Brenda and Darianne with happy equanimity.

“Brenda? Yes! Oh no complaints at all. Congratulations on doing such an outstanding job. Take your own pleasure with impunity, please. Just beware of the cameras. I might not be the only one watching. Anyway, I called to leave instructions for dinner, and for the disposition of my sissy property. First get the girls to put their heads closer.”

Julia had to wait out a clamor of gratitude before she could express her own. After also congratulating both maids she explained exactly how she wanted the slave arrayed at the end of his first day. She would be availing herself of him straightaway.

“I’m going to be too riled up for a sit-down dinner. I’ve got a hundred old grudges and the most inconceivably grievous recent felony against me to finally begin sexually avenging. So tell Sheila to have Antonia just prepare a bunch of finger food, something that will be tasty with champagne. I want multiple magnums on ice and candles set up all around.”

Super-bitch may have been planning a hatred-and-revenge orgy to pay back unforgivable infidelity. At the same time Princess Julia couldn’t resist celebrating her first real experience with a penetrating penis. After tonight there’d be little vaginal mystery left to vex her…

Okay, maybe technically she wouldn’t really be getting deflowered any more than Jay was a proper cocksucker – yet. But hey, give us a break. Both of them were new to instinctively repellent practices. They would get there eventually, but only if they took due time to savor every exciting-exacting stage along the way. Whichever facet of her personality emerged ascendant when she finally got home and climbed on to exercise her marital rights, Julia knew one thing for sure.

All through this afternoon’s damn meetings, suspense was going to bedevil and distract her like the worst kind of torture!


Jay

Actually, the worst kind of torture might have been sleep deprivation. As Tuesday dragged endlessly on, Jay became too debilitated to even add up the number of hours he’d been awake.

It had been since Sunday morning anyway. Nor was simple arithmetic all that had surpassed his capacities. Coherent thought seemed to be breaking down all together.

Only emotional responses remained, with every iota of his worshipful devotion focused on coping with way too many physical travails. Aching limbs limp as linguini trembled in their manacles, as precariously balanced Joshua Junior stretched up to dust the very top of an onyx sculpture. At least no whip slashed him at his most vulnerable; he was momentarily free from domineering female interference.

As much as bondage, humiliation and pain excited the slave, being dead on his screaming feet took the luster off everything. And the more that bullying abuse slowed his progress, the longer he had to wait between rewards. Having at last mastered his gag reflex, Jay had quickly (as predicted) come to find being fucked in the suck-hole almost as sickly thrilling as taking it in the tender tight sissy-pussy.

Darianne may not have been a squirter like the twins. Still she screamed most gratifyingly at every panty-wetting ejaculation. With Peggy ‘playing his back nine’ by wedgying him the entire time, the supposed man of the mansion could only wallow in every blessed second of his sluttiest new sexual function. It was just too bad the others wouldn’t strip down and strap on too.

At least Peggy had enjoyed making him lick clean the soles of both her shoes. And later in the afternoon she pulled her panties aside to squat astride his face and allow the insatiable oral addict under her skirt to lick and probe at her luscious young poop chute too. But it wasn’t until that first interminable day of women’s work had finally finished up and Brenda took her belated turn that Junior understood that pair’s relative reticence.

Irony loved to mock him inordinately.

After at last being un-girdled, un-taped and allowed to expel all those golf balls (whew!), and while bolting a quick bowl of vegetable gruel, Jay had been comparing his new job favorably to his weeks of being the downtrodden office bitch. And beyond stepping up from paddle to whips and taser, from exclusively licking shoes to sucking a big rubber cock and from serving sneering paycheck-chasers to suffering under half-nude hot young dommes, the best part of toiling at home had to have been the relative lack of an audience.

At least the whole company wasn’t watching his debasement, celebrating its appalling extent and posting choice clips of it online, right?

Riiiiiiight. But then his three overseers drove Junior mincing on tiptoes right up to Princess Julia’s pillow-piled, candle-surrounded bed before removing those hobbles and manacles, though only long enough to switch which limbs they gripped.

Within moments the slut-slave was slouched out supine. He was lying atop the chain that shackled his elbows down tightly by his sides, leaving his forearms and hands to grope about with illusory freedom. Similarly though his ankles were soon fuzzy-cuffed together, Jay was able to voluntarily draw up and spread his flexed legs to all the way above his head if he so desired.

Nestled helpless yet just responsive enough in his wife’s deeply pillowed bower, the heart of the supposed marital chamber, smelling her evocative scent with every breath, excessively sexily feminized and awaiting the most celebratory-retaliatory hate-fucking imaginable, the exhausted house bitch might have promptly dropped unconscious despite the terror, lust and excitement of the ruler’s imminent return. But then Darianne (back in her uniform) jerked back Jay’s attention even as head maid Brenda suddenly climbed proprietarily onto the mattress with him.

“Don’t forget what the mistress said about the security cameras. Jennifer has been watching everything. And Julia herself put the feed of our first reward session on every terminal of the company computer. Your naked ass might end up on the internet forever with mine.”

“Not in here,” Brenda averred.

In her position of authority she wore no uniform, just a nicely cut suit jacket over her conservative skirt and blouse. Still she left these in place as she removed her underwear.

“The living areas have no cameras. Just out there where the expensive artwork is. As for my naked ass, I admit it’s better days are a bit behind me.

“There’s a reason my dry old maid’s vagina hasn’t had any action in forever. So I intend to satisfy its ravenous demands without letting you trim kids have a laugh at my wrinkly old flab. In fact, maybe you two should just scram. You’ve had your fun for today. Leave the rest of this early evening to me. I declare you both off-duty until tomorrow morning. Then we can all reconvene in the master bath!”

Of course there burst forth a torrent of protests. But these only insisted (truthfully) that the fifty-something freckled redhead still carried her two hundred and fifty-something pounds in a very appealing, very commanding manner.

Point made and repeatedly restated, both maids at last graciously withdrew, if only after laughing at all their oral sex slave still had facing him before enduring that next morning’s ordeal-renewal. Once they were gone Brenda wasted no time perpetuating those requirements. She had way too much lost time and enjoyment of her own to make up for.

“Now, Mister Former Stud-lover, arrogant-bastard-turned-sissy cocksucker, you’re going to service the longtime family employee until I come like I’m twenty again. You’re going to get me off wildly or you’re going to die trying, slut-boy. Just picture the headlines: cunt-smothered at twenty-five, what a sadly inadequate way to go…”

Under the cover of a skirt he went again. This time an eighth of a ton of mature (and then some) womanhood crushed his entire upper body into the pillows.

Dry and deprived way too long (but no fucking longer!), the head maid’s pungent vagina enjoyed Jay’s always industrious tonguing and sucking so much that he almost drowned in the subsequent flood. Then he was seconds from suffocation indeed before panting and quivering Mount Brenda recovered enough post-orgasmic energy to haul her considerable (if wonderfully supple) bulk off his face.

Jay was still whooping in breath as she left the carousel bed. The last thing he saw before the room steadied and he succumbed to the more benign unconsciousness of sleep was the head maid he’d tormented as a kid tugging at her clothing with one hand while using a wand-style lighter in the other to ignite all those squat, thick candles they’d set up surrounding the bed.


Julia

Rebuffing her chauffer’s offer to carry her bag of packages, Julia hefted it by the handles and dismissed him for the day. Similarly as soon as she was inside she had to fend off Sheila, as they employed no butler. Assuring the matronly majordomo that while bulky the bag wasn’t heavy, she sent Sheila off to finish with Antonia in the kitchen. Brenda she found preparing to slip out, though not without providing due thanks with a special touch of thoughtfulness.

“There you are!”

Julia could swear she carried a rare flush as well as Darianne’s taser. “Young Dari said you could take this, that her overprotective brother would get her another one. This can be the house slave-chastener.”

“Well, I admit it looked rather fun and effective. Thank you, Brenda.”

“No, thank you, ma’am. Nobody ever had a better day at work. I already can’t wait for tomorrow, and then Thursday, Friday…”

They laughed together; clasped hands.

“Have fun with him, mistress. Everything’s exactly as you’ve asked.”

“I promise I will. See you in the morning now.”

Everything was exactly as she’d asked.

Still something bothered Julia about the scene she’d arranged: delicious food, champagne, romantic candles, helplessly bound slut of a cheating husband… What more could an initiate princess ask for, that wasn’t carried in her bag?

Perhaps her disquiet just stemmed from the continuing tension over her strange ambivalence about her intentions here.

The usually easily coexisting facets of her personality, those both she and her oldest associates had come to call Super-bitch and Princess Julia, were torn between contradictory urges. One wanted furiously possessive revenge, had been nurturing its outrage for days. The other wondered at the ache for tenderness evoked by this sudden unbidden fantasy of preparing to lose her virginity the way any normal, healthy, eagerly nubile newlywed would.

Perhaps this was a reaction to Jen’s taunts and meddling, or to certain hideous dream images that still haunted her. In any case there was no rush to resolve the matter. Slave Jay was the next thing to comatose, the elaborate eye makeup unable to disguise the swollen redness of the underlying flesh. Anyway, a last few preparations remained to be made. Julia tossed the taser gently onto the bed and set the bag of packages down on the carpet.

Pausing to sample a stick of celery filled with some exquisite dip, she went into the bathroom to freshen up for the marathon ahead. Faced with a choice of lingerie afterward, the princess won the first skirmish, as Julia found herself reverting to her wedding night bridal finery. Then all in innocent vanilla like Darianne (if considerably better endowed up top; enormously less so below), the mistress of the mansion (and recovering workaholic) headed for her bed at just after six p.m.

Still some perversity diverted her.

Drawing out the suspense or postponing a tricky test, Julia stopped to pop open the first bottle and pour herself a glass of champagne. She very rarely drank to excess; having made allowance for it she now doubted the necessity. After munching another tasty tidbit of food or two she raised a toast to herself, her somnolent slave and the otherwise empty room.

“Say goodbye to your hymen, kid. We’ll show that slut who’s a fucking chickenshit.”

Maybe not today exactly. But soon enough. For now she had plenty of new implements to play with, not to mention sensual excesses to belatedly celebrate. After draining her glass, getting a refill and claiming another caviar canapé, Julia began unloading that bag onto the foot of the huge bed, where she’d already tossed the taser.

First came her trusty share, still Jen’s best, indispensable present. Here was that single-tail bullwhip she’d been waiting on seemingly forever. Now for the new stuffing stuff: butt-plug, butt-plug, butt-plug, followed by her also-vibrating twelve-inch strap-on. Finally of course the piece de resistance, a beautiful big black cock even better than that sported by darkly tantalizing Darianne. Only this perfectly formed penis was mounted not on any pubic harness but on the outside of a handsome black leather ball-gag.

Princess got the shivers just fiddling with the little buckles. But then she was shoved abruptly aside by impatient Super-bitch, who had been waiting all day to try out that taser, among so many other new things. Mr. Cheating Cocksucker had slept quite long enough.

Darianne had demonstrated the best, most conductive possible conduit for infusing jolts of voltage. Julie climbed onto the bed and made sure both poles of the taser made proper contact with the metal locked into and all about that always unforgivably promiscuous male-shroom. Then she triggered the electricity. The flopping, shrieking response of her enemy hostage was everything either of them could have begged for.

“That woke you up, didn’t it, bitch? Nothing like a little battery power to keep you that way either. Let me introduce you to a few new implements and practices we’ll now be implementing and practicing. Then we’ll get both our conjugal congress and your cheater’s retribution underway properly at last!”

The mostly conical plug she chose was of smaller total mass than a gross aggregation of golf balls. But it was far wider, angular and yes, equipped with a powerful vibrator. Ramming this in and switching it on again gave them both more glorious mutual rewards. Then as unexpectedly as she’d taken it, Super-bitch ceded agency. It was the tingling-with-anticipation virgin princess that held up that big black cock-and-ball-gag.

“Since your sissy-pussy is so abuzz with electrifying stuffing and your impudently twitching man-remnant so unworthy, obsolete and inaccessible, we’re going to continue wallowing in the wonderful fun of face-fucking. Only in these inaugural proceedings it’s me that gets to discover the wonders of deep penile penetration. Hope and pray that it’s good for me, slave. Any last words before I shut you up and begin our honeymoon all over again? Only honesty now!”

Red-threaded and decorated as they were, slave Jay’s eyes did gaze the most compelling sincerity at her. It was hard to credit how humble he’d become in so short a time. Of course he wasn’t the only one transforming. But rarely had they shared anything but dedicated animosity.

“I live for you when under this roof, Jules. You are my most dearly feared and revered wife. I’m sorry that my worship is compromised. For what it’s worth, I don’t hate you anymore. I feel terrible about the way you were raised and the way we escaped. I only want you to be healed of the damage so I can see you in deserved ecstasy forever.

“Obviously I adore the way you use, punish, peg and demean me. I could wallow in it all indefinitely. But ultimately I belong to your worst enemy, spiritually since the playpen and officially since being branded at my ‘bachelor bashing’.

“I know it’s enormously unlikely. By my idea of paradise would be for all us to finally get along, even live together here in mutual love with each other forever, where you could each ‘share’ my services equally to our communal hearts’ delight.”

“That’s enough!”

Any more honesty/insanity might ruin the mood – or bring the disparate halves of her to open warfare. Julia shoved the black plastic ball into that lipstick-smeared mouth, before she did something truly crazy herself, like kiss him again the way she had on Friday. Why hadn’t she added gags to her gear long ago?

Maybe because the slave couldn’t lick her soles and asshole, or suck on her toes, clitoris or prick with a big hard ball filling his mouth. Still Jay looked so deliciously pathetic once she’d buckled his sprung jaw and indeed the entire lower portion of his heavily made-up face into that tightly concealing black leather half-mask. And the glorious organ now projecting out had ecstasy potential his expert if stunted honey-tongue had never heard of. By the time she’d eased his head onto a firmly supporting and securely elevating pillow Princess Julia was already juicy with twenty-six-plus years of anticipation. She breathed what might have been a benediction as she turned around and swung astride her husband in the fabled, favored sixty-nine.

“Okay, nympho-male. Time to see what I’ve been missing out on!”


Julia

Turns out it was a whole fuck of a lot.

In physical terms alone, and though she took it exceedingly slow, the delicious filling of her innards quickly surpassed anything Julia had ever known. Depth records set by tongue and fingers fell first, then past the reach of her share or any tampon or gynecological exam sank that blunt round head and unprecedentedly hefty shaft.

The pleasure was so intense it gave her shudders. And when the pain came it was even more welcome. She’d always known sex would hurt. Part of Julia wanted it to. Anyway it wasn’t pain she’d always been afraid of; fear itself wasn’t even really the problem. Revulsion at the ickiness, the wet and fleshy intimacy of it all, might even have been the externalization of some deeper hang-up. But this wonderful prick was pristine plastic right out of the package. And the only bodily contact was between a bound slave’s leather-encased face and her nose-burying ass.

There was nothing icky about her hands planted on his torso, or even the things she soon intended to do to his condemned genitals. By the time she’d accommodated it, easing up and down until she was indeed firmly seated astride her property with that fearsome phallus fully embedded, nothing of that (perhaps pathological) reticence threatened. Only a profoundly liberating ecstatic celebration reigned in her ever-swelling breast.

Of all the new sensual pleasures to revel in, this had to be the best!

Even the increasing pain felt great, as triumphantly mounted Julia began pumping the way she’d so often done against his tongue. No wonder her carefree double was such a nympho, and the whole species for that matter obsessed! While the prospective yuckiness of true intercourse still (daunted) repelled her, this kind of beautifully hygienic penetration was just what the jilted princess most needed right now. Not a single fantasy troubled her; reality not only sufficed but surpassed all that. Soon she was lunging with a ruthless vigor, crushing and suffocating her guilty sissy hubby so much that at last she was obliged to lean forward some, lifting her breath-scorched asshole off his nose.

From splayed on his torso supporting her, Princess Julia shifted her hands down to grip a guiltily emptied testicle in each. Using these to leverage her lunging was fun; twisting and pulping in the process even better.

Unfortunately it was too risky to do persistently. Make a gagged slave puke and you could waste fifty years of good use. Rampant Super-bitch had to be reined back in favor of the curious, curiously conflicted princess. Rather than pogo up and down or fling her whole body madly against that cock-face, this debutant preferred to stay put and just undulate her hips. That allowed for exploring some coincidental oral-to-genital contact of her own.

In one way at least betraying Jay was always faithful. Whatever suffering her gag-humping was subjecting him to, his original equipment stayed as erect as it could get.

Nonstop it bobbed in its endless futile quest to swell the rest. Utterly unable to resist a most uncharacteristic impulse, the former frigidly fastidious princess opened up and took that whole nodding head, shackle and all, into her virgin mouth. If this much ickiness didn’t kill her…

All she tasted was metal however, certainly no fun to suck on. Julia settled for mouthing a testicle instead. Biting it gently some, she at last engulfed it, testing its taste and texture with her tongue before finally sucking so hard she stretched out the scrotum.

The smell was pretty awful. But it didn’t trigger her or anything. And soon enough it was decidedly secondary in her awareness to a prideful sense of accomplishment: another obstacle overcome on her journey through unsurpassed passions.

Using a hand on the other gonad but especially the base and straining shaft, rejoicing in her evermore successful daring, Princess Julia settled into pleasuring the genitals of her second-worst enemy as enthusiastically as she fucked his helpless face. Two new delights at once! She even enjoyed the goatish groaning she caused, going from one nut to the other before latching ravenously onto the underside of the root and sucking until that caged dick twitched against her lips like a baby snake being drained by an arachnid.

Breaking away at last, Julia gasped – and not just from being out of breath. The sight of the love-bite she’d just inflicted (completely unintentionally and yet another first for her) set off a series of shocked revelations. So arresting was this she stopped fucking entirely while flipping that pulsating appendage over to expose her foe’s branded monogram glaring up at her.

Jay’s last words about his branding, his ‘bachelor bashing’ cruelly recurred. So did the anxiety she’d felt viewing the enticing tableau she’d arranged. Only suddenly Julia realized why she’d felt unsettled. This scene with candles, champagne and food was reminiscent not so much of the wedding night she wished to (at least partially) rewrite but of that libidinal celebration she’d forbidden and then received such devastating pornographic evidence of afterward.

It seemed maybe Miss Competitive wanted to mimic or even surpass that two-person party somehow. That sure helped excuse her urge to perform oral sex on such a despicably unfaithful and hugely unworthy slave.

What it didn’t do was ease her pique at being thwarted in this unseemly need by the enduring masterstroke of Jennifer’s cage. Then going from pique to rage was as instantaneous as the recognition that yes, it was plain and simple jealously (or at least childish possessiveness) that formed the core of her upset. Both of those hideously explicit XXX videos had depicted hated Jennifer expertly sucking on the rampant erection of her older sister’s deliriously appreciative husband…

Just like that, Princess Julia was banished indefinitely. Super-bitch reared within, her former secretly fearful frigidity transformed into a fury for fucking. All of the rapist’s rage she habitually brought to her buggery overwhelmed everything else. All of the grimly hoarded hate-lust-revenge frenzy at last had its outlet.

She’d show this cheating piece of shit what infidelity earned him!

Abandoning his genitalia along with any pretense of consideration, Julia sat back up, brought her entire weight to bear and resumed her mindlessly violent lunging. She got close to climaxing so quickly that she had to deliberately switch rhythms. Splaying her knees out wide to pogo straight up and down was nearly as rewarding and would perhaps allow the nose in her ass to snatch a bit more air. Soon enough though the frenzy descended again. And this time Super-bitch’s ruthlessly lunging, grinding hate-riding of the dick-face she’d married didn’t let up until every last wracking shudder of her most powerful climax ever quivered blissfully away.

With that the week-or-more-long revenge orgy was underway.

After all, it wasn’t just Jay’s cheating that called for reprisal. Hadn’t he just accepted responsibility for her sexual difficulties? If he wished only to heal her, then let the cost of her redemption be levied upon his head!

And so it was.

After riding that head facing the slave’s feet she turned around and tried it the other way, finding the cock’s slight curve improving the experience. A few more orgasms on she switched things up a while by using that new foot-long ribbed vibrator-prong to hate-rape her mate to unprecedented extremes of eye-bulging, gagged-grunting agony. Then it was right back to feeding her own beautifully burgeoning yearning for penetration.

For the first time, Julia risked ceding a bit of agency.

Husbanding her energy, it was her turn to recline supine on a pile of pillows, while her slave/mate/maid was made to work. Kowtowed before her pleasure center, Jay eased his face-dick into her and began slowly, reverently thrusting. And though spasms of irrational anxiety tested her defenses for a time, Super-bitch relied on that deliberately hoarded rage to lash herself past feeling anything but physical pleasure and unremitting contempt for her servicer. After all, no matter how enthusiastically he stabbed that tongue-extender into her, it was the newly insatiable mistress who ultimately retained control.

“Harder, slut! Faster! Or I’ll quit using the whip for encouragement and go back to the taser. Use that big black dick on me like you mean it! It’s not like your own will ever do so.”

Regardless of how great it felt, and how proud it made her to accomplish such superb progress, the slave unfortunately (if predictably) proved too inadequate to suit. Clearly exhausted after an admittedly expensive couple of days, Jay couldn’t even long maintain his frantic head-bobbing, much less pick up the pace. Soon Julia was reduced to providing the impetus herself yet again: humping upward with her hips while she gripped his head with both hands and slammed it up and down, into her, into her, in, in, in in!

“That’s it bitch, suffer for my pleasure! Who needs a sissy’s insistent sin-worm when the far better bludgeon of a lusty black cuckolding buck has replaced your simpering face?

“I know you’d prefer to be swallowing so much penis yourself. And believe me after watching you perform all day I’m jealously possessive enough about that too to be harboring the most vicious intentions. Everything in its turn however.

“If I’m going to surpass both our wedding night and that bitch’s bachelor bashing, not to mention repay your infidelity properly, we need to vary the vengeful sex with strictest discipline. After this orgasm, and a whole ton of torture, I’ll give your gullet what it loves. For now let me see you uselessly hump the sheets while I make your sissy face fuck me!”


Jen

It wasn’t until hours later that the sated voyeur pulled off the vacuum cups suction-pumping her nipples. Easing herself off the big vibrating prick built into the seat of her backward facing, ergonomically designed viewing/riding chair, she groaned as its thick ribbed length slipped free for the first time in what felt like forever.

Oh, her pussy was sore!

Jen could only imagine how her chickenshit twin’s must feel as she switched off her erotic apparatus. What a demon for dildos the not-so-asexual-after-all virgin had suddenly become! And what splendid progress continued to be made, both toward their nemesis’ overdue finish and in slave Jay’s training! Leaving the view of her rival/surrogate’s bedroom up on the giant TV, Jenny smirked her gratification as she tidied herself up and toweled off sweat.

All her plans were still so easily succeeding, even exceeding her most deviant dreams. Things had advanced so dramatically since she’d so expertly induced and ruined her property’s reflexive emptying! Her first intervention couldn’t have gone better. And she’d even taken steps toward setting up the second.

Once she’d left her lover locked back up all guilty yet unfilled, Jen had slipped from the building and hurried back to her van. For prudence’ sake she drove a block away and parked in a pre-selected covert before tapping in to eavesdrop on her sister’s initial response.

Finding Jay’s introduction to sucking cock and his subsequent public buggering as entertaining, arousing and vindicating as Julia’s impotent fury, Jen watched until the shameless sissy was sent back to work naked but for lingerie and the semen smeared across his face. Then while Super-bitch seethed in her office and screamed at security officers, the elusive evil twin headed straight for Withered Elms.

Approaching from the rear of the estate, Jen let an old conversation with one of Alfred’s security minions replay itself in her head. The guy’s name had been Gregory, and teenaged Jennifer had seduced him for no more reason than she liked the way his ass looked in his khakis. They’d done the discreet deed on a blanket spread at the far back edge of the property, and as they’d smoked in the shade afterward he’d tried to impress her by disparaging his superiors.

“I wonder if Alfred has ever dragged his fat ass back here. See the way those trees have grown so close to the wall? That’s a security risk. Someone could climb right up and jump right over, get on the grounds without a problem.”

Jen had been deliberately dismissive.

“Yeah, but isn’t there a high-tech sensor system? All around the inner perimeter there’s supposed to be a network of wires buried just under the topsoil. If anything over say a hundred pounds steps on it, it breaks connections between the wires. Alerts go off in the house, cops are called, everything.”

“Maybe so. But how wide is the sensor strip? Ten feet? It might not be impossible to jump that far, if you know it’s there.”

Jen knew it was there, and that it was only eight feet wide. She’d filed away the information at the time, and later during remodeling she’d taken the opportunity to further compromise security. A certain cellar window waited. Meanwhile a little recon was in order.

Parking unobtrusively again, Jen switched wigs, took off her brightly colored outer blouse and climbed out. The road back here saw little traffic and had no other nearby dwellings, and all remained quiet, hot and sultry. Birds trilled and insects shrilled while others jumped from her path as she crossed a strip of thick grass and stepped into the shade of the narrow belt of trees separating her from the twelve foot-tall brick wall.

After only the most cursory search Jennifer saw one that would work: a big old oak with sturdy limbs that stretched far our over her family’s property.

“Got you again, sister. And thank you Alfred, you lazy dumbass. It’s a miracle we’ve never been robbed.”

Here it was nearly ten years later and still no one had even considered cutting those branches back. Clearly incompetence was the trespasser’s best friend. Jenny took a piece of reflective orange ribbon from her pocket and thumb-tacked it to the trunk, to make finding this particular tree easier in the dark. Positively chortling with euphoria, she was back in the van in minutes and back in her clandestinely-rented apartment in the city by lunchtime. And what an appetite she’d worked up!

“Hello, this is Mario’s.”

“Yes I’ll have the medium pizza with everything, only hold the olives and anchovies. That’s right. Put those stinky fish anywhere near my pie and your delivery boy will have it for a hat.”

Well-equipped as the van was, it certainly didn’t have space for the eighty-four-inch TV screen she had hooked up to her network here. While she stuffed herself, Jen switched through views of the family company’s cameras until she located her outrageously petticoated slave. For a while she watched him licking shoe bottoms while being paddled by a particularly bitchy programmer. Unfortunately Jay was then assigned to sort through a mountain of extremely tedious filing work. Such drudgery may have been justified. But it hardly made for gripping video. Sure that the real fun would resume once the marriage-challenged couple returned home from work, Jen had set the computer to record and happily napped the rest of the afternoon away.

Well, that hadn’t happened. But life’s unpredictability was half its thrill, and gratification delayed often produced enhancements as reward.

Instead of unleashing the expected psychopathic overreaction, Super-bitch merely sent her guilty cheater to his cell without dinner. Then Jen had the fun of watching her sister not only farcically attempt to tighten security with Alfred but to succumb to the temptation of spying herself. How long until she was hooked?

More enjoyable by far though was what followed.

They way Julia went about recruiting the maids to help take over Jay’s radically expanding training was promising is so many ways! And of course when the next day arrived at last and the newly housebound husband began earning his keep as a domestic (and oral sex) servant, his true mistress needed every bit of the energy she’d stored up sleeping all afternoon and night too.

Nearly all of Tuesday kept her riveted to the TV – and spiked on her masturbation chair. Seeing the extent of her sissy’s feminization (oh he was adorable!), the eagerness he brought to swallowing cock already (you slutty young glutton!) and the zealotry with which Brenda and the other aides joined in his training filled the kinky mastermind to bursting with celebratory arousal.

Then Julia came home. And not only did the marathon go on. It demonstrated unmistakably how far the once-frigid Super-bitch had come already, and how maniacally she was charging headlong toward her end. Wallowing in sexually venting her rage was dangerously healthy for such a repressed nutcase – and as thrilling as possible to watch. Humping away at that vibrator half the night, Jen almost felt compelled to match her rival climax for climax.

Transported by ecstatic validation as she was, Mistress Jennifer found it tough to keep up through all the face-riding. She evened the score easily during torture intervals of course, writhing and riding wildly on while her proxy whipped her property to ribbons, shocked him almost nonstop, drizzled him with scalding candle-melt and ruthlessly abused his cheating penis and illicitly emptied testicles. Once Super-bitch donned her own giant new vibrator though, she fell into pegging (and face-raping) with a frenzy that Jen found impossible to match

No mechanical apparatus could compete with having a helpless malefactor in hand. By the time Julia exhausted herself – it was well after midnight – Jen had been surpassed again. That was okay though. She took added validation from the telling way the night ended.

After warning whimpering Jay that the payback for his infidelity was still just beginning, the self-righteous wife made the extraordinary gesture of merely leaving him hogtied on the floor overnight, rather than returning him to his punishment cell. While Super-bitch passed this off as simple laziness after such a draining energy expenditure, and in no way any kind of reward for Jay’s scrupulously contrite enthusiasm throughout her use, her tiredness betrayed her. She was unable to hide the brief green-gold glimmer of affection lightening those always so icy eyes.

Both ladies went to their rest supremely satisfied.




Chapter Six

Wardrobe Malfunction


Julia

“Right this way, gentlemen. Sorry to make you work on such a beautiful Friday.”

“No problem, ma’am. It’s nice to get inside such a classy mansion. This place is amazing.”

Sure, it’s the mansion. The younger of the two fellows sent by the upscale charity was gawking silent awe at her tits while the older tried his dubious charms on her. The Julia of barely a month or so ago would have frozen both their impudent balls off with a single look. This new and improved mistress of the manor remained blandly indulgent.

“Thank you. We try to keep it looking nice, even though visitors are a rarity. Normally I would have had some of my own people box all this stuff up and deliver it to your facilities. The lady I spoke to on the phone thought better however. These are some rather expensive garments being donated and she didn’t want to risk damaging anything accidently.”

“Yes, Valerie was very specific about how she wanted everything packed. Just show us where the stuff is and we’ll be out of your hair as quickly as due care permits.”

“Everything is in here.”

In a further break from established habits, workaholic Julia had left the office at lunchtime.

Many a CEO might start the weekend early at no more goading than the lifting of the oppressive heat outside. But then this mistress had far more to look forward to at home than most. And exciting as it was to watch the fun remotely, nothing beat being right there in the thick of the action. Moreover they were taking yet another momentous step today and still-vengeful Super-bitch wanted to oversee this radical emasculation in person. Gloating joyous vindictiveness within she led the way to the now obsolete suite her husband had once occupied.

“Please take everything but the bedding and furnishings. Empty the wardrobe: every suit, shirt, pair of shoes; every last sock goes to charity. The sporting equipment as well. Let someone who still needs this crap have it all. Darianne will be moving in here soon…”

Savoring the moment, Julia took a chair and enjoyed a rare afternoon glass of beer watching the men collect and clear out all of her husband’s former clothing and personal belongings. Having already confiscated his electronics and taken over his social media, she would now leave him without a stitch of male clothing or any reminders of his past persona whatsoever. The former playboy would have no more use for any of it than the newly outfitted sissy would require a bed at night – or condoms for his permanently locked-down cheater’s worm.

Julia could hardly stop grinning until the suite was dusty and empty and the truck with all Jay’s old stuff was pulling away. Then she laughed and clapped her hands and went with jaunty steps to find the dispossessed, currently in the custody of his fellow domestics in the recently upgraded torture wardrobe.

Peggy and Dari were giddily re-dressing the sissy, experimenting on various looks with new additions to his now huge lingerie trove. Hanging by his cuffed hands from a power winch just installed the ceiling, Jay’s pointed toes and pencil-thin stilettos barely retained contact with the floor. With his already noticeably slimmer midriff stretched thin, the girls were working together to alter his physique further. Having just graduated from girdles to corsets, the sissy was being buckled-squeezed so severely into shape he might eventually become unrecognizable.

“Keep going, ladies! Make this cheater into a dish that everyone will love to sample. Who did his hair like that, all slicked back?”

“I did, mistress!” Perky Peggy paused only briefly in her tugging and buckling. “I think we should have it cut. You know, remove most of it and style what’s left in a super-short gamine waif kind of look. Then we’ll have a sexy fuck-toy cocksucker with or without a wig.”

Julia clapped her appreciation again.

“Great idea! We’ll see to it promptly. I also like how his lipstick matches both his nail polish and stockings. You guys have a real knack for this.”

“My sister’s a beautician,” chimed in Darianne. “She can do the hair. We can also set up a complete wax removal, so the sissy won’t need shaving every day.”

“That’s another fabulous plan. You two are truly proving a boon. Don’t you agree, my enemy’s hostage property?”

Having remained obediently silent until addressed, Jay now spoke up without raising his demurely downcast gaze. Gasping as his middle was crimped in tighter and tighter, he dripped tears directly onto the floor rather than risk his elaborate eye shadow and mascara.

“These angels are my blessed betters by every measure. I live to be beaten and fucked, to service and suck. Everyone must use this loser as they choose. Especially you.”

“If you insist!” Julia began unbuttoning her shirt. “I have to say, husband Jay, you have come a long way in just a few days. Of course you aren’t the only one.”

Between the ferocity of her revenge frenzy and the success of her ‘wedding night’ do-over, the former asexual had practically swung diametrically about into nymphomania. Tentatively testing the depths had plunged her into such a celebration of penile penetration that Julia felt a keen regret for all those years of irrational reticence.

While she was by no means free yet of the involuntary revulsion that still kept her a technical virgin, defeating the attendant anxiety represented an enormous breakthrough for her. And so had begun the once-ascetic’s latest reveling in sensual pleasures. Using the excuse of her extended tantrum to banish the last of her admittedly timid frigidity for good, Super-bitch had spent the days since first riding her slave’s dick-face in the most healthily sadistic orgy of excess. And damn if this hadn’t worked to start curing her second-worst failing as well!

Always a driven overachiever, the elder Chandler twin was at last managing to relax. Or perhaps she was just channeling her obsessive energy into kinky sex and sadism instead. Two more nights of exhaustive hate-fucking and extreme punitive abuse weren’t enough to sate her new lusts. How was she supposed to concentrate on her job when a keystroke or two could show her outlandishly feminized slave being subjugated and degraded at home? Something told Super-bitch this wouldn’t be the last time she popped off early and left Evelyn to fend for herself.

“This has been unbelievably good for me,” Julia acknowledged as she finished stripping (not missing butch-bi Darianne’s lustful appraisal of her goodies) and slid in her wedding-gift prick. Peggy was right there to lube the share for her, and seconds later the mistress was pegging her infinitely appreciative sissy standing up for the first time. And so things continued to go.

All weekend the three of them (plus Brenda occasionally) took their pleasure and inflicted their retribution nearly continuously. In the process Julia found herself developing honest friendships with her employees, delighting in Peggy’s youthful enthusiasm, Dari’s zeal and inventiveness, and easily sympathizing with Brenda’s mania for smothering oral servicing after so many years of celibacy. Small surprise then when Monday arrived and the hard-driving boss suddenly found it hard to stay at the office.

For one, no security cameras covered the living areas, much less her torture wardrobe. And with the new ceiling winch allowing for even more incredible suspension bondage than his cramped cell, and Jay graduating to ever-heavier afflictions (nipple twisters, testicle-stretchers, icicle dildos!), there was so much more she was missing seeing. But then when the action returned to elsewhere in the mansion, envy of her new friends urged her homeward even worse. Soon Julia was delegating ever more to agreeable Evelyn. And with company morale damaged by the loss of their office bitch, perhaps that was just as well. The longer and fiercer she punished her husband’s infidelity, the more surprised the princess was to find herself feeling increasingly possessive of him.

As another week of unprecedented suffering and relentless feminization passed, Jay’s contrition remained as indisputably genuine as his condition ever worsened. So chastened he may as well has well have been brainwashed, Jay let not the slightest resentment show no matter how cruelly and contemptuously he was abused. Wallowing rather in masochistic rapture, enthusiastically embracing the systematic eradication of his manhood, he showed such apologetic devotion to his slighted wife that her fury gradually became an effort to maintain. Looking down into that so wholly changed face, with its shorn, dyed and styled hair, elegant pendant earrings, lipstick-plated mouth pursed in a perfect circle about the base of her cock, those heavily-roughed cheeks hollowed with the hungriest of suckling, she could almost forget so much bitter history. Indeed meeting the timidly up-seeking eyes now always wide with adoring imploring under their mascara-enhanced lashes, lined and shadowed lids and thinly arched brows even caused an occasional stirring of inner warmth.

At first Julia attributed this to pride of accomplishment.

Look how utterly she’d conquered/subverted her always-despised pervert of a lifelong enemy! And just how completely had she wrecked this shameless specimen for Jen? Would the dick-branding bitch even still want such a brazenly effeminate sissy-slut for a slave? Feeling exultant in victory, Super-bitch at last relented. Though forgiveness was out of the question, once a full fortnight had passed she decided the punishment had been sufficient for the crime. More, she even felt a sliver of gratitude. The two-week temper tantrum she’d been goaded into seemed to have been as cathartic as it was gloriously transformative. Beyond the obvious progress being made toward full mental and sexual health followed hopeful signals from her subconscious.

No upsetting dreams disturbed her sleep. Perhaps defeating her frigidity (along with her formerly philandering enemy) had eased the pressure within, reducing the need for Julia to confront whatever inner hurdles remained before finally officially losing her virginity. By the time another couple weeks of increasing work-shirking, evermore intensive kinky sex and sissy-shaping had passed with no more pestering about grandkids from old Dottie, Julia felt more happy and fulfilled, more in control of her inner narrative than ever before. Other than further interference from her sister, what could disrupt this fantastic new dynamic?

The villain, typical or not, turned out to be targeted advertising.

Worse than a nuisance plaguing every web page she visited was when their insidious methods met with success. One day Julia was confronted by a sale offer for something its intrusive vendor identified as a ‘sybian’.

Holy crap, she just had to get one. And everything seemed to snowball from there.


Jay

He was on his knees, his fuzzy-cuffed hands using his own toothbrush to scrub the recently soiled floor around the toilet when Peggy returned to get him.

“That’s enough for now, BJ. Mistress has something new to try on you. Finish cleaning my real-female pee another time.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Face reddening further under so much rouge at this casual use of his androgynous new nickname, BJ struggled upright. Gaining his balance adroitly despite the chain linking his ankles and the new shoes keeping him teetering on the tips of his toes, he took a quick second to brush off his knees, pull his stockings back up and reattach the garters. Then with mincing little steps that still swayed his plug-stuffed butt enticingly he moved to join his superior.

“You’re getting better, aren’t you, BJ? Not just at walking, or sucking our cocks and cunts. You’re moving your body more naturally, the way an unselfconsciously lubricious sissy should. Soon living like this will be as second nature as sodomy to you.”

“Thank you, gorgeous mistress. I’ve been honestly trying to obey my betters impeccably.”

“We have noticed. I particularly like the way your daily delving keeps my own eliminatory opening so pristine-cleaned as deep as your tongue can reach. You used to be such an intolerable asshole yourself. Now look at you, shit-licker!”

Jay dared to interpret this as an order. Knowing he was being false but unable to resist, he raised his always so-subservient gaze to examine his reflection in the big bathroom mirror they were passing. And from the lace cap snugged over his fetching new hair to those locked-on en pointe shoes he actually liked what he saw. He thought he looked less ridiculous by the day. More, he felt less ridiculous. He looked and felt rather pretty actually, even excitingly sexy. Seeing what he’d been turned into for his sins made him crave getting pegged. It made him want to suffer-suck until he suffocated on gullet-stuffing. Feeling that painfully caged remnant raging he could only agree with Peggy’s glee.

“Your wife has improved you unbelievably, my penis-loving, butt-obsessed sissy bitch. Now comes the manic ass-addict’s reward.”

“Serving real females like you is its own reward!” Jay averred immediately. Nor was this just sycophancy.

With his slave training clearly peaking, nearly all inner resistance to women’s wishes had quit. So much relentless punishment, sleep deprivation, sensory and sexual excess, not to mention verbal abuse beyond just regular bullying, gaslighting and other systematic mental manipulation had all taken their inescapable toll. Between constant operant conditioning, his otherwise total isolation and the radical transformation in his diet and very appearance, more than just the slimming of his crimped-in figure and angle of his perpetually extended ankles measured the degree to which he was adapting. As Peggy had said, the exaggeratedly effeminate movements, mannerisms and above all affect expected of a slutty willing sissy were coming ever more naturally to him, as was always speaking in a breathy little falsetto whenever permitted expression. Aware that a taser-jolt awaited any tiniest lapse into his old male persona, BJ barely needed the reminding test-crackle as he was led swaying daintily out to where his fabulously attractive wife held court by her torture wardrobe.

Package wrappings were strewn about for him to clean up. But clearly that job was secondary. It seemed his goddess’ play closet had another new device for their shared delight.

Sitting beneath the winch was a kind of saddle upholstered in black leather. Jutting up from the center of this was (of course) a huge cock, beautifully lifelike right to its color and texture. Busy experimenting with a small remote, Julia greeted her arranged mate with smirking joy.

“There you are, Jocelyn!” This was how the former Joshua Junior was now formally known: Blow-Job Jocelyn. “We’ve got a real treat for you, sissy. You’ve been so sweetly accepting about your conversion-correction that I’ve decided to let you do some riding for a while.

“Of course you could never be allowed atop a real female. But I think you’ll find this sybian thing fantastically effective. I call the penis part Master Under-Rammer. So bend over here, BJ. Use your insatiable suck-hole to lube up your new robot Master while Peggy takes that daytime plug out. Then once again we’ll give the slut what he just loves so much!”

BJ’s caged head bobbed in time with his changed one as he eagerly performed his nominal role. Then freshly vacated he gaped achingly as his cuffs were hooked to the winch and he was hauled into the air.

As girlishly slutty as the sissy felt upon the verge of penetration, as always that vestigial maleness left to strain in insane need-pain assailed its titanium restraint as he was maneuvered over and lowered. Erect as he could get upon first impalement, by the time BJ was completely spiked atop that new cock, his crotch firmly forked over the saddle, ankles spread and clamped down, he was as desperate for relief as if his brief emptying-infidelity had been but a dream. If only he could have known how close a most momentous seminal event for all of them was!

At first he just squirmed, reveling in the painful depth, the stretching heft. Using his cuffed arms he lifted and shifted fractionally, groaning with surfeit. Peggy laughed, giving one buttock a hearty slap. Julia unclasped the front of his padded bra, letting it fall open so she could hang weights from his nipples. Then she gave his ringed and caged straining a teasing tweak along with her permission.

“Okay, BJ, pump away. Fuck yourself, you disgusting slut!”

Tied down tight he couldn’t plunge up and down or really go to town. Still BJ flung himself into humping, rocking his body laterally, riding that cock just as wildly as Jen had so often attacked his own. And as rewarding as it truly was – to say nothing of the eventual ecstasies Master Under-Rammer would be empowered to deliver – the crucial breakthrough came when Super-bitch switched on that big prick’s vibrator.

This wasn’t the sissy’s first such experience of course. His bachelor bashing wouldn’t have been the same without those gold buzzy-balls. But something about this situation differed enough to trigger a most unexpected result.

Despite the chastity cage crimping him into stymied pain, though he remained at best three-quarters of the way erect, though he experienced no ejaculatory spasms or even accompanying pleasure, after no more than five moaning minutes semen began to drip from the tip of his penis. Between the pressure on his prostate and the heat and vibration, his balls seemed to be emptying themselves volitionlessly. Super-bitch shook her fists and cried out in triumph.

“Yeah baby! It works just like they said it could! Give me that cup!”

“What works?” Peggy passed over the plastic tumbler in time for Julia to catch the rest as BJ’s seed drained joylessly out of him.

“Milking. Most of the stuff I read about it before bailing on work again said you have to do the prostate massage manually – stick two fingers up there and rub until the spew starts to ooze. That way I can keep my sissy’s testosterone levels low and get all the sperm I need to conceive without ever needing Jennifer’s key. However, this sybian does the job all on its own. So BJ here can look forward to a life without even another ‘ruined’ orgasm in store.

“It’s only sissy pleasures from now on, Jocelyn. What do you say?”

“I say whatever makes my wife happy fulfills me immeasurably in return. In this house I exist only for her.”

BJ couldn’t suppress the sob that slipped out along with his last few drops. To offset this he begged shamelessly in his sissy falsetto.

“Come in my face again, Mistress, please? Make me wear it as a badge of lubricity!”

For some reason his complete lack of resentment or this reflexive attempt at ingratiation seemed to touch the usually so cruel Julia. Perhaps this was even a crucial step in shedding more than just her damaging upbringing. Whatever the case, she laughed with genuine approval and even kissed the sissy’s forehead before tipping it back to make him face heavenward. Then in celebration she dumped that come all over her cocksucker’s heavily made-up features. Even as it trickled and stuck Julia dropped the cup and took the whip Peggy handed her. She thumbed the biggest switch on the remote she held in her other hand and whooped renewed joy as that giant vibrating cock, the aptly named Master Under-Rammer began driving violently in and out of the ass-addict’s restrained body.

For his part BJ screamed with ecstatic agony. And once again more fun than any self-abasing sissy should be able to stand began.


Julia

It was the utter gutter of the night, nearly three a.m. when Julia jerked awake, barely biting off a cry. Oh, Jesus! It had been the worst (most intense) dream yet. She was gasping and slick with sweat. Her virgin cunt was burning wet. Heart racing, wondering if this had something to do with sharing her bed for the first time, Julia looked over at the lump that was her husband.

So gratified had she been by her success in ‘milking’ him (and by his gracious acceptance of the implications) that she’d felt her arranged mate had earned the unprecedented honor and comfort, Julia had been touched again at his immediate awed elation.

Though she’d insisted he be completely cocooned in stretchy fabric wrappings, with only his catheterized genitals exposed, and that he dare not try to stir from his place right near the bed’s edge, BJ had gazed the kind of amazed adulation at her that he’d heretofore reserved for her nemesis. Now though his breathing showed he was deeply asleep, Julia squirmed with the insane urge to roll astride the villain and ride, to rub her hungry cunny on his full-body bindings until the string of wracking orgasms just abrogated had their cathartic way with her. Fortunately she had a better option on offer, one suggested by her subconscious’ latest invention/transgression.

At first it had been the familiar train-rape dream. Bad enough they were back at all.

A strong man’s hand knotted in her hair. Yanking her head back for the knife; forcing her to watch her enemies lovingly couple. Jen riding wildly while an endless succession of huge, brutal studs bludgeoned into the captive’s own ravaged innocence. Only this time Julia had the experience to give her dream of penetration all the detail and sensory specificity it formerly lacked. And since she’d never yet taken her slave’s plastic dick-face kneeling from behind, the dream obligingly shifted position until she was helplessly riding her latest barbaric rapist.

The knife indenting her neck had become a noose choking her throat.

Threaded through a pulley overhead, that hang-rope came back down to be gripped in that big buck’s fists. Her own hands were bound behind her now; she was helpless to resist as his rhythmic strangling-yanking bounced her upon his gigantic black up-hammering. And all the while Jen lavishly ravished her branded man right in front of her, their mutual adoration and commitment the cruelest torture of all. Nevertheless it hadn’t been anguish or the surging of other unfamiliar feelings finally ripping her awake and leaving her deprived on the depraved brink but the unconscionable imminence of an orgasmic cataclysm.

Damn it all! Forget diddling herself or rubbing off on anything. If only she could just pull that cath and cage and get this madness over with already! Damn you again Jen!

Okay, deep breath. Let’s not crack up now. According to Lisa Simpson, the Chinese used the same word for ‘crises’ as ‘opportunity’. Why lament Jen’s jewelry preventing her from wrecking weeks of systematic emasculation when there was a far superior option as close as the torture closet?

Who said the sissy was the only one who could use the sybian? Slipping out of bed Julia shivered in her sweat. Skin rippling with gooseflesh she shed the filmy little robe she wore and stepped nude into the wardrobe. Flipping on the light revealed Master Under-Rammer rearing up from that black saddle – if only that cock could have come in black too. Resolving to have it painted, virginal, super-virtuous lily-white Princess Julia grabbed a coil of tough cotton cord and swiftly began fashioning a pair of slipknots.

Tempted as she was to noose herself, there was a limit to her current craziness. One knot she affixed to the hook dangling from that overhead winch. Then picking up the sybian’s small remote she swung astride the saddle and looped her wrists together with the other knot.

“Winch up!”

Voice-activated, the motor whirred and the hook retracted, stretching Julia’s arms above her in simulated bondage.

“Winch stop.”

Still wet and hotter than ever, the victim accorded herself no mercy. Spiking her body savagely she shrieked asunder the creepy, creaking quiet of the sleeping house. Saving the vibrator and piston for later Julia did as she’d earlier ordered and flung herself into humping, Wishing she’d left the lights off she closed her eyes and let herself fantasize, using the darkness as a screen upon which to project her dreams’ most fevered deviance. And shortly she was squirting come like never before.

Julia’s first climax had her imagining all the symptoms of strangling: her big eyes bulging, tongue protruding, face puffy and darkening as strong arms garroted her. She came again in powerful jerks as she visualized her violated body flopping spastically in anoxic extremis. Switching on the vibrator brought orgasms three and four, with Super-bitch still embellishing the rape-strangulation scenario gripping her. In the end though, after what must have been an hour of Master Under-Rammer mechanically hammering its thick length into a pussy that never dreamed of such brutal sustained abuse, the breakthrough came.

At the peak of orgasm number whatever, Julia suddenly realized she was no longer fantasizing about watching her enemies at love. Instead it was she who was adoringly riding her promised mate, while executioner Jennifer grimly worked the garrote. That did it.

Erotic shrieks became sobs as ecstasy was extinguished by anguish. Thumbing the remote, Julia switched everything off, even withdrawing that massive phallus into the saddle. She freed her hands and fell off sideways into a pile of lingerie, clutching herself and trying not to cry.

What kind of catharsis left one so sickened and confused?

How could the thought of sex with Jay have her coming at one moment and wanting to puke the next? Would it take finally succumbing to the ultimate intimacy of losing her virginity to banish these horrible suicidal dreams/impulses? And what did the two have to do with each other? How was perhaps developing an unwelcome affection for her hostage enemy complicating her still stubbornly unresolved conflict over allowing someone’s stinky flesh appendage into her most protected tenderness?

Julia was too exhausted and overwrought to give it all proper thought. Instead she cried herself out and went back to bed. Wrung out as she was though, the boss-wife couldn’t sleep. It wasn’t until she gave in and rolled over next to Jay, even snuggled her nude body up to his cocooned one, that repose would return to her.


Julia

Despite the upsetting way it had ended, Julia found her experience with the sybian too compelling not to repeat. I mean those strangling fantasies had inspired how many climaxes? And so the snowball rolled.

Teetering on a slippery slope, she began with more midnight joyrides. During the day she deliberately left the saddle to BJ, content to let the maids reward/torment and milk him as they wished while she was at the office and prioritizing pegging or riding his face-phallus whenever she stayed or returned home. Once the slave was in his cell however, or otherwise restrained for the evening, Julia invariably found herself defying all her painful confusion relating to him in favor of more primal prerogatives. Eager to head off any even more horrible dreams by fucking herself to exhaustion through living the latest out first, she took to her torture wardrobe all alone.

Repetition encouraged experimentation; practice eroded caution and rewarded daring. Driven to replicate the intensity of those nightmares, it took less than half a dozen sessions for the sybian-simulated victim to come up with a way to noose herself relatively safely.

First she’d put her hair all up in a tight bun atop her head, exposing her neck’s every elegant inch. Then using only the softest silk rope to lessen any ligature evidence, she’d run this from the slipknot at her nape up to loop over the winch-hook and back down behind her. where she tugged the opposite slipknot closed about her overlapping wrists. With the remote for the sybian rubber-banded to the back of one hand, the ever more brazenly crazed Super-bitch quickly learned to fuck and choke herself most gloriously all on her own.

By using the stirrup clamps to lock her to the saddle, the winch to stretch her upward and then her bound arms to yank rhythmically as she rode (or was hammered from below), Julia came as close as she could manage to emulating her latest nocturnal adventure. (She also discovered how powerfully anoxia could enhance the orgasm, whoa baby!) All she missed was the jealousy effect, the voyeuristic element. Still too inhibited to share all this ultra-personal madness with anyone, it would take a chance near-disaster for the mistress’ twisted secret to finally begin getting out – and for that most affecting element of all to be added.

Luckily it was but a bit before midnight. Though BJ was trussed up on the floor in a far bedroom corner, at least one other person was still alert enough to be able to react admirably. Otherwise it might have been goodbye to the entire enterprise.

Sequestered in her torture wardrobe, nude Julia was building toward her evening’s third squirting. With Master Under-Rammer buzzing and pistoning only briskly away, and her bound wrists jerking that taut hang-rope mercilessly, a remarkably large moth crawled forth from the overfilled lingerie bin.

Unnoticed, this took wing and fluttered above one of the half-dozen stubby wax candles that flickered on a hastily cleared shelf – their dim glow the only light and providing the perfect touch of atmosphere Julia’s earlier reenactments had lacked. Erratically this fat lepidoptera circled in, inevitably came too close, was overcome by the barrage of energetic photons and tumbled into the deep pool of wax puddled about the drowning wick.

Instantly coating itself, this insect not only flared up in brilliant yellow ignition, sending fire shooting nearly a foot upward. Its plump, fuzzy form provided enough rich fuel to temporarily sustain this blaze. Even as the wash of brightness caught the otherwise blissfully oblivious peak-seeker’s attention, the tip of that flame reached a thin silk ribbon dangling off the frilly nightgown hanging from the rack above.

The silk crisped and quickly caught. Fire began climbing that ribbon toward the entire combustible collection of tissue-thin clothing. Observing this emergency, highly compromised Julia perhaps forgivably panicked.

Rather than immediately call for the winch to lower itself, she tried to just wrench her wrists free of the rope looped about them. Pulled snug by all her tugging, this cord predictably got caught on the remote control rubber-banded to her hand. Frantic, Julia yanked madly just as she belatedly yelled for the voice-activated motor poised overhead. Rather than save her, these two actions combined to condemn her instead – or ought to have.

Trapped between her hand and the cord, the remote’s biggest button was depressed, suddenly accelerating Master Under-Rammer to its vibratory maximum. All that huge hard thickness hammering so savagely up inside her vagina like that without warning drove the already scanty breath from Julia’s body at the most inopportune possible time. Instead of an authoritative “Winch down!”, what came out of her mouth was an interrupted “Winch – uhh!”

Of course the system’s obedient software recognized this as the exact opposite of the command she’d intended to give. Blindly it began hauling her upward, the rope ripping that remote free to fall away even as it slid not past her futilely twisting hands but right up her forearms. Before Julia could react, that slipknot had not only tightened further but was pulled beyond the reach of her grasping fingers.

Ever tighter it drew, sliding up higher until the loop caught at her pinned-together elbows. Still the winch hauled her head and arms upward, the noose tightening too as it cut into the shelf under her jaw. And just as Julia wheezed in a last desperately breathless gasp to cry out for the motor’s halt and reversal, the fire – now spreading eagerly up that airy lace negligee – set off the room’s expensive, exquisitely sensitive smoke detector.

Welcome as the strident blare of that alarm was, its volume easily effaced her weak voice, preventing the motor’s microphone from registering anything. With her legs clamped into stirrups and no way to stop that winch retracting, she was in immediate danger of dislocating her shoulders – and/or having her head wrenched right off her neck.

Disbelief that this could even be happening gave such a surreal tinge to her terror that Julia was hardly surprised her pussy continued to respond to its redoubled pounding. Even as she thrashed frantically to free herself (only tightening both slipknots in the process), the orgasm that had been imminent began to ripple through her middle. While the leaping firelight climbed, as the stress grew intolerable on her shoulders and spine (even her ankles felt close to broken by those clamps), with her airway narrowed to nothing and the knowledge of death upon her, that last climax not only refused to be denied. It shuddered through/squirted out of her spasming body with a power unprecedented this side of heaven. Yet even as such autonomic imperatives had their way with her, the keenest stiletto of regret pierced through Super-bitch’s terrorized ecstasy.

It wasn’t right, Jay burning to death too for her error, despite whatever blame he might bear for her dysfunction. And speaking of mistakes, why hadn’t she gone and lost her virginity years ago, like Jennifer? What a fucking waste of fucking…

Even as her bulging eyes began to dim though the wardrobe door burst open. Was it fat Alfred? You jest. In rushed Darianne, dressed only in skimpy panties.

She must have run that way straight from her new suite down the hall. Despite the shocking scene before her she didn’t hesitate. With teen-swift reflexes and an enviably instant grasp of priorities she dove forward and yanked the release lever that freed Julia’s feet from the stirrups. Once that threat of decapitation had passed through the growing fire took precedence. Julia understood this even as Dari turned away from her continued dire crisis.

Pussy still dripping, loins still quivering, she slipped off the still-hammering dildo and continued on upward. By the neck and elbows she ascended, her long legs kicking and spasming involuntarily in the classic ‘air dance’. Ever deeper the rope cut into her throat, her swollen tongue jutted and the room whirled about her. Shoulders aflame with pain, Julia felt the bump as the hook hanging her reached its ceiling mount and stopped.

Tipped forward by her bound elbows, wracked by continuing spasms (not least those concentrated in her groin, squirting yet more ejaculatory fluid from her), she hung there strangling and struggling madly in what was undeniably a distinctly erotic manner. Gazing down like a fleeing spirit in a near-death experience, she watched through tunneling vision from above as lovely Dari snatched up a heavy canvas straitjacket.

Using this to protect her hands she knocked the burning negligee (along with its two also smoldering neighbors) to the floor. The straitjacket followed and within seconds she’d used the latter to smother the flames. Once these were out she hurried to the smoke detector and canceled the alarm. Her urgent voice reverberated in the sudden stillness.

“Winch down!”

Grabbing up the remote, Dari shut off the sybian, retracting Master Under-Rammer into the saddle. Still circumstances obliged her to leave the mistress throttled and thrashing still as she was lowered with maddening mechanical slowness.

Alfred’s heavy tread could be heard entering the bedroom. Rather than allow him to see the boss in such humiliating straits, Dari hurried off to intercept him with her own admirably distracting bare bosom. Whatever she told the man, she was back by the time Julia was back sitting astride the sybian, still tightly garroted with her elbows pinned behind her. Even as spiraling darkness was claiming her last lights she heard her savior’s return.

“Winch stop!”

Strong fingers were digging for the ligature sunk deep into her neck-flesh. That death-clench eased at last and Julia whooped in a huge inhale. She blew it out and the world whirled anew. And before she could suck in a second she plunged headlong into that beckoning insentience.


Julia

Awareness returned with another burning, this time in her throat.

It hurt to breathe and it hurt worse to cough. Still she gratefully did both, weeping in reaction as well. Not even realizing that she was cradled in the arms of her openly bi employee, only a single pair of panties on between them could deter her at first. Julia just clung to the cuddling youngster, sobbed and shuddered and coughed and retched.

“Are you going to be okay?”

Somehow the sickened victim got the word out.

“Drink!”

“Okay. I sent Alfred to make you tea with honey and whiskey.”

“Whiskey now!”

“Hold on, I’ll get you a shot.”

As Darianne extricated herself, Julia saw they were sitting on the bedroom floor, leaning against the wall by the wardrobe door. A tang of smoke still rode the air, aggravating more than her breathing. The robe she’d shed on her way in to play was lying nearby and she dragged it over, her belly hitching as she fought to control her coughs. Somehow she got herself wrapped in satin in time for Dari’s hurried return from the room’s wet bar.

“Here you go, boss.”

Julia sipped carefully at the extra-smooth bourbon, then downed the rest in one.

Coming back up from her latest explosion of coughing, she wiped her face with the damp bar towel Dari handed her next. Wiping her sore pussy afterward, she saw through clearing blear that hogtied BJ had somehow squirmed out of his corner. A dozen feet nearer than where she’d left him, he gazed gagged across the dimness, projecting the same concerned solicitousness as his fellow maid. Strangely ashamed, Super-bitch looked away.

“Thank you Darianne. Help me onto the love seat please.”

“Here comes the tea.”

The kid got her comfortable then dashed off to intercept Alfred again. After handing over the cup, she gave the still trembling mistress a tentative touch.

“Do you want talk, ma’am? Or would you rather be alone?”

“Bless you girl, call me Julia. Everyone who saves my life enjoys that privilege. Sit with me, please. Help yourself to a robe.”

“One second.”

Dari dashed off again, returning with a spray can of air freshener. After spraying this all around the closet she emerged in one of BJ’s excessively frilly, fur-trimmed numbers. Grabbing the bottle of Wild Turkey and another glass she hurried back to join her employer on the cozy little sofa. Julia clutched a big pillow to herself for comfort with her left arm, using her right to sip at the cup of soothing spiked tea. More than heat and alcohol brought a fresh flush to her face as she fought her voice into use.

“Thank you again, my friend. Without you I’d be dead and this place currently an inferno. And thanks for your discretion. What did you tell Alfred?”

“That a candle was knocked over, that you’d had a scare but everything was fine. Nothing more than that.”

“Well, I think you’ve earned a hell of a raise. And I suppose I should try to explain. I mean beyond just a moth flying into a candle flame.”

Julia paused to clear her throat and sip more tea. Dari put an encouraging hand on her knee.

“I know you’ve been using that sybian nights, and I don’t blame you. I’ve stolen a ride or two myself on it. Even Brenda has. What else did you get it for, besides milking BJ?”

“Well, I never intended to almost kill myself with it.”

Darianne gave her a gentle laugh and squeeze. “You aren’t the first person to get off on choking, dear. It’s called ‘breath play.’ Though it’s not recommended to try alone.”

“I can see why not. It’s just that lately – well as long as I can remember, actually…” Julia had to stop suddenly as a lump rose in her aching throat. Tears welled and she covered herself with another slurp of tea before continuing. “I’ve been having these super-intense dreams…”

It was no good. She burst into weeping.

Again Darianne cuddled and consoled her. Utterly unaccustomed to both losing control and receiving comfort from others, Julia was only able to continue at a whisper.

“I dream of dying while losing my virginity. I fantasize about being raped and murdered. It’s horrifying, but when it happens I come so extravagantly I can’t help myself.

“I know, I should just get this last technicality over with. But part of me is still so repulsed by the prospect of letting someone else get me all icky-sticky disgusting down there…”

Julia shuddered and even retched a little, burping burning bile from gulping booze earlier. Setting down the tea she clutched the pillow with both arms while Darianne held her and she broke back down and cried her heart out like she hadn’t since early childhood. And in snatches between sobs the notorious Super-bitch confessed somewhat to the rest of the conflicts plaguing her, and how she’d been using the winch and noose to assuage them.

Fortunately she couldn’t have imagined a more supportive audience and at last she recovered enough to straighten and sit up. Using the box of tissues Dari handed her to tidy up, she struggled to thank this first real confidant while gently rejecting her tacit offer.

“I’m sorry, I’ve never broken down – or opened up – like this before. Fantasies aside, I guess almost dying for real can have that effect on one. Or maybe it’s discovering a true friend after a lifetime of deliberate, hard-bitten loneliness. If only I were gay or bi too, right? Maybe this virginity business would all be much simpler with a woman.”

“Don’t deny it ‘til you try it, hottie.”

“One awakening at a time, please. Though I don’t argue I owe you my life. But I’m afraid that trying to ‘go gay’ would just evade or maybe complicate the main issue right now.”

“I understand. Just remember that I love and admire you and I’m open to anything. You’re still the mistress around here. Top me too if you choose. I bet I eat pussy better than any sissy.”

“I bet you do.” They laughed over clasped hands then pecked cheeks. Julia took back her tea while Dari did a shot of Wild Turkey.

“Just promise I can watch, at least, next time you use the winch.”

“That shouldn’t be anytime soon.”

Gently Julia felt the weal about her neck. Despite her words, the touch brought back a twinge of arousal, along with the memory of how forcefully she’d come, and how intense had been the terror-rush of hanging strangling from the ceiling, kicking and squirting helplessly.

“It should be gone by morning.”

“Huh? Oh.”

“It looks sexy on you though, with your hair all up like that. You’ve got a neck to tempt more than vampires. Sure I can’t kiss and try to make it all better?”

“I’ve got a finer idea.”

Casting an almost furtive glance about, Julia saw that BJ had wormed his impertinent way almost across the room to them – no doubt at a considerable cost of rug-burn, and a tightening of crotch-cutting ropes. So changed in appearance and attitude, his worshipful imploring birthed an equally unrecognizable warmth in her. Julia remembered as well the envy and regret she’d felt in extremis. A tremulous smile surfaced.

“I’ve been lacking a certain voyeuristic element to my dream therapy anyways. I believe I may need to test and explore these urges some more after all – see where they lead me. Only I think we can find room for all three of us in my next reenactment…”

“That’s wonderful!”

Dari toasted this with another shot. Julia followed suit with the last of her spiked tea. Hogtied on the carpet just a few feet from their feet, BJ celebrated just as eloquently with those adoring, adorably androgynous new puppy-loving eyes. What a treat and test this too would be for the reformed old horn-dog!


Jay

It would be a few days until that latest trial came. Meanwhile it wasn’t until everyone had bedded down again that BJ suffered his own bout of overdue turmoil.

Unmindful of the cost in skin and comfort, even willingly suffering the tightening of the rope binding his wrists and testes together, he’d wormed his way to his wife’s feet and back to his corner concerned only for her. Suddenly hearing a fire alarm shrieking from Julia’s play closet, he’d been in instant terror not for his own sake but because his bound helplessness prevented him from going to her aid. Thank heavens for Darianne, and the mistress’ decision to move her into his old suite! Hearing about Julia’s close call, then learning somewhat of the extent of his old nemesis’ personal distress had filled him with reflexive compassion completely untainted by any of their old animosity.

To think that the sexual issues they’d inflicted on her as kids had driven her to risk her life! To think that he’d almost lost her, and he would have been partly to blame! After initial panic, the idea brought only guilty dismay. Listening to her snore lightly in restful repose afterward, with the promise of inclusion and the chance to help Julia heal further to look forward to made him profoundly thankful and glad. But then…but wait a minute…

He’d almost lost Super-bitch. Another few seconds and she’d have been gone forever – but hadn’t that been the plan all along?

With the harridan heiress conveniently out of the way, he would have passed to Jennifer along with the house and company and everything else. All the retributive hell being inflicted on him would have ended; his penis could have been freed! A handy accident had almost handed it all to them, leaving the lifelong lovers entirely off the hook. There would’ve been no need for the evil twin’s murderous schemes…

Horror avalanched in from weeks of forgetfulness.

Losing his divine wife felt unendurable – yet wasn’t he still participating in a plot designed to remove her, if Jen was to be believed? How in hell could he proceed? All his heart lately had been devoted to healing this victim, while all his erotic energy was lavished on perfecting the transformation she required of him. And the maddening rigors of impotence aside, BJ had truly come to enjoy this masochistically exciting new life. Now that nights in the punishment cell were only for the worst misbehavior, and he’d learned to love the glut of submissive sissy sex he got to wallow in living in a house run by gorgeous women, he was growing so comfortable being slutty Blow-Job Jocelyn that it was hard to imagine reverting from such compelling perversion.

Try as he might, he’d never be more than the sham of a man after this – unless Jennifer could perform some miracle upon her promised rescue. Suggestions of sororicide aside, did he even want that to happen anymore? He’d explored being a guy slut extensively enough already maybe. He could certainly live with being a cock-locked sissy dick-nympho a lot easier than enduring the eternal guilt and loss of having been a party to his innocent wife’s end. Trying to heal her, hell! He ought to be warning Super-bitch about the threatening note Jennifer had left. Yet all Jay had to do was look at his brand to remember that even thinking this way represented another exceedingly dangerous betrayal. Already his key-holder had demonstrated that she was no one to disappoint, let alone cross. What if next time she cut it right off?

It would take a lot more than just the sleepless rest of that night to resolve such a quandary. And failing to decide made for a decision by default. Still BJ was nowhere near deciphering which sister deserved what portion of his allegiance before his loyalties would be put to an even more pressing test. There had to be a certain mad humor perhaps in the fact that this pivotal next threat would be prompted by another call to Julia from his own meddling mother.


Julia

True to Dari’s guess, the redness about her neck faded before she was forced to answer any awkward questions. Julia was able to get a couple days duty done at the office. Things were now really starting to slip with her inattention. With no pitiless workaholic driving things along, not even Evelyn’s long expertise could keep things running perfectly indefinitely.

The latest numbers did not look good, and Julia applied herself diligently for a while as a healthy distraction. Still her focus slipped steadily away, until before long she was once again constantly peeking at camera views of home, watching her elaborately shackled BJ cleaning house and/or eagerly servicing Brenda and the other maids. Nor was this just envy for their many daily orgasms. It seemed increasingly clear that the zeal had gone from her career.

Everything she used to revel in had turned tedious compared to the never-ending drama and rewards available at the estate. As quickly as she’d gone from supposed asexual to insatiable nympho, the notorious Super-bitch was now devolving from obsessive overachiever to pampered slacker without any intention or volition (or even regrets) whatsoever.

Already the mutinous temptation to sell out and retire entirely was taking root by the time she returned home for dinner the first rainy day of fall, her head swimming with incriminating figures, to face phone calls from her father and motherin-law both.

Julia barely had her jacket off before she was making excuses to Edgar. No longer used to being questioned, much less criticized, she was simmering with resentment within half a dozen sentences. Seeing BJ kneel to remove her shoes reminded her of his earnest apologies about the unfairness of their damaging upbringing, and it was all Julia could do not tell the old man to come back and take over again if he didn’t like her results. At last she escaped and sank into an easy chair. No sooner had her husband begun to massage her feet though when sweetly feeble Dorothy chimed in to begin pleading for grandchildren again.

“You have been trying, haven’t you dear?”

How would dotty Dottie respond if Julia told her the truth?

“Well, no, I can’t, because my twin sister put a lock on your son’s penis – after she pierced and branded it, I mean. So in revenge I turned him into a she-male sissy who’d rather be buggered anyway. We call the ‘fruit’ of your womb ‘Blow-Job Jocelyn’ now. I’d let the slut tell you all about it, but he’s all shackled up with half my foot jammed into his prettily made-up fellator’s face.”

Instead she hauled out the old lies.

“Of course we have! It’s just that sometimes nature doesn’t cooperate.”

“Maybe you should talk to a doctor.”

“It’s only been a couple of months! And adding pressure, making a big deal of conceiving, that kind of stress can have adverse hormonal effects. I’m sure any OB doctor would say to just relax, take it easy and that the right attitude was as important as the appetites.”

“Are you sure? Don’t they have tests that…”

Blah, blah, blah, on and on it went, always coming back to the same place.

“Please, dear, you swore to carry on the family line. Who else will inherit the business?”

Hell, Dottie was right to be worried. At this rate there would soon be no business to pass on, much less a suitable Chandler-Hawkins scion. Still what law decreed her to be the designated womb? Being five minutes older didn’t automatically make anyone into a combined CEO-breeding machine.

Rebellion roiled within, yet a lifetime of rigid responsibility and honest love for this elder somehow held her resentment in check. In the end it took another promise before they could move on to banalities, this time her assurance that she would wait no longer than her first anniversary before consulting a fertility specialist. After hanging up Julia shut the phone off entirely. Into the ensuing silence she mused the rueful truth at BJ, before adding a less convincing codicil.

“The last thing I want to do in the world is bear a baby right now. Except have vaginal sex with you that is. How did I ever get into this mess?”

“Our parents control the purse strings.”

A bit disheveled after a typically busy day of slavery, the sissy still looked silly-pretty enough kneeling there to prick up a bit of that increasingly familiar possessive affection in her. And his answer cut to the heart of the matter in six simple words. Julia smiled true approval. She tried to respond with her own concise honesty.

“Maybe I’m too prideful to face my denial. I’d certainly rather peg you than anything else. But something tells me the nightmares will be back tonight if I don’t take steps to preempt them. I really need to get to the root of my conflicts over you. So I guess that means this evening we add that jealousy test we spoke about the other night. That sybian-swinging threesome thing.”

Remembered terror and shame all twisted up sickeningly with the most compulsive erotic thrill surged through Julia anew at this prospect. The look of incredulous blessedness on BJ’s face made her want to lock their lips and voraciously kiss – and to simultaneously batter that outrageously feminized visage all bloody and bruised with her pummeling fists.

It was about time to find out which wish was more persistent.




Chapter Seven

Riding Lessons


BJ

But first, dinner.

Helping with the kitchen clean-up, it was more than just his ring-gag that had BJ drooling as he dumped the not-insubstantial scraps of his wife’s filet mignon down the garbage disposal.

Thirty minutes after bolting his usual meager unheated vegan mush his tightly corseted belly felt famished again already. And though this ultra-healthy diet was doing wonders for his new sissy-figure, that cramping was yet another painful reminder of pleasures sacrificed for life under the absolute rule of his wife.

Were it not for other members of the staff finishing their own chores nearby the naughty slave might have poked out a tongue to at least lick a bit of juice from the plate. As it was Darianne plucked this away from him and gleamed like the keys she’d been given.

“That’s enough housework for now, BJ. Let me unshackle you. The mistress wants you clean and nude and all vanilla tonight. So hurry and go strip, wash up good and get rid of all that makeup and nail polish. Then join us in the wardrobe. We’re going to have some fun together, thee and me.”

A wink and a ringing of chains, a pinch and slap on the ass and the former entitled jerk was scurrying as quickly as his heels permitted for the master suite.

Emerging from the bathroom twenty minutes later, BJ felt strange indeed, with only Jen’s cage for bondage and his plucked brows, hairstyle, slimmer middle, shaped nails and painstakingly-trained carriage, voice and mannerisms to betray what he’d become. Still his head-locked sissy-stigma bobbed, straining plaintively to assert its lost status. It was as if that acute pain in his old quintessence concentrated and represented every misery he’d come to live with lately as the nevertheless doting and devoted husband padded across the master suite to the torture wardrobe. Timidly tapping the door before opening, BJ looked in. Instantly his mouth dropped open as though confronted by the most challengingly fantastic cock to suck.

A red lava lamp had replaced the candles, casting everything in a lurid gloom. Yet even in plain daylight the sight of his beloved wife, source of so much trying privation, sitting spiked on Master Under-Rammer with her arms bound back behind her and a noose fitted tightly about her throat would have struck BJ like a blow. With Darianne clamping her feet into the stirrups that usually restrained his own, it was hard to tell which hurt worse at first.

There was envy for her bondage and impalement (especially the noosing) along with a sense of his place being usurped. There was instant worry for her, a fresh recognition of how close a call she’d recently had, guilt that issues he’d contributed to had driven his Super-bitch to risk extinction followed by renewed horror at all the connected conflicts and consequences. But before he could take another shot at sorting through these Darianne bounced upright, youthful and vivacious as always.

“Pull that chair over right in front of your goddess and sit on it. She wants a floor show to watch up close. But first put your favorite dildo in – no vibrator though. Keep your yucky semen to yourself until your next milking.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Shirking further consideration of all the competing threats to his wife and self, the sissy got all spiked and seated as ordered. While Dari tied him tightly to the chair BJ dared raise his gaze to meet that familiar blazing hazel. Passions far more typical of her sister raved back at him. Her voice rasped hoarse with orders.

“Are you listening to me, sissy?”

“Of course, my authority source.”

“Tonight more than ever you must be honest in your responses. Don’t try to deceive me or even yourself about how you’re feeling.”

“I’ll do my best.” BJ shivered as Dari pinched chain-linked clips to his nipples. “Though my feelings have been in a kaleidoscope of confusion for months now.”

“Tell me about it. That’s why it’s so important for me to clear things up. And I need to see what happens to me when someone makes love to my untrustworthy husband – not later on video but real time right now. Winch up!”

While Julia stretched herself alarmingly, Darianne stripped nude too.

Clearly this was no ordinary torture session. To the ex-playboy’s ecstatic astonishment, his luscious young superior immediately swung astride him, straddling both hips and chair. Settling herself so that the twitching semi-stiffness of his branded shaft slotted along the cupping groove of her squashing center, she drew a moan from BJ before anyone had even begun to pump.

This had always been Jay’s favorite sexual position. With a tall girl it meant her breasts were right there for ravishing; with a wonderfully mobile petite one you were face-to-face, enraptured by eye contact. And of course women of average height (like Jen and Darianne) could adjust posture to bury you in either tits or kisses at whim.

Normally one’s hands would also be free to roam, to cup and grip and assist the rhythm. Tied up all immobile though, BJ predictably found the thrill of helplessness even better. And honestly, how could he be blamed for engaging in urgently sloppy soul-kissing or fervent nipple nursing when such was forced inescapably upon him?

Oh, it had been so long and Dari went at it with such enthusiasm! And was it somehow racist or sexist to admit that kissing the large, thick-lipped mouth of a black woman made it all so much better? How this harked back to his bachelor days, when he’d had endless varieties of female to sample! If not for his bondage and the huge cock he squirmed upon, it was almost as if turning sissy had never occurred. That, and the fact that instead of his own once-jaded organ being completely sheathed in hot wet female, Darianne was now humping just his brand, while a cruel metal fetter pinched his sensitive glans into agony-imprisoned impotence.

Jay whimpered pitiably. BJ moaned with euphoria. Anguish tore at glorious pleasures restored. Dari broke off their tongue-dueling to attack him anew with her tits, roughly rubbing these all over his face. Then they were kissing again, with a fervency that felt absolutely genuine. Dearest mistress, what would his key-holder do to him if her cameras caught this? Yet as soon as concern about one possibly psychotically possessive sister struck, awareness of the more immediate twin penetrated.

BJ wasn’t the only one gasping and moaning.

While the unfaithful husband wallowed in forgotten feelings, his unfairly afflicted wife didn’t need any fiber-optic intermediary to witness his perfidy. Already afraid of what he’d see, BJ peeked around the brown cheek of the face so wonderfully devouring his to where the notorious Super-bitch sat astride her sybian only a few feet away.

Yikes!

With her bound elbows now pulled high up behind her, Julia’s torso tipped forward, leaving her bare breasts to dangle and dance in wickedly enticingly fashion as she so violently humped the giant vibrator lodged so deeply up inside her. Using those tied arms to yank that taut hang-rope with every frenzied fuck-lunge, she’d already stretched her head way back, and that long white neck astoundingly up. Spittle dripped and spattered, while above the cord cutting deep up under her mandible, that gorgeous face was already congested an alarming crimson. Cheeks and lips all puffy, nostrils flaring desperately, she wheezed past a sexily pointy, already helplessly outthrust tongue. Most arresting of all though in that lurid light, those already over-large and expressive eyes bulged wildly, as though struggling not to burst from the intensity of emotion they strained to convey.

BJ saw far more than just a crazed excess of estrus in that raving gaze. Not even the habitual sadistic vindication or steadily developing possessive jealously could explain the kind of mind-blinded shine in those oh-so communicative eyes.

Clearly some kind of deep spiritual poison was finally working its way to the surface to be purged. One of the generators of that venom could only pray for this to be achieved without the innocent victim getting hurt any worse.


Julia

Aware the married pair was sharing gazes, Darianne switched her attentions to BJ’s far ear, clearing space between their faces. As she gnawed on lobe and pinna, slithered in a slathering tongue and breathed foul-mouthed love-talk to him, the old horn-dog moaned low. How did the kid know? Then he dared address the ruling voyeur.

“Thank you for allowing this, my goddess. Please don’t damage yourself. I’m already finding it impossible to live with how I ruined you. I couldn’t bear it if I lost you now.”

Julia had barely the air to speak. With none to berate a slave’s impertinence, she used the gasps between fuck-lunges to challenge them both instead.

“Hated…each other…forever!”

With Darianne now fastening her mouth to his neck, the unfaithful spouse squirmed but cried out defiantly.

“I was wrong! I behaved unforgivably toward you. I couldn’t resist Jen but then I didn’t want to. Then I fucked anyone and everyone for fun. Here I serve you exclusively in penitently impotent perpetuity. I worship you unreservedly. Hurt me worse than I deserve! Find your healing in determining my burden of perversity and we’ll all call such suffering justice.”

Julia didn’t know what to call the tormented arousal wracking her at the sight of her arranged mate getting a love-bite. Kaleidoscope, hell! Within ten minutes of mounting she was already being mauled by a maelstrom of masochistic distress, sexual excess and anguish verging on self-execration. How these combined to drive her to such manic exertion and erotic rapture had been the question vexing the conflicted Super-bitch. Now the memory of the hickie Jay had sported for their wedding returned full-force, along with all the hatred and fury of her confrontation with Jennifer over it. Only at this extremity however was she finally able to recognize how much un-admitted jealousy had motivated her animosity. With her secondary enemy now begging her forgiveness and professing blind worship in the very enactment of infidelity, epiphany visited the now considerably less inhibited mistress.

Perhaps her former frigidity was simply a case of Aesop’s fable about the fox and the grapes: if you can’t have something, pretend you’re better off without it. Or think of it this way: why compete over a prize already awarded?

Jay had belonged to Jen since the baby had been plopped into their playpen. Much as she might have wanted to kiss and grope and play doctor or ‘locked in the closet’ too, resentment at being second prevented. Surely it was past time to dispense with such childishness.

This was her husband currently being ravished right under her nose, and by an employee, not her devious double. Despite all she’d done to punish him he’d just pledged her his mad worship. His prick was (justly) locked up but everything else remained there for the taking. What was to stop her from experimenting now?

Suddenly the attractions of the sybian seemed lesser by the second. Still Julia increased her pace, driving on harder for that first climax. And as with her inaugural midnight ride the images came unbidden.

She saw herself making love – not raping or pegging or brutally using her slave for the most selfish of sadistic thrills, but sharing the blissful kisses and rhythms of deep physical-emotional-spiritual bonding. Rather than upset her though, this time the fantasy birthed a yearning as poignant as it was potent. When Julia ejaculated it was with a swooning euphoria of imagined affection meshing indistinguishably with anoxic bliss. And as soon as the throe was over – without even engaging in any automatic piston-ramming – she lowered the winch and whisper-hissed for assistance.

“Dari…”

Saying the name sufficed. The young maid leaped off BJ and loosened the noose, then held up a glass of thick sweet wine.

“Drink, mistress.”

After catching her breath and soothing her throat, Julia wriggled her bound elbows.

“Thank you, my dear. Free me completely please. I know we’ve just begun. But I’ve had a breakthrough I need to pursue. For that I require the use of my lawful spouse, the bane of my childhood. You may stay and play with this sybian or retire as you desire.”

“The great mistress is gracious!” Darianne purred as she tugged at that other slipknot. “I will certainly stay if I may.”

Feet freed last, Julia gasped as she eased off cock and saddle.

“Then please, before we switch over, wipe both mounts down for me. It’s nothing personal toward you of course…”

“Say no more, boss.”

While Dari took a towel to every soiled surface, Julia tidied her own body. Then she reached up for the tight bun atop her head and let her hair all cascade down around her face in the most sultry fashion she could manage. Fixing bound BJ with a laser-hot gaze, she slinked and strutted the few feet to where he waited with a not-unpleasant inner churning stirring her up anew. Caged cock bobbing comically, he faced her approach with open incredulity. Pouring herself into exuding erotic ardor, Julia smiled upon her hostage property.

“You’ve introduced me to (or helped me to explore) so many sensual pleasures so far in this marriage. You have my warmest thanks for that. Now I’d like to return us to the very first.”

Carefully the once-frigid Princess swung astride the chair and seated herself just as Darianne had. Oh, it felt good, being forked over even this minimally male animal’s warmth! Her smile began to smolder.

“You kissed me once in front of everybody, to consecrate our union. I kissed your mouth once in reward, after you finally accepted your sexual destiny as my pegging pet. Those are the only kisses I’ve ever experienced. Not once in my life have I touched tongues or had a real ‘make out’ session.”

“Your enjoyment is criminally overdue, beautiful Julia.”

BJ’s voice was between a croak and a squeak. His eyes gazed up at her in adoring disbelief.

She could feel his branded length twitching madly under her dampening weight. Rather than trigger any revulsion however, the pressing together of their genitals actually excited Julia. With a heady rush of lust (and maybe even the other l-word) for this utterly defeated lifelong enemy, she leaned in, clasped his face in her hands and began kissing his lips like the eagerest of experimenting adolescents.


Jen

This time she wasn’t going to miss anything!

Still cursing the fact that she’d only seen her idiot twin almost kill herself the day following that strangely fortunate fiasco, remotely watching Jen was the only one not mounted.

Sitting up in an ordinary chair with a bottle of wine, wearing a simple robe while she monitored the progress of her quickly ripening plot in real time, she took a puff of THC to heighten her excitement and sharpen her insight. Blowing it out and setting down her vape pen, Jen shook her head again at the mind-boggling irony of Julia barely escaping dying accidentally.

Unfortunately the aftermath had happened out in the bedroom, in a spot not well covered by her cameras. No matter how often she played it or ran enhancements, it was difficult to pick up much of what Julia and her maid had said to each other between bouts of bawling.

Jen had been wondering for some time if her sister would succumb to the little bi’s charms; so far she had not. Jennifer could take or leave gay sex herself: men were preferable, but in a pinch, what the hell. In any case, Julia becoming diverted that way could seriously complicate matters. Jen had suspense enough just waiting to see how ol’ Super-bitch dealt with all the other forces and feelings so recently unleashed in her.

Alerted by the calls from Dottie and their father, she hadn’t needed the new alerts she’d set to monitor the audio volume picked up by the camera in the closet. She had all the time in the world to get set up to see how her scheme was proceeding, even opening a new notebook file to quickly take down ideas for adjusting her culminating plans if needed.

Also open was the extensive spreadsheet where she recorded both rewards and punishments earned by her slave-in-training’s daily behavior. This was so bare of recent demerits that Jen wanted to pleasure that adorable new androgyne out of his sissy mind for herself.

Super-bitch had done such a fantastic job on him! And he in turn had unknowingly opened fatal vulnerabilities in her. Secure in her authority as key-holder, flushed with the certainty of success and feeling magnanimous, Jennifer expected to keep her jealousy easily leashed through this latest lesson. By staying a bit clinical and keeping her own passions dampened, she should be able to get through such a crucial interlude without any undue urges toward violent homicide. And there was always the spectacle of Darianne riding Master Under-Rammer to distract her. Still Jen’s knuckles whitened as she increased the volume, turning the sound up loud enough to hear every lip-smack and gasp as her no-longer-so-despicable twin learned to appreciate the ageless appeal of an extended kissing session.


Julia

She was a gourmand at a smorgasbord, gorging. Only the comestibles never lessened. And it felt like the emptiness within could never be filled.

Almost unnoticed until now, both that hunger and its needy appeasement seized her with a ceaseless zeal. Reveling on several levels in the exploration of this awakening, Julia kept from acknowledging any troublesome developments while wallowing in the incredible sensual pleasures. Forget how icky she’d always considered extensively swapping spit; soul-kissing (especially with such an expert) was so unbelievably worth it! Not even the worst germophobe could demur.

The way BJ sucked on her invading tongue, or ran his own up between her lips and gum sent her skin rippling. So many wonderful nuances and novelties to this exercise compelled her attention it was easy to ignore the deeper yearnings burning to the fore. Indeed any kind of self-examination at all was impossible while long-neglected instincts were suddenly running riot. Her body responding on its own while her mind could only marvel, Julia smooched and slurped and sucked in turn on a tongue that more properly belonged swiping muck off her boots or cleaning out the deep reaches of her bung. Still she dispensed her blessings as if possessed. And of course mindlessly vigorous kissing was just the beginning.

By this point the ‘fondling in a dark closet’ stage seemed superfluous. Julia was already writhing in place, rubbing their bodies salaciously together. Damn how it made her stiff nipples tingle, grinding them against BJ’s chain and clamps! Remembering Dari’s example (and that of her twin) at last inspired her to break away long enough to rub those tits in his face, to batter the bitch all about before latching on again. Only this time she fastened to his throat.

Finding the hot fast throb of his pulsing carotid, she sucked as hard as she could, determined to leave her own garish stigmata even as she fantasized of vampirism. And when the keening victim under her stiffened and lifted at the hips she ground her own down until she was roughly humping her antagonist’s brand. Oh my gushing glands!

It didn’t matter that she was rubbing her clit on her sister’s signature. Bless her forever, it didn’t even bother her how slickly slippery their genitals were getting. The pleasure was just too intense. And when she left her fresh red wound to go back to soul-kissing again it got even better. With BJ moaning deliriously and gasping worshipful curses with every hastily snatched breath, surging affection for her most valued possession beautifully repudiated decades of hate. Only most belatedly did Super-bitch finally understand how vastly ardor enhanced the already sensational pleasures of sexual expression. So potent was the burning bursting within that she had to break their lip-lock again to put her yearning into words.

“This new you…I like the pretty sissy. I live to hurt the jerk you were. That will never lapse. But I might like doing this even more, at least once in a blue moon.”

“There have been changes for the better in us both, beloved. I adore and admire my nemesis now. I want to be your obedient peon for a billion sweet eons.”

“Then let us celebrate all the fantastic progress we have made. We do it by making tender reverent love to one another rather than just fucking.”

“I believe that’s what we’ve been doing, my goddess-spouse.”

“That’s what it looks like,” chimed in Darianne.

Completely ignored in their absorption, she was climbing back off the sybian. “I’m going to leave you to it. This should be a special time alone together.”

Like a shadow fleeing flame she was gone. Julia barely noticed. With fresh recognitions cleansing old animosities nearly completely, she only had eyes for the body bound beneath her. Rather than further remark on the obvious she seized immediately on another sensual pleasure she’d hitherto stupidly eschewed.

“You know what? No one’s ever sucked on my boobs. Maybe we should try a bit of first-time nursing too.”

“Servicing you is what I exist to do – that and suffer your righteous judgment.”

“Here, then…

“…ooooohhhhh!”

In a way it was like the kissing.

Hot as her hard nipple was, his wetness couldn’t quench this but only made her burn worse. Long, slow, deep pulls on one of her most hyper-erogenous spots drew drawn-out, disbelieving moan after moan from her, while the urgent twitching against her clit kept Julia humping back almost automatically. Oh that felt so fabulous! And when BJ broke away to lick and kiss and even gently gnaw that nipple a bit before slurping her in again she actually cried out quietly. At last she wrenched it away, rubbed it all over his face and replaced it with its identical. Immediately her property treated it just as wonderfully.

Back and forth between boobs, between servicing and battering and kissing-kissing-kissing they switched, not at random but guided by an almost telepathic attraction. As expert as he was inspired, BJ splurge-urged her wordlessly on to each succeeding need-peak, until even such exquisite bliss as this grew insufficient.

At last Julia wrenched back from their most ravenous suction-lock yet. Rather than bury that kisser between her breasts, batter it all about with them or again begin getting them so splendidly pleasured, the ardent initiate could only cast her head back with a manic gasp. Shoulders up and squared, back arched with those big bobbing boobs thrust proudly out, Julia gave in entirely to timeless primal rhythms. Soon she couldn’t concentrate on anything beyond the sensations in her glans as she rubbed it so furiously against her husband.

That included any consideration of how slippery-sticky they were both getting. Only a surprisingly fierce species of possessive affection animated her actions. Perhaps gratitude even intruded too, for suddenly this simple humping felt better than any sex ever.

This was indeed exactly what had been missing from her crippled erotic life. And this was no doubt what she’d always most envied in her enemies, though pride and hate had blinded her to the source of her pain. Uplifted spiritually as much as sexually by this fresh epiphany, Julia felt unprecedented transcendence beckoning. And of course orgasm came swift and glorious.

Achieved with no penetration on the part of either partner, this nevertheless pealed disbelievingly ecstatic shrieks from her, while the frenzied energy being expended eventually propelled their shared chair right over to rest against the closest shelf. Better yet, after the last wracking spasm, even after her convulsive squirting had thoroughly soaked them both, her hopelessly doting devotion still left no room in her for undue anxiety or revulsion.

After all, what was a little mingling of liquids between lovers? Wetted together or not, all she wanted to do for the moment was rest atop her precious hostage’s body and catch enough breath to begin kissing him all over again.

Slave BJ risked a characteristic bit of impertinence first.

“You’re definitely infinitely better, beloved. And getting better every hour. My soul sings with pride – so honored to be the vehicle whereby you claim all the heaven you’ve been denied. My goddess is beyond divine in her blossoming blessedness. I love you so much, gorgeous.”

“And I value you immeasurably, my old enemy.”

Super-bitch heard herself saying this astounding thing. Then again a sudden poignant pain struck her like a spike to the heart – or maybe that was the feeling of some poisonous icicle being withdrawn after all these years. Immediately she was weeping the sweet relief of the freed, Princess Julia mumbling the truth wonderingly between nibbles on those plump, nimble lips.

“No it’s more. I… I… l-l-love you. I really do. From our first kiss in the church you’ve served me perfectly. You’ve suffered justice so graciously, given up everything to me. And you’ve taught me so fucking much –especially this last, best lesson yet – the true key to infinite and eternal ecstasy! Who could have guessed that love could be an even better motivator, a more powerful sensation enhancer, than even hate-fueled revenge? Oh, I’ve made such enormous progress today! I’m not grossed out by our intimacy even now. Thank you, thank you, thank you, my irreplaceable mate!”

“Your joy is my euphoria goddess. I can’t imagine feeling any happier either.”

Ravenously she latched on. Lavishly she ravished him. For like twenty additional minutes. All the while Julia marveled as much at the romance flooding her as at the physical pleasure. If only she could have left wonderful enough alone! Unfortunately a giddy bit of playfulness led inevitably into thickets of competitiveness that threatened to ruin everything.

Stupid Super-bitch!


BJ

Securely bound, straddled and squashed down, BJ was soaring through storied glories.

No script could depict the bliss inspired by his goddess’ kisses. After so much endlessly sustained cruelty her favor was like a deluge in the desert, scouring away all recognizable terrain. Even the squeezing of his pinched penis was sweet. Maniacally desperate as he was for carnal release (which his burgeoning love only worsened), BJ was exalted now to offer up this need-agony in payment of his infinite debt to this deity. For despite the fathomless depths of his devotion, it quickly became clear he’d remain forever in arrears.

From those constant kisses Princess Julia moved on to emulating that earlier ear nibbling. Finally with a giant sigh she rested atop him, chins nestled on overlapping shoulders. Unexpectedly she giggled like the kid she’d hardly been.

“That was faaaan-tastic. Not quite as exciting as strangle-orgasming while the house burns down, but a bit more sustainable maybe. How about you baby? Was that faux-fuck fun or what?”

“Better than a beer in the driest desert.”

“No kidding. Be honest now – was it better than being with Darianne?”

“I was doing my duty with Dari. I was being blessed by my goddess just now. There is no earthly way to compare them.”

“Nonsense. Answer me, sissy!”

A bite on the earlobe warned BJ to make it diplomatic.

“Your breasts are immeasurably better. Her lips are fuller and she has more practice kissing. But the passion we have between us is all that matters. As you’ve just discovered, love is the best aphrodisiac of all. She could be Playmate of the Millennium and I’d still prefer my divine wife.”

“All right, smooth talker. How do I compare with Jennifer then? You’ve loved your fiery rebel key-holder forever. Since we were toddlers at least.”

“Please let’s not do this Goddess.”

“No. I demand to know.” Julia sat back upright, glaring imperiously down. “Tell me who’s better in bed!”

BJ wasn’t through trying excuses.

“Well, with your sister I was always able to get erect, get inside her and to climax as well. Don’t you think that skews things somewhat?”

“Set that variable aside then. Other than penetration and ejaculation, what differences exist making love to me rather than my twin?”

Defeated, BJ scrabbled frantically for politic honesty, all while hazel rage waited to blaze.

“I love the novelty of how your body is totally unmodified. After all of Jen’s tattoos, and tasting metal with every lick and kiss of erogenous flesh, making love to someone so utterly unembellished, even unblemished; you seem so beautifully pristine to me. It really enhances your aura of untouchable divinity.”

“I see.” Still his wife would not relent. “So much for our bodies. How about technique?”

“First of course, it’s wonderfully fun and exciting, not to mention flattering and gratifying, to help belatedly awaken an insanely desirable lady to all the splendid pleasures available to her. Especially once one has had a chance to become rather jaded rather young.”

“But…?”

“But it can be much less clumsy once the lovers have had a chance to adjust to each other, to learn what most thrills the other. Like a minute ago you were nibbling on my ear. You have no way of knowing yet, but that really turns me on, especially when you slather your tongue around in there and then expel hot breath into the cool wetness. Like, shudders run through me nearly every time. Understanding each other’s quirks and comforts so precisely takes repetition and communication; it takes the glorious adventure of developing a deep history of intimacy. We will get to that point. And we’ll enjoy the process immensely – if my goddess allows.”

All this careful poetry was wasted, alas.

“So you’re saying that right now you still prefer Jennifer!”

“Please don’t put words in my mouth, my perfection from heaven.”

“Then tell me straight: which of us would you rather be with?”

“I have not altered what I espoused before. My ideal dream is to belong you equally; for the three of us to live here in blessed harmony. I want you to peg me together forever.”

Even as he professed this vision, BJ felt anew the rush of horror that always accompanied the memory of Jen’s dread intentions. Sororicide! Still he could not dare to confess the evermore nebulous contents of that incriminating letter. This most fundamental dishonesty tormented him horribly, making BJ squirm further under spousal pressure.

“You really think such a ridiculous thing is possible?”

“I never thought it possible I’d come to worship your raping erection. Or succumb to being an effeminate sissy so easily.”

“That’s because you’re weak, you obsequious cocksucker,” came the scornful retort. “Jennifer and I are an entirely different breed of creature. We’ll be at each other’s throats until one of us has torn the other’s out.”

“Please don’t feel that way, precious. Don’t say or even think such terrible things.”

“Hold up there. Did you just give me a goddamn order?”

“I implored you most adoringly.”

“You outright ordered me, and now you’re daring to argue about it.”

“I’m supremely sorry. It was unforgivable to do either one.”

“And you wounded me deeply. You admit you still prefer my wicked sister. She still owns your ultimate fealty.”

“That’s not—”

“Are you about to gaslight again?”

BJ lapsed into whipped contrition.

Super-bitch glowered at his cowering.

“So much for our wonderful loving breakthrough. Suddenly I feel soiled beyond bearing.”

“I’m sorry again. What may I do to atone?”

“You can meditate on your sins in the punishment cell, rather than spending the night in my cuddling clutch. How’s that for a start?”

“All day tomorrow too, if that’s what it takes to prove the purity of my worship to you.”

“So be it, bitch. Let’s go get you tied upside down and all. I may even blindfold you this time. Then I’m going to take an absolutely scalding shower, scrub my virginity raw and finally cry myself to sleep, alone. Maybe I’ll dream of a faithful mate, one who loves me exclusively. I doubt I’ll find such a prize when I wake.”




Chapter Eight

Penetrating Enemy Territory


Jen

The moment her soul-mate was out of sight in his cell, Jennifer began closing files and programs. Grimly considering the list of demerits just added, she balanced these against the loyalty just displayed and decided not to wait. It was time to perform her own kind of test.

Besides, much as she’d wanted to murder them both at times tonight, BJ and Super-bitch were but puppets on her strings. It was hard to blame her baby given the position in which she’d placed him. And awakening Super-bitch to sensuality as well as sadism was integral to ending her family tyranny. Indeed rewarding BJ was on the agenda as much as his punishing and testing.

He could also use a bit of manliness restoration. And he needed a reminder of how exquisite were the pleasures being withheld from him. Jen shut everything down or left it on automatic and then jumped up, excited to get the long-anticipated infiltration mission underway.

She took a hurried but thorough shower, removing all her jewelry and cleaning every piercing in the process. After using the same brand of lotion Julia favored Jen dressed in only a close-fitting but stretchy set of dark gray sweats, along with sturdy but stealthy black canvas sneakers. Grabbing the small backpack she’d assembled earlier, the infiltrator locked up behind her and took the smallest of her motorcycles, a quiet, unobtrusive Suzuki, by back ways to the rear of the estate where she’d been raised. Killing the motor, she let momentum carry her off the road and into the sheltering tree belt.

Extracting a small flashlight from her pack, she stashed the bike behind a particularly dense thicket. Then hooding the light’s beam she followed it to the tree she’d marked previously. Dousing the light, she fixed it to her forearm by way of an attached Velcro strap. Then she jumped for the lowest branch and began climbing.

Soon she was standing on one increasingly springy limb and holding onto the one above, edging her way out over the fence. Slender but strong, each held easily until she felt comfortable with the jump. Then Jennifer crouched to clutch the limb between her feet before slipping free to dangle underneath. Back and forth she swung like a pendulum, accumulating momentum. At last she let go, arcing out over the treacherous ground.

Not even attempting to land on her feet, unwilling to risk a debilitating leg twist, the childhood gymnast hit the grass rolling, well past the buried security sensors. She came up with barely a lost breath, grinning victory.

Super-bitch was truly deluded to think she could keep her out of here. And BJ must suffer appropriately for the mad passion he lavished on their enemy even as he was rewarded for resisting her efforts to suborn him. All pending upon his passage of this latest challenge naturally…

It was the blackest dark of the night. Still Mistress Jennifer waited patiently until a vast raft of clouds crept across the crescent moon and most of the stars. Extremely unlikely as it was that anyone might be looking out a window, she was taking no chances. First moving cautiously across the grounds from cover to cover, she at last darted over the final stretch of already dewy grass to the shrub-shrouded cellar window she’d compromised before leaving.

With its locking latch disabled, its magnetic contact rewired and even its hinges generously oiled, this frosted pane of pebbled glass swung up and out without even a sound. Five feet long by eighteen inches high, the opening was easy enough to slither through, particularly since just below and inside was the top of a stack of roofing shingles. After carefully closing up behind her, Jen rolled over and dropped to her feet in a storage room largely unused since the end of the last big renovations.

Switching on the flash she looked around. Dust coated the boxes and bins and stacks of building supplies she remembered. She’d swear even the old vermin baits scattered about remained in the exact same places.

Silently exultant, Jen danced the Mashed Potatoes in her sneakers a moment. Then displacing more dust she went to a shelf of painting equipment and pulled down a pile of drop-cloths. Still grinning widely in the dimness, she doused the light and used the stiff musty canvas to create a comfortable nest she could snuggle into. Removing her backpack full of snacks she extracted a plastic bottle of juice and took a drink. Then, infiltration achieved, she settled in with her phone (using her twin’s own wireless, ha!) to wait and doze away the hours until day.


Julia

Super-bitch was totally in control when Julia rose.

Deeply aggrieved that her husband still clung to her twin after everything they’d just shared, she didn’t bother checking in on him while she showered and dressed. She didn’t even want to think about him until her inner hurt found a balm, preferably in long hours of over-deferred work. Daddy was a meddling bastard but correct, there wasn’t any excuse for some of their recent numbers. Let the sissy serve the sentence he suggested. She would get things back on track at the office and then consider what should be done about her unfaithful slave. Pulling the door of the master bedroom shut behind her, she ran into Darianne in the hallway. Perfect.

“I’m afraid you’ll have to do without BJ today. He’d rather remain in his penitent’s cell until I return. Just leave cleaning the suite for him to take care of later. Any other chores you had planned for him can wait ‘til tomorrow or whenever.”

“I understand ma’am.” Dari’s eyes cautiously gauged her state. “Is everything okay?”

“Of course it is, dear. Just tell Antonia dinner will be at five-thirty. Then you ladies can take your ease for a day as well. Let me be the one to slave away again.”

That she certainly did, at first.

From the moment the chauffer dropped her at the door Julia focused in like a laser on accomplishing one unfinished project after another. Though her own recent inattention was to blame, she showed her employees no leeway when errors were uncovered, and even Evelyn got the sharp side of her tongue once or twice. In meeting after meeting her morning was spent in productive contention, which not only let her vent while bettering the company she was supposed to be running but distracted her admirably from the pressures of that underlying upset.

“Damn it, Janice, look at this mess! No wonder you can’t find anything…

“Tonya, why the hell didn’t you tell me that lawyer from the state called again?

“I know it’s a risk, Evelyn, but I distinctly remember telling you to go ahead with it. I’d appreciate you not unilaterally overruling me in my absence…

“Christ this coffee sucks! Where’s that office bitch when he’s needed? He could at least make a perfect pot every time!”

Finally the tyrant retreated to her inner sanctum.

Catching up on her correspondence, necessary as it was, unfortunately proved less diverting. Every sip of the mud in her mug was another reminder of who hadn’t made it – the last thing she wanted. Yet there was no hope for it. Each such reference begat reflection, recollection, soon restlessness and eventually even regret.

Rather than nurturing the hurt of the night’s finish, Julia unintentionally found herself reveling in better memories. She’d made so much progress after all! Until she’d become upset, the soaking she’d given them both hadn’t triggered her revulsion at all! And oh by the way, all that kissing and titty play was awfully transcendent as well. If only she’d remained content with the wonderful discovery of how love truly did make sex so incredibly better!

Anyone with the skills could have taught her to kiss and enjoy using her tits. Darianne would have done it delightedly. But only her reluctant husband could have imparted the larger lesson. Because other than her deceased mother and elderly Dorothy, BJ was the only being in the world she’d ever loved.

As recognition of that fact returned, so did the stiletto of pain in her breast.

For a second Super-bitch was in jeopardy of bawling right in her office. Fighting for control by recalling her beloved’s admitted preference for Jennifer seemed paradoxical, but it worked. Damn him! Fury returned enough to tamp down the torment. And in its clarity a fiery determination surfaced.

BJ might be resisting her wishes still. But she had possession of him and Jennifer didn’t.

As he’d so weasely protested, with time and experience would come ever deeper intimacy. Far as they’d come already, this game (and her marriage) was still in its infancy. And except for that talismanic key, she held all the pieces.

So descended regret.

Despite this last bit of recalcitrance, BJ had given her so much. And he really was an exceptionally gracious slave, not to mention the perfect pegging pig.

Who could ever bathe and massage her, tongue-clean her feet and bung, or suck her cock and clit so inexhaustibly and well? Receptive and accepting of her authority absolutely, he never once attempted to rebel. Whatever would she do without him now, after becoming so dependent on his ingratiating submission? The more she considered this question, the more regret began to grow into outright anxiety.

She should have checked on her sissy before she left him.

It was dangerous to leave her property unattended for so long. Suffocation was always a threat with suspension bondage. What if he got tangled somehow? She should at least call home and have Darianne or Peggy make sure he was okay. But then she’d told the maids to take the day off, damn it all. They might have gone back to bed, out for a pizza or anything else.

Besides, her restlessness wouldn’t settle for just secondhand reassurance.

The only way she was ever going to supplant her twin in her slave’s personal pantheon would be through patience and shared intimacy, you say? The more they made love, the closer they would inevitably grow. So what exactly are you waiting for, nympho? Why not dart back home in lieu of lunch herself? She could cut her lover’s unjust punishment short, ride his impotent hide to another fabulous orgasm (or four) and be back at work with most of the afternoon still ahead of her. Evelyn would barely notice her absence.

She’d get her newfound kissing fix in too, thought Julia, her nipples suddenly tingling sympathetically as she texted her chauffer. And this time she wouldn’t spoil everything by bringing her despicable little sister into the mix!


Jen

Said little sister was awakened somewhat earlier by racket of a riding lawnmower. Curled in her canvas nest, she’d grinned afresh.

Surely any evidence of her passage across the grass was being obliterated. And the old Irishman whose job it was to mow had been admonished in the past for unobservant carelessness. Before getting going however the interloper brought up her phone and began methodically checking every security camera on the estate for aberrant activity.

She could hardly believe her luck.

The groundskeepers might be out and about. The guards were surely on station. But otherwise inside the place appeared deserted. Thanks to a handy land-line extension, she could even hear (if not see) the majordomo and cook having a light brunch in the kitchen. Everyone else seemed to be absent, or in their offices or private quarters.

Alfred might be monitoring his screens, all showing empty hallways, rooms and galleries. Jen wouldn’t have bet much on his vigilance in the busiest of times, but she was prepared for anomalies regardless. Before she made her move she’d send a signal to scramble the cameras for fifteen minutes – long enough to cover a trip to the master suite, short enough to be missed or dismissed upon the system’s reactivation. First however she was starved!

Jennifer devoured a competitor’s breakfast of fruit juice and energy bars in like, seconds. She crawled out of her makeshift nest and spent several minutes doing stretching exercises, limbering up as though for a workout.

Afterwards she used deodorant and mouthwash, both her picky sister’s insisted-upon brands. Returning these to her pack, she extracted a small mirror, with the help of which she used a black silk scarf to wrap up and conceal her exotic hairstyle. There was nothing she could do about all her tattoos but in another piece of seemingly destined serendipity, Super-bitch had blindfolded BJ as part of his latest punishment. Feeling the trip-hammer beat of her anticipation quickening, it was all Jen could do then to take a precautionary listen back in on the conversation in the kitchen, just to be a hundred-percent certain…

It seemed she was rolling all sevens. She only had to sit through a few banal exchanges before the remaining staff confirmed things for her.

“Nice to have it so quiet today.”

“It’s nice to not have to cook for anybody until dinnertime. I’m going to squirrel away all afternoon with a good book. I told Alfred and Ramon they were on their own.”

“Where did all the maids go again?”

“Out to look for new uniforms or something – something less cutesy I guess.”

“And the ridiculous sissy?”

“Back in the doghouse no doubt.”

They laughed nastily and began clinking spoons through fruit salads.

Jen had heard enough. Still she kept the app up, using the building’s own electronics to scout as much of the route before her as possible before finally sending the signal to scramble the cameras. Then she was slipping silently from her store room, headed for the nearest cellar steps.

Moving quickly but with all possible caution through the huge house she knew better than any other structure, Jen arrived undetected at the master suite within six minutes. She’d made it with almost ten left – and now should have hours of privacy ahead. Once through the door she closed it firmly behind her but unfortunately couldn’t lock it.

Ironically the lock had been removed to stop their father from bolting it against his nurses. Pausing only to un-scramble the cameras and pull off her backpack, the successful trespasser hurried straight over to her sister’s fabled torture wardrobe. Opening the door (newly mirrored on the inside, nice) she tossed her pack aside and placed her phone on a shelf, positioned to record everything for the jilted wife’s eventual delight.

Okay now, deep breath. Suppress the runaway excitement enough to get your ass in character. Time for the ultimate test here. It took her maybe thirty seconds longer than expected. But when the gorgeous goddess stripped off her raiment and went to claim her slave, it was in the adopted identity of her doomed doppelganger.

Jen-as-Julia

None of her cameras covered the inside of the old shower stall. Upon throwing the bolts and opening the door, and seeing for the first time the modifications made, Mistress Jennifer had to hand it to the twin she was impersonating.

Hung up inverted, contorted into bodily knots by the tight cords trussing him, spattered and dripping all over with the chill water constantly drizzling down, hugely gagged with a perforated plastic ball, the former Joshua Hawkins Jr. was paying properly for his costly fealty. At least the wide, treated leather blindfold buckled about his brow spared him the glare of the un-shaded white lights blazing down.

Already horny with adventure, the sight of her property suffering so severely in her name turned the rescuer on so much she almost broke character before even beginning her act.

She was Princess Julia, damn it, full of romance and contrition! Taking another deep, centering breath, she reached in to turn off the water. Belatedly realizing the prisoner must have been pissing down his twisted torso all night, she turned it on all the way first, showering him off well. Then she killed the flow and went to work on her wavering slave.

“I’ve changed my mind, my brave ex-knave. I realize how unfair I’ve been after you’ve helped me heal so well. I just couldn’t leave you being miserable in here any longer. Besides, nothing at the office lately seems nearly as compelling as working out the issues around my former frigidity, and soon-to-be ex-virginity. So what do you say we go back to that chair where we made so much recent headway?”

Pulling the ball-gag free, Jen-as-Julia was delighted to hear her mate accept the charade unthinkingly.

“Whatever you decree, my gorgeous goddess. Servicing you is a divine boon. Thank you a million times for a returning so soon!”

“You are in high esteem with me currently. I recommend you curb any further impertinence. Do nothing to disrupt what wonders might be coming.”

BJ fell obediently dumb.

Working out which ropes would release and lower him without choking or dropping him presented a challenge, making the imposter goddess doubly glad of the blindfold, which hid her unfamiliarity with the system. Somehow she got the miscreant free and wrestled out onto a couple of towels. Then as she’d seen her twin and the maids do she used another towel or two to dry the cripple off and rub some function back into stiffened joints and limbs. Remaining safely quiet throughout this process, she finished with the sternest admonition.

“I’m leaving my nice blindfold on you. I’m doing it so you can let your imagination run riot. Under no circumstances will you try to remove it or defeat its purpose. Speak your honest agreement, peon.”

“My goddess’ word is gospel. Never will I willingly rebel.”

“So you always swear. Come along with me then. I want to test that, along with some other things you said last night.”

Catching his hands, she helped BJ to his feet. Still holding these, she led him into the closet, seated him in his chair, pulled those prettily manicured hands behind him and used her own pink-trimmed wedding present to cuff them there. Seeing that the impotent was already bobbing as pathetically erect as possible, Jen couldn’t help fondling him, rubbing her brand, jacking the shaft, listening to her peon moan in insupportable torment.

How long had her retired horn-dog gone?

Long enough to make his sadistic soul-mate insanely aroused herself by imagining his distress. Whether it was in character or not, a gloating laugh burst from her. She waggled his metal-pinched head about a bit more, until his moans keened into a hopeless cry and her wet pussy couldn’t wait anymore. Then just as her twin and her maid before had done, she sat straddling that throbbing brand.

After a gasp of expansive satisfaction, she proceeded with the plan.


Julia

The damn ride had just dragged by! But here she was at Withered Elms at last. Brimming with the headiest of anticipatory thrills, the lady of the house now hurried straight for the palatial marital chamber.

Not bothering to close the door behind her, she kicked off her shoes and dropped her handbag on the nearest table. She’d taken three luckily soundless steps further in when she was suddenly alerted to certain shenanigans.

At the same moment Super-bitch realized the door to her torture wardrobe was open, she heard a familiar laugh from in there, followed by the unmistakable cry of her slave in unbearable estrus. Thinking in that first instant that it must be Darianne daring this illicit tryst, she was on the cusp of calling out an angry challenge when delayed recognition froze her in place.

That sounded way too much like the way a mischievous Jennifer laughed! And Dari would never cross her like that. Brenda knew better too, no matter how sex-starved she’d once been. Somehow her goddamn sister had passed right through security again, this time to cheat with her husband in her own fucking bedroom!

And here she’d been coming back to seduce his heart away from her.

The level of offense on the part of both her enemies was so astronomical it was a wonder that Super-bitch didn’t go instantly supernova, before collapsing into a mindless black hole of fatally attractive hate. Instead she counted slowly to ten, then back to zero again. Then, husbanded rage only tenuously contained, she slipped as quietly as she could into the other closet, where she kept the Korth .38 revolver formerly stored in her father’s nightstand.

Loading the cylinder was silent and took only seconds. Then she was creeping back toward the torture wardrobe, feeling perfectly justified in shooting (or at least arresting) any trespasser. As she eased closer, Julia noticed the angle changing on the newly mirrored door – she’d be able to see them soon, but they might also notice her.

Undecided whether to attempt to spy on them or go for immediate confrontation, Julia held up to listen again. Only then did she realize something a bit stranger than just repeated infidelity was occurring. What the fuck was that brazen hussy up to?

“We’re going to do it just like we did last night, when you said I wasn’t as good as your precious Jennifer.”

Huh? Overhearing this order seemingly coming from herself, Super-bitch just had to ease close enough to see. Her caution was unwarranted. BJ still wore the blindfold she’d put on him last night and the marriage-wrecker seated astride him had her back to her – a back marked with tattoos that left no doubt of her identity. Jesus jumping jackrabbits!

Who needed a crappy-quality security camera now?

She could watch these…these…people make love live, and neither would have a clue she knew. Confronted in the rutting flesh with her literal worst nightmare – not to mention the usurpation of her exact intentions in returning – it was another sheer miracle that Super-bitch didn’t just charge in with a barrage of artillery. Yet Jenny had her fucked-up hair hidden. And her next words betrayed that this wasn’t just some role playing game…

“You said you and Jennifer knew exactly what you each preferred, that it was one of the very few differences between us. Well, let’s get to work on our own learning curve. And in the process, if we make sufficient progress, maybe we can even try eliminating that other variable you mentioned.”

Ah, so the crafty cooze was actively impersonating her!

What budding voyeur, what troubled young virgin, what intensely envious and murderously jealous wife could resist a setup like this? Whatever her ultimate purpose here, Jennifer was clearly about to provide a most educative, possibly even therapeutic show for her.

Either that or she’d goad her big sister into committing bloody murder. In any case, what incredibly intense suspense!


BJ

Poor BJ’s head was spinning like a ballerina – one of them was anyway.

The other head, the one confined by gold and titanium, was screaming with competing need and glee at being nestled between divine cheeks once again. From dangling inverted in the most horrible torture to married heaven in seemingly seconds was just too fantastic a reversal of circumstances to grapple with.

Either he was still in a stupor and dreaming this, or love had opened floodgates in his wife, releasing an emotional torrent that could turn her into an entirely different person. Enthroned atop his crotch, grinding against his brand, Julia bestowed the most ardent smooches along with her panted thanks.

“Without you I’d still be infinitely bitter and frigid. I’d have no idea pegging was even a thing, much less the best interpersonal connection ever. I’d never have had my sore feet rubbed and my toes sucked, not to mention my clit and erection. Even the joyous release of beating you would’ve been denied me.”

“It’s all been my eagerest delight, deity!”

“Shut up, sissy. Never interrupt your ruling mistress.”

BJ lapsed into just enjoying those kisses: so long, sweet and deep. In due course his reigning potentate deigned to declaim. And the most hostile possible bombshell dropped.

“So after our latest big breakthrough, I feel it’s time to revisit an absolutely heretical request you once made. Only a few weeks into your training, you begged me to cut your sinful penis free. And just last night you said you couldn’t rate me against Jen because with her you always got erect and up inside of that slutty diseased cunt.

“Well, maybe that made me reconsider.” A pregnant pause came while she nibbled on the end of his nose. Then: “How about this for a bargain? I will indeed cut your penis free. I’ll allow you to finish healing me by taking my belated virginity. And after that, for the rest of our lives, you and I will live as man and wife, in the biblical sense this time.

“That means regular traditional intercourse with mutual orgasms galore in store. Sound pretty paradisiacal? I certainly think so. And the only thing I require in return is for you to honestly renounce that wicked Mistress Jennifer.

“You will love me, Julia, exclusively. You’ll honor all of your marriage vows, and never attempt to see or speak to my evil double again. From now on it must just be the couple of us, devotedly in love as our parents always intended.

“Let that evil, irresponsible deviant go back off to hell in her own way. Seriously, look at what that psychotic cunt condemned you to! Say you’ll be my mate in truth and I’ll go right now and get the bolt-cutters from where I left them resting on our marriage bed.”

The kisses finally quit.

Silence fell but for the heavy breathing of the Supreme Being that was now beseeching for his complete allegiance. Still she deliciously ground their genitals together, emphasizing the incredible ecstasy that could be at best just seconds ahead.

Ohhh, PLEASE!

Long months of abstinence into a likely life sentence of impotence, BJ wanted, needed to simply scream his keening disbelief to the cruelly tempting heavens.

He was an alcoholic locked inside a liquor store, a coke fiend finding a boatful of blow on his own beach. Or he was a Catholic priest put in charge of the kindergarten.

The aptness of that last gave BJ the self-hatred to resist for those crucial first few minutes. Blessed be his submissive destiny, for this paid off in salvation, mostly due to his beloved’s impatience.

“Well, Blow-Job Jocelyn? What have you to say to me?”

“That I’m taking the time to examine my heart very carefully.”

“You gutless equivocator. Maybe this will help you to ‘come’ to a decision.”

Suddenly in addition to that seductive humping his blindfolded face was being beautifully boob-battered about, until finally a big stiff nipple smooshed its way across and into his mouth. Suckling as lustily as ever, BJ froze as the stakes insanely rose.

“Or how about this? Refuse my generous kindness and maybe I’ll have that part of you bearing my enemy’s mark cut away instead. I mean sliced free with this razor here and put down Antonia’s garbage disposal – or maybe mailed to the maiming monster who defaced it in the first place. Either way you’ll never need that conniving cunt’s key again. Then whether you love me or not, all you’ll have to look forward to will be endlessly degrading sodomy every day – and night – until you finally give up and die.”


BJ

The initial chill of this threat was definitely intense. But as that peak freeze passed, something about the phrasing set BJ’s brain to suddenly racing.

Vicious-tongued harridan that she was, Super-bitch rarely spoke like such a misogynist. And blindfold play had never yet been her forte. She reveled in using that flaying hazel gaze. From suckling on the nipple filling him up, the discerning husband began worrying that rubbery bud deliberately about with his tongue. It didn’t take him long to identify the four little opposing openings, holes where the crossed silver studs had been recently removed from their piercings.

Piercings?

Horrid disappointment took solace in extreme relief.

There was no need to choose here, or to weepy wheedle and plead.

This was no honest cock-opportunity but another exceedingly extreme test of his fealty. This wasn’t his newly loving wife astride his waist but his possibly murderously psychopathically jealous key-holder. Carefully BJ detached from that tit.

“I’ll take impotent sodomy forever, Mistress Jennifer, if that’s how I must prove my devotion to you. I love Julia now too, it’s true. But you’re my eternal soul-owner. Cut me free or cut it off and make me eat it, I don’t care. Just don’t use me to hurt my spouse anymore please. I no longer consider your wronged sister to be any kind of enemy.”

First came the surprised gasp, succeeded by the defeated laugh. Suddenly the blindfold was snatched off, leaving him blinking tears back. So many hours of unmitigated midnight! Too-clever Jennifer kissed him aggressively, followed by a playful if painful slap.

“You brainy bastard! How’d you figure it out?”

“Jules doesn’t say ‘cunt’ so much. Plus her nipples have never been pierced. And though you’re using her soap and lotion and such, now that I’m more aware I can smell that it’s you on top of me too. There’s only the subtlest difference between you two, probably due to your tastes in food. But I’ve known you both too long to be wrong.

“So do I pass your latest twisted test or what? And what else in Jupiter’s bluest moons are you here to do? Super-bitch is going to have an even worse conniption fit, and I barely survived my last venture into involuntary infidelity. Just when she was learning to cherish me too, as you seem so omnisciently aware. Would melting that heart of metal really be so terrible?”

BJ knew he’d gone too far. This time she bit his nose hard.

“Where on Earth did you learn such impertinence? I know my evil double doesn’t stand for that. How dare you question me or my plans for saving our relationship?”

“I’m sorry Mistress. You’re correct as always. I brought this on myself. I will say no more. How may I fulfill my glorious owner further?”

“You may groan and grunt and take tons of bludgeoning black junk, all while I publically cuckold you – and you can love every minute of it too. But for now we’re still busily fulfilling you. I’ve come here not only to reinforce your commitment to me, to remind you who your true owner is and most importantly to reward you for your courageous loyalty. However I also want to ensure you’re not turning completely sissy on me. After all, where’s the fun in depriving someone of something he’s no longer addicted to?”

Mistress Jennifer lifted.

From a fold of her headscarf she took that tiny, magnetically encoded key. She slipped it into its gratefully receptive slit. With a fierce flare of pain that cage was ripped away, set aside on the nearest shelf. Instantly flooding blood accelerated his swelling. Crying out unconsciously, BJ lurched against his cuffs as his long-suffering erection stretched ecstatically for heaven.

Oh, it seemed the briefest wafting breeze caressing that pulsing head would be enough to tap a come-gusher! This was proved euphorically untrue however. When Jennifer reached down to grip that rigidity and guide it inside, all his old libertine experience rose to the rescue.

“Don’t you dare soil me with any sissy-semen now,” warned his owner. “Any time you spew without my explicit permission, you can guarantee it will be your last orgasm ever.

“Now I know this will be difficult for you. It will surely vex me too, and I’m the one who gets to fuck around the clock if I want – big, brawny, horse-hung studs who bang me more brutally than a wimpy pansy like you could ever do.

“In any case, most of the mansion’s staff is absent. And Super-bitch isn’t due until late afternoon. We should have hours of privacy in here. So this time, instead of the traditional quickie, you and I are going to enjoy what’s going to be known as a ‘slowy’. Remember, I order you to warn me whenever you’re in danger of accidentally ejaculating!”

With that his ringed dingus was slipped through the slickest of lips. After a terrible eternity of the worst, most perverse yearnings, his turgid burning sank brand and all inside the sinister sister who’d inflicted that infinitely significant signature. And oh baby, but the exquisitely missed preciousness of those silken-wet sensations made it all so worth it!


Julia

Watching her husband throw his head back and cry out ecstasy as he slid inside her worst enemy, Super-bitch was burning up.

Her face was baking, so hot it felt radiant. Her crotch was a silk-swaddled swamp atop a Yellowstone fumarole; her nipples itched continuously. But it was inside that newly tender breast where the fire truly raged – there, and in her increasingly enflamed brain.

At first it had seemed things would be okay.

As reality entertainments went, this one had everything any good show-runner could have included: sex, suspense, treachery and an enormous emotional investment on the part of the audience. There were surprise twists too, oh yes, making that audience wonder why she’d never considered threatening either of the dire cuttings her impersonator suggested – perhaps because such duress would invalidate the result. At the same time she’d run the gamut from outrage and horror to pathetic love and hope as her husband was put to the ultimate loyalty test.

Would he choose the mooted ‘her’, faced with so much threat and incentive? And how extremely would Jennifer repay such a betrayal? Then when her mate proved more clever than Jen in dodging this obligation she’d been torn between enormous relief and equal pique at not receiving an answer either. Now however, bearing witness to the most explicit physical infidelity, the surging of far more primal urges were burning through her.

With love trumping even zealous possessiveness, jealous fury demanded immediate action. Only shooting was far too quick for the likes of these cretins. Watching BJ quiver and quaver helplessly as the CUNT began to hump him with the most deliberately languid rhythm, Super-bitch saw herself running in and instantly pistol-whipping the sick vixen insensate.

She dragged the invader off her gibbering slave. She tied her up as torturously as she could contrive, hung her from that overhead noose-winch and forced her to watch the lifelong-wronged wife slice that monogrammed organ off for real. Dangling there strangling she could see him eat it piecemeal, cursing her suggestion until her last scanty breath. Thanks for the practice and the mandate, you fucking cunt!

The dangers of prosecution never entered Super-bitch’s consideration. It was only prurient curiosity that held her revenge temporarily in check – or so she told herself. Eviscerating jealousy aside, there was something eerily compelling about seeing a near mirror image of herself engaged in vaginal intercourse.

Despite the flaying of her inner pain, she couldn’t tear her gaze away. It was just too easy to imagine herself so casually and enjoyably using her sexuality as the most pleasurable of marital weapons. Envy joined jealousy then, and even an aching inner sorrow for all that her dysfunction had cost her. Recalling her hopes that the coming show might be therapeutic, conflicted Julia gave herself permission for further admissions.

Furiously hurt or not, she was also unbearably turned on.

And why not? This was almost the exact scenario that haunted her nightmares, the foundational crack in her ‘asexual’ glacier. If she was ever to shatter its icy grip on her completely, she needed to continuously expand this vulnerability. After her insights the other night, she felt like one emerging from a lifelong tunnel into the light. Alas the only facet still lacking from those blackest of fantasies was the most necessary one: the hugely hung ebony studs so brutally raping the fear and hesitation, the misplaced hate and revulsion out of her.

The knife or noose at her neck was mostly symbolic she supposed – indicative of the end of her innocence or whatever. Julia didn’t need it like she suddenly missed Master Under-Rammer – or his closest human equivalent. Tormented by her need for demeaning rape-relief, the angry voyeur at last had to give in and obey an even more demanding inner imperative.

Julia switched the gun to her weaker left hand, blotting her palms in the process. Then she unclasped the ultra-fashionable skirt she’d worn to work and let it fall to the floor. If only she could reach one of those toys!


BJ

After learning to love perdition, being enveloped by heaven again was torture of a whole other order.

The requirement not to climax was so vastly taxing in anxiety that every next level of stupendous pleasure represented a horrendous threat. So tenuous was his self-control that BJ kept his eyes squeezed tightly closed, terrified that the sight of divine breasts bracketing his nose (or merely the sheer passion in that blazing hazel gaze) might trigger ejaculatory disaster. Under ordinary circumstances (controlling for months of ultra-frustrated impotence that is), such an endeavor would have been doomed from its inception. That, however, was the insidious genius of this so-called ‘slowy’ challenge.

Socketed solidly atop him, Mistress Jennifer ground their groins together again. She rubbed and writhed in her riding, undulating against him with sinuous sensuousness. Leaning grandly back or burying him under her slump she humped him, pumping with her buttocks and rocking his embedded cock against her g-spot; she bounced vertically up and down, plunging his aching entirety relentlessly in and out. And yet she did it all soooo sloooooowly, at such a sedate and luxuriant pace that every least sensation could be deeply appreciated – and no deadly momentum toward orgasm could be generated. Absolutely lavish with her tits and kisses, guided by all that priceless experience, his owner seemed to enjoy teasing him thus for eons. Smothered in loving, swamped by almost-forgotten ecstasies, his adamantine erection reveling like never yet, BJ eventually found himself leaking sweet hot tears regardless.

Desperate beyond belief for relief he couldn’t…quite…achieve – and which could cost him that capacity completely if he did – the ex-libertine just couldn’t endure any more of that endless edging. Yet cuffed or not, it was impossible to thrust the cup from his lips. Finally, after the goddess alone knew how many hours or minutes of this spectacularly torturous slow bliss, his diabolical mistress took pity on his whimpering.

“What’s wrong, my darling horn-dog? Haven’t you missed this, and me, unbearably? What could be more heavenly than female-superior vaginal sex with your lifelong soul-mate?”

“Being pegged to bloody death by her, if only I could inseminate at the end!”

“What a filthy little sissy! You mean this isn’t honor enough for you? Being unlocked and inside my incomparable body after all this time doesn’t just fill you with delirious blessedness? Think: what guarantee have ye that you’ll ever even be allowed to get erect again?”

“None at all, my holy owner. And being erect and inside you is far more than I can ever justify. Yet I regret the necessity. I love my wife dearly, and because of you I’m betraying her indefensibly. I just wish I could make this all worth it by finishing as well.”

How her smile widened!

“You don’t say? Okay, Slave BJ. You don’t want to love-fuck anymore? Don’t want to risk the wrath of big sister Super-bitch? You’d prefer I ram-ream your vulnerable sissy-pussy for the first time?”

“I’ve been dreaming of that day unceasingly.”

“Okay, my perfectly trained butt-slave. But I’m emptying your sack first rather than after. Then you’re being locked up again in indefinite dick detention!”

BJ’s voice cracked into a croak. But he got his avowal out.

“My owner can do as she pleases with her puniest piece of property. My sexuality matters only as a function of her own arousal.”

“Never forget that for an instant, you cheating bastard. Put that cock of mine inside my sister ever and it’s going straight into the meat-grinder. You’ll eat every bloody shred and then you’ll never see me again. I’ll take your balls for my bedroom wall and Super-bitch can have whatever’s left of you.”

Mistress Jennifer lifted up again. And despite everything he’d willingly said, BJ felt a most foreboding pang as his rampant manhood was bared to the air. Who knew if such an opportunity would ever be renewed? This disquiet only grew once he knew what his owner meant by ‘emptying’.

Swinging off his lap and chair, expert Jen reached down with a single tickling finger. Grinning most sadistically, she used this to caress his frenulum, the tender nerve nexus just below his urethral opening. After all that edging, pressing this super-responsive flesh for just a second was sufficient. Laughing, she snatched away her hand.

As before in the storage room, orgasm was somehow triggered and stopped at the same time. A couple of erratic twitches was all that happened, followed by a milky drizzling. Jesus, his penis was already slumping into quiescence again while BJ gaped redoubled dismay at this repeat of that earlier, ultimate cheat. Then Jen was smugly locking him back up again. And the idiot slave could only go on crying quietly, exhausted by so many trying surprises.

If only he could have known how many more were yet in store!


Jen

Oozing counterfeit compassion, Mistress Jennifer plucked a crumpled negligee from the nearest shelf. She wiped her slave’s runny rose and blotted his tears.

“Don’t cry baby. This is the fate you embraced when you insisted on marrying my sister. As long as that evil creature has semi-exclusive use of you…”

She had but the barest instant of warning.

Upon the tears being cleared, BJ’s eyes focused. They went from red and wet and abysmally miserable to noticing something in the mirrored door over her shoulder. Widening in sudden surprise – and terror – they told her everything, or at least enough. Reacting on instinct Jen dropped the negligee, reached back to the shelf and snatched up that handy straight razor. She was flicking it open and whirling back even as the wardrobe door was kicked all the way wide and her rival stepped inside – leveling Daddy’s revolver as she arrived.

“Don’t move, you unbelievably ballsy bitch!”

Rebel Jen always had a problem following orders. Rather than obey she immediately ducked behind BJ. Crouching in the shadow of his chair, she put the razor against the red love-bites the cunt had left covering his neck. Peering around his ear, she grinned a sardonic welcome.

“Well if it isn’t frigid sister Super-bitch! Say, maybe you should drop that gun before I gut your fucking husband. ‘Cause you know what they say: if I can’t have him, no one can.”

“Straight out of the toxic masculinity handbook,” sneered Julia, standing there in just her shirt, shoes, and stockings. “Why should I have expected any better?” Her face was flushed with more than just adrenaline and outrage, and Jen took appropriate notice.

“Been watching us go at it for a good long while, eh little chickenshit? Trying to pick up some pointers? Or have you been too busy diddling yourself to interrupt the expert?”

Suddenly with fate teetering they were both screaming, spraying spittle and invective so furiously that neither could decipher the other’s tirade. At last they recognized stalemate and stopped to draw breath. Before either could begin again (or violence descend), incorrigibly impertinent BJ intervened with his timid piglet’s squeak.

“Please, beloved wife, what it is you want from us?”

“I want that goddamn key!” came the immediate screech. “I’m sick to death of you two cheating on me! We are married, damn it all! Now hand that fucking thing over!”

How truly deluded could a human being be?

“What, so you can have sex with him instead? I told you both already: Not in this life, not on this world, not in any space/time continuum! That monogrammed erection, barely adequate as it is, belongs exclusively to me!

“We can surely agree that I established first dibs way back in our teens. It is fucking mine until I die. Indeed we will all die a million times before I let that pleasure appendage get a fraction of a centimeter inside another being’s body. I’ll cut off right now, just below the chin, if I have to. Just try me…”

Jen shifted her uncomfortable position, praying for her threat to be effective.

She didn’t have a whole lot of cards here; chance had failed her badly. Whether seeing the distorted cameras from work had alerted her or her own growing-ungovernable hedonism alone drove her home, the poor doomed Super-bitch had ironically gotten the drop on her. Fortunately the deviant genius had an unwitting ally in the subject of their squabble.

“Forgive my asshole insolence again. But may I address my betters?”

“Go ahead,” Jen said, before her idiot twin could object.

“I’m dying to find a compromise before anything gets sliced.

“As I understand your parents’ plans, the safe hidden in this suite requires two different codes to open – so that neither of them could access it without the other. Like having shared custody of a country’s nuclear codes or a critical self-destruct button. I propose you reprogram those codes with ones of your own. Then you can shut both the key in question and that fucking firearm safely away behind several inches of steel.

“Neither of you will get to use my penis until you come to complete agreement on it. Nor will you indulge in violence or even outright rancor toward the other. Instead you will at least temporarily jettison this hyper-competitiveness and give my vision of Olympus an honest try.

“Now as I recall, rudely invading Jennifer was about to give me the most punitive pegging possible. She’s never yet relished that vicious privilege. And I see my beloved deity has sloughed half her raiment already. Surely she’s equally eager to repay my unwilling infidelity much as she did previously, with an endless deranged hate-raping of my cocksucking face.

“Why not peg the pig together, spit the suckling sissy like rotisserie between your pricks? Perhaps through the common denominator of communal domination we can find a way to resolve our uncomfortably complicated equation.

“Goddesses, this prospect appeals to me so deeply that I’m willing to wager my future orgasmic capacity on the chance – if that’s what it takes to get us all naked and in bed together, and armed with only our organs, erect or otherwise.

“Naturally I’m not suggesting incest or anything. Just friendly competitive mutual abuse of the ultimately culpable weakling. What do you say, my most sacred angels?”

Mistress Jennifer said (to herself anyway) that her slave had been so ideally trained that he advanced her plans in the grandest manner without ever being aware of it. Still it wouldn’t do to appear too eager. The fox had to be coaxed to throw the bunny into the briar patch.

“What do you say, Super-bitch? Interested in an old-fashioned house guest? Shall we seek reconciliation through shared domination of this gallantly persistent sissy?”

Super-bitch was a skeptic.

“And what if we disagree about the needed degrees of pleasing, or some other random aspect of his treatment? How do we keep from fighting over every piddling trifle? You know we can never back down, much less when our passions are involved.”

Still the gun barrel didn’t waver, and no answer came to her. Leaping to the rescue again, BJ swallowed hard, enough to nick his neck on his floundering owner’s edge. At the littlest crimson trickle’s beginning he gasped out the answer.

“Paper-scissors-rock!”

And Julia actually laughed at that, the old childhood game where one hid a hand before simultaneously displaying competing signs: a flat palm for paper, two fingers for scissors and a closed fist representing a stone. Rock breaks scissors, scissors cut paper, paper smothers rock. At least it didn’t require a coin to flip.

“Well, it worked okay when we were kids – for a while anyway. I still remember a bunch of punches being thrown whenever your paper managed to smother my obdurate rock. All right, sister psychopath, you can stay.”

Super-bitch lowered the hammer on the revolver and then the angle of the muzzle. “We’ll do a double-team on this cheeky she-male, see how heavenly he finds suffering both of our jealously vindictive judgment/lusts.”

Nodding acknowledgment, Jen closed the razor and kissed BJ emphatically on the cheek. Sorry about the threats and everything, sweets. Before her rival could possibly flare up at that she stood, saluted and paid her rueful due.

“I have to say, you’ve done a superb job training this slave. I always knew you were the ideal disciplinarian. I might have weakened (or overreacted) at the worst instant and damaged his development irreparably. Even the bit of insolence you’ve permitted has shown its wisdom.

“So congratulations and thank you immensely – I mean that completely sincerely. Spectacularly done, hon.”

“Thank you too, I guess.”

A wistful twist of the lips might have been a smile from Super-bitch.

“And thank you for the splendid wedding gifts – particularly the scrupulous submissiveness you’ve somehow instilled in this formerly horribly snotty horn-dog. Against all odds he’s been the ideal spouse for me. And here I expected my marriage to be unbearable. Now I can’t even imagine having anything less than an entirely wifeled relationship.”

Chortling inner victory at this admission, Mistress Jennifer fought to keep her face straight. Oh the virgin had so much still to learn!

“Well, it seems we’re all delighted then. Why don’t we go ahead and visit the safe as our brave slave suggested? After that we’ll take our shared inheritance to our parents’ old marital bed – the very spot we were conceived as a single harmonious zygote. What better place to start afresh? By the way, I don’t suppose I could borrow one of your many excellent dildos?”

“Mi cocks es su cocks, mi hermana. Help yourself.”

“Whoo-hoo! Don’t give a fuck if I do!”

Hurriedly she worked at freeing BJ’s handcuffs, her gaze already straying over that cornucopia. Where was that giant vibrator hiding?




Chapter Nine

Snowballin’ Along


BJ

Paradise came at a stupendous price.

Hanging from the newest winch (the one over that unprecedentedly busy bed), BJ wasn’t referring to enduring twice the former amount of torture – two whips flensing him as he swung, screamed and struggled, or four hands dripping hot liquids or gripping and twisting his tenderest bits of skin with forceps instead of two. Even with each gorgeous torturer trying to top the other, outrageously raising the pain stakes, the fanatical masochist had no complaints. How could he? It was imperative to their communal future that they learn to channel their magnificent aggression into endlessly persecuting their property rather than directing any of it at each other.

Nor could any shamelessly slutty sissy rue a doubling of his sexual usage.

Tiresome as it occasionally became servicing Brenda and his fellow maids every day, having this obligation replaced (along with most of his domestic chores!) by being dually brutally used at all hours by an enflamed brace of competing deities promised to remain limitlessly exhilarating indefinitely.

And though those goddesses indeed competed extremely to see which could drive him to greater degrees of debased ecstasy/excruciated glee, BJ didn’t need to dodge the constant conflicts he expected either. So far the twins were being scrupulously civil toward each other. Over a week since Mistress Jennifer had moved into the master suite (the three of them sharing the marital bed and everything!) only the most trivial disagreements (who got to use which of his orifices first) brought the hidden fists out. And no obdurate rocks disputed their defeat.

Hell, more than a cautious truce had ensued. Beginning with that exchange of true gratitude, Jen and Julia soon pursued a vastly improved new mutual attitude. Together they seemed to be actively, even happily shedding their old animosity.

Perhaps it was just bonding over his common domination, as he’d posited. And there was no doubt their personas had been unknowingly growing closer as Julia thawed from her workaholic iceberg. Indeed true appreciation for that emancipation joined that which she felt at enjoying all the rights and delights of a marriage ruled utterly by the wife. As peace offerings these intangible but eternal wedding gifts disposed the notorious Super-bitch far more favorably toward the slacker sister whose degeneracy had ended up enabling such awakenings. Jen meanwhile, after eavesdropping on everything that had passed between the rapidly adapting newlyweds, now professed to share their slave’s sympathy for the cruelty of Julia’s upbringing.

She regretted her sister’s sexual, social and emotional stunting, and the way she’d rubbed her contrasting freedom in her face so much. And in consequence she forgave the elder heiress for the way so much responsibility had made her so unpleasant all their lives. Now she only wanted to make up for lost time, with reconciliation and a healthy sexual excess for all!

Or did she?

Whimpering at the agony in his badly sagging back (and weighted, dragging sack), BJ could only wonder as he hung and swung and squirmed and thrashed against his insidiously restrictive bondage harness. And that was the price of living in his chosen paradise: constant anxiety over a moral torture far more horrible than any possible physical affliction.

What was Mistress Jennifer up to?

If not for the note she’d left on his newly-locked cock (along with any number of other murderous comments) BJ might have believed her completely sincere. Her conviviality was sufficiently convincing. Still the specter of sororicide persisted.

Sometimes the slave caught a look of such rage from her at seeing the married pair kissing it was chilling. And face it, a lover who’d threaten to amputate your dick at the neck might be crazy-capable of anything. Worse, on the only occasion he’d dared raise the topic of her ultimate intentions (one morning alone in the tub with her), Jennifer had silenced him so quickly and painfully he’d dared not try again. He’d been reduced to straining to interpret the most minute signals ever since.

Hell, long before that first afternoon in bed together BJ had been agonizing over this insoluble dilemma.

He worshipped both these women with mindlessly reflexive, utterly unconditional adoration. Yet one of them might be plotting to murder the other! If he couldn’t talk her out of such heresy, how could he not provide some kind of warning?

Well, maybe because Mistress Jennifer genuinely terrified him, especially after that razor-to-the-throat incident. He dared not betray her machinations while they remained even a tiny bit ambiguous. And naturally the minx seemed to take wicked glee in ambiguity, often dropping cryptic hints or making statements with multiple possible interpretations. From that first time she’d enjoyed his welcoming backside to his flabbergasting ‘baptism’, everything she said and did still seemed designed to insidious test him. And with this (possibly psychotic) mistress, BJ didn’t want to contemplate the consequences should he fail her even a single time.

“Here comes the be-all, end-all of your existence bitch. Wallow in it while you can!”

Innocent enough, perhaps.

Except with BJ bound kowtowed before Princess Julia lounging so regally spread out, her sprouted share so sluttily swallowed, Jen could have been addressing either of them as her giant vibrating phallus stabbed in and began a savagely damaging, mutually transmitted rhythm. And that inaugural afternoon-and-evening-all-nighter of pig-spitting dual dildo-drilling only set the template. Throughout the orgiastic week that followed the clever Machiavellian never missed the opportunity for an ominous double entendre. While naturally avoiding any deep or touchy issues while simply celebrating their tentative new friendship, still she got her little digs in, any one of which could have been considered either helpful prods or the needs of devious scheming.

“Crave that penetration, don’t you wimpy sissy? Having a raging erection ramming into you so strong and manly? Big and thick, hot and hard, thrumming with virile energy…isn’t being brutally battered-in bloody just to die for?”

Then there was the way she’d seized on the religious implications of the godhood he’d proffered! Concepts of the afterlife were rife with death innuendoes, yes. But that was only the beginning. Just today, all afternoon his dilemma was kept fresh while absolutely scandalous new sacramental practices were instituted: colonic cleansing, baptism and communion even!

Fiendishly demeaning scenes beyond belief. Nevertheless, hours later BJ shuddered more over his sworn soul-mate’s hints regarding her plans for after their dinner than at the recently refreshed noxious sloshing in his sagging swag of a belly.

“Soon you’ll be caught between a rock and a hard place – or an impossibly hard cock-face. What levels of hell might our favorite sinner suffer through then?”

Even his other deity was no doubt curious.


Julia

Princess Julia was positively buoyant as they returned to the bedroom. Nor was this down to all the wine with dinner.

A spirit of rebellious recklessness had overtaken her ever since Jen had encouraged her to take the week off work. Why not? Evelyn was completely capable and Edgar over a thousand miles away. She had far more pressing business here: healing both her inner crippling and the completely unnecessary rift with her wild lil’ sis.

It was awful the way they’d become so estranged, when they had so much to offer each other. And nuts or not, Jen was a fount of breathtaking invention! The insanely brazen degradation she’d added to their repertoire today…

So far the twins had taken to bathing separately, so that neither would be provoked by jealousy while witnessing the tender intimacies often afforded a body slave in need of rewarding. This morning however, after they’d slept shamelessly late, had a truly great wakeup three-way and then a light brunch in bed, Jen had insisted they move to the sunken tub together – and without visiting the other facilities beforehand.

Ordering BJ into the bottom before even starting the water, she stood astride his supine nudity and squatted. Cupping a visibly swollen abdomen with both hands, she giggled with malicious uninhibition.

“Lowly worshipper, do you accept me as your divinity?”

Like the pansy could ever answer otherwise!

“You are one of a duo, beautiful, the only two in the universe. I belong to you both in enduring perpetuity. Servicing your most perverted urges is all this sissy is fit for – or exists for. This is his definition of heaven.”

“Admirably stated, subject. Then in formally accepting your abjection I hereby baptize thee. Let the peon be christened with golden chrism!”

And then she’d actually peed on that peon! Right into his amazed, crazed, then hideously exhilarated face!

Shocked speechless and more than a little horrified, still the Super-bitch within had japed and capered triumphantly. And seeing the way their slave lifted his beaming visage up to meet that stinging stream, turning side to side to be more comprehensively defiled, suddenly aroused her wildly. That filthiest of piss-sissies! Though she’d cored both his holes less than an hour ago, the righteous wife was as rampantly randy as ever by time her twisted twin finished dripping. Nor did she hesitate when Jen moved aside and waved her into place.

“Your turn, Goddess Julia. Bless this pustulant postulant. Or mark your territory like an alpha bitch. However you prefer to consider it.”

Of course after the way BJ had bathed so beatifically under her sister she had to up the ante. Squatting even lower, Super-bitch took position meticulously. Oh, but she had to go; spray like an out-of-control pressure hose!

“Open up your cocksuck-hole. Gape as gaily as you can, you disgusting fucking come-funnel. You’ve been baptized into our femdom religion. Now you must take communion daily. Drink, supplicant, in reverence of us!”

And damn if the filthy pig didn’t do it, directly ingesting her rejecta – that which didn’t splatter away wasted. Whoa, what an overflowing soaking! At first anyway. But then he got better. Hearing Mistress Jennifer approvingly cooing made Julia’s breast swell for them both even as her oh-so bloated bladder gradually relaxed.

“There you go! Just open your cock-swallower’s throat and let it all drain home. Feel your belly swelling? Next time we expect you to eliminate the spillage. After that we won’t need to visit a commode at all. Our perfectly trained sewer-slave will be at our beck and call.

“And look: judging by that sick victim’s attempted erection, he has no objection.

“What better way to display his utter abjection every day? Now, since later we’re going to indulge in more than just your ordinary butt-bludgeoning, let’s institute a new cleansing ritual too. Can you hose this piss-sissy down and get him all properly kowtowed, while I mix up the first huge Pepsi enema?”

The hours of water sports/torturous scourging that followed had not only been hilarious fun. The entire episode proved beautifully therapeutic too. And the truest proof was in how long it took Julia to understand that fact.

It wasn’t until after watching fully feminized BJ clean the master suite while they sat swapping tales of his training with the other maids, and then suspending him to fast while they enjoyed a spectacular prime rib repast (gigglingly thinking of offering his use to Antonia in gratitude) that it occurred to the usually so fastidious Super-bitch that nothing about the day’s messy adventures had struck her as anything like repellent.

It really was astonishing.

Ever since getting the sybian, events had been barreling ahead, gaining weight and momentum like a rolling snowball, fittingly aimed to obliterate the last vestiges of her frigidity.

First she’d been able to drag those incredible climaxes out of her nightmares and into reality. Oh, baby! Then her serendipitous candle accident forced her to not only begin confronting her true feelings about BJ but to open up to another person for the first time. With Master Under-Rammer systematically eradicating her old penetration aversion, it had seemed using Dari to simulate the jealousy element of her dreams might help to at last untangle their more upsetting effects on her.

Of course that experiment led to being fabulously sidetracked in an indulgence of kissing and titty play, which led to brand-riding and the wonderful discovery of love – how much she really felt for her husband and how astronomically that awareness enhanced sex and orgasm.

In the process (hooray!) it also appeared she’d conquered the reflexive revulsion that always overcame her whenever confronted with bodily fluids, even her own tears. How else could you explain that being spattered with urine and even dealing with some occasional smeared feces hadn’t bothered her in the least? All the hang-ups that had kept her from losing her virginity were easing. So why was timid Princess Julia still having that suicidal dream? More to the point, why had it both infuriated and aroused her so watching Jen fuck her husband in right of her?

Vexing as these questions could get in the three a.m. darkness, they were nevertheless easily deferred after two bottles of wine, a gourmet dinner and the prospect of thrillingly novel new lessons in sissy subjugation from her sadistic sister. In fact, with their recent rapprochement again vastly advancing her healing progress, Julia felt considerably less defensive about her difficulties. Seeking advice from her former adversary, the one who’d so relentlessly mocked her frigidity, no longer seemed so out of the realm of possibility.

So was musing enthused Goddess Julia, as the scantily-clad twins returned to the bedroom. And there Jen’s intentions proved beautifully (brutally) coincidental.

So roll on, snowball!


Jen

Having made a trip to collect some of her own clothes (and assorted fetish gear) Mistress Jennifer thought Julia looked incredibly sexy in the skimpy leather outfit she’d borrowed.

It was ironic really.

Growing up they’d had endless maddening spats over supposedly stolen clothes and accessories. Now she couldn’t get her twin to try on enough of her stuff, though it was rather like adorning the Super-bitch for sacrifice. Well, it was time to for the virgin to take another few steps closer to the volcano.

“Okay, Princess. I think it’s time we see just how wide and deep our pegging pig’s need for extremely demeaning reaming reaches. This evening we’re going to introduce the sissy to his very first fisting.”

“His very first what?”

“Fisting, Princess. That’s where we up the ante yet again, superseding just gold-gilded or golf balls, giant dildos and vibrators, around-the-clock electro-plugs and caustic over-floods. Ass-expansion-addict BJ here is more than ready to take our whole fists I think. And if he isn’t, well, too bad. He’s getting pounded by my clenched rock regardless.”

The skeptic was now absolutely scandalized.

“You mean…your whole fist…but that’s not possible!”

“You can pass a baby through your hips, can’t you? Get on the internet, twin. Flesh stretches. You’d be amazed what a slutty-enough butt can be trained to take. And believe me, this piggy will have no complaints.”

Big sis needed more convincing.

“Sounds rather unsanitary.”

“That’s why he’s been fasting. Fasting before his fisting. And getting blasted by all those powerfully scouring enemas. Plus we’ve got all kinds of gloves. So what do you say? Ready to get crazy degrading this slave?”

From the doorway, Super-bitch looked over at that swaying subject’s depraved dismay.

Such blatant impatience! Well, let him wait. A hopeful smile began to play across her face.

“You know, it could really do me some good too.”

“Of course it could! Only what do you mean specifically?”

“Well…do I trust we have a truce on the chickenshit ridicule?”

“Of course we do, Jules. I said I was super sorry about all that. I really meant it. I’m here for you completely now, eager to help you work everything out. I know you have some issues and that I’m culpable. You were discussing them with Darianne after that midnight fire drill. I just couldn’t hear what you two were saying. You were too far away from the microphones.”

“You are the sneakiest of snoops, you poop. Anyway, I’m happy to say that a couple of those problems have almost been resolved.”

Julia went on to explain how she’d been gradually overcoming an irrational panic regarding vaginal entry by allowing progressively larger penetrations: an outthrust tongue, her half of the share, that beautiful black dildo-gag and finally Master Under-Rammer.

Surely seeing BJ endure something so outrageously worse should put any further flutters of unease permanently at peace. More recently, a visceral aversion to bodily products (spit, sweat, less innocent secretions) that had always stymied her libido was similarly diminishing. If she could succeed in putting her own hand and arm up someone else’s ass, then having a mere penis inside her body should seem like small beer. With those two emotional obstacles cleared, it was only a matter of time before the rest of her fuck-a-phobia was cured too…

“That’s so awesome! I’m thrilled for you, and super proud of you too! And I’m psyched that I was able to help this afternoon.

“Tonight we will definitely put a cap on that crap for good. And if there’s any other way that we can help to get you laid (that doesn’t involve a certain key at least), don’t even wait to say ‘please’. Just let us know as we go. Now, unless there’s anything else, let’s go gouge and pound the most deserving asshole around!”


BJ

BJ groaned his woe.

Rather than join him right away, his goddesses had only blown him kisses on their way into the wardrobe. Even the cruelest of usage would be a fantastic distraction from his back. Still they delayed. Yet upon emerging at last both deities’ appearance was worth the wait.

Gorgeous Goddess Julia still wore the elegant leather bodysuit from earlier, glittering with parabolic rows of chromed chain. The telling addition was the gauntlets she’d donned – skintight black latex, bicep-high. These were from another outfit, but somehow made her look sexier than ever. Meanwhile Mistress Jennifer was now in nothing but latex. The form-fitting faux nurse’s uniform she wore was a blazing shade of white-trimmed pink. It was also more revealing than the most risqué Halloween costume. Carrying their father’s physical therapy wedge (a large hard cushion shaped in cross-section like a classic right triangle, generally used for positioning invalids) she hailed him excitedly.

“Hey baby! Ready for some medical adventures? What do you say, my anally-deranged inmate? It’s awfully handy having all this stuff left behind by a dying Daddy. Tell me, sis, do we still have those absorbent under-pads?”

“I’ll get some from the cupboard.”

The wedge was placed on the bed beneath him, hypotenuse-side down and the square angle upward, right under his caged and weighted junk. A few pads were spread. Then hallelujah and praise his ladies, BJ was lowered at last! From sagging in a gravity-savaged bow, his lower back ended up bent in the opposite direction, as he rested facedown in a spread-legged kowtow, with his solidly supported backside raised up highest. Whimpering in sweetest relief, he only got the first inkling of what was replacing that lumbar strain when Jen un-collared his balls, yanked out his latest ‘day-plug’, gave his elevated ass a healthy slap and laughingly began snapping on heavy rubber gloves of her own.

“Later, if the sissy doesn’t drain spontaneously, I’ll demonstrate how a simple prostate massage can ‘milk’ the gonads empty without ever freeing the penis. We do that regularly, it’ll keep testosterone levels low, making the she-male ever more docile. You can also extract semen for breeding at need, though why anybody’d want to propagate these milquetoast genes must be out of their minds. Honestly sis, I’d shitcan your promise on that. Forget Dottie and Daddy and seed your furrow with some virile African stock. Or just keep your figure and freedom like me.

“Anyway, back to the matter (or the battering) at hand. First we’ll perform a full rectal exam, then a very thorough body cavity search – in case the inmate is concealing some secret. After that, well, guilty or not, it might be simplest to go ahead with a seriously sadistic fisting. So while I apply the ol’ peppermint-infused lube, perhaps Goddess Julia can sprout her wedding present and move to brace that prettily made-up face, you know, stabilize it against the assault upcoming. I did promise the pig he’d be trapped between my rock and your big hard cock.”

Milquetoast? Cavity search? Fisting?

BJ immediately renewed his abject whimpering. Yet despite his illimitable humiliation and chagrin, his pitiful man-thing, already pulsing its defining agony/need, throbbed even harder at the audacious depravity of the fabled challenge. Seeing his wife’s wanton erection jutting up, protruding from the opening at her suit’s center, waggling enticingly as she slid her splayed waist up to confront his helpless face, the slave licked slick his heavily lacquered lips. Goddess, how he loved to suck her into squirting all over him! If only she had a real fleshy erection for him to so obsequiously service… But then she was within licking reach and he was going down on her as greedily as ever, even as those first two lubed digits thrust rudely into him, all the way to their limits, and began to twist and spread. Penetrating Jen resumed her lecture.

“You start as you would loosening him up for any big insertion, rotating a couple fingers within the sphincter, then fitting in three when you can. You just keep working and turning, relentlessly expanding that sissy vulnerability.”

On and on indefinitely the invasion worsened. BJ grunted his wonderful discomfort. It was difficult to do more; the cock filling his esophagus stifled every piggy squeal. Despite how compelling his methodical invasive dilating remained however (along with the servile fervor that overcame him when fellating), the process took long enough to provide plenty of leisure for BJ to dwell on Mistress Jennifer’s last insulting recommendation to her sister.

As if he didn’t have enough cause to worry about her veracity!

It was like Jen was piling on the reasons for him to hope her death intent was serious. Nevertheless his three-quarter hard-on raged unabated as further realizations occurred. How his heart pounded in every artery! Speaking of pounding however, once the thumb folded in and joined the four still pointed fingers still twisting and drilling, allowing the whole hand in past the knuckles at last, opportunity for cogitation passed. Soon the sissy was getting fisted in truth, and his excruciation shot through the roof.

As if impaled by an active pile-driver, absolute power pounded him downward. At the same time his celebratory wife began humping upward, clutching his head to her and fucking his gullet with all her customary ferocity.

Between that manic rhythm and the embedded fist and limb hammering ever deeper into him, sissy BJ, continuously compressed between his belligerent twins, existed only instant-to-instant, unable to contemplate intents and consequences. Until his goddesses achieved their release, neither pained sensation nor submissive exaltation could be displaced.

Eventually Super-bitch began bucking and screaming and spraying, while Mistress Jennifer lunged and plunged up to her elbow it must have been before the end. Whew! Naturally in the dazed interval afterward, while the ladies switched places, the gaping slave could only gasp and slaver and gibber. Next though it seemed that Jennifer was more interested in probing her sister while she took her turn fisting him. Rather than use the share she had BJ keep his tongue up her cunt, so she could speak her encouragement more easily.

“Keep it up, kid! Good workout isn’t it? Builds up those shoulders. Tell me, is it helping like we hoped? How goes your unfortunate phobia?”

“Great! I tell you, I can’t wait for the penetration now. If BJ can take our whole fists without nonstop sobbing, I should be able to handle any erection. The ickiness doesn’t sicken me a bit either; I think I’m even starting to figure out where that hang-up came from in the first place.”

“Sounds like you’re almost ready to repay the favor then.”

“Favor?”

“That’s twice your faithless husband has been so easily seduced into cheating on you. I think turnabout is fair play – in spades as they say. You should lose your scary cherry right here right in front of him. See how he likes it. Besides, cuckoldry is a goddess’ prerogative – as is making the husband-sub humbly service his usurper, likewise right in front of her.

“Think about it, sis! I’m certainly not going without hard hot man-meat indefinitely just because we locked away that key. And BJ knows he has no say in how many other lovers I take, no more than he has since we were kids. I kiss and fuck whomever I want. He’s just lucky to be numbered among them – or he was once. Surely as his femdom wife you reserve the same right.

“Besides, remember how he humiliated you by ostentatiously parading his promiscuity all those years as your fiancé? I think impotently watching you get fucked in person for the next six decades might be the most appropriate part of his permanent payback. Whenever you’re not busy pissing into him or fisting him like this, that is.”

On cue, brutal Julia gave that fist a vicious twist, driving it in hardest, farthest yet. BJ wailed, choked on vagina, and tried to deny how powerfully such fitting belittlement accentuated his excitement.

He was indisputably guilty, oh yes. Filthily guilty!

Funny how all those years it had never upset him, having the classic ‘friends with benefits’ relationship. He knew Jennifer screwed other people just as he had; they spent months apart, what else could you expect? And he’d known his playboy ways had infuriated Super-bitch. That was partly the point: revenge for her oppression. Suddenly however there was a universe of difference between everybody playing their own field and having to watch from the bench while an endless parade of his betters got to step up and swing their bats at those he loved and lusted for beyond mortal endurance.

What if his mad gamble backfired, and they never came to agreement over using that key? Everything he’d sacrificed so that his frigid wife could enjoy a proper sex life might never come to benefit him in her bed. Worse, it seemed he’d been inviting anathema all along instead!

BJ’s skin crawled at the thought. He struggled not to retch against a crotch he’d loved being smothered with since he was naïve teen. So how come his now obviously obsolete wee-wee screamed its need so pleadingly? Why was his heart racing, his face aflame with blazing shame?

It wasn’t just the justice of his destiny, nor could it merely be his addiction to being hurt and demeaned by his deities. Could it be related to his impossible dilemma over Jen’s intent? If she was just piling on the reasons for him to hope escape lay in his wife’s removal from the equation, she may have made a mistake. Despite how abominable the idea of impotently witnessing endless cuckoldry was (not to mention having to submit to anathema), some sick part of him was responding erotically regardless.

What the fuck was going on with this ungovernable compulsion? And what caricature would it create of him next? The inevitability was enough to make one despair – but later perhaps, after the passion had lapsed. Until then the guilty, piss-drinking fisting-sissy could only exist, service and wallow in the bludgeoning bugger-punching his infinite perversity deserved.


Julia

Finally having their fill of hammering his cavity (Julia still marveled over the body’s abilities), Jenny suggested they raise her husband back up for his milking. Once he hovered a meter or so above the covers then, and less than a foot from the pad-covered wedge angle, she actually helped guide her sister’s fingers inside him.

“There: do you feel the prostate gland, a little walnut-sized bulb?”

“I…I think…yes, I do.”

Julia traced its contours with her fingertips. It was nice having the pig so widely dilated still. And his squirming gasps told her when she had him well in hand. Jen picked up on his susceptibility just as quickly.

“Now you’ve got it! So go on and stimulate it. Rub gently. You can use your outside thumb on the perineum at the same time. There you go. Just keep it up. Do you want me to fetch a specimen cup? IVF babies no doubt as malleable and lazy as this slave by the millions await. All you have to do is implant them in that immaculate womb.”

Julia actually shuddered at that. And she reveled in the rebelliousness she suddenly felt.

“Fuck no! Just grab a wine glass or something. BJ can wear it on his face again afterward.”

That’s exactly what happened.

After a remarkably short while the squirming she-male began to weep quietly, even as the semen leaked almost completely without feeling from the tip of his crimped-off penis. Tickled as pink as her sister’s labial latex, Julia laughed and would have clapped if she didn’t still have most of one hand stuffed up the poor unfulfilled sissy’s ass.

“What’s wrong, Blow-Job Jocelyn? Tormented because you can’t come by your precious money-shot honestly? Well, until we can find you some real penises to service, some worthy ones, you’ll have to provide your own hot facials. Jenny, please be a dear and shorten that cord so that it tips the sissy’s face all the way up and back and restrains it in place. We don’t want this only load running and dripping off before it begins to stick and harden.”

“Way ahead you, baby.”

Once every drizzle and drip was collected and decorated BJ’s already tear-and-makeup smeared visage, they left him suspended to dry that way. Disposing of the glass and pads, Jenny flipped the wedge over so she could lounge comfortably reclined just beneath him, able to reach up and give him a kiss, tweak or even a spin. Only it turned out she had even more of a reward planned for their months drug-free teetotaling vegan. And formerly notoriously square Super-bitch, riding high atop that rolling snowball, found herself too tempted to resist yet another decadent indulgence.

Cliché upon cliché followed, with the last one the truest: the worm had turned, and she’d never again be the same person.


Julia

“Pull up a pillow with us, sis. I’ve got another overdue education for you.”

Jen was withdrawing what looked like a penlight or thermometer from a pocket of her nurse’s outfit. Her grin was predictably wicked.

“It’s time you learned there’s nothing like a buzz after sex – or after and before a good session of self-exploration and torture. I know I’m ready for some mentation elevation. And BJ here is really in my good graces lately.

“He knows what’s ‘coming’ for him yet he always faces it bravely. He’s earned a little surcease from his challenging reality. Plus I bet a buzz would loosen us all up, help facilitate some serious group therapy. What do say, Princess Frigid, drug-testing CEO? Hell, you won’t even need to sully yourself with smoke. This is the best vaporizer they make filled with the purest THC oil. Take a puff of steam and enjoy the mind-ride of your dreams.”

Old attitudes kicked in and Super-bitch almost snarled a rebuke. Then she remembered all the joys she’d spurned and still regretted and said…what the heck.

Everyone knew it was much less damaging than booze. Jen had been using it forever without sliding into an abyss of opium and coke overdoses. Demon weed was even perfectly legal these days. And it might truly help her to relax too…

“Okay hippie, you’re on.”

Stripping off her gauntlets and grabbing a bottle from the bar, Julia rejoined them. Making herself comfortable with a pile of pillows, she watched as the inveterate rebel took a long draw off her ‘pen’, held her breath and blew out a large cloud of quickly dissipating vapor. Smiling like a pedophile with candy, she offered the device invitingly. Undaunted Jules took it.

“What do I do?”

“Just hold this little button down and inhale. Suck it like the sissy on your dick.”

Never having smoked (indeed pitilessly despising those that did) Julia belied her bravado by obeying apprehensively. And the steam did bite her lungs at the end, making her cough out her cloud all over the place. Her nose began to run; everything solid in her sinuses seemed to have liquefied. Jen soothed her as she took back the pen and held it up for their slave to partake.

“You’ll adapt to that. Here’s a hankie.”

Julia took it, blew and tidied up as she watched her twin take another hit. She reached for her turn, but Jen breathed out caution along with steam. “Better wait for a bit. This is seriously psychoactive shit. Too much at once can make a novice freak out. See if you enjoy the show before you buy season’s tickets.”

She gave the slave’s come-crusted face another taste. And damn if Julia’s scalp wasn’t already beginning tingling.

Relaxing back, she reached up to idly toy with the sagging sissy’s lowest point – the metal-weighted head of his vestigial remnant. After a minute of this his twitching upward from her touch struck her as adorably cute and funny. Suddenly positively giddy, she giggled and pulled him one way and another randomly, stretching him amazingly out and swinging his dangling body all about. Then Jennifer joined her, using all ten fingers to tickle BJ’s defenseless flanks and belly, even catching onto his nipples to pinch, stretch, twist and play tug o’ war with her. Quickly they were all in paroxysms of giggling, persistently afflicting him with their wickedest tricks. Finally Julia had to collapse back gasping, hiccupping but still laughing.

Whew! Never in her life had she become so overcome by any emotion. Her head was simply spinning – no, it was spiraling, it was ascending, it was expanding, it was soaring and swelling to encompass all reality, until the universe in its entirety fell under her authority.

And so the old clichés claimed sway, riding their associated recreational effects.

Along with hilarity and exaltation came sensory magnification, and perceptions that were both more discerning and obscure. The mundane gained fascination while the fascinating became mind-blowing. Profound revelations beckoned, inspiring excited conversation. Talking parched already saliva-dry mouths, requiring regular swigs from the bottle of amaretto she’d brought, a bittersweet almond-flavored dessert liqueur that ran near to sixty proof. Inhibitions suitably loosened, the next thing Julia knew, she was the one who was eagerest to dissect the most moving clues to her inner condition.

With the fresh perspective of a first exposure to a truly altered state of awareness, she took another puff of open-mindedness and bared her soul completely for the very first time. Knowing she’d get herself weeping but determined just the same, she began by explaining what she’d come to understand about the origins of the aversions she was already maturing from.


Julia

“Forgive me, I don’t mean to be accusatory. And the ultimate blame for all this rests with Edgar. But like most psychological problems, it’s rooted in stuff that happened to us when we were impressionable children.

“From the way you kept exposing me to the worst kinds of pornography, and playing doctor games with the complicit sissy here, it made me reject sex at first out of sheer contrariness. I think now there was plenty of repressed jealousy there as well. Anyway, you know how that old Aesop’s fable goes?”

Jen nodded at once. “The fox jumps and jumps for the grapes. When he finally accepts that he can never reach them, he scoffs that they were undoubtedly sour anyways.”

“Exactly. I couldn’t begin to compete with you in this arena. So I decided I was ‘asexual’. And the way you two continued rubbing your ‘filthy sinning’ lubricity in my face, especially after our marriage was arranged, drove me to embrace both rigid frigidity and repressive, judgmental philosophies. Yet even fanatical intellectual commitment could never be enough when dealing with such primal drives…”

“So you created these accompanying anxieties…”

“Right. About being penetrated, for one. Every tampon became a challenge. Luckily that particular hang-up was pretty easily defeated. I just needed to go about it incrementally: first the share, then a tongue, that awesome black dildo-gag and finally the killer sybian set me up for today’s final triumph. That whole feeling revolted thing was more complicated though.”

Julia wriggled back into her pillows, unconsciously seeking comfort.

“As a convenient excuse to eschew any kind of eroticism, this got quite a boost when—”

“When you actually had an orgasm and squirted fluid everywhere.” Jen preempted.

“Oh my god! How on earth did you cope with that?”

“Me? You kidding? I was madly ecstatic. I’d seen it online and knew how unlikely it was. I couldn’t wait to drench some unsuspecting guy’s face.”

BJ writhed in his suspension bindings, no doubt communicating some memory-thrill without overt impertinence. Julia wouldn’t be diverted.

“Well, it fucked me up pretty royally, particularly the way it always happened in the dead of night. You’re so susceptible to upset then, with the subconscious bleeding into your dreams. And jeez but did I begin having some doozies…”

“No shit?”

“Hell yeah.” Julia hesitated, backed away from painful revelations. First she had to finish what she was saying.

“Anyway, with misguided shame emerging as physical disgust, and the feeling deepening with every evermore-reluctant orgasm, it took months of dabbling in progressively more messy encounters here for me to likewise learn to dismiss this association as just stupidly prudish. So thank you for that opportunity, little sister, and you too young Jocelyn.”

Jen reached over and squeezed her hand reassuringly. Her voice ached with such compassion it was impossible not to respond to it.

“But that’s not the bottom of the problem, is it?”

“Not by fathoms, ma’am. But the rest is a much more fucked-up mess. It’s all wrapped up in these dreams I’ve been having ever since that first midnight bedwetting. These both terrify and turn me on out of my goddamn mind!”

As she’d expected, Julia broke down before she could get any further. But where Darianne had cuddled her, the twins had been enemies too long. In any case keeping a bit of distance benefited things. That now fervent hand clasp supplied the required support while allowing the Princess to continue choking out her horror.

“They’re all about the worst kinds of brutal rape and murder!”

Shivering Princess Julia began by haltingly describing that original dream: washed up on the beach for sex-starved male cannibals to seize; serially raped all day before turning spitted over the coals all night. She confessed to how the dream evolved into an endlessly embellished masturbation fantasy for those rare occasions her need overcame her. But then the other dream began to plague her…

“I’d be kneeling tied up. Again I’m being raped from behind by an endless train of big hung black guys. Only someone has a giant knife at my neck. And they’re…they’re making me…making me…”

Eventually Jen had to prompt her gently. “Making you do what?”

“Watch you guys fuck!” Another burst of sobs interrupted.

“I mean make love – very romantic, deeply committed, kissing blissfully all the while, everything I’ve always been denied. And at the end, while everyone’s coming their brains out all at once, they saw my fucking head off! And I just keep on climaxing, god, I come so hard imagining my own murder, what the fuck is wrong with me?”

Julia again dissolved into weeping. She hated it; she’d never cried so much in her life. Nevertheless it was healthy, a release of feelings she’d damagingly dammed within her for far too long. Jen squeezed her hand and kept quiet until she regained control.

“Anyway, that’s what I was doing when I almost burned the house down – trying to recreate as much of that dream as I could, so I could climax like that some more. And maybe figure out how all this is mixed up with my ridiculous virginity-timidity.”

Jen jumped right in to assist.

“Well, I can understand being aroused by voyeurism just fine. Why do you think I’m such a sneak of a spy? And there’s definitely something extra-compelling about watching a duplicate of yourself having sex. I can’t really explain its appeal to me, though I agree that for you the whole virginity thing must be significant. In any case, you know what say: whatever turns you on, turns you on. Never apologize, never explain. Unless you’re a fucking pedophile. Then just lean into the strike zone and take one for the team.”

Julia managed a grim grin at that before returning to the matter at hand.

“Clearly I’ve always been jealous of the intimacy you two share, despite the great depth of my denial. But why on Earth am I fantasizing about rape and suicide?”

“Because you want to be forced out of your anxieties, perhaps. Remember your original wedding night intentions? You planned to lie rigid and rejecting, martyred for the sake of family responsibility. What’s that if not rape, with Daddy and Dottie figuratively holding you down? Now you’re denied that recourse. But you still want the matter taken out of your hands.”

“Okay, that makes sense.” Julia took a swig of amaretto. “But what about these dreams of dying at the same time? What’s so compelling about self-destruction that it affects me so much? How the hell is suicide sexy? Why is the idea of losing my virtue so tied up with that of dying?”

She took a long, shuddering breath, fighting off another sob-bout. Jen claimed the bottle for her own swallow. In the pondering pause that followed their almost forgotten property spoke out.

“My I address my feminine betters?”

Perhaps he had an answer. Julia decided to honor his propriety.

“Go ahead, subject.”

Too bad he had no idea how viciously his advice would again come back to bite!


BJ

Beyond just parched, his tongue was drier than Mars.

BJ could have bartered weeks of his dotage for a single swallow of that cloying liqueur. Cottonmouth? It seemed the whole Egyptian crop had sopped up his saliva. Far more than fear of appearing impertinent had kept him quiet however.

With his head so tightly tethered that he couldn’t see much beneath him, the slave had only his ears to monitor developments. And if what was proceeding between his owners was too crucial to miss, it was definitely too pressing to attempt to interrupt. So pressing in fact that when their debate at last lapsed he hardly noticed how his hoarse voice rasped. It took a bit of rare (or self-interested) consideration from Jen to ease him a few exchanges in.

“Maybe it’s more metaphorical.”

“What do you mean, peon?”

“I mean dreams are often full of symbols and such right? These are not literal intentions but externalizations of inner pressures.”

“You’re slurring, slave. I understand you’re a teetotaler now, but this is a necessary exception. I believe we need to limber up that golden-tinged tongue.”

Mistress Jennifer poured a slug into their preferred sewer. BJ savored every alcoholic molecule like it might be his last. He cleared his throat, smacked smeary lips and blew hard out through his mouth and nose. Facing the ceiling and upper walls, he tried to convey his insight convincingly without the benefit of eye contact.

“Subconsciously, I don’t think it’s the death of the body you want. Nor is it solely an end to your ‘innocence’, your habitually frigid virginity. For all practical purposes that’s as good as cured. What you crave to extirpate is the harridan caricature of yourself created by all this pain and hate, this embittered jealousy.”

“Exactly!” exclaimed Jen.

She bounced up off her wedge again and poured him a reward shot. Seeing that his semen had long since dried, she relaxed the strain on his neck and even kissed an un-crusted spot on his cheek. Taking a celebratory slug herself, she passed the seriously depleted liter to her twin. Then she took BJ’s helpful suggestion and extrapolated it right into perdition.

“I’m telling you, Princess: you’ve been on the correct track all along, trying to purge these dreams by living them out cathartically. You’ve just never had all the requisite elements. Now we do. Your slut-rival is here and so is your unfaithful arranged mate. We have buku bondage equipment and winches. And I know just the deliciously hung buck to repay this cheating cuck by giving you the best-ever fake raping while you watch the two of us copulate.”

BJ’s stomach plummeted. At the same time his motor raced, flooding blood into his groin and face. Aroused, repelled, excited and alarmed as one twin had rendered him however, the other promptly staggered him into truly incredulous distress.

“No. There will be no fake-raping. I want the genuine experience. I’m sick to death of all the waiting, hesitating, equivocating. I want to be chained in place so I can’t panic and try to escape. There will be no backing out at the last instant like some kind of timid little chickenshit. The only thing I insist on is that you to swear that you will ride him super slowly again. No matter the circumstances, my cheating pee-on does not get to come!”

“Agreed! Indeed I’ll do you way better, sister. I’ve got this anesthetic cream used for tattooing. We rub his erection all over with that, roll half a dozen condoms on top and the sissy won’t even realize he has a dick anymore, far less what’s happening to it.”

If BJ was cowering at compounding crises, his wife was giggling with drunken delight.

“Seriously? A numbing cream? That’s perfect then! Hell, it sounds like you might be onto something. First, tell me more about this fellow who’s going to fuck me bloody, and right in front of my beloved hubby. Can we really trust him?”

“Of course we can! I’ve slept with this guy a dozen times. Plus we’ve done deals on everything you can imagine and he’s never once tried to take advantage.”

“He’s attractive, I trust.”

“He’s just the most gorgeous fucking hunk! I’m talking tall, robust, muscular, handsome and hung like the gigolo he’s become. And he’s dark, I mean really eggplant-black Caribbean. I suppose we shouldn’t fetishize skin color so much, but we’re in the fetish business here, aren’t we? Besides, he understands his appeal to marriage-ruling white wives. Consider him a professional who enjoys his calling immensely. Anything to exacerbate the humiliations heaped upon your impotent household cuckold here…”

Jen gave a pull on his cage, calling attention to his sudden depraved attempts at erection.

BJ barked out a conflicted sob and tried to pull away by reflex. She yanked cruelly back, hard enough to elicit a squeal this time. Then Mistress Jennifer began gently jacking him.

Squirming with urgency, BJ tried to close his eyes and ears and mind, to throttle his traitor imagination. Of course his owners couldn’t permit this.

“What do you say, slave? Should my good friend Derek the Dick come to town and take your lovely wife’s cherry right here, while you suffer-fuck and watch it all happen?”

Even subsumed in harrowing horror he somehow dredged up circumspect truth.

“Whatever heals my deity, and pleases her most extremely, is paramount to me.”

Not good enough, cocksucker!

“But will this raping-date be a torture or a treat for our eagerly assisting submissive?”

“That depends on how it progresses – and ends.”

Both goddesses laughed at this dodge.

“Well said, my oldest friend. In any case, it may take Derek a couple days to get here from LA. What do you say we try to abstain until the big day? Work up an appreciation for the virginity-killing cheater’s orgy upcoming?”

Super-bitch nodded her emphatic approval. Already foundering in implications, BJ just had to test their forbearance,

“Will I still get to spend the night in bed between you two?”

“Ask your wife about that, bitch.”

Julia sighed and stretched.

“Only because I’m too buzzed to do otherwise with you right now. Let’s kill this bottle and crash out at a proper hour for once. Hopefully this won’t all seem like lunacy in the morning.”

BJ had no doubt he’d be up plenty late contemplating far more than just his present mental state. Mistress Jennifer’s strategy for salvaging their relationship was obviously entering its endgame. And he wasn’t even sure they were still playing!




Chapter Ten

All’s Well that Ends Hell


BJ

According to folklore (i.e. old Grateful Dead songs), it’s not the hanging that’s so bad, it’s the wait in jail beforehand. BJ could only hope that was the case. For the two-day interval until his wife’s ‘rape-date’ passed in an intolerable agony of anxiety.

It didn’t help that they were all abstaining.

Performing orally or submitting to drilling at all hours might at least have distracted him, passed the time, eased his addiction to sexual subjugation. Unfortunately not only were his deities remaining chaste, they’d forbidden his use by Brenda and the other maids too. Hell, no one even bothered to whip him until he ‘accidentally’ broke a glass cleaning up after dinner. Then guilt over this dishonesty only added to his torments.

Suspense thickened with every clock tick. It did so exponentially with every cryptic hint from his mistress. No one had outright said yet whether just cuckolding and numb-riding were all that lay in store for him. Bad enough he had to worry about this dick anesthetic, and imagine how it would feel to watch a far better man enjoy all he’d forfeited in his weakness. The specter of anathema hung over everything, limitlessly repulsive yet sickly compulsive: the ultimate test of his sissy-submissiveness, of his training in aspirational feminization.

Or so it should have been, or if only that was all. Instead Blow-Job Jocelyn had far worse worries hanging over his heads. From his last-orgasm bachelor-bashing to her most recently repeated deceits, one of his owners kept giving him every reason to believe she meant to have the other one murdered. Now it seemed she’d seized on his unintended assistance to actually arrange it! What if this fetish stud Derek the Dick was not only a professional rapist (of the willing and unwilling alike) but a hired killer as well?

Each of BJ’s options suck-suck-sucked.

If he warned Julia of his suspicions, he betrayed Mistress Jennifer, risking far more than just their heavenly status quo here. If he stayed silent and Julia died, he would be tortured horribly by remorse until he finally killed himself. Calling the authorities was out of the question – given the degree of his perversion-conversion, BJ never wanted contact with the world outside Withered Elms again. To try to stop the fateful tryst would only be counterproductive. Both deities would assume it was the prospect of cuckoldry or anathema that motivated him and they’d gleefully double down. The only other choice was to speak to Jen again. Unfortunately she was being coy, keeping him gagged most of the time and staying in constant company with her twin otherwise. The three of them even bathed together both days. It wasn’t until the chauffer had been sent to the airport for Derek that BJ managed to get a twin alone to talk and it turned out to be the wrong one. With time expiring and the decision upon him, propinquity forced his choice.

Mistress Jennifer was busy by the bed, setting everything up the way the twins had discussed. She had a bag on the mattress she kept accessing and her short black robe flared about her perfect ass as she worked. Both of them naked and doing final hygiene before their respective expected ravishings, BJ was kneeling before his carefully coiffed and heavily cosmeticized wife. Oh, the vestal angel was turned out so gloriously gorgeously!

Gazing up at her exquisite divinity, the abject subject licked his lips expectantly. For the first time ever he was honestly thirsty to receive her evening offering. Before she could lower herself to squat atop his suck-hole though he at last dared to risk the whisper he’d been so endlessly, obsessively considering.

“Are you decided about this bondage idea, goddess? Didn’t you say Jen threatened to kill you during your argument at the rehearsal? If you somehow die tonight she gets everything, not just the mobile commode. I love her more than my own life but trust is a bit harder to justify. What if she really has gone crazy? I couldn’t bear to lose either one of you!”

There: he’d said nothing about the note, or any promised response to his pre-wedding begging. He’d just voiced a completely reasonable warning. Nothing about that explicitly violated his original key-holder’s confidence. The only question was whether it was enough…

“I remember what Jennifer said. I threatened to kill her too if she kept intruding. I even had her right in my gun-sights, finger on the trigger, while she had you in her super-loose cooze – at least until your pleading intervened. You telling me now you aren’t yearning to be back there engulfed by her again, numbing cream, multiple rubbers and all?”

“As opposed to being inside your heavenly body for the first time? I just think…”

“I just think you’d better quit while you’re behind. And I think a bit of risk adds a rather exciting dose of spice to life. Uncertainty births urgency. Like maybe I say you cleanly imbibe my entire blessing this time, without a single delicious dribble spilled. Manage that and not only will I forbear to tell Mistress Jennifer what you just insinuated about her. I’ll also promise that urine’s the worst that gullet of yours will have to funnel until I’m no longer a dick-spurning virgin. Now, my lifelong waste-processing receptacle, open up wide and then seal up tight!”

Practice made perfect at last, as that sizzling piss swirled in and swiftly yet neatly filled him. Not a drop of nectar wasted! Unfortunately assuaging one anxiety did nothing about the abrupt worsening of so many others. His inadequate warning scorned, BJ could only slurp further at those beautifully protruding labia until abruptly cuffed to stop.

A quick gargle with mouthwash was allowed to follow, entirely for the benefit of slutty Jen’s kisses. Then the redundantly humbled husband let his divine ruling wife lead them both over to be presented on the bed where she and that twin had begun as just one – and where the younger might now be preparing the elder for a return to that circumstance.

Whether events unfolded ala Shakespeare or de Sade, either way there looked to be treachery aplenty before the end.


Julia

Jen was just looking up from her phone as they approached.

“They’re back. I mean he’s here. I’ve got Darianne entertaining him next door with stories about the sissy-maid’s cocksucking training. I understand you don’t want to meet or even see your hired brute until after he’s had his ruthless use of you?”

“That’s right. I just want an anonymous black cock wantonly pounding me – that and cruel black hands all over me, defiling my lily-white body. So let’s get the nuptial couple set up for some introductory cuckoldry. Then you can cover my eyes with something until the bad black battering ram is in place behind me. After that we all watch each other watch what happens to each other until the last squirming, squirting, madly orgasmic gasp!”

“That’s the exact plan!”

The incorrigible rebel held up a hand.

Julia leaped eagerly onto the mattress, slapping her genetic identical an emphatic high five. Then already pebbly with gooseflesh she assumed the position prepared for her: kneeling in the bed’s upper center, facing the foot with her own feet spread, legs angled out wide toward the posts at the head. Shackles ran glittering over burgundy satin sheets from these, and Mistress Jennifer promptly locked one about each of her ankles.

Committed now, Julia shivered with far more than the ordinary bondage-thrill.

Anxiety tried to rear inside and she crushed it ruthlessly. She was going through with this, damn it! Already a growing wetness and heat ached to ease the most brutally penetrating meat. More powerfully still, the craven virgin craved an escape from her humiliating hesitance – and to maybe make the orgasmic apotheoses of her dreams into an everyday reality. When Jen held up the fur-trimmed cuffs she’d given her, swinging that emblematic first gift with a familiar challenging grin, Julia didn’t even stop to think. She just put her hands behind her back.

“Ready for this, Princess?”

“Absolutely. Turn me into the most luscious piece of rape-bait, baby.”

“That will be my exquisite pleasure – Super-bitch!” The cuffs were on cruelly tight before Julia grasped the snarled epithet. Alarm turned to outright terror then as those captive limbs were suddenly yanked unnaturally up high behind her.

Mocking her still-vanilla naiveté, the agony was just beginning. In an instant the cuffs were clipped to the winch and her wrists hauled remorselessly on upward. Damn, it was worse than when she’d almost decapitated herself! Aside from nearly popping her sockets, this suspension had the effect of tipping her body torturously forward, arching her back and leaving her mostly horizontal torso to continuously torque her overstrained shoulders.

Kneeling there helplessly spread and bent with her generous tits pendulously depending (and her virgin backside thrust up invitingly high), Julia abruptly realized that maybe she should have listened more closely to the former libertine. Instead of being aroused by her plight he now looked as sickly pale as curdled cream and scared for her indeed – apparently with ample reason. Because though it had been in no way agreed beforehand, Jen next forced a big steel ring-gag between her old enemy’s teeth, buckling the attached straps tightly under her hair at the nape.

“Damn I’ve wanted to do that for decades! Try one of your tirades on me now, loudmouth!”

Robbed of her ability to protest intelligibly, already beginning to salivate messily, the hopelessly restrained Super-bitch could only squall with appalled outrage then when her unpredictable twin next grabbed and viciously twisted both of those oh-so vulnerable tits.

Contemptuously she slapped these around like speed bags some before hauling off and delivering an unchecked openhanded roundhouse smack! right across the sacrificial victim’s carefully made-up face. So hard that she saw whole galaxies of stars, this blow had Julia’s cheek swelling up even as her doppelganger captor openly gloated.

“That’s for all your years of family tyranny, Super-bitch – years finally now coming to their well-deserved finish. God it’s been far too long! You watch us now, you ultra-controlling terror. You watch and await your fatally fateful rape, while I prepare to outlandishly ravish this despicably unfaithful slave!”

BJ had turned away, even appearing to consider attempting some kind of escape.

Mistress Jennifer was off the bed in a second.

She’d hit him with Darianne’s taser in the second of seconds. Immediately he collapsed spasming. While BJ was thus incapacitated Jen placed the therapy wedge (longest side down again) on the foot of the bed, right in front of the voyeur wife as discussed. Then she began wrestling her property’s body atop it.

In the end both flesh-receptacles were positioned according to plan, with BJ seated on the bed’s edge, reclining atop the wedge so that his head and neck lolled back over the apex, facing up at his wife suspended just before and above him. Heels resting on the rug, a spreader-bar locked his feet well apart while stout belts bound his arms tightly against his sides.

With less than a meter between their flushed, sweaty features, their locked gazes ably communicated the married pair’s sudden mutual dismay. Despite having agreed to nearly everything, it was increasingly clear that ceding complete agency to her psycho sister on the strength of a single week’s easy détente and one evening of heeding the demon weed may have been more than just ordinarily foolhardy.

Feet chained out wide, Julia couldn’t even kick herself for her idiot complicity. She’d certainly done her own part in everything from volunteering for bondage in the first place to helping open up the safe so Jen could retrieve that talismanic key. Now the supposed ruling wife could only gnash her teeth angrily, choking on unyielding steel while her lubricious rival used that key to free her husband’s monogrammed penis for final time number three.

Seriously scared as she was, Super-bitch forgot all about her puffy face and impending rape (and whatever came after that, if anything). The evil slut was using a single expert finger to tease her husband’s instant insistence. Pale and clearly terrified too, he nevertheless gasped and lurched upward at the interminably denied pleasure-pressure.

“Mistress, please…”

“Cocksucking sissy, if you emit another impertinent word, I will punch your teeth right down your throat. Then I’ll follow them with Derek the Dick’s invading namesake. It’s teeth and stinky black meat or a whole lot of mistress-kissing. So keep your sewer hole closed until you’re ordered to open it. This should be your final time inside a vagina. I suggest you enjoy it as much as possible – though at Super-bitch’s insistence we’ve got to sabotage that as much as we can…”

Julia’s jealous rage failed to abate as the slut pulled on gloves and smeared that supposed numbing cream all over BJ’s hugely throbbing hard-on. Watching the grabby cock-hog merely hand-job that flagrantly excited need-spike, even knowing every purposely slow stroke was feeling ever more remote, made her thrash like madness against her restraints.

“There you go, pre-op she-male pee-on! Can’t even really feel me now, can you? Can’t even feel your vestigial remnant I bet. Let’s just roll on half a dozen rubbers to be sure and you’ll be all ready for your very first cuckolding – and your last ever cunt-fucking.”

Whether he could feel it or not, there was no lessening of the sissy’s erection by the time Mistress Jennifer finished with it. Thickly layered with latex it still jutted fiercely upright as the super-possessive psycho turned her attention back to her still wriggling twin, pulling free the black silk sash from her robe so that it fell open.

“See, Super-bitch? We’re doing this forever-destined death-session just like you requested. So settle down and save your energy for later. It’ll be so much more rewarding to prolong the ultimate, primal, gradually faltering final struggles. Hold steady for the blindfold you wanted – not that you’ll ever have a chance to pick your killer out of any kind of lineup.”

Suddenly absurdly worried about her hair and makeup, Julia obeyed, placidly allowing that sash to be wrapped twice about her eyes and knotted behind.

At least it wasn’t one of her buckling leather numbers. Those were impossible to dislodge while this might be surreptitiously shifted by her arms. Feeling drool running demeaningly off her lower lip and chin, hating the ache in her sprung jaws already, Julia caught herself in an uncharacteristic sob as her sister finished by yanking her head cruelly backward.

“Feeling horny for the end yet, chickenshit? Ready for the traditional ex-virgin sacrifice? I’m afraid the fireplace isn’t equipped with roasting spits. And a pig-slaughtering scimitar across the neck would just drench the bed in red. Don’t worry though. I’ll make sure you squirt at least once before the last gasping, spasming end to your incredibly prophetic nightmares. You have my word as both a twin and fellow mistress on that. So don’t go anywhere, my foolishly doomed Super-bitch. One barbaric black savage is on his way, glad to enjoy your cherry for an appetizer – and then indulge in all the nightlong torture-gorging that comes afterwards!”


Julia

It couldn’t have gone on for more than a couple minutes. Still the monotony got bothersome.

“I’m sorry…I’m so sorry…I should have tried harder…I shouldn’t have begged her…please forgive me…I’m such an idiot…I’m so sorry…you’re the holiest of goddesses…”

BJ’s sissy whimpering ceased only when the doors to the suite reopened and then closed again. Even far yards across thick carpet, Julia detected a heavy tread entering. Then gravelly laughter seemed to shake the rafters.

Realizing abruptly that the whimpering she now heard was hers, the securely chained virgin shivered and squirmed. Glad indeed of her blindness, she was still prey to the worst, most fervid inner visions: Fay Wray spread-legged before a rampantly erect King Kong. Despite its charming island accent, the power in the ape’s booming roar made her cringe before him.

“Well lookie-here! It must be my birthday!”

“That’s right, Master Dick!” Jen’s relish dripped sadistically thick. “Where else could an ex-convict get such a priceless opportunity? Get your duds off, my hugely hung murder-stud! Helplessly bound bitches await your most viciously fatal raping.”

“Always eager to oblige Mistress Jennifer.”

Defenseless sister Super-bitch was in dire terror for her very existence.

It seemed her psycho sister really had been scheming to kill her. She was now about to be most brutally deflowered in the process.

Darianne might be close enough to hear a really ear-piercing scream – if she didn’t just disregard it as part of the usual fun. So why didn’t she at least try to unleash one?

With tears soaking into her blindfold the conflicted victim twisted her wrenched shoulders wretchedly. She wished she could wipe the disgusting slick from her chin. She tried and failed to bring her widely spread thighs together and even jiggled her dangling titties, wishing crazily that she had rattraps clamped to them – and mousetraps on the nipples. Then at long last and well before she could ever be ready, a heavier weight than any yet depressed one side of the bed.

Every sense heightened to hyper-alertness, Julia smelled blunt residue, a mix of old cigar and cannabis smoke. She smelled expensive cologne. She smelled sweat and the pheromones of a super-virile mature male and her glands gushed like mad in reaction. The mattress shifted almost right next to her! Then bare skin brushed carelessly across her calf as all that weight (and madly evocative musk) moved around behind her.

Whimpering unconsciously again, her heart hammering madly, the grossly overripe virgin reacted to the first rough grasp of huge strong hands on the sides of her up-cocked ass with a pitifully weak, breathless shriek. Still rather than begin to even think of considering resisting she could only writhe inside, feeling hot liquid trickling down her thighs, so desperate was the depth of her burning emptiness.

Before her hugely overdue virtue could be driven from her however the sacrificial victim had to face the torturous horrors lurking at her core – or at least the spectacle of her victorious rival enjoying the prize for which she would soon be dying.


Julia

Julia felt her blindfold being loosened.

Still wrapped twice about her, that black silk sash slipped down to encircle her neck. The ends left trailing between her bowed shoulders tickled the line of her spine. Blinking the only mellowly-lit master suite into focus, she saw her evil identical naked and standing straddling the mate arrayed practically right under her face. Her superior sneering jeering finally reminded Super-bitch of the intensity of her temporarily displaced hate-rage.

“Here we go then, chickenshit.

“I’m going to love-fuck your disloyal husband, while you lose a whole lot more than just that stupidly-hoarded cherry of yours. Derek darling, let your latest victim watch and anticipate what’s coming for a bit. Let her get good and jealousy-wet before you teach her the magnitude of everything she’s been missing – before her useless loser’s denouement that is.”

“This untouch’ pussy be plenty wet a’ready.”

One of those meatpacker’s hands cupped her soaking center, further spreading her.

Julia twitched away before hormones overruled instinct and then she shoved back forcefully. That uncompromising palm rubbed roughly against her entire urgent engorgement and Super-bitch cried out in uncontainable heat, nearly as furious at herself as she was with Jennifer, just now sliding her slutty lover’s cunt down onto the overused erection the rightful wife had never yet been permitted to properly pleasure.

Watching her despicably selfish sis sigh with bliss – watching her husband’s eyes widen with exaltation despite all the sabotage and tragedy at hand – sent the formerly repressed ‘asexual’ into such an envious frenzy she nearly dislocated her shoulders struggling to get at the fucking scumbags.

Strings of slaver swung and spattered into the face she now habitually pissed into, bringing guilty awareness into that crazed glaze at last. But then as Jen began the slow undulation of female-superior copulation she leaned forward and began the kissing torture by applying her trademark lesions to BJ’s outstretched neck.

Trapped in her best/worst nightmare at last, with the most eviscerating hatred and jealousy nearly obliterating her terror of murder (not to mention any residual virginity anxiety), chain-restrained Super-bitch nevertheless shivered with unbearably intense estrus. It was that exact same dynamic…

Master Under-Rammer set on maximum couldn’t have satisfied her. When that pawing hand abandoned her sopping saddle she sobbed; when both big mitts then grappled onto and crushed her tender tits the sow shrieked with pain/glee and thrust back with her butt again, trying to somehow impale herself on his pig-sticking proximity.

Of course she failed miserably, but not without bumping all about a fleshy hot fuck-club that made her sob afresh at its terrifying-enticing heft. God, who cared if it killed her, just jam that damn black staff all the way into her, right up to the purple-plum nuts! Somehow her master must have read her reactions. The voice that growled in her ear had lost its Caribbean lilt; the chilling thrill-killer predictions it issued only made her self-destructive yearning burn worse.

“You really want to be ripped right up, huh death-fuck? Fantastic! ‘Cause you going out of this world coming so hard that heaven itself will be a letdown. Believe me, there ain’t nothing like breaking in and finishing off an elite whitey-wife to inspire me to my most brutal barbarity.” (Jesus, he nearly twisted off her nipples before releasing her abused boobs!) “Virgin girl, I’m goin’ give you the most violent violating of a stupidly squandered lifetime. Then I’m goin’ brutally rob you the of rest of it, you uppity fucking upper-class cunt!”

As smugly humping Jennifer fastened her lips to those of her childhood conquest and began the most salacious of loving tongue-wrestling sessions, Super-bitch felt something almost fist-sized rubbing up and down on the opened petals of her exposed pink rose. Clearly that famous phallus was collecting up some of those penis-easing secretions.

Steeling herself for unprecedented ecstasy, flesh-rending agony or even instantaneous extinction, the squirming virgin felt her toes curling tight even as that tenderest center seemed to gape in the most ravenous craving.

Suddenly unconcerned with anything other than relieving that screaming need seated so deeply within her deprived being, the sacrificial victim closed her eyes to the horrors in front of her in order to concentrate solely on the saving grace just now coming into her from the rear.


Julia

It was hideously ironic how Julia had demanded bondage so she that couldn’t back out.

The worst torture of her entire life was the way Derek the Dick teased her by inserting only his big blunt tip – or maybe that was all that could easily fit. Gently he nudged this rhythmically between her lips, tantalizingly delaying her entire blighted life’s consummation for as much as another absolutely agonizing minute.

“Please!” she tried to scream. “Just fuuuuuuck meeeeeee!”

Of course this came out all garbled. Then another flash blasted out of the black as her detested nemesis rocked her head again with a second devastatingly vengeful bitch-slap.

“I said to watch us! Close those eyes again and I’ll thumb ‘em right out of your head. You think I’m fucking this pathetic specimen for fun?”

Okay, she’d been mistaken.

Surely that must have been the worst torture – knowing Jen no longer even wanted the cock she’d disfigured and locked. She just enjoyed denying it to both her slave and rival.

Green-eyed demon Super-bitch was at once insane with jealous hate-rage at this while also quivering on the brink of a truly despairing inner wailing. But then at LONG last her proffered ass was grasped with both those huge anonymous hands. Utterly irresistible, their exhilarating strength pried her wider. There at her most desperately ravening junction her unseen assailant abruptly impaled her over-impatient pussy so extremely and completely that the attack stabbed the air right out of her.

Oh my split-wide insides, he was ENORMOUS! And the agony was so much more than just proportionate! Nevertheless at some level the new ex-virgin still felt unfortunate.

With her virtue so emphatically eradicated, shouldn’t some crucial breakthrough ensue, some magical unraveling of those last remaining hang-ups? Yet nothing the least cathartic occurred. Even as she found the air to finally scream out the excruciating gratification spiking up from her super-stuffed cunt, the sight of Jen fucking smugly away atop her beloved BJ still hurt the jilted twin so purely the promise of death again beckoned as a friend.

Nor was that the only disappointment.

She was enjoying no voyeur’s rush, no domination validation at forcing her husband to view, approve and maybe even join in his own usurpation. The anguish in his gaze too clearly mirrored her own. Heartbreak! Anger! Yet how could such considerations persist once Jen’s proxy cock truly got about its brutish business?

Gripping her hips with that gorilla-like brawn, that primate might that relegated her to but a breakable plaything, Derek the Dick began lunging, plunging his ebony eponym into her bound body with such feral force and ferocity that she felt herself being torn open and gorily gored, probably irreparably, just as in her dream of the sapling spits on cannibal beach.

Damn that mammoth stabbing savaged her so fabulously! Shriek after shocked-ecstatic shriek pealed from her unheeded. Bruised/abraded boobs flopped wildly all about and the yanking on her shoulder sockets hurt worse than her sprung jaw, galled wrists and ankles combined. Still her physical travails were again swiftly secondary.

Jennifer was crowing and gloating afresh, her humping picking up dangerous pace in her excitement despite her scorn for that sense-deadened organ.

For his part the former horn-dog was blubbering and squirming under her illicit loving yet panting madly and lifting his hips up anyway.

Dare that cheating pee-on ejaculate? Meanwhile her arranged rapist just kept bludgeoning that humungous jungle-man’s club ever deeper up into her breeder’s receiver, right on through to her pitifully-unused womb. And whitey-wifey was supposed to reflect on anything besides…Ah my barbaric black Master please, don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t-don’t-don’t-don’t even let it slow down the least little amount!

Slow down or stop her fantastic murder-master most certainly did not.

Unmerciful universe, how long could such a ravishing rampage possibly go on?

Only the big bad bitch-boning savage might answer…


Julia

It wasn’t any endless train. But with the stamina of a professional gigolo and the mad abandon of the gourmand, Derek the Dick hammered away at exacerbating her vaginal agony for eons without surcease it seemed. Eventually however Julia’s hugely abused cooze grew just enough used to its relentless brutalization for the difference between ecstasy and excruciation to prove foolishly moot. The final squirting promised her must surely soon follow and yet….

Unavoidable orgasm might be approaching physically. But the terrible turmoil still roiling her betrayed Julia Chandler’s complete mental un-readiness.

Too bad, Super-bitch!

As her island barbarian accelerated his assault even more he at last released his punishing clutch on her butt. Instead those grappler’s hands must have taken up the ends of the sash that were still trailing down her back – rather like a drover seizing his rebelling beast’s reins. For suddenly that chained chattel’s head was yanked radically backward. And that loop of sturdy fabric about her throat tightened quickly toward the closed.

Wind beginning to whistle, the supremely helpless Super-bitch panicked. What happened to that supposed death wish?

Choked by the perfect makeshift ligature, she thrashed against her shackling even as that massive meat-pole continued bludgeoning up into her no-doubt badly bloodied-by-now vagina. Of course the uselessness of this resistance only fueled her frenzy, as did the ridicule of her husband-fucking enemy.

“That’s right, Super-bitch, now’s the time to fight!

“Struggling for your life makes finishing it so much more exciting for everybody. And going out reveling in an agonizing Afro-banging beats whimpering your way into oblivion any day. Just be sure you obsess about all the years of pegging, torturing and cuckolding this bondage-addicted sissy you’re going to miss out on while I use your beloved husband to the most unimaginably slow and excruciatingly demeaning destruction.

“No quick choking out for this betraying slave! He’ll regret his weak-kneed treachery to the end of his miserable days. You, on the other hand, had better get everything you can out of this last spectacular climax, Super-bitch.”

The hateful psycho had a point, and more than one of them.

Cast suddenly back to her near-hanging in the closet, the extremity of her similar straits recalled the intensity of that earlier arousal – and the galvanic force of her consequent orgasm. Immediately that frenetic frisson returned, intensified by the knowledge that this was indeed no accidental dress rehearsal. As that gigantic cock tore and gored her more horridly than any unmotivated mechanical apparatus ever could, as brutishly thrilling male dominion throttled her ever harder, the part of her that crazily craved victimization woke right up and again wallowed wantonly in response.

Feeling her face bloating blue, her eyes and tongue beginning to protrude (oh her starved lungs strained insanely!) Julia’s mortal terror mixed with her compulsory arousal and jealousy-hate to make a deliriously familiar kind of apocalyptic erotic alchemy.

Many a midnight soaking told her where this was going. Yet even at such a primal pitch of emotional, hormonal and sensational overload, the now willing victim missed the most affecting element of the nightmares she was at long last having this chance of living out.

Back in the burning closet she hadn’t had her cheating husband right in front of her. Nevertheless the last-ditch recognition of her feelings for him had been the impetus for such an affecting epiphany/apotheosis. How much more powerful might her reaction be now, and how unforgivable to miss this final opportunity for transcendence, maybe even for understanding and spiritual peace? Though her head was wrenched back and her vision beginning to dim, Super-bitch rolled her bulging eyeballs downward to find those of her beloved cuckold.


Julia

First this seemed the worst idea.

Jen was kissing him again, really dredging away. Julia was seconds from chagrined regret when a paired glint told her that gaze was available – despite all the mauling BJ’s eyes were open. His head was twisted to keep her in view. And even at first glance his attention was unmistakably captivated not by his triumphant ravisher but by the always so pitiless wife currently paying for his weakness with her life.

Even upside-down she could read him easily. The passions flaying him as he watched her not only enjoying her deflowering but being eliminated in his name were as glaringly apparent as the makeup-caked pallor of his face.

Emerging melded into a surreal succession, Julia saw that familiar anguish, along with sorrow, fear, despair, horror, crazed desperation, virulent self-hatred, and mostly a truly suicidal level of guilt and remorse. Also almost too timid to be admitted, that gaze conveyed his heartfelt apology, if not an outright plea for deathbed forgiveness.

Selfish as this last might strike her (she was the one dying here damn it), Super-bitch couldn’t see any jealousy in those eyes. Nor was there sign of the perverted craving for degradation she expected. Indeed the one thing his entire spectrum of feelings shared was their unmistakable foundation: love.

BJ’s deep and honest commitment to her wellbeing overruled everything else for him. Here on the very threshold of violent death, the elder twin received the ultimate proof of her husband’s so oft-professed adoration.

Had she suggested he was selfish? After everything she’d done to him, all throughout their lives but especially over the incredibly transformative few months of their marriage, BJ would still rather die in her stead than be free of her domination to live forever with Jennifer…

Shamed out of her frenzied jealousy, Julia peered through her now tunneling vision to see a sheen of unshed tears forming. Still her brave mate withheld these, doing penance by not allowing his record of her murder to be mercifully blurred. Let it haunt him to his own eventual self-inflicted end…

It was at this penultimate moment, as the visual tunnel closed with her killer still tightening that ligature further with every battering-ram stab still tearing up her vaginal channel, that the stupidly simple epiphany at last burst upon Goddess Julia.

One of the Buddha’s four noble truths was that the cause of suffering was desire.

She’d already conceded that her suffering came from envy: the desire to be loved the way her twin was. Well, now she had indisputable evidence that she was!

Hell, she might well be loved even more than that psycho.

Cherishing this realization, that she really needn’t envy anybody anything, Julia felt her own celebratory affection swelling infinitely from within. A burgeoning splurge of urgently purgative urges surged through her, flushing away decades of self-sabotaging bitterness and hate. Knowing her end just had to be upon her then, she who had been such a Super-bitch seized upon this sadly overdue healing, this departing bestowal of inner peace.

Even as her airway was closed off completely, and her body flung itself into mindless primal paroxysms, emotional and spiritual transcendence blended effortlessly into her peaking physical and sexual extremity to detonate a deliciously delayed, practically cataclysmic orgasmic reaction more extravagant than her wildest dreams could have conceived.

Finally freed to explode out and run their gamut, spastic contractions wracked her entire groin and even midsection, shuddering out from there to the ends of her chained legs and all up through her suddenly roiling bowels and uselessly hitching diaphragm. Strangling, gakk-akk, I’m strangling here! Her violently-violated body bucked back against its cock-skewer involuntarily. Her strained spine seemed to come alive and writhe, while hot liquid spurted from her, spraying out under painful pressure. Still that unsurpassable man-meat-hammer kept pounding on unstoppably home. Oh, my hopeless boner-jones! This made that ejaculation in the torture wardrobe seem ordinary, even perfunctory!

Somewhere Mistress Jennifer was celebrating. But who gave a crap about that? Her childish crowing couldn’t reach the ascendant deity now. Powered by that pounding she was so far above such pettiness, soaring euphorically on the indescribably intense pleasure-pain, glorying in the way this primordial-force orgasm was taking her so gratefully away from all that pointless old contention and hate…

Her patrician visage now as purple-black as the hands still twisting that garrote, Julia never felt her still fiercely-fucked form falling limp at the finish.


BJ

So much for folklore. What he wouldn’t give to be back in that agony of suspense, when the worst events weren’t yet inevitable!

It seemed every time he reached a nadir, Mistress Jennifer sprung a trapdoor from under him, dropping him into even more horrifying realms of hell. Every time he thought things couldn’t possibly get worse, they did. Take the application of that anesthetic…

The first smearing of cool cream on his flagrant need felt heavenly. A firm fist gripping his unprecedentedly intense stretch (and pumping it through a squeezing clutch of what felt like a lubing lotion) might actually have triggered the forbidden man-gasm, even with that stroking going so slowly. Yet within several seconds all sensation from that treated skin’s surface nerves had ceased. Still she jacked him placidly on, and still the numbness deepened, deepened. Ah, goddess, no, what, no! Rub, rub, rub, rub, even getting the tip coated good with her thumb…

His peg-hole kept puckering. And somewhere far within his groin or even abdomen BJ still felt the most evocative sense of rhythmic pressure. Uh, uh, ooohhh! But otherwise his dick might have been as dead as the dildo Brenda had taken to strapping about her sissy housemaid’s waist after smothering his frantically tonguing face became a tad too tame.

Layering one rubber on after another had basically been wasted.

He’d felt no more of this than he did that fat fifty-something snatch when forced to labor away at it with silicone or latex for half the day. Being robbed of so much irreplaceable pleasure when this might be his last p-in-v experience ever was dismaying enough. BJ had naturally still been aghast at Jen’s confirmation of her most dread intentions – not to mention the arrival of masculine anathema in the absolutely mammoth flesh. Nevertheless, when Jennifer climbed astride and commenced her oh-so-slow riding, the bizarre novelty of fucking with a cock he was barely conscious of was soon relegated almost to irrelevancy. Jen clamping to him like a lamprey, and later kissing his lips with such aggressive insistence, also resisted really registering. For a truly miserable interval the devoted husband-slave just couldn’t look past his close-up cuckolding – as that evil key-holder had so gleefully decreed.

Not two feet away, indeed so near the slaver running from her lip occasionally splashed his face, his worshipped wife was being fabulously fucked for the first and last time in her life. And even with threatened death impending it was transparently apparent that she was also being gratified out of her tormented mind. Combined with Mistress Jennifer’s condemnation of his own cock and prowess, this was parsecs beyond just humiliating. It made BJ feel like the bad kid on Christmas morning.

Big brother had gotten the toy he’d die for. Now it was his to enjoy – until he carelessly or maliciously broke it and tossed it aside. Meanwhile BJ didn’t receive a single gift. It was his own fault though. He’d been naughty, you see. So naughty he’d never get another present again…

Of course Jen worsened this by murmuring the most eviscerating insults as she slurped and nibbled on him. All about how he was her pity-pet fit only for pegging and that only money had ever got him laid without her while she always had and always would enjoy getting to fuck all of the most prime A-1 super-hung muscle-studs she could possibly fit in. Telling him to watch how her twin took a proper cock in order to get an inkling of how that went down – and of what still waited for him. So of course when that hugely looming brute eventually escalated his seemingly endless assault while also beginning to choke the life from his irreplaceable mate, BJ heard Mistress Jennifer interrupt her cruel catcalling to promise horrific lethal vengeance on him as well with quadrupled dismay.

Gulp!

Nevertheless terror for himself could hardly compete for primacy of feeling while his wife was currently being rape-murdered because of his incorrigible weaknesses. BJ’s childish self-pity collapsed quickly into shame as well. Even the inescapable physical arousal of Jen so expertly fucking him couldn’t truly cut through the horrific guilt and disbelieving grief at what he was being compelled to see.

Watching that divinely lovely face puff up and darken as that strangling sash sank ever deeper into the tender flesh of Julia’s neck made him struggle madly in sympathy with her own panicked frenzy.

Of course the belts and spreader bar were far more restrictive than the sacrifice’s shackles. All his desperate efforts only served to excite his rider further. She fell to kissing him again. And though he wanted nothing more than to close his eyes and lose all awareness of anything but that plundering tongue, BJ knew that would be the worst sort of treachery. His faults had caused this atrocity; the least he could do was witness and acknowledge the cost. And prescient or not, this devotion paid off.

It takes longer than one might expect to choke someone to death – especially if a large amount of energy is diverted to fucking them equally furiously. In the end however, as her face deepened through ever-darker hues of blue, those always so huge, now obscenely bulging eyeballs cleared and rolled to find his own. Always so eloquent, those fiery orbs spoke of a soul in horrible torment striving for some indefinable relief before the finish.

It was BJ’s blessing to try to help her find it. And somehow in the silent exchange of emotional data along their shared gaze he must have provided what she needed. Because even before the obviously gloriously convulsive orgasm that added its own face-defiling splatters, it was clear that the guilty cuckold’s suffering was easily exceeding that of the sacrificial victim. Understandable perhaps: whatever realms of heaven his dying wife was ascending toward, BJ was looking at an eternity of damnation in her rapidly-blackening face.

Watching his goddess’ last garroted seconds gutted him of every hope of any future joy. After this he wouldn’t be able to kill himself quickly enough. Unfortunately the horrors of femdom hell would have to wait their turn. Just because nothing worse could possibly occur didn’t mean this ordeal was finished, or ever would be.

The instant the ex-Super-bitch slumped into uselessness, Mistress Jennifer jumped off the ultimate culprit’s deadened erection. As if perversely determined to prove there always was something worse that she could do to him (at least as far as she was concerned), BJ’s monstrous mistress immediately demanded that dreaded anathema!


BJ

“The Super-bitch is vanquished! All the townspeople pour into the streets! Jubilant crowds celebrate their deliverance from the villain!”

Jen mimed dancing and throwing confetti.

“Yo, bitch-slayer, are you some kind of necrophiliac or what? Leave off fucking that disgusting lump and come finish in this other initiate. BJ’s been so impatient for the day he finally gets to truly earn his new name. Just take your condom off first – he’s only ever tasted his own skimpy loads.”

Even with his owner no longer astride him, struggling proved useless. Besides, the guy was twice his size – more so in that most important regard.

There was nothing the transfixed sissy could do as that ebony behemoth moved between him and his ex-wife, squatted and clamped his huge hands onto either side of that radically tipped-back head. Expert thumbs drove into vulnerable points in his jaw, forcing wide that cocksucker’s maw. Then hot and hard and huge and pungent, his cuckolder’s wife-defiling truncheon plunged abruptly down his gullet.

Thank goddess for all his training! With so many reasons to reject this invasion (horror, moral and genetic revulsion) how could he not be projectile vomiting?

Having such a gigantic object violently stretching and stuffing his esophagus, pounding all the way in and out so that the bulging-full balls rhythmically blocked his nostrils was dangerous enough. A few months ago Joshua Junior would have surely choked to death on his own throw-up. At least he faced this culmination with less desperate physical distress. The emotional toll was challenging enough to manage.

This was it: the ultimate test of his sissy subservience. Without a bi bone in his body (other than that gigantic invader) he was being forced to perform the most obsequious of gay sex. Add in the facts that his master was of a race and class historically (and currently) brutally oppressed by his own and yet was clearly his superior, had just fucked his wife to her greatest-ever heights before murdering her right in front of him and it was hard to imagine a more extreme demeaning.

Of course he wouldn’t put it past Mistress Jennifer.

With those hands clamped over his ears he couldn’t hear a thing, while opening his eyes only showed that plunging pole and the big black balls that kept slapping his nose. Whatever she was getting ready could hardly be to his benefit. Expecting at least a fist in his ass any second, BJ shuddered from his extensively decorated skin to the pit of his now forever-damned soul. It was finally time to accept the most wretched recognitions.

He belonged to deadly Jennifer exclusively now, at least until he could find a way to cheat her threatened vengeance and die. Until then he had no choice but to worship her, obey her and ingratiate himself with her to the greatest extent possible. Cruel and pitiless as she could be, she was still his goddess…and despite everything she’d done (plus all the worst still to come) he couldn’t help loving her with that mindlessly dependent fervor.

Nor could he avoid putting an honest effort into every obligation she laid on him, no matter how shameful or distasteful. That began with becoming more than just a poseur cocksucker.

Though it made his already defiled face flame, somehow Blow-Job Jocelyn ignored seven different kinds of guilt and horror to purse those spit-slippery lips into a proper firm-but soft suction-grip. Alternating this with a caressing tongue extension, the ever-less tentative receptacle was actually gratified to find all that practice paying off in unquestioned expertise. Indeed so adept was the sissy even when submitting mostly passively that it took a matter of mere seconds to bring that murderous rapist to a bursting head.

Guttural growls less heard than felt punctuated that accelerating pumping. Knowing what was coming, wondering if he might bypass the tasting part by encouraging an early ingestion, BJ sucked with an honest urgency his owner must have loved. Who could say he wasn’t dedicated to her degrading now? As if in benediction then his goddess’ proxy cock quit its frantic plunging to withdraw to mere inches from his visage.

Straight into his face that sticky spunk spouted. A few wet jets hit his tongue and even uvula – taste, that, bitch! Most soaked his chin, lips, septum and nose. Gasping at the unobstructed air, retching a bit, BJ felt the most contradictory twinge of pride belying the enormity of his flaming disgrace. He’d done it; passed the test; sucked a real man’s cock off without broiling alive or otherwise dying. It should be so much easier next time…

And speaking of not dying!

Now that he no longer had controlling hands clamped over his ears, BJ could hear that he wasn’t the only one retching in the room. Someone else was whooping for breath too. Jen? No, that was her voice he heard – turning the entire wicked world right-side-up again!

How fucking intense could weepy relief get?


Julie

“There you go, Goddess Julie! Breathe deep like you mean it! And here, drink this. It’ll help your swollen throat. Plus we need to toast your rebirth! Sorry about all those scary dramatics and mean words. But I’m sure we’ll all agree it was for the best in the end. How else could we have rid ourselves of that hateful twisted Super-bitch?”

Still grateful-amazed to discover herself among the living, Julie finally recovered enough to accept the drink. Trickling whisky slowly down her aching throat, letting her spinning head settle, she reflected on what Jen had just said with (believe it or not) a growing euphoria.

Resentment would be senseless. Regardless of how it had happened, revived from mere unconsciousness or not, she did feel completely reborn.

Of course any brush with death can lend a fresh perspective. And she’d just accepted, even embraced the inevitable in ways few could have found the bravery to face. But this regeneration was something far more profound. That climactic epiphany persisted; the incredibly therapeutic transformation begun on her wedding night was now incontrovertibly accomplished.

From frigidly tyrannical prig determined to spread her own misery indiscriminately, she suddenly positively brimmed with lusty, even beatific beneficence for everyone. Watching her not-so-evil-after-all identical dispense shots to the men (wow, apologetically smiling Derek really was handsome), she nodded solemn acknowledgement.

“You explained it best for us BJ, that night we got high. It wasn’t the death of the body or her ‘innocence’ our conflicted sacrifice craved. She needed to kill off the harridan caricature of herself created by her unfair upbringing. How else to expunge an entire alter-ego?

“Hopefully our bit of theater here succeeded in that, and the bitter old Super-bitch is gone for good. I believe we may have even banished that prim, fastidious Princess Julia too. Now we can all drink to the newly fused Goddess Julie, who incorporates only the best elements of both. And we again beg her to forgive us for all our perfidy. You know I’m no murderess. I truly do love you, my beautiful big sis. Welcome to the wilder side of the family!”

“Thank you.”

The newly christened Goddess Julie had to take another drink and cough some more before she could go on. “And I love you too. Isn’t it horrible it took us so long to say that to each other? That was the first damn time. And isn’t it wonderful to be able to do so at last? That alone is enough to excuse your sisterly trickery I guess – all your scheming interfering right back to that forbidden bachelor bashing. I was ready to wring your neck indeed for sneaking in on me. Curing my lifelong dysfunction while simultaneously molding this piece of dung into my ideal husband though – that’s some super-sweet icing on any tasty cake.”

“Speaking of icing…”

Beefcake Derek the Dick had just finished filling up a stocking with dripping cubes from the bucket. “Wrap this ‘round yo’ neck, sweet chil’. Don’t get swoll up on my account.”

“Thank you.” Julie complied and then felt around the rest of herself. “I may need to see to my pussy soon too. Not that I’m complaining! You were perfectly convincing and effective beyond my wildest dreams – figuratively speaking at least. So thank you for that too.

“The damage will heal, the pain go away. The things I’ve learned to appreciate will stay with me forever however. Things about both myself and our equally treasured she-male here. I’m just sorry I missed seeing the bona fide cocksucker finally earning his own new name and persona.”

“Don’t worry, Goddess Julie. We’ve got it all on video. And next time he can assert that perverted persona with some seriously fervid servicing, from first licking that dick out of disinterested limpness to the most frantically slurping finish.”

Mistress Jennifer toyed significantly with the sissy’s own insensate yet still intensely erect irrelevancy.

“As for that disgracefully unfaithful slave, look who just proved incapable of choosing! He tried to warn you about me without outright confessing his part in a goddamn murder plot! Talk about chickenshit! I think we both owe him an eternity of alternating thanks and anger.”

“I agree completely. And look: the night is young and so are we.” Julie adjusted the soothing cooling of that stocking. “We still need to celebrate his rebirth, from male-slut slacker to omni-sexual sissy-slave; from Joshua Junior to Screamin’ Jay to shamelessly voracious Blow-Job Jocelyn. After Derek breaks in his backside too we’ll all take turns fisting the squealing pig.”

“Good. I’ve got tons of other untried tortures I’m keen to inflict on this split-the-difference sissy here.” Jen’s eyes just danced with imaginative malice. “But don’t you think we should lock our naughty cheating cock back up? Accidental ejaculations have happened. Unless you’d rather brand it with your own monogram beforehand, say on the other side from mine…”

Why, that idea’s audacity was eons overdue! Time to take it up and increase the ante, as always.

“Not until that anesthetic wears off. BJ wants to savor the application of every red-hot letter. Then I think we should discuss further modifying our effeminate property. I believe ‘she’ needs multiple ear and nipple piercings, nose and tongue rings and any number of degrading tattoos blatantly labeling ‘her’ a pig, sewer, sissy, slut and slave. Maybe hormone treatments will even grow her some titties.”

“You got it, hot mama! We’ll catch a good buzz, talk out all the options later.”

Rebel Jen dispensed another round of Jack Daniels.

“First we’ll get this guilty sissy hung up for hours of mistress fisting and brutal black-cock mastery. I hope you dosed yourself with plenty of Viagra, Mister Dick!”

“You bet I did, ma’am! Brought some meth to rev up with too…”


Jen

Several sensational hours later, the still excited sisters sat awaiting the sunrise.

With extensively spent Derek the Dick at last crashed in their bed (his tightly tied-up suck-and-bugger-toy still hopelessly groaning beside him), they’d slipped outside to lounge in a pair of well-padded patio chairs. Watching for the break of the first new day of their perfectly divine new lives, they hit Jen’s THC together and continued the exhilarating exchange of feelings and ideas that had so enlivened their entire night. Naturally they laughed a lot about the past and planned out a fantastic future too.

“Have you ever done much of that yourself – hanging and breath play, I mean?”

Julie was back to marveling over the power of her anoxic orgasms. Jen indulged her gladly.

“A few times. I’ve been choked out like that by Derek too. It’s certainly worth the experience – but nothing to make a habit of. Besides being dangerous, it can’t help but kill a ton of brain cells.”

“That’s funny. Because I feel a whole lot smarter this morning.”

“Right on, sister.” Jen took another puff. “Smart enough to renege on stupid promises made to people who heaped a lifetime’s burden and more on a girl firstborn?”

“You got that straight.” Julie reached for the vape. “Dottie and Daddy won’t be around for much longer anyway. I’ll keep fobbing off the former, blame the lack of babies on the sissy’s impotence maybe. As for the latter, Daddy can kiss my black-man-banging ass. What’s he going to do, disinherit us if we quit? He’s barely sapient these days. Neither of them can even travel anymore. I’ll let Evelyn run things from now on. And once our last relations have tottered off to Rich Man’s Heaven, we’ll sell the company outright, right?”

“Damn right!”

Jen was still laughing at the old Simpsons’ show quote. “We have more than enough moolah for two. I mean how many tens of millions do we really need? We could live here in luxury amid splendor forever on just the interest from our investments. Ravenous capitalist acquisition for its own sake seems a rather barren undertaking.”

CEO Julie now more than agreed.

“Maybe we should spend a bit of that fortune. You know, redistribute it to some local merchants and craftsman. I keep thinking of ever-better ways to re-design that master suite around the needs of keeping an omni-sexual slut-slave in perpetual torment.

“We could host lavish parties, even orgies here. I’d love nothing more than to invite all the former horn-dog’s old conquests, con-jobs and accomplices over to watch and take their turns using and degrading our eager pee-on. Subjecting the slut to her former coworkers was titillating enough. Wait ‘til she’s sucking off half the fucking city!”

The twins dissolved into delicious fits of giggling. “Don’t forget all the friends and contacts I have with biker clubs and such across the country!”

“That poor thing! All locked up and only homos to blow!”

That titanium cage was of course back in its almost certainly permanent place: punishing their slave’s every dirty urge – as if her fresh brand hadn’t been doing that every time big Black Master stabbed back into her face or asshole. The key too was locked back in the safe, there to forever remain – barring an extremely unlikely wifely change of heart.

Jen would certainly never use it again!

While she hadn’t failed her ultimate challenge, BJ had again evaded indicating any real preference between the twins. It seemed that in abetting his wife’s healing he’d come to value them equally. While this development might have been expected, and indeed ensured decades of blissful family harmony ahead, it nevertheless piqued jealous Mistress Jennifer enough so that no amount of placation might ever return that bit of vestigial sin to her favor. Too bad, cuckold!

Of course neither code-holder felt a need to distress the deluded sissy with the futility of her endless attempts at ingratiation.

Let eager-beaver BJ believe that perhaps, upon the very rarest of milestones, or after particularly submissive dick-sucking marathons, she might someday be briefly freed, rubbed with a ton of that numbing cream and then, after hours of the most tempting edging, finally be allowed another immediately ruined climax – if anything remained to be drained, that is.

With daily milking keeping the she-male docilely empty, any seminal discharge should be even weaker than previous. Eventually the dually devoted yet endlessly unfaithful slave must learn to live without satisfying the masculine imperative that had landed had her in such submissive perdition in the first place.

Or maybe not. Perhaps that intolerable torment might be better, more fitting for her anyway.

As the brilliant new sun at last broached the horizon, the twin mistresses popped the cork on a fresh bottle of champagne. To ever better femdom days!




Epilogue


Twins’ Olympus (formerly Withered Elms) was beginning its wildest kink-fest yet. And oh baby but that was saying something!

The occasion was their third anniversary. Not of the date of their marriage, understand, though that had been extensively commemorated as well. The twins and their shared soul-mate saved their most extravagant celebrations for immortalizing the time Goddess Julie rose phoenix-like from the ashes of a strangled Super-bitch – the day chastened slave BJ came to fully appreciate her designated station.

Entertaining all comers with her excruciation and debasement while impotently sexually pleasuring them was far more than meet repayment for her inferiority, or the just desserts of Joshua Junior’s incorrigibly lazy torpor. It was about more than just the panicky compulsion to struggle endlessly with her constant bondage. (Dangling in the center of the malevolently renovated Domination Wing, BJ writhed wildly in her modified parachute harness, loving the way resisting its insidiously simplistic restrictiveness made the weights hanging from her big pierced titties and tattooed testes swing all crazily.) It wasn’t even about the desperate need to please the glorious deities keeping safe the key to her rapidly atrophying orgasmic capacity.

Much of her shameless sissy-nymphomania, that consequent craving for violently violating hot throbbing cock, may have been rooted in the sexual penance due those deities. After all Junior had sinned so egregiously against one while faithless BJ had betrayed the other. Yet not even the mad rapacity of masochistic phallic-depravity could compete with the infinite beseeching of her worshipfully appreciative love/lust for both these irreplaceable owners.

With their last parents now passed on and the company just sold, Goddess Julie had truly come into her own.

Boasting a whole new wardrobe to go with her less combative persona she’d not only become queen of the local nightlife but presided over an ever-expanding femdom network of international stature. Strutting around tonight in just her latest brazenly risqué latex appliqués she’d been the envy and/or lustful focus of every guest, from Junior’s old nightclub crowd, their former coworkers and other locals to Jen’s many hardcore fetish friends from out of town to even the most cosmopolitan dilettantes drawn to this sleepy backwater city by rumors of the rich twin goddesses and their outrageous femdom orgies.

As freed of suicidal dreams and impulses as the need to work or deliver screaming tirades, Julie had reached such ease with her former demons that she now exuded a calm confidence in her dominance that was impossible not respond to.

What sublime power she wielded now, after leaving being a CEO behind!

It was all there in those amazing hazel eyes, from which a divine nimbus seemed to shine at times. And if all these many and varied mortals wanted to fawn over this gorgeous goddess, who could blame humble BJ for feeling a quietly proprietary pride at being her most prized piece of property? Every lick of her whip, stab of her prick and drip of her piss tasted as priceless as her occasional indulgent kiss. And if the world’s luckiest sissy felt grateful every day for her arranged mate’s loving custody, what could she say of the spectacularly Machiavellian mistress who’d done so much more than just save her via enslavement?

Without Jen’s intervention this place would still be so staid!

There’d be no huge open space surrounded by cages and devices for torturous restraint. No track-way across the ceiling so the slave could be conveyed between these easily at need, or into the room’s very middle or over any one of the giant beds, whether she was suspended from bondage bars, any number of bizarre harnesses or merely her cuffed-together limbs.

There would certainly be no scantily-clad crowd of sadists surrounding her, as that original mistress stepped up with her twin to signal the orgy’s beginning with the traditional double-dick pig-spitting. And Dari and Peggy certainly wouldn’t be standing by strapped on and raring to go either. All of this magnificent setting and avid gathering were the direct consequence of Mistress Jennifer’s rebellious influence. Yet beyond inspiring such a fabulously exciting and gratifying new lifestyle (oh how BJ squealed her excrucia-glee as Julie speared into her rear and began hammering away to the adulation of the masses, at least until the suckling swine got not an apple jammed into her gob but that twin goddess’ identical cock), Jen had also accomplished the seemingly impossible.

As the once-estranged sisters ramped up yet another rampant tandem battering, the former Joshua Junior reveled in the way his initial enslaver had gone so far beyond just keeping her promise to rescue their relationship (though at the awesome cost she’d warned of). With his both witting and unwitting assistance she’d actually made them all into a loving family unit at last.
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