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I’m thinking that if I had this man tied up at the club, or hanging from the meat hook back home in my Scold Room, I would be horse-whipping his cock right about now. I would probably have stuffed a fat carrot up his arse to maintain his erection, although by the look of him, he’d probably enjoy that a little too much. The sweat is starting to bead at his temples and his balding pate is even shinier than usual. His neck is flushed red like a shaving rash and the pink, puffy skin of his unremarkable face is starting to colour too. He is squirming in his leather chair and while his paunch stretches his shirt and hangs over his belt, it doesn’t quite hide the stirrings below and he has been forced to cross his legs, resting one ankle upon the other knee. To enforce the cover-up he has pressed his clipboard hard against his lap, but his attempts to hide it only draw my attention to his crotch and have me glowering with incredulity. He shifts in his seat once more and clears his throat with the embarrassment, although I know my open contempt is only making him harder. The disdain is written all over my face, but I cannot be dwelling on this fifty year-old man’s near adolescent inability to control his silly prick in my presence.

“I want results, Harvey,” I declare. “You are meant to be finding out what the hell this thing is inside me, not merely putting me into trances so that you can get me to reveal all my secrets while you toss yourself off.”

He almost chokes. 

“I can assure you, Miss Sears,” he blusters, without actually imparting any assurance, “that is most certainly not what happens.”

My expression no doubt displays my lack of conviction. In truth, he has always delivered in the past, which is why I went back to him this time. He stopped me from smoking where I could not (it perplexes me, considering how much control I have over others, how little I can have over myself). Another time he cured me of my fear of spiders (completely irrational since the ones here in England are all relatively small and completely harmless. Nevertheless, one view of the leggy fuckers used to have me freezing solid or palpitating wildly and blubbing like a child). I hate to have weaknesses, and fortunately Harvey eradicated some for me in the past. 

I need him now to help me with my dreams. They are recurring and vivid, the images clear and accompanied by other sensory details that convince me that they are actual memories and not the fabrication of my mind. But how can they be? It is impossible to remember a life you cannot have lived. Yet the dreams are too complete and accurate to be the product of my imagination; there are too many specifics in the sounds and temperature and emotions, instances coming as a whole package of minutiae that mark them out as genuine recollections, not mere figments. So if it cannot be my life I picture when I sleep, then whose is it? 

It has even crossed my mind that I am possessed. Wishful thinking, some may reckon–a convenient excuse for blaming my inherent darkness on some malevolent spirit beyond my control. However, I’m not sure I am searching for excuses. Look at my life and I think it is plain to see why men deserve my scorn, although it doesn’t explain why I love to mistreat my girl slaves too, and why I love to be so dirty with them and spank their defenceless cunts. I know I torture and tease and that I can be hard and hurtful, but I can and want to be soft and loving too. I don’t want to be thought of as a heart-crushing bitch hanging onto rationality by her fingertips. I don’t want you to call me a twisted, manipulative sadist, and if you do, I will have no option but to secure you to a post, whip you raw, and impale your sorry arse with my foot-long sharpening steel! No, there is a reason why I end up being bad when I just want to be good. There is definitely something alien within me, lurking below the surface–I can feel it. It is a seed borne through the ages, germinating whenever I sleep. The dreams that come are like memories–not mine because they are ancient–but someone’s memories and somehow carried in me. 

Harvey has been giving me regression hypnotherapy to see if my memories result from previous lives. I have only given him sketchy details of the dreams because I don’t want him to have anything to work with or embellish. He lusts after me because as well as my being beautiful, my mean streak clearly turns him on. I wouldn’t put it past him to string me along with a load of lies just so that I kept coming here, giving him more chances to put me under and do whatever he wanted while I was unaware–he is a man after all. In my experience, the male of our species is either a fawning toad or a boorish bastard, and in both cases he will do absolutely anything to get his hands on your pussy. They think you are only in existence for the benefit of their prick and that they are at liberty to take whatever they want from you. For this reason, I will happily beat their privates but never let them touch mine. It is why I delight in tormenting them. It is why I am only happy in their presence if they are serving me and under my control, and Harvey is no different. 

However, I am still being extra mean to him today. I wouldn’t normally wear PVC leggings during the day, even if they were my own design and creation, and therefore a ready advert for my business. However, today I felt the need to talc up and haul on a pair in black, so tight they were almost shrink-wrapped to my curves. I did this for protection rather than to delight in driving Harvey to distraction. I have a delectable if very small puss, you see: pristine, creamy smoothness surrounds a neat dark slit hiding delicate, pale pink petal-lips. In my twenty-six years of existence I have yet to find a man worthy of touching or tasting me there, let alone putting his cock inside it, and I am damned if I am going to let this sneaky pervert Harvey be the first. While I am under his hypnotic influence the best he can manage is to cup and hold me there, but the plastic of the leggings would allow only a cursory contact, despite the camel-toe tightness when I sit. It will certainly deprive him of the pleasure of feeling the warmth of my puss. There is no way he could get his hand inside and definitely no way the leggings were coming either down or off, and that leaves me feeling safe enough.

Despite his best efforts to keep his eyes off my crotch, he’s fighting a losing battle and is now shifting endlessly and looking flustered. And now his misaligned left eye is even more noticeable than normal, wandering off on its own to the side, drawing my attention. As ever, when I suddenly focus back on his good right eye, I jolt when I find him looking straight back at me. I always thought this affliction a real stumbling block for a hypnotherapist–the old ‘look into my eyes’ routine a bit difficult when they are splayed all around the room. Fortunately, he has other methods to induce relaxation. The most effective being his voice, which is rich and calm despite the turmoil raging in his underwear. My breathing becomes slow and deep, falling into the warm tranquillity just below full consciousness, where my muscles turn liquid and too heavy to move. His voice is not obtrusive. It becomes part of me as he prompts me to describe the particular dream. 

The images are grey at first but then they take better shape... I look down and see my billowing white linen top open and my blonde curls hanging down upon my big ripe tits. They are bare and bouncing, the large rosy nipples hardened and long. The room is dim and smells of strong ale, wood smoke, and old sweat. There is a draught on my back but my front is warmed by the fire which crackles intermittently. From below comes the muffled sound of drunken revelry. The room is upstairs in an inn or coach house, one I have never been to before, which means that no-one will know me there. It is sparsely furnished with just a set of stools around a tavern table bearing four tankards and a few plates of victuals. I can smell pork fat, which might come from the half-eaten joint, or equally from the separate pot of dripping that earlier I had secretly taken a dollop of and smeared into my cunt to help ease the entry. 

Despite this added lubrication, the thick pig-skin sheath inside me still feels a little rough, mainly because the fat cock filling it is as big as I’ve ever taken, swollen inside me like an inflated balloon. The man I am riding is an ugly brute with broken teeth. We have laid out some blankets so that he is not lying on bare floorboards. His shirt is open and his britches still pulled down around his ankles–a pre-requisite for our quickie coupling, and a handy improvised shackle for when the time comes. I love the way my fleshy tits jiggle as I move up and down. They mesmerize him and ensure that he stays in place with no ties necessary, although to be on the safe side I hold a long thin-pointed dagger to his throat. He grins elatedly up at me, glad that it is all just part of our game. Except that it isn’t.

She is on her knees with her eyes closed, slurping lewdly, her mouth stuffed with Jack Tar’s cock. These Navy boys seem to be hung like horses; if the rumours are true about what they get up to on their long, lonely voyages then the cabin boys and ‘powder monkeys’ are lucky to get through it without being split in two. Her man also has his britches around his ankles, an added security in case he breaks the bonds of the strap holding his left wrist to the timber upright, again apparently all part of our little charade. He is bare from the waist up and I can see the raised scars in lines across his back from one or many punishment lashings. His right arm ends in a bandaged stump just below the elbow, perhaps courtesy of a cannon blast or a grape-shot impact. More likely it just turned gangrenous and fell off from far too much wanking. She is clutching his buttocks hard and gagging herself fast and furious on his big cock. She needs to give him a mighty orgasm since the harder they come, the less energy they have to pursue us afterwards.

My man is talking but it is Harvey’s voice coming out of his mouth, his words now melding with my dream memory.

“Who are you?” he is saying. “Tell me what you are.”

“I am a whore,” I say out loud, “a gorgeous, conniving, throat-cutting whore!”

My recollection is just a flash of images but somehow I know all the details and the background. We are whores and we are going to fuck these two sailors and then rob them of every penny of their shore pay. Hopefully, if we fuck them hard, the half-drunk, exhausted fools will fall into a stupor and be easy meat. If not we will have to slit their throats and it wouldn’t be the first time we had done this. Dead men tell no tales. We are clever and successful in our nefarious ways and this is a tried and tested routine. We are playing our game of Highwaymen. Turpin had barely been cut down from the scaffold and his legend is everywhere. The lads can’t resist us when we lift up our dresses to reveal buckled leather riding boots up to our thighs, and tight riding britches that unbutton along the crotch so that our bare cunts can be plundered. We wear tricorne hats and I sport a black scarf around my mouth to add to the fun. This is not essential, since we don’t live in the town and won’t be recognized. However, as well as hiding my identity, it also covers the pock marks on my cheek that blight my looks. We don’t want to put the sailor boys off. 

We play at holding them at knife point, tying them down and forcing them to fuck us, and then “robbing” them of our due fee for the services rendered. They love it right up to the point where they realize that we have actually taken them for everything and then disappeared, or when we slit their purse strings and then slit their necks. Our escape is quick since we have already removed our skirts and can therefore run unhindered in our boots to where our mounts are tied and waiting. We have to be quick because if we were to be captured we would be hanged within the week.

I grind rather than bounce on my man, sensing that he is drawing near to a finish, and I do not want to bring him off too long before his companion manages to blow. She is doing her best but he is big and needs a lot of sucking. I feel my heart skip at the sight of her doing what she does best. I feel my anus tingle and I want her there. That is her special place, where the boys don’t go. I know that when we get home (or if our excitement becomes too much perhaps even on the way through the woods to get there) I will get on my hands and knees and she will lick my little hole, wet and slow and deep, while I grasp and pinch my throbbing bud. Then we will kiss and hold each other all night because we are in love. Her man is still rock hard and getting every bit of his money’s worth. She is still holding his arse hard, her splayed fingers pressing into the cheeks and pulling them open as she jams his meat into her mouth. I can see his arse hole and know just what to do. I spit on my fingers and reach over with my free hand and work first one and then two inside him. He grunts, half in objection, half in delight. I carry on regardless, thrusting further inside until I am up to my knuckles. He roars out and bucks against my hand. 

I ride my boy harder, in case he has any objections to my helping his friend. He has his eyes closed and the toothless grin still plastered across his ugly face. I think I might just kill him anyway. The other one is still steadfastly holding onto his load despite my fingers stroking inside him. She is tiring rapidly now but knows that I am trying to help her. I feel her fingers there too, her warm palm sliding down the back of my hand, her digits working an opening above mine and burrowing into his backside. He yelps in panic, the new invasion stretching and hurting him despite the wave of pleasure. He curses us but cannot quite manage to beseech us to stop. I see him pull on the bonds at his wrist but to my relief they only tighten and hold him more securely. Through instinct he reaches back with his other arm, trying pitifully to stop our assault upon his body. But no matter how much he leans and twists, the stump just waggles uselessly above his arse, far from our wriggling fingers. She is fully inside him now, two digits all the way up his rectum and bouncing against his inner gland. Her other fingers close over the back of my hand and squeeze it gently, a sign of comfort and collusion, a sign that our rough arse teasing is finally about to bring the desired result. 

He is yelling out and squirming and buckling at the knees but his balls eventually tighten and send the spunk shooting out into her mouth. She squeals as the thick wads fill her but she gamely holds on and sucks so that she can drain every last ounce of energy from his trembling legs. Her eyes spring open as more salty waves hit her throat and I see those distinctive, beautiful blue irises at last. I know her and I’m saying it over and over. I don’t mean I know her in this memory, I mean I know her now, in this life.

Who is it? I can hear Harvey saying, somewhere in the background of my thoughts, tell me who she is. It is hard to be absolutely sure because her face is distended by the huge spunking cock, but those eyes are surely unmistakable. 

“It’s her,” I say. “It’s Ariadne!”

I can feel myself coming back up, rising back to full consciousness, the images evaporating as he speaks. 

“And you know this Ariadne now?” he is asking, suddenly clearer.

“Yes–she goes to the same clubs that I go to. She is a Domme Mistress just like me. She’s the one I want more than anyone, but she won’t ever let me have her.”

I am now fully awake again and realizing what I have said. The pictures in my head have cleared and I am blinking away with Harvey peering through his steel-rimmed spectacles right back at me. I expected to find him cock-in-hand, tugging furiously. He isn’t, although his breathing is erratic and the sweat beads are now trickling down the side of his face. He looks strained, as if the swelling in his trousers has become too much to bear. He is bent forward and leaning toward me, lapping up each new privacy that I impart. 

And now he knows my biggest secret of all. 

 

***

 

I go to this man on a fortnightly basis and since my last visit I have been urgently counting down the days until now. There is something about the calmness of him or his room that draws me in. Plus, as my dreams become ever more frequent, there is a desire to unearth this sprite
that lies inside me before I am consumed by it. He styles himself Doctor Harvey but I always ignore the title and refer to him by his surname alone. I know this lack of respect irks and titillates him in equal measure. It is certainly not a qualification that is required in order to practise hypnotherapy and I have always suspected him of being a disgraced former surgeon, struck off for some indiscretion with a female patient. He is not the kind of person I would choose to analyse me and yet I find it becoming increasingly essential that he believes that the memories I relate to him are real and not just mere fantasies with some added historical “facts” furnished by films and books. I want to believe that there is a reason beyond my own nature as to why I behave like I do. I want to think that I am capable of true kindness and affection, of giving my heart to another, and that the reason I never have is not just down to some twisted flaw in my character. If I can blame some buried psychology or even some devil inside me then I will, and if he can cure me of it then so much the better. 

It is hard to deduce exactly what secrets Harvey has wheedled out of me but one thing he knows for sure is that I am not an eighteenth century whore-cum-murderess, despite my appearance within the dreams. In essence, these dreams could just be a jumble of thoughts and contexts. Of taking people I know and changing them slightly to appear as some distant relative from yesteryear. But the murdering highway-whore isn’t me. I mean it is me in that I see through their eyes and have an innate knowledge of them down to their thoughts and emotions, but physically it isn’t me. For a start, I do not have blonde curls; my hair is sleek, jet-black and hangs down to my backside. Nor are my tits big, ripe and bouncy. They are in fact small and firm: a handful for a petite slave, but no more. And my nipples are far from being a rosy spread. They are actually tiny tic-tac teats that go rock hard when aroused, the areolas so pale that they are barely discernible from the surrounding skin. If I chose to, and I often do, I can conceal all beneath little spangly pasties with a diameter no greater than a chocolate button. And I don’t have a pock-marked face. My skin here and pretty much everywhere is blemish-free, smooth and pale. My looks are irresistible–a fact ascertained by a great many, not just by me. Why then do I understand and identify with the essence of the person in my dreams, when it clearly isn’t me?

That smarmy bastard Harvey, he is the absolute epitome of the kind of snivelling sissy I have been surrounded by all my life. The type that lust after you openly and assume that because you are so far off limits it is somehow acceptable to not even wait for you to leave before filling their mind with dirty thoughts of you. Have you any idea how insulting it is to be talking to some podgy, drooling, cowering wimp and to see in his eyes that even while you speak he is dreaming of you forcing him down and pissing on his ugly face? Is it any surprise that I love to torture men’s piffling pricks? Yes–teasing: that’s my game. I do like to make men pay in pain for their sins and most of all I like to rob their bulging balls of the release they crave, to build the tension like a trapped volcano until they are jabbering their pleas to be allowed to let go, to push their straining cocks and churning bollocks past the point of pleasure so that even if I do deign to let them come the release is a jerking wrench, a spattering shower that rips their insides out. The only downside is that I cannot eradicate the sneaking suspicion that for all my cruelty they actually still adore me for it, because these are the kind of dismal worms it is my misfortune to attract.

Or men like my shit of an uncle, so arrogant and in love with themselves that they consider all women to be their playthings, sent here for them to do with as they please. Such men are always blind to their shortcomings and conversely convinced that the dangly jumble of smelly, dribbling flesh between their legs gives them inherent and unquestionable superiority. When I was eighteen, at a family party, I found myself cornered by my drunken uncle, who had always been fond of casting me leering looks, even when I was just in my young teens. That night he seemed to believe that now I had come of age I would find him irresistible. He fumbled his way through a proposal which amounted to him honouring me with his prick. My reply was succinct: I told him to go fuck himself. I tried to escape his sneering grin but dropped my bag as I pushed past. As I bent to retrieve it, his hand went up my skirt and grabbed my stuck-out bottom, his thick fingers sliding into my open crack and somehow finding their way under the string of my thong so that one blunt, intruding fingertip lodged in the centre of my sweat-damp anus. I bucked and wiggled and even yelped but my panicked movements only saw me involuntarily push back against him and allow his fingertip to worm maybe half an inch inside me. I struggled against his strength and managed to straighten up and pull away, but not before he had wiggled his fingertip rapidly inside my bum. It was a teasing victory for him and one I’m sure he thought I also enjoyed. I stormed off, turning as I went through the doorway to show my bitter contempt. He just grinned, still so sure I wanted him. As I snarled curses, he smiled even more broadly. He then slowly raised his hand to his face, extended his middle finger beneath his nose, and sniffed it. 

I still curse myself daily that the shock of his invasion had me skittering away without venting my full fury on him. I picture his hateful leer often. When I decided to convert my basement into a Scold Room, it was actually pretty girls I envisaged bringing there. In my mind’s eye were succulent females when I ordered the cruciform whipping post and spanking stools, the long-tailed whips, crops and clamps. But it was his face I pictured when I bought the harsh bar-gags and the dog collar with the word ‘CUNT’ in chrome studs upon it. When I use one of my thin, pernicious canes to cut the flesh of some tied-up, snivelling wuss, when I have my girl slaves spit or even worse onto their crumpled, pathetic face, it is him that I picture. I even commissioned some special garden shears with shining, patent leather black handles and super-sharp, vivid gleaming steel blades, which I open around the stiff member of my bound victim for long minutes at a time, all the while threatening to close them for one swift, deadly amputation. As they reason and plead and pray, it is HIM
I see. 

 

***

 

I wonder if Harvey has ever had me reveal the secret of my piggy-bank puss. That’s what it reminds me of, especially now I keep it completely shaved: a neat, black slot within the smooth pinky-white glazed porcelain, so narrow an aperture it was barely able to take the width of the larger coins, so that I was scared of doing damage as I pushed the silver through the back and into the belly of the sweetly smiling little pig. Mine is one of the wettest pussies I have come across, and surely the tightest. I have spent many hours gazing at it as I play, examining the entrance itself as I picture two or three of my slave girls and try to bring an accurate image of their honey-pots to mind for comparison with my own. I am sure it is half their size at best. Where I have managed only two fingers in mine I have pushed three and four, sometimes even a whole hand inside my slave’s wombs. I have stuffed them with bead-strings and their own lingerie, fucked them with cucumbers and thick, venous dildos, yet I will accept only the slenderest of toys and maybe the odd hairbrush handle inside me. You might say that practice makes perfect but I’m just not sure that I am built to stretch like other girls. 

It might occur to you that my demand for control stems from some white fear of having a man take me as he pleases, of ripping me apart. You might think that the way I will control and humiliate men, the thrill I get from having them cower in servitude at my feet, and my stubborn refusal to ever take their silly pricks inside me are all just manifestations of my self-loathing due to panic at my own inadequacies. But I simply cannot envisage the prick that I would ever let inside me. Even average ones seem way too big and anything smaller must belong to some short, fat toad of a man that I could not possibly consider giving my precious self to. And so I don’t. I take my pleasure from making men suffer and from the joy of my girl’s tongues and, most often, from my own fingers.

 

I am an insatiable wanker. I love my private time as much or more than my time with my slaves. On my own I get to think about and do the things I cannot do in front of others. I have the filthiest thoughts and let myself go. Nothing is too rude for my imagination. When I come I wet myself, and I always have. I only need my fingers to make it happen. Long before “squirting” became the fad I had to confine my lonesome naughtiness to the bathroom because of the mess I might make. Now I know I am not alone in having this delectable gift but, although my embarrassment has gone and I will share my silky juice with my girls, I would still never give it to a man. Try not to think that along with my tiny puss, another reason that I have never let a man fuck me is down to this unavoidable ejaculation when I come, because this simply is not the case.

My girl slaves seem to love my spurting come. I guess it is such a demonstrative show of how much they have pleased me. They revel in its taste and rudeness, that slight sweetness that had one girl (whose name I forget) calling me her ‘Nectar Queen’, and confessing that her idea of heaven would be to eat me. I am well used to being thought of as edible. I have a memory of my stiffly proper piano tutor gazing wistfully upon me as I finished a Chopin nocturne one quiet spring morning with the light flooding into her studio. My playing had obviously moved her.

“You are delicious,” she announced, quite out of the blue, “utterly scrumptious.”  

She must have wanted to fuck me, despite my tender age. I remember fantasising that night about her at the keys playing Chopin–not a nocturne this time but his iconic funeral march–and of me climbing on top of the piano and pushing my bare bum out and squashing her prim face between my lush cheeks. As she played I frigged myself and she licked my arse as instructed. At my own petite mort she guzzled down my squirt without missing a note and then, still playing, she proceeded to sink her teeth into my cunt and consume it like a soft fruit, bite after bite. 

 

Isn’t it odd that when we truly delight in someone we feel an urge to devour them? I know Harvey wants to eat me. As he brings me out of my latest hypnotism-induced sleep I see his gruesomely plump bottom lip drooping and covered in clear saliva, his face flushed and his wonky eyes bright with hunger for me. I wonder if he has been trying to flush the sprite from within me at all, rather than just staring silently down at me, wishing he could gobble me up. Last time I was here he gave me some shit about my claim under my trance to being a young girl, possibly an orphan, growing up in some kind of debtor’s prison. This time, so he now tells me, I claimed to be a James Frobisher, a man of some social standing who had connections on the fringes of the court of King George III. Speaking as this man, I gave hints that I was actually a cad who used devious means to further his status, although, rather conveniently, I refused to divulge any specifics. 

This bears no relation to any dreams I have had and I rather think this might be Harvey’s imagination at work, not mine. Except that this time he has recorded it all and I know I can go home, curl up on the sofa and listen to myself. I can at last get to hear the person, the thing within me speaking these alien thoughts. I know it could still be a trick, that he could have programmed the thoughts within me before having me repeat them back for his Dictaphone, but the fat little fuck has me compelled. For all the contempt he induces, for all the shivers he gives me, even as I’m stepping on shaky legs from his room, I cannot wait to go back to him again. 

 

***

 

Friday night is 80’s night at SaMmy’s, and I love it. Obviously it is a decade before my time but clearly a proportion of the clientele remember it all too clearly. The synthesised electro-pop might be light and tinny on the radio but it beefs up when played through the loudspeakers and it sure gets everyone moving. The fancy dress is optional but plenty participate. There is plenty of rubber, plastic and leather as always but it’s in day-glow colours or metallic’s, and the dimensions are large, with sharp angles in contrast to the body-hugging tightness that we see on other nights. It is a great chance for power-dressing, so you can see some fantastically outrageous outfits. This time I wore very high heels, a big-shouldered leather jacket and PVC cat suit combination of my own design, all in electric blue and with a matching smooth and slim eight-inch plastic dildo built into the crotch. I drew appreciative glances from all, especially from my peers who sized me up from their set positions around the club to see what they were up against that night. SaMmy’s reminds me of a galaxy in miniature. We Masters and Mistresses are the brightest stars or planets, dotted around the space, standing above our group of satellite followers, trying to attract new bodies from the milky way mass on the dance floor or at the darkened tables, the ones as yet undecided or uncertain about giving in, the ones just here for a good time and breathing the sexually charged atmosphere. It never fails to excite me. 

However, the best thing about Friday nights is that Ariadne is always there. We had already exchanged glances five or six times in the first hour. It is becoming a ritual now. We take up our familiar positions at either end of the chrome-railed balcony overlooking the main dance floor, me sipping champagne, her with her slopping martini glass. A little group of fawning slaves forms around us. There are ones who have had the privilege of our attention in the past and ones who would do anything for it tonight or any night. We preside over our little courts, giving the odd demonstration of our power, sneaking glances over to compare notes, sending each other our most lusty, smouldering I must have you looks but then never actually doing anything about it. It can exhaust me sometimes, but I live for it.

I always feel that Ariadne and I are like two Goddesses above all others. She was certainly the closest thing to heaven that I had ever seen, with her red or blue or shocking pink hair and those beautiful, beguiling eyes. We are magnets, drawn together out of mutual appreciation and understanding of our needs. But two Dommes do not make a right; their nature insists that the other yield. The smouldering looks and verbal sparring is fun foreplay but the reality is that a shared refusal to give an inch always becomes a barrier. If we had ever found ourselves alone then lust might take over. We might have a furious fuck-fight all around the room, crashing from wall to furniture, from bed to floor, wrestling to take control, dealing out slaps and pinches and bites until we screamed with our shared, burning climax. But it has never come to that. Whenever we got too close the magnetic polarity would flip and repel us back to our individual corners of the club, our eventual coupling remaining essential, yet the instigation of it seemingly impossible. She is the worst offender. If ever she senses me getting a little too near she turns away from me and back to one of her ever-present slaves, dealing out a random punishment as if to dismiss me, but actually displaying the burst of passion I have aroused in her. 

From what I witnessed (and from what my spies tell me) it seemed that she loves cocks, especially big ones–hard ones that ached for her so much that they would willingly be placed inside another man’s mouth or anus and brought to a finish while she tortured the aching balls hanging below. I wondered with simmering jealousy if, when she was alone and away from my prying eyes, she demanded those big cocks inside her, her joy coming in the completely opposite way to mine, giving her a satisfaction that I could never emulate. When alone I often picture her with all her holes being stuffed full of prick-meat while I watched from the other side of the room, playing with myself until I saturated my panties. Afterwards, I always felt a wrenching pang of emptiness. I need her. It is impossible to imagine either of us yielding to the other’s command, but I need her, badly. 

Tonight there was a little group of familiar faces around me, plus a couple of new ones, which is always thrilling. One was a black girl in a studded black leather jacket and a leopard-skinned leotard beneath. She had a plump, spankable arse and looked attractive enough (the copious glittery make-up of 80’s nights blissfully masks so many imperfections). There was also a tall, wiry Midge Ure lookalike sporting a gelled quiff and sharp sideburns to go with his pencil tache. He wore a silver suit with shoulder pads almost as big as my own. His pants were baggy and allowed his obviously big cock to unashamedly bulge the crotch. I thought I recognised him as one of Ariadne’s entourage and he was just a little too sure of himself for your average slave, so I suspected him of being on an errand from his Mistress to find out more about my Scold Room. Perhaps he just found her physicality too hard to take and wanted to experience some of my mental torture instead. Either way he was prime for my games and I hadn’t made any man suffer my shears in months, so I knew at once that he was coming home with me.

Behind him, skulking in his shadow was a short, fat man. He was the kind that so regularly hung around the periphery hoping to be noticed and abused. He was fully enclosed in a skin-tight indigo latex bodysuit, which had a studded flap covering what seemed like a very flat crotch. His fat paunch stretched the plastic and made it gleam under the spotlights. His stumpy enclosed legs ended in a pair of incongruous, highly polished worker boots in black. He looked fucking ridiculous, like a giant blueberry. The suit had two small holes for the eyes and below them a little opening to poke out a tongue, if ever a Mistress deemed him suitable to give her a lick. I certainly wouldn’t. You just knew that the reason he wore a mask was not to give anonymity but to hide his ugly, fat, probably bearded face. How such old, blobby non-entities felt able to approach me and beg for my attention just made my blood boil. Sometimes they annoyed me so much I could not wait to get them back home and make them suffer.

As the night pushed on it became clear that Ariadne and I had reached our usual impasse. We hadn’t even got close enough to talk and she steadfastly timed her comfort breaks not to coincide with mine. The teasing little bitch! She began to blatantly ignore me, concentrating on forcing one of her males over the table so that she could cane the bare arse sticking out of the cut-away circle in his tight pants. She normally used to sneak a look in my direction, to gauge my reaction, but not tonight. Instead she got another of her males, a blond with a huge ball gag stuffed in his drooling mouth, to get to his knees behind the first victim so that she could force his face between the striped and burning cheeks. She then began to cane the bare back and shoulders of the blond, which must have hurt like hell. I decided enough was enough and left, picking out a few lucky souls to accompany me, breaking the hearts of those I left behind.

 

I always take my visitors down the metal staircase that allows direct entry to my basement, so that they never see the rest of the house. They get to see only the entrance hall, the Scold Room itself, the little kitchenette-cum-bar opposite plus the adjoining restroom. I had the latter room specially built and decorated in black, white and chrome. It is large enough to house a black leather couch and a matching plush swivel chair, which faces the toilet seat, some six feet away. If I so choose I can sit and watch my girls squirm as they relieve themselves. 

Whenever I bring visitors I let them have a drink in the kitchenette/bar first, especially as they get to glimpse all the equipment as they pass by the Scold Room. Whilst taking some refreshment they are allowed time to dwell on the potential torments coming their way. For my evening’s entertainment I chose to invite the new black bitch, plus my fairly regular playmate Kitty, since she knew how to play my game with the shears. The wiry dude was a must, since he was to be the night’s target, and I had also invited a younger sissy-boy who had been skirting around the periphery of my group for some weeks, trying to test the water. This was the first time I had noticed him give full vent to his feminine side, rouging his cheeks and wearing high heels to go with his purple netted vest top and very short rubber mini skirt. He had a floppy blond mop on his head but the rest of his body seemed devoid of any hair. Tonight he had finally plucked up the courage to sit at my table, so I reasoned that it was high time for him to see what he had been missing with his indecision. Incredibly, that fat fuck Blueberry had also sneaked his way in too, although I distinctly remembered not inviting him. He must have inveigled his way into the cab following mine, the sneaky bastard. Still, tricks like that would only ensure such a complete lack of attention that he ended up with a pair of blue balls to match his silly suit. I decided to tease him just the once before forgetting him entirely. I moved them all into the Scold Room and had him sit on a black rubber beanbag in one dimly-lit corner.

“Open that flap, Blueberry,” I sneered. “Show me what kind of maggot cock you’re hiding in there.”

He shifted uncomfortably and hesitantly pulled at the studded fasteners so that the flap came down. He had some kind of blue net underwear on, his pitifully small prick within its own mini-sleeve of netting and lying limply on the separately held pair of large, hairy balls. It was like the most disappointing bag of fruit left on the shelf and it was all I could do to contain my laughter. The prick was a stubby nonsense with a long wrinkled foreskin ending in a little O. I doubted if, without the protection of his mask, he would have had the courage to reveal it in public. I gathered a large mouthful of saliva, bent down towards his lap, and spat it out onto his genitals. It was a nasty, trickling representation of my contempt. 

“Do not touch yourself, you pointless shit,” I snarled. 

He got the message, and sat on his hands as a visual demonstration of his compliance. I turned my back on him, ready now to forget him and put the other guys through some torment instead. As ever I decided upon a slow tease and a determination to stop them coming when and where they needed to. I had Wiry Dude strip and he did so nonchalantly, going bare to reveal a long, slim cock that even in its semi-arousal was as long as the dildo projecting from my groin. Sissy-Boy tugged up his skirt and slipped off his lacy panties. His prick swelled instantly once released and, although not as long as Wiry Dude’s, it was still above average and thickly threatening. Why do all cocks look so painfully big to me?

“Men are dirty pigs, my pretties,” I said, “so put some gloves on.”

The two girls followed my lead and pulled on a pair of black latex gloves from the box I offered. There is no way I am touching a man’s bits with my bare hands. I had Kitty strip naked too, for my benefit as much as theirs. She’s a good girl: pretty and petite with a chubby little bum and small tits. I knew that when all the others had gone I would take her into the restroom, kiss her tenderly and suck her aching nipples while I filled her weeping cunt with my fingers. Then, under cover of complete darkness, I would strip off my suit, sit back and push her face between my legs. She would tongue my crack eagerly, starting at my anus and then lapping up my little slit. As she engulfed my clit and sucked, she would slide one finger inside me and stir it oh so gently. I would cry out and splash her with my come, and she would whimper with the sheer joy of giving me such pleasure. Later, when I was covered again, I would send her on her way, and in her silently pleading eyes would be the proof that she utterly adores me. I call her Kitty, although I have never asked her name. She has it tattooed on her arm above the head of a cartoon cat. I guess it might not be her name at all, but the mark of some former Mistress who used her and kicked her out once boredom set in. That reminds me: I must get her to have Willow tattooed on her arse before I discard her. 

I had the black bitch leave her leotard on, to tease the boys a little more. 

“Get on the motorbike,” I directed her. 

It didn’t take much to see that I was referring to the spank-seat in black padded leather, shaped like a racing motorcycle without wheels. The seat end was thin and raised so that you had to climb on and lie with your belly flat to the soft ‘petrol tank’ with your knees resting on the flared side pods. The head end stuck up in a padded oval to represent the windshield, and this doubled as a cushion should you lay back on the saddle. Below this, on either side was a short metal rod to represent the handlebar, each with a padded grip and a cuff hanging from the end on a chain, in case your victim needed securing. Admittedly it wasn’t a great choice if you had robbed a bank and needed to make a speedy getaway, but if you wanted to drape a sexy black bitch over it and beat her stuck out, leopard-skin-covered apple rump, then it was just the thing. And that is what I did. 

I used a flat leather paddle on her. The first impact was hard and got everyone’s keen attention. I followed it up with a succession of slaps that, despite the firmness of her buttocks, got the flesh dancing beneath the tight fabric. I had fears that she might be a little strong for me but she took it without question and with relatively little fuss, considering the sharpness of the pain that must have been bursting through her. It was a transfixing sight, her jiggling meat restrained by the tight leotard, her bottom flinching then thrusting back out for more, causing the material to hug her cheeks and define the deep crack in between. I do so love girl’s bottoms, big or small. I can find them irresistible when bent over in front of me, and I often spank harder in my frustration at not being able to eat them up. I do SO long to taste one, to push my face between the soft pillows and lap at the tight hole, but it is too demeaning an act for a Mistress to perform. Sometimes, when I have been fingering my girl’s arses, if I know they cannot see me, I put my finger to my mouth and secretly suck on it with longing, dreaming of Ariadne and her little pert backside. 

Leopard Bum started to squeal louder and grind her crotch into the padded saddle. I could see the boys’ pricks were fully hard. Wiry Dude in particular had a frighteningly rigid pole. It was not as thick as Sissy Boy’s but was surely long enough to pierce one’s belly from within. I couldn’t imagine the searing mess they would make if they chose to use their strength against me, if they decided to tear into me with both cocks at once and stuff my virgin holes. Fortunately they were a pair of effete wimps, hanging onto my every word and action, and I could make their desperate balls ache a lot more before I was finished. 

I got the Leopard to dismount her seat and had Kitty help her shed her skin to reveal the small tits, soft chocolate belly and smooth round conker arse, with the blush of my spanking just about noticeable on the skin there. I had her lie back on the double love seat next to the motorbike (essentially a flat block for two with a raised triangle pillow end that put the victims at a perfect height to enter with my strap-on dido-suits, whether on their back or bent over the front edge). This Black Bitch already looked inviting but I knew how to make her totally irresistible. I collected a handful of clothes pegs and stroked her face slowly while I showed them to her. I then forced her mouth slightly open and placed the pegs one by one on her full lips, gently squeezing the jaws shut to trap the flesh full of blood. She winced, but she took it and I could tell by the way she squirmed that she was mine. 

I went to the drawers beneath my whip rack and selected some pumps: one for each nipple, one for her cunt. The secret here is lots of lubricating oil and I spurted practically half a bottle over her to get her skin shining, enlisting Kitty’s help to massage it in. I took my favourite whip (with the end shaped like a flat mini hand) and smacked Black Bitch’s plump quim–not too hard, just enough to swell her clit and make her yelp. I made Kitty suck the victim’s tits to long points before having her place the smaller pumps in turn over each nipple and squeeze the rubber bulbs to suck the air from the chamber. I took charge at the pussy end, holding the cup over her freshly spanked mound and pumping quickly to get a good suction grip. You could see her flesh swelling inside the clear plastic chambers, her dark teats elongating impossibly and her oily engorged labia pressing against their tight confines. She wailed and writhed but she was a good girl and didn’t even need restraining, despite the desecration of her young body. 

I stopped squeezing and let her flesh stay expanded and full of blood within the plastic. I had never tried these pumps on myself but my girls tell me it makes them extra sensitive, if a little frightened at the temporary disfigurement. I had never seen any girl’s cunt swell like this one; the glistening skin almost seemingly about to burst through the hard cup. I took my time to release her from the harsh clothes pegs, relishing the sight of her fattened lips, knowing how much the boys would just love to have that distended, wet mouth engulfing their erections. I gave her lips a few gentle pinches and a little rub to soothe the inevitable tingling itch, and she smiled her thanks up at me. I had Kitty release the valve on the tit pumps and free her distended nipples. I gave them a quick suck, delighting in how they filled my mouth like a tiny cock, letting her go before the urge to bite right through and chew them became too great. 

I finally released her cunt and let the boys see the mesmerizing sight of her ballooned labia and clit. It was grotesque yet captivating, the lips like two dark sausages strung at both ends, the skin seemingly translucent because of their oily covering, the meat apparently about to burst through. The boys had their mouths open in shock at the sight, but their pricks were bobbing with the extra rush of excitement. Imagine sliding your length into that slippery fat cunt, slapping back and forth against that hot jelly softness, so bizarre and yet so wonderful. 

I had Black Bitch lie with her knees pulled up and legs apart to show herself off and made Kitty do the same beside her, so both girls were offering their succulent wares to the boys. I took three steps back so that I was just in front of the guys and able to reach down and grip their iron-hard pricks. I noted with smug glee the ooze of clear pre-come stringing from Wiry Dude’s tip. I gave them both an unexpected rapid wank, even surprising myself with my need to jerk their straining poles. My gloves were still so slick with the lubricating oil that they skimmed almost without friction over the smooth skin, when all the boys wanted was firm deliverance. 

I gripped their cocks like two relay batons and pulled them forward, presenting the erections to the waiting holes. Sissy Boy was to get Kitty’s tight lesbo snatch whilst lucky Wiry Dude would have the delight of the swollen blancmange that was Black Bitch’s cunt. I was very careful now, taking care to ease their cocks just inside the wet entrances, so that only the very tips penetrated and felt the slippery warmth within. I knew it would be torture for the boys, the desire to sink inside overwhelming. 

“Don’t either of you boys move a muscle,” I said. “Go in any deeper and you will get your cock cut clean off.”

They sucked in their breath but they were going to need all the willpower they could muster. I went behind them, stroking their hard arse cheeks to make the skin shiver. I burrowed my way between their buttocks to find their arse holes, delicately tickling the contracting rings, coating them with the oil from my gloved middle fingers. I pushed forward, meeting the resistance of their muscles and breaking it, sliding up inside them as they gasped and jerked forward, knowing that their cock-heads would feel the electric friction from even those extra few millimetres of penetration. I hissed out a timely reminder that if they went any deeper I would chop off their pricks. With a huge effort they managed to restrain themselves, even as I went knuckle deep and wiggled my finger inside their arses. I needed a different method to break them; I needed my cane. 

I let them see what was coming, smiling as I displayed the thin switch. I wanted to do them simultaneously but the contact would not be so telling, so I elected to give Sissy Boy the first stroke and Wiry Dude the second. They both yelped as the cane bit, but I tempered the weight to get them used to it since I didn’t want either of them lashing out in a sudden rage of pain. Sissy Boy took his beating well, screwing up his eyes and squealing like a girl but nonetheless keeping his crotch static, just as I had ordained. Wiry Dude was less controlled. Each strike saw him flinch and jerk a little before he could check himself, forcing the slide of delectable swollen pussy flesh over his engorged glans. He was sweating and breathing hard. I could sense his desperation being reined in at the very last by the mental images my threat had provoked and his caution over the seriousness of my intentions. 

I made sure I struck him harder each time and finally he cracked. As stroke number ten bit into his arse, his hips inadvertently bucked forward and sank his cock two inches inside the plump cunt. That was just too much for him. His balls already looked painfully tight and his prick was surely dying to be buried. He cried out in one last effort to avoid defeat but it was too late and he thrust forward and sank his whole length inside her, shivering as her inflated labia squashed against his groin. I was delighted with my victory, that I would be able to send this slimy spy back to Ariadne with a real tale to tell.

I didn’t let him bask long in his pleasure. I hit him hard once more and pulled him back and away from her by his hair.

“Look what you’ve done to her!” I yelled. “You are going to pay for this, you dirty fuck!”

Black Bitch was moaning and trembling, looking almost delirious with the bliss of his entry. I got between her knees and guided the dildo at my crotch to her begging hole and quickly drove it home, fucking her swiftly and mercilessly as she screamed, her fattened cunt slapping and slurping with delicious vulgarity. She came almost at once but I was unable to curb my lust and fucked right through it, giving her a second shuddering orgasm only minutes from the first. I withdrew, getting Kitty to suck the unctuous cream from my dildo while Black Bitch lay in a heaving, semi-conscious heap. 

I turned my nasty intentions to Wiry Dude, seeing the desperation for relief written all over his face and masking any trepidation he had about my promised punishment. He went to the whipping post without a fight and I put him with his back to it, his erection reaching out for me oblivious of the fate awaiting it. He let me shackle his wrists above his head and only then did I give my whispered reminder that his cock was for the chop. I saw the uncertainty creep into his eyes for the first time. 

I made Kitty bring me my special shears before sending her out to the kitchenette to prepare her part of the game. I held the shears up close to Wiry Dude’s paling face to let him see the shining sharpness, to let him hear the metal rasp as the blades closed together.

“It’s coming off, Midge,” I taunted him quietly. “Your silly willy is about to die.”

 I opened the shears around his prick, expecting to see it flag instantly. But it stayed hard, bobbing ever so slightly as I gently closed the handles and brought the blades to his shaft. I let the sharp metal press his flesh but not break it. My victim had lost any smugness now and I could see he was rapidly becoming as worried as he ought to have been. Oddly, he gave no vent to his panic and the only muttered protestations came from Sissy Boy beside me, which broke my concentration and put me off my stride, something I simply would not tolerate. I had to put the shears down and get Sissy Boy to mount the motorcycle, and I cuffed his wrists before getting a pair of my black velvet draw-string bags and placing one over his head like a hood.

“Be a good girl and stay quiet,” I said to him as I pulled the cord tighter around his neck, “or you will be next.”

I went back to Wiry Dude and put the other hood on him, knowing the smothering closeness of the thick material and lack of air inside would only add to his predicament. Now he had seen the blades he needn’t see any more. I was surprised how quiet he remained, but his wrists jerked at the shackles above him as I closed the blades right by his ear once more and then put them around his still stiff cock and gently closed them as before. Kitty had returned and so I was ready for the end game.

“Where should I make the cut?” I said, pressing the blades into his skin at different points along the shaft. “Here? Or here?”

I began to squeeze a little harder each time, occasionally taking the shears back to his ear to remind him of the sound that would accompany the final hard cut. He must have felt my eagerness in the pressure on his iron prick, perhaps even felt the excitement bubbling inside me, filling me and seeping through my skin. The urge to cut is always immense. It is all I can do to stop myself. I can feel the sprite inside me catching hold and taking control. I picture my hands squeezing together and the fountain burst of warmth upon them. I imagine that in its final ecstasy the cock spurts its huge come load onto me so that it is gushing from both ends–the fluid of life from one end, death from the other. I close my eyes and think of holding this long, smooth prick in my bare hands, feeling the warmth of it on my cheek. I imagine taking it away, amputated but still somehow remaining hard, of tasting it in private, licking the shaft and engulfing the tip, tentatively reaching down to press the head of it against my tiny cunt... 

I sometimes fantasise that I am lying on a bed of severed pricks, literally hundreds of them, of all shapes and sizes. They are all still hot and erect, all still with smooth balls attached. Now that they have been separated from their owners I am free to bask in their feel. I grasp at them greedily to see how different ones fill my palm. I wipe them across my face and feel their sticky ooze trail over my lips. I squeeze them between my little tits and simultaneously grind down so that the ones beneath me are forced between my arse cheeks and press my anus. I take a foot-long shining black one and use it to gently beat my throbbing clitoris. The pricks are alive, all pulsing and writhing against me, becoming ever more persistent in their efforts to bury into my body. And then I open up and take them, allowing the very smallest one first. It glides in with no pain whatsoever, right inside my pussy. 

The joy sweeps through me and I take on increasingly bigger cocks until the hugest ones can fill me and fuck me without ever hurting, without tearing me apart. The pricks go up my bottom too, and in my mouth, worming inside so that all my holes are filled at once. I reach around and find more willing members in my hands. I toss them and they spray their come. They are not nasty, thick white blobs of spunk, but clear shooting wads that splash warm across my body. Just before I come I realize that I am taking two cocks in my puss at once and another is trying to join the one already filling my arse. When I am done I study my soaking slit in the mirror and laugh and shiver at the sheer impossibility of it all.

 But oh, to try a cock in private–a really long, silky beauty just like this one between the blades of my shears. At these moments I feel fully possessed, like I am capable of anything. I know that if I don’t act immediately then I will be lost to it. Wiry Dude must have been able to feel the near-mania coming off me. I could see by the way the velvet of the hood was being sucked rapidly in and out of his wide open mouth that his hysteria was peaking, despite his silence. He could not fail to feel my tremble transferred through the shears and into the blades as I struggled to hold off just a little while longer. He could hear the blades at his ear again, rasping shut once, twice, three times. He could tell the next time they went to his prick would be the last. What he couldn’t tell was that I then put the shears down and picked up the metal ruler and my thin cane. It is a game I am now well versed in and have practised to perfection with one particular victim, bringing in Kitty as my accomplice to spice it all up. The hard-edged ruler goes under the cock to represent one blade and the cane on the top, to press down like the shears before. Apparently you can feel no difference. 

“It’s coming off,” I whisper as the cane pushes down. “It’s coming off right now!”

I know the victim cannot believe that I will do it but the fear and adrenalin must be pouring through them. And then I actually do it. I raise the cane six inches and bring it down sharply across the width of the prick, sending a burning pain through it both from above and also below as it forces the soft underside of the member into the ruler. Then I withdraw and Kitty steps in, dropping a suitably sized raw sausage onto the floor, ensuring it lands on one of the victim’s feet. She then follows this up by sloshing some warmed olive oil from a little jug onto his thigh, to run like blood down his leg. She has perfected her technique now, putting her fingers into the oil and flicking little droplets like spattering gore onto the ankles and feet of my victim. All that unfortunate soul can feel is a dull throb where he believes his cock once was and the residual sharpness of the pain where the cut was apparently made. Their hysteria and bewilderment prevents deeper analysis of what has just occurred. Wiry Dude was wrenching at the shackles and panting the same muffled word fuck! over and over. I gave him maybe ten long seconds of utter panic before removing his hood to let him stare at his still present, still long and proud prick reaching out towards me, just as before.

His nonchalance had gone. His face had drained of blood and his breath came in fluttering fits and starts. He was trying to appear composed, as any victim of a practical joke does, but the relief was plain to see. I thought it safest to keep his cuffs on but released the chain from the clip fastener on the frame above him so that I could take him from the whipping post. I led him by his pulsing prick over to the motorcycle, where the still hooded Sissy Boy was chained. I drizzled the remaining oil along Wiry Dude’s long cock and gave him a slow stroke to lubricate his tool and lure the spunk back out of his balls so that he was once again more than ready to shoot. He mumbled his protests but couldn’t prevent me from offering his prick up to the Sissy Boy’s undefended anus. I had the cock press forward so that it began to spread the tight ring–not to penetrate more than a fraction, just to open it ready for entry. Wiry Dude flinched at the contact with this other man’s shitter. His jaw tensed at the horror and humiliation of this gay act, but his cock knew nothing but a desire to pour the bottled-up spunk into any hole it was given. There were to be no more luscious swollen cunts for him to sink into this night; if he wanted a fuck passage, it was to be this rectum or nothing. 

He was shaking his head slightly and gritting his teeth, desperate not to give in. The elation of still having a cock to spunk out of was ripping at his revulsion of this emasculating act. Sissy Boy was not helping, giving effeminate squeals of delight and trying to push his hips backwards, unable to see but very aware of the blunt end opening him up and promising to fill him in a way he was no doubt well used to. I stroked the rigid length slowly. 

“Go on, gay boy,” I taunted, “bury your cock and give your pansy boyfriend a good fucking.”  

Wiry Dude held back but I could feel his resistance crumbling. I had Kitty go behind him and slide her finger up his arse while I maintained my slow stroking. He gasped at the invasion but his cock throbbed in my hand. I told Kitty to use two fingers and his eyes widened, the sweat now beading at his forehead as he struggled to stop the forward slide his cock was begging for. Still he was able to resist. I stepped back and got Black Bitch up to help Kitty, so that both of them were cramming his rectum and wiggling their fingers against his sensitive gland. He was practically crying but still held off, so I beat him, tapping his cock with my cane, making him flinch and jerk so that his glans felt the tingling friction of the tight ring trying to swallow him up. And that was enough. He let out a cry of despair which rose to a roar of shame and gratification as he drove his cock home, right to the balls. 

You bitch! he repeated again and again as he pressed his cuffed hands into the small of Sissy Boy’s back to hold him in position while he fucked him furiously. He was referring to me, of course, not to the man who was giving his arse so freely, or to either of the girls cramming and stretching his own rectum so roughly. I watched with anxious fascination as the great length plunged in and out of the sissy’s backside. It had me shuddering. How could it possibly be taken by a human body? Where did it all go? The cock was jammed right in and must have pushed through the intestines, must have pierced the stomach and the organs. There was no way I could have taken this merciless lancing, this metal-hard length of endless meat inside me without being killed–slain by the lead piping in the Scold Room. Just how did others do it?

 Despite my pangs of horror I was still triumphant. The look on his face was a wonderful mix of mortification and desire that perfectly encapsulated his utter ignominy and the shameful joy he felt from being made to do it. I could see why Ariadne made her men commit such acts upon each other. It was fascinatingly bestial to witness: the force and the muscle, the lack of soft femininity, the shame mixed with the bitter inability to prevent their selfish cocks from just driving on and on. You could almost smell their masculinity as it was wrung from them to evaporate into the ether. The wiry fuck would have to go back and report this humiliation to his mistress Ariadne and I know that she would feel a grudging respect at what I had put him through. Perhaps she had never been able to break him before this. Maybe it would convince her to become my lover, and we could form an awesome team of all-fucking super-Dommes!

Normally I might have prevented the ejaculation and cut the victim off in his prime to let them crawl off to the corner and suffer a hurtful, mistimed and lonesome orgasm, just to remind them who was boss. In this case I felt it would be far more humiliating to let my wiry adversary flood the bowels of another man, to let him display his undeniable enjoyment of this gay fuck by coming to a yelling, grimacing ball-clenching finish inside his male lover. Even as he was still heaving and swearing and gripping the flesh beneath his fingers I had seen enough and wanted them all to go. I needed my own relief and Kitty deserved one of the private, close doggy humps she so loved before I sent her on her way. I had the girls stop their dirty arse fingering and discard their soiled gloves onto Sissy Boy’s back. I had Kitty go into the bathroom to oil her cunt in readiness. I unshackled the boys and told them to get dressed and leave, neither of them able to offer any vocal response after being drained by their intense fuck. 

As I turned I saw him in the corner. I had completely forgotten the fat fuck in his blueberry costume, still obediently sitting on his hands. The mask holes vaguely displayed the brightness in his eyes but his excitement was more obvious in the tiny, blue-netted erection that poked out below his round paunch. It was barely more than finger-sized; four inches long at the very most and thin too. The tip only just protruded from the covering skin and a little blob of goo oozed from his hole. I went right over to him, drawn by the sight of his miniature thing, peering down with a frown in the dull light to see it better. And there it was in all its pathetic glory: the first stiff prick that I had ever clapped eyes on that could possibly fit inside me. It was absolutely pitiful. It almost made me want to crush it under my boot just to obliterate the shared embarrassment. Instead it made me laugh out loud. I know this was cruel but I just couldn’t help myself. It was almost a sense of relief at seeing a cock that wouldn’t kill me mixed with the sheer pointlessness of it and the irony that it belonged to a ridiculous man dressed like a giant fruit.

My laughter made him swiftly pull his hands out from under him and close over his cock as if to hide it. Just that brief grip was all it took though, and as soon as he held his erection the end spat its spunk in thin wads that wouldn’t stop and just kept splatting against my costume just above my boot, then slowly trickling down. My laughter stopped abruptly and I felt the rage rise from my belly. The fat cunt was going to ruin one of my best costumes.

“Stop spunking, you worthless shit!” I bellowed. 

He pressed both hands to his crotch to stem the flow, perhaps unsure himself how such a little thing could manage to hose my shins so thoroughly. I was left aghast, glowering at him as he bowed his head in shame. Men are such dirty, uncontrollable fuck-pigs–they just cannot help themselves. 

“Get on the floor and lick your filthy mess off me!” I commanded. 

To give him his due he complied quickly, but I was far too worried about stains on my costume to cut him any slack. 

“Suck it all up, Blueberry, you preposterous spunk-whore!” 

He did. I felt the anger drain from me to be replaced by guilt, something that had never before intruded on my punishments. He just seemed so impotent and dismal, a figure of ridicule like a stupid pet, somehow sub-human because of his physical shortcomings. The sniggering derision of the other three still present made me bristle and I snapped at them, ordering their departure. I was actually angry that Blueberry had made me feel sorry for him, as if this betrayed some terrible weakness in me. Whatever it was I felt I wanted it to end. I kicked him off me, bent down and spoke to him slowly, sternly, so that he knew that I meant what I said.

“I want you out of my house, Blueberry. Get out and don’t you dare let me lay eyes on you ever again!”

He nodded slowly, defeated. Then he got on all fours and crawled across the room and out of the door. Somehow I just knew it would not be the last I saw of him. 

 

I sent Kitty away mid-fuck because I was hoping to be alone to dream of the cad James Frobisher, desperate for it to be a real clue to the identity of this thing inside me, and not some fabrication planted by Harvey to ensure that my visits continued. I sent Kitty away because the devil inside me started to come back out and I was worried I would lose myself and hurt her badly, which she really didn’t deserve. It is that desire to maim and bite and consume that grips me, to hurt people when I just want to be tender. In my fantasies I am dirty and harsh, but whatever filth I dish out it usually ends with closeness and tender kisses. This is something I just don’t seem to be able to give in reality, maybe because I am scared of letting my guard down. So although I receive adoration every day, shared love has to be confined to my imagination and private moments, when I can get naked and free, and dream. 

 I fear my dreams as much as I relish them, because of what they breed within me. They started in my early teens but were rare then, the frequency increasing as I got older. They now come a few times a month and sometimes even twice in one week–more so now, I think, because I will them. I need them now because I am desperate to find out their root cause. I am ready at last to identify the devil that inspires them so that I may drive it out. One or two of my dreams have recurred frequently over the years, whilst some have come only the once. Some are so dark my mind pushes them down where my memory cannot find them. Others like the one with Ariadne as my fellow Highway-Whore, I long to have again and go to bed thinking about it in the hope of encouraging a return. Some baffle me or are just flashes of action that I cannot pinpoint. More often than not, whatever the situation, I understand everything that is going on, the whole background story, even if I do not actually know who “I” am. The first dream I had remains the most frequent, still occurring far more than any other. It is my belief that it depicts the source of my flawed character and perhaps even contains the key to curing it. The dream is this:

 

I am climbing the spiral staircase in the tower, dreading that each bend will bring me face to face with him. The stone steps are aching cold beneath me but I have to be barefoot for stealth. The shadows are mocking, stretching across the walls and then receding behind corners as the wall sconces flicker. My nipples are rock hard, exacerbated by the coarse fabric of my nightgown prickling against them. I need to pinch them, to squeeze and roll them between my forefinger and thumb–a new trick recently discovered during my long hours alone. My hands won’t oblige me though, pinned as they are to the damp walls, aiding my balance as I inch ever upwards. I can feel the breath fluttering in my chest and escaping in sporadic audible huffs. I need to be quiet but I can’t, the fear and excitement fizzing through my young body. I hear distant sounds, the gasps or sobs of a woman, and then a low male murmur. The smell comes next, seeping into my nostrils, a stench of degradation and closely confined unwashed bodies. 

I reach the final bend and peer tentatively around into the vestibule of the chamber. It is empty, the thick wooden door at the far side closed. From behind it come the noises: material being ripped apart, hushed pleas, stifled cries of fear. I pad into the open space at the top of the staircase, my heart clattering. I sense the scratch of straw under my feet now, a covering to help soak up the filth and possible gore. Everything is yellow-orange from the glow of the torch flames around the cold walls; everything dances and keeps me on edge. To the left lies the dark corridor that leads past the cells. I know this without even looking. It is a black passage leaking only the quietest whispers, with all those hidden down there silently straining to catch the fate of the one so recently plucked from their midst.

I am at the door, reaching up to see through the small barred aperture into the gloom beyond. There is a wooden table where he sits to take his meals but now a woman is laying bent across it, her head down and her hands gripping the edge. Her grubby white gown has been ripped apart right down the middle, exposing her completely, her back showing the lines of a whip-strike, her bottom stuck out and opened up in front of me, fearing its turn as well it might. She has a full rump for one no older than me, too meaty for any peasant. She must be the daughter of one of the Prince’s many enemies, one of the rich, false barons, perhaps betrayed in turn, his treason condemning himself and his whole family to death. Despite the titillating view of her vulnerable, lush arse, I cannot keep my eyes off him. My heart is skipping as I watch him move around her. He is huge, his size magnified by the elongated shadow cast across the chamber. He wears some kind of knee-length riding boots, not quite distinguishable in the half-light (strange how my dream doesn’t complete this minor detail). His leggings are dark brown or black and fashioned from animal hide, weathered smooth across the defined buttocks beneath so that the surface shines and you see the movement in his muscles as he paces. I get the flashing image of a horse’s hind quarters. He is stripped to the waist and has his back to me. His shoulders are broad, the arms so large and strong as he goes back and forth in semi-circles around her rear end, gently swinging the whip he holds, sizing up his target. 

I can see the little conical humps following the ridge of his spine, formed I know by splitting the skin and pushing limpet shells beneath. It was a painstaking business, if memory serves; only a few could be done at a time and had to be held in place by straps around the body until they had fused into his flesh to become a part of him. I remember him stroking me and telling me it didn’t hurt, that it was his honour to carry the spine of the dragon. Because that’s what he was: if the black mask with the slits for eyes and cut-away for the mouth didn’t give the game away then his ridged spine told you without question that he was the Draco: head of the Prince’s personal bodyguard, his chief gaoler, his executioner. The mask hides his identity but he cannot hide from me. I know him innately, every inch of him, because he is my guardian, my guardian. He is all I know. He is the one who secretly took me under his wing and made me his own when my real family were all killed. I am more like him than anyone. I even look like him. I study him always and breathe in every detail, because I worship him. Everything he does mesmerises me and I wish to copy what I can to be more like him and bring us closer still. Somehow everything about him has oozed into me now, every trait and manner, as if it was in my blood from the start. In my head he is never the Draco but my dragă, my sweetheart, and he is everything to me.

He picks his spot and delivers another lash to the victim’s back. She jerks but manages to stop her whimper escalating into a yelp. She needs to be quiet, she cannot risk enraging him. He speaks in a low flow that is curt and commanding, yet somehow soothing because of his delivery and utter control. The language is incomprehensible, my mind’s interpretation of some ancient eastern European tongue, its harsh sounds and pronunciation totally alien to me and yet I understand everything he says. His words send a shiver sweeping over me, thrilling me to my centre, bringing a smile of delight to my face because they confirm what I have come here to find out for sure. The rumours it transpires are true and, far from making me recoil, this revelation fires a surge of excitement that has me pressing my crotch hard to the door. He is telling her that she is about to die and that before he finishes her she must give him his rights as the Draco, the favours that persuade him to deliver her to the next life cleanly and quickly. I scrutinize her closely, staring at the puff of cunt poking out between her thighs, watching for involuntary signs of her worming her groin against the table edge knowing that she is going to be taken by him, that before her last breath is drawn she will be filled by the heaven of his great prick. 

As he speaks she peers over her shoulder to see his broadsword. It stands bolt upright to the side of the table, stuck into a slit within a wooden block. It strikes me that this would blunt the end but it is of course the edge that needs to be sharp, and this gleams white in the torchlight. I can see panic in her eyes but there is awe too–you cannot help but be struck by a power so irresistible. The flesh on her pale arse is quivering now and I’m willing him to strike her there. I need to see the skin marked and hear her cries, to see her mouth drop open and her eyes screw shut as the pain and bliss burst through her flesh. Although he cannot see my hips writhing against the door, he must somehow sense my need because he delivers the lash at last, a splatting contact that has the tails of the whip fanning out over her buttocks, gripping the meat momentarily before falling away. The blow fizzes through me as if it had landed at my doorstep, not hers. I gasp out loud and my knees weaken at the jolt through my sex. Her hips jerk forward and I know she must be squashing her throbbing crotch into the table edge. 

He strikes her again and this time she cannot stifle her cry. The whip tails are greedily trying to cover every inch of her skin, flashing across the tops of her thighs as well as her arse, blessing her vulnerable cunt with their nettle kiss. He delivers three more lashes in quick succession and her bucking hips propel the heavy table a few inches across the floor. I can smell him now, above the foulness. His scent is unique, the hard maleness of him softened by an almost honeyed undercurrent, so familiar and so comforting to me. I am sure his aroma must have soothed his victims in their final moments. He drops the whip and stands behind her, holding her hips loosely, wordlessly invoking her stillness. Without hurry he undoes the buttons of his leggings and slides them down. I suck in my breath hard and keep it held as his buttocks are unveiled. Again the image of the horse; his arse is large and rounded but all muscle, the skin glowing and perfect. It has my hips writhing again, trying to find relief for my crotch but only finding the flat disappointment of the door. 

My breath is finally released in a long, shivering low moan, a mixture of appreciation and pride brought on by how much his buttocks have to draw back in order to bring his cock-head to her entrance. I knew he would be huge there too, thick as well as long. He eases his hips forward and forces himself inside her, bit by bit, her wails getting louder as he just keeps on filling her. My pussy is in spasm, my insides fluttering as I contract and relax, clenching on the phantom cock I wish inside me, the prickle over my nerve-endings sweeping like current. I wish I could see her face. I can hear the panic in her cries, the rise of alarm as she is stretched and impaled, and the shock of this massive invasion that might just split her apart. But there is delight in her cries too, an involuntary audible rapture. You see, her pussy doesn’t know that this wonderful fuck will be her last. It simply responds to the joy of the fat meat stretching her open and bathes it in cream to make the seemingly impossible back and forth strokes possible. And the terror just heightens her sensitivity and magnifies the bliss a hundred-fold. Her head must be raging with the treachery of her body, of the madness of her shivering response with death looming so large. Yet she cannot stop the thrill of it because it is too great, because it is the best she has ever had and she may only have minutes left to feel it. She can’t stop because he has wrested all control from her. She is his to use and in doing so he has ripped away any influence she had over the moment and made it sublime.

It is the pleasure beneath her dread that I respond to, the fact that she cannot help but exalt in his cruelty. I understand completely the gift he is giving her, how his control absolves her of any sin or guilt, how he forces her to experience sensations and pleasures at the absolute limits of her body’s tolerance. She has been taken beyond hysteria and into the blissful warmth of acceptance. She has surrendered her soul and her joy can now be unbridled. She can let it all out–let loose her panic and her screams, let loose even her bladder or bowels if it’s just too much to hold them, because nothing matters anymore. Shame and reticence and morality have been swept aside and left only one stark, base instinct in its rawest form: the desire within all humans to take gratification whatever the cost. This is what he gives her, his parting souvenir of this life to make her realize that it was worth living after all, to let her feel just once the brilliance and purity of her senses, the diamond clarity of pleasure when fear and pain and helplessness have electrified your body and brought every tiny part of it alive. She might as well die right now because having felt all this she has nothing else left to live for. 

I am grasping the bars at the small aperture in front of my face, panting little bursts of vapour clouds into the room, desperately trying to hump the inert cell door. I see his hand go out and briefly rest upon the hilt of the broadsword at his side. I almost yell out for him to raise the weapon and drive it down through her, to skewer her to the table and give her one final huge burst of ecstasy, to have the blood and cum gushing from her in harmony, spurting from her as her life fades away, have her screaming to hold on for just one more wrenching spasm before she dies. But he would never do that here. He would take her down like all the others to the small courtyard between the towers, to where the channels to the drains have been cut in shallow inclines to take the blood away. There he will despatch her with a single clean sweep, with his warm seed still dripping from her body. 

I hear the whispers from the left of me and I know that in the shadows the condemned are straining against their bars to catch a glimpse of my wanton and unsatisfactory door-humping. I couldn’t stay anyway–the insistence of my throbbing cunt is way too much to ignore. I drag myself off to the left, into the rounded chamber where the stores are kept. I am already pulling up my nightgown even before I sit down on the hay bale and lean back. Again the dream is so precise that I can actually feel the chill air on my slick pussy as I spread it apart and the prickle of the harsh hay on my bottom, the spiking shock as one stray strand almost goes up my arse. But I don’t care. I am totally lost in desire and my fingers are already up inside me, urging my cunt to flow, getting coated by the silky warmth of my young, fresh juices. 

Despite my tutor monk’s incessant threats of eternal damnation awaiting any follower who seeks the pleasures of the flesh, I am already a highly experienced wanker. I know just how to rapid-flick my tiny clitty to get the tingle started, how to press and slow-rub with fingertips to spread the fire, and then how to squeeze and hold the smooth protective hood against the throbbing bud when the inferno erupts. Before I can take myself to this final point a noise alerts me and I open my eyes.

I know I let go a gasp of surprise but still my dream allows me to feel the quickly overtaking nonchalance that my unfulfilled desire engenders. A young man is standing there gawping at my puss, his eyes saucer-wide and his stupid smile stretched across his dunce face. I recognise him as one of the underling gaolers but I do not know his name. He is a little older than myself and carries no privileges here. Mine might be the first pussy he has seen so open at such close quarters. The shock of being caught has already passed and the relief that it was not my guardian discovering me bubbles through my belly and loins, increasing my urgency to come. I still have my fingers up me but very slowly I slip them free to give him a view inside my wet snatch. He is practically hyperventilating but just about clings on to consciousness and responds to the invitation laid before him. He pulls at his leggings and his young cock springs free, stretching out at me, thin and smooth, nothing like the venous monster I picture my dragă to possess. It is hard though, and that’s what I need. He comes to me, still smiling, unable to believe his luck. 

I am sneering at him and his skinny tool but nevertheless I open my legs wider to grant him entry. I feel a stabbing pain as he clasps his erection and pierces my virgin cunt, but the rush inside me soothes the sting. I can sense the sticky warmth leaching down my inner thighs and pooling at my arse. He drives his prick home with no finesse, his desire and inexperience making him jerk and then cling–such haphazard actions in contrast to the smooth deep momentum I saw my dragă produce. I love the penetration but although my puss is tight, I envisaged it crammed full to bursting, of being stuffed and stretched and not a slick open tunnel for his cock to dart in and out of with such ease. His whimpers annoy me, his panting and his little yelps, like I am being fucked by an excitable hound. Worse still, his animal lust is driving him fast towards his finish and I am going to be too far behind him despite the urgency of my need. 

I try to grab his backside to slow him and force him to hold still inside me, but his hips are jerking too fast and wild to grip. The blood of my surrender is smeared on his prick and I hate him for besmirching the honour I have blessed him with and thinking only of himself. My teeth are gritted and I spit at him in my desperation and fury, knowing for sure now that he will erupt and leave me wanting. He doesn’t even notice. His eyes are screwed shut and his whole face is crumpled into a ridiculous grimace. Then there is a flash of silver to the left and his head bends strangely to the right. Suddenly I see my beloved guardian’s face there instead of the dunce’s. It is gloomy and furious, like a ghost vision in the flickering background. I register the thud of my fucker’s ugly head fractions after it actually hits the ground. As the face of my sweetheart becomes more visible the sight is immediately obscured by the fountain spurts of blood from the decapitated body still in front of me. The mess lands all over me, still warm, splashing my bare legs and belly and soaking into my gown. Between the pulsing jets my dragă is still there, his face etched with rage. But I feel no fear, just the surge of excitement rushing through me, making my chest heave. 

I feel my quim clenching on the dunce’s dying erection, trying to bring it back to life, trying to suck the blood back into it and take the pleasure being stolen from me. It is withering inside me though, shrivelling away despite my best efforts. I feel the disappointment burn. The body tilts to the side, belatedly following the course of the head. It is leaning and crumpling in slow motion, the shrunken prick sliding with a barely audible sticky click from inside me in a pathetic finale to its incompetent fucking. The body collapses from view and leaves me alone with my dragă, his arm still across his chest from the death blow he has struck, the broadsword smeared red. I know it’s my turn next to feel the blade but still my fear doesn’t take over. 

I am left panting breathlessly, my desire still unabated, my eyes dropping slowly down his bare midriff and beyond to his crotch. In his haste to halt my lusts he has yet to stuff his cock back into his leggings. My eyes widen with glee and my jaw drops open as I see it for the first time, limp now but still marvellously thick and long, shining with the condemned girl’s juices and leaching a silken string of spunk. I can sense his fury, picture his jaw twitching with ire as it always did when I caused his displeasure, but I just can’t take my eyes off his twitching prick. If the dunce had even half this size I would have come in seconds. It is what I was hoping for, how I prayed all cocks would be. 

My actions are all but involuntary. I writhe against the bale beneath me as my hands squeeze my little tits hard and then pull at the gown to free them and allow me to pinch my swollen nipples. He will strike his precious little hussy down dead at any moment but I just don’t have it in me to stop my wanton show. He is so close I can feel his hips brush the insides of my open thighs. His chest is rising and falling as heavily as mine. Suddenly I see his prick jerk into life and my heart skips a beat. It stirs, weighed down by its own fatness but waking for sure. I am willing it to rise, whimpering with excitement as I watch it lengthen with the blood filling it once more. I manage to drag my eyes up and see with delight that his stare is fixed upon my open, saturated little cunt. I almost burst out laughing with joy. Then his prick manages to lift its heavy head and slowly, inexorably, it makes its slow journey upwards, unstoppable now that it has defeated its inertia.

His erection billows, growing continuously as it comes up, stretching the skin thin over vein and muscle. The bulbous head stands smooth and glorious, shining purple and fit to burst. He is huge, even beyond my imaginings. My poor little slit couldn’t possibly take him and yet it is screaming to try. I am so proud of him and elated at his response to my body. He brings the sword up in front of his chest but the smile stays on my face. If only I could feel him inside me before my end comes. I open my legs wider and push my hips out, trying to beckon him in. The rage has dropped from his face but still he frowns, fighting the desire within. His sword comes down but gently, going away from me and resting harmlessly upon the hay bale. He mutters something under his breath but I don’t catch it. He bends forward and his erection touches my quim. As he plants a tender kiss on my forehead my little cunt lips give his fat cock-head a wet kiss in return. I reach up and put my arms around him, hold the giant body that always protects me, stroke the raised spines down his back as I have done for comfort so many times before. He doesn’t shrink from my wet contact and I know for all his anger that he loves me, just as much as he always says he does, just as much as I love him. 

With my heart banging out of my chest I realize I am going to get what I have been silently praying for. My hips jerk upwards and my lips slide up the length of his pole. He breaks the embrace and straightens up to part my thighs further, holding my legs up and gently shifting me into position, wordlessly getting me to raise my bottom slightly and bring my soft quim up to bestow another light kiss on the tip of his huge cock, showing me exactly what to do. Then he mutters again and crosses himself, closes his eyes, and pushes his hips forward...

 

In the dream and perhaps in reality I shriek, and it is this that always wakes me. I never get to feel him inside me, although my scream says it all; it is the same sound his victims make, the same sound that my victims make and that I now live to hear. It is a scream of panic and pain and ecstasy, all rolled into one. It is the most exhilarating sound I can possibly imagine. Each time this dream wakes me I am obliged to frig myself furiously, driven by the reality and sharpness of the detail. Every single element, not just the beating and the sex, combine to turn me on. There are intricacies which are hard to fathom, like how, when my dunce fucker’s body is spurting blood I feel no horror, only a buzzing thrill, or how I am aware without the dream spelling it out that the sight is nothing new and that I have seen beheadings before, that I have hidden in one of the rooms looking out onto the courtyard and secretly watched my guardian go about his grisly business. Although it is not part of the dream I know that I have trembled at the sight of his bare torso as he brings down his sword on the prone naked figures at his mercy. I know I have wondered whether, if it is true that he does abuse the victims before their death, he uses the men’s arses with the same impunity as the women’s cunts. I even know I hope he does. 

There is another detail that I am sure of: physically, the person in this dream is my double, not as I am now but younger, as I was when it first came to me. “I” am identical in the dream to how I am now, from the tiny nipples and little tight cunt, the pale skin, even the two small black moles above my belly button that make a face of two eyes and a nose, with the crease of my belly forming a thin, wide smile whenever I sit down. If I could see my reflection in a mirror within the dream, I would see me looking right back. In all the other dreams I am never sure and my appearance is often less unspecific. In this one though, it is absolutely definite and it is me. 

 

I used to have “normal” dreams once, I think. They were abstract or random and I didn’t feel all the emotions and elements to them like I do now. I cannot remember if they carried the complete background information like my “memory dreams” do, but maybe they did. Perhaps as the creators of the fantasy we know all the intricacies in the same way that authors know their characters, know how they once spied on their gym mistress and watched her come, how they first forced another pretty girl to kiss them, what their favourite meal is and even what songs they hum when they shit it all back out again–none of which will appear in the final story but is known regardless. But these dreams simply cannot be the work of my imagination. The detail is just too specific and never varies. Just how does your brain conjure the stench of some ancient dungeon with the same precision each time? No, I am sure that in some way I am possessed, the spirit of cruelty lying either in my essence or in my genes, driving my actions. It is why my body and senses cannot thrive unless I am in control. It is why I insist on being the author of my own downfall, why I stop people from ever getting too close. 

You may think we have free will but our mind dictates what pleases it in everything from music to art to humour and sexual pleasure. We do not pick our perversions, they are inherent, formed from the cocktail of genetic information we are blessed or damned with. The seed in me was sown centuries ago, dictating my desires in my every life. And it is still in me today, somehow passed through the generations in the DNA that he planted within me: the blood of the executioner, haunting my soul in its various incarnations, following me down the years. Love them or loathe them I cannot escape my dreams because they are real. I will always carry the strain inside me that responds to the sound of your pain. It is why my desire to hold you will be defeated by the need to debase you and eat you, to spank your pussy or cut off your cock. Unless I can cleanse myself of this demon than I will never be able to love you in the way that I want. I will always remain the Executioner’s Girl.

 

***

 

I know I should expend less energy on Ariadne and more on others that actually want me, but I cannot seem to. In truth I do already have a girlfriend of sorts–at least she would like to think of herself as that. I don’t see her too often because she’s from the States and when she’s not there she is off gallivanting around the globe. We text every day and talk fairly frequently, although this is more at her instigation than mine, a fact that often leaves me shrinking with guilt. She should be close to perfect, really. She is so sweet natured, warm and kind. She is very funny, quirky and surprising, hugely creative and intelligent. She is also strong-minded and independent, although she absolutely adores giving herself to me to do with as I will. 

She shares my love of fashion and design. She has striking looks, a body that is fit and petite, and a lovely arse that perhaps comes out in public a little more often than I would like. Oh, and she is fast becoming one of the biggest-selling pop stars in the world, a veritable superstar no less. She is besotted with me and would love to cement our relationship if only she could, and if I would let her. But there is always this thing, this big Ariadne-shaped wall getting between us, stopping me from seeing straight.

I can’t divulge this pop star girlfriend’s name for obvious reasons (not that she is publically any more coy about her bisexuality than I am), but you will doubtless either see or hear of her in the media on any given week of the year, as sure as you will catch yourself idly humming one of her songs. I don’t want to give any clue to her identity, so I shall simply call her “X”, although if I don’t start paying her a bit more attention than “Ex” will be more appropriate. If I wasn’t so stupid then she would be my one and only lover, especially since I am rapidly losing faith that any man is capable of being my perfect match in mind or in body. 

I should throw in my lot and be with her because she is fundamentally what I both need and want. However, for some twisted reasoning known only to some stubborn, blinkered part of my brain, she is neither the person I go to sleep hoping to dream about, nor the one already in my mind when I awake. Someone else gets that privilege, although they scarcely deserve it, nor do I even know that person well enough to judge her suitability as a life partner or even as a lover. I just cannot help but see Ariadne as my destiny, especially since I had the dream in which she appears as my fellow highway-whore. I am convinced we were together before in some past existence and our souls have been travelling down the centuries in various guises, trying to find each other again. Clearly Ariadne does not see things the same way.

I met X a couple of years ago in New York, when I was already established in certain fashion circles but before she had hit the big time. She asked me to create some costumes for her and I agreed, even though she couldn’t afford the prices I would normally charge. I assented in her case because I liked her feistiness and vision. I cannot truthfully say that I fell for her looks in any way back then and I actually refused to fuck her during those first weeks. However, the more I get to know her, the more attractive she becomes in all ways, and I now consider her quite beautiful. 

When she was supporting another band on the European leg of their tour we met up again and she asked me to design some more costumes (she never confines these creations to her stage shows–she seems to wear them every day!). She flew in from Paris especially to meet me in advance of the tour reaching Britain. I took her to SaMmy’s and wore one of my first leather dildo cat suits, which she absolutely adored. I ended up giving the suit its first test-run, spanking and then fucking her over the hood of my Porsche down some dark back street at three in the morning. The night of her first UK gig (although no-one would have noticed except maybe a couple of her girl backing singers) on my instructions she sang one particular song with her hand down the back of her silver hot pants and her middle finger inserted in her arse. If she wasn’t already besotted with me, she was after that.

X is quite simply one of the dirtiest bitches you could ever hope to meet. Her rudeness can shock even me, and I thought I was a connoisseur of depravity. With women (but not with men) she always wants to be submissive. She loves to be abused physically and mentally, by me at least. She is one of the few girls to have seen my pussy for any length and with any real close scrutiny in daylight, and she kisses it like she could never love anything else as much again. She is addicted to my come and will happily play with my puss for hours just to coax more of it from me. She wants to bathe in it, drink it, and have me spray it inside her. She even likes to have me squirt it into pots or jugs so that she can pour it over her dyed blonde hair. One time when she was gigging at the other end of the country she sent down a minion with a written plea for me to squirt some of my come juice into the bottle provided, so that she could drink it during her performance and pour the rest over her head! I declined her request in this instance. If memory serves, I held her minion hostage for a couple of days, strung him up for a few whippings, took a mould of his cock and created a plastic copy of it and then stuck it up his arse and fucked him with it. I told him I was just carrying out his employer’s wishes, taken from the letter he had delivered. I sent him back with the bottle full of Kitty’s piss and only later told X the origins of the contents once she had admitted to drinking it down. Kitty is to this day unaware that her urine has been unwittingly gulped down by one of the pop world’s most famous faces.

X likes to be bum, tit and pussy spanked, and she likes to be spat on, particularly if you do it into her open mouth and then slap her face afterwards. And she loves anal sex. Apparently no man has ever been in her behind but now she wouldn’t have me take her any other way. After the first few pussy-fuckings I gave her, she literally got down on her knees and begged me to do her bottom for her. She even helped design a new dildo-suit for me, in tight black PVC. The dildo is nine inches long and very slender. It is ramrod straight and finishes not with a false glans but with the head of a woman, like the figurehead on a ship, her long hair streaming back down the shaft like she is sailing into the wind, and her mouth wide open, with a tiny tongue just poking out. X likes me to deposit a whole bottle of oil up her backside and then fuck her slowly and surely until she has taken all of the dildo and her rump is squashed against me. She can come almost continuously with me in her bum, shuddering and gasping until she is quite delirious.

Between us we have designed and produced a whole range of dildo suits and hot pants for girls to use on each other. Inside, at X’s insistence, is fitted a very soft ridged rubber pad so that the wearer can have her clit pressed and stimulated, keeping her thoroughly entertained for long periods as she dishes out her shagging. The dildos are made in the shape of mermaids, or huge, perky-breasted Amazons. There is now also a naked Joan of Arc with praying hands clasped to her bosom, and a topless Cleopatra, clutching an asp to her breast. X also wants to do a thicker version in the form of a kind of bare Barbie-like dildo-doll, complete with synthetic blonde tresses–clearly a nod in the direction of her strange penchant for soaking her hair in pussy juice. We also want to do a whole range of figures with the faces of famous beautiful women and dykons, but we need to sort out the legal issues and perfect a way of making them look close to the real thing, and less like something out of The Evil Dead. We have successfully made only one so far and, although we don’t yet advertise the fact, any girl on the end of one of these dildos will actually be having her bottom plugged by a mini effigy of X.


  

She likes to film us fucking and is even more vocal with the cameras running, giving a running commentary begging me to fill her ass to her belly, to fuck the shit out of her, to use her like the trashy piss-whore that she is. She likes to use two or three cameras simultaneously to provide different angles for her subsequent edit. It’s usually only my lower half that gets filmed but she is completely carefree with her own anonymity, always having one camera focused closely on her face. She likes to mouth words at the camera, which I didn’t hear at the time and only get to see once she has posted me the disc. Sometimes, when the camera catches her face etched with ecstasy, she adds rude subtitles like: I want your whole fist up my cunt, or please make me lick your dirty ass clean. Most times she just mouths the same three words, I love you. It’s the only the time she ever says it to me.

 She sometimes sends me films of her masturbating, stripping off outrageous costumes to brazenly rub her shaven pussy as she gives me a spoken commentary of how much she wants me and all the dirty things she will do for me if I make her mine. One film showed her from behind, her kneeling on the floor, a long glistening cucumber held upright between her heels as she rode her oiled pussy up and down upon it. Another showed her laying a female mannequin dressed in a pair of my dildo-hot pants onto her bed and then readying herself into a plastic potty before mounting the dummy and taking the dildo up her dirty bottom. She can make me shudder from head to toe with her rudeness.

She knows I watch her films again and again, although I never tell her. I have my own wealth but she stands to be a millionaire many, many times over. The opportunity for blackmail is obviously enormous but she just doesn’t seem to care. Actually, I would never remotely consider doing it to her but she cannot know that. She is basically laying her fame, her livelihood, her huge chance in life on the line just for me, so either she trusts me implicitly or she secretly welcomes ruination at my hands. 

Infatuation or love can make you do rash and stupid things. I should do the sensible thing and just be with her, but I don’t. If you want to hate me for anything then hate me for the fact that I have waiting at my doorstep the one person my soul needs, the one person who will make me happy and complete, who I can trust with my body and my insecurities. She is my biggest inspiration, the one who can make me swell with pride, think and laugh and come in any given hour, and yet I won’t just open up and let her in. I hate myself for it, or rather I detest whatever it is inside me that diverts the spark I should feel for her and makes me feel it for someone else. 

 

I miss her badly sometimes. I remember everything she is and suddenly feel the void at my centre, feel the fury with myself at trying to fill it with someone undeserving. It makes me want to spit and scream, just like it does now. Her music is pumping through the sound system and has the dance floor packed. Everyone is laughing and gyrating and loudly singing along to her and I want to grab a microphone and shout yes, but I’ve actually fucked her! She loves me! It sounds so desperate, even in my head, especially when I’ve just dragged myself all the way across town only to have my face slapped. I rarely go to Pink Paradise these days as it just isn’t as classy as SaMmy’s and their champagne is always warm and nasty. Tonight, however, is Pussies Night, where only submissive men are allowed and the girls have to dress up as cats. I thought it an ideal opportunity to display some costumes from my new Mean Mistress collection.

Knowing Ariadne would be going I sent her a design I had spent ages on, one even more show-stopping than the one I chose for myself. It is a kind of super-heroine suit in shiny pink leopard-skin vinyl with a chunky zip going from crotch to neck, and a short pink flap like a cape attached to the shoulders. It has a matching utility belt with slings and containers to carry cuffs and clamps, a couple of dildo holsters and such like, all of which is carefully colour co-ordinated. At the rear is a built-in leopard’s tail that cost a fortune to have made. It is in cock-thick pink gel latex which hangs to the floor and is bendy enough to grab hold of and take around to your front and then use as either a dildo or as a weapon to beat wrong doers. If you lift the tail there is a small aperture in the suit, which shows off your anus if you stick your arse right out. On your back you wear a little rucksack-cum-harness which holds a bottle of champagne upside down. The neck fits into a nozzle within the harness and this in turn is attached to a tube that runs inside the suit down to your bottom where a longer, thinner nozzle can be inserted inside you. The wearer is able to release a valve that lets the champagne run down to give a shivering, fizzy, private enema. When full the dirty cat can bend over, raise her tail and spray-shower anyone she chooses. I thought it was utter genius. I even sent her the pointy cat ears and a pair of pink boots to wear with it, and what did she do? She came as Catwoman, just like she did the last time. 

She looks sexy, but I feel massively rebuffed. Any glances I get from her are quickly gone and she can’t stifle her sly smile of contentment once she looks away again. I should go over and punch her in the face but I’m so wobbly on my platform, spike-heeled boots that I would probably end up veering off and crashing down the steps into a graceless heap upon the dance floor. That is the worst part: that I am sitting here in my version of the costume, feeling like I have a giant neon sign above my head flashing out the words Dumb, Misguided Fool. You see, I’m wearing a similar suit in the same pink leopard skin. Mine is open in a V all the way up from belly to shoulders, exposing my breasts except for the little cat-head shaped pasties covering my nipples. I have the same cat ears and also the same gel tail, except my suit has no hole to spurt from; that was to be her party-piece alone. We should be forming some kind of dynamic duo, a pair of peerless heroine Dommes in matching costumes. But instead it’s just silly me, one pathetic half of a double act that was never meant to be, and she knows it. She wears my defeat all over her smug face as she talks theatrically to her courtiers and steadfastly ignores me. I am bristling with resentment and that means that somebody, very soon, is going to pay. 

Lilya was vying for my attention. She is a bleached blonde with pretty Eastern European looks and a fit body. I cannot guess her age. She could be anywhere between her late twenties and early forties. Her body is dancer-lithe and seems young but her nipples are rose-pink spreads over her small tits and can grow to more than an inch long when erect. She has thin marks on her body, scars gathered from whips or canes over the years. And then there’s her cunt. It is a long gash guarded by plump lips, which hang as heavy morsels begging to be eaten. She can stretch impossibly, something that surely requires years of abuse. I saw her once at a party, strapped to the host’s horizontal cruciform fuck-bench. Her wrists were chained and she was held at the neck by a plastic strap that could be tightened by a ratchet wheel. Men queued up to fuck her. Each one was allowed to tighten her neck strap one click. She had a clip on her nose to impair her breathing and force her mouth to stay open. All she had to do was outlast each man to earn more cock. As soon as she came she was to be released. 

One by one big cocks stuffed her luscious cunt and one by one they had to pull out to rain their spunk loads into her mouth. Halfway through a fat arsed bitch was ordered to sit on Lilya and ride her face, if only to smear the excess semen over a greater area and stop her looking so downright mucky. She even took that smothering. With her face growing ever redder from lack of oxygen she bravely held back through another set of cocks including a monstrous black length as thick as my forearm. When the men were exhausted massive dildos were called upon, and then fists. It was compellingly grotesque to watch. She finally let herself come, purple and practically dead from asphyxiation, with both the host’s hands up inside her, holding a tangerine between his palms. I once told her in jest that I wanted to hang her by her neck and fuck her up the bum while the life drained out of her. She comes to me once in a while, hoping that I was being serious.

She was nearly naked tonight and had attracted a tall man with an oiled and very athletic body; a fine specimen. He was wearing boots and a short rubber kilt in black, which has just started to rise and define the long, thick prick beneath it. He wouldn’t particularly strike me as any kind of wimp, apart from the fact that he also wore a bizarre, smiling Mickey Mouse head, which must have been stolen from an employee of Disneyland. Around his neck was a tight chain bearing a cage-like locket of the type just becoming fashionable in the clubs. Most times the guys carry condoms or cock rings, as a sign of their willingness to fuck. Some more confident types have little boxes or sachets containing their coke, or acid tab or Viagra supply for the night. Mickey was being a bit different: he was carrying a small cube of hard cheese, reminding me of a little torture I hadn’t inflicted for some time.

I decided that these two would provide my entertainment for the evening. I would have been cautious about Mickey Mouse, since he didn’t have the body or bearing of a wimp, but on Pussies Night no man is allowed to say no or not do as instructed. I wanted to stay longer, so it didn’t look like I had stormed off in a huff. I wouldn’t normally fetch my own drinks but Ariadne was pissing me off royally with her show of disinterest in all things me, so I teetered off to join the little crush at the bar. On my approach a short figure turned into me holding two glasses of champagne which he nearly deposited all over my tits. I almost screeched with my indignant rage but just managed to rein it in. I stood there holding my breath, looking down at the pathetic figure in front of me. I could make out the alarm in the eyes peering through the cut out slits in his mask. I might have remembered them from last time but his costume gave the game away anyway.

“Blueberry, you fat beach ball fuck!” I exclaimed. “I thought I said I never wanted to see you again!”  

He tried to splutter his excuses but couldn’t, which to be fair to him was hardly surprising since this club was far from my usual haunt and he could hardly be expected to guess my every move. I grabbed one of the champagne glasses and slurped a mouthful, regardless of who his intended recipient was meant to be. I almost spat it back in his face.

“It’s warm, Blueberry, you useless blobby bastard! Can you do nothing right?”

I turned away with the ire almost bringing tears to my eyes. I went back to my table with as much grace as my boots would allow me, although for all my efforts at elegance, most witnesses would probably just think that I had pissed my pants. When I sat down I realised that Blueberry had trailed after me like some lost dog, perhaps hoping to retrieve the champagne I had taken from him. I was too exasperated to chide him further and you can’t help but feel sorry for a tiny-cocked nonsense whose fetish wardrobe runs to one single costume, and even that makes him look like a distended fruit. I gulped the rest of my drink and took the other glass off Blueberry. I was feeling edgy and vindictive, which spelled trouble for my followers. I left with Lilya and Mickey. I didn’t invite Blueberry but he trailed silently along anyway. It was a decision I planned to make him regret.

 

Back in my Scold Room I decided to tease Mickey with my usual cruelty. Blueberry was consigned to his corner whilst I made Lilya strip naked and dance provocatively. She got her nipples hard and rubbed her cunt. Her puss lips needed no help from pumps to look fat and lusciously inviting. I watched Mickey’s kilt rise with my usual mix of dread and awe. He sported yet another length that seemed too long for anybody, particularly my own. It had a silky look though, and was slender enough for my fingers to meet comfortably as I grasped it and led him to the whipping post. I had him remove the Mickey head. He was younger than I had guessed. Most of the male club-goers are in their thirties at least and the ones with athletic bodies like this were often absolutely sure of themselves, not so much subs as much as guys who had seen and done it all and now wanted to experiment in every way possible. Mickey appeared less confident without his mask. His flushed cheeks were as smooth as his torso and there was an enticing pretty-boy femininity to his features. If I hadn’t seen the speed his cock rose at the sight of Lilya fingering herself, I would have bet on him being gay. I felt absolutely confident in my power over him once I had seen his face. 

I secured him with his wrists above his head and then spat on his cock-head and gave him a slow wank up and down his long pole to get him fully hard. It was a nice prick, I have to say. It fitted my palm nicely and the surface was smooth, not rough with bulbous veins like some. It felt iron hard and if I could have brought myself to remove my glove I know it would have exuded a thrilling heat. It was the type of cock I fantasized about tasting. It had been so long since I had sucked one and my memories of it were lost in the cloud of my younger years. I saw it done so often and tried to recall the feeling of your lips gliding over the saliva-covered shaft, the way it filled your mouth, the dirtiness of lasciviously sucking and slurping and flicking your tongue over the straining head, that cunt-wetting burst of shooting spunk inside you. But how could any Mistress perform such an act of servitude and retain her authority? Once you are on your knees you are lost, no matter how much the man is at your mercy, with his most prized possession between your teeth. No, cocks were just for the mouths of slaves, and balls were for tying off to help keep the dirty spunk at bay. 

In this instance I used a black silk stocking to tie off Mickey’s balls. You have to hold and fondle the scrotum for a while to get them warm and loose before you make a bow above the testicles, around the tubes. It can be painful and may even cause some swelling afterwards, but it is worth it, since it always keeps the spunk contained for much longer than normal and the final come can be quite a wrench, or so I am told. 

I then brought over the cock-horse. For those unfamiliar with this apparatus, it is a mini version of the gymnastic pommel horse, about a foot long with a slim padded top in black leather. It has two legs at each end, splaying out in an inverted V, and they are adjustable, so that it can be brought up to any victim’s waist height. It has two black metal hoops to represent the pommels, and these can be removed completely or raised up and down to trap and hold any girth of either limp or rigid penis. I generally use it to confine a stiff prick before beating the shaft, or sometimes to hold it in place while I threaten to chop the pulsing member off with my Samurai sword or with the shears. But my Mickey Mouse slave had earned a different treat.

I went to my toy box and produced a large mousetrap which I placed on the cock horse below his still rigid tool. I set the trap off once, so he could watch it leap with the force of the snap. As I reset it, his cock began to deflate, his eyes widening as the precariousness of his position sunk in. His softening knob started to gently lower towards the trigger of the trap and despite his efforts to make himself rise again, it drooped inexorably towards its deadly fate. In the nick of time I grasped him and tossed him quickly, engorging his prick once more, seeing it rise to its proudest state. This time as it stretched out over the trap below, I carefully removed the block of cheese from the locket at his neck and placed it on the trigger so that he would have even less to fall before contact was made and the trap sprang shut.

 Even a smiling, slowly masturbating Lilya couldn’t help him defy gravity. Once I stopped wanking him he could only maintain his erection for a while before fear and inaction took hold and he slowly begin to deflate. I went to his aid again, just as his panic reached a peak, grabbing him and jerking him hard once more. The process continued and I nonchalantly went over to squirt baby oil into my right palm to ease the friction of my grip and so prolong the tease, making it back just in time to save him from the jaws of hell. I pulled a velvet hood over his eyes so that he would only have his imagination to keep him stiff. I could see his bollocks stirring away and the beads of pre-come oozing from his prick-head as I took him over and over to the brink of explosion before letting him gently soften and shrink. 

I have to admit that I thoroughly enjoyed the feel of his penis and almost got carried away with myself. It was just so slender and smooth, like the kind of dildos I preferred for my girl’s bums. If I had been alone, since he was blindfolded, I might have considered baring my cunt and sliding my slippery puss lips back and forth across his length. I tried to imagine it inside me but as always the frigid devil in my head shouted my imagination down and told me that the member was much too big to take, that it would bludgeon my womb and rip me open. I felt the spite rise from my belly, that irrational surge of anger I feel for all men whenever my head dictates that my body is just too tight for their cocks. I have a sudden need to hurt them and make them pay for my inadequacy. I grabbed his balls and gave them a squeeze. They were hot and heavy in my clasp and bulged purple against the shining tautness of his scrotum as his seed backed-up painfully within his constricted tubes. The tourniquet would never keep his spunk at bay forever, though. 

Each time I rubbed him hard it took less to bring him to boiling point and longer for his erection to recede, but I am always very controlled and very patient. I whispered in his ear as I flashed my fingers up and down his length, my grip so light I was barely skimming the surface. I told him he was a misguided, misfortunate rodent that was about to lose a very dear friend. I told him he must be one of the stupidest mice alive to come out to play when this particular cat was most definitely not away. I could hear him fretting into the hood now, not sure what to do or say to buy him his release. 

The pre-come was now stringing out in threads, threatening to spring the trap with its weight alone. His muffled babbling rose and fell with his hysteria and I grinned at his pleas to let him go, and then the more desperate pleas to let him come, even though he knew that would mean a defeated prick shrivelling slowly to an unimaginable fate. Every time I unhanded his cock to let it slowly fall I prolonged his agony by tapping his length softly with a long riding crop, or used the short soft leather tongue on his thighs or nipples, or to stroke and tease behind his balls, towards his anus. One time I had Lilya wipe her come-soaked fingers over his shaved scrotum and then get down to lap it all off again, but this very nearly set him off and I had to pinch his nipples hard to divert his mind and keep his jizz at bay. He had to withstand close to an hour of teasing torture before I knew that he could take no more, before his cock was so close to exploding that the merest touch would have set it off.

 Reluctantly I had to finish the game. His prick bobbed from its latest teasing but this time I went behind him, standing into the post and putting my arms around his chest. I burrowed between his tight arse cheeks and found his hole with my middle finger, sliding it up despite its bold resistance, whispering in his ear that it was time now and that he should just be quiet and accept it. His cock was bobbing and inflamed from my wiggling finger inside him. After a minute of teasing I slid it from him and his shoulders slumped as if knowing his time this time was up. I could feel him shaking with the sobs but try as he might, gravity and lack of stimulation won the day and gently his penis took its slow journey back to its normal size. This time he barely managed a sound. Perhaps he was secretly dying for the trap to spring in the hope that the excruciating contact would at last send the spunk spurting from his swollen balls. He didn’t even tense up, he just sank back into the post to feel the comfort of me behind him while he waited for his dripping cock-tip to kiss the block of cheese. The slightest contact would deliver him at last from his torment one way or another.

That contact never came, of course, because I had moved the trap away a long time before, immediately after I had placed the hood over his head. He only started to weep properly when he realised that his shrivelled prick had reached its nadir and not yet been beheaded. I removed the hood and undid the shackles at his wrists. He was utterly defeated and allowed me to move him forward and put him onto his knees, his trim arse up to the heavens. I didn’t even bother to secure him because he was beaten and mine. As always, when I have a man completely at my mercy the sadist inside me surges free. I casually selected a cane and then thrashed him while he screamed. I hit his buttocks over and over, the thin switch hissing through the air before cutting into his defenceless flesh. He took it without moving, his fingers clawing at the hard floor, his eyes screwed shut, his mouth open and drooling. But he took it, even though there was venom behind every stroke and the more I looked at the neat arse and trim athletic body the more I hated him and all his kind for their size and potency, for their lithe powerful beauty that I simply can’t help but shrink from experiencing.

If anything he put his bottom out for more. His tied balls were still bulging and were visible from behind, trapped between his thighs. They must have taken hits–my delivery was too rabid and random to have avoided them. Perhaps he hoped that I could somehow beat the spunk out of them, deliver them finally from their suffering. Poor Mickey was a broken, sobbing wretch with a seared arse and balls aching beyond reason, but I just knew that the kinky sissy loved every second of his excruciating torment. Every burning stroke made his cock pulse and thicken, and as it rose my unreasonable anger fell away. I actually felt a pang of sympathy for him. I even briefly considered professing my delight at his cock and jerking him to the urgently needed relief I had been bent on depriving him. I still couldn’t grant him that sacred privilege though, even if he did make my cunt itching hot. 

My strokes faltered against his purpling backside and I decided that enough was enough. I threw down the cane and made dirty Lilya get down behind him and bite his arse cheeks while I undid the stocking tourniquet around his testes. I then ordered her to lick his arse and reach around to wank him off. I could see the distension in his bollock pipes from their release from constriction, a billion sperm all rushing for freedom down his narrow tubes. I didn’t know this poor lad from Adam but for some reason I wouldn’t be content unless I hurt him. Perhaps I knew that all his most memorable climaxes had and always would be the ones that forced tears from his eyes and a scream from his throat, and if there was one thing I wanted from my fucks it was to be unforgettable. He craved the fat welcoming warmth of Lilya’s cunt but I wasn’t going to let him have it. Instead he cursed and screeched and spurted his spunk with ball-ripping force onto the hard floor and I put my hand over Lilya’s to ensure that she kept up her rabid pace and mercilessly jerked every last drop from him. 

He collapsed clutching his balls with both hands, his face red and his eyes screwed shut. I let him lie in his foetal heap for barely a minute before chucking his kilt onto his body and digging him sharply in the arse with my pointy boot. 

“Fuck off now,” I said tersely. 

I perched upon the fuck-seat alongside Lilya, gently caressing her wet cunt as we watched him crawl away. She really was a filthy bitch and probably needed a good spanking and maybe my bare foot right up her so she could lick it clean as she ruminated on her depravity. I squeezed her clit to swell it in readiness but a movement from the dim corner grabbed my attention. I had completely forgotten about Blueberry. His flap had sprung open and his trifling cock was stuck out like an impertinent child’s tongue, enmeshed as before in the blue netting of his underwear. I tutted and shook my head, impatient at his presence when there was a fleshy cunt to be spanked. 

“You really are the most unappealing fruit I have ever seen,” I said. “If you weren’t so instantly forgettable I might remember to beat the shit out of you.”

I could see the gleam in his eyes, two tiny dots of lively light behind the slits of his mask that betrayed his excitement. Strange, his cock seemed less ridiculous now I was accustomed to it. It was more a comforting sight, a harmless old friend after the potential danger of Mickey’s long weapon. I should have sent him packing but it felt mean not to humiliate him further. I don’t necessarily need anger to act. Satisfaction for me is derived from using my imagination, from dreaming up new ways to torture and debase my victims. I had him get up and come to me and he stood with his hands behind his back and his little prick poking out like some small sacrifice. I spread Lilya’s legs further to give him a better look at her sumptuous slit as she rubbed her clit in small circles. Burying yourself inside her and squashing your groin to her plump pouch of a quim would have been sublime. I pushed two fingers between her folds and she lifted her buttocks and thrust forward to meet my upward slide. When I withdrew my gloves shone with her leaching juice and I smeared it over her shaven mound and gave her a light spanking to feel the slimy flesh bounce. She spread herself and I slid all four fingers deep inside and then had her suck the juice from my glove. I made her fuck herself the same way and she rammed her fingers inside, stirring her knuckles against the slippery opening in an attempt to get her whole hand inside. It was seeing his little cock bobbing so close to her big, greedy hole that gave me the idea. 

I went to the kitchenette and found the watermelon on the side. I often have one or two as refreshment for my gatherings, prepared over the previous week, a little round hole cut into the fatness of its belly so that vodka can be poured in little by little over the days to steep the flesh in alcohol. This one was only a couple of days into the process but it would do for what I had in mind. All I needed was one small sharp knife. On my return, Lilya had all but stuffed her cunt with her fist and Blueberry was leaning forward and peering close to see her juice flowing onto the padded seat. I placed the melon on the seat beside her in front of Blueberry.

“Imagine fucking that juicy cunt,” I said. “The heat on your cock, the warm sea of her cream bathing it and trickling down onto your balls, her fat cushion lips crushed to your body. Trouble is, my fruity slave, I don’t think she would even register your twig prick inside her. It would be like a needle in a bucket of warm oil; so unsatisfactory for you both. I think this is more your thing.”

I swivelled the melon around to display the little hole midway up the body, at the widest point. I sized up his erection again and gave him the benefit of the doubt, cutting away at the hole to widen it just a little. Then I brought the knife slowly to his cock. He whimpered and sucked in his breath as the blade touched his stiffness and ran along the top surface. I could feel his tremble but he definitely pushed his hips forward to offer his prick to me, if only fractionally. I wormed the blade into a hole in the net of his panties and tugged upwards to break the mesh. His little naked penis stared at me, shedding an opaque tear from its one eye. I didn’t laugh this time. I’m not sure what I felt. Certainly not sympathy as such, but a kind of warmth towards it, sure that it couldn’t hurt me. It was a little bit compelling too, in its own way. He gasped out loud as I circled my hand around it and drew him closer. It was like a little pulsing stick against my palm. Again I wondered how it would feel on my bare skin but the thought of actual intimate contact with him made me shiver. 

My control slipped momentarily at the flashing thought of his little thing pushing into my tight cunny. I pulled him forward roughly and forced his erection against the hole in the melon, urging him to press on with the penetration until he was engulfed and my guilty thoughts of having this hideous specimen inside me had evaporated. It was a tight fit and he gasped as he thrust into the wet flesh of the fruit. He held the top of the melon to keep it in place as he obeyed my instruction and very slowly pushed his prick in and out. Hopefully it pained him terribly to see his manhood disappearing completely inside the fruit when he was so temptingly close to Lilya’s succulent cunt. The feel would be wet but cold and slushy, the tightly fitting ring of the skin the only thing bringing the stimulation he obviously needed. It was a cruel torment. I could see by his hesitation he was desperate not to give in and fuck the melon, not just due to the humiliation but because he wanted to hold back with his load in case he got a chance for the real thing. I worsened his plight by ensuring my bitch fucked her pussy loudly with her fingers. I insisted he continue fucking the fruit despite his attempt to hold back, and slapped his arse hard with a paddle when his thrusting lost its momentum.

“Her cunt is so fat and luscious, isn’t it, Blueberry? There can’t be any feeling more gorgeous than a hot, slippery slut’s pussy milking your cock can there?” 

I only put the paddle down once he got the message and began pumping the fruit in earnest, holding the top with both hands like he was giving a face-fuck to some beauty, rather than shamefully pumping a watermelon. I could see he was trying hard to hold back but he was losing the battle. Every once in a while, when Lilya’s fingers rammed in extra deep, he couldn’t help but reciprocate with a harder thrust into the melon that brought his balls slapping against the hard green skin. Lilya tired a little, just keeping three fingers pushed deep inside while she waited for some energy to return to her wrist. I stepped in, spanking upwards onto her quim before sinking my fingers into her beneath her own. She was saturated and swallowed my two digits with ease. I added a third finger and felt a rush of joy when I realised that this was still not enough and nothing less than my whole fist would satisfy her hunger. I kept up my teasing commentary as I eased my hand inside her, squeezing it in under her three fingers, reminding Blueberry how irresistible she was and how pitiful he was in turn. The stark reality was not lost on him–she was stretched and clenching but still able to take my whole hand and  more if I chose, whilst he could only slide his skinny prick in and out of a tiny circle cut into a fruit. The shame must have burned him.

“That’s almost like incest for you, isn’t it, Blueberry? Or is cross-pollination more accurate? I bet that melon is the best looking fuck you have ever had, and probably the tightest–so much nicer than Lilya’s greedy, dripping cunt. I don’t think I’ve seen a man who loves melons quite as much as you!”

He was fretting with the humiliation of my derision but if anything it was making him even hornier. He was trying to no avail to keep his eyes from the bizarre spectacle of my shiny gloved fist sliding in and out of the girl. Suddenly he gave up his resistance. It was either the sight of Lilya withdrawing her fingers and pulling mercilessly at her own clit as she came again, the added thrill of my relentless ridicule, or maybe just the realisation that his pointless prick would never have touched her sides anyway. 

Whatever the spark proved to be, he wailed in defeat, let his head drop and pressed the melon hard to hold it in place as his hips jerked back and forth at furious speed. He yelped as he came and I laughed out loud at the ridiculous feminine noise. His orgasm gripped him and he had to stop thrusting, but as he tensed with the power of it the melon suddenly burst from his downward pressure, showering us all in juice and causing him to sprawl forward. It was a ludicrous end to an already pathetic show, his mush-covered penis now free for us to see, covered in pulverized red flesh and dotted with black pips, spitting its own seed into thin air, not even gaining the dubious comfort of spurting inside the body of the fruit.

I felt a fleeting pang of remorse at my cruelty. His pot-belly he could take blame for but not his tiny cock. I don’t even know why I derided it so when, beneath my spiteful loathing of it, it felt like an ally. If it had been younger and smoother I might even have wanted to touch it with my bare hand. If it had been on pretty-boy Mickey I might have sat upon it and felt a real live prick inside me for the first time ever–felt its warm sleekness, felt the gliding, hard, fast, seamless movement within me that no dildo, however slender, could ever give. I would have felt the heavy balls slapping at my dripping lips and even the hot jets of spurting come inside me. Once I had practised on this little one for some time, I knew I could take gradually bigger, ever fatter and longer ones, without being torn in two. But it wasn’t a young man’s cock, it belonged to a fat, ridiculous man. Perhaps I made Blueberry pay in spades because of some underlying rage and frustration that his laughable and embarrassing physical appearance was robbing me of that single golden chance to allay my fears and take a man inside my body. My fierce derision was of no consequence, though. After my barrage of spitefulness he would just go off to lick his wounds and hate me from afar. As he slunk away I had little doubt that I would ever see poor Blueberry again. 

 

My guilt wasn’t quite finished for the night either. I got a very late text from X requesting an internet chat. She always claims she forgets the time difference between us but I know she just needs to talk to me and since feeling wanted is one of life’s pleasures, I don’t give her too hard a time. She was missing me so I didn’t tell her what I had been up to that evening or that Lilya had only just left. She was begging me to fly over and see her. We were meant to take turns but she had come to me on the last five occasions and I never seemed to find any time. Her schedule was now way too hectic, what with a couple of side projects as well as preparing for a Stateside tour. She said even if she could have found a single free day then she would have come, and I believed her. I told her I was busy too, which wasn’t far from the truth but I could easily have set aside a few days if it wasn’t for the fact I would have missed SaMmy’s on Friday and a chance to see Ariadne. God, that bitch was taking me over.

X was full of my latest designs and how excited she was by them. One was a rather bizarre effort even by my standards that I’d completed and had shipped to her just the previous week. It was a creation in black PVC called the Fuck Faun. It took ages to squeeze into and was almost impossible to walk in, since the toes were enclosed inside small shiny goat hooves and the rest of the foot high off the floor. I originally had them with a long heel to give support but these spoiled the look so I left just a tiny hanging spike about two inches long. The wearer could walk in them only if they had very good balance, the forced tip-toe stance pushed their knees forward and their bottom out provocatively. But unless you had the agility and stamina of a true satyr it quickly became tiresome and the wearer soon needed to either sit down or be held up by assistants. 

The legs had black furry fringes along the outer seam and went into chaps, to be worn with matching rubber panties (presuming that you wished to stay decent) or without (presuming that you didn’t). The upper body was tight-fitting with circles cut to leave the breasts exposed, since in mythology fauns and satyrs were seen as beings of freedom and lust, so it was only right that some flesh was left on view. The neck line was high, to keep the head up, and this was enclosed at the sides and back but completely open at the face. There was an aperture at the very top for the hair to be taken through. There were also two long, twisted black plastic goat horns sticking up and slightly outwards on either side of the head. The final touch was the tail. It was not a long latex gel one as I had first planned but a smooth black eight-inch dido formed into the shape of an elongated devil’s tail, hanging nearly to the floor on a black metal chain that attached to the back of the belt worn around the waist.

I had designed the outfit for my new range but gave her first option as always. She told me she had put it on the first night she received it and spent two hours wanking because it turned her on so much. She had wanted to wear it out on the streets the next day but couldn’t walk around in it well enough to avoid being papped countless times sprawling in the gutter. One of her current side projects involved a charity collaboration with a female singer even more famous than herself (a genuine diva, no less). The collaboration was a skit with the two of them as models at a catwalk show, playing all sorts of dastardly tricks to get one over on the other before belting out a “hilarious” show-stopping duet (I guess you had to be there). It seems X got a bit carried away on the day, excited at working for the first time with the Diva, a girl she had both admired and wanked over for years (the Diva is a year or two older than me, therefore only some five years older than X, but has been on the music scene for maybe a decade now). Despite being married the Diva still likes to present a raunchy image and this came through in the video they were shooting, which got poor X all hot and bothered (“She really is dirty!” she excitedly squealed to me at one point). 

Once the shooting was a wrap a number of the all-girl cast went back for a bit of an after-show party at X’s hired apartment. The guests gradually bled away until there was just X, the Diva, and a model–a curvy half-caste girl with a bubble butt and an apparent liking for my girlfriend. X, in her drunken excitable state, decided it was high time to model the Fuck Faun outfit. After maybe half an hour getting it on she teetered back out to give them their own private show. It seems she neglected to wear any panties. She stumbled about giggling for a few minutes before the model caught up with her, pressed her to the wall and kissed her passionately. It was not a short kiss; it went on and on. There was no other fondling, no tit feeling or arse squeezing, just the embrace and the kiss, deep and warm and wet. With her cunt bare, ready and willing, X had been desperate for more, but the longer the kiss went on the more it became enough, the more she just melted into the model. It was, apparently, one of the most erotic things she had ever experienced, helped no doubt by the sight of the Diva, who enjoyed watching so much that she lifted up her short skirt to expose her naked shaven puss, opened her legs wide and masturbated slowly, alternately rubbing her pierced clitoris and pushing her fingers inside. She didn’t care that X was watching her all the time, in fact it seems she quite enjoyed it, lifting her legs high and shifting to the edge of her seat to show herself in all her glory. 

The embrace only finished once the Diva had come, thrusting her fingers hard inside as she screwed her face up and shook with silent pleasure. She lapped the trickling juices from her hand and then crossed to the kissing couple, forcing them apart and planting her mouth on the model’s as if suddenly jealous. X did the only thing she could: she reached behind her for the chain, hauled up the devils-tail dildo and ravaged her own soaking cunt with it. She came so hard her legs buckled beneath her and made her slump to the floor. It took only two minutes from the first entry of the dildo to the on-set of her orgasm, in which time, once she opened her eyes again, the Diva and the model had gone. She said she wished I had been there. She said she wished the Diva could have seen how beautiful I was because she knew I liked her and felt sure I could have conquered her despite her toughness and spirit. She said the Diva had a tiny pink anus that I would have adored. 

It was strange how X wanted these things for me. She was so intent on my pleasure that she would do anything for it, even exalt in my being with someone else if she knew it made me happy. I could barely give her a second thought most of the time, even though on some level I knew I loved her. She wanted me to be with her and I should have been, but I wasn’t. It was only later (once I had wanked furiously thinking about fucking the Diva) that I felt a pang of envy. This was generally something alien to me. It stabbed me at my core, the vision again of my girl being seduced by the model. Before it had just been an image that made me wet, but afterwards I saw the seriousness of it. If I didn’t go to her I would lose her that was for sure. If someone hangs their heart on the line for you there is only so long you can wait before someone else notices and takes it. Even thinking this I knew I wouldn’t get my selfish arse across the Atlantic to be with her. It was the bastard devil inside me again; for some inexplicable reason I wanted to be mean to X, I wanted to defeat the undeserving Ariadne and make her mine. Someone save me, please. Release me from this thing that kicks me in the backside all day long and ruins my life. Please someone identify it and exorcise it. 

But who could do that for me? Only Harvey–that paunchy, pervy wanker. He is my one potential saviour and the thought of that just empties me out. Has he unearthed the secret of my dreams? No. Has he discovered in me the Executioner’s Girl, the key to it all? All he talks of are characters I do not recognise: jailed orphans and James Frobisher, all nonsense to me. So let me dream tonight. Let me dream of James Frobisher so that I can hang to the thread of hope that Harvey is making real progress and not just stringing me along, because if he cannot help me, then I am finished.

 

I did dream that night, but not of James Frobisher. This dream was vivid but confusing, one that I may have had once before, many years ago, but I cannot remember for sure. If it has come once before then I probably consigned it to a forgotten place because of its puzzling content. Odd though, I woke up full of it, my body alive with the action as if I had just lived it for real, as often happens with my dream-memories. And as with all of these the background knowledge was all complete and seemingly innate, with no fill-in explanations necessary. It is a surreal dream though, one that calls into question whether any of these dream-memories have an actual basis in fact. It goes like this:

 

We are in the parlour of a sparse hovel at night, the musty room lit only by flickering flames (I must have a thing about open fires). The woman is standing blindfolded before me, wearing only loose cotton bloomers that end at the knee, and a white lace corset cut low so that her full breasts are threatening to spill out with each heaving breath. I turn her around and remove the material covering her eyes so that she may feast them on the painting. The subject matter is odd to say the least: a Friesian cow with grotesquely distended udders standing in a field, its head raised awkwardly, the eyes wide with alarm. At its rear is a naked younger man, a farm-hand as it happens, although this isn’t necessarily discernable from the picture. Gauging the sex of the young man is difficult; the skin is pale and there seems to be a swell of breast hidden behind the arm, but the limbs look a touch too muscular to be feminine. It’s no good looking to the face to find the answer because the head, in its entirety, has been forced into the cow’s rear end. A sturdy farmer hunches behind the younger man, gripping a thigh with one hand and helpfully holding up the beast’s tail with the other. The farmer has his trousers around his knees and the base of his colossal erect prick can be seen before the rest of it disappears between the arse cheeks of him. All this detail comes in a flash–in fact I’m not sure if I even look at it during the dream, being otherwise busy noting the expression of my guest. Her excitement at the picture is obvious. She pores over it as if Leonardo himself had created the filthy depiction. Her cheeks flush and her bottom lip trembles. Her eyes are wide and moist and when her hand comes up to cover her open mouth it is visibly shaking. 

“Oh, Michelle!” she gasps.

She cannot take her eyes off the painting even as I bend her over. I can see the cane in my hand, a thin switch gripped by aging fingers, my nails long and painted black. I give her one gentle stroke just below her bloomered arse, followed by a slightly harder one mid-way down the backs of her thighs. Then I deliver a forceful strike square across her buttocks and she yelps and breaks wind with the shock of it. The dream jump-cuts and I have moved her only a couple of feet from the fire and pulled her underwear down around her ankles. Her bottom is pushed right out towards the flames and I can catch only a quick sight of it before the heat drives me back. Her arse is plump and open, her anus a pronounced, vulgar oval of maroon skin that looks to have been stretched many times over the years. Her cunt and buttocks have been powdered with floral talc but I still catch the whiff of bittersweet pungency from her crack. Her ordeal is unsaid but understood: her rude farting has earned her extra punishment and I will spank her while the heat from the fire roasts her bottom, her only hope of succour being to piss on the flames to douse them. 

I have to stand away from the raw heat of the fire and take up a position near her shoulders. This means I have to stretch to reach her arse, since on such a hot bottom it is imperative I use my open palm in order to enjoy the pliancy of her near-melting flesh to the full. I will also be able to feel when her skin is in danger of blistering. The heat will be intense and although she wishes to serve me she must be held in place or she will be unable to stay. I would hold her by the hair but, like my own, her flowing locks are false and would just come away in my hand. Instead I reach down and grip her by the throat, squeezing it a little to give her something else to think about. I spank her hard from the outset, since her rump is already hot and the senses will have been dulled. She cries out and my hold at her throat chokes her. Her skin reddens immediately as my slaps rain down in quick succession, first one cheek and then the other so that her arse is always dancing. I feel her panic rising and she tries to shuffle forward but I hold her in place. 

The mass of her wobbling bottom feels delicious. The heat robs her muscles of any resistance and my hand sinks deep into her flesh each time it lands, delivering the pain right to her core. Usually when you spank someone the skin shrivels and hardens, eventually giving even the smoothest surface an orange-peel texture, depriving the bottom of its innocent beauty. Here the heat defeats the transformation, thinning the skin and making the meat below ever more malleable. I urge you to try it. Just before it reaches breaking point the surface is gossamer-thin and the bum beneath almost liquefied, bouncing and rippling and threatening to burst from its weak sausage-skin constraints. The softness makes the cheeks slap together with a delightful sound. More importantly it keeps the defences of the victim down, so that the pain can continue for much longer before the numbness takes over completely. 

My poor girl does her very best but I feel the skin start to shrink at last, a sign that it is beginning to burn. She is bucking her hips back and forth in desperation and I feel her belly clenching. I choke her a little harder to persuade her to concentrate her endurance, but I know she is beaten. She finally lets go with her last chance: a swift stream of thick yellow-brown piss. Sadly for her she has neither the angle nor the aim for any good to come of it and she simply messes her thighs and my hand, and spurts most of it down into her bloomers. I should really keep her there until her arse toasts. I should hold her and spank her while she cooks and then maybe even slice off a fillet so that she can watch me enjoy her backside one last time. But my hand is too hot now to continue and as much as I long to eat her arse, I don’t want to be left with nothing. 

Again the dream jumps. I have moved her forward a few paces but kept her bent over. I see now that her tits have indeed fallen out of her corset and hang firm beneath her, full and swollen like the cow’s udders. Her nipples are thin but very long and absolutely taut. I reach below her and pinch them, squeezing the hard teats between finger and thumb until I feel the drips exuding. I bring one hand back to noisily lap her milk from my fingers. Now comes the part of this dream that perplexes me. In my excitement at tasting her fluid I gather up the loose white gown that goes nearly to my knees and lift it up to reveal a thin, stubby, ugly erect prick. I consulted my books on dream interpretation and all they can muster between them by way of explanation is penis envy. But there is nothing to be envious about here–I can even feel in the dream a momentary pang of self-hatred that it is so pathetic. And it is definitely mine too–it is no primitive strap-on dildo but a real flesh and blood appendage that is warm on my palm as I wrap my fingers around it and present it to my sweetheart’s anus. 

Her crack is sweat-damp; the smaller opening moist as it twitches and breathes, ready to receive me as is our custom. Again, it is unsaid, but we both know my silly prick would be pointlessly lost inside the conventional opening. I spit once onto her anus and then push the tip of my cock into her. She takes me greedily and with ease. I sink into her and feel the wonder of her still burning hot fat arse squashing against my loins. I have testicles too. I feel her cunt scorching my sagging sack and I reach down behind me and try to stuff my old balls up inside her wet gash. 

Without being told she knows exactly what to do. She squeezes her nipples until the milk is not just dripping but spraying out their liquid in silk-thin jets. She collects the milk on her fingers and in her palm and massages it messily into her aching cunt as I roughly plunder her shit-hole. As I bounce against her pillow arse she stares up at the painting in rapture, staring at the cow filled with the young man’s whole head, its udders ready to burst, feeling the spurts from her own aching, lactating breasts.

“Oh, Michelle!” she gasps over and over, “Oh, Michelle! Oh, Michelle!”

 

***

 

Sweaty Harvey had to cross his legs quickly when I walked into his room. His eye soon wandered off to the side as a tell-tale sign that he was thinking his dirty thoughts about me. I sat down but felt wretched, the conviction that my dreams held the key to my personality now shot to pieces. I was sure that all hope was lost and that for all his pretence at expertise he was just silently concocting another load of horse-shit to feed to me before having me recite it all back for the benefit of the tape. All he wanted to do was wank to my secrets. I knew now that there was nothing for him to find, that my dreams are simple fabrications of my imagination, the same as everyone else’s. Maybe he would discover that last night I dreamt of Blueberry’s prick–because that was surely my inspiration, even if it didn’t appear exactly as it had done in reality. What other reason can there be for the girl I was in my dream (this “Michelle”) suddenly producing a stubby excuse for a penis, one that I could actually take inside me if it wasn’t so utterly horrible?

 It is too much to hope that in a past life I was some dirty-picture painting hermaphrodite with a cock the same dimensions as Blueberry’s silly offering. No, that part of the dream has ruined everything and called into question all my hopes and expectations, and the wisdom of wasting my time and energy with Harvey when there is nothing he can do to cure me. That fucking fat bastard Blueberry with his pathetic, horrible cock has come back to haunt me just because my stupid brain decided to think about it going inside me! 

I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t go through the motions with Harvey and let him have his jollies, but I simply don’t have anyone else to turn to. The final thread has been played out too far and has snapped, leaving me aimless and empty. I don’t know what else to do so I just lie back and think of England as I listen to Harvey’s slow, mellow voice taking me under. It’s funny, you kind of know everything that goes on while you are in the trance, all the time spent, all he says and all you reply, but when you awake it’s all gone in a flash. You just lay blinking and refreshed, clawing after the memories as they skitter away. Harvey is all animated, telling me how James Frobisher made another appearance and was so much more forthcoming this time. It’s all bullshit but I haven’t the heart to either listen or to tell him to shut the fuck up. At the end of the session he ceremoniously hands me the recording of the session and I take it mutely and go home to brood. I almost throw the recording away but decide at the last minute to give it a listen, a sort of for-old-time’s-sake airing knowing that my visits to Harvey have come to an end. I just want to hear one last time how I sound telling the lies he wants me to tell.

My voice sounds funny on tape as I speak as James Frobisher. It is stilted as if I realize that as him I should be speaking in the accents and manners of the times, but not quite knowing how to do it–like I am trying to fool myself. I am very cagey in response to Harvey’s questions too, refusing to be drawn on how I got my money and status, although it seems that some kind of scam or blackmail was behind it. It sounded contrived until I heard myself telling how I fled to France with my ill-gotten gains and set myself up as an aristocrat moving to Paris from the south. My pseudonym was Saint-Jacques. Comte Michel Beauregard de Saint-Jacques, to be precise. 

The word hit me full in the face and had me sitting bolt upright. The cold shiver poured through me at the sound of the name spoken from my own lips: Michel, pronounced by me on the recording just as the woman had pronounced it in my dream the night before, saying it over and over as I fucked her hot bottom from behind. Michel, not Michelle; a prick not a pussy. The chill left me to be immediately replaced by the warm sweep of elation. Suddenly everything was alright again. My dreams were still relevant and Harvey
is making progress. The shrunken prick of my dream was Frobisher’s, not Blueberry’s, the similar wizened state mere coincidence. I should have been wiser. It was my mistake for assuming I must always be female in my past lives. 

Once my hope was restored I could listen to the tape with renewed concentration. It seems that as Saint-Jacques I gained quite a reputation for being a libertine. I was feted in society and my party trick was to produce explicit paintings of my fellow revellers in various sexual situations, designed not to portray actual happenings but to encourage them to be played out, preferably on the night. When the revolution struck I was unable to escape back to England, so I fled south with whatever belongings I could carry and re-invented myself as a lowly peasant. I tried to keep my head down as The Terror gripped the nation but it seems my insatiable need for depravity soon saw rumours spreading about my unnatural desires. No doubt it was a jealous local who betrayed me to the authorities, but it was the painting that sealed my fate, identifying me for certain as the beastly Saint-Jacques as they burst into my hovel and caught me buggering my old love and just about ready to spurt my seed inside her. I was dragged off to Paris and guillotined a few weeks later, forced to face upwards to watch the blade, my last memories being the sweeping rise of utter panic that caused me to foul my britches, and the stream of terrified curses I screamed at the jeering crowd.

 

I felt so much more comfortable with my kinky self once I knew it was not my fault. I became empowered again once I could believe that a cure existed and that Harvey might be well on his way to finding it. I was so happy I couldn’t wait to get out and start hurting and humiliating people again! I even went to SaMmy’s, despite the fact that I was on my period (which usually kept me at home with a good book and a glass of wine). I felt stronger about Ariadne again, like I was protected from her. I had already decided to invite her (and her alone) to my forthcoming catwalk show. I don’t only produce fetish wear but these designs do seem to crowd my thoughts and often yield more interest and money from the buying public. I knew I would never get Ariadne to attend unless there was a sexy slant to the show. I felt confident at SaMmy’s, happy to dismiss any attention and just watch her with a small contented smile. I sensed she felt a little unsettled that I wasn’t as flustered as usual by her tricks and attempts to make me feel I was beneath her. She took out her annoyance on a man’s arse, pulling down his tight denim, ridiculously short shorts and putting him over her knee. I just smiled more and raised my glass to her. 

I felt my blood fizzing with my contentment. She was beautiful, even if she was throwing me daggers because I wasn’t getting into a huff at her crude behaviour with other people. I wanted to go over and tell her that her efforts to tease and repel me were useless. I wanted to tell her how we had been lovers over two hundred years ago, and that we would be lovers again. I felt she should know how in those past lives we had been closer than anyone and shared the most intimate and dangerous of secrets. I thought about telling her how back then she had worshiped my little bum-hole, just like X does now, and if she wanted I could let her have it right now. But I couldn’t tell her about X. She would scoff that I was making up stories in a vain effort to look good and make her feel jealous. She might be angry that I actually had a proper girlfriend when I made it so clear that I wanted her. Perhaps I would be able at last to just shrug and turn from her, and let her do the chasing for once. 

In the end I just rolled the invite to the fashion show into a cone and placed the sharp end into a little plastic nozzle, and had Kitty bend over to take the nozzle inside her and deliver the note via her bum. Ariadne read the note without any hint of a reaction in her expression or even a glance in my direction but, tellingly, she kept the invite. She also kept Kitty as a hostage, slapping her face, ripping her top open to claw and pinch the exposed tits and then pulling her over and roasting her bare bottom with heavy flat-hand spanks. Ariadne’s mouth was set in a wide open smile as she looked over at me in triumph, but I just raised my eyebrows nonchalantly and smiled back. She redoubled her efforts on Kitty’s arse and ordered some of her entourage to take out their cocks and beat the victim’s rump and face with their erections. This was water off a duck’s back to me, especially since one of the stiff-cocked beaters was good old Wiry Dude, and this humiliation of my slave was far removed from the torment I had put him through.

Ariadne soon saw that Kitty might be little, but she could sure take a spanking. She gave up and rolled the girl off her lap, depositing her on her sore arse. She then had the men toss themselves off, with their cocks surrounding the victim’s face. Ariadne glared at me but I was finishing my drink and preparing to leave. In her fury the goddess grabbed the pricks in her gloved hand in turn, jerking them with furious speed, desperate to shower my poor girl while I was still there to witness it, spitting on the shining purple cock-heads and ordering Kitty to do the same. I rose just as the first spurts hit Kitty’s screwed up face. Four separate loads showered over her, mainly splashing off her tightly closed lips or pumping into her hair. It was an engrossing spectacle, more so when an irate Ariadne leant forward to spit with vengeful ire onto the spunk-strewn face of my girl. She bent so low and with such determined intent to hit the exact spot on her target that she took a wayward burst of jizz to her own cheek, causing her to screech with anger and slap the shooter’s weapon so hard he crumpled into a still spunking heap. I found this unintentional slap-stick turn rather funny. 

Good old Kitty took it all stoically. When they were finished she wiped herself with the back of her hand, blinked her eyes open and crawled through them to safety on her hands and knees. I blew Ariadne a kiss and left, my heart swollen. You might think she was cruel to shoot the messenger in such a fashion but there was kindness in her actions; she knew Kitty was one hundred percent gay and she had shown great mercy by not forcing her to take one of the cocks inside her body. But more important than this show of clemency was the knowledge that the Goddess had retained my invite.

 

Ariadne eventually turned up to the show after it had already started, when I had lost all hope and was cursing every model who had the misfortune to come to me for help in getting dressed. I had been so preoccupied worrying about her attendance that I hadn’t thought to have any nerves about the show itself, although my collections always seem to be unanimously well received, despite some of the preposterous, ill-conceived creations I sometimes throw in just to be bloody-minded. 

It seemed to me like a giant neon arrow was pointing to the one empty seat in the front row, the one I had reserved especially for her. It was like the bigger the crowd, the more conspicuous her absence, as if every other occupied seat amplified her empty one a million-fold. And then suddenly she was there, and my heart soared. It didn’t even bother me that she was wearing a creation by one of the other designers showing that afternoon. She had come for me, and all her teasing mind-games were irrelevant after that fact.

I wished I had the chance to sit with her but of course I was here, there and everywhere, ensuring everything about my show went to plan. I kept an eye out for her, saw her notice me and give me a wide smile. She even clapped for some of my creations and discussed them with her neighbour. I had sat her next to a handsome Spanish socialite in his early thirties, partly because she loved to be surrounded by beauty and mainly because it was widely rumoured that he was gay. You should never listen to rumours. I had her sent a little goody-bag of a leopard-skin print dildo and some matching rubber panties. Another attendant brought her a glass of my favourite rose champagne (Billecart-Salmon, of course–as delicious and classy as the recipient). I spoiled her rotten and then she went ahead and spoiled everything. I noticed her asides to the Spaniard becoming all too frequent, not even waiting for the next model to appear before her comments were whispered and bringing a smile to his face. Then she started touching his thigh, just lightly, but with obvious suggestion. She cast me the occasional glances to make sure her teasing was not going to waste. 

My part of the show finished to rapturous applause and she broke off her seduction to join in, but only for a while. Before the applause had died down she threw me another knowing look and then used the distraction to whisper a proposal to the Spaniard and then lead him out of the room. I had to wait impatiently before the clamour could die down enough for me to make a gracious exit and rush off stage and out behind the scenes to find her. She made sure she could be discovered. She waited, pushed up against the backstage toilet door, looking out for me as she kissed him. As soon as I rounded the corner and stopped dead in my tracks, she broke off the embrace and pulled him inside the toilet. I felt my belly shrink. I knew she was a tease but this felt vindictive. I didn’t want to go in, I was just stood with my hands gripping the door jamb and my forehead pressed to the door. I could hear her inside, loudly crying out her joy, making sure I would hear. Eventually I couldn’t help myself and I went in. 

The door to their cubicle was wide open and she was sitting on him, feet up on his thighs and facing me, so that I could see her quim stretched around the base of his thick cock and pushing down as she squirmed against him to meet his short upward thrusts. His hands were around her front, one gripping her throat, the other clapped over her mouth. She squealed with delight into his palm at my shocked reaction and she writhed even more frantically upon his skewering cock. I couldn’t muster a single word. It was all I could do to shut my slack jaw. I have seen her do many rude things but I have never seen her bare pussy before, let alone when stuffed with Hispanic cock. Her quim was neatly trimmed and pink like her hair that day. The lips were small and stretched to take him, but her juices flowed thick to allow his laboured thrusting. I had waited so long to see her pussy and now I had. It was divine in its soft smoothness, ruined only by the prick inside it. Her cunt would have looked delectable shining with my saliva, squeezing on my slender fingers. Instead it looked vulgar and greedy, bloated by his fat meat. Her cunt was too beautiful for cocks and here she was ruining it, all to make me jealous. 

She squealed again as he built a rhythm to lift her and bring her down sharply onto his impaling erection. I looked up at her face–the nose, the cheeks, the mouth all covered by his large hand. But I could see her eyes, her wonderful, beguiling eyes, now so bright with defiance as she fucked him. She was doing it to be malicious, and because she could. It was like her saying: I know
you want my cunt, so I’m going to spoil it for you, just for fun. I couldn’t take my eyes off hers but then I never could. I wanted to hate her, to rip her to shreds for this heartless act, but my pussy was betraying me and telling me to get down and slurp the cream from her thighs and his balls. Fortunately I couldn’t move and so was spared the humiliation of grovelling at her groin and giving in to her. She was turning red with her exertions and the lack of air finding its way past his bronzed hand and into her lungs, but she kept on regardless, fucking away to spite me, her eyes never leaving mine. It was far from hate I saw in them, just wickedness, like a bigger kid stealing your ball in the playground; a small show of power. It still burned me, right at my heart. I managed to turn and go before he spunked, but I heard his come-growls mixed with her suppressed yelps as I retreated. I knew it was a hollow victory for her and that she would hate herself for it later, but not as much as I hated her right now.

 

I vowed never to see that teasing bitch Ariadne again. True, my resolve to cast her forever from my mind might have lasted only about four hours. I might have ended up by early evening on all fours with my knickers down, dreaming of her pussy (with my tongue up it this time, not some filthy Spanish cock) but I was still bent on forgetting her completely after what she did to me. I hated pretty much everyone even after I had come, so I went out to a gay bar and pulled some random, slightly chubby brunette who couldn’t believe her luck. I took her into the restroom and jammed her up against the wall, kissing her for ages to get my own back on X for her dalliance with the model and the Diva. I even squirmed my hand down the back of the girl’s jeans and managed to get my finger in her arse, just for a bit of one-upmanship on my dirty American girlfriend who seemingly just loved to cheat on me. Then I took the brunette into a cubicle, had her remove her jeans and underwear and then sit on my lap. I put my hand over her mouth and finger-fucked her cunt with rapid, palm-slapping thrusts, this time to get back at cock-loving Ariadne. 

The brunette came hard and wanted to kiss me and make me come in return. I don’t usually give myself so freely but I was feeling hurt, so I took her outside where it was dark and let her hold me to the wall while she kissed me and got her hand down the front of my jeans. Soon she was all oh, sweetie! and I’ll be gentle, darling! and telling me how beautiful my tight pussy was, like she was in charge or something. It reminded me of my very first time, the time I caught my gym mistress masturbating in the changing rooms. I’d snuck in for a smoke and found her with her shorts down on the shower floor, eyes closed, rubbing herself. She saw me and I turned away with a scornful tut and walked off, despite her pleas to explain herself and despite the fact that my own pussy was raging. 

Since I was marooned within an all-girl boarding school, my only sexual experiences to that point were a fair bit of kissing and tit fondling, plus one naughty snog with my best friend, Alice, which progressed to a hot missionary groin rubbing session, first with just our knickers on and then with our bare young quims together. Apart from these episodes I had remained chaste, although I fantasised fanatically and my dream-memories had already been occurring for a number of years.

Maybe it was those dreams, just as now, that proved the inspiration for my actions. I was suddenly gripped by a surge of power and desire. I turned on my heel, marched back into the changing room to where the still remorseful Miss Dearlove sat on the floor. I grabbed her by the hair calling her a dirty bitch, pulling her onto her knees to give her naked arse a good hard spanking that made her yelp. I think I almost came just dealing out the punishment. The bliss of it filled me–the noise of her arse and from her mouth, the way she begged me to stop but then thrust her red cheeks out for more, the sight of her cunt bulging for attention between her thighs, her utter helplessness. We ended up kissing because what else is there to do after you have just smacked your teacher on her bare bum until she was sobbing? I put my fingers inside her and she tentatively lifted my skirt and slid my panties down. She lay me down by her side and I can vividly remember us pressed together, our open mouths together, breathing into each other, both trembling as her finger stoked up my slit. She pressed forward into my little pool and then sucked her breath in. And suddenly she was all apologetic and I didn’t know why. She was saying it’s OK, it’s Ok,
and darling, you are so tight, but don’t worry...


In truth I wasn’t worried. I never had been worried, or even thought twice about it until precisely that point in time. I had her finger right up me and it felt fine. I was waiting for her to give me a good fast fucking but instead she just froze. I even remember her trying to cast a sneaky look down, presumably to check if somehow she had managed to miss the target and gone up the wrong hole! She just kept kissing me and saying it was OK, and all the while I was feeling progressively anything but. In the end, after some very gentle stirring, she took her finger back out and diddled my clit to make me come. I had a complex about my puss from that moment on. 

I think it was two years before I let another finger inside me other than my own, and even then I had to be taken advantage of. That time I was back from university one summer and was guesting on synth in a local all-girl band, who were a rather bad punky/gothy mess of a four-piece riding on the success of early Avril Lavigne and such like. It was a shame, really, because the lead singer was very pretty and had a fabulous voice, with lots of potential to go far if she got herself discovered. No talent spotter was going to sit through more than thirty seconds of the noisy drivel they produced though. 

Anyhow, after one gig we all got raucously drunk, with me the worst for it. I remember trying to seduce the lovely blonde lead singer, but getting interrupted by the drummer–a real Goth girl with vampire tats and a nose piercing. I have vague memories of us all ending up in my bed but when I eventually awoke the next day they were gone and all I had was a throbbing dull ache in my pussy to match the one in my head. I felt bruised inside and there were traces of blood on my thighs, although that could have been because my period was nearly due. I also had a drumstick protruding from my bottom and the words Virgin No More written in black lipstick across my tits and belly–the title of one of the band’s shittier tracks. I guess you could call it rape but I went to bed with them willingly and for all I know actually encouraged the kinkiness. I cannot imagine the vocalist wanting to be that rude, since she was basically a sweet girl, but I reckon the drummer was a right dirty bitch.

I bided my time for a week or so then went to the vocalist’s house and seduced her, showing no signs of any animosity. She was so contrite she let me do as I pleased, so I got her naked, had her get on her knees on the bed then pushed her down so that her bottom was stuck out. I then secured her wrists with silk scarves to the headboard, drizzled runny honey down the crack of her open bum and filmed a rather entertaining home video of her dog hungrily lapping at her arse. I made sure there were some nice close-ups of her face and then followed the arch of her spine all the way down until the mucky pup’s buried muzzle came into view. What couldn’t be seen on the film was my hand underneath her, rubbing her clit and making her wail with ecstasy, as if it was the entire dog’s doing! Before I left I told her that if she ever became famous, even moderately so, then copies of the tape would be distributed to whoever I deemed appropriate. Thus ended her brief singing career, poor girl. 

The drummer got even worse I think. That same evening I sought her out, finding her and a couple of girlfriends on the swings in the park swigging vodka out of the bottle, just to prove what a classy set of ladies they were. I led her up into the woods and she followed obligingly, believing I wanted to sample more of her rough fucking. We began to make out, hungrily kissing and shedding mainly her clothes under cover of the trees. Then I hit her twice in the face and pulled her down by her hair, slapping, scratching and pinching her all over to gain her submission. I dealt out my first ever tit and pussy spankings, which I absolutely adored. She writhed and gasped but couldn’t break my hold. I stuffed her arse with my fingers, reminding her about her drumstick naughtiness, and then used the same fingers to fill her cunt. Then I felt a renewed surge of righteous anger and pushed my whole hand up inside her, right to the wrist. Obviously this stopped her from moving at all and she just lay there subdued, not even calling me any more names as I tapped on her clit with my other hand or bit her thigh or pinched her nipples. 

I got off her and she just lay there naked in a whimpering trance, blood trickling from her mouth, blown away by my whirlwind fuck-attack, presumably trying to fathom out what had just hit her. It was such a shock to her system that I don’t think she came more than once during the whole episode. I remember the glow inside that my power generated. I felt exalted and complete. I nonchalantly gathered her clothes into a pile beside me, poured out the remnants of her vodka from her bottle and set light to it. Even then she didn’t move. It wasn’t just the retribution that made me happy (in fact that was almost irrelevant), it was the doing of my nasty deeds that I loved, the feeling that I could do anything, however rude. I remember lighting a cigarette (it happened during those bad old days), hitching up my skirt and pulling my panties down round my thighs, then stepping over her so that I could look again at her pink-spanked cunt, then squatting down and ever so nonchalantly using her as my toilet while I smoked. I have no idea what she did or how she got herself home once I had left her alone with her burning pile of clothes. I couldn’t have cared less; I went back to uni a day or so later and I have never heard from or seen either of them again. 

I’m digressing slightly but you see how the devil in me comes out, and so it was with the brunette up against the wall, giving me the I’ll be so gentle garbage and talking about my cunt like it was the most delicate flower. I just don’t need sycophantic clap-trap and people treating me like a delicate treasure. I do not need to be reminded of my body’s limitations. I pushed that brunette to her knees and pulled my jeans down my thighs. It was too dark to really see but I kept my panties in place anyway, although she quickly moved the lace aside and leant forward to give me some light preparatory licks. I let her do it while I got my muscles ready. She let hunger get the better of her and started feasting first at my clit and then at my little slit, moaning against me with her delight at my tightness. She kept calling me baby between her rapid lapping but I didn’t slap her round her face. I kept my cool for long enough to gather myself, and then I grabbed her under the chin, pushing my fingers into her cheeks to force her mouth open, and then I let go my hot spurt. It wasn’t come, it was piss. It was a whole stream of it that filled her big mouth and flowed out and soaked into her white T-shirt. 

She gagged and guzzled but I held her firm, despite her fingernails digging into my rump. I have to say she did well really, better than some who have been expecting it. She took a lot down and let some splash all over her face. She even tried to lick through the flow to give my clit more pleasure, only adding to the force of my expulsion. She spluttered it’s ok, baby one more time and that’s when I let her go. I don’t know what she was thinking, maybe that because I was so virgin tight that I was nervous or inexperienced. Maybe she took my gasping moan of glee when my muscles forced out my stream as a sign of my climax. One day she might find out who I was and hear of my squirting orgasms and reflect with pride that she once gave me a massive climax. At the moment she was on her haunches, piss-drenched and a little bewildered, looking up at me with expectation and a hint of reverence in her eyes. Whatever, I pulled my jeans back up, feeling the residual wetness and maybe a few last dribbles soaking into the crotch of my panties, then turned on my heels and just left her there without a word. 

I went back inside but my mind was still jumbled and kept throwing up the vision of Ariadne’s face, covered with a large Spanish hand except for those insolent eyes, burning into mine. I needed to go before the damp patch spread through to my jeans. I made for the door, watched all the way by a lone girl at a table near the exit. I had noticed her earlier as I scanned the room and briefly thought about making her my target, but the brunette was prettier and more likely to be amenable to my charms. The lone girl was maybe only twenty, perhaps even a little younger. I guessed she was of mixed race. There was definitely some oriental blood in her, Japanese or Korean maybe–I’m no expert. It was in her small but flat nose and dark almond eyes, one of which was a touch turned in. She had the fine, jet-black oriental hair, left long but with frizzy body to it. Her skin was soft-looking and geisha white, far too pale in my opinion for there to be no Western blood in her. I had guessed earlier that this was one of her first times in a gay bar. She undoubtedly had the usual problems of making connections with other lesbian girls in her regular social circle and so had finally plucked up the courage to go to a bar and see if she could find a compatible soul. 

The problem for her is that the uninitiated stand out a mile. She was sitting there alone without knowing that she had a big banner over her head with the word VIRGIN written bold upon it. Now, fresh meat can be fun and it is always an ego-boost to take someone’s virginity (although I absolutely do not consider myself a virgin, just think how smug the man who first enters me will feel), but it can also be a frustrating pain in the backside. Most times you just want someone who just knows, and for someone with my particular line in perversions, you definitely need a partner with experience and a sound understanding of their body’s desires. I should have left her well alone, but naughty, spiteful schizo me wasn’t quite ready to calm down for the night. She was obviously sitting near the door in case she got cold feet on the night and needed to make a hasty exit. She should have done. 

I almost made it out the door, but then I turned, took the few steps over to her and whispered in her ear, “I want to fuck you.” 

It wasn’t so much a proposal as an order. She was bright-eyed and speechless but she didn’t need to talk since I already had her by her hand and was leading her into the warm night air. In the cab she tried to make conversation. I remember her voice was thin and hesitant, her accent perfect English. I don’t remember anything she said to me, or if I made any reply. I was thinking of Ariadne again, bubbling with indignation at her earlier actions. I took my geisha girl down to my basement. It must have been a baptism of fire for her to be with such as me in such a place but I am afraid I didn’t really pay any heed to her state of mind. Why would Ariadne do that to me unless she wanted to hurt me? I let the geisha kiss me and didn’t lose my cool at her clumsy efforts to turn me on by pinching my nipples through my top. She came to my fashion show, so presumably she wanted to show her support. Her not coming would have hurt me a lot. I stripped the geisha of her top clothes and showed her just how to lick a delightful, tiny pink nipple. Unless, of course Ariadne only came to the show to do what she did in a calculated effort to rebuke me. 

Once I had kissed the geisha with wet passion she was ready to be used. I stripped her completely and bent her over the long black couch that stood at waist height. She was fretting slightly at her prone position, more so when I eased her cheeks apart to see the secrets between them. Her skin was milk-white and lovely, broken only by the blue, green and pink tattoo of a flowering lotus to the left of her spine, the stem creeping down towards her dark crack. I find many tats vulgar and disfiguring, but this sat on her white body with clarity and perfection, like proper art to study and admire. It made her seem softer still, yet the fact that it was there belied her shy nature and triggered the tingling thought that possibly someone had once made her have it. I used silk ties rather than leather to secure her wrists to the frame of the couch. She let me tie her without question but was breathing hard. I could see the bright spot of excitement and trepidation in her eyes, and the slick gloss of wetness on her plump rose-red bottom lip. She was prettier now that she was naked and vulnerable but I still slipped the sleep-mask over her eyes. Better she not see what she had coming to her.

I raked her back lightly with my nails and then knelt down behind her. I kissed her arse cheeks and gave them both a little, sharp bite. Her buttocks were small and perky, absolutely blemish-free. The quim squeezed out between the slender thighs and was a small, neat mound. I traced my tongue-tip up the slit and heard her gasp. Her bum smelt sweet and delicious. Her anus was a tiny black imploding dimple, much like my own. I wanted as always to taste it, but I had sworn to make Ariadne’s my first. How that oath tore at me now, as strained as the bond with my Goddess seemed. 

My lapping was gentle, designed to gradually open her up and mingle my saliva with her fresh juices. Her little whimpers made me wet and just about kept my need to eat her alive in check. I knew that if I kept up my teasing long enough then two unexpected fingers sliding inside her pussy and curling upwards were almost sure to make her come. I waited and waited, picturing her nipples aching against the couch, her open mouth leaching a dribble of viscous clear saliva, her eyes screwed shut behind the blindfold. I pushed my face into her cheeks so that my mouth was open against her soft cunt. I didn’t thrust my tongue inside though, I pressed it flat to her slit and let just the tip wiggle and tease her tiny bud. I could feel her shaking now, feel her pushing back in the hope of deeper entry, feel her anus pressing and spreading against the tip of my nose. Then I swiftly got off my knees, slid my fingers into her and forced them deep, holding them there as she thrashed and bucked and came. 

Ariadne is such a cunt, really. Why do I want her? It must be over a year since we first started taking notice of each other and in all that time we have made no progress. I’ve known this geisha just over an hour and already her puss is clenching on my fingers. All Ariadne does is tease me and lead me on. I left the geisha trembling on the couch and went to get the samurai sword from the wall. I put on a pair of my hot pants, choosing one with a long, thin, smooth dildo attachment, one that I usually used on my girl’s bums. So that was that: I would avoid SaMmy’s and avoid Ariadne and just forget all about the cunt-teasing bitch. I got behind the geisha and held her hips. I could feel her shiver beneath me and saw the little pool of saliva by her still open mouth. I moved the dildo to her slick puss and slowly pushed my hips forward, opening her up and driving it home until her little arse was squashed against me. Her cries made the smile spread across my face. I held the dildo there, deep inside her, delighting in the way her body tensed with the wonderful invasion. But I like SaMmy’s, with or without Ariadne. It’s the best club and the best-looking people go there. Why should that bitch rob me of the chance of going? 

I love the feel of the sword in my hand. The balance and weight are just perfect. You can brandish it and move it freely without becoming too fatigued, and the blade always gleams silver-white and deadly sharp. The excitement of simply holding it goes to my belly and to my pussy. So, I would go to my clubs whenever I wanted and just forget that she exists. I would refuse to play any of her games. I would forget that my first ever sighting of her pussy had me longing to kiss and lick it, and that I still couldn’t get it out of my mind, even though the mental image was marred by that Spanish cock being stuffed inside it. I used my free hand to trace light nail marks down my geisha girl’s back, right down to her bottom and over the outside of her thighs. I saw the goose bumps spring up over the taught skin of her bent-over arse. God, she had wonderful skin. Apart from my own I had never witnessed any so pale and so perfect. I held the sword inches above her back, all along the length of her spine with the tip just above her head. There was a frizzy tuft of hair that could be lopped off with a single flick of the wrist, so perilously sharp was the blade. If I made her jerk upwards it would cleave her skull. Imagine if I pushed a thumb up her little bottom now and her head snapped upwards. Imagine the gleaming claret-red ooze soaking into her jet black hair and trickling onto her white shoulders...

The thing with Ariadne is that I am convinced that she does want me. So how long do I play her games? Why does she go out of her way to hurt me if she carries a torch for me? What if I stopped playing and let her do the chasing? Yes, that’s it, that’s what I should do. But I know she loves cocks more than pussies and if I don’t press home any hold I have over her then I might be too easy to forget. I moved the blade slowly down over her back. The merest touch would have split the skin and seen a gush of blood from the slit. I remembered my dream, remembered how I was yearning for my beloved guardian to drive the sword through the condemned girl’s body and split her. I wonder if I could still fuck the geisha to orgasm before her life ebbed away. It was so odd, hearing her little sighs and gasps as I moved the dildo ever so slowly in and out of her tight body, how blissfully unaware she remained at what hovered just inches above her, how close she was to oblivion. The power felt awesome, barely controllable. 

But Ariadne can see my weakness for her and clearly considers the chase more fun than the capture. I’ve seen how cruel she is and she wants to bring her spite down on me, just for the fun of it. If I sing to her tune I will be done for, she will make sure of that. Imagine the glistening clear blood on perfect white skin. I remember I told a bitch about a dream I once had. Well, not a dream, just one flashing image of “me” beating the bare arse of an unseen female with the flat of a broadsword. It must have been a fragment of a memory from one of my past lives. In it the bottom is young and pale, the pussy just visible between the closed thighs. The owner of the bottom gives three snivelling sobs as my blade lands splat, and then the image disappears. I don’t know who “I” am, who I am punishing, or why. The only other details are that the skinny bum is smeared with dirt and that the air is cold. A crow caws once in the distance, I can feel the chill on the breeze, and on my third stroke a puff of condensation billows into view, presumably from my mouth. 

When I told the bitch about it she begged me to do it to her. I didn’t have a broadsword so I used the samurai sword. I gave her maybe five or six short slaps with it but the blade was so sharp it nicked her skin every time and left trickles of blood running down her buttocks and thighs. I remember having to put the sword down before I got carried away, and of plunging into her with a fat dildo and fucking her hard with her blood sticky between us. The red had looked good on her pink skin, but nothing compared to how it would look on this snow-white geisha. 

How can you hate someone and love someone and yet not even know them? How can someone have such sway over you when they only take up fractions of your life? I cannot walk away because Ariadne will not let me. I have to make her pay or she will defeat me. I have to control her or she will use my weakness to torment me forever. I could make the lotus bleed. As I push a little harder and faster into my geisha I could lay a lattice across her back and see the red trickle out. I could destroy Ariadne and be rid of her forever. I could cut this perfect pale bum; feel the stickiness on my thighs. She’s up on her elbows now, trying to give me more access as I increase the power and speed of my thrusts. Her long hair has fallen to one side and I can see the flat of her slender white neck tempting me. One clean slice and it would finish... 

But had Ariadne just wanted me to see her? Was it her way of letting me see her naked because I just wouldn’t make it happen? What if she was dying to show me her lovely cunt and that was the only way she could think of without actually giving ground? Perhaps she knew the sight of it would make me feel as desperate for it as I now am, and that this would surely bring about the end result we both wanted? Perhaps soon I will be fucking her as hard and deep as I am fucking this geisha girl right now. Perhaps she will gasp and squeal and sigh in the same lovely, cunt-wetting way. Yes, that’s it! That’s what she is trying to do: reel me in, not drive me away. She wants me to slap against her gorgeous bum and make her come as hard as this geisha is. She wants to beg me not to stop too, to wiggle her rear and jam her swollen clit against the edge of this couch, to drench my thighs with her lovely free-flowing juice. 

 

I’m calm again and all I can hear is her heavy breaths. It’s funny, I was thinking of bleeding her and slicing her into bits. The sprite inside very nearly broke through to take its fun. Yet to her, behind the safety of the blindfold, there was no sword or impending danger, only some gentle pussy-play followed by a nice relieving first come, followed by a slow, deep fuck building to a hard, shuddering climax. All she would have felt is softness and comfort and gentle safety by being my possession. It will probably be the most memorable sex she ever has. I couldn’t even remember to untie her. I went to bed and wanked furiously over images of Ariadne bent over my couch, finger-fucking her own arse as I dildoed her from behind. When I came down in the morning the geisha was obviously still there, bound to the couch by her wrists. I took off her eye mask and she smiled at me with adoration. I rubbed her clit in small circles and she pissed herself, unable to contain the press on her bladder. I spanked her, softly at first, then building to hard slaps until she came, wriggling her crotch against the couch. Her bottom was red and spoiled, so I untied her and made her dress. She wanted to kiss me so I let her, but I told her as she left that I would never see her again. She cried! I cannot wait for next Friday. I cannot wait to see Ariadne again.

 

***

 

Do you know what a confabulation is? No, it’s not what you receive from friends when you pass your driving test or announce a forthcoming marriage. It’s actually a chat, a conversation. You confabulate all the time and so, apparently, do I. In psychology the term means to fabricate imaginary experiences, usually as compensation for lost memory. This may be due to some form of amnesia perhaps, either caused by psychological or physical means, or maybe because you have been guzzling a bit too much atropine (as you do). Or it may be because you have a thiamine deficiency and you have developed Korsakoff’s syndrome (why can’t these people with syndromes not just keep them to themselves?). I have actually had my thiamine levels checked and they are fine. I haven’t had any brain lesions or any operations for that matter and I certainly can’t recall any bouts of amnesia. However, according to medical science I must have had one of these or similar along the way because it is the only sane way to explain past-life memory.

Any tests carried out have shown that the subject has not in fact lived before, but has somehow or other (often through suggestion given by their hypnotherapist) made it all up. I have been aware of this scientific standpoint for some time but I’m letting you know now because it would be nice to have some of you on my side. Obviously I can see how anyone I come across might think me deranged, bordering on psychotic, or at best just a raging sadist. Please know that I am not. I realise scepticism about past lives is bound to be rife and medical science can point to many disprovable cases. But I have had these dreams for years and they do shape me, despite my efforts for them not to. I am not trying to increase them or glorify them, merely escape from them. I know that Harvey is a sneaky fat bastard but I do not believe that I am feeding off his suggestion. In, fact I rather believe that while I am babbling on in the voice of some ex-aristocrat, he is over in the corner, completely disinterested, jerking himself off. 

However, scientists don’t seem to be studying the bigger picture. They are looking to disprove any karma-generated pre-existence within a body, as if to negate theories of a human soul. They say any historical evidence from the subject has been absorbed along the way–sometimes subliminally, sometimes actively, although the subject may well have forgotten learning it, so it sounds new to them too. The information is very often brought out by people unqualified to judge the validity (i.e. by hypnotherapists not psychologists), and is gleaned by a series of leading questions (what is your name? where do you live? and so forth) which force the answer rather than have it come naturally. The subject’s “evidence” is often later proved to contain historical inaccuracies, and thus is, to give it it’s proper technical term, a load of old bollocks. 

But what if it is something different? What if the memories are fragments of someone’s soul from another life which gets passed down genetically along with innate instincts such as fear of height (which infants all carry despite being unable to grasp the concept of impact from falls, or danger, or death)? What if these soul fragments have energy of their own which can force or trick your body or mind to act the way it once did? It would be like a possession–not a devil as such, but a spirit in some form. It might be malevolent, it might just act the way it always did without thought or need for goodness and morality. Who says the spirit inside was a historian? Who says that some orphan in a debtor’s prison has any knowledge of the outside world? Who even says the spirit in you wants to be unearthed? Is it not possible they might feed poor information in the same way that we lie or distort truths every day to suit our own take on a given situation? 

This is my theory and I’m sticking to it, especially since it helps absolve me of most of the blame for being a hurtful spank-happy bitch, and I would be very grateful if others supported my idea! By the way, during my last session under hypnosis I told Harvey that I was a Hungarian soldier called Fennick or Fenech, that I was at a place or fortress called Szigeti, the year was somewhere around the mid 1500’s, and I was dying with a lance or spear through my back during an assault by the Turks led by Suleiman the Magnificent. It seems the spear was driven through me with such ferocity that it went right through my chest and pinned me to a wooden table, along with some poor young chap from the armoury. I suffered a slow, hateful death. I was trapped and unable to move, perhaps through the force of the lance, maybe because of internal or even spinal damage from the impaling. The lad was trapped beneath me, crushed to the table by my weight and speared through his shoulder. His wound was perhaps less mortal except that he might eventually bleed or even starve to death unless I could somehow prise myself free. Discovery by others, friend or foe, was unlikely to help us; did I mention that at the time the spear went through me I was busy sodomizing the armoury lad?

Fenech was pretty cagey, it has to be said. He seems to have been very bitter about his demise and just mumbled about how he couldn’t move, how the lad kept sobbing and begging him to get off, even how the feeling in his lower body was draining away and, sure he was to die, he tried to continue his arse-fucking and take some pleasure before he slipped away. There seems to have been some erection or lack of sensation problems at this point which had him/me snarling incomprehensibly and spitting at Harvey within my trance. 

Fenech was convinced he was to die. They had been under siege for many weeks. The fortress was ablaze and had been under heavy cannon fire since dawn, ceasing only to allow the Turkish assault. The defenders had been given the order for one last fight, to go out and confront their attackers where possible. It was certain death. Fenech had gone to find more weapons and had decided, with adrenalin raging, fear at fever pitch and death just around the corner, to take one last joy from life and rape the lad. His main gripe seemed to be that the lance was probably driven home by one of his comrades, no doubt so disgusted at witnessing the unchristian act, especially when this was supposed to be a Holy War against the pagan Turks. He spent his last hours trying to finish what he started, dying by fractions, cursing and hating everyone and everything, knowing he was on his way to hell and taking the wretched, constantly blubbing lad with him. 

Not the best bedtime story but at least Harvey is still going in the right direction–backwards, that is, back through time to the root of my problem that is the Executioner’s Girl. Anyway, I was far too content to be worrying about disgusting Hungarian rapists! I was looking as hot as a sizzling twat on a hot tin cock but still managing to be exceptionally demure, avoiding falling into the Ariadne trap. With Harvey making such progress I have been feeling a renewed surge of belief and excitement which has given me the strength to play a bit of hard-to-get with the blue-haired goddess tonight. 

It was Horse and Hounds Night at SaMmy’s so there was a good open theme to work with. Dog and pony costumes abounded amongst the subs, whilst the Masters and Mistress concentrated mainly on hunting dress. I wore skin-tight black as a base, along with tight knee-boots in patent leather. My hunt coat was in red latex with brass buttons that, if you looked close enough, displayed the side profile of a fox’s brush sprouting above a curvy human bum, with the words ‘FOX FUCKER’ around the image. It’s all in the little details. At my neck was an authentic white silk stock held by a silver pin in the form of a crop to match the real one in black leather that I carried. I had my hair in a long pony tail down my back and I took my riding hat, but I dispensed with this once I got there as it is a tad cumbersome. 

So I felt good. Ariadne was also in pseudo-hunting dress but didn’t look as fine as me, even if she was topless under her coat. I had built a good entourage around me and I had received an invite from Master Vincent to go on to a party at his place, which meant I could relax and let someone else provide the entertainment for once. Also helping my ability to avoid being drawn into the usual games with Ariadne was my sudden preoccupation with cocks, particularly small ones. I think the sight of Blueberry’s erection was having a weird effect on me. I had awoken for the past few nights from dreams in which it featured–not as such attached to him, more sort of just there, with me reaching out and touching it, wanking and even kissing its tip, and trying to ready my pussy for its insertion. I woke up without any of the feeling of revulsion I experienced when seeing it in the flesh, more a sort of warm affection for it, like it was my friend and saviour. 

All this was brought back to mind by the sight of Blueberry himself amongst the shadows on the periphery of the group at my table. He had made almost no effort on dressing for the occasion, simply and laughably just adding a black hunt coat and riding helmet to his usual Blueberry costume. The phrase “ridiculous, pathetic cunt” could seldom have been used more appropriately than on him. I decided that I had to rid my mind of his strange influence and keep him away from me. The best form of defence is usually attack, so I thought that taking a leaf out of Ariadne’s book and feasting my eyes on a couple of giant members would be the order of the day. Bisexual Master Vincent would no doubt ensure there were plenty of vast pricks on show at his party.

Ariadne was trying to get my attention but I was having none of it. She sent a minion over with an invitation for me to join her table, although this was surely an effort to separate me from my group and power-base and bring me under her influence, so I politely declined. Later on, when I finally went to the rest room I saw her hurriedly put down her drink to pay a visit too. Sometimes it is so difficult to remove your costume you hold on until your bladder is nearly bursting before you finally decide to go. These are dangerous times. If a Mistress catches you before you get the door closed she can easily take advantage of your dire need in order to make you perform dirty or humiliating acts. Even if you had made a solemn promise never to lick a girl’s arse-hole you will probably think twice if you are being held in a simple embrace that you cannot break and you are seconds away from losing the fight with your muscles and pissing your pants. Even if you manage to get your costume down, a determined Mistress can easily spank or wank the piss from you in a huge humiliating burst before you have time to sit down. I have been known to prey on lots of girls in the toilets on fetish nights. I therefore made sure I got in quick and bolted the door behind me before Ariadne made it in.

She had obviously been waiting for me with an aching bladder and crossed legs. She found my cubicle and asked me to let her in but I would not. At first she asked, then banged on the door and commanded, then finally pleaded (but only quietly, hoping no-one else could hear). I steadfastly refused her entry. My costume was still on and I wasn’t safe until it was around my ankles and I had relieved myself. In the end she had no option but to talk through the door and, since she was in dire need of using the toilet too, her conversation was stilted and hurried. Soon enough she had to give up and take to her own cubicle, and I was long gone before she made it out again. And when I say long gone, I mean it. Master Vincent had already left and several swingers were making tracks for his place. I knew Ariadne would be there so I wasn’t worried about leaving. I picked a couple of my entourage out to accompany me. 

As I was about to leave Blueberry came forward and offered me a glass of champagne. I took it, of course but told him in no uncertain terms to fuck off and leave me alone, and made it quite clear that he was not coming to the party with me. He said, “I worship your elixir.”

I worship your elixir! I couldn’t actually recall him ever speaking a single word in my presence before, and then he came out with that! It was such an odd phrase, one I thought I knew but couldn’t place. 

I struggled for some kind of reply, some put-down witticism to counter his ludicrousness but my mind scrabbled around aimlessly, the thoughts just emptying out until it just seemed like a big white space. In the end I was just staring at him, my mouth open but soundless, my big empty brain refusing to find anything to throw back at him. Eventually I said, “OK, you can come–but don’t speak to me again!”

 

I don’t know why Ariadne didn’t show. She is usually a party freak and there is no way Vincent had not invited her. She had pulled a couple of new, big guys so maybe she was raring to get them home and put them to good use. I felt more than a little bit sick with the nagging thought that she had stayed away because of me. Imagine if I had just blown my one chance. Playing hard to get is one thing but playing unobtainable is another. No Domme is going to risk her reputation and status by putting herself out there for you to take too often. If she thought her fingers had got burnt I could guarantee a pretty frosty reception from her from now on.

 I must admit I drank way too much champagne at Vincent’s. I had a couple of girls polishing my riding boots with their knickers and then sucking my toes. I was telling them about my Fenech dream, the one which came the night after I had revealed the character to Harvey, about how I could feel my cock in the boy’s rectum and the lance through my back. I told them in rather too much detail about the setting of the Szigeti fort and how the year was 1566. It seems the battle was not actually as obscure as I had imagined and had a place in Eastern European folklore as well as history because, although the fort garrison was eventually wiped out it held out for many weeks, long enough for Suleiman the Magnificent to die within the shadow of the walls, perhaps partly through the strain of the siege. Epic poems were written about it and it has been referred to as the “battle that saved civilization”. I told my slaves all this! I might have told them that I even had vague inklings of it and perhaps came across it when studying the Hapsburg Empire at university. I didn’t tell them that my dream faded and blurred into a vision of me wanking a tiny erect prick, quite probably belonging to the fat fruit sitting behind me ensuring my champagne glass was never empty.

I ended up spanking the girl’s bottoms and then jerking off a couple of big pricks, showing off with my perfect timing which made them both bubble with thick white sperm at the same time. I even let the pricks spit their nasty seed onto my top, something I would normally never do. When the men had finished I made them swap places and then get down and lick the other’s spunky mess off my chest. Ariadne would have been proud of me, if only she had been there. I saw riders beating ponies and doggy-fucking hounds. I got to watch over a dozen men raining spunk upon a writhing gaggle of wanking and slurping girls. 

Before I left I found myself alone in some small bedroom with Blueberry. I think I had been attempting to find a place to sleep off the booze but he found me first. I was annoyed at his constant shadowing and let my anger boil over. I remember shouting at him, “What do you want from me?” 

I said it two or three times, but he just bowed his head and stayed silent. So I bent him over and used my crop on his blue rubber behind. He yelped like a girl at each hard stroke but I didn’t care. It sounded like he was crying but my frustration with him, my anger that his silly prick was finding a way into my unconscious thoughts just overrode any sympathy I felt. He took it all in the position I had put him in and asked for no clemency. In the end I grew too tired and gave up. I grabbed the costume at the back of his neck and pulled him half up, so his legs were still straight and his body was at 45°. I saw that my spanking had made him unhitch the flap at his crotch to leave his erection protruding. He wore no underwear this time. Perhaps I had ruined his one and only pair when I took the scissors to them. He had already grasped his prick, partially to hide it from my crop, partially because it needed to be held. 

I just couldn’t help but stare. His small prick just grabbed my focus and I couldn’t take my eyes off it. He held his hands over it to hide it but his own touch had him sucking his breath in. As I watched he gradually unveiled it and took a hold, tentatively stroking it up and down although I had given him no instruction to do so and could have brought my whip down as a punishment for his rudeness. His breathing increased with his pace: the gasps and pants of a desperate pervert. His fat fist practically held the whole length, so his back and forth action saw his hand squashed hard to his groin or slipping off the end of his prick. 

I could tell that he was either looking down, trying to see past his own belly at what he was doing, or looking up to gaze at my face. I just kept staring at his crotch. It was captivating; grotesque and yet fascinating. In the end I couldn’t stop myself and reached out very slowly. As my hand approached he stopped his jerking and let go, his breath getting harder and faster as my hand crept towards his little member. I wanted to pull away but I didn’t. To give this fat blob and his pitiful prick the honour of my touch was probably unthinkable and there is no way I could have continued if I had not been wearing my silk riding gloves, but continue I did, gently touching the underside as he came close to hyperventilating, and then curling and closing my fingers around his stick. It felt kind of cosy in my hand, if that is any sort of description. The size was so manageable and comforting. Its warmth radiated through the material of my glove and my closed hand masked the gnarly veins that made it look so old and battered. With the long foreskin pulled forward over the reddy-purple glans it looked less offensive, more helpless. 

I spend most of my time trying to rob men in my company of any sexual release but for some reason I needed to give this prick its pleasure. I have no idea why, perhaps because I felt sorry for it? It seems a ridiculous notion but nonetheless my hand started slowly to travel back and forth along his shaft, gripping it hard to feel its pulse and heat. His whimpering yelps should have put me off but I was mesmerized by my own actions, of watching the little wet tip poke out and then disappear, of feeling the skin stretch right over his glans and then slide back to show the coarse large hole at his end. I speeded up and I think he started crying–it certainly sounded like heavy sobs, presumably of immeasurable joy. He reached a kind of high pitched squeal by the time my fist was pummelling him furiously and just at the last minute I came out of my fixed concentration and realised he was about to spurt. I attempted to point his cock away from me but I only succeeded in forcing it down, causing him to yelp in pain. It didn’t stop his climax though, and I kindly continued to toss him with speed as his thick spunk jetted out in fat globs, all over my boots. 

He collapsed in a crumpled heap, holding his groin as if the spunk had been wrenched from him like the guts of a bee delivering its sting. I started to sober up quickly, staring at my open palm as if it had betrayed me and wondering with revulsion how on earth I had allowed myself to do him this favour. It was the second time he had soiled my shins too, and that annoyed me. I thought about taking my crop to him again but since the first time gave him such enjoyment it seemed counter-productive. I spat on him instead; I just needed an outburst of some kind to show my displeasure. 

“Eat your come off my boots, Blueberry, you disgusting toad.”

He went straight down to oblige, slurping away fretfully, eager to do my bidding but unable to hide his displeasure at the taste of his own seed. As he licked me clean he looked up at me glaring down on him. The shock fizzed cold in my belly. His eyes were visible through the mask holes, bright and shining, possibly with tears. They looked longingly up at me, or at least one did. The right eye stared straight at me but the left one pointed off to the side. It hit me like a punch in the face and I couldn’t believe it hadn’t dawned on me before. My only mitigation was that I had paid him so little attention that it never began to occur to me that I might actually know the man behind the blueberry suit, that I regularly went into his room and allowed him to hypnotize me. 

“Go now,” I said quietly, and kicked him away. 

He scuttled off and left me alone in the room. I felt shaky and cold, my stomach empty. It made perfect sense, of course. Harvey could learn anything about me once I was under. He could ascertain which my favourite clubs were and when I went to them, what I liked to drink when I was there, where I sat and who I allowed at my table. I realised that his presence at the Pink Paradise club had been no coincidence and was in fact engineered. He stole the information from me. Perhaps his lack of relevant costume on that night (or any night) was due to only being able to extract the information at short notice. Perhaps he had to stick to the one suit because it afforded him the most anonymity. Except that I had seen right through it. Did this mean that the fact that I had allowed him to accompany me here was not actually my doing but his planted suggestion? I worship your elixir. What kind of a phrase is that and why the fuck would anyone ever use it? Had I jerked him not out of any sympathy for his pathetic prick but because he had programmed me to do it? Had that fat cunt just made me wank him off? 

I had thought before that he could have got things out of me but now the proof was staring me in the face it sent shivers through me. If he knew when I would be at a particular club did he also know about Ariadne? Did he know all my secrets–how much I wanked and what happened when I came, the naughty stuff I did in the toilet? Did he want to show me his cock because he knew about my little pussy? But if he knew all this and could make such things happen, how come he hadn’t just made me fuck him? Perhaps he just hadn’t got around to it yet. Maybe he was planting the suggestion in my head and earning my trust as he slowly built to his final goal. Maybe his sole purpose right from the start was to get his useless cock inside me.

 

I didn’t dream about his prick that night although I slept pretty hard and maybe I just didn’t remember it. I still felt violated but couldn’t find it in me to hate him for some reason. Maybe he had planted that indifference too, in case I discovered his secret. Christ, even Scooby-Doo would have worked it out quicker than me. How many fawning pot-bellied fucks do I know? It threw up all sorts of questions: what was his motive; what was the extent of his influence; which of my actions are or have been at my own volition; has he actually any capability of curing me of my demons? I had already decided I had to go back to see him, regardless of last night’s intimacy. The state of play with Ariadne was such that I couldn’t risk not going through with it. 

At one point during my scrambled thoughts it took me half an hour of concentrated deliberation to remember exactly why I thought that forcing out the Executioner’s Girl would lead to some kind of watershed with Ariadne. I even thought he had planted this in me as an excuse to see him, but then I remembered that I went to him first with the problem, not the other way around, and that my belief was that without these demons I would be more level-headed and approachable, and that I could settle into a proper relationship and be a loving partner. I had to keep telling myself that!

 

***

 

I seem to have reached something of a hiatus in my life. There I was bobbing along quite nicely; relatively happy in myself and in my work, confident my plans would come to fruition. Now I’m not sure how much control I have over anything. I need to talk it through and reassess things. I need a good chat (that’s right–a good confabulation!) with a good friend. Then I realise I have none around. My girlfriend is a million miles away and more than ever I cannot bring myself to leave things here and jet off to see her. My best friend, Alice, who I grew up with and who literally knows me inside and out, is away in Australia, trying to determine how many sexy men she can go down-under upon before she settles down. 


  

I have always been a confident person, unashamed of who I am and what turns me on, so I don’t lead what can be termed a double life (although my parents by no means know what I get up to at night). However, being a Domme is a lifestyle choice in itself, it sets you apart and defines you and how people react to you. People you meet on the scene are always living the fantasy, as if life is just one massive role-playing exercise. You can’t be spanking a girl’s rude bits by night and then calmly chatting to them about the weather or the steep rise in the price of cod come morning. Most people involved in the scene are there to escape and they don’t want the bubble to burst. They always want you to play the Mistress. They cannot relate to you or be comfortable in the situation unless you do, and so reality tends to go missing. It’s all a bit empty really, a bit of a farce, and it pays not to think too deeply about it. 

I do have other “normal” friends, most of which know the general picture of my lifestyle. These are all doing “normal” things though, like moving in with boyfriends, getting married and having kids. I know they are happy in their own way but sometimes their existence can appear vacuous to me, like they are missing out on life’s Great Opportunities. Most times I can find no substance or point to conversations about wedding arrangements or just how far your child’s projectile vomit can travel, other times it is all I want to know. But not today. It’s an odd feeling thinking that you are at the top of the tree, that so many people in life respect and defer to you, that you can influence just about everyone you meet and have them eating out of your hand. It’s funny thinking this and then having it dawn upon you that at that time you simply have no-one to turn to. I thought about going to see Ariadne, but that might just make things worse. I need to let her get past her anger and hope that she still wants me afterwards, and maybe try to find some middle ground. 

I have been trying to have some sane conversation today. I have a model in called Stephanie to help me tweak some designs. Whenever I create new pieces I always get a professional model in to do a dummy catwalk, so I can check how the design looks and works on them. I am a couture designer, not a maker of novelty costumes, and since my dresses often retail at price points over a thousand pounds, I have to make sure they are right. This can be an expensive business, particularly now I am using a lot of rubber in my designs and high quality latex is not cheap. If I make mistakes it will cost me, as will garments tearing because I haven’t thought out the fit correctly. I am determined to keep using rubber for now as it looks so good on so many people, plus it has inherent support qualities that preclude the need for underwear (a definite plus for that Red Carpet look), and it screams sexiness without having to be daring or obvious. It is definitely a material that will continue to make its mark in haute couture, and that is what I aim to produce.

 Despite my love of the BDSM world in general, my designs started out as conventional dresses as opposed to fetish wear, and have since gravitated to more the daring, overtly sexual designs now that I have become more established. You might think the process would happen in reverse. The upshot of this is that I can still procure top models to help me out and do my shows rather than simple glamour girls. Often they will do private fittings for free, just as Stephanie is doing today, because they know it means they will star in the final show. She is beautiful, it has to be said. She is tall and slender with bobbed black hair. She is not too bony or angular. Her face is naturally pretty without being quirky. In full make-up like she is now, with her pale foundation and the liquid red on her lips, with the cut of rouge on her cheek and those ever-so long black lashes, she looks utterly stunning. It is just a shame that she has all the personality of a sack of potatoes. 

She likes clothes, that’s for sure. She can trot out a list of her favourite fashion houses and her favourite creations, but she just can’t quite manage to describe them, so each one sounds less like the wonderful item that caught her eye and more like a dog’s dinner finished in a microwave. Oh, and speaking of dogs, she has a new Chihuahua which, so she tells me, is just the cutest little itsy-bitsy and she adores it more than anything. She almost didn’t come today because she was scared of leaving it alone for the morning. Fortunately someone called Andre rushed to the rescue and brought over his home grooming kit because he couldn’t bear to think of the poor little thing being neglected. Stephanie seemed quite taken aback when I had to admit that I neither had a dog nor any particular liking for them. I think that’s when she decided that she could have no particular liking for me. I did tell her that Master Vincent owned a pink Labradoodle called Gustav, in honour of the composer Holst, since The Planet Suite was the Master’s favourite. I told her that I didn’t think the name appropriate for the dog and that I had argued in favour of it to be re-named Jupiter. None of this seemed to cut any ice with Stephanie.

So we sat in silence during a break in proceedings, with her by the open window, thumbing through a magazine and having a coffee and a cigarette for lunch. I let her smoke because she is beautiful, even though I now have a rabid hatred for cigarettes and the stench they produce, while I sat on the leather couch, staring dreamily at her. The smoke is backlit by the hazy sunlight and is quite mesmerizing. It charges out of her mouth in a tube and then slows and billows as it meets the air from the open window, drifting upwards in front of her face, some even getting drawn back into her nose and mouth with her next breath. She is in a world of her own, relaxed and peaceful, gazing at pictures of the latest designs and wondering if they will clash with her tiny dog. She has no compunction about sitting in just her white lacy underwear. It makes her seem so sweet.

 It reminds me of the times I had with Alice, years ago. We used to strip to our underwear and rush under the covers during the day. We would giggle and stroke each other and then kiss. I would get on top of her (or she would get on top of me) and we would kiss–that’s all–perhaps some light touching above our lacy bras and panties but mainly just kissing. We continued this practice for many years, and often had an unspoken instinct for when it was required. We would strip down and show off our underwear before a warm embrace and then we would leap under fresh white sheets to kiss and enjoy the feel of the tights or stockings or silk knickers against our skin. I would often buy her new hosiery or underwear to put on and we would have a grand unveiling ceremony. Once we pressed together we never spoke, never tried to take it any further even though we were used to fucking one another. 

I could spend ages just stroking her leg within sheer tights or fishnets. I loved the feel of my bare thighs on her nylon, of her knee gently pressing the silk to my wet quim. It made me feel safe and pure. She liked it but I loved it. I recognize it was a kindness on her part. She indulged me even as we got older because she knew I needed it sometimes, needed a refuge from the spanking and spitting, the loudness and raucous excitement of the sex I knew. She knew I sometimes needed tenderness and close passion without the threat of my pussy being stretched and violated. 

I could have watched Stephanie for hours. Even when she hiccupped and then let loose a little burp without any apology it didn’t faze me. She had a kind of perfection but her banal conversation had rendered her somehow unsexy. She might have been a tigress between the sheets but I doubted it. Normally I would have preyed upon such a beauty, hunted her down and cornered her and had my way. But so often such girls are in the clubs I frequent and have therefore signed up for such eventualities. In the cold light of day I had no idea how I would even attempt to seduce Stephanie. I had no power here, there wasn’t any level I could relate to her on–no humour, no response to the feel of the rubber and the tightness on the body, no frisson when we stood close, no acknowledgement that we were two beauties alone together. She wouldn’t respond to the sight of my whips or gags. If I wanted her pussy I would have to rape her and even then she would probably just sit through it oblivious, turning the pages of her magazine, smoking and burping. No, real passion is about emotion, about shared desire. You can sometimes tell without words what lies in a person’s soul, and that’s why I knew Ariadne would be worth the wait and all the frustration. I didn’t need to know her to know she was right for me. Passion is not about empty fucking, it is about a fusing of souls, about being inside one another. Stephanie did have nice nipples, though. I would like to have sucked them for her.

 

The package came almost as soon as she had left. I was all set to lie down and masturbate over images of me fucking naked Stephanie over my table whilst she nonchalantly smoked her cigarette, when the doorbell rang. The package was from X, another of her home-made DVDs. If these ever fell into the wrong hands she was in big trouble, but she sent them anyway, just to keep the intimacy going between us. The film started with a tight focus shot of a single lit red candle–long, slim and tapered, the background colourful but indistinguishable. The shot gradually opened and refocused so that the background came into view. It took a little while to be identifiable but suddenly it was clear: a female wearing a leather mask decorated with stars and stripes, like the kind you might see on a pro wrestler. It covered the whole head but cut away to expose the mouth, and this was set in a wide smile and was painted with glossy red lipstick. Even before the mouth opened to sing I thought I knew who it was, even though you could barely see the face. In her best husky, sexy voice, the wrestler delivered her version of “Happy Birthday to You”. Behind the mask, undoubtedly, was the Diva. 

The song jolted through me and sent my blood fizzing. I had forgotten X’s birthday. I had bought and wrapped her gift but it still sat on the table waiting to be posted. I had been so preoccupied with Ariadne and Harvey that I had completely overlooked it. What a bitch I am! The Diva’s blonde hair had been taken through a hole in the top of the mask and was splayed out around her head, indicating that she was in fact lying on the floor and so the candle was horizontal, apparently being held a foot or so above her. She finished her song and grinned broadly, then opened her mouth, stuck out her wet tongue and caught a drip of blue wax from the candle upon it, which made her gasp and smile even more. The camera then panned slowly back and moved around, losing sight of the Diva and righting itself, following a dark shape until it panned out to reveal a delicious chocolate-skinned bare bottom, pushed right out so that the cheeks were splayed apart to show a neat puffy pussy and the candle, held securely by a tight anus. The camera loomed over the soft-looking bum and then travelled along the flank of the bent-over human candlestick, showing her Lycra wrestling suit had been unbuttoned at the crotch but was still in place and covering her lithe upper body. She too wore a mask, in black with red and orange flames upon it, and she too had a big smile for the camera. Again, her identity was hidden but I knew it was the half-caste model, the Diva’s girlfriend. 

The film jump-cut and there was my X, her mouth held open by a thin strip of bright red plastic secured around her head. She was wearing a multicoloured paper crown and her heavy eye make-up was smudged as if she had been crying. The camera again panned out to show her in all her glory. She was naked except for a choke collar, a pair of knee length boots in shining black plastic, and a cross of black insulation tape over each nipple. The Diva moved into shot carrying a cream-covered birthday cake. Her star-spangled leotard had been unclipped at the crotch and pulled up around her middle, the same as the models, and she wore long laced boots in white with large platform heels–not much good for wrestling!

 It was lovely to see her little bare arse. It was one I had fantasized about a number of times, and X knew this. She squatted down to show X the cake and I just caught a glimpse of her shaven quim. She grinned wickedly at the camera and then deposited the cake onto X’s face, cream side down. She then stood astride X facing the camera, proudly displaying the thin slit of her cunt, and then slowly lowered her backside down onto the cake, squashing it into my girlfriend’s face and grinding her hips to mash the spongy mess in. 

The Diva was a right little booty shaker and X got a right face-full before the weight was lifted and she could be seen again, smeared with cream and sponge and jam. She looked up at the camera all forlorn. How could I be such a thoughtless bitch? I checked the time and saw that the situation was still salvageable. She would be waking up soon so I would ring to wish her happy birthday then. I would ask her if she liked her gift and be all upset and angry with the postal service when she said that nothing came. I send her stuff all the time so at least it looks like I am generally thinking about her, even if it’s not always the case. I wouldn’t mention her DVD until tomorrow at the earliest, to enforce the idea that the post was not to be trusted, and so that it didn’t seem to be acting as a reminder. In fact I would text her right now, so that she had it when she woke up. And I would send her gift today, right after I had finished talking to her and watching this sexy film (and after I had wanked, of course). I reckoned I could get away with it. 

The Diva was obviously now taking her turn at the camera because the focus was on the model’s bum with the candle still sticking out of it, hovering this time above X’s groin. My dirty girlfriend’s upper body had been spattered with wax, not just from the red bum-held one but also from unseen blue and white ones, so that her belly and breasts, her neck and shoulders were all dotted with little splashes, like starbursts on her soft skin. She was slowly pressing and pulling at her puss, rubbing it in slow circles. She then raised her hips from the floor and splayed her pussy open with two fingers to show the pale pink of her vagina, and held it up towards the bottom above her. The red drip was clearly visible falling from the candle tip and landing inside her open quim. She gasped and writhed, clutching her sizzling parts as she took the burn, and then she settled and smiled proudly, and opened herself up once more. 

She took five or six drips inside her, one of which disappeared from view, going right in her rather than landing on the smooth membranes just inside her entrance. Then the film jump-cut again and she was lying on her front, writing I Love You Forever onto a strip of paper in black marker pen, rolling the message up and placing it inside a slim metal canister which, once screwed back together at its centre, proved to be a long silver bullet. She then got onto her back once more, pushed the bullet completely inside her little puss and then held her hips up so that the Diva could drip more wax onto the this time tightly closed labia, the wax landing in little splats that made X flinch but slowly and surely covered her slit, creating a seal. She was barking mad, my X, but that’s why I loved her in the first place! 

The next scene was a still of X, the camera now presumably fixed on its tripod. She lay completely bare, her puss seemingly with the wax seal still in place, although it was hard to tell because her legs were closed and bound in three places by wide black gaffer tape, which had also been wound around her body at her waist and just below her tits, pinning her arms behind her. She lay on her side, looking up at the camera with large, pleading panda eyes, the make-up smudged and running. She couldn’t speak because of a strip of tape across her mouth, so she had kindly added subtitles to display her thoughts, running to the soundtrack of the Diva and the model fucking noisily off camera. While the Diva yelled out things in the background like suck my cunt dry, you bitch! X looked straight at the camera and the subtitles read: 

“I am full of you, and I want you to be full for me too. I miss everything about you. I want you to give me everything you have inside of you. I want to taste your rudeness. I want to be covered by your love, smeared and drenched in it. We are bright stars who share a dirty secret, but surely we can’t shine without each other?”

The film ended abruptly with the Diva still shrieking her off-camera climax. The screen went black and I was reaching for the remote when the screen lit up, displaying the bathroom in X’s apartment. The Diva walked in, clumping around on her white platform boots, her platinum blonde hair in a tail down her back, but now otherwise naked, except for the wrestling mask, of course. She leant against the sink, looking at the camera, her hands stroking her slim body suggestively. 

“I’ve seen your photo,” she said, “and you make me want to come.”

She was talking to the camera but I knew she was addressing me. She parted her legs to the camera to give better access to her cunt. It was a lovely pink slit, just like X’s but with slightly thinner lip–a neat aperture despite her having borne a child. There was a short strip of pubic hair, displaying her dark natural colouring. The thrilling notion came to mind that she employed a special servant girl, whose one job was to keep the Mistress’s private parts clean and tidy. The Diva could afford such luxuries. 

“I want you to come to me,” she was now saying, pushing her fingers up into her puss so that she had to bite her lip. Through her gasps she spoke to me, telling me how she was going to make me her property and give me some of the dirty fucking she knew I gave X. When her fingers were coated and glistening she turned, as I had been praying she would, and thrust her little arse out. She continued her masturbation and rude talk, speaking over her shoulder, “I know you dream about my ass,” the Diva said, and she was right. “I know you want to bite my cheeks and taste my little hole.” 

With that, the camera shot closed in on her behind and the tingles poured from my belly and into my body, not just from the excitement of seeing her bottom so close, but with the realization that someone, no doubt X, was actually behind the camera. My girlfriend was so strange in this respect. She yearned for me and yet pandered to my fantasies just because she wanted to please me. She knew I fucked other girls and yet here, on her birthday video that I was so selfishly unwilling to be a part of, she had the chance to fuck two beauties but instead had herself abused and then tied and sealed by them whilst they did each other. I wouldn’t have minded her fucking, although it would have made me insanely jealous to see her, particularly with the Diva. But she knew this and abstained, getting the Diva to do a rude private show instead, just so that I could see and have the pleasure. On her birthday she sent me this.

God, the Diva’s arse did look so inviting. Why had I never tried one? Why had I never taken the chance and lapped Alice’s backside all those times I had wanted to? Why was I this ridiculous mix of modesty and overt naughtiness? I robbed myself, all the time. Why had I never licked X’s bum? She would have loved me to and would never have taken it as a sign of my servitude. She would have called me Mistress even louder and made it a token of my power over her, just to soothe my uneasiness. 

“Come to me and taste my ass,” the Diva was saying through gritted teeth, her fingers now pressing hard to her clit as they rubbed up and down. “I know your dirtiest secrets, you stuck-up British whore! Come and put your tongue right up my tight, little ass-hole, just like you dream of doing!” 

I was glad she was struggling to speak because I was well on my way too, my hand rammed in my knickers and my fingers a blur on my clit. I closed my eyes and saw her and Ariadne, side by side with their bums out, slapping my face and forcing it between their cheeks. I could feel the beautiful warmth of their flesh pressing at my face, smell the delicious sweet pungency and feel the little knot of flesh on my tongue tip.

“Eat my ass you disgusting shit-whore!” she cried out from somewhere, and I knew she was coming. I was too, calling out her name and spurting the shuddering desire into my panties. The room eventually went silent and I slowly opened my eyes. I expected to see the screen blank, but instead there was the forgotten X, not part of my come-fantasy but now filling my guilty senses, bound and gagged and lying on her side, staring at me with those pleading, make-up smudged eyes, silently yearning.

 

***

 

At the duly appointed hour I visited Harvey and we went through our standard ritual of me arriving precisely on time and barging into his room without knocking, and him, already flushed and flustered with the anticipation of the session, having to quickly cross his legs to hide the bulge in his pants. He needn’t have bothered this time, since I had now seen his erection in the flesh and knew it wasn’t worth hiding, but I guess he didn’t know that I knew that. I was even tetchier towards him than normal, due to the jittery unease in my belly from the nagging fear that I was not in control of this situation. I was there out of hope rather than expectation and although I knew for sure that he took my secrets from me and used them to his ends, I clung to the belief that he could still help me exorcise my devils. I called him various names for his failure to have cured me thus far and he took the insults with his usual mix of outward umbrage and private delight. I am sure the creepy bastard instilled the need in me to carry on seeing him. I was reluctant to let him put me under but my skin was crawling at our shared knowledge, albeit unmentioned between us, that I had wanked him off. 

Afterwards, when he brought me back up from the trance he was noticeably more animated than normal, flush-faced and beaming away. My gut-wrenching initial reaction was that he had somehow found his way beneath my layers of protection and into my rubber knickers, using my helpless state to have his dirty way with me. I’m embarrassed to say that in my post-hypnosis confusion I actually cupped my groin in belated defence of my virgin quim, an action which could have been taken as some involuntary wanton urge on my part, as if I was always grabbing my cunt willy-nilly if it called out for attention. 

“What the fuck have you done to me, Harvey?” I cried out.

“Nothing–I promise I haven’t laid a finger on you, Miss Willow!”

He immediately clapped his hand to his mouth, aware of his unprofessional faux pas, cursing himself silently for letting slip this familiarity–obviously the title he addressed me with in his head in the countless fantasies he had fabricated about me.

“You fucking creepy bastard!” I spluttered, red-faced and uncharacteristically edgy without the comfort of my home turf for security. I had managed to get my hand off my crotch and check my zip and buttons for signs of unlawful entry. Everything appeared to be in order but how would I tell? My pussy didn’t feel violated but it felt warm, wet and tingly, like it always does the morning after my dreams. Perhaps he hadn’t managed to get his cock inside me but had licked it instead, his horrible flushed face pressed to my soft mound, going where no man had gone before, getting me all wet when I was off guard so that he could slide a finger inside me undetected. At least I knew for sure that he hadn’t been in my other hole, since it is very tight and I feel it for quite a while after I have been giving myself a finger-fucking. But what if he had smelt my bum? How could I have stopped him? I couldn’t have prevented him kissing or licking it and toads like him just adore worshipping a Mistress’s most private place. 

He had leapt from his seat like a scalded cat, forgetting his omnipresent erection in my company until it was too late and then trying to cover it again, standing stooped and with knock-kneed awkwardness as his face went puce. It didn’t give me the greatest assurance that he hadn’t been after my bits as I lay in my trance.

“You’ve had another Life Episode!” he exclaimed. 

That’s what he calls the individual demons that appear inside me: Life Episodes. I don’t think he is entirely sure what I want the cause or reason for my dreams to be, so he hedges his bets. He certainly refrains from saying you’ve been acting like a mental-case again! However, he had never been this excited about it before so I still suspected there was more to his agitation than he was letting on.

“Who was I?” I demanded.

“A girl called Salacia. She was in a prison, with her guardian.”

The words prison and guardian sent the cold shiver through me. The images from the dream of the Executioner’s Girl were flashing through my mind. But Harvey was unaware of my desire to find the character behind this particular dream, so why did he sound like we had made the crucial breakthrough? More importantly, why did the name mean nothing to me? Once this girl was eventually located inside my subconscious I had expected to be flooded with recognition of everything she was, to suddenly know all her thoughts and actions as if they were a part of my own. I had expected it to be like suppressed childhood memories, like when someone says: do you remember when mum and dad had any relatives over and you used to come down and make them watch you put your teddy on your old potty, and then you insisted that they all had to help wipe its bottom, and went into a screaming rage when they tried to hush you up? You know the tale of course, because it is well used by parents who seem to delight in telling of your past humiliations, since they think it sweet somehow. You don’t remember the actual doing of it, except, when it is brought up, as a vague spectre of the original action, a blurred, edge-darkened image, like a dream. You know it is there because over the years the Secret Service within your brain has done its utmost to bury the event so that the shame cannot hurt you. It taught you to blank it out, to identify the wrongdoing and eradicate it in a flash, ensuring that you won’t do anything so mortifying again. I had hoped that finding the Executioner’s Girl within me would let me see and understand her inherent character deficiencies and let me put them to bed, with just a simple click of the fingers. But I didn’t recognize this Salacia. The name meant nothing to me at all.

“What else did I say?” I asked.

“I can’t tell, that’s the point,” he replied, presumably wanting me to punch him in the face for teasingly withholding information. 

“So how the fuck did you know I was in a prison with my guardian? Did I mime it for you?” 

The edginess was very apparent in my voice and I could see him struggling to keep any control over the situation. He was stuttering and giving “calm down” signs with his hands, while still trying to cover the silly, insignificant bulge in his pants that refused to retreat. In the end, when he couldn’t get a word in edgeways to begin to answer my barrage of questions, out of exasperation, he pressed “play” and had my own voice from the recording of the session silence me.

There followed a lot of jumbled answers and indecipherable mumblings, and then suddenly she was there, saying that she was cold and scared. 

What is your name? Harvey asks, and my voice replies: 

 “Salacia–but Tată is calling me Salsy, just like when I was very young, when I used to cry on purpose to make him cuddle me. He is saying now, ‘don’t cry Salsy, I promise it won’t hurt.’ But I can see in his eyes that he is lying.”

Where are you?

“We are in the dungeon now, but we have to go down to the courtyard. He has to take me down because of what we did.”


What did you do? 

“They found us.”

Who found you? Salacia, what did you do? 

And that’s when it happens, the thing that got Harvey all excited. I know a lot of French and a bit of German and Spanish. I’m pretty good at languages, but I know nothing of any Eastern European tongue. I say Eastern European because that’s what it sounded like, the harsh dialect I then proceeded to gabble onto the tape. It was all guttural sounds and panicked intonation, a full two minutes of gobbledygook that made no sense to me at all, even if it was coming out of my mouth. As the words flowed the blood turned colder in my veins. The problem was, although it was indecipherable, it sounded like proper language. 

There were enough Poles and Albanians and Romanians and Latvians living around me for you to get a feel for the way they speak, but I don’t have anywhere near enough contact with them to pick up even short phrases, let alone full sentences. Consequently, any attempts to sound like a native would be short-lived. 

If someone says to you, speak like a Russian (presuming you aren’t actually from Moscow), you would start off with the only authentic words you knew, like da or nyet or even Na zdorovje, if you are one of the many whom erroneously think that Russians use this phrase to make a toast. Then having exhausted your dictionary of real words and phrases you would start making Russian-sounding approximations of words based on the sounds of the real ones, before your repertoire ran out and you started to re-use the most authentic ones again, and then trailing off into fits of laughter at your terrible efforts.

 But my dialogue was not like this. There was a pattern but minimum repetition. There was no stumbling and no words that simply sounded fabricated. The throaty intonations varied, as if there was a common feel to the language rather than just a single sound I had picked up on because it seemed authentic. I heard a few words a few times: Tată and Tătic featured throughout, as did Salsy, spoken in a gruffer tone, as if I was mimicking my guardian’s words. Any questions asked by Harvey were answered in this unidentified language, and I sounded frantic, either because he could not understand me or because of the situation I was relating. Then I went silent and Harvey could get no more from me, and so slowly he brought me back up to full consciousness. 

I know it is only a short step from speaking in tongues to spewing green custard and revolving your head a full 360 degrees, but it was there plain for me to hear and so what other conclusion could I make? I must be possessed, just like I thought–or at least I must contain inside me the spirits of people who have lived before. And thankfully Harvey wasn’t all excited because he had just secretly abused me, or if he had he must have stopped pretty quickly when the demons started speaking through me. 

This had been his first experience of someone actually speaking in a foreign language during regression but he informed me that he did have a contact who worked in linguistics and he would pass a copy of the recording onto him to see if we could get a translation. He gave me a copy too, which I listened to three or four times once back at home, convincing myself more and more that the language I spoke was genuine and identifiable. I researched the name Salacia but got little information: in Roman mythology Salacia was the wife of Neptune, who went into hiding after his marriage proposal to protect her virginity, and who was only tempted to accept his offer after much persuasion on his part. She was seen as a paragon of calmness and purity (so, some reference to the virginity that appears in the dream of the Executioner’s Girl, and perhaps a tenuous parallel to me today, being as I am a technical virgin, although I have had lots of sex). 

Salacia is also the source of the word ‘salt’ and its derivatives, although I couldn’t see for the life of me what the fuck this had to do with anything. I searched Salsy, Sallsy and even Salse, and got no answers. Then, almost by accident, I stumbled on the definition of the word salcie, and up came a picture of a tree with its distinctive hanging canopy of weeping branches. Tată is calling me ‘Salcie’ because I am crying. In the old Eastern Europe dialects formed from the original Romance languages, spoken in what was then Moldavia, Transylvania and Wallachia and which is now modern day Romania, salcie was and still is a word. And do you know what it means? It means Willow. 

 

My spirits have improved dramatically since this revelation and I almost felt like going back and kissing Harvey, although his work was clearly not yet over and we needed to unearth more in order to cure me. However, I felt the end was in sight and I would soon be purged of the sadist tendencies that were liable to put a dampener on any relationships I forged, not least the one I intended to have with Ariadne. I called on Harvey for an impromptu “emergency” appointment but sadly Salcie didn’t come out to play and only that wizened-prick, arse-fucker, James Frobisher made himself apparent. Harvey was pleased with this, although he couldn’t see that it was no progress (it was odd that to go forwards we have to go backwards). 

Despite knowing no dates, I was convinced that my Salcie and her executioner sweetheart came from the earliest time. That memory just felt more ancient than any other. There was a rawness and barbarity in the air itself, seeping from the dank dungeon walls and pervading the atmosphere. I wasn’t too dispirited that Harvey was incapable of encouraging her out that time. I was sure she would make her reappearance sooner or later and I was looking forward to seeing Ariadne again as soon as possible, sure now that progress with her was not far away. 

 

I went to the club on Friday night and she was indeed there. She gave me a bit of the cold shoulder treatment to start with but I was soon sent an invite via one of her minions to attend a gathering at her place later that night. I just sat there with a contented grin all evening, absolutely convinced that something would happen between us. There had been a bit of a crackdown on lewd and overtly sexual behaviour at the club over recent weeks, and such naughtiness was by necessity now generally confined to the shadows and the restrooms, which didn’t particularly suit us Masters and Mistresses, who liked to demonstrate our power where all eyes could see. We had been assured by the management that it would all blow over soon enough and get back to business as usual, but in the meantime we relied on parties to ensure the fun we began at the club continued into the night. 

I could actually have enjoyed watching Ariadne tease some of those big cocks that she loved so much. I felt safe now and the envy was fading from me. I might have had a tug on one myself, if not for the crackdown and for the fact that I had attracted almost exclusively girls around me on the night and the only male who seemed to require my services was a blobby man lurking on the periphery dressed in a blue rubber suit and ridiculous work boots. Yes, Blueberry was there, as always. I should have guessed it, and in fact I didn’t even sense the usual rise of irritation at seeing him, more a feeling of acceptance and perhaps even comfort. 

Harvey had no doubt extracted the information about my attendance tonight during my last session at his house. Perhaps he had been heartily glad that I didn’t want to listen to the recording of the claptrap I had been spouting as James Frobisher, because if I had I might have discovered that he was lying and that Frobisher had not come at all and that all the tape contained were the questions Harvey asked me in order to squeeze out my secrets. No matter though, not tonight. All I could think about was being alone with Ariadne and since this would come about because of the good Doctor Harvey, I could hardly rip him to pieces, could I? 

When the time came to go Ariadne walked purposefully over in my direction on her huge spiked heels, drew close to me and stooped a little, flicked out her tongue to give an electrifying butterfly touch on my closed lips and calmly said, “Are you coming?”

She meant back to her place but she was almost right on both counts. Wetting my panties right there in the club would have been a bit embarrassing but if she had touched me again it would have happened. I gulped the latest champagne supplied to me by Blueberry and took a deep breath. My fat blue shadow had slunk closer and closer to me all night until the drinks he was relaying from the bar weren’t just magically appearing on my table but actually being handed over by him directly, and he was crouching by the table at my side. He vied for more attention once Ariadne had come to me and I almost tripped over him in my rush to go. I should have kicked him aside but instead I gave a defeated sigh and told him he could come with me. I don’t know why I did this but I just didn’t have it in me to turn him down after he had got me so close to my goal, although if I had thought about it more I might have realised that, having wanked him off, it was him who owed all the favours. I had just softened to him, I guess–I cannot explain why. He was like a faithful dog, always there and ready to serve and unable to quite communicate what was needed from me in return. 

At the party I was prepared to let Ariadne set the pace, since I was still in her bad books for playing hard to get the last time. These silly games had to stop. I would wait for her and allow myself to be reeled in. She wasn’t fishing though, at least not for me. She seemed intrigued by my one accompanying slave and suddenly I felt deeply silly that my only hanger-on that night was a plump, pointless fruit of a man. If his tiny pecker came out I would look even more stupid. I am meant to be able to attract the beauties of this world, not the dregs–at least that’s what Ariadne was supposed to think. She immediately upped the ante by forcing two trim studs to bare their cocks and bring them to full stiffness for each other–and my, were they big! 

She laughed gleefully as she measured the boys out with her tape and then announced the results to gasps from the audience and smatterings of spontaneous applause, although she herself loudly declared them only “adequate”. I thought ten inch erections were the stuff of porn film and legend but these were all so very real. I got the same stomach-wrenching fear on seeing them as I used to get whenever spiders crawled out of the woodwork. It was that same need-to-run-but-can’t mesmerised nausea, that certain knowledge that danger is upon me, but it is simply too fascinating to turn away from. 

Their cocks looked even bigger in her slender fingers and glistening with her spit, thick as well as long, two frightening spunk-truncheons as hard as I have seen. Her joy at handling them was palpable, the tender kisses she gave the tips, the way she held them to her cheek like long lost friends. Again, my jealousy could be held down because I knew it was all for show. She picked out my gaze specifically and whenever our eyes met she made an even greater demonstration of her cock hunger, just to put me in my place. It was OK, though–I knew I had to suffer a little before I could get back in her good books. She decided upon a prick-taking competition and quickly selected a young skinny blonde girl and a paunchy man in a gimp suite, not unlike Blueberry but taller and less front-heavy. I wondered if this was a calculated slight on her behalf, to demonstrate that she had low-end hangers-on too, but they were still a cut above my own! 

The full implications of her little game came to light once the two chosen ones had their backsides bared and liberally lubricated, both having to take syringes of olive oil into their arse-holes and eject it all back out onto the plastic sheeting that covered the floor of Ariadne’s Fuck Room (which wasn’t nearly as good as my Scold Room, by the way). The two backsides were bent over and held apart by willing assistants and then the Ten Inch Brothers brought their weapons to bear against their respective arses (the one given the gimp’s rump not wavering one iota in his task), and slowly but surely pressed forward to sink their lengths inside the proffered holes. There was much eye screwing, swearing and gasping but the two bodies took the two cocks little by little, a sight that had me exclaiming my disbelief aloud. 

Once the Ten Inch brothers were in as far as they could go they slowly drew back and lunged in again, slowly finding a rhythm until they were pummelling the rectums of their victims. It looked impossible. Glistening rods so long that however far back the hips went the tip never became visible before the length was rammed back along the tight passage. I caught Ariadne looking at me with bright eyes and a wide smile, acknowledging my horror. This then was all for my benefit. 

The rods were slammed in and out until the fuckers were mightily close to exploding. The gimp had a fatter arse and so try as his fucker might, he just couldn’t squash it down any further to gain extra penetration. Ariadne called a halt before the cocks could blow, grabbing them from the backsides and squeezing them near the base to halt any rushes of spunk. The pricks were compared for the oily tide mark around them to gauge a winner, and although the judging was inaccurate due to the running of the lube and the fact that Ariadne had smeared it when she had gripped the pricks, she declared the blonde the winner and this was universally acclaimed, since her fucker had a slightly longer and fatter prick and his balls had clearly been heard slapping against her sodden cunt. The gimp was put to his knees for losing and was forced against his will and with the threat of a mean-looking cane to suck the bum-tainted pricks one by one and take the shooting come into his mouth. 

The crowd was still applauding when Ariadne came towards me, with a sly grin on her face. I wasn’t sure what I would let her do to me–pretty much anything I reckoned, as long as she did it in private. But she didn’t want me at all. As soon as she got to me her gaze left mine and alighted instead on Blueberry who was crouched at my feet, blinking up at her, one eye pointing off to the side. She didn’t even ask me, she just took him. She led him away without a word, taking him through the crowd and behind a door off the Fuck Room. I couldn’t argue because she held all the aces, even if Domme courtesy does demand you don’t use your power to take another’s slave, especially the most pathetic ones. The door closed behind her and I was left like a lemon, wondering what the hell was going on in there. I expected them out at any second, perhaps with Blueberry being ridiculed publically, maybe naked and carrying his diminutive privates on a silver platter for all to witness and deride, as I had seen her do to other poorly-endowed slaves before. The door, however, remained shut. 

I was there alone long enough to watch an overweight but pretty blonde take a good old-fashioned flat-palmed spanking to her lovely ample arse. Her large blue eyes ringed with their heavy mascara looked wonderful when glistening with tears. She was seen to by five or six spankers, each taking over from the last when their hands grew too sore to continue. She had to be held down and she shrieked and wriggled as her skin was taken from pale piggy pink to rosy red with purple blotches. Eventually she found her pleasure plateau and her wails turned from pain to delight whilst her fat pussy dribbled its thanks down her thighs. I had forgotten how delicious a pure, simple spanking could be. It almost stopped my eyes from constantly swivelling across to the closed door to the room hiding my Ariadne and my slave. Still they did not emerge. The chubby blonde was filled with fingers and brought roughly to orgasm before being helped away by two erect-pricked males, who no doubt had designs on her wet and finger-readied holes. 

Her place was taken by a forty-something woman who was slapped and stripped, her nipples stretched and pinched mercilessly by Vincent, who then wrapped a thick rope around her middle to trap her arms before dealing her a series of painful shocks via a miniature cattle prod. She took the ones to her belly and nipples but when Vincent concentrated on her inner thighs she let go, screaming out and pissing with hot fury onto the face of the man Vincent was holding down between her legs. The whispers of the crowd told me the held-down man was the tortured victim’s twin brother. Dirty bastards.

All this could not stop the growing rise of jealousy inside me. The door stayed resolutely closed and I had to reach for my reserves of will-power to prevent my barging in on them. I hated the thought of Blueberry seeing her in any state of undress when she had shown me so little. I hated her being the centre of his attention. I had been worried that she would make him strip and force him out to endure the laughter of the gathered crowd, and by doing so force him to reveal his face and his identity to me. Now I didn’t care if she sent him out dressed as a fairy and being ridden by a goat, as long as he came out. And then he did. He looked untouched, still in his Blueberry suit, still upright and walking. He came back to me with his head bowed and I felt the unreasonable envy surge through me.

“What did she make you do?” I demanded. 

He said nothing, not wanting to speak for fear I would recognize his so familiar voice. I shook him and slapped him but he remained mute. I manhandled him into a corner and put him over a soft Fuck Cube. I threatened him but he would not speak, so I grabbed a cane from the rack on the wall and hit him with it, hard, right across both fat buttocks. His head jolted back and he sucked his breath in, but kept his silence. Three more equally hard strikes should have seen him spilling his guts unless he was very used to such punishment. He sobbed aloud but still he did not crack and spill his secret. I had to re-direct my aim to the more painful target at the back of his thighs. I did feel some guilt, since I knew he would probably have spoken if he thought he could maintain the secret of his identity. I was even thankful for his reticence, since I had no desire for him to be revealed as Harvey, something which might force our sessions to stop short, before the final breakthrough was made. 

To my annoyance I had managed to draw a couple of on-lookers away from the main crowd, eager to see one of the prime Mistress’s in action. They would want to see him completely broken and abused. I wouldn’t want them to witness my wretched jealousy, beating him solely to extract the truth of his treatment at the hands of another Domme. I had to hit him for their benefit and as he was surely aware of the gathering crowd, he would have been even more determined to stay silent, as much for me as for him. The situation became more farcical: me beating him, desperate for him to speak so I could stop the torture but willing his silence so that the on-lookers couldn’t learn of my petty jealousies; him wanting it all to stop but knowing that his secret might collapse if I heard and identified his voice, and particularly desirous not to embarrass me in front of these people.

 All the while I imagined the crowd wondering who this fat blue man was and why he had attracted such attention from two Mistress’s in the one night. All that went through my head was: if he talks, I am lost. Everyone will instantly know everything that has been going on and somehow it will make me look ridiculous and ruin any chance I had with Ariadne. This was all probably a mile from the truth and doubtless no-one cared who he was as long as his arse was stinging and he was blubbing. No-one would have batted any eyelid if he had ripped off his mask and declared himself to them all. But in my head, I was walking a tightrope and wobbling ever more. 

Out of desperation I stopped beating him for a second and put my mouth to his ear, hissing, “Just tell me what she did to you!”

He was shaking and sobbing but the edge to my voice was unmistakeable and he knew he must oblige me at last. For all his worries, when he finally spoke, his voice was so strained and unfamiliar I could never have identified him from it.

“Nothing happened, Miss Willow,” he squeaked. “We just talked.”

“You were in there for ages–do you expect me to believe she did nothing to you?”

“All she did was make me fellate the dildo she was wearing. Then she laughed and spat at my penis and threatened to stamp on it unless I told her about you!” 

This should have been music to my ears but instead it was disconcerting. On the face of it “Blueberry” knew very little about me, but Harvey doubtless knew considerably more–as much as I knew myself–and I had just seen how he could crumble under pressure. 

“And what did you tell her?” I demanded.

“Only that you were my Mistress and you liked to humiliate me.”

Not for the first time I shuddered at the thought of what information had been prised from me whilst under hypnosis. He could have given up all my secrets–my small virgin cunt, my utter obsession with Ariadne, the things I watched myself do in the bathroom mirror. If she found out any weakness she would surely use it against me. I began to lose my temper, no doubt sounding vengeful and desperate in his ear.

“You were in there all that time and you said nothing more? And she did nothing to you?”

“I promise, Miss Willow. I said no more about you and she did nothing. But...”

“But what, you fat fuck?” I had him by the jaw now, trying to squeeze the answers from his mouth. I sensed a sudden change, a stiffening of resolve unlike the previous cowering submission. I let go of his face and he turned it to me trying to get near enough to whisper, “I can make her yours if you want.”

His words took a little while to register but I felt a kind of incredulous rage built quickly inside me and I grabbed his hair and snarled, “What? What did you just say?” 

“Excuse me, Mistress Willow, but Mistress Ariadne would like to invite you to her private room.” 

This new voice came from behind me, cutting through my thoughts. I dragged my eyes off Blueberry and saw that this new messenger was none other than my old adversary Wiry Dude, clad in what seemed like a wetsuit with a circle cut for his privates to dangle free. My head was spinning, my mind trying to process this sudden rush of information and prioritise it. There was irritation mixed with incomprehension and excitement but one question seemed to fit everything, so I said out loud, “What do you mean?” 

Wiry Dude was the first to answer, so he stole my thoughts.

“Mistress Ariadne has invited you to join her in her Cock Room,” he said. “I think she would like you to come right away.”

This was it, then, the moment I had been waiting for. The gathered crowd were still expectantly awaiting a final flurry of nastiness to be delivered to my fat blue slave, but they could all go fuck themselves. Blueberry’s last words were still somewhere in my mind, refusing to be forgotten although there really was no need for them now that Ariadne had called me to her. As I left the room I did look back at my slave, still bent over and probably bleeding beneath his rubber suit. I saw his eyes behind the mask, one off to the side, the other staring straight at me, bright with his pain. He spoke. It was only softly spoken but I still heard it, even above the chatter of the room, as if it was on a special wavelength that only I could receive.

“I can make her yours if you want,” he said, “but I want one thing in return.”

I was already leaving him behind and his words were fading fast. I entered Ariadne’s Cock Room and saw with a jolt that it was appropriately named. It was white and sparse, with a few shelves and racks for toys. The walls were covered with prints and paintings of erect penises and huge false cocks stuck out like trophies from all sides and surfaces. Some were dildos, others casts or ornaments, each one a monster to make my hairs stand on end. The Goddess herself was lying upon some kind of waist-high examination table, so short I could see her long hair hanging below the under frame, whilst her bottom was at the very edge nearest to me, and her legs were up in a V shape, straight at the knee, held at the ankle by her helper. She wore blue high heeled shoes and fishnet suspender-stockings, and nothing else except for a smooth dildo in a harness, which had been loosened and pushed aside to make room for the real thing that lay upon her. It was the first time I had seen her naked breasts and I was disappointed to see that the long hard nipples which flattened the flesh to the body had been coloured with a gaudy red lipstick along the teats and in large circles surrounding them, making them seem both sore and vulgar. In my dreams her nipples were always small and pink, just like mine. 

This was less worrisome than the fact that the Ten Inch Brothers attended her, one at either end, their pricks hard and ready once more. As I edged further into the room I saw them all side-on, the huge erections laying on her like waiting snakes, one flat to her mons and belly, the other starting at her mouth and resting down upon her chest. The Brother at the far end had mounted the couch and was straddling her head, so that I could barely see her face. His big ball sack flopped over her nose, the shaft of his cock pressing down on her lips, which were nonetheless fixed in a contented grin. It was a bizarre pose but as I stared at the impossible lengths it dawned on me that it was again for my benefit. The laying of the pricks was a graphic demonstration of just how far into her body, into anyone’s body, they would go. The one at her pussy end would push right through the womb and into the intestines, whilst the other one would spear the throat beyond the neck and end up level with the heart. It would mean death by cock, either way. There was no more than a foot separating the two glistening prick-tips, a mere twelve inches of her insides that would not be spitted upon them once they were driven home. 

The plastic cock at her waist was in blue to match her hair and seemed insignificant and almost welcoming alongside these flesh monsters. It was smooth and slender, a nice treat for a good girl’s bottom, or maybe a potential suitor for a virgin puss like my own. The thought made me shiver again. Did she expect these huge pricks to bludgeon me to death or had she mercifully selected the small dildo to breach my tight cunny? Imagine the tender joys of her kissing me all over, of her saliva-slick tongue and fingers and warm squirted oils gently preparing me, of her whispering in my ear to reassure me and then holding me down as she gradually slid the toy inside and opened me up. I might not be scared at all, as long as these brutal cocks had been sent away. 

My heart suddenly swelled with adoring gratitude for her. She must love me too. What else could the dildo be for, if not for me? Not for the boy’s arses, to get them hard again, as there surely hadn’t been time enough to do this since Blueberry was excused from the room. Unless she had used it on him and he had been unable to tell me. Had he really only fellated this false prick or had something dirtier gone on? Perhaps he had been the one to make the Brothers hard again, taking them into his mouth under duress. Maybe Ariadne did use the dildo on him. Maybe even as he sucked the boys she fucked his arse with it and called him all the names under the sun. He must have done something more than just sit tight-lipped in her presence; she would never have stood for that. He must have at the very least revealed some of my secrets, or how else would she have known to select this slim dildo to use on me?

I wanted to be alone with her and could have screamed it. My belly was jumping with the boys being there and it was all I could do to stand my ground. Better perhaps to just turn and run. But if I fled now she would surely offer me no more chances. The Brother astride her head shifted down slightly to get his prick right between her pillow breasts, his venous, hairy hands clasping her flesh and pushing inwards to make a tit-and-cock hot dog. Her lips parted wide and I wanted her to shout for them to go immediately and leave the two of us alone, but she wasn’t going to be giving any orders with her mouth full of his balls. Her nose must have been pressed to his anus. As he gently rocked back and forth and fucked her tits his nasty hole must have rubbed against her beautiful face. It wasn’t right–a Mistress cannot stoop to such humiliations and still retain the higher ground. Depravity is only for slaves and that was exactly what she was acting like, but she was such a cock-happy bitch she just didn’t seem to care. 

I had another tingling tummy-rush as if I had seen the light, briefly understanding the joys of her liberation, the pleasures it could bring. But with freedom comes a level of submission and with that comes being used, and then the danger really starts. No, it was best to stay in control, always. Except that my control was slipping right here and now. I wanted her more than anything and so I could not make myself leave despite all my instincts telling me to do so. I wanted her and her alone, warm and wet and mine. She was just a cock-hungry whore who needed to be stretched and impaled, to shrug off tenderness in favour of being bent over and spitted upon the hugest weapon she could find. My world ended a thousand miles before hers even started, but still I could not go. 

“Do you want my cock now, Goddess?”

The Brother’s voice made me jump and I felt myself fretting again as she moaned her approval whilst still sucking on the balls in her mouth. It was an engrossing sight, however gruesome to me. The length disappeared inch by inch inside her, forcing ever louder noises from her throat, her belly muscles jumping and twitching as she took him to the very hilt, as seemingly impossible a feat as any sword-swallower’s act. I am ashamed to say that it drew me in. It pulled me towards it and had me bending low so that I could watch his meat sink into her. 

The Brother pushed her legs back and his companion released her tits in order to hold the ankles. She immediately reached up to press her breasts against the cock between them and supply the needed friction, another well-rehearsed circus act by them all. I was crouched by her rear end, inches from her stuffed cunt, able to see the stretched lips and the fat bud of her swollen clit poking out and ready for the crush of his crotch. I wanted to lick her at last, to run my tongue tip along her distended labia and give her an exquisite, gentle thrill, but I could not get my head between him and her and couldn’t bring myself to order him to stop and thus be drawn in as a willing participant of this coarse group fucking. 

I wanted her, though. Even as she was being defiled and her face was covered with arse I could still picture her as I always did, and witness at first hand the soft beauty of her body. The power that came from her was magnetic, her noises of lust as enticing as the Sirens, the heat and smell of her cunt drawing me in. Looking up along her body I could see her hands squeezing those lovely breasts together as the cock head pushed out between them and then drew back, its one eye always on me. Perhaps I would love her nipples once the lipstick had been sucked from them. I would surely adore spending ages feasting on her big tits. I could just see a hint of her ribs under her tanned skin and then the lines down to her stomach, the little dip of her button amongst the softness. Bellies on girls can be so sexy. Hers was nearly perfect. I wanted to bare my puss and rub my cream into her, and would have done if not for the boys and the certainty that their huge cocks would have been jabbing at me in seconds. 

The smell of her desire was getting stronger and the prick sliding in and out of her was now coated with the proof of it. It glistened on his shaft, each time he withdrew and she clung to him I could see fresh layers left upon his surface, another miniscule wave lapping on his beach. I simply had to taste her, and so on his next back-stroke I leant in and licked some juice from his prick. She gave another loud moan of appreciation although my contact with her had been minimal, just a little wet dab of her clit on my cheek. 

The touch of the cock on my lips and tongue had given me butterflies but her juice had been an instant sweet comfort. The tales of her lovely pussy milk had long since been embroidered into my fantasies and the reality was no disappointment–definitely nectar, just like my own. I went in again and took another crafty taste, this time slurping some from the rigid pole and feeling its hot pulse on my lips. As I went in for more the Brother’s hand suddenly went to my head and held me there, inviting me to lap the juice from him while he restricted the depth of his strokes. His touch alarmed me but was only light, so I stayed and didn’t fight the hold, pretending it was just to drink her in and not for his pleasure at all, although I found my soft lips opening and closing along his length and creeping further towards the tip on his withdrawal. 

I’m not sure how I felt at having his great prick sliding across my open lips, lubricated by her silken cream. She was delicate and sweet and masked my fright at his unyielding hardness. It felt safe to have him so close, acceptable to be guzzling from his erection because it was her I was feasting on, not him. But the prick was making me hungry in its own right, especially when I looked up and saw the other one thrusting towards me with the head completely exposed and glistening with intent to spurt. Imagine sucking on one of these huge pipes, of feeling the unrelenting stiffness filling you, the heat and desire, the pulsing veins and bulging smooth head. You could bite it off if the desire took you. They were at your mercy, although it never felt like that. It always felt like you were under their control, on your knees and filled with them, jaw and tongue aching but driven on by your needy quim because the feel of their prick in your mouth was just so downright dirty; the feel of their churning balls in your hand as they prepared to unload, the fight you faced in the efforts to wriggle free of their hold so that their nasty spunk sprayed harmlessly into thin air and not straight down your throat to gag you. Manliness is often measured by his boldness in battle, his muscles, his pluck in the face of adversity, but really and truly there is no greater encapsulation of his potency than the feel of his huge hot prick in your mouth. It can drain every last bit of strength and resolve from you.

And so I lapped at him some more, holding back the urge to bite into his meat, sucking her sweetness off him and making my way along his pole little by little. Then I had reached her puss and could run my tongue tip up her stretched labia, up to tease her clit. She wailed and I knew the balls had been spat out of her mouth. I looked up and indeed the other cock seemed to be closer, bearing down on me as it flashed back and forth in her spit-soaked cleavage. His scrotum had retracted tightly, almost pushing his balls back into his body. I could see her tongue poking up and knew that the filthy bitch was licking his arse. Even then I still wanted to taste her. The prick beneath my cheek and lips was unable to drive far inside now that my head was in the way, and slowly it withdrew as my mouth went to work in turn on his shaft and her quim. He seemed to sense that there was a new opening for him to fill and I didn’t stop him as I lapped and sucked, actually willing his gradual withdrawal until his glans was visible again, just the very tip going back inside her as my lips travelled up him. Then he was out of her and in my mouth and I was groaning my delight, feeling his cum-covered head filling me. 

One hand had left my head to grasp the shaft and compensate for the lack of friction. I could feel his fist bang against my lips as he tossed himself off. I hadn’t felt this far from my comfort zone in ages but it was good. I could suck him with the knowledge that it was just her I tasted, my flicking tongue and strong suction just the method to collect her nectar from him. I felt safe because she was here and she was the strongest of us all. And then he was gasping and holding my head harder and I knew with the sudden burst of alarm inside me that I had gone too far. 

I tried to extricate myself but he was too deep and the pressure forcing me into him too great. I could feel the pace of his fist increasing, his hand drumming out the rhythm on my lips, making them slap. I managed a muffled wail but it was no help. I felt him tense and then the first jet hit my tongue and splashed the back of my throat. I tried to counter it but another bigger wad had already spurted out and was making me gag. Despite his earlier ejaculation he still had plenty in reserve and I had to wait for a third large forceful emission before he had weakened sufficiently to allow me to break free from his hold and spit him out. 

I took another burst to the face as I turned away gasping and retching, the thick spunk flowing out of my mouth and onto Ariadne’s soft mons. I was trying to call him a cunt and get his hand from my head but as I jerked away from him I felt my hair being gripped again, although wrenching me away from him this time. I opened my eyes to seek the comfort of her face but instead I saw only the tip of the other cock, the purple head flashing in and out of sight as the pummelling fist drew the foreskin back and forth over it at impossible speed. It spurted too and again I was way too late, the gloop hitting my eye before I could close it, causing an immediate sting. As I blinked to try to expel it more hit home and blinded me, the offence compounded by a shot to my mouth as I opened it to swear or scream. 

Eventually I was able to get from my knees and pull away, the spunk all over my face and in me. I felt maddened and abused but I was too incapacitated to do anything but babble curses. There was nothing for it but to get away as quickly as possible. Still blinking back the stinging tears I blundered towards the door and made my graceless exit, crashing through the rest of the party-goers with my head down to hide my shame, snarling at them when they didn’t get out of the way. It took an age before I was finally out the front door and free from their unwanted attention. I tried to gather myself and go home but the image of how foolish I must have looked wouldn’t leave and there was that one sound playing over and over in my head, the one I had heard as I stumbled swearing from the Cock Room with my mascara smudged and my eyes bleeding spunk: it was the sound of Ariadne’s laughter. 

 

 I didn’t come out of my house for two days. All I could think of was the embarrassing way I had beaten my retreat to the sound of her derision. I hated her for teasing and tricking me but hated myself more for being lulled into something I could easily have avoided, of not just being patient and waiting for her to have her fun and then get me alone to do whatever it was she planned to do with me. I was pretty sure that my chances with her were on a knife-edge and I was convinced that I would be unable to face the crowd at SaMmy’s for a very long time. If I hadn’t had a deadline for my current project to get along with I might have gone mad. Even worse I found myself not once but twice lying naked on the floor with a dildo rammed in my mouth as I rubbed my clit, dreaming about those horrible spunking cocks! 

I missed X like mad. I was watching her latest video on MTV and thinking how sexy and wonderful she was. I very nearly booked a flight to go and see her but I knew she was busy and I couldn’t spare the time either. I composed a text message for her with the simple words “I love you”. It would have been the first time I had ever have said this to her, but I knew if I sent it she would want me to go see her and I just couldn’t bear turning her down again. In the end the message I sent was “I dream about you always”. That wasn’t strictly true, of course. On the second night I dreamt about Salcie, the Executioner’s Girl. The dream was as vivid as ever and I woke up with a feeling of urgency although I didn’t know what for. I rang Harvey and insisted he cancel his appointments for the morning so he could see me instead.

 

I barged into his office and the flustered tosspot quickly crossed his legs as always. He seemed excited and expectant, like I was going to demand something of him other than our usual session. I was trying to stay as focused on the dream as possible, mainly to avoid thinking about the fact that Harvey was also Blueberry and thus one of the witnesses to my humiliating spunk-faced exit from Ariadne’s party. I ordered him to get on with it and he duly took me under, and an hour later he was animatedly reporting that Salcie had returned and I had jabbered a full ten minutes of foreign nonsense for the benefit of the tape. 

I felt like I had been purged, like Salcie had wanted this rather than me and forced the session. Strangely, I felt a little empty and alone, slightly unsettled. The thought occurred that I had actually lost a part of me, that the spirit of the Executioner’s Girl had risen and left my body, exorcised as I always thought it would be once it was driven from its hiding place within my soul. However, I was unable to find any solace in this and was unsure what good it could possibly do me now. Harvey could sense my disconsolation and again I could see him on the verge of saying something only to then stop short. I told him abruptly to have the tape translated, and then I left. I knew what was on his mind. Blueberry’s words had come back to me over the last couple of days, although I had pushed them aside, not wanting to ponder what he would request from me for any favour granted, or indeed how that fat fuck could ever actually help me.

 

***

 

I’m not generally one to wallow in self pity but I did feel like I had shot my one and only golden arrow and missed the target spectacularly. Then the final straw came with me walking into an unexpected and almost surreal situation, less than a week after my ignominious exit from the party. I had been across town, visiting a prospective stockist of one of my collections and I had gone into a store to buy a paper. I didn’t even really see her, my head full of other things. I nearly bumped into her because I wasn’t paying attention.

“Well hello, you,” she said. 

I stared at her, nonplussed. I vaguely knew her but couldn’t place her. The smile was familiar but the dark-rimmed glasses were not. She was relaxed and assured and dressed in a sharp pinstripe business suit, automatically suggesting that she was no slave that I had once abused. She was no former girlfriend and I couldn’t place her as a friend of a friend. I caught a whiff of her perfume and she smelt wonderful, an aroma I knew well and which sent fragments of clues spinning around my head. Then, almost with horror it started to dawn on me. The eyes gave her away, of course. Hidden behind her frames I hadn’t really looked at them but once I did she was unmistakeable.

 You might think me mad but in my defence I had never seen Ariadne without a face full of make-up before. I didn’t even know that she had a short brunette bob underneath whichever brightly-coloured wig she chose to wear to the clubs. One thing I knew was that she looked even more beautiful like this, so much purer and stronger. I had a million things to say but couldn’t get any one of them out of my mouth. The more she just stood there calmly smiling and enjoying catching me off guard, the less I could formulate any kind of strategy. In the end I stammered, “I need to see you.”

“Well you are seeing me, honey,” she replied. 

I didn’t need sarcasm. I needed her to hold me and kiss me and tell me everything was alright and that she still wanted me. 

“No–I need to see you alone.”

“Do you know,” she smiled, completely ignoring my plea, “the last time I was alone with someone I took a whole ten inch cock up my arse? It nearly came out of my mouth!”

It was hardly the answer I was looking for and had me buzzing with jealousy, even though I suspected she was lying just to unsettle me further. Whatever the truth her statement totally flummoxed me and I couldn’t even begin to think of a way to bring the conversation back around. She calmly stood and smiled, looking into my eyes as if trying to read my next thought, which would have been difficult because none were forming. In the end she had to speak again.

“Have you grown a nice big ten inch cock yet, Sweetie?” she said. 

I understood the inference and it emptied me again of any thoughts that might have been coming. I just felt lost and ridiculous, standing there like an airhead with my jaw opening and shutting and nothing coming out, all the while feeling the horror of the slow crash and burn, the inexorable dripping away of any hope of resurrecting my power over her. And when I wasn’t feeling crushed I was being taken over by the angry realisation that she enjoyed playing these fuck-awful games with my life. I wanted her and she was pissing all over me. I was trying to forge possibly the most important relationship I would ever have and she was just casually frittering it all away. All this going through me and yet I couldn’t summon a single word to say. I think she guessed that she had pushed it too far but now she had nowhere to go but in for the kill. With me rendered mute she had to fill the silence once more. 

“I guess I’ll see you around then, honey. Come and see me when you’ve grown that big cock.”

I could have lived with the first part but not the last. It was like a door slamming in my face, a permanent reminder of what she was looking for and what I could never give her. It finished me. I had nothing to say even as I saw her walk out the door and give me one final long look over her shoulder. Come back, I thought, but was unable to say it out loud. Come back and hold me and let me tell you how you fill my mind and my dreams. By the time I could make my legs move she was long gone and that was that. I went away in a daze and by the time I got home it all seemed like some mad hallucination, with me lost in some unfamiliar place being asked by an approximation of Ariadne whether or not I had grown a ten inch cock. 

I wandered about trying to separate fact from fiction but the underlying thought was that I had lost her and there was no going back. I just couldn’t understand why I had crumbled so easily. Never in my life had I been so spineless and clueless. No wonder she had simply walked away. We used to spar for fun. She had probably anticipated some sexy banter and teasing leading to suggestive witticisms. These would be followed by open propositioning and then, finally, the hottest, most urgent fuck of her life. Instead she got to see a grown woman doing a poor impression of a goldfish in the middle of a grocery store. Where had my strength gone? Where was my grit and backbone, my fight and ruthlessness? Where was the Executioner’s Girl inside me? And, of course, that’s when it hit me. The irony was almost laughable. The thing I had sought to rid myself of because I thought it would damage my relationship proved to be the one thing I most needed when the chips were down, and it had deserted me.

I didn’t really know what to do so I did what I usually did when faced with troubles of a sexual nature and used masturbation as my refuge. I stripped from the waist and looked at my pussy in the mirror, noting with my usual disgust just how small it was. It was certainly no ten inch prick. I sat on the floor with the mirror opposite (almost a self-hate measure on my part) and I took the strongest vibrator I could find and forced myself to press it to my clit. I wanted quick oblivion and exhaustion. I wanted to think nice things but I could only think of her–beautiful her that is, not the tarty, naughty Ariadne of the clubs, but the strong, sophisticated real-life Ariadne. 

I pictured her on her knees with the skirt of her business suit pulled up to reveal her bare arse. I was going to get behind her and lick her bum-hole to show that I was prepared to do anything for her, but one of the Ten Inch Brothers beat me to it, crouching behind her with a cock the length of a baseball bat, slowly pushing it into her and making her beg for more, giving her the whole shaft and then pulling it out to shove it straight back up her. Then Blueberry was there too, tugging his silly cock in her face as I’m sure he had done that night of her party. Even he had got more from her than I had managed.

 The whole thing made me sob, the images and the unrelenting power of the humming vibe at my clit, but still I had to press on until the bitter end. I was crying out and in my head so was she, the cock ramming in and out of her, Blueberry’s spunk splashing onto her gleeful face. As she turned to look at me and laugh, I let go and pissed all over my wooden floor. 

I lay in a wet heap, breathing deeply, the last image refusing to go. Just before it faded Blueberry put his cock away, crouched down as if talking to me through a low-set camera and said, “I can make her yours if you want. But I want one thing in return.”

 

He would want to fuck me, that was for certain. You make a deal with the devil you expect to pay a high price. No doubt he had spent hours thinking of being inside me, of somehow tricking me out of my clothes so that he could plumb my slippery virgin cunt. I knew he thought about me all the time. I knew his stick prick was already rigid whenever I walked into his room. Stealing my secrets would have only made him more desperate to feel me on his little thing, to finally be in a tiny tight pussy that didn’t find him inadequate. 

Unquestionably he would be able to sink right into me. Even with my small proportions he would find himself taken to the hilt so that my warm juices bathed his groin and trickled over his balls. I would grip him for sure but I am so slick he would be able to slide in and out with ease and jam himself with short, sharp strokes against my soft shaven mound. He could muster a lot of come for an older man and he would doubtless want to ensure that my first ever spunk-load was a hefty one. Which position, I wondered, did he picture taking me in most often? It could be that he had a plan in place from the very first time he suggested hypnotherapy for me, or maybe it only grew once he had emptied the thoughts from my defenceless brain. My pussy on his mind all that time, and now he reckoned on a way to make me give it to him.

The thought of his fat body against me sent shivers down my spine. At least he might have to keep his clothes on though, if he wanted to maintain the secret of his identity. Why was I even contemplating these things? There was no way I was going to let his ghastly prick inside me, not one attached to such a snivelling bubo of a man. Not one that had no doubt been up whores’ bums and inside blubbery, smelly old cunts. Although, of all the pricks in the world his was one I might be able to take. All I would have to do is have a quick ride in the dark in exchange for a lifetime with Ariadne. I wouldn’t have to look at him or kiss him and if that was part of his demand then I would beat him down and force a better deal. He wasn’t going to turn down my puss for the sake of some add-on niceties. It might even do me some good. It might break me in gently so that I could work up to bigger cocks and then maybe to huge ones that I would share with Ariadne, when we weren’t too busy making each other come, of course.

What if I actually enjoyed it though? I knew how wonderful a hairbrush handle felt and to have something no bigger but in flesh and blood, something that wouldn’t stop thrusting because of the intensity of my orgasm, but carry on through to force out my pleasure in full. How could I not enjoy that? And my climax was not one that I could disguise. The smug fuck had undoubtedly learnt of my squirting ways and so I couldn’t just pretend that I had pissed on him out of contempt. Plus my cum-gush was silken and sweet, not like urine at all. He would know his triumph for sure if he brought me such wet delight. I would see his smiling fat face everywhere. I wouldn’t be able to live with the knowledge that this carbuncle on legs had taken my innocence and made me wet myself. The nagging memory would have me constantly looking for tall buildings to throw myself off and even then he would haughtily chisel onto my gravestone the bare facts: that he was my one and only, and that he had made me come. I couldn’t think of a more embarrassing epitaph and even if I did resist the urge to leap under a bus then the history would still live with me, unable to be erased: him, the first I ever had, and taken by choice. It was a horrible, laughable thought and totally unthinkable. I would rather die than have his bare cock inside my body. There had to be another way to Ariadne and there was no way I would ever, ever, let that man fuck me. No way.

 

***

 

I don’t usually spend my time skulking in dark shadows looking for blobby men in fruit suits but that’s exactly what I found myself doing. I had gone to the club with bold intentions but all this had evaporated once I stepped out of the car. I had worn my dildo hot pants with the effigy of X sticking out at the groin, an added comfort to have her with me in some form as I went to claim my prize. It only took a sighting of one of the slaves who had been at the party that fateful night to have me veering away from the door and seeking the cover of darkness. Again I cursed my lack of strength and sassiness (or Salcie-ness to be more precise).

 I had got there early for once so I knew I hadn’t missed him and that he was still to arrive. I also knew that he would definitely come to find me. I hadn’t been sure myself about coming, but somehow he always seemed to know more about me than I did. That’s why I reckoned his claims to be able to give me Ariadne were not to be taken lightly. He was a little bit of a wizard in that respect–a podgy and sweaty one, granted, but a wizard nonetheless. I don’t know how he would do it but he would, just as he had got me to wank him off. Unless he was very good then he would obviously have to get to her somehow, but then there was that half hour or so unaccounted for at her party, when he was alone with one of the most voracious Dommes since records began and yet he had walked out of it apparently scot-free, claiming nothing had happened. So what had happened?

I spied his approach. All sorts were turning up along the street in cars and taxis, often getting as close to the doors as possible (going to fetish clubs in costume is great until you have to consider the logistics of getting there without turning too many heads). I had missed him alighting but caught him when he was still some distance down the street, fastening the little zip at the nape of his skin-tight suit which allowed him to slip the full head mask on and off. He removed his long dark coat and folded it over his arm and hey presto! he was ready: one minute plain old Doctor Harvey, just going about his innocent business, the next Blueberry, Arch Frequenter of Fetish Clubs! God bless him for only having the one costume, it made him so easy to pin down. As he approached I sprang out, grabbed him by the throat and dragged him back into the shadows. I had him up against the wall, my face set in a snarl, my dildo poking hard into his groin.

“I want that girl, Blueberry,” I said, “and you’re going to tell me how to get her. Do you understand?”

He did. I already had my car waiting by in case my courage faltered, so once I had called it up I pulled him across the road and bundled him into the back. I stayed silent on the journey, trying to work out the best way to extricate the information from him with as little cost to myself. I decided that beating it out of him was probably favourite. I took him to my Scold Room and sent the car away. I could see his wonky eyes bright behind the mask but he was cowering and nervous. He had bitten off a little more than he could chew trying to deal with me and I think this was sinking in. I made him stand in the centre of the room so that I could silently walk around and glower at him and make him even more ill at ease before I sauntered over to the rack of weapons and took my time to select a long thin cane to use on his sorry arse. I crossed back to him, took him by the arm and bent him over one of my spanking couches, securing his wrists into the cuffs on either side. He didn’t try to fight, although he drew his hips forward in trepidation as I laid the cane across his shining blue buttocks. 

“Listen carefully, my fat fruit,” I said. “I need to know how to get Ariadne. You said you could make her mine, so I would like you to tell me how.”

He didn’t answer. He squirmed and possibly gave a tiny shake of his head, but he didn’t open his mouth to speak. 

“Let me rephrase that,” I said, withdrawing the cane and giving him one hard stroke across both cheeks. He yelped and his hips danced with the pain, but he didn’t jabber his hasty confession as I had hoped. I hit him three more times in rapid succession so that he had no time to absorb the pain of each. This left him sucking in breath and stifling sobs, but still not talking. 

“You want me to have her, don’t you?” I said. “You want what’s best for your Mistress, surely?”  

He was nodding but not saying anything. I struck him three more times and I knew the hurt would be like red flashes behind his eyes; searing, screaming pain that rose and exploded in an instant and made him tug on the wrist cuffs in a futile attempt to break free and run. Another stroke landed and as the bile rose from his stomach he must have felt his chances of getting my pussy had gone. I had to salute his resolve, though. He was hanging on when most would have capitulated, desperate to feel my tightness clenching his little prick. For all my admiration his stubbornness was starting to be irksome so I lashed the backs of his thighs too. 

“You must tell me,” I insisted, gave him another stroke to enforce my point.

“You have to...” he stammered through sucked in breaths. I hit him before he had time to finish. I could feel my triumph rising now that he was broken.

“I have to what?” I crowed loudly, placing the cane on the backs of his thighs so that he knew exactly where the next strike would land if he was not quick about it.

“You have to...” I hit him again and cut him off once more. 

I had been getting a bit frustrated by his silence but now he was ready to talk I was rather enjoying myself. I crouched down so that my mouth was near his ear and I could hear his heaving breaths and see the saliva and snot that had leaked from him with his wracking sobs. He tensed at my whisper as if it were another blow to his body.

“Tell me, Blueberry,” I taunted, “tell me exactly what I have to do.”

He sucked in another breath but I didn’t hit him this time. He looked straight at me and I could see the tears in his eyes. He sniffed and licked his lips and quietly said, “You have to do something for me first.”

I jumped up, utterly incredulous, unable to believe his effrontery. I lashed him again but what was the point? He had an arse of steel! I struck his back and he squealed but my rage was unfocused and all my control was falling away. He wanted my cunt and he was prepared to fight for it. 

“What must I do, Blueberry, you shit-wallower? This?” 

And with that I caned his arse one more time, harder than before, although it made me jittery to do so. I knew what I had to do: surrender my pussy. He would ask for it any minute and then what? How would I yield and retain any grace? How would I pull out his prick and sit upon it and ride him with the nonchalance I needed in order to make it seem like nothing to me? Even his silly prick would be hard to take. I would have to ease him into me and try to bite my lip when the shivers shook me. I would have to sink down as gently as I could and not squeal my delight when I felt the press of his crotch against my aching clit. I felt manic and desperate. I threw down the cane and went to the rack for the Samurai sword. His blue arse was mocking me, stuck out as if to say go on,
do your worst. I put the tip of the sword between his cheeks, pressing at the stretched rubber of his suit with the razor-edge tip until it broke through. It would be less than an inch from his anus. I felt him quivering at the closeness, detected by the hairs that surrounded his foul hole. 

“Must I do this?” I asked, my voice wavering now. 

I didn’t want to force the answer from him but how else would I get my Ariadne? I could feel my puss leaking and I knew when the time came he would think it was him that made it so. I flicked downwards with the sword. It was an instinctive action and it flushed me with adrenalin. He squeaked and jerked his hips forward and I stood frozen like a naughty child, not quite sure what had possessed me to do what I did but glad of it nonetheless. I bit my lip and blinked, still unable to move, watching his big backside come obediently back out towards me, the rubber now split all the way down his arse crease, his bulbous tight ball sack now visible from the rear, seeping blood from the short, neat, vertical gash I had inflicted in the skin. 

Still he would not speak. He just would not say those words I knew were coming. His buttocks were striped with shocking red lines from the cane but he had taken it all just to break me and make me promise myself to him. I grabbed a bottle of lube and pushed the nozzle into his arse, not caring for delicacy. 

“Must I do this?” 

I squeezed and sluiced his passage with the cool liquid. His head jerked back and his wrists tugged at the restraints. Talk, for fuck sake! Give up and give me the secret! Don’t make me go through with this! But he wouldn’t. He must have known what was coming because the dildo at my waist was brushing his backside as I emptied the container inside him. Fucking him was a hideous thought but I had long since lost any measure of decorum or reasoning. One way or another I had to hear him speak, either to have him break down and tell me how to ensnare Ariadne, or to tell me what forfeit I must make for the information. If I had retained any vestige of rationality I might have realised that I had now stopped trying to force his confession and was merely trying to extract the nature of my forfeit!

He was enjoying it all too much to play ball. I was no longer sure what was going on and what my aims were. I seemed to be dealing out a punishment that, although withering, was just what he wanted and when he had taken all the pleasure he could from it he would then demand my pussy on a plate. I had made my plan and dragged this blue fool off the streets and into my web, yet somehow he was now in control of the situation! The blood was throbbing in my head and making me dizzy, my anger and frustration clouding everything. Poor X probably didn’t imagine that her dildo effigy would be used on the arses of repulsive men but I had no option. Her shape in plastic was exact so the breasts and bottom were small and pert and her arms were in front of her, shyly covering her otherwise bare crotch. But any protrusions would be hard to take and her back was arched, so an easy passage was far from guaranteed. He could still rue his reticence yet. 

“Must I do this?” I cried out once more, and grabbed his hips hard. 

I didn’t wait to see if he would answer. I pushed forward and stretched his reluctant anus with X’s head, her plastic face gradually forcing him open and making his passage weep the clear lubricant. 

“You want my cunt, don’t you, you fucking fat perv?”

“No, Mistress!” he finally cried out, but I wasn’t going to show any mercy now. I drove on despite his pleas, pushing forward to break the resistance of his sphincter, forcing the jut of X’s breasts past an anus that was gripping her slender neck for all it was worth. I pushed on and felt his surrender, the shaped body of the dildo suddenly sliding onward to fill him. He was shaking and crying but I had only just begun.

“You dream about my pussy and now you think you can take it from me!”

I gripped him harder, ripping the rubber away from his skin so that I could grab the bare flesh at his hips to give me greater purchase as I fucked him. 

“No, Mistress–please!” he wailed but I just pumped deeper and harder.

When I tired I rammed it hard into him. I don’t know why I did what I did next because for once I was wearing gloves that left my fingers bare, but I reached around and pulled open the flap that covered his prick and grasped it as it popped free. 

“You disgusting pig!” I shouted, almost incandescent that his twig prick was so iron-hard and ready for me. “You think you are going to stick this miserable thing in me, don’t you?”

“Please, Mistress!” he sobbed.

I gripped and squeezed his cock, using it for leverage as I forced X in and out of his backside. He pulsed against my fingers. It was hot and would feel even hotter inside me. He was smooth, silky almost, and would glide within me and not bump my tight insides. His head bulged but the foreskin still covered it and he would not be able to bludgeon my womb, no matter how hard he slammed it into me. I wish I could have come inside him. I wish I could have shown him how dirty it was to have a scalding sticky mess spraying into your body, how used it could make you feel. In the end I just ran out of steam. He took his fucking and I had to release him before I pulled his prick clean off. I slid X from his body and couldn’t help but feel a pang of defeat.

“You want my cunt, don’t you?” I said, having nowhere else to go.

“No, Mistress,” he replied, still sobbing. 

His words jarred me. He had been saying them all the way through the rough fucking but I had assumed he was just begging me to stop. Was I hearing right? Was this thankless, pitiful pig actually turning down my virgin puss?

“What?” I said. “What did you say?” 

He put his head down, unable to look back at me as he had been during his buggering. He mumbled, “No, Miss Willow–I am not asking for your pussy.”

I couldn’t fucking believe it! The ungrateful shit-heap was actually turning down the chance to fuck me! I should have been washed through with relief but I am not entirely convinced that I was. I felt hollow and besmirched. I felt robbed.

“And what the fuck may I ask do you want?” I said, trying to hide the strain in my voice. This time he did look at me.

“Please, Miss Willow,” he said, “I want the shears.”

 

So that was all. He would give up the chance to be my first cock-fuck in order to play some silly game which he had already witnessed before and therefore knew the outcome. The trick would not work on him, so it didn’t matter that Kitty was not here to help. I should have been celebrating my lucky escape but I couldn’t seem to shake the feeling of disappointment and rejection. I unshackled him from the spank couch and led him to the whipping post. I thrust his wrists through the loops above his head but didn’t even bother to tighten them. He had just taken a caning and a buggering without giving in, so he was unlikely to stop short and escape during a simple tease for which he already knew the hoax denouement. I didn’t blindfold him. What was the point? I went about it all in a slap-dash fashion, avoiding any build-up of tension, as if I was punishing him for refusing me.

He was in his element though. As soon as I grasped the shears his chest started to heave and off went his wandering eye. His cock hadn’t flagged one bit and still stood bolt upright, inviting the blades. I closed them slowly by his ear to let him hear the grating of the sharpened steel. Then I opened them wide and manoeuvred them over his erection. I thought he might pass out. I slowly closed the blades, inching them together until they touched his cock and pressed into the flesh. I held for just a moment and then released the pressure, seeing the white line across the width of his penis, slowly pinking as the blood returned. Despite my inner ire I couldn’t help but get into the game. 

It is feeling the victim’s panic that grips me. It is hearing the breath quicken and catch, seeing the fright in the eyes and the whispered pleas for clemency, always so quiet in case you heard them and decided to grant their wish. His eyes never left mine, bright and intense, tearful. I bent my wrists back towards me so that without him knowing the blades were no longer over his cock, and then I swiftly slammed them shut. He jumped and almost hyperventilated, babbling whispered oaths as his whole body shuddered. I just smiled and put the blades back over his cock, pressing them in a little harder this time, not quite hard enough to break the skin.

“It’s coming off, Blueberry,” I sang, “this time it’s coming right off.”

I opened the blades and bent my wrists back once more, playing the same game and snapping the blades shut against thin air. Again he jumped and babbled, saliva now dribbling down his mask and stringing to the floor. I was quite worried now that I had ripped his suit to pieces that he would shit himself all over my nice floor. Still his eyes stayed on mine. I played the trick once more, this time leaving the skin of his cock marked and even leaking a drop of blood before I moved the blades away and closed them on nothing. I thought he might come without being touched. I could see the pulse in his prick and the little head poking out and almost bursting. Once more, I thought, and then I would coax out his secret and send him on his way. 

“I’m going to chop your little piggy prick clean off!” I jeered. 

He was shaking, tears and snot now sliding down the mask; his eyes still so intense, the wandering one now back from its travels so that they were both locked onto mine.

“My prick wishes to die for you, Goddess,” he said.

I hadn’t wanted him to speak. It broke my flow. It was an odd phrase but I didn’t know what on earth to say in reply. My thoughts felt like they were scurrying away. I should have hit him or shrieked at his impertinence but I didn’t know how to. I felt a surging rise of rage but at the same time my mind was blanking, like white paint was being poured into it. If I am honest I don’t really know what happened from then on–my brain saw only white. I felt the resistance of his flesh against the blades and I think I pressed on. I saw his eyes widen (still so bright) and I heard him gulp and whisper one final, desperate oath. 

His prick was pulsing and ready to go off. Just the slightest touch would have seen him spurt. Then I opened the blades and there we were together in that instant of stretched silence, so close, almost kissing, his eyes on mine, waiting and praying. He might have broken the silence with a whispered, wavering “Oh God!” but I wouldn’t know now if it was a sign of his dread or of the onrush of his climax. It might have been these sudden words that made me jump because the next thing I knew I had jammed my hands together and the blades had sheared shut. I don’t remember if I bent my wrists backwards that time. His eyes sprang further apart and he let loose a shrill piggy shriek. I felt a warm burst on my hand but I cannot tell you if it was blood or shooting spunk. It all went dark after that; I just slipped away, too tired to do anything but close my eyes on the whole scene and let sleep wash over me.

 

When I came to there was no sign of him. There was no mess or blood, no dead prick lying limp on the floor, no nothing. The more I racked my brain for memories the more the details edged away. I couldn’t remember moving the blades from him. I thought I could recall the briefest spring of resistance before my fists met and the metal closed together. I couldn’t be sure though, not totally. There would have been gore everywhere if I had done so. There would be blood on the floor and on me and on the whipping post. And what of him? How had he managed to crawl off without summoning at least an ambulance and more likely the police too, to lock me up for the crime I had committed? Even if he wanted to get away unseen, how would he have managed to stop the blood flow and remain composed enough to clear up every last spot of evidence before he left? Only a medical man, a surgeon would have been able to stem the wound quickly enough before they fainted. Only a doctor could have done it...

There was one thing left, one item that let me know the whole thing wasn’t just a strange dream. It was an envelope bearing my name, with a note inside with a single typed sentence. It said:

              When you want Ariadne, say this to her:

              I let only angels devour my peach. 

 

***

 

I have spent my life getting what I wanted, most of the time without even trying. Humans have an instinct to defer to certain characteristics in others, like height and intelligence and maybe most of all beauty. I am well aware that the advantages I have in life have little to do with me and that I probably don’t deserve half of what I have, but I am also well aware that my looks and character provide me with a comfort zone in a world in which I am not quite as confident as I might appear, so please don’t blame me for using what nature gave me. 

Ariadne was my stumbling block. It was so strange coming up against someone who didn’t fold the moment I set eyes on them. It wouldn’t take a genius to deduce that I have pursued her for so long for the simple reason that she didn’t cave in. I don’t know if I pushed aside others more deserving and more compatible  because I can innately sense that she is right for me, or because I couldn’t bear the dent to my ego if I didn’t win this battle of wills. Whatever the reason, I now have victory in my grasp, quite literally–my triumph typed onto the piece of paper that Harvey left for me. I find it all so strange. I met my match in Ariadne, for all the power I thought I possessed. For all my looks and strength and wiles I had no answer to her, and yet a paunchy, non-descript man in his fifties could make her crumble with just a few short words. Imagine that power! Of course you have to be damn good at it and your target must be susceptible, but if they are, they have no defence against you. 

I wonder what the good doctor is doing now. It is over two weeks since the “incident” and I have heard no word. I have come to the conclusion that I couldn’t have executed his cock, despite what the scraps of evidence floating in my memory were telling me. He presumably just wanted me to think I had because it made the whole fantasy more real for him. It was impossible for me to have gone through with it and for him in his agony to have removed any trace. It would have been hugely ironic if I had actually turned executioner now that my demons had been removed but I seriously doubt I had it in me, which meant either a miscalculation on his part, or the highly debateable notion that he actually wanted me to do it. 

There was a nagging doubt, however. He could have fucked me. He could have taken me in my pussy or in my bum. He could have made me do the rudest things–just as I would have in his position–and then cleaned all that evidence up without a trace. He could have made me do anything he wanted and I doubt I had the ability to stop him, so is it plausible to assume that all he made me do was play some harmless game? I should have been filled with spunk and emptied of everything else. What would you do in such a situation? Whatever, I had obviously given him what he wanted because he had given me my reward. 

I let only angels devour my peach. 

Yes it’s another of Harvey’s odd phrases and yes I read it over and over, committing it to memory. It didn’t sound like the ideal pick-up line, or something you could just shoe-horn into the average conversation. No girl was ever going to visibly melt and proclaim, “Just shut up! You had me at
‘peach!’” But I knew it would work, without question. There can’t be anyone who would wish Harvey’s prick inside them less than I do, yet I would have let him do just that. I was fortunate that he only wanted to play silly games, rather than take full advantage. “Trigger” words, you see; if they are programmed within you then you have no option but to act. He had sown the seed in me and he must have done the same to Ariadne at her party. That’s why I had no qualms about going to Vincent’s fancy dress ball. I didn’t care who was there or what they thought because they would see me walk out with her on my arm. I would be seen to have regained my power.

 

The theme of the ball was Georgian Splendour and I found that incredibly portentous considering that it was back in those very days that Ariadne and I were first lovers, and we would doubtless have used our ill-gotten gains from whoring and robbing to attend precisely such elegant soirees, although I doubt I would have worn then what I was wearing now. I had adapted one of my designs for a wedding gown, producing it in black and lilac latex. The bodice was laced and low cut, heaving my chest up and nearly spilling my pale tits right out. I made the backside of the flowing skirt larger to incorporate a bustle and put a cut down the front so that the rubber could be swept open to reveal my deliciously crafted spiked ankle boots in purple patent leather with black laces, and my knee-length bloomers in soft white cotton. There is something so unutterably sexy about bloomers, they really turn me on. I wanted to stick to them and them alone but they were split all the way up the crotch and almost any movement would have exposed my bare puss. I really tried but couldn’t find the courage and so in the end I had to wear something extra underneath, opting for my hot pants with a huge purple cock built in, its foreskin rolled back to show off the bulbous head, and with thick veins running all over, just as Ariadne likes so much. It stuck out of the slit in the bloomers but the skirt could be closed around it so my underwear was not on show until I wanted it to be. 

The guests really had gone all out. Vincent didn’t like to do things by halves and I know he had used his theatre connections to obtain many costumes for those who couldn’t find their own. There was grandeur expressed everywhere, a good mix of authentic costumes and fetish adaptations. There were tight britches for the boys and huddled cleavages for the girls, bejewelled eye-masks and tall wigs in all colours. The Lords and Ladies wore the brighter, full dress clothes while some designated footmen were attired in darker, simpler versions. The serving wenches were given plain long skirts so easy to get your hand up, and frilly white cotton blouses, so low-cut their ample bosoms were barely contained. 

Vincent’s vast house was just right for it too, reflecting his taste for the baroque, many of the paintings and ornaments carrying that sense of thinly disguised sexual excess. The largest picture, hanging above his large satinwood sideboard featured a group of wealthy Georgian gentleman sat at a feasting table, the closest subject turned slightly towards the viewer and gazing out serenely whilst his companions talked animatedly beside him. If you looked very closely, peering into the shadows beneath the table, you could see that the main subject had his erect penis out and the gentleman beside him was secretly grasping it for him. I was told the painting was an original. 

I had arrived late and bustled in with my head high after my arrival was announced by the master of ceremonies. I expected some gasps, so was at least pleased when I got a few, along with a little smattering of applause from a couple of the more sycophantic hangers-on. I turned many heads and got some nods and smiles, but clearly my few weeks’ absence on the social circuit had not been as impacting on them as it had felt to me. I was given a drink and a couple of my regular groupies hurried over to court my favour. I still felt a little uncomfortable and scanned the room for Blueberry, assuming that he would somehow have sneaked himself an invite as he seemingly always did, although forgetting that even if I hadn’t cut it to shreds he would not have gained entry dressed in his normal suit. There were a few short round men present, but he was not amongst them as far as I could tell. The doors to the adjoining banqueting hall were open and a few guests had leaked into it, so I went through to scout around. 

This was my very favourite of Vincent’s rooms. It was panelled in oak and the high, plastered ceiling was beautifully carved. A minstrel’s gallery ran along the left side as you entered, also wood-panelled and lined with paintings of fuck-scenes through the ages. I had fond memories of the wet T-shirt competition he had instigated during one of his many parties, taking place just there, a large plastic sheet trumpeted in and laid with great ceremony between the wall and the huge banqueting table. Two big-titted beauties had been selected to participate and they stood looking shocked as twenty hired bare whores jostled for position on the gallery above, thrusting their hips to the balusters so that their cunnies could be seen pushing forward through the gaps, their thick golden gushes spurting out and raining down upon the two contestants below and drenching them to the skin. I remember soaking the knees of my bloomers whilst getting down in the subsequent melee to fuck one of the slave girls who was on all fours trying to lap up the pools of whore-piss. I was so annoyed that I had ruined the white of my lovely lace underwear that I dragged my unfortunate victim up and over the table and forced the meat-end of a chicken drumstick up her arse! 

That very table was now decked out with fabulous platters and delicacies, the centre-piece being a huge oval plate in blue and white china, some three feet long and maybe two feet wide. It was no doubt specially commissioned and might have taken two to carry it. If ever you feel that money is not important in life then one look at this plate would dispel your foolish notion. Just imagine having the vision and then having the money to just go out and make it happen, expense being no object. I loved it; the brilliance of absolute wealth made me glow. I should mention that huddled upon this plate was a naked pretty blonde, her pale skin shining with its covering of oil, her knees and arms tucked under her belly so that she fitted upon the platter, an apple forcing her jaws apart at one end and her pink piglet arse stuck out at the other, inviting you to sink your teeth right in. She was easily the most tempting dish on the table. 

At the far wall was the vast open stone fireplace, which always drew me in. The fire had a few logs burning, spitting and crackling away and exhaling wisps of smoke that tinged the air with that lovely autumn aroma. The fire could not be kept too high for obvious reasons: in front of it, standing on the hearth, was an iron rotisserie almost as wide as the fire pit itself, with two great hand cranks at each end to turn the spit. This had been adapted, with other bars soldered onto the central one to give a wider platform to sit the huge roast that it was intended to take, in this case not a boar but a petite brunette, her olive skin shining with the sweat and basting oil upon it. She had her arms and legs wrapped around the supporting pole and to keep her in place thick ropes had been bound around her limbs. She too had an apple in her mouth and as I approached and caught one of her slow turns, I saw the smudged words written all down her back in black, still legible though running in the heat, the words scrawled as if written by someone who was feeling as manically dirty as I was myself. Her message read:

 This fuck-hog was caught wallowing in her own mess. Eat her.

Two male servants were placed at either side of the fire to turn her intermittently, heaving on the handles to rotate her small body and give it an even toasting. The servants were bare-chested and their oiled torsos were covered in a glowing sheen of perspiration. Their leggings had been unzipped and their bare erections stuck out proudly, unwaveringly stiff, no doubt with the aid of pills as much as with the titillation of their duties. I got closer still to examine the scene in fine detail, able to detect the sweet scent evaporating from the hog-girl to mingle with the wood smoke. The pricks poked out at her from either end, not as long as many I had seen but perfectly straight and iron hard, like the skewer itself. If somehow she fell or wriggled free from her perch these two cocks had only to thrust forward to impale her once more. They were strong enough to support her little frame for sure, holding her and turning her through circles on their pricks, slapping or squeezing her tits and arse as they came into view. 

I could see her sweat trickling and feel the warmth from the flames that weren’t quite strong enough to burn but would scorch her if she wasn’t turned. I was at her rear end, I could have stooped and bitten into it and the temptation to do so was almost overwhelming. I wanted to fill my mouth with the warm flesh of her soft arse, sink my teeth in and tear off a chunk. Her rude bottom was open for me and I wanted to bend and press my face into it, breathe in its cooking smell, taste the sweat-saltiness of her crack and feel the heat from her little hole in my nostrils. Her quim squashed to the rails supporting her, one right at the centre of her sex, spreading her slit-lips and shining with her juices. She was pressed so tight to the rail that I had to bend forward to see for sure that it didn’t go inside her, that she wasn’t actually spitted all the way through her body. The thought made me tremble. Imagine witnessing her slow piercing, of seeing the iron pushed inside, her pussy too slick and hungry to prevent it, of hearing her cries as the skewer was driven ever onwards, through her core and eventually out through her open waiting mouth, somehow keeping her alive to shiver with the bliss of it. On a low stand beside her was a little iron pot holding her basting oil, warmed from beneath by a pair of candles. I took a ladle-full and slowly poured the clear thinned oil all over her perfect rump, coating her delicious cheeks and oozing down into her crack to make her gasp and jerk from its heat. I wanted to take her down, pour hot gravy over her arse and fuck her deep, right to her belly. 

The sound of the laugh jarred me. It was so familiar. It was one that had variously drawn me in, melted me, and then chased me out of rooms. Ariadne was visible through the double doors, just inside the drawing room. I had expected her to be sporting the tallest, most extravagant of wigs, but instead she wore a very authentic white powdered one, with curls at the sides and a tail at the back. In fact her whole costume was that of a rich gentleman, the tails and waistcoat in fine cream silk with embroidered gold thread, and tight cream britches down to buckled black shoes. Despite her manly attire her face was emblazoned with make-up: huge false eye lashes and dark, glittery eye shadow, rouge on the cheeks and a single black beauty spot, plumped black-cherry lips stretched across her white smile. She looked the epitome of strength, but I would take all that power tonight with just seven short, magic words. 

I left the roasting hog-girl and inched my way towards the Goddess. She was as full of herself as ever, bright with her excitement, talking over everyone and making herself the centre of attention. All eyes would see me take her. She was demanding to see a fight, proclaiming with a laugh that the duel simply
must go ahead and that she would act as a “second” to one of the protagonists. I couldn’t see who was meant to be fighting and there didn’t seem to be any kind of rumpus or even tension in the other room, just smiling faces all turned to her. Nonetheless she was scanning her horizon, trying to find another second to get the duel underway. I stopped by the side of the first piglet girl, not wanting to be spotted or look like I was being drawn to the Goddess. I stroked the piglet’s flank, pretending I was busy with her, although my head was turned towards the door and Ariadne. She had been sidetracked with some joke and was absorbing the warmth her crowd were so eager to give. My cunt was tingling for her. I felt indestructible and nasty, my belly alive with the rude things I could and would make her do, flashes of filth bursting in my mind’s eye. It was like the demons had never left me. 

My hand had crept down between the piglets bum cheeks, pushing them apart, my middle finger dabbing at her anus and making it twitch and contract. I idly picked up a large roasted chestnut from the huge platter and put it to the piglet’s bum-hole, pressing the sharper end to the centre of her rosy pucker–not hard, just enough to force a little stretch. Ariadne was trying to quieten her audience, to get them back to her previous idea. The fight was still on, she ordained, so who was to be the other “second”? Hands sprung up all around her, eager voices vied for her attention as her gaze swept the room. I knew where it would eventually fall; it was surely pre-ordained. I breathed deep and waited, my finger pressing at the chestnut, my nerves rising as her head turned ever towards me. And then she was looking straight at me and the chestnut had gone right up the piglet’s bum, making her squeal and drop her apple. The Goddess looked triumphant that she had found me, but then she wasn’t aware that she was about to seal her own fate. Her arm slowly stretched out towards me, her long finger extending to point all eyes in my direction as her smile grew even wider.

“Her!” she gleefully exclaimed. 

My insides were bubbling but I fought hard not to betray my lack of composure. I had to stay focused so that my victory was witnessed in all its clinical ruthlessness. There were nerves for sure, but born of excitement rather than trepidation, from the certainty that all my dirtiest dreams about this girl were about to come true. I didn’t allow myself to get pulled in too quickly. Instead, I let my hand drift from the piglet’s rear end and then bent to examine her pretty face and smile at her consternation at having had a chestnut pushed up her bottom.

“I will be back later,” I said to her, “to watch you shit that back out.” 

My rudeness buoyed me again, giving me a new surge of confidence. I replaced the apple in the piglet’s mouth and then unhurriedly made my way towards the crowd. Ariadne watched me all the way and I kept my eyes locked on hers, showing no weakness. The group backed away to allow my entrance and I stood toe to toe with the smiling Goddess. I felt no fear whatsoever, only joy and longing. There was perhaps a hint of uncertainty in her eyes, a little sign that she was unnerved that the old “me” seemed to be back. The duel, it transpired, was to be between the Ten Inch Brothers, who were standing to one side, their frilly white shirts undone but still tucked into their very tight britches which in turn were tucked into leather knee-length riding boots. Just like the rotisserie servants, their zips were undone and their bare rock-hard erections stretched out like swords from their groins. Ariadne picked her fighter, the slightly larger of the two, the one who had come so hard in my mouth. Odd, that incident just couldn’t faze me now, not with me feeling so dirty and potent. 

I stood behind my man as the Goddess mocked up some rules of engagement. The boys were to swordfight with their cocks. They took up fencing stances with one hand on hip and another held up to the side for balance, and then they bounced on their toes and skipped back and forth at each other, feigning thrusts from their huge weapons while the crowd cheered. Then they met at the centre of our circle, wiggling their hips from side to side to slap their erections together before jumping backwards out of range. It was tremendous fun, seeing the two big cocks clashing and rubbing up and down the other’s length. To think I had so recently been showered by both these monsters. To think I had run!

The boys duelled with theatrical brilliance, even going chest to chest, eyes blazing and pricks upright between them before pushing each other backwards again to a loud ovation. I could have listened to the sound of bare meat slapping together all night but the boys soon tired and became too cock-sore to jump back into the fray. They stood bowing and flourishing salutes at each other, unsure quite what to do next. But Ariadne knew. She was behind her man, dropping to her knees and reaching around to grasp his weapon, peering out from behind him to fix me with her look of mischief. Her teeth were gritted but she was smiling, the devilment bright in her eyes.

“First to come wins,” she said to me, “and winner takes all!”

She didn’t even let me draw breath, never mind accept her challenge and take up my position. Her fingers were already rubbing up and down his shaft, trying to tug the victory spunk from him in a flash. So, the duel had ceased to be between the boys and was now between us girls. I knew very well what “winner takes all” meant to her. Once she had tossed herself to glory she would put me to the sword, probably to all the swords present in the room, saving the very biggest ones for my bottom no doubt! I reacted before I had even thought, scuttling down behind my fighter and reaching around to grab his prick. It was huge in my palm, pulsing and warm and rigid. I could see her delight, not only at doing what she did best but also in savouring her inevitable triumph. It was clear that she must win. She had been doing this since she was still in school uniform and she specialized in making the very biggest pricks spurt. I was an utter novice, but I was also a dirty bitch with a raging demon inside me. I yanked at him and tried to build up a rhythm but I felt him draw his hips back as if pained by my fierce tugging. I picked out a face in the crowd, a young fresh-faced girl.

“Spit on it!” I yelled at her. 

She stared at me quizzically for just a second before she leant forward and complied, depositing a thick wad of saliva onto the head of the great cock in my hands. I was already wanking him again, letting his foreskin work the spit over his glans. I picked out other faces and shouted the same instruction to them, watching them bend down in turn and shower his cock-head with saliva to keep him lubricated. Ariadne might have been slicker and more practiced but I was more devious. I had already unbuttoned my man’s britches and heaved his balls free to give them a squeeze of encouragement before she even realised that it required audience participation and not just hastily smeared spit from her own mouth to free up her fighter’s glans and allow the gliding friction that would yield results. 

I had got into my stride and was pumping away like mad, glaring over at my beautiful opponent as she took up a slower but longer rhythm, running her hand all the way from base to tip and back again, like the expert she was. But I wasn’t dead yet, despite her snarls of glee. She had only just followed my lead and set her man’s balls free and that would surely cost her valuable time. I was already thinking ahead because this was war. I dragged my man’s britches further down, right to his knees, and sucked on the middle finger of my free hand, hiding behind him so that my bitch adversary couldn’t see. Then I raised his shirt tail and put it between my teeth to keep it away from his otherwise bare bottom. I could feel his prick getting even harder and I was sure he wasn’t far away if I could only maintain my draining pace. To help him on his way I shoved my wet finger into his arse, all the way up to the knuckle. It was the first time I had ever done anything so filthy to a man and the thought of my un-gloved finger being clenched by his nasty rectum made me shiver and curse. There was no alternative though, and I was feeling too manic to back down. I fucked his hole as rabidly as I tugged upon his cock, not caring how disgusting and slavish I looked. 

I could feel my man’s knees giving way and his cock becoming impossibly hard beneath my fingers. I spat out his shirt and peered around his body to see Ariadne. Her face was set in an expression of desperate determination and she was jerking the huge cock as fast as her weary muscles would allow. I could see the disbelief in her eyes but she knew the signs oh so well and saw that my boy was almost ready to pop. There was nothing she could do. She had her man’s britches down and was squeezing his balls with knee-buckling intensity but she had failed to play her joker card by worming her finger up to his sensitive prostate, and now it was way too late. My man put his hands on his head and let out a series of moans whilst an incredulous Ariadne stopped her tugging and said, “You cunt!” 

She might have been referring to any one of us three fellow duellers but her words meant nothing because a thick wad of spunk flew from my boys pulsing knob, ricocheted off his opponent’s thigh and landed splat on the Goddess’s cheek. My aim had not been intentional but when she squealed another oath I made sure I pointed the spurting cock straight at her and dowsed her pretty face. She screwed up her eyes and took it, swallowing any that landed in her open mouth like the greedy cock-whore that she was. I didn’t care because I had won. I had beaten one of the best in the business and that was just for starters. 

I pushed my crumpling man aside, marched over to my vanquished opponent and ordered her to stay on her knees in submission as I claimed my prize. First she had to suck my dirty middle finger clean. This was not something she would have ever done in front of this crowd but it was winner takes all, by her own rules. I then had her strip her britches and I ripped her lace panties off her to wipe her face clean of spunk. I was so horny I nearly lapped it all off myself. I shoved her panties into her mouth and then ordered the losing Ten Inch Brother to finish what she couldn’t. He tossed himself, so desperate for his release that in almost no time he was shooting his jets as instructed onto her protruding knickers. She would love to have guzzled him down. It would have cut her to the quick to have his spunk so near to her mouth and yet to be harmlessly absorbed before she could ingest it. 

Through my lusty haze it suddenly dawned on me that she was all mine and I didn’t want the gasping crowd to have a proper view of her bare Mistress’s pussy (the holy grail for so many of those gathered). I declared the duel over and ordered the reluctant crowd to disperse, taking off my skirt and throwing it over Ariadne’s legs to cover her modesty. She thought her ordeal had ended but she was wrong. I removed the spunky panties from her mouth and a little sneer returned to her lips when she imagined that I had taken my only shot and was content. Away to our right a plump blonde had already been forced over a chaise and had her many layers of skirts peeled up over her back so that stinging slaps could be rained down onto her fleshy arse while an array of happy cocks took turns to piston-fuck her open, drooling mouth. Ariadne stood facing me, holding my skirt around her, the smile spreading wide as she felt her composure return. 

“Well done,” she said, but I could tell her mind was whirring away, forming her next plans to see me suffer for the humiliation I had dealt her. I smiled back, feeling stronger than ever. 

“I am going to take you upstairs,” I said quietly, “and fuck the shit out of you.”

“Is that right?” Her eyebrows arched nonchalantly, although I noted the uncertainty in her eyes. She had been beaten once and was not quite so sure of herself now. 

“Yes. You are mine. Winner takes all, and I take you.”

She snorted in derision but still her eyes betrayed her doubt. If she wanted to defeat me she should have spat in my mouth and slapped me by now, or had me by the hair, forcing me to the ground. She could see for the first time that it was a bitch fight that she would lose. She looked me up and down as she tried to summon the defiance that was bleeding from her.

“I’m not sure I’m going to let you take me after all,” she said.

“I’m not asking permission. When I lead, you will follow.” I took her hand and she didn’t pull away. 

“Oh really?” 

Her voice carried boldness but her eyes were devoid of any fight. I knew she would cling on and on, desperate not to give an inch even if she couldn’t find the strength to overpower me and get her revenge. We could joust verbally for hours, back and forth with little ground gained on either side, minor victories here and there but the lust and need gradually dripping away until the moment was too hard to retrieve, unless of course I used my seven magic words. And so I did.

“I let only angels devour my peach,” I said, just as Harvey had taught me.

She looked a little bemused and her head shook a fraction. She opened her mouth to speak and a little sound came out but no more. She just blinked silently at me and I knew her thoughts had simply gone, draining out of her head like water down a plughole, leaving only an empty white space. I turned and walked away and she didn’t try to break my grip on her hand. Her arm was weak and the guests who still had one eye turned to us would see that I was definitely leading her. A space cleared for us to pass and the murmurs and gasps grew as I took her through them, the huge purple prick sticking out from my bloomers, a clear sign for everyone present that I was most definitely the one in charge. My victory parade was short but scintillating. None of the on-lookers who watched me go by and take my Goddess up the stairs would know our full history, but that didn’t matter. What they would know is that two of the most beautiful females they would ever meet were going off to fuck and that for tonight at least, I was the Domme and Ariadne my slave. Whatever happened between us after was irrelevant–all would now know me as the conqueror and she as the vanquished.

I knew exactly which room to take her to. Vincent had beautiful guest rooms and didn’t seem to mind the Masters and Mistresses using them as long as they stayed out of the main suite (his legendary Chambre Ardente, his Burning Chamber, named after a late medieval French court, apparently used to try heretics). Only a select few had seen inside this room and I was clearly not select enough, although I had heard some tales of what went on within, tales that cemented the position of Vincent as our principal Master and the one everyone looked up to. His few permanent slaves all carried a small V branded into his or her left buttock. They carried the mark with massive pride and were seen as a cut above all slaves, treated with an equal if different respect to many Masters and Mistresses. Other bedrooms were handsome although only one was furnished with any toys, and that was the one I headed for: the Gothic room with the big oak four-poster. 

I pulled her through the door and we were met by the sounds of groaning. The room was partially lit by the soft yellow-orange glow of the two bedside lamps, but everything going on was clearly visible. Bent over the bed was a male, identifiable as a servant by his boots and grey britches even though the latter had been pulled down and were rumpled around his knees. His fine bottom was smooth and young-looking and stuck right out towards us. Behind him was a serving wench, her skirts pulled up to expose her arse and her blouse ripped open so that her fat tits hung free. Her face had been fitted with a thick black dildo that stuck out from her mouth, the bulb at one end held between her teeth and with straps going around the head to keep the toy firmly in place. The dildo was stuffed up the manservant’s arse and she was doing a silent chicken impression, pulling her head back and then jabbing her neck forward in short thrusts to fill him up. Behind her was a Mistress, stripped down to just a tight corset which pulled in at her waist but let her tits spill free. She was on her knees astride a love seat and the loud buzzing indicated a powerful vibrator had been fitted within it to please her. One hand tweaked at her nipples while the other hand, or all the fingers at least, were inserted inside the serving wench’s pussy. 

I knew this Mistress bitch. Her name was Rosalind or Rosamund or something, and she had been around the fringes of our scene for a year or two. She was too plain to exert much power and was certainly no match for me. I caught her trying to steal one of my slaves from me once. I seem to remember I stuffed her big knickers up her cunt and her stockings in her arse and then made her drink Kitty’s piss. She hadn’t been any trouble to me since that time, nor would she be tonight.

“Get out, bitch,” I told her. 

She seemed startled at my presence and nearly fell off her fuck-seat. She very quickly weighed up her options and realised the only one was compliance. There is no look quite as priceless as that of a defeated Domme: indignation, helplessness and admiration are all in there somewhere, along with hatred, which they try to disguise in case you read it and make them pay. She wasn’t quite quick enough to stop the resentment showing. The three of them uncoupled and looked to do my bidding, the servants as hastily as possible, the bitch tarrying a little to try to retain some degree of dignity. I couldn’t help noticing Ariadne’s longing look at the footman’s rigid cock. She should only have had eyes for me and that got my hackles up. As the dildo-faced wench went to leave I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her back to me, reaching around to grab her cheeks and point her face in the direction of Rosalind, who was trying to stuff her tits back into her corset.

“Make sure you fuck her with that thing,” I said in the wench’s ear, though loud enough for the bitch to hear. “Fuck her in her mouth first and then do her in her shitty arse. Do her on the floor outside this room and stop anyone else from coming in. If she tries to leave, tell me and I will deal with her.”

Once the trio left I heard a clump on the floor outside and the strip of light beneath the door disappeared, blocked by the bodies of the obedient bitch and wench. There would be no eye-witnesses to my Grand Fucking of Ariadne, but the ears outside would be pricking up to gather scraps of information to pass on in whispers at the next gathering. Everyone would want to know what we did. The trouble was, now that I was alone and with Ariadne, I didn’t actually know what to do myself. Her expression was less blank than before–more expectant in fact, which was the first and only thing to have put me off my stride the whole evening. I felt ready to burst upon her and unleash the full fury of my dirty dreams, but at the same time the whole point of my seduction was that we would be normal, that we would have a loving and equal relationship and share years together making beautiful, even gentle love. I wanted us to be passionate and understanding of each other’s needs, to gain an instinct for what each other required, but I was just raging with the need to fuck her. 

She stood before me awaiting my move. I had wanted her to be almost dribbling her desire, to be melting in front of me so that I had to grab her just to hold her up. She only stood though, empty-headed and mute, looking at me with just the faintest of mocking smiles. If this had been X, she would have been bubbling with her need, squeezing her own crotch because the itch was so great, thrusting her face out inviting me to slap it and spit into her open mouth. I could tell X to do anything, and I usually did, the ruder the better, because she was always so damned hot for it. Here the silence was too pregnant and stark and any words spoken would sound incongruous and forced. I almost hated her for her statuesque apathy, forgetting that she was under my spell. In the end it was my niggling resentment that forced me into action, and romance was just going to have to take a back seat. 

I pulled off her tailcoat and grabbed her by the hair, forcing her head back while I kissed her open mouth and licked her face. Her waistcoat and shirt were pulled off while I sucked on her lips and nose and lapped her cheeks and eyes and even her forehead. Her bra was pinged open and thrown to the ground while I bit her ears and neck and shoulders. She yelped and squirmed at the rougher treatment but couldn’t have stopped me even if she wanted to. I sucked hard on her nipples, which were large and dark and not the perfect little pink morsels I had dreamt them to be. Under a vast wall mirror stood an oak coffer displaying some of the various toys on offer to guests, and I was clawing at the fastening of her britches as I forced her back towards it, opening them but not quite managing to get them down before she collided bum-first with the chest and was then manhandled around and bent over it. 

Fucking on unfamiliar ground presents problems. The naughty scenarios I had gone through in my head, the step-by-step routine using the equipment in my Scold Room that I had rehearsed over and over for implementation during this, our very first time, all of this was rendered void by our being in foreign territory. Vincent had endless condoms and bottle upon bottle of lube. He even had whips and canes and clamps. There was no adjoining bathroom to drag her into though, nowhere to do the kind of rude things I dreamt about. There were no pipettes or tubes even champagne bottles so that if her bottom didn’t give up its rudeness as I wanted, I could fill it instead, and see how much she could take inside her before she was forced to hose the shower down while I mercilessly spanked her. There were restraints but she was under my spell and didn’t need holding down. There were gags too, but she was oh-so silent–eerily quiet in fact, making me feel like a rapist or some evil doctor about to experiment on a captive patient. It was such an unsettling contrast to the vociferous X, who gasped and swore and babbled her way through our fucks, making me talk even louder over her, telling her everything I planned to do to her, making her suggest punishments for her bad behaviour or describe exactly how things felt inside her or what dirty dreams she had had. Funny, this noise between us, this ever so dirty-talk, despite the harshness of it, the threats of pain and abuse–it just gave us such a unique connection and showed us exactly how desperate we were for each other. Ariadne didn’t speak a word.

I had to force the noise from her before the silence drove me mad. I selected a paddle and used it on her still-covered arse, watching delightedly as her bum flesh rippled beneath the tight cream britches. She panted hard but didn’t wail, even though the slaps to her backside reached an alarming volume. It reminded me of Blueberry’s dogged resistance. Why won’t these fuckers break? I ripped down her britches but knew her arse was a brick wall, so I turned her instead and spat onto her hairy cunt. She deserved it for not being shaved as I liked. I used my hand first, forcing her thighs apart and then delivering a series of painful slaps with the flat of my fingers to her wet slit. Her plump dark lips jumped under the contact and she wriggled and gasped some more. I made her remove her shoes and britches while I stripped too, leaving on only my shoes and the hot pants with their big purple dildo. She kept putting her hands out to grasp the toy, squeezing it and pulling it towards her, wanking it up and down as if it were real, her robot-trance seemingly preventing her from differentiating between a plastic cock and hard flesh and blood.

My tiny nipples were aching to be sucked but she had no mind for my needs and instead parted her thighs as wide as possible as an invite for me to do my worst to the wet target between them. Her vacant eyes were starting to find their sparkle and her lips were spreading into that usual knowing smirk. I chose a whip, holding and pulling back the tresses as if it were a catapult before flicking my wrist and sending them towards her unprotected sex. It was the same technique used by jocks around the globe to strike each other’s bare arses with their towels in the shower, but this was no muscular buttock being hit, it was a slippery bulge of vulnerable, most sensitive flesh, and that did make her squeal. I felt that shiver of naughty school-girl guilt, that flash of schadenfreude that so delights us Dommes, and I went quickly to her, grabbing her and holding her as a sign of my control but also to help dissipate the pain I had caused, thrusting my tongue into her open mouth to show my passion, then biting on her bottom lip to dispel any signs of my weakness. 

I could feel her shaking from the blow but holding onto me for the very first time, pulling me in so that our breasts were squashed together. Her hands were down on my arse, although I had given no such instruction, and they were not fondling but pressing, trying to force me forward so that the dildo at my groin made contact with her begging cunt. We were so close but even with her in her trance there was that same detachment I always felt in her presence, that lack of intimacy that divided us because no matter how much I wanted her, she was simply imbued with a mechanical love of cocks. It made me want to scream with frustration. Instead I wriggled free of her grasp. I saw and grabbed the grapes sitting in the bowl on a low table to the side of me. I dangled the large bunch in front of her eyes and then proceeded to ram them up her cunt. I made some effort to free the fruit from the stalk but my annoyance got the better of me and she got pretty much the whole lot unceremoniously shoved inside her. Her cheeks were flushed but otherwise her stuffing seemed to be causing no consternation. As I held her again her hands went straight to my arse, trying once more to force the dildo towards her. 

I held off and kissed her wetly, running just the dildo tip up and down the slippery entrance to her pussy. She was panting hard now and clear saliva was very slowly descending in a skinny thread from her bottom lip. That was more like it: she was dribbling, just like sexy X always did! I felt a burst of warmth inside me, a rush of joy that the connection between us was finally being established. To cement the moment I gave in to her, gripping her backside and slamming forward with my hips to drive the plastic cock into the depths of her fruit-crammed cunt. The grapes squelched and no doubt forced her wide open before their skins burst and released the juice that squirted onto my bare thighs. Her mouth dropped open and her head fell back. She gripped my arse and wailed her pleasure. It was such a beautiful sound I just had to fuck more of it from her. I pumped into her, drawing back and slapping forwards with such force that the coffer beneath her rocked and scraped against the floor. Each slurping thrust was accompanied by a fresh burst of grape-juice onto my bare skin and I rammed the big dildo to the hilt to press more from her. Although the spent skins slipped from her as the toy was withdrawn, the stalk was still in her somewhere, more than likely pressed ever harder to her thin membranes each time the unyielding dildo slid inside her. I didn’t care, though, and neither did she. 

She came hard but didn’t want me to relent, pressing at my buttocks to urge more deep pumping, making me fuck her with the same gusto, emptying her of her juice and crushed fruit cocktail until she was quaking once more, and yet still she gripped my arse and forced me forward. I was too fatigued and had to break her embrace. I kissed and sucked her face to buy me time but she grew insistent for the dildo again and so I dragged her off the chest by her hair and threw her onto the bed. I took a bottle of lube and climbed on her, calling her a cock-hungry bitch. I told her it was time I got my fun and roughly man-handled her onto her hands and knees, pulling her cheeks apart to get a first proper view of her anus. It was a pronounced, well-fucked oval surrounded by dark skin, so different to X’s little puckered knot that seemed determined to suck itself inwards and hide despite her constant pleas for me to stick things up it. Why had I never licked my girlfriend’s so-cute bum? It was crying out for it. I wanted this first time to be heralded but instead my virgin taste of another girl’s anus passed in silence, my tongue-tip lapping the rim and sneaking inside, while the recipient sighed and wriggled and tried to force her cunt up to receive all the attention. I gripped her buttocks hard and kept her in place, determined to enjoy myself even if she would not. Eventually her indifference proved too much and I spat inside her and let her go, my disappointment verging on hatred at the way she wouldn’t love the things I did, and the way her nipples and cunt and anus were so different to how I pictured them in my dreams, so different to my girlfriend’s. 

Only when I rose up on my knees to fill her wet arse-hole with lube did I see the tattoo on her back. I had never even heard tell of it before and yet it was a work of art, a sublime outline and shading in black ink from her nape to the small of her back. It depicted a woman from above, on her hands and knees exactly as I saw her now, her head down and her hair spread out across her arms. The detail was brilliant, copying her form and figure precisely in miniature. Behind her knelt a man, looking down at her with his hands clasping her thighs, his groin pressed so hard to her squashed behind that his buried member was completely unseen, the detail on him again impeccable, so difficult with the dramatic foreshortening of his body and yet so absolutely accurate. The faces were both hidden so it was impersonal, but any of the many men who had been behind her like this could have gazed down and seen their exact image mirrored on her body and would have striven to reflect the art exactly and drive his prick inside her so that none could be seen, whatever huge length he was blessed with. It was like an instruction manual etched into her skin and I despised it, not just because it was a reminder and statement of her cock-worship but because I knew nothing of it until that moment, and thus I didn’t really know her at all, knew nothing of her secrets and her intricacies, when so many others did. 

I still fucked her bottom, despite my jealousy. After all X’s pleas to do her bum I considered it to be something of a speciality of mine, an experience to make this thankless bitch kick herself for pushing me aside for so long. I wondered briefly whether, if she hadn’t been under my spell, she would have stopped me, but in fact her arse seemed as well versed in big pricks as her pussy and I sank into it with ease. This dildo was bigger than any I ever used on X but this Goddess pushed out and slid back onto it, groaning as she forced her rectum to accommodate the whole length, taking it in a minute or so when it would often take me ages to fill my girlfriend. And she wanted it all, too. She wanted to feel my groin squashing her arse. She arched her back to make her rump stick out more and even held her bottom open so that my journey inside her would not be impeded. I wiggled inside her then started my long, measured strokes, thrusting hard enough to jiggle her buttocks and deep enough to smell her sweet tang escaping with my retreat. I built up momentum, digging my fingers into her flesh to hold her still as I sent the impact waves jarring through her wobbling bottom. She wanted to feel the whole length, pulling her hips in as I came out of her to encourage a full withdrawal, so that she could take the whole length inside her in one go each time. 

She began rubbing her clit furiously and a couple of times, when the dildo slipped out of her, she pushed herself up on her knees and craftily made me thrust it back into her pussy, regardless of where it had just been. Although I cursed her she squealed out in victory and slapped her arse back against me to take as many strokes in her cunt as she could before I managed to pull out and slide it back up her bum-hole. I rained down hard punishment smacks but she just gasped in triumph and did her best to trick me into fucking her puss once more. I made her turn around and suck the mix of juices from the dildo and as she resumed her former position she stayed up on her knees and sank against me so that the toy went straight in her sopping quim. She yelled in triumph and wriggled in my lap, grinding away as she forced her weight back against me to stop me from displacing her, making herself come before I thought to pinch her nipples and pull her by them back onto her hands. Even now, even when she was mine and under my power, she simply would not do as I wanted. 

I was too tired to fight her so gave up and lay down on the bed for her to mount the dildo and ride her way to further pussy pleasure. I just lay there, playing with my own desperate nipples since she would not, watching her happy face as she bounced up and down, oblivious to anything except the thrill of huge cock inside her. Every now and then she would climb off and suck it, as if manically trying to drain it of spunk, and then her face would cloud with fury because there was none to have, then she would remount and fuck her anger away. Her face was set in her task and though beautiful it was alien too, her bliss unconnected to me in any way, the contact between us irrelevant as long as the big cock stayed in her pussy. I had to remind myself again that I had been the one to put her in this trance. 

When she finally began to flag I pulled her forward to me and held her and hushed her until she stopped her humping. I quickly pulled off the hot pants before she could regain her strength. It was such a big deal for me to bare my cunt to anyone and yet I had to instruct her to go down on me. She shuffled straight between my thighs and lapped hungrily. There was no build up of tension or teasing exploration. I wanted to tell her just how few girls had ever had this privilege but what was that to her? She engulfed my clit and sucked it without subtlety, like it was a mini prick. She didn’t force my knees up and suck my bum cheeks into her mouth like X would have done, didn’t send tingles across my anus with that exquisite flick of her tongue-tip. She munched noisily and then forced two fingers inside me before I could stop her. I grabbed her hair with both hands and tried to slide up the bed away from the clumsy invasion but she held me and my wetness gave her victory. She bludgeoned my poor little puss, wriggling them in and out as she feasted on me. I felt like crying, the sensations way too much to cope with. I came instead, loudly and hip-jerkingly hard, so that my gush showered her face and went into her mouth. She moaned as it hit but she kept going, wringing the climax from me as I writhed and tried to break free. When I was done and panting I managed to open my eyes to see her wiping my juice from her face and drying her fingers on the bed sheets. It wasn’t an act of displeasure, more one of indifference. She loved come, but only men’s, it would seem. 

With my pussy wet and opened it struck me that there were no dildos smaller than the one I had brought, and no other at all that could be strapped on. The thought of the huge purple dildo inside me was dreadful but I had dreamt for so long of this girl lying on top of me and fucking my virginity clean away in a sweep of ecstasy while I held her bottom and told her that I loved her. She would surely know how to fuck me and make it beautiful? She would realise, even in her trance that my tiny quim needed gentle handling and go easy on me, stretch me open little by little so that the panic couldn’t take hold, comfort me through the pain, grip me and guide me towards the unique pleasure. I couldn’t tell her to do it, though. The thought of being forced open stuck the words in my throat. Instead I gave the decision away, nervously passing the hot pants to her, putting them into her hands and then squeezing her to let her know that anything she did would be alright. 

Her eyes were liquid bright and her smile wide. She accepted the dildo-pants like they were a gift from above, holding the prick with reverence as she tried to contain her joy. She kissed me and then took the plastic prick into her mouth to fellate it and give it a slippy film of spit. I hoped she used some lube too, no matter how soaked my pussy was after my coming. I had never been more nervous. My stomach was flipping and my body fizzed but I stayed still as her hands went down, clutching the pants ready to pull them on. She chose this intense moment to begin her teasing. Her descent down my body was slow, her lips alighting on my tingling skin, her tongue tracing wet lines over my chest and tits, over my ribs and belly, across my sides and outer thighs. Then she was at my puss again and depositing a thick blob of spit onto my clitoris, to ooze mercilessly down between my waiting lips. 

She looked up at me and gave another gleeful giggle and then I felt her on my legs, felt the huge plastic cock on my knees and shins. I felt the slide of the material over my feet but I didn’t know what to say, although the reality was dawning. She pulled the pants up over my calves and my jittery stomach somersaulted again. In truth, I felt as much relief as desperation and so I stayed quiet, apart from my little whimpers as the tears escaped and rolled down the sides of my face. I even raised myself up to help the cock-obsessed bitch pull the pants up my thighs and over my bottom. Although my belly was jumping with my silent sobs I said nothing at all as she climbed on top of me and lowered herself back down upon my prick. I even held her as she wriggled and writhed and fucked the dildo so deep inside her, still kissed her when she lay right on me, even forced my fingers in her bottom to help her come once more. Sometime in the night, with me still empty and longing as much as ever before, she slipped off me and fell asleep by my side. 

 

When my eyes blinked in the morning light the cock was still on me, making a little tent of the covers. She was facing away from me and I could hear her shallow breaths. She roused and let go a series of soft, rippling farts to expel the air I had fucked into her. She got up on her elbows and looked at me, disorientated. She managed a smile but didn’t speak. I had been expecting her to demand to know how she came to be there but she already seemed to know. She got up and walked to the window, picking up her tailcoat on the way and pulling it over her shoulders to cover her nudity, clutching and rubbing her crotch as if to gain a status report of her most prized asset as she gazed out onto the world. She opened the window a fraction and then reached into her coat pocket for a cigarette. The smoke smell hit me almost immediately and made me feel sick. I hated it. I hated the way it clung around her face to make her hair stink and make her mouth taste the way it did. But I had accepted it last night because I was in love and did so again this morning because she was beautiful, especially in this dishevelled, vulnerable state, with her hair sticking up and her make-up all smeared. She looked at me but didn’t know what to say. I understood this. I had felt the same after that night with Blueberry, when he had asked me to execute his prick. The details were there somewhere but clouded and too hard to reach. 

She threw three-quarters of the still smoking cigarette out of the window then wordlessly gathered her clothes from the pile on the floor and dressed. In some ways I was dying for her to come and cuddle me but part of me couldn’t countenance it. I felt further away from her than ever. Closeness it seemed, even when we were fucking, was not something we would ever achieve. Still she seemed lost for words and I had nothing to say either. She wore her usual slight smile, as if she was fully aware and in control of everything, like life was all just part of her little plan. She didn’t seem at all worried that I had tricked her into bed, or that she had been in my power, but then who had actually been in control? 

She was going to leave and I wasn’t going to stop her. She turned back as if to speak, but apparently couldn’t find appropriate words, so she did something else instead: she climbed onto the bed and stood over me facing my feet, trapping my arms under the covers, and then she pulled down her britches and panties, squatted down, and sat her soft, warm arse right on my face. Her moist puss spread against me, releasing the heat from last night’s fuck. She ground against me and I didn’t know what else to do and so I licked, snaking my tongue right up into her. Her bum was at my nose and I hoped she wasn’t going to fart again as retribution for my sins against her. She didn’t. She just coated my face in her lovely sweet cream and then eased her weight off. I thought she was just preparing herself for another ride on the dildo but she wasn’t. This, it seemed, was her way of rewarding me, of showing me her affection without bowing to me. She climbed off the bed and pulled her clothes up, still smiling at me. She went to leave, stepping over the heap of Rosalind and the serving wench at the threshold, the compliant duo covered in a blanket by some kind soul. Before she disappeared from sight the Goddess looked back at me, grinned a big grin, blew me a kiss, and said, “Last night was good.”

She was wrong.

 

I didn’t speak to anyone for days, especially not her. I lay around the house wondering how my dream could be shattered so badly. I thought Ariadne would be everything but instead there was nothing. There was no shared essence, no spark, and no commonality. We didn’t see the same, we didn’t love the same things, there was after all no burning need for touch and closeness, and she didn’t even make me laugh. I could never give her what she craved and lived for. I was just another brief pussy-pleaser in her long line, and she, when naked and with only me to think about in the whole world, was not quite the Goddess I had dreamt her up to be. I considered calling her and using my trigger phrase on her again, to see if it would be different a second time around, but I wasn’t sure I could go through that frustration and heartbreak again. I wondered if the connection between us would have been different if she had not been in her trance. Some of you doubters might think that she was never under any spell at all, that I seduced her as I could have at any time if I had just possessed the confidence and the gumption, and if I didn’t relish the safety of the chase more than the inherent physical pitfalls of the kill. You might point to the fact that although I lead the way, she was actually the one in control, and ended up having six or seven juddering orgasms while I barely managed the one. You might think our fuck was just all part of her relentless tease and her way of winning the little battle between us. I think that she just adores cocks: loves them in her, loves to see them in action, loves to see and feel them spunking. Trance or no trance, her response to anything phallic is innate and unstoppable. I think she responds to beauty the same as anyone and will fuck a girl like me if she can still get filled. But she could never love a girl because they cannot give her what she needs. When all is said and done, all I have for her is a false prick, and it is simply not enough. 

On the third or fourth day of my self-imposed isolation I got a call from X, our first contact since the day of Vincent’s party. She tearfully told me that she was leaving me. She said she couldn’t cope with the distance between us and of playing second fiddle to everything else that came up in my life. She told me she was seeing the model (the Diva’s now presumably ex-’fuck-buddy’) and that the two of them were now an item. I got the sense that if I would just go out there, put my foot down and claim her, then she would come running straight back to me. I didn’t have the energy though, and I didn’t deserve her either. Her news ripped the last happiness from me but she is just too beautiful for my twisted soul. I need to straighten myself out if I am ever to go and find her and make her mine again. Knowing me, I would probably just end up trying to fuck the Diva! 

 

My torpor was broken by a call from Harvey, who had news for me and requested my presence. If my time with Ariadne had been as I had hoped I might have gone to him willing to let him claim any prize as a reward. Instead I was suspicious of his motives for calling me back to him, although I went anyway. He looked as flushed and glad to see me as ever but, tellingly, this time he didn’t cross his legs as I entered. The cold adrenalin ran through me and I blatantly stared at his crotch, searching fruitlessly for signs of his excitement and only growing more convinced that there was now nothing there for him to hide. He spoke to me as he always did, betraying no sign of anything between us, moving straight on to business and telling me that his friend had managed to translate the recordings of me speaking as Salacia. He told me that it had not been too difficult, since the language was rooted in Latin and therefore the more ancient it was, the closer it came to something that was known and understood. 

Harvey and the translator between them had pieced together the fragments of a story. In a nutshell it transpires that I (or rather Salacia) lived sometime around the mid 1400’s, travelling with my guardian around an area of Europe presumed to be Wallachia, now southern Romania. My guardian was an executioner in the service of a regional overlord who belonged to the Draco–the Order of the Dragon. This, despite its irreverent-sounding name, was actually set up by devout Christians to fight enemies of their religion and non-believers, or so Harvey told me. This particular branch might well have been more sinister however, and my guardian was clearly not the purest of individuals. As prime dispatcher of such godless souls he earned the singular title of Draco–which may well have meant dragon back then, but in Romania today it now means devil. My guardian and I travelled around from year to year, pretending to be father and daughter, knowing that death awaited us if ever our secret was discovered. We followed our lord, who in turn was doing the bidding of a Prince and hunting down and executing the boyars, a class of the old ruling aristocracy whom this Prince believed had killed his father.

The Prince was an awfully vengeful man so my guardian had much work to do. Despite his grisly work, he was all I knew. He was my real father’s greatest friend since before I was born. When my father was sent away on blood-thirsty business he would stay at our house and protect us, just as he always had. He was with us as much or more than my real father, and seemed to be just as fond of me and my three older brothers, but especially me. One day news came that my father had committed some transgression against the Prince and was to be condemned to death. As his family, we were to die also. In the desperate minutes before the guard arrived my father begged his friend to smuggle me away and keep me safe, to pretend that I was his daughter. This deception would only work because my guardian had once had a girl of similar age but who had recently died, along with his young wife. He would still have to move from his village, but others who knew of his daughter would never have seen her and so wouldn’t know she was not me. So he granted my father that last wish and took me as his own. He raised me and loved me and I learnt everything from him. It was always us and only us. He never remarried. Sometimes I would see him open the little metal box beneath his bed and kiss the lock of hair inside. I remembered that lock of hair clearly because I was jealous of it: it was jet black just like my mother’s, just like my own. Other than that he gave no love to anyone or anything other than me. He was my world and my idol, the only one I worshipped. I forgave him everything and he did the same for me. 

My dream, the memory I held dearest, recalls the moment when we first shared our physical love. His darling, Salcie, in her own words, was a cock-lover just like Ariadne. He was huge and she could barely take him but she lusted after his pole from dawn until dusk, when she would coax it from his trousers. She was too hungry for it though, and he was too weak to say no, and they were caught with her on her knees in front of him, her cheek bulging with his cock. They were thrown in jail, awaiting the sentence from the Prince himself, who demanded to rule on all matters within his own army. I was young and was thus thrown a lifeline: if I claimed that the man they presumed to be my father had put the devil in me and forced me to my knees then I may yet be spared. I refused, declaring my undying love for him. We could not reveal that we were not in truth father and daughter because our previous deception would come to light and I would swiftly be granted a suitably hideous death to match that of my real father’s. And so we remained in prison, separated by the cell walls but still there for each other, awaiting the Prince’s judgement. 

There was little doubt what fate awaited us, since the Prince in question was Vlad III, known to history as the Impaler. I didn’t need Harvey to furnish me with the facts about this man: I knew, as most would know, either through their history or through the Dracula legends, that this Vlad was a man who ruled with psychotic fervour. He may have been a Christian, but he dealt with all people he considered ungodly with ferocious zeal. He spared few wrong-doers. Some thieves might have escaped with having their feet skinned and then salted so that goats could lick them clean, but most were killed, either chopped to pieces or burnt so their flesh could be fed to relatives. Or they were impaled. This was his speciality and he made sure he spitted his victims carefully, even oiling the stake to ensure that the passage into the anus, through the body and eventually out of the mouth was easier, so the victim did not die too quickly from shock. The agonizing demise could indeed last for days. This was the sentence eventually passed upon my beloved guardian.

I was given time to consider my future. If I betrayed my guardian then I would be free, or at least I would live as a servant under my beloved’s ex-employer, who would surely fuck me whenever he could. Then it was discovered that I was with child–my own guardian’s child–and so it was apparent that sucking cocks was not my only crime. I was proclaimed a witch and sentenced to suffer the same death as the man who supposedly sired me and whom I loved. I was to be left for three months, on the Prince’s orders, so that the infant may grow inside me and not escape the stake once it was driven through me, since he ordained that all the devil’s seed, even the innocent and unborn, had to feel the Lord’s acute justice. My sweetheart was spared until the day I was to die, but only so that he could see it happen. His former employer took some pity, brokering a deal with him behind the Prince’s back because of his friendship and many years of good service. I would be spared the impalement and be beheaded instead, as long as my sweetheart himself delivered the fatal blow. This he agreed to do, without my knowledge at the time. 

All this Salcie relayed to Harvey, and he relayed to me. The doubters amongst you might think it all too convenient. It involved a known figure in history that Harvey could easily have looked up and fashioned a story from based on the dream I had described. Some of you might think that this whole tale has never really been about me but about him: the middle-aged paunchy failed surgeon and pervert who nonetheless manipulated the beautiful but gullible girl and got her to fulfil his dirtiest fantasies. You might think that I have been used all along and that he fed me it all, getting me to believe anything just so that I would give him what he most wanted. You guess that he could make me say anything under hypnosis, even for the purposes of a tape. You know that the unknown language I spoke might be a load of old nonsense that I made up on the spot, and that there is in fact no translator or any story at all. You probably think that he has been putting me under and fiddling with me as I lay blissfully unaware, implanting ideas and unwarranted feelings about Ariadne so that I kept up my chase and became desperate enough to grant his ultimate and unspeakable desire, to have his cock cut clean off by a beautiful Domme. Some of you might think I knew what was going on and played along with him in order to encourage his abuse, or even that I discovered that
he had been fingering me as I lay hypnotised, and chopped off his prick as retribution. Whatever you think, you are wrong. I know what he says is true because I feel her soul within me. I know the story is true because I dreamt the final part of it, that very night, after I left Harvey’s. 

 

***

 

It is cold and grey in the courtyard. I have not been warm for weeks. My gown is dirty and torn, my limbs beneath bare and smeared with muck from the floor of my cell. My feet are numb and grazed by the straw. The crows are calling in the trees somewhere beyond the walls. 

Don’t cry, Salcie–I promise it won’t hurt. 

That’s what he had said but it was a lie. It hurt because he had broken his promise to let me die like him, to show my love for him. I would not be there at his death like I hoped. He would make me desert him and leave him to go alone, and I was worried that we would never meet on the other side if we went there apart. The three men sat with solemn faces behind the table, waiting to witness my death. I only realised my time had come when they brought me to the courtyard. I only realised it would be him to do it when they handed him his sword. I know he has not betrayed me. He is quick to whisper his reasons and to beg my forgiveness, and I have to grant it despite my fears because I always do. Even now he is trying to protect me as best he can.

He quietly bids me to bend over the bench. It is covered with hay to absorb my blood and the strands push through the thin material of my gown and graze my tiny stiff nipples. I feel the dry grass prick my belly and I am reminded of the life inside me that will never breathe this foul air. It strikes me that he has done this to save me from my greatest upset, of having our child spitted upon the stake before it is even born. Anything else I could have faced. I cannot rest full down because of the swell in my womb, so my bottom must stick up. I do this with pride, pushing it out towards him as I had done with such lust before. He breathes hard, wanting me to be good but proud of my defiance. His blade gleams in the dim light and I know he would have been at pains to make sure it was as sharp as he always kept it. I love him so much, especially now. 

He is behind me and I push back to feel his touch one last time. My little bottom presses to his crotch and immediately the spark goes off inside me. I squirm against him and he begs me no. The mumblings of the three witnesses rise, unsure as they are of my behaviour. But I am bitten and I want him, one last time. I reach back and pull my gown up to expose my bare rump and push out towards him even more. No Salcie! he cries but he cannot move away. Instead I feel him stir and press against my bottom. The witnesses are on their feet, pointing and shouting, shocked and outraged by my heathen behaviour. Only now are they questioning the wisdom of handing the biggest man there the largest, most deadly of swords. They have their weapons drawn but none can get near him and they call upstairs for more help as he flashes his blade across them and sends them falling back.

I look over my shoulder and see his flaming eyes. I wiggle my rump and call him to me and he is unable to stand back from me and deny my lust, even at this time. He never could refuse me, not after his first capitulation. I tell him that I want him one last time. I tell him to fuck me and send me to my death impaled upon his cock. He shakes his head but his prick has grown and demands its freedom. His chest is heaving and this tears fall but his huge length is out and he feeds it into me, stretching me to my limits and driving it home. I cry out my love and he fucks me, wriggling to smear his beast with my precious juice, so that he might slap against me without causing me any pain. But I feel no hurt or fright, only the bliss of his beautiful big prick. He flashes his sword across them once more as their insulting clamour grows. Never have they seen such an atrocity before the eyes of God. Never have I felt so free and exhilarated. He pumps against me and I feel and hear my little bum slap and judder. I know it is this he cannot resist; if ever I felt his reluctance I know I only had to bend over. 

He drives me quickly towards my finish and I am desperate to feel his spurt. There are more voices and orders barked above the noise of my squelching young puss and slapping bottom. Then he roars and I feel a splash of warmth soaking the fabric of my back. I look around again and see the lance dripping his blood, driven right through his chest. The shock bursts inside me but his eyes burn even more than before and fills me with strength and unutterable joy. We will go together after all. Still he fucks me, even though his mouth drips red and his eyes have clouded. He slams into me and I see the second spear emerge from his chest and splash his warm gore onto my back. But he will not stop thrusting and they have used their weapons. He is so close he cannot stop and neither can I. As his pace falters I thrust out against him and wriggle my arse to wring the explosion from him. As I do so I come, loudly, shouting my love this time, smiling, feeling absolutely elated that I have got my final wish. With him almost done I feel him tense and yell once more and then jet his wonderful hot seed deep inside me. I pant and ride him and coax every drop that I can from his dying body. He whispers to me with his dying breaths that he loves me forever and I open my mouth to reply, but I don’t get to speak. I sense a heavy dull blow to the back of my neck, like he has punched me, then I see dark colours flash behind my eyes, and then there is nothing.

 

I am still the Executioner’s Girl. You might find me strange or sadistic or even a little deranged, but I know she possesses me and imprints her character upon mine. Whether she is back or whether she never left me at all I know she is there now in all her incarnations. I felt her manic need that night I fucked Ariadne. I felt her breath through me when I had that final dream. I am glad she is back too, no matter that this whole tale revolved around my desperate need to be rid of her. But X has gone, Ariadne is not the Goddess I thought her to be and Harvey is nothing to me, and will remain forgotten until I need to use him again. I am now alone with no-one to love, a single girl in a dirty world with a virgin puss and bum the target for cocks and dildos and fingers wherever I go. I have little with which to defend myself except my nerve and my looks, and the deep-set belief that people should do whatever I tell them to do. The naughty sprite inside me may well bring me trouble, but right now I just might need her more than ever. 
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