She Made Me Do It

She made me do it. I had to tie my Mistress up and torture her without backing down. I had to really put her through the ringer, and if I let up at all or went easy on her, she said she would make me do it again.
I was the first man to ever dom her in person. Several years ago, we had been introduced by the femdom, who would become her mistress. I was allowed to visit on occasion and would spend several pleasant hours putting her through all sorts of painful torments while in bondage. But I always had to go home and leave the two of them to their lives. Eventually, they parted ways, and she committed to another dom, but our relationship had also changed in the meantime.
I have a strong submissive side, and probably would have become totally submissive if I had been able to find a strong dominant woman to be my Mistress. Eventually, because she wanted to please me, we switched several times, and she came to enjoy topping me. Because she intimately understood the submissive personality, she was able to control me more and more, while growing to enjoy topping. She became my Mistress and referred to herself as Lady Darkness.
And she was all of that. As she grew in strength, my power diminished. My need to serve her grew with each day. We emailed regularly, and saw each other as frequently as her own life-style commitments would allow. She increased the level of my torture, and wrote how surprised she was how much she enjoyed hurting me. I became her painslut, willing to allow her to do almost anything that pleased her. I voluntarily surrendered my safeword thus my right to object to anything she wanted to do to me. And she wanted to do things that hurt a lot.
When she became committed to her new dom, my Lady was able to negotiate with him to keep her relationship with me. Part of the price she had to pay for that privilege was extra hard sessions with him. She told me it was worth it to keep me, but she wanted me to feel guilty about what she had to go through to keep me. That meant I had to see for myself how severely he treated her. Because I was not allowed to see their sessions, she decided I would torture her at the beginning of each of our sessions. Five minutes was allotted for the first such session, with each session after that increasing her torment by one additional minute.

I didn’t want to do it. She had tamed me so much, the idea of torturing my old sub was not attractive at all. In the past, I would have jumped at the chance to put her through painful torments. That had all changed. But she made me do it. I was made to pick the instrument and method of her torture. For the first session, I selected the tens as a way that would provide maximum pain and help me resist backing down.

And so it began. We took off our clothes, and I tied her spreadeagled, naked body to the four corners of the bed, so she was helpless and totally vulnerable. I stuffed her panties in her mouth and wrapped a long elastic bandage around her mouth and eyes. 
The pads of the first tens unit was attached to either side of her cuntlips. The first pad of each of the other tens units was placed above the pads of the first unit, while the second pad was pressed against a nipple. The unit on the left side was set up to shock her left nipple and left side of her cunt, while the right unit was set to shock those sensitive spots on the other side of her helpless body. The remaining unit would send fiery pain through her genitals. The caress of a tens at an intermediate level feels like the blast of a blowtorch. When turned to full intensity, the pain can be compared to that of being severely burned—and the burning continues as long as the one controlling it wants it to continue.
I turned the units on and adjusted the intensity until I could see they were beginning to make her uncomfortable. I could have eased her into it, but knew she would see that as an excuse for me to start over. Instead, I turned the nasty devices up to their fullest intensity. She immediately began screaming into her gag and struggling against her bonds. So strong were her struggles, I was afraid she might dislocate her knee or hip, so I straddled her hips and held them down.
And still she reacted wildly, trying to free herself. Her screams were stopped only by the need to breathe. I watched her carefully, trying to make sure she did not get injured or sick. At one point, her screams and struggles were such that I thought she might have a stroke.
At two and a half minutes, I told her we were half done, and imagined her despair at the knowledge she was only halfway through what must have felt like a lifetime of pain. The same feeling of despair must have occurred when I informed her when two minutes and one minute was left. And then it was over. In awe of what she had been able to go through, I turned off the units, removed the pads, untied her limbs, unwounded the elastic bandage from around her face, and waited for her next command. When Mistress had recovered a bit, she had me remove her wrist and ankle restraints and put them on my wrists and ankles. I sat there waiting for what was going to happen to me, knowing I could not stand half of what I had put her through, and fearing the worst.
Copyright 2009

Robert Caveat

Cincinnati, OH

Robercaveat2@yahoo.com

