Celeste – A Thanatos Society Tale – Part Two

Celeste Swift, successful TV news anchor, stands naked before Karl Davidoff.  She has been his property since he bought her at a Thanatos sex-slave auction ten years earlier when she was only fifteen years old.

Her mouth remains filled with the bitter taste of her own shit.  Lying in a corner of the large luxuriously appointed study is a white butt plug.  Until a few moments ago, it had been lodged tightly in her ass.  Karl had removed and she had cleaned it off with her mouth.

“Perhaps some champagne will improve the taste in your mouth,” remarks her Master as he presses a button on a nearby end table.

In a moment a large oriental man dressed in the formal attire of a butler quietly enters the room.  He looks expectantly at Davidoff.  

“Sir?”

“Champagne, Lee,” Davidoff orders.  “We’ll open it here.”

The butler nods and leaves the room.  Of course he had noticed Celeste standing nude in the middle of the room.  As a former facilitator at Thanatos Manor such a sight does not phase him.

In a minute he returns carrying a tray.  On it are a chilled bottle of Veuve Clicquot in an iced bucket and a single champagne flute.  Beside the champagne glass is a red plastic dog dish with the words “Bitch Celeste” printed on it.

“Just leave it on the table,” Karl instructs.

The manservant does as instructed and leaves the room.

Davidoff tells Celeste to open the bottle.  She goes to the table and removes the bucket from the iced water.  She tears of the lead capsule that covers the cork, revealing wire cage that holds the cork in place.  Celeste removes it as well.  She is about to hold the cork firmly and twist the bottle slowly to loosen it when her Master stops her.

“Use only one hand,” he orders.

Celeste, still holding the corked bottle in her hand, sits on the edge of the leather couch.  She leans forward and spreads her knees revealing her hairless pubis.  The slave inserts the cork into her cunt.  She grips the cork tightly with her superbly trained vaginal muscles and slowly turns the bottle with her right hand.  The bottle turns but the bottle stopper does not.  With a loud pop the cork is released.

“OW!” shouts Celeste.  The gases in the wine have propelled the cork deeper into her vagina so that only a half-inch protrudes beyond her labia. 

“Leave it in and pour the wine,” says Karl.

Celeste stands and pours champagne into the narrow crystal glass.  She then drops the dog dish to the floor and fills it with wine.   After handing the glass to her master she gets on all fours on the floor and begins to lap up the champagne.

Davidoff stands behind her and admires her firm, peach shaped ass.  Her legs are spread and he can see the cork peeking out of her vagina.  He places his half-empty glass on a table and removes all his clothes.  He is in good physical shape thanks to daily exercise.  However the inevitable aging process is evidenced by his chest hair that at one time was blonde but is now silver.  His cock, however, shows no sign of age.  Aroused by the sight of his kneeling slave, Karl’s organ is beginning to swell. In a moment it is fully erect.  Nine inches long and almost two inches in diameter, its tip glistens with pre-cum.

He orders Celeste to stop drinking and crawl over to the wall.  As she does so he refills his champagne glass.

Still on all fours, for she has not been told to stand, Celeste awaits her owner’s command.

“Stay on your hands and knees and place the top of your head against the wall,” he orders.

She does as instructed.  Karl places the wineglass on the small of Celeste’s back and kneels behind her.  He pulls the champagne cork out of her vagina and flicks it away.

“I’m going to fuck you up the ass,” her announces as he guides the end of his cock to entrance of her bum.  “If you spill any of the champagne in the glass resting on your back you will be punished.  Imagine reading the news on television all next week.  Trying to appear calm and professional with your cunt sewed closed.  You, of course, will be the one who stitches up your vagina every morning.”

With a single thrust, Davidoff shoves his huge cock into Celeste’s butt.  The invasive force of him slamming into her moves along her body until her head pushes into the wall.  Fortunately the walls are covered with mahogany panels.  Her head might have gone through mere plaster.  Karl pistons his cock into Celeste for five minutes.  Her head is beginning to ache  as it is pushed repeatedly into the wall. 

She begins to grunt in rhythm to the thrusts.  The champagne in the glass sloshes around but does not spill.  She has been well trained.  First at the Thanatos Academy and then by her Master.  Her muscular control is remarkable.  If she chose to, she could squeeze her rectal sphincter around Karl’s cock, trapping it there.  However she knows better than to do so without his permission.

Celeste can feel Karl increasing the speed of his thrusts.  She knows he is about to cum.  With a groan he pulls his erect cock out of her ass and grabs the wineglass.  Holding his cock over the glass he shoots wad after wad of thick yellow-white sperm into the bubbly golden liquid.  By the time he is finished the glass must contain more than two tablespoons of his spunk.

He stands and orders Celeste to do the same.  Facing her, he hands her the champagne flute. 

“Here,” he says.  “You finish it.”

Without hesitation Celeste brings the narrow glass to her lips and drains its contents.  She looks at her master and opens her mouth.  While she has swallowed the wine, Davidoff’s creamy sperm rests on her tongue and bathes her back molars.

With a smile, she closes her mouth.  Looking with devotion at her owner she opens her lips slightly.  A long ribbon of sperm flows over her plump lower lip and down her chin.  The slime drips off of her chin in a long single strand to land on her left breast.

As she rubs the cock juice over her breasts she continues to drool until her mouth is empty.  Her chin and naked breasts glisten with cock slime.

“If the devoted viewers of the six o’clock news could see you now,” says the Master with a smile.  “Your ratings would skyrocket.”

Davidoff tells Celeste to go into the dining room where the table is set for a light supper.  She does as ordered while  he goes off to get a silk Sulka dressing gown.  A gift from Celeste.

Celeste is permitted to sit at the table while they dine.  As they eat, Karl reminds his slave that he is having guests over for the weekend.  She is to attend to their every need.

“Yes, of course,” agrees the slave.  “May I ask who’s coming?”

“You may,” says Davidoff.  Two of my friends from the Society will be here.  Juan is coming in from Paraguay and Anton is arriving from Belgium.  But those aren’t the only guests.  There will be two special guests visiting.  I’m sure you’ll remember them fondly.”

Celeste’s heart begins to quicken.  “Who are the special guests?” she asks.

“Why your parents, my dear.”

Celeste feels like she has been punched in the stomach.  She hasn’t seen her parents since they handed her over to the sadistic clutches of the Thanatos Society.  However, as a well-trained slave, she says nothing.

Karl begins, “As a special treat this evening, I thought we’d watch the video they made of your initiation into the life of a slave.  You know, it’s been one of the Society’s best selling tapes.  In fact, I understand that they are going to transpose it to the DVD format soon.  I personally think that is a mistake.  People were watching the videotape so many times that they were wearing it out and would have to buy a replacement.  At $2,500.00 a copy it was most profitable to the Society’s porno division.  The DVD will sell for twice that but will probably never wear out.  Not good business sense, my dear.”

Celeste is hardly registering her Master’s words.  The news of her parents’ imminent arrival has sent her thoughts reeling.  Although it’s been eleven years, she will never forget the horrors of her first twenty-four hours as a captive of the Thanatos Society.  Now her Master wants to watch the video record of her ordeal.

They finish their meal and go down to the mini-theatre that Carl set up in the lower level of the mansion.  On one side of the viewing room is the poolroom while on the other is the dungeon where Celeste often sleeps when she stays over.

Celeste does not live with Davidoff.  He has given her permission to rent a luxurious apartment in a high-rise building only blocks from the TV studio.  She is so well trained that she needs no constant reminder of her subservience to her owner.  Davidoff realized years ago that Celeste is like a bird that has been caged for years.  Even when you open the door to free it, the bird will not leave the cage.  Eleven years of subjugation has turned Celeste into that bird.  Offer her freedom and she will refuse it.

Before they sit down to watch the film, Davidoff instructs his butler to make Celeste “comfortable”.  The oriental brings in a bondage costume.  Celeste puts on a different sort of punishment bra.  This garment is made entirely of wire mesh.  After she puts it on and adjusts it so that her nipples protrude, the butler tightens its straps.  In doing so her buries the wires into the soft flesh of her breasts.  Her flesh protrudes through the spaces in the mesh.  As a final touch, Lee dips two-inch steel needles in alcohol and pushes one vertically through each of her exposed nipples. Next, Celeste puts on a thong that is made of the same thin metal wire as the bra.  Lee makes sure that the crotch piece of the thong is firmly jammed into the crease of her cunt and ass.  Once again he tightens the garment until Celeste gasps from the pain.  He then forces her arms behind her back into a single leather sleeve that covers both arms from wrists to elbows.  As he laces the sleeve closed, Celeste’s trapped breasts are forced into the painful wiring of the punishment bra.  Finally the slave is made to wear bondage shoes.  The tight boots force her feet to arch as if she were wearing high heels.  Only these shoes have no heels so she must bear the weight of her body only on her toes.

Karl looks at his sex-slave approvingly and announces that it’s show time.

“You’ll stand, I’ll sit,” he comments.

As Celeste balances painfully beside her master the room lights dim and a large plasma screen comes to life.

The film begins with the coat of arms of the Thanatos Society.  The music coming from the speakers is from Tchaikovski’s “Swan Lake”.  The image dissolves to be replaced by an picture of Celeste when she was only twelve years of age.  As she watches, Slave Celeste remembers how she used to enjoy the ballet classes she took as a youngster.  She watches herself as a little girl on the screen.  She is dressed in a white leotard and tights with a feathery tutu. She is performing in the annual school recital.  It is a scene from Swan Lake.  Celeste is one of the pretty girls in the corps de ballet.  Her body is just beginning to assume its womanly curves.  Her long legs give her a coltish appearance however her natural grace is obvious in her dance. 

Next follows a montage of images of Celeste enjoying the privileged life of a pampered young girl.  She is shown swimming and performing gymnastics.  Her heart breaks when she sees the film of her fourteenth birthday celebration.  It was a sleepover and she is shown surrounded by her friends from high school.  They are all attired in sleepwear.  Celeste’s flannel pajamas do little to hide her budding young body.

While this montage continues a narrator describes the careful nurturing that young Celeste enjoyed as a child. 

The next shots are more candid ones of thirteen year-old Celeste in a bubble bath or drying herself after showering.  The penultimate scene in the opening montage is her mother adding a few drops of the sleeping potion to her hot chocolate.  Mother then gives the cup to Celeste’s father.  The final scene shows him in his daughter’s bedroom handing her the cup to drink before going to sleep.  It is her last moment of freedom.

The image of young Celeste drinking the chocolate fades and is replaced by her chained to the brass bed frame on the stage of the Thanatos Theatre of Pain.

Tears cloud Slave Celeste’s vision as she witnesses the image of her father robbing her of her innocence.  His hard cock rips through her virgin flesh and defiles her body.  She sees once again how angry her father became when he realized that she was becoming aroused by her ravishment.

He is shown pinching her nipple as she hangs spread-eagled on the brass frame of what had been a bed.  His cock is still hard and streaked with his daughter’s virgin blood.  Blood mixed with fuck lube oozes from her vagina to form a small puddle on the floor of the stage.

Still squeezing her nipple he says, “If you cum without my permission I’ll tear your nipple off.  Is that clear?”

Celeste can see herself on the screen, bleeding and covered in sweat.  She remembers how frightened she was of her father and how that fear overcame any passion that had been building in her loins.

“Yes, Daddy,” sobs the fourteen year old Celeste.

“Good,” he says and lets go of her tit.

Turning to her grandfather he asks “Care for ‘sloppy seconds’, Dad?”

“You bet your life,” says the old man with a smile.  He positions himself between his granddaughter’s legs.  Grandma lowers Celeste a bit so that her cunt is in line with the shorter man’s cock.  Grandpa looks the teenager in the eye.

“Celeste, my dear,” he says as he grips her hips and positions his cock at the entrance of her cunt.  “This is something I’ve been wanting to do since you were ten years old.”

With a mighty thrust he plunges his cock into the young girl’s tight vagina.

As he pumps his organ in and out, the girl begins to howl.

Her mother looks at her husband and says.  “Why don’t you shut her up?”

“Good idea,” he agrees and steps into the frame so that he is standing at Celeste’s head.

He pulls her braided hair down so that her head tilts back.  The little girl in now gazing at her father’s prick. With one sudden movement he plunges his cock into her mouth and down her throat.

Grown up Celeste watches the screen.  She can remember the taste of her father’s cock  -- salty with sweat and coppery with the flavor of her virgin blood.  She recalls the panic that filled her when she thought that his cock was going to suffocate her.

The screen is split with two different images.  One side shows Grandpa rhythmically pounding his cock into her bleeding pussy.  The other side of the screen is filled with a close-up of Celeste with her head tilted back so that her nose is buried in her father’s ball sac.

“Most impressive,” says Karl who is rubbing his cock as he watches the film.  “Deep throating the first cock that ever entered your mouth.”

The image of teenaged Celeste shows her face turning red as she struggles to breathe with her father’s huge cock lodged in her throat.  Her eyes are wide with panic.  Suddenly she convulses and her father pulls out of her mouth but only by a couple of inches.   She vomits.  Since her mouth is plugged with Daddy’s prick, the vomit shoots out her nostrils while she swallows most of it.

The sound track picks up laughter emanating from the audience who are witness to her debasement.

Finally her father pulls his cock completely out of his daughter’s mouth and sprays her pretty face with lashings of sperm.  Meanwhile his father-in-law is pulling his dick out of Celeste and spraying her abdomen with his watery seed.

Both men walk away from their victim who hangs suspended.  Her face is streaked with her father’s cum while her belly glistens with her grandfather’s semen.

Adult Celeste gazes at her pathetic image and remembers the pain and humiliation of that moment.  Raped by the two men she believed would always love and protect her.

The narrator of the video says that there is a saying that the females of a group are often more dangerous than the males. The women of the Swift family are about to give proof to this theory.

Daddy wheels a cart down stage and positions it beside the frame holding his daughter.

Adrienne, Celeste’s mother, steps up to where her daughter’s head hangs.  She lifts her child’s head up and turns it to face the cart.

“Look dear.  Look at all the toys we’ve brought to play with.”

Adult Celeste remembers the feeling of pure terror that is evident on her younger image’s face as she recognizes what the cart holds.

There are a variety of whips, scourges and belts.  A large pincushion bristles with long needles.  Small fishhooks with thin nylon leaders rest beside the cushion.  A small charcoal brazier sits on one end of the cart.  She can see the handles of several instruments protruding from the red-hot coals.  There is a collection of dildoes.  Several bottles of colored liquid sit on the cart.  On the lower level of the two stage platform are two car batteries wired together.  A roll of copper wire attached to the terminals of one of the batteries.  Beside the batteries are what appear to be small cages.  Celeste cannot see what those cages contain but she can hear a scurrying noise and the squeaking of small animals.

Her mother lets go of her sobbing daughter’s head.

‘Celeste, dear,” she says.  “Grandma and I are going to start playing with you in a minute.”  As she talks she scrapes the sperm from her daughter’s face and pushes the slime onto the girl’s mouth.

“We’ve been studying some of the techniques used during the Spanish Inquisition and are eager to try them on you.  Of course, we’re going to use some modern techniques as well.  I hope that this will be educational to you and to members of the audience.”

As she addresses her terrified daughter, Grandma is filling a syringe with a clear blue liquid.  She then hands the syringe to Adrienne.

“Once we begin,” her mother continues as she checks the syringe with its long needle. “We will stop only if when say out loud ‘I am a fourteen year old cum slut and want everyone in the audience to fuck me.’  And you have to say it like you really mean it.”

“Oh Mommy,” cries the teenager.  “Please don’t do this.  I thought you loved me.  Please, please take me home.”

Ignoring her pleas for mercy, Mrs Swift says.  “We don’t want to cheat our audience by having you faint so I’m going to give you a shot.”  She holds the syringe before her daughter.  “No, it’s not Windex,” she jokes.  “It’s a concoction made especially little girls like yourself.  It contains a stimulant that will keep you from passing out from pain.  It also contains a drug that will make you flesh very sensitive to pain.    So you see it’s a wonderful drug.  It heightens pain yet prevents an escape into the unconscious.”

When she is finished her little speech Celeste’s mother jams the needle into her daughter’s neck and pushes down on the plungers.  The teen shrieks as the ice-cold drug begins to course through her body.

Turning to the audience Celeste’s father says.  “It’ll take a few minutes for the drug to take its full effect.  During that time I’d like to see a show of hands in order to decide whether or not to put a ball gag on little Celeste.  If you don’t mind listening to her shrieking, raise your hand now.  He looks around the audience.  

He smiles.  “Clearly more than two thirds of the one hundred men in attendance find the agonizing screams of an innocent young girl music to their ears.  So we’ll begin with no gag.”

Turning to his daughter once again he tells her to prepare to serenade the audience.

Grandma who is standing by the table picks up four of the fishhooks and walks toward her granddaughter.  She dangles the hooks over Celeste’s face.  “We’re going to use these to keep you cunt open,” she says.

Celeste struggles to escape but the manacles holding her are too solid.  All she succeeds in doing is chafing and bruising the sensitive skin of her ankles and wrists.

Grown up Celeste gazes at the screen.  This many years later she cannot comprehend how her loving parents and grandparents could turn on her so viciously.  Her heart sinks when she remembers that her parents are going to visit her tomorrow.

End of Part Two

To be continued….

