Fear
Robbie felt fear. But it was not normal for him to feel this much fear. After all, he had been with Mistress before, and while she was incredibly sadistic, giving him more pain than he had ever experienced, in the past she never gave him more than he could handle for very long. She always eased off a bit, giving him a chance to catch his breath before returning to the tortures of his naked and helpless body.

 

But this time was different. She promised him he would hurt more and longer than before. And it was his own request that brought him to this point.

She had started out being submissive to Master Robert, and they had stayed that way for almost two years. And during this time, he had asked her to exchange places with him—to top him, and she had complied, awkwardly at first—but she did an excellent job, the sub in her wanting at first to serve, then surprising herself at her enjoyment of it. She grew in skill, even as he began to submerge more and more into submissiveness to her.  It was a surprise to both of them. The permanent flip-flop of roles had occurred almost without effort and his name became robbie. But she only topped him—thrilled to being Lady Darkness, just to him. She still subbed to a Dom—married him, and he allowed their switched relationship to continue.

Because of the distance between them, they did not play often, but were able to grow their relationship. She understood the intense craving he had for pain, for she was herself, a painslut. Over the years, she had thought through many mental aspects of her submissiveness, and had decided there was no logical reason for it. It was, as he told her many times, her nature. She now frequently reminded him it was his nature, too.

She brought him along quickly, surprising him with the ease at which she assumed control over him. After all, she knew his body and its responses. She also knew his mind and learned more about it, then used her knowledge to tease him with promises of increasingly hellish tortures and torments—and she delivered them, making him pay for his need with pain beyond his most depraved desires. He loved her for it.

Eventually, he surrendered his safeword, even though they both knew she would make him use it, and then ignore it, taking him beyond any level of pain he could tolerate.

She had written in one email:

 “pain freak....i think it would be fair to assume that the majority of folks in the lifestyle generally are involved in casual, short-term relationships.  there is not much opportunity for any depth.  we have traveled a different path....long...slow...languorous.  we have had the opportunity to experience both sides of our respective coins with each other.  in each role we had learned much about the other.  we have been most fortunate to have the luxury of time and experience.
 
you saw the picture of me tied to the tree...the marks on my skin.  that was only the beginning of the night.  it was every bit as rewarding as it was terrible.  i want control of your body that is that total.
 
i know the sting of the whip, strap, and cane.  i want to know what it feels like to wield them.  i want to hear the sound of them as they meet your naked flesh.  i want to see your body stiffen and hear your moans of pain turn into screams.  i want you to hurt just for the sake of the pain.  i want to feel the raised welts on your body and rake my fingernails across them.
 
i want to use the crop or a similar instrument on your bound cock.  i've seen how it hurts you when i do.  i know pain increases the intensity of your orgasm.  i want your cock so tender that the stroking of my hand will give you all and more than it takes.
 
i want to fashion a 'zipper' on both sides of your chest from nipple to cock.  i want to leave them there for a long time knowing that the longer they are there, the more you will suffer.  i want to pull off the first few slowly and then rip the rest from your skin all at once.  before you can recover, i want to beat the flesh under them with a wide strap...reveling in your screams.
 
i have thought of piercing your nipples with a needle.  i believe you know i have done this to my own.  i know how sensitive yours are and i know what it feels like.  i want you to watch as i do it.  i want to look into your face as i feel the skin pop as the tip of the needle penetrates it.  i want to feel the resistance of your flesh against it.  i want to feel your tense body as it passes out the other side...watching the skin stretch out before it as the piercing is completed.  then i want to see the terror and dread in your eyes as i prepare to assault the other nipple.
 
i want to do more with your asshole.  i want to bend you over and gradually increase the size of things i put in it.  i want it to be a real ordeal and for you to beg and beg for it to stop.
 
i want to insert long, slender, rigid things into your cock.  i want to be able to feel whatever i insert through the flesh of your dick.  i want to fuck you in this way very much.  i want to see your cock stiff with the object that has raped it.
 
these are the kinds of things - and more - that i think about.  but i think this is about all you might be able to absorb right now.... Lady Darkness”

His reply reveals the progress of his submission: 

“Lady Darkness:

Well, I asked for it and you have been honest with me. I was initially at a loss of words, filled with dread with what I read. Looking the picture you sent me and at your marks, I know that while I would have to take them, I wonder how well I will hold up.

I have a fascination with needles. I understood you once inserted safety pins through your nipples. I would think it would be terrifyingly painful... a mind fuck, because while the thought fascinates me, it also terrifies me. It is a wonderfully erotic and at the same time fearful experience to know I would be taken right over the top and have nothing to say about it. It is also freeing. To me, it is almost like being pulled there, paralyzed and unable to resist, just because it was asked of you, and deep down inside you want it anyway, but are fearful to ask... needing to have someone require you to be there and ask it of you.

 

And there it is... all laid out for you in the last paragraph. The monster that is my need is exposed. Yes, I want you to insert things into my cock. Yes, I want you to use a syringe needle on it and my nipples. Yes, I want you to use my asshole in the ways you describe. I want the pain, agony, and everything you describe, except for injury... and that frightens me more than the potential for pain beyond what I can handle.

 

I want the totality of surrender to you--regardless of what that may mean. If you want me to suck a cock, I will surrender that limit. If you want me to swallow my own cum, I will do it. I you want me to feel pain in my ass, I am right there for you. If you want to urinate on me, I am your slave to do what pleases you. If you want to give me insane pain, then I want to be able to struggle against my bonds, receiving it and fearing you will never stop. (and that is another key sentence). And if all of that makes you want to cum... I want your pleasure to be over the top. 

 

You did not shock me, just filled me with dread at the possibilities. Your secret wishes are more than I hoped they would be. It is my fondest desire that we find some way to give you a way of fulfilling them, while torturing me to the point where I am begging you to stop, or showing you by my actions that I cannot handle any more. And then having you do it all again, and again, and again, and ....

I know the length of our relationship and the experiences we have shared and our unique personalities have brought us here. I am ready to give you what I can, AND am not sure I have the stamina. The mind may be willing, but I fear my body is weak.

Lovingly,

robbie”

Lady Darkness’ email brought clarity, but no promise of relief:

“pain whore...the moth to the flame....resistance impossible...no choice but to take you where i will.  your words tell me this is how you feel.  you think the only choice you have is whether or not to come to me.  i wonder.  given the depth of the need to give yourself to me, do you think you really think you still have that choice?  i wonder.
 
there is freedom in this for you.  i understand it.  i feel it as it applies to me.  it is most difficult to put into understandable words.  the best i can do is to say that what is natural to you - unnatural to the majority of people - can exist openly when you are with me.  you can drop any pretense that surrounds it.  you are free to experience and feel those things that have been suppressed.  you are free to explore yourself.
 
i have friday available next week.  if you can arrange something, i will welcome the opportunity to take you beyond your limits.  i want you in the worst way....L”

Robbie’s return email indicated he had no will to resist: 

“Lady:

I can come to you next Friday. We discussed a long time ago that you felt I might not come to you because I was so afraid. I have not thought I had that choice for quite a while. If I conveyed that to you recently, I must have been illogical, because I have not felt that way in a long time.

 

You are correct about freedom. And to me, it is freeing in that I have no choice, no safeword, only you as net over which we work. I am not responsible for your actions or mine as I react to you. I can only respond at the most basic level, and if you take me there and I am open to it, I can experience the rapture as pain turns to pleasure and pleasure becomes mixed in with the pain. We connect on a certain level and that adds to the special quality of what I am experiencing, and I think it does this for you, too--I sense it when your forehead touches mine. That connection drives me along farther and farther down the road to submissive space, where the slightest touch--painful or not, gives pleasure.

Lovingly,

robbie”

Lady Darkness confirmed her feelings about connection:

“ pet...what you write shows me you ‘get it’.  yes, you have a choice to come to me or not;  however, your current mind-set negates that choice.  you basically have no choice.  your will is mine and i will you to come to me....and you obey.
 
you speak of the basic level of the mind.  this is where i like to take you...to some place primeval where there is only action and reaction.  your mind is as open and naked to me as is your body.  in that place my control is absolute and it is something i have come to relish.
 
i love to touch your flesh when it is quivering with pain i have inflicted.  when i do touch you, you instinctively move to that touch, and i can feel how you react to it.  i know the feelings from both sides. For me, the connection feels strongest when that contact - no matter how slight - is there... L”.

Robbie’s response revealed much about his mental state:

“Lady:

Your control is a very real and palpable thing to me. I sense it, I feel it, I feel powerless to resist it, I cannot resist when you desire to use it. Your description of action and reaction is very accurate. It is the most basic of levels on which you and I have existed a number of times.... it is the level you are able to take me to almost immediately when I kneel with my head in your lap and physically demonstrate surrender that already exists in my mind. I shiver at your touch, almost going into subspace. That rapture is real and completes my being. I cannot resist your control or power, and they can reduce me to the most basic level almost immediately when you touch me.

 

You take even more from me when you touch my pain-riddled body. I sense you are feeding on my nakedness of mind and body, and that you are feeding on my essence during my most weak time. I have been reduced to my most primitive state, helplessly vulnerable, without manhood, without ego, your puppet, your torture doll, with nothing else to offer you because you have taken it all, without anything but you and your power over me. 

Lovingly,

robbie”

So there he was, full of fear, but managing to deliver himself to her door. She opened it and stood aside for him to enter. Inside, he fell to his knees. She sat in a nearby chair and beckoned him to crawl to her. When his head was buried in her lap, she began to caress his skin, reaching under his tee shirt to do so. As always, he began to tremble uncontrollably. She thrilled at her ability to cause him to spasm with her touches, and had told him it demonstrated his need to surrender to her.

Finally regaining her own composure, Lady Darkness instructed him to strip, put on his wrist and ankle restraints, and carry a large wooden chair to a small room upstairs. She secured him to it, using heavy black belts that secured his ankles to the front legs of the chair and wrists to its back legs. Showing him the key to several padlocks, she locked him securely into his restraints. His cock and balls were bound and attached to the bottom front rung of the chair and to a neck collar. Then his thighs were belted and secured so they could not be closed.

He tested his bonds and realized he was totally, helplessly vulnerable. He could not move anything but hi head, and if he moved it too much, his balls would pay the price. The struggle against his bonds and inability to move created an even stronger fear, because he knew from past sessions she had become a real sadist, with the desire to provide pain beyond what he could handle. His safeword was gladly surrendered long ago. There was no safety net except his trust in her common sense.

She sat on a chair in front of him and worked on him for about two hours using nipple clamps, a tens unit and striking and squeezing balls and cock. He screamed frequently, sometimes begging her to stop, sometimes trying frantically to escape the pain and his bondage. If he had not been so securely bound, he would have thrashed about wildly. She sometimes did stop, just to tease him with the wait and allow his breathing to slow before starting again. 
She almost climaxed several times, but managed to control herself and delay satisfaction as long as possible—climaxing too soon could tire her too much to continue—and she wanted the enjoyment of continuing his torture. He had helped create something in her that demanded satisfaction every bit as much as did her own need for pain. Reminding him of his pledge to please her, she made him beg for more when she used the tens, and kept increasing the intensity until it was at the highest level.

She took a break to smoke a cigarette and to give him a drink of water from a straw, but told him there was more. He sat passively in the chair, held in place by his bonds and exhausted from the ordeal, helplessly, totally vulnerable. She had broken him and now was playing with him, like a lioness with her prey. Her panties were sopping wet.

It was time to start again. She gagged him, then rubbed his nipples with an alcohol swab. Looking deeply into his frightened eyes, she reached into her pocket and removed several packages of medical syringe needles. Showing them to him, she removed the first needle from its package. Leaning in so her forehead was pressed to his, she touched the needle tip against the edge of his small male nipple.

“Three in each one, painslut,” she whispered.

Remembering her own ordeal, she savored the resistance of his flesh as the needle entered his light brown nipple, then broke through his skin again on the way out. His terrified screams vibrated through his forehead into hers, and she suddenly climaxed. It was a gut-wrenching wave that shook her so much, she released the needle out of fear of accidentally ripping it from his flesh. Five more needles produced a series of muffled, heart-rending screams and five more climaxes. 
Finally, the deed was done—too soon for her—not soon enough for him. She removed the needles and gag, then kissed his weeping eyes and whimpering mouth. Opening her blouse, she calmed him by allowing him to suckle her engorged breasts—and she came again—an earth-shaking one that almost made her faint.
Half an hour later, he was in his car on the way home, relaxed, his need fed. As he stopped the car at the stop sign at the end of her street, he sighed and wondered at the extent and severity of the day’s activities. Realizing his need would pull him back for even more, he shuddered at the thought, then smiled, and steered his car onto the main road. 
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