








                         A NEEDED WEEKEND





                                BY





                            Slave Ray








   The note was taped to the coffee pot, making it extremely easy 


for me to find. "Saturday night - 10:30pm, swimsuit only!" That's 


all the note said. I was showered and shaved by 8pm, and chillin' 


out on the computer, chatting in a room with friends, awaiting 


Her arrival. My want had spurred a flaming desire, now a burning 


need to be satiated by the one person that I loved the most, and 


could truly and thoroughly quench it.


   When Mtrs. Karen came home, my heart jumped again supported 


with the surge of my need to be Hers. I'd heard the car pull up, and was there to greet Her at the door. She smiled to my presence as I'd always done, gave Her a passionate kiss, then held the 


porch door open for Her. Just as She was almost passed me, She stopped and slid Her hand up my baggy swimsuit, grabbed my cock, then looked me in the eye. "I'm gonna have a lot of fun tonight, because I've needed this too, and I'm REALLY in the mood!", Mtrs. 


said with a sweet smile. Then She let go, and headed inside to the kitchen. 


   I sat with Mtrs. at the table, smiling and asked how Her shift 


went, while She kicked back sipping a tall Captain Morgan and Coke. 


Within a minute, She'd swung Her seat to face me and put her san-


daled feet on my lap. "It was good! I was 5 over everyone else for 


the night.", Mtrs. replied, as I removed Her sandals. She always 


loved the attention I'd given to Her feet, ever since I met Her 8 


years earlier. While I started massaging Her feet, she told me how 


Her entire 5 hour shift went, then asked me how things went while 


She was gone. Either way, all went well. 


   "I'm taking My time to chill out, but you go upstairs and make 


sure EVERYTHING is ready. Be sure to have yourself ready too, and 


get back down here!" Upon her order, I put Her sandals back on Her 


feet, went to the freezer, made a large bucket of ice with a large 


bottle of soda in it, then took it upstairs. The room got a last 


once over inspection, as everything was in place and easily access-


able. Mtrs.' easychair was near where She wanted it, along with 


the toy stand. The overhead ropes and pulley were set, and the 


spreaderbar and 4 wide leather cuffs and locks were on the floor 


directly beneath the ropes, and 2 large eyescrews were screwed in-


to the floor, with chains and locks ready as well. The bed was 


turned down to just the bottom sheet, and all 6 pillows were doubl-


ed and stacked near the middle of the bed. The surrounding ropes, chains, and locks were connected to all sides of the waterbed 


rails and ready. Even the large walkin closet had a full bowl of 


ice and was set to go. 


   With everything in it's place, I took off my swimsuit. then o-


pened the note Mtrs. had passed to me just before I went upstairs.    


"4 TIGHT wraps to each of your balls, include a underneath clip, 1 


short line tied a couple of times tight around the base of your 


cock. Tnen ALL tied together, in 1 PACKAGE!" The way Mtrs. had the 


note written, the word "PACKAGE" told me that I was in for what-


ever She decided to do or wherever She decided to go, probably 


both. It also meant that I was in for a VERY long night. Usually, 


Mtrs. always did the honors, but at times, had me do it for Her, 


as it was Her unquestionable rite. Everything had to be JUST SO! 


If not, then Mtrs. would redo all of it, WITH AN ATTITUDE! Then se-


verely punish me for failing to prepare myself for Her PROPERLY! 


With Her saying She was "in the mood," prettymuch was the warning 


to fully expect ANYTHING and EVERYTHING! 24/7, FOR THE ENTIRE WEEK, 


let alone the weekend before!


   There were 2 short cords and 1 very short cord, and 1 swivel 


clip to be used, and no time to waste. The 2 short cords were the 


same length with a slip knot at one end. Within a few minutes, one


cord was knotted off, completely separating my balls with 3/4 of 


each exposed. The rest of the cords was wrapped around my bag, be-


tween me and my balls.  The second cord again, went around the 


last wraps, drawn tight, then tied snuggly around the base of my 


cock. The remaining lengths were wrapped very snuggly in a criss-


cross pattern around my semi-limp cock, next to each preciding 


wrap, then knotted off. This still made the remaining length of my 


cock fuller, thicker, and a firmer. 


   The very short cord also had a slip knot on one end. It was 


drawn tight just under the bottom edge of my cockhead. My cock was pulled up between my tied balls, then the cords wrapped around the 


back of them, then over crossed over the cords that held my cock 


where it was, then knotted off twice. I was packed just as Mtrs. 


ordered and expected, ready for whatever She decided to do. With 


my swimsuit on, I rejoined Mtrs. at the table, kneeling at Her 


side, and waiting patiently. 








                             PART II








   Mtrs. Karen had already changed into a light, casual outfit, 


and made sure that the kids wouldn't be around until late Monday, 


giving us PLENTY of privacy for atleast 2 full days and nights. 


"Drop your shorts, slave!" I did so, down to my ankles. "Now 


stand!" I did so, again. I stood with my head bowed and my fin-


gers entwined behind my neck. Mtrs. stopped with Her word puzzle, 


sipped Her drink, then pushed Her chair away from the table, and 


turned towards me. She teasingly ran her fingernails all over the exposed areas of my tied genitals, then sinking them a bit into my cockhead. I whimpered a bit to the shots of pain She drove into it. Smiling, Mtrs.' fingers went to each ball, fondling them, feeling 


the arrangements of all the cords, and checking for the clip. Then 


She sank them slightly into my balls, making me whimper a bit a-


gain. "You did a good job, slave. Pull your suit up and get a 


shirt and your boat shoes on. We are going out." "Yes, Mtrs." 


   Mtrs. ordered me to raise up the left leg of my suit and expose myself to Her. After I did, She connected a leash to the clip tied 


to my balls, then smiled at me, and ordered me to cover up. After-


wards, She led me to the passenger side of the car, then ordered 


me to sit in the frontseat with my back and wrists to the door. I 


was quickly handcuffed, blindfolded, and my mouth taped shut. 


Mtrs. buckled the seatbelt on me, closed the door, then entered 


the drivers' side, and we were off.


   I assumed that we were on the E-way, since the drive was at a 


constant speed. While Mtrs. drove, She took great pleasure of ex-


posing me to Her, then harshly teasing me with Her semi long natur-


al nails. It didn't matter howmuch I tried complaining, whining, whimpering, or muffled begging, She continued Her flagrant assault 


with vigor, and a much louder stereo. By the time we finally got 


to Her destination, my cock and balls felt like they got stuck in 


a hole in a chicken coup wall, and covered with molases and chick-


en feed chicken feed, then slowly pecked at relentlessly for hours.   


   Mtrs. had parked far back in the lot, then led me toward the 


door. Just before we got there, I was released of my blindfold, 


gag, and bonds, except for the cords on my genitals. There wasn't 


but a handful of people in the restaurant, and She had Her choice 


of seating. Far back and away from everyone else, Mtrs. reached up 


and clipped the leash back on me, sat down, then had me sit across 


from Her in the booth. For fun, She took Her sandals off, then 


planted Her feet close, and on either side of my cock and balls. 


She kept steady tension on the leash, making my seating extremely uncomfortable, while we read the menu. Mtrs. ordered a beverage, 


salad, and dinner. She ordered me a tall water and a small salad.


She really "enjoyed" her dinner,  while I had to make mine last 


until she was done with Hers. She knew EXACTLY how to take Her 


sweet time too!  


   The check and gratuity were transacted at the table, then we 


were off again, with Mtrs. having a ball, and me, being the "re-


ciever." The travel back was much longer, and in the same exact 


fashion as when we left, with nothing changed at all. Mtrs. had 


rested well before Her short shift, and was now ready for some 


serious "FUN!", and PLENTY of it!  





                            PART III





   Home again, Mtrs. K led me with the leash into the house, and straight upstairs as I was, cuffed, gagged, and blindfolded. With-


in minutes, I was out of those bonds again and completely naked in


front of Her. "Refill ALL the ice and take your time. I need a mo-


ment." "Yes, Mtrs." All the bowls were emptied in the toilet, then 


taken downstairs. Knowing Her moments were rather long, I had to 


use the bathroom. All that water and travel created quite a bit of pressure, and I couldn't pass it as I was.   


   I went back up and knocked on the door for Her permission. "Yes,


slave?" "Mistress, may I please untie myself to relieve myself, 


Ma'am?" "Yes you may, slave. Be quick about it, tho. I want you re-


tied and up here in 5 minutes." "Thankyou, Mistress." Almost float-


ing, I managed to get to the main bathroom in a hurry. A few min-


utes later and such a relief, I retied myself just as before. Ice buckets in hand, I knocked again. "I am here, Mistress." "You may 


enter, slave." I did, then placed an ice bucket in the closet and 


the other with the bottle of soda on the toy stand. Then I knelt 


if front of the bed, head bowed, and fingers entwined again behind 


my neck. I awaited Mtrs.' next order as She quietly read Her book.  


   She emmerced Herself in Her book for another 10 minutes, before 


closing the book and turning on the tv. "Go into the bathroom and 


take care of business, then plug your ears real good. When you are 


done, go into the closet, set yourself up, and add the blindfold.


Move!" "Yes, Mistress." "Yes, Mistress." I grabbed the cuffs by 


the spreaderbar and went to the bathroom, closing the sliding door behind me. The rolling and churning tingle of wild excitement was pumping adrenalin through me in massive doses, as I followed Her 


orders to the letter.    


   Relieved once more and thoroughly cleaned, I made sure that Her package was once again, retied to her expectations. Again, I felt 


the intense restrictiveness containing my cock and balls, but odd-


ly enough, with more excitement too. I inserted the earplugs as 


far as they were allowed, followed by cotton packing, then a fold-


ed handkerchief was taped over each ear. I could barely hear real-


ly very loud noise, so hearing Her any softness in Her voice was  impossible. 


   I knocked on the door to let Her know that I was going into the closet. The cuffs were on my wrists and ankles, and the blindfold 


and hood were directly in front of me. The 2 eyebolts in the floor 


were 3 1/2 feet apart, plenty of distance between my ankles. I ran 


the short chain through one cuff hasp, then through the eyebolt 


next to my foot. After the chain was held tight together, the 


chain was locked. I did the same to my other ankle. The master key 


was on a ring and clipped onto the clip tied to my balls.      


   After my wrists were clipped onto to the adjustable belts hang-


ing from the ceiling, and a much further distance apart, I reached 


for, and retrieved the blindfold and hood. Noting the location of 


the draw straps, I put the blindfold on good and snug, then pulled 


the hood over my head, but left it loose and untied. I groped in 


the dark, finally grasping the dangling straps, then drew them 


down and taut until my wrists were outstretched apart and I could-


n't get out. My heart was pounding with love and excitement, know-


ing Mtrs. was soon to touch me, acknowledging Her presence.  


   The minutes passed like hours, as small beads of sweat began to appear all over me. Knowing there was absolutely no way out, I 


stood waiting for Her soft touch, Her dainty caress, the precious 


taste of Her sweet lips upon mine. My thoughts were easily drawn 


to other beautiful times that we had shared together in the spac-


ious closet, in BOTH ways, and all the love and lust that we ex-


changed onto and into each other. Making me wait awhile longer for 


Her presence was a sheer delight for Her. She always enjoyed 


building me up mentally as bound and helpless as I was, knowing it 


drove my passions extremely high, also raising my levels of sensi-


tivity up by leaps and bounds. I longed for ANY response from Her, 


then gaining a deep sense of relief, then a huge surge of heart 


pounding excitement, knowing She was with me. I was ALL HERS, to-


tally at Her mercy to any and every whim She had in mind. 


   


                             PART VI





   A split second of Her hands holding either side of my head and 


Her thumbs pushing the hood up over my nose awoke me from my sweet thoughts of Her. Then She gave my a long passionate, deep tongued 


kiss, before instantly taping my mouth securely shut with a few 


well placed strips of ductape, about 5 all together. Patting my 


cheek a few times, Mtrs. yanked the hood down, making sure the 


face of it was well in place. She stepped around me, then started drawing in the slack of the drawstrings, tightening the hood down 


the back of it, and making it extremely form fitting. Only my nose 


protruded completely through a hole in front. I was panting a bit 


from the nervousness caused by my lustful excitement. 


   I felt a slight shake on the ceiling belts, then She drew my 


wrists and arms up and out further, almost at stretch point, with 


my feet still flat on the floor. NOW She had me exactly how She 


wanted me! Her hands and fingers roamed all over my body, as She 


hugged and kissed me here, there, and everywhere. I loved the way 


She engulfed me with all of it, as She kept it up for quite a few 


long, loving minutes for Her own self as well. Both of us had been 


under an emmence amount of stress, yet knew that as soon as an op-


portunity arose, we were definitely jumping on it. To the day, we-


've always been avid believers in that SEX RELIEVES TENSION!! Al-


though deep into a far different and concensual, alternate life-


style of our own, we were well on our way to a fulfilling weekend!


   While Mtrs. was teasingly biting my ass, Her fingers were busy fondling Her tied, prized package. Her fingers touched, fondled, 


caressed, and explored, as Her mind soaked in all the information 


that Her fingers were sending back to Her deviant brain. Finally, 


She gave me a couple of long wet licks to the rounds of my ass, 


followed by a few HARD, stinging spanks to each of them. She made 


use of a very small stool that we had in the closet, parking Her-


self comfortably in front of me. Her package was directly in front 


of Her face, ready as ever for Her to enjoy as each whim bolstered 


Her to do so. I, on the other hand, was turned on, up, and hotter 


than hell with what She was already doing. 


   While Mtrs. fondled and caressed both of my tied balls in Her fingers, Her lucious, wet lips and tongue were VERY busy working 


on my cockhead. Do to the way I was tied, and bulging here and 


there between the cords because I was excited as hell, forced a 


lot of painfully pleasant pressure to my cock. Eventhough it was 


tied in a straight down direction, She still enjoyed teasing me, 


adding a slow rake over it with her lower front teeth. At times, 


I was moaning. At times, I was whimpering. A lot of times there 


were PLENTY of both at the sametime, as She continued Her loving, lustful, Domme assault upon my bound, vulnerable genitals. I did-


n't care, I wanted more! I desired MORE! I NEEDED MORE!!! So did 


She! Even MORE SO, THAN I!


   Mtrs. was moaning just as strongly, if not more and louder than 


me. She'd learned well in recieving anything and everything from 


me, and being deeply satiated from it all. Now it was Her turn to 


do the same, being at the wheel, being IN CHARGE, being the Ruler 


and Dungeon Dominatrix, allowing Her hidden Domme side to be com-


pletely out from deep within Her, comfortably free, and loving 


every precious second of it like there was no tomorrow.


   She had stopped and then surpised me by holding, then rubbing a 


few icecubes against my cock and balls, while doing the same all o-


ver my asscheeks for about a minute. As She continued with teasing 


my genitals, She dropped the other icecubes, grabbed a smooth lea-


ther paddle, as started to alternate a barrage of short, quick, 


stinging strikes to my ass. Mtrs. didn't stop the paddling until 


my ass was a satisfactory red color, which was after about 20 to 


each asscheek. Dropping the other icecubes, She ran her cold hand 


all over my nipples, exciting and firming them up even more than 


they were before. After walloping my ass, Mtrs. took a minute to 


add a pair of unmerciful nipple clamps to my nips just after suck-


ing and gnawing on them. She easily had me moaning and whimpering 


at the sametime, while She loved hearing every second of it all. 


Then I gave a muffled scream, as She applied a steady pull on them 


for a few seconds, then released. Yep! She was having fun! And She 


was only just beginning, too!


   Sitting again on the short stool in front of me, Mtrs. untied 


me completely, whish also stung as the wraps were unwound. There 


was no added attention given, otherthan to help get the blood circulating a tad better, and the skin to a healthy, fleshy color 


like before they were tied. As She was doing that, She slipped my 


balls through a 2" ring, then worked my then semi erect cock 


through it afterwards. The ring was hanging from an adjustable 


strap attached to a 2" leather belt, which She buckled behind me. 


After retying my balls again plus adding the clip underneath, and 


an adjustment to the strap in front, my cock and balls were well displayed, protuding out and away from me, exactly how she wanted 


them to be. 


   Re applying a few more close, tight wraps starting from the 


base of my cock, and just after She worked me to a super hard erec-


tion, Mtrs. knotted off the ends. Now my cock looked like a purpl-


ish popsycle, thicker, MUCH MORE sensitive, and felt like it was 


gonna explode. With 1 more short cord, my cock and balls were all 


tied together, and jutting out from the ring, exactly what She had planned. Afterwards, there was no attention given, which I whined frustratingly for, and more to Her delight.





                            PART VII





   Mtrs. wasted no time in putting a bad of KY jelly on my asshole, 


then applying the slow entry of a tapered perforated 2" nosecap of 


the tube, until it was all the way inside me. Then She queezed the 


cool lube out as She removed the tube, eaving an ample amount at 


the entrance. Just as quick, a 1" thick, 7" long vibrator was slow-


ly inserted, then held there when it was completely in, and turned 


on. A long, 1" strap dangled from the bottom of the 2" ring in 


front, whish She pulled back firmly on through my crotch, then up 


the back and buckled. The vibrations felt good as I hung helpless-


ly to Her venturing further into Her deviant fun and games dept. 


of Her mind. After reseting the stool to the side of me, Mtrs. 


had me set for the next of Her long teasing torments and another 


slow but effective paddling.   


   Again She slicked my asscheeks with an icecube, and immedeately started to reagin the color that She wanted to see. While She did, 


Mtrs. reached around and turned on a hand vibrator with a small, expandable soft cone cup slicked with some KY jelly, turned it on, 


then nestled it firmly on my bulging cockhead. Between the 2 vibra-


tors workin on and in me, the sudden double impact threw me to my 


edge as I moaned like hell in hopes to get off. Right at that mo-


ment, Mtrs. went to work on adding a few STRONG smacks to my wet 


down asscheeks. She worked me well, getting me extremely close to 


a climax, then removing the hand vib and at the sametime, using 


the paddle on me. Then She continued the combination for a good 20 minutes, then quit with both. 


   Even STILL!, did She hold me to not ONE climax either! Mtrs. 


even stopped and added taping a hot sandal of Hers over my nose, 


knowing it would really help keep me constantly on the verge of climaxing, too. Then She smiled, continuing on with Her sexual 


torture on me. I lost count at howmany times that I could have al-


most got off, frustrated and whining even more as the count grew. 


Also knowing that eventhough I was trying like hell to get off, 


Mtrs. WOULDN'T ALLOW IT TO HAPPEN! She said that She was "IN THE 


MOOD!" She wasn't kidding either! Mtrs. knew exactly what I wanted 


and had a plan that was just Her style to make me earn the rite to 


enjoy having a climax a hundred times over, far before allowing me 


just one. She also remembered that last time we played and how I 


made her work and earn hers. NOW it was HER TURN to make me suf-


fer! I also knew that it wasn't just through the night either, as 


we had agreed on, and should She keep extending day to day, Her 


complete ownership of me as Her slave. Either way, neither cared, 


since we ALWAYS DID SERIOUSLY ENJOY our playtime TOGETHER!


   Being sensory deprived of hearing, sight, and speech really 


heightens other senses, but you also lose track of time just as 


easily. Mtrs. Karen knew exactly what She wanted to do to me, do 


it, then add to it or move on, keeping the flow of our play almost nonstop. Along the way of play, She added a few weights to the 


nipple clamps, really making me concentrate harder on reaching a 


climax. Then She added a large empty handle held bottle swinging 


by a short cord to the clip underneath my slowly and sensually re-


tied balls. The weight of it alone did the trick, but She even 


added some water every so often to stretch my balls a tad further. Regardless of how it felt, and it was both a strong turn on for me 


and it really DID get painful. It was both agreed upon, since we 


wanted to do this and tested this technique a number of times be-


fore, knowing when to stop, even if I decided to try to raise my 


levels of tolerance and endurance of it. As She finished doing 


something to me, She even took a periodic snapshot to add to Her 


"Excitement album", just like I did! 


   After a couple of well worked hours in the walkin closest, Mtrs.


Karen released my wrists and ankles, locked my cuffs behind me, 


then led me to the toilet by Her fingernails into my cockhead. My 


cock was quickly was quickly untied, and I was ordered to relieve 


myself. (I knew what direction I was facing in the closet, then 


which way, and to where She was leading me after She released me.)


Afterwards, I was led into the main bedroom, then stopped, center-


ed, then reshackled to the floor and ceiling. The swinging bottle stretching my balls and the weighted nipple clamps made the short 


jaunt an extremely enduring task. I had an pretty good idea of 


what was coming, but Mtrs. had Her own plans, and all the time She 


wanted to utilize each and all of them. 


   As soon as I was again secured in a standing spreadeagled posi-


tion, Mtrs. rolled the cart near me but out of the way. Then a few minutes later, She selected a 3' leather stranded flogger and 


started unleashing some firm strikes. She took Her time delivering 


them too. Then She switched to the other side of me, adding the 


same number, criscrossing what marks that were already there, then stopped. A total of 40 strong strikes were delivered from each 


side stung very well and made their marks, covering from across my 


shoulders and back, then down and concentrated across my ass and 


the backs of my thighs, then further down my legs to my ankles.  







































































