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   I could hear all of the surrounding sounds oh so clearly after


the car was shut off and the garage door closed. The steady click-


ing of Her highheels were heard as she stepped out, then walked a-


round the end of Her car to my side, then openning the door. She uncuffed my ankles and unfastened my knees from the restraints. As 


She reached into the backseat and popped both latches of the brief-


case, The recognizable sound of a set of nippleclamps passed my 


ear. Within seconds, my nipples were roughly tended to and pinched 


tightly, as the clamps bit down together on both. Immedeately, She pulled the connecting chain, and verbally commanding me to quickly 


exit the car and stand up! Still cuffed and blindfolded, I clum-


sily struggled quite painfully to follow her command , trying not 


to scream because of the tension on the chain.Then I really let 


out a muffled whining scream as She applied another set of clamps 


to the fleshy edge of the hood of my cockhead. tugging on them to 


make sure they stayed! "NOW we are going to find out JUST howmuch 


you can REALLY handle- if anything at all!" Roughly grabbing both 


chains and my briefcase, Sandra painfully led me through a corri-


dor to an adjoining room, locking the door behind me.    


   Once in position, I was quickly spreadeagled in a taut standing


position through connecting floor and overhead cables and clips. 


All the while, the constantly painfull grips of the clamps were a


SOLID reminder of Her enginuity. Regardless of my muffled begging 


and pleading, all sounds went upon deaf ears. It was extremely 


hard to channel out most of the pain, so as to hear Her describe 


Her soundproof playroommthat She so affectionately called "The 


Hell Pit." "I'll be back in about an hour to work on you and make 


you screa in a more 'suitable' manner. But first, don't move TOOO-


MUCH. I have have to freshen up while you're on my closed circuit 


TV so I can keep an enjoyable eye on you!" Then Sandra exited the 


room, again locking the door.  


   Mistress sandra was GOOD! DAMN GOOD, and EXTREMELY COLD! She 


knew just how to work on someone both mentally and physically, eas-


ily acheiving Her ABSOLUTE Domme position. She took a unique inter-


est in exactly when and how to apply a technique, un til She had 


gotten the most exact response that She was most patiantly looking 


for, mainly without a word. Cruel? YES! Somewhat sadistic? MOST definitely. Did She get off on both of these apart, and/or toge-


ther? ABSOLUTELY! What DID I get myself into? Howmuch of this 


could I REALLY  handle? I didn't expect this strong of a Domina-


trix, but it's too late!Mentally, I'm surely not beaten yet, 


though my curiosity was starting to spook me. At that point, I had 


a rather strong idea of what else was possibly going to happen to 


me. But then, to what extent? Having gone through many an exten-


sive session, some with one or more Mistresses, Dominatrixes, or 


BOTH, I still felt ready to handle juuuust about anything.       


   So far, this Lady WAS uniquely talented and had out done about 


ALL of the Others, mystically making me WANT to go further into 


HER dungeon. I had a strange feeling, a driving wantoness, desire, 


and then a FIERCE NEED, to experience MORE, and as much as She 


could dish out, regardless of what or how it was. I wished I could 


see the dungeon I was held captive in, as it was a part of Her MA-


JOR skills. With me kept in total suspense and Her having the ma-


jor element of surprise and forcfulness, was doing by far, very, 


very well! (One must remember that in order to gain the full sex-


ual level of a "partially" willing service of a slave, the slave 


MUST prove complete submissiveness to slavery, and total accep-


tance of the Mistress, Dominatrix, or Master. Mistress Sandra's 


"brief" endurance tests were mere entry levels to obtaining and eventually obtaining, then sustaining a position in Her stable. Ap-


parentlym for me, "getting lucky" with Her came with a whole new meaning. That was something that I wasn't looking for, but willing 


to accept, because I REALLY DID WANT THIS! Even if it meant a ma-


jor change in my life and lifestyle!)


   After about an hour, Mtrs. Sandra quietly entered the room, 


locking the door behind Her. The whine of the cable motors sounded


giving some slack to the chains and some temporary relief to me. 


Without warning, She quickly removed both sets of clamps, leaving 


me loudly screaming through my muffledness, shaking violently from reaction, and temporarily very weak from the painful impact from 


all 4 clamps' removal. She laughed and applauded me for such an ef-


fort to take the pain by surprise, as well as I tried. "My dear 


slave, this is just the beginning of what I hav in store for you tonight- and the night's still young, too! You have a great start-


er kit in that briefcase of yours, but instead, I'll use MINE!" 


   I was then guided to, then sat upon a toilet, and ordered to re-


lieve myself as completely as possible. Once done, She had me 


stand over a beday, blasting me with a very thorough ass wash. Her 


next move positioned me between 2 posts and uncuffing my wrists. 


My arms were numb from the trip, then from that last hour of stand-


ing. They were hard to move at first, but began to get some circu-


lation and feeling back. My net order was to strip off my shirt. 


In no time at all, she had me in leather wrist and ankle cuffs, 


then secured to the floor and ceiling. 


   With a push of a few buttons, she had me standing extremely spreadeagled on my toes. She now had me in COMPLETE, TOTAL VULNER-


ABILITY, then to do whatever fancy delighted Her. "Now it's time 


to warm up this poor excuse of a body. I'm going to allow you to 


watch, as I work on every part of you." My eyes squinted, adjust-


ing to a multitude of pencil like beams of light illuminating var-


ious ares of my body and the surrounding head tall set of mirrors. 


The rest of the room was entirely black. "You are in the pit of 


mirrors. You'll be able to watch, as well as feel your body being reddened to a tone that I am satisfied with, while I whip and pad-


dle you." Out of the darkness came the thin, flat leather leads of 


a 4 foot flogger, instantly striking a perfectly harsh set of soon 


to be red lines across my ass. Then 2 more strikes found their 


marks across my chest and still "burning" nipples. Another 8 to 20 caught my legs, calfs, thighs and inner thighs, and every so often, 


my ass and genitals. The rest that followed were more rapid and ac-


curate, as I tried extremely hard not to let out a scream. Yet the 


more I resisted, the MORE and harder the strikes came. I truly 


lost count as to howmany were delivered and the time that Mtrs. 


Sandra so enjoyably delivered them all.


   After receiving what seemed to be 80 or 90 strigent strokes of 


the flogger upon me, and me in tears, Mtrs. wasn't satisfied e-


nough with the color. Then She mad a change to a smooth leather, perforated paddle and my ass wetted down JUST before it struck. 


The combination was extremely excrusiating, especially after Her "dainty" delivery of 20 wet whacks to the high round of each ass-


cheek. She made sure that every inch of skin was touched by lea-


ther, right down to using Her short 2' riding crop and pulling an asscheek to one side for those hard to reach places.The sound of 


the paddle kissing my wet ass and me whining hard and in tears 


were the only sounds I heard , unless Mtrs. Sandra spoke. To Her, 


this was Her musical, and I was the one singing! There was NO sit-


ting down after that!


   Finally happy with the color, the welts, and my painfully sub-


mitting response, Mtrs. snugged her breasts into my back, somewhat hugging me, reaching for my cock with a harsh, fingernailed grip 


at the sametime. "I'm impressed with you so far, but we're FAR 


from over, you piece of shit! It's time for something else." She blindfolded me, relaxed the set of cables, put a collar around my 


neck, then released all 4 cables from my cuffs. Leashed and upon 


Her orders, I was down on all 4s, led crawling across the floor, 


up a ramp, then finally positioned on a platform. My anklecuffs 


were locked together to a single clip and cable, then my wrist-


cuffs to 2 overhead cables. A motor whined again until my ankles 


were pulled back and up, then locked to a post. Then She drew the 


slack out of the wristcuff cables, and lowered the platform down 


from under me. A few more controlled adjustments finally had me 


with my knees forcibly spread wide apart, easily exposing my geni-


tals at a prefered level of easy accessability. 


   Reaching up, the tape over my mouth was ripped off in stinging fashion, giving me a chance to draw in some deep breathes of air. "Thankyou, Mistress." Her immedeate response to me was a 2" penis 


gag abruptly stuffed into my mouth, then secured tightly behind my 


head. I could hear a couple of things being rolled up in front of 


me. One was a swivelchair. The other creaked like an old, heavy ta-


ble or stand.


   Again without a word, I heard the door open, Mtrs. step out, 


and leaving me hang there for what felt like about 10 minutes, 


then returning. After my blindfold was removed, Mtrs. Sandra sat 


down directly in front of and VERY near my genitals, staring me in 


the eye. When my eyes finally adjusted and cleared, She grabbed my flacid cock with Her fingernaiks and stretched it painfully toward 


Her, gaining my IMMEDEATE ATTENTION! "Now it's time for MY REAL EX-


PERTISE! You are allowed to watch this too, because I want to see 


how you are going to beg for mercy with your eyes, then your tears 


when I don't give it! You get an emotionally scard feeling knowing 


that you are going to feel pain. But you get a totally DIFFERENT,


and far more deeper, effective emotional feeling, by seeing what 


actually is that's going to give it to you, ALSO knowing that it 


is going to be adnministered by a VERY COLD, CRUEL person WANTING 


and GOING to do so! You see what I have here on this stand, and Me 


right in front of, and easiy accessable to your "jewels." These 


ARE MINE NOW, for MY pleasure, NOT YOURS! Everything you see here 


WILL be used on you, BEFORE I get out of this chair! Guess what I 


don't need to do for awhile? NOW WE WILL SEE IF YOU CAN TRULY HAN-


DLE IT!"


   Mtrs. Sandra sat back in Her chair, fully exposing Her ample 


pair of 44DDDDs with NO tan lines. Both were adorned with a pair 


of 1" solid gold pierced nipple rings through Her mammary and nip-


ple of each. They truly eotically acsenuated the deep, dark tan of 


Her skin. The soft, skimppy, black leather corset hugged Her torso 


like Her own skin, also protruding Her breasts up and outward as 


they were a full offering of sheer pleasure. Totally bottomless 


and completely shaved, Her pussylips and hood were also pierced 


and adorned 11 smaller gold rings. Her beautiful toes protruded 


through a pair of open toed spikeheeled mules. She was stunningly beautiful, far more than a goddess, with a deep blue pair of allur-


ing, melting, almond shaped eyes. I was EASILY turned on by just 


the awesome sight of this gorgeous, wealthy Lady! Yet, I was just 


Her playtoy in any way She wanted, and I wanted HER, and wanted 


FAR MORE!      


   Looking into my eyes, She started to slowly and softly stroke 


my cock to a huge erection. "I know you like what you see and deep-


ly desire to enjoy it all, don't you? That all depends on the next 


few hours and whatI have on this stand. I really like this big, 


thick cock and your large balls, But the length, thickness, and 


the shape of the head on this absolutely intrigues me. I've been 


soaked since I saw it for the first time in the car! You've dealt 


with everything I've dished out so far rather well, so let's see 


if you can truly handle it now!" Then She repeated Herself in a 


very stern voice. "Take good note of what's on this stand. All of 


it will be used on you in ways that I really enjoy applying them!! 


This IS, your TOUGHEST CHALLANGE!!!"After absorbing Her beauty and burning it all into my lustful brain, She withdrew the cover and revealed the contents laying upon the shelved stand. Needless to 


say, I was already sweating, but the sight of the stand and all of everything there was a bit more overwelming than I had truly ex-


pected, right down to the ice filled bucket containing a chilled, freshly uncorked bottle of champayne.


   "As you can see, I don't have to get up or go anywhere, and I 


have all night to enjoy Myself with you. EVERYTHING I need is 


right here! Besides, I could see that you would make it this far, 


the trip here proved that. So if you WANT to be a slave in My sta-


ble and worship Me 24/7, and worship and care for My aching feet 


24/7 that I've noticed you constantly looking at, YOU HAVE TO MAKE 


IT THROUGH THIS, OR YOU GET NOTHING!!!"


   That was the DEAL! Coudle I "handle" and make it through that 


last agenda of Hers? Both excited and extremely nervous, I knew EX-


ACTLY what I was in for. Mtrs. Sandra was extremely good at what 


She was doing, and She wasn't going to make it at all easy! All I 


know was that I REALLY AND TRULY wanted to be Her slave and satis-


fy Her in any way that pleased Her. All the while that She lectur-


ed me of the rules, She was enjoying fondling the huge erection in 


Her hands, that was heavily dribbling precum from all the visual 


excitement, as She did. After a few more sips of champayne, She 


set Her glass down, then looked up into my eyes, smiled, and final-


ly said- "LET'S GET STARTED!!!"  
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