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If a down and dirty BDSM story consisting of a sadistic master pitting two of his bound and willing subs against each other for his amusement and gratification strikes your interest, then continue on if you dare.
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Chapter One, The Prizes

 

On the oak boards of his medieval torture rack, Master plopped an old pine wooden crate on it. He sarcastically bellowed out, “Behold! The box of prizes!” Master slid up the sleeves of his black Saks Fifth Avenue cashmere sweater revealing his muscular forearms. With both hands he reached into the box and pulled out the first item. “What do we have for the winner today?” 

The overhead bulb of the basement light illuminated a red tropical themed summer dress. “The winner will have a nice dress to wear tonight for a special event.” Like a game show host Master pointed out the unique prints that made the second hand dress so tropical. “Look. It has palm trees. It has blue, green and red parrots. And look, it even has fucking coconuts on the palm trees!”

For the slender and bound girl with dark brown hair, under normal circumstances, twenty year old Emily wouldn’t have ever worn that tacky as fuck dress, not even on a drunken dare.

For the twenty eight year old woman bound next to Emily, the tattooed and peroxide blonde Jessica, in her normal world she wouldn’t even put that gaudy thing on the dead body of her worst enemy.

Those would’ve been the two catty young ladies’ thoughts in their normal lives. But during their eleven days under Master’s dominion, life in his basement, house and on his estate took on another form of fashion. Under Master’s control the mandatory fashion was nudity, rope, leather straps and with the occasional reward of crude burlap tunics. After a long enough time with that dress code, that tacky summer dress looked pretty damn appealing to both the bound females. 

There in the basement sitting naked on their knees about a yard in front of their master, the women’s dress attire was matching. The two bound women sitting side by side to each other were frogtied with their arms boxtied behind their backs all with matching black leather straps. And each woman had on a matching black leather collar.

The binding had been administered long before Master descended the basement stairs, by none other than Whipping Boy, the only servant known to Jessica and Emily. Whipping Boy, a short, fit, and skinny male of twinkish stature, always wore a black leather chastity jock strap, a matching black collar, and a tight black leather hood. He never spoke, communicating only through pointing to where the women needed to be. That day, as he released Jessica and Emily from their sleeping cages and tied them up, the area he pointed to was near the torture rack, following Master's unquestionable instructions.

About twenty minutes later, after Whipping Boy had finished subduing the girls and exited the basement, Master stood before the two bound females, his box of prizes in hand.

Those twenty minutes of kneeling on the coarse and cracked concrete floor, cast down almost a century ago, wore into the bare knees, toes, and the balls of the two females' feet. Then Master charismatically revealed the matching red pumps, saying, "Oh yeah! High heels to match the dress!"

The two girls were well aware of what was expected of them and remained silent, their eyes fixed on the tawdry prize displayed before them. The hard concrete beneath their bony, bare flesh intensified the dull aches that had begun to set into their limbs and joints, a result of the bindings Whipping Boy had so expertly applied. As Master began to display his prizes, a familiar sense of anticipation settled over the room. Both submissives knew that a contest was imminent, one of Master's favorite games. It was a simple yet effective way to pit the submissive females against each other, vying for mundane prizes or simplest of rewards.

In their lives outside of their restrained stay, the prizes Master presented would have been considered ridiculous, laughable, and downright stupid. They were the sort of items one might find at a white elephant gift exchange, where the third person to pick a gift would end up with something no one else wanted. However, after enduring prolonged periods of bondage, relentless sexual use, and the heavy heel of Master's discipline, the women had become depraved, spent, and strained to the point where even the most mundane of prizes—whether they be clothing or consumables—were mouthwatering and sought after with cutthroat fervency.

The girl's fervor towards obtaining the night fall blue LL Bean thermos was palpable, as Master revealed it with a flourish. "And our other prize, the freshest of the fresh coffee! Nice and hot!" he announced, his voice dripping with enthusiasm.

The women eyed the thermos as Master set it on that infernal rack, the rack where both of their bodies had been strained to the extremes various times since their arrival. The bodies of the tied up women became tense with eagerness. Though the dress would have been a comfortable change for the ladies, it was game on when caffeine was put into the mix. Master did ration out morning coffee for his two submissives. But those morning portions were always small, stale, weak and cold.

Master looked at his bound submissives kneeling before him. The fresh coffee had definitely gotten their attention. Both mature and sophisticated women were reduced to little girls at a birthday party, waiting in awe to see what balloon animal would be made next. “The winner will have this too!” And sure enough, when he revealed the next prize from the box both of his subjects squirmed in wide eyed anticipation. He knew that the blue unopened back of American Spirit cigarettes was certainly going to bring out the competitiveness in the two collared felines before him.

The females’ eyes perked up when seeing that pack of cigarettes. Real cigarettes! Full length cigarettes! Master’s smoking breaks for the women was letting them mine through a small plastic garbage bag of spent cigarette butts. Where he scrounged them up at, the girls didn’t know, or cared. The girls just puffed what was left on the ends of the butts like hungry vultures picking away at small carcasses of rodents left in the field of freshly cut hay.

Emily, who had matured out of her teenage years and into a state of greater self-control, was an occasional smoker. She could go for days without a cigarette, often retaining the same pack for weeks at a time. When she did indulge, it was usually on the back porches of house parties, or when the stress of academics—particularly during finals—needed to be alleviated with a quick hit of nicotine. Occasionally, a cigarette would follow a good fuck, although good fucks were becoming increasingly rare with the boys these days. 

Despite being a more regular smoker than Emily, Jessica could also retain a pack of cigarettes for great lengths of time. After her performances of dancing, sliding, and rubbing herself up and down the brass pole at the club, there were no shortages of men eagerly handing out cigarettes to garner her attention.

Though the soft fabric of the dress would be nice, fuck that. Caffeine and nicotine! Fuck the dress! It was game on! Winner take all. The women didn’t know what the game was, but it was going to be an all-out war between them.

Master grinned as he reached in the box. “One last prize in here. This is why you’ll need that dress.” He pulled out a fork and a knife. “A five course dinner with yours truly later on! All in my dining room.”

The bound maidens looked at the shiny utensils as their minds stirred with thoughts of real food. Real food at the dining room table. Not eating off of the floor. In their captivity, breakfast was a single course of cold oatmeal served in small metal dishes. Lunch consisted of plain bologna sandwiches on white bread. Dinner, with its potatoes, chunks of beef, and vegetables, could be considered a three-course meal. However, for the captives, it was simply cold beef stew most likely from Walmart or some dollar store.

Cigarettes, coffee, and now a real meal in a dress were on the line. The bound women readied themselves like athletes hunching up at the start line, their eyes fixed on the prizes before them.

 




Chapter Two, Race to the ‘Pole’ Position

 

Master set the utensils down next to the thermos. “Your grades. Your promotions. Getting your rent, bills and car payments paid for. Getting the men to buy you gifts and drinks and whatever. I am talking about the specific skills that you use to achieve these things. Licking. Sucking. Deepthroating. Swallowing. You know, you’re skills at sucking cock. Both of you dirty whores are going to have to put those skills to maximum use if you want to win this contest.” 

He looked at Jessica. “Especially you. Win this one and you win…well you know what you would win.”

Jessica knew that if she won, it would mean advancement out of the chill and grime of that basement. Where that would be, she didn't know. But she reasoned that other places on the estate couldn't be as bad as where she was now.

Master reached into the wooden box. “It’s a timed contest. A timed contest of the use of your oral skills.” He pulled out a nylon lanyard with a digital stop watch dangling on the end of it. He displayed it to the bound women as he took two steps forward. 

With their tall master taking a standing position just a yard in front of them, both women had their eyes glued to that stopwatch. 

“First whore to wiggle her fat ass over here gets to go first.”

For the bound and naked women, his announcement might as well have been a starter pistol firing
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