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Clearly sexed-up, Master Gareth said in His heaviest Australian-accent and deepest DungeonTones, “Wa’oke-up, soldier Are ye’gonna’ slee’ip into the upcomin’ millennium? It’s seven already. Put on the mask, the Speedo, and the c’mbatboots—all in ther’re on the cha’inge-bench. Next, drink yer’ milk-and-whey. The-en, Tex. report downstairs. After finishin’ yer’stretches, stand at-Paraderest three meters in front of the basement sta’airs.”

There in the lockerroom of the master bathroom, were indeed a white Zorro-mask and a lightblue Speedo, along with my best BlackLeatherCombatBoots. I douched, showered, dressed per-Orders, had my liquid breakfast, and hurried downstairs. I looked out over the valley and foothill southeast of Albuquerque, and puzzled over the Zorro mask. During the three weeks since our ThreeWay game with Clint, Gareth was busy with lots of duty at the hospital, and I was working under a publisher’s deadline; add to this, Gareth had signed me over to Clint for heavy-duty weight training. Thus, there had not been much time for lengthy chats for discussing the upcoming Games. Besides, now that he had my FearFactor under control, Gareth went in more-and- more for Surprise.

I was still doing my stretches when He appeared in His MagnificentNudity. He waited for me to finish and said in his more business-like USish accent, “Drop and give me twenty, jarhead.”
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“Sir, yes, Master Gareth, Sir.”




I finished and assumed ParadeRest.



He said, “Yeah-look, trooper, we have a lot of business to attend to launch the Summer Games. We’re going to expand into a territory as yet unexplored by us, except for a few minor forays. I have linked-up with a small group within S&M—one that is very hush-hush because sometimes accidental deaths have occurred. A very notorious one occurred a few years ago—you may have heard about it. I was, firstly, assured by my informants that this and other tragedies happened among people outside the InnerCircle, but none within. Secondly, I was told that no accidents have happened when proper precautions have been taken. Thirdly, you can be-certain that I’ve turned all the dos-and- don’ts into a couple of those numerical lists that you make impertinent jokes about, but you also say that you deeply appreciate the orderly mind it implies—you’d damn-well better appreciate it, dickhead. Fourthly—


I laughed.




“Watch that, soldier.”




“Sir, laughing at ParadeRest is allowed, Sir.”



“Not in My Platoon, Marine. Drop and give me twenty and then add twenty-crunches. . . . Fourthly, the secret-circle practices what it terms ‘BreathControl’. They emphasize control and say that it is not physical torture— real pain doesn’t enter-in ‘Unless,’ I was told, ‘you use the wrong kind of rope in hangings.’ Yeah-look I have some ideas for our Spartan-Games, but today we have time to only
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add more of a taste to what you had in the spring Game. A full fare of my ideas would add far too much to an already overloaded Game today, which as it is planned will be HardYards even for a cracking player like you, me’bartman. And you won’t credit-it, but it would also be HardYards for Me. Otherwise, at the end, we would have both been really stuffed; however, I have divided the Game in-two, so we can eat and be stuffed in the American—sorry, Tex—the Texan sense as-well: later this morning, we can have a breakfast, followed, in mid-afternoon, by a steak feast. This morning, we will get GutPunching and AnalFun out of the way so you can indeed eat hard food—you will need for the torture furniture awaiting its victim in the woodshop. We’ll watch the Aussie Rules games that My nephew express mailed only a few days ago. Tomorrow, we will take-on Clint’s new woodshop-thing. Now, drop and give-Me twenty more push-ups and the same number of crunches.”


“SIR, yes, SIR. . . .”



“ATTENTION. Yeah-look, bartman, you’re indeed buffed-in-grandstyle after only two and a half weeks of training: Clint is a highend weight trainer as-well-as highend carpenter; indeed, you look custom-designed by Clint to pose on this TortureFurniture he built for Me—hence, the push-ups and crunches. When he leaves us and sets-up his Hamburg-store—yeah-look, I forgot to tell you that he has finally decided on Hamburg—look-too, he will need these ad-photos I am about to take. When I eventually surprise Clint with the photos, it will in-part compensate him for the SavageWay you are treating him as your masochistfaggot. I should say rather you treated him as the ‘abject-sexslave to your Bayern-Tyrol-Texas looks. Poor Clint.
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The important point for me to make here is that we will include photo shoots in all the Summer Games as your body continues to develop even-more under Clint’s training. Later, Clint can hire professional photographers and models—but I doubt he will get better results than my photography and your Clint-crafted body—anyway, these will get him started.”

Gareth had a couple of real photo-studio lights, which we repositioned between-takes. The Clint-designed track-lighting proved sufficient for the  darker  shots.  I put on a show for The-S and for His expensive German camera. He often ordered me to do pushups and crunches, as-well-as  alternating  my  blue-and-white  get-up  with a BlackLeatherJockStr’n’Mask; I knew the white-and- blue outfit was really for my humiliation and for Clint’s amusement—need I add, for the satisfaction of my S-Lover? I wore both costumes on each of Clint’s creations: the St.Andrew’sCross; the Sling and Frame; the RapeBench; and above-all, the huge Rack.

“Isn’t it-a-shame, Professor Bart Bauerdorf, that, in August when you go back to Texas, you won’t be allowed to lecture on Greek Mythology in a skyblue Speedo; only then would the students truly understand the Greeks, their gods, and their SacredGames—actually played in the nude as I’m told, so a Speedo is not all that radical. But alas, a religious university—and in Texas yet!—couldn’t handle such rampant paganism. Arsehole, you suppress those CarParkGlares—I can make cracks about Texas if I fuckin’ choose to—after all, fuckbrain, you’re pretty damn free with Australia. Also, I can see you are thinking that I should
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go into surgery in a BlackLeatherJockStrap or Naked like- now. Wipe that shiteatin’ grin off your WestTexas face, or- I-will call the Game off—no torture today or tomorrow. . .

. Hotdamn, if you want to really cause deep pain to a maso threaten to call off his torture. Well, in a way, for the Sado too. So take-off the black manly stuff and put-on the blue- Speedo, with the white-mask. And let the Spartan-Game begin.”

Master Gareth then handcuffed me and began landing UnPulledPunches into my Speedo pouch; He gave me occasional heavy, but PreAnnounced, Punches to my gut. When He really laid a killer punch into my solar plexus, I finally fell forward onto the floor in ball‘n’gut-agony. He flipped me over on my back, pounced on me, and put His Hands around my neck, cutting-off air, nerves, and blood. I saw Him smiling, as my vision began to blur. But, my passing-out was apparently not part of His PresentPlan. Clearly, he was tantalizing me with going-out. Repeatedly, He strangled and removed His Hands to allow a rush of air, sensations, and blood. He paused to check my heart and used a light to examine my throat. He next used a ChokerNoose for a similar Drill. What amazed me was the long period- of-time that elapsed before I felt close to passing-out. This gradualness prevented any panic. It was the PlasticBag that gave me the biggest-dose of FearFactor. He bound the Bag at my neck with a Chain and a MasterLock; this was only symbolic because the Bag was thin enough for him to easily rip it away from my nose and mouth; however, a symbol can have a massive impact: I went mental when He snapped-shut the lock. He waited for me to grow calmer with unconsciousness coming-on. Only then did He punch
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a small hole in the bag—providing an opening in it for my gasping mouth.

Through the bag, I heard him say, “You’ve had enough breath so you won’t pass-out.”

Only then did Sadist Gareth use the hole in the bag for a ruthless SkullFuck—ruthless indeed because  the bag still covered my nose and because His Thick Cock completely filled the stretched opening. Indeed, this too was BrutalBreathPlay. I only got air when He periodically removed His Cock from the opening to CockBash my plastic-covered  face.

Master Gareth removed the Bag saying, “And this has been a sizable foretaste of the BreathControlAdventure I have planned for future Games. Now, slimymanhole, go to the showerroom on the double, do a touchup douche, and report back here.”

After my return, Master Gareth secured me to the RapeBench—for a long dido workup for a big fuck and a little fisting. Then, I was  ordered  onto  the  Sling  for My on-going FistingEducation. For the day’s Fisting, he added a wide variety of new positions on all of Clint’s DungeonCreations—for my arse to take HisFist: taking it on my back or bending over prone on the Sling; lying across the side of the RapeBench; loosely tied on the St.Andrew’sCross; on the Rack doggy-style with the legs and wrists roped on— the same on the BlackLeatherCoveredBed. His hand made it past The Narrows, painfully, but with what delicious pain.

We showered together in companionable silence and moved upstairs for one of Gareth’s megabreakfasts. After
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watching Aussie Rules Football in the master bedroom, we adjourned to the kitchen to drink beer and prepare the afternoon meal.
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Chapter 2
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Next morning, He appeared at the breakfast table in a BlackLeatherJockStrap.

“Hey, torturebull, finish your powerdrink and ration of Cheerios, strip-off your briefs, and put on the CowboyBoots on the bench in the lockerroom up-here—without socks— just your bare feet in the leather. Before booting-up, apply a thick coat of Vaseline on your feet, ankles, heels, and lower calves. Return here and let me see them.”

The high-topped boots He had set out for me bore my initials MBB.

“That’s Me’machomaso cowboy. Look you’ve long heard about the new TortureFurniture in the woodshop. Do your stretches outside the shop door. Then, assume a submissive posture and wait.”

To be Ordered into position and left alone in trust that I would hold that position always thrilled me—a true sign that Master Gareth knew that my Devotion to Him was genuine and reached down to the core of my being. This thought along with the hope for new pains to come kept me brickhard. He eventually joined me downstairs in a FullBlackLeatherOutfit with a zipper-fly and a BlackLeatherTie. On entering the woodshop, I saw a very high SawHorse. I gasped.


“Speak-up, cowboy, what’s on your mind?” “Sir, that sawhorse must be five-feet-high.”
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“Over: it’s one-hundred-and-seventy centimeters high.”

On one side of the sawhorse was a short office table on wheels; also, pushed off to the other side was an extremely low-set office chair used before. Hanging from each of the four legs of the SawHorse were Western style stirrups. As we came closer, I noticed that the crossbeam of the sawhorse was a large metal-bar rather than a wooden-beam, which would of-course have blocked access to my abs.

“Mount the stirrup, cowpoke, bend-forward over the crossbar, put your hand in the right-rear stirrup . . . and, now, the left.

The four stirrups were set to hang about a foot off the ground; they tended to swing far-apart away to the sides— spreading my limbs out-wide.

“Good, the cock is hanging fairly far down on this side. How does that Horse feel, cowpoke?”

“Sir, am I right in assuming that you don’t want my arms fully extended?”

“Yes, that’s correct:  you  will  need  the  leverage of the arms to raise your midsection a few centimeters periodically to prevent abs injuries from the crossbar and promote circulation. Raise it . . . yes, it looks just right. Clint is a marvel—he did it from your suit-size that I measured Me’self for your new LeatherSuit, just like mine that I have on.”

He began to rope my arms and feet to the stirrups. Satisfied-at-last, He reclined in the chair, with a huge bowl-

[image: ]

full of AlligatorClamps in His lap. He rolled Himself beneath me. And from the comfort of the chair, He began to attach clamps to my stomach, crotch, sides, thighs, and arse.

While He was doing all-this, He showed his flair for BDSM theatre by speaking the following in the measured speech of a RitualCeremony: “I had this made to your measure in more ways than the obvious. You had told Me that the single time You Topped as a Heavy-S, the maso— in your words, an ‘AustinTwink’ and ‘HomoSteer’—was bound by You over a sawhorse: in telling me this you panted and salivated as you stated that, viewing, with the eyes of a Top, the faggot’s position over the SawHorse really turned You on big time. This bloke was said to be one of the heaviest masochists in the Leather Bar you frequented. He described himself as ‘very heavy’. So, You attached Your worst-best ManTitClamps on him. To silence his begging for You to take them off, You gagged him with Your StinkingJockStrap and DuctTape. You proceeded to fuck him. It was in those wild and carefree days of the Seventies, so You ForceFucked him RawCock for over two-hours. You paused only to whip him with your belt, which laid down serious welts with some real skin tears. He returned a day or so later to tell you that he would not come back for more since he was being treated for radically inflamed hemorrhoids and because you were too intense as a Sadist. Poor Bart, you obviously were only practicing the versatile heavy-maso’s GoldenRule: ‘Do unto others as you like it done unto you.’ You congratulated the courage of the faggot to tell you to your face. But it didn’t stop there. The fag exaggerated his story so much in the bars that Your Sadist days were over in Austin. To add injury-to- insult, weeks later Your SadoShip developed a gigantic anal
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wart just inside the portal of Your PissSlit.”

He laughed, saying, “What a bummer for a Sadist’s dayboo—or as you Texans say debut: THE TRAGICOMEDY OF SADO BART AND THE AUSTIN TWINK. Yes, so it

was that Bart had to content himself with bullying Ss into giving him the amount of Heavy Torture he needed, and with collosal generosity, had tried to give to the most unworthy Austin Twink.”

“Sir, I much prefer to bottom for You, Sir, than to Top anyone.”

He proceeded with the story while He continued to put on more AlligatorClamps—often repositioning them for greater pain.

“Well, cattle station ringer, the key point that I got from your account is that the SawHorse is such an erotic object, yes indeed, such a megafetish for you that it kept you hard for two hours not as a bottom, but as a Top! Such a PotentFetish cannot but evoke from you a lust for transcendently heavy pain—and you’ll be surely needin’this SawHorseMagic,  this  day.”

HewasapplyingandrepositioningtheAlligatorClamps fastandfuriously.

“Concerning the sawhorse, I have reasons of My Own for its construction: I can CigaretteTorture you to My Cock’s Content with the smoke going up-and-away from My Face.. A necessary precaution since obviously you take CigaretteAgony lightyears longer than anyone in my experience. As you well know, I love the symbolism
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of towering over your splayed crotch, while I sit upon My HighTortureStool. The position admittedly is hot, but the smoke is too much for a non-smoker—well, non-smoker outside the Dungeon. And, furthermore, My back gets tired. So, I came-up with the idea of this chair. Clint and a welder mate of his transformed this office chair to perfection. Yeah- look, upsidedownashtraymasofag, you are in your proper place of extreme discomfort; whereas, I, on the other hand, am quite comfortable, supine, and looking right at your perv-privates, which I have just decorated with painful clamps. We all know that heat must rise. Let’s just use a Cigarette to heat-up the clamps to pump some heat up into your  masoflesh.”

Plying two Cigarettes, He was busy heating-up the clamps.

“Now you can see yet another way in which this sawhorse  fits  my  style.”

Suddenly, spotlights came-on. They were attached to the backsides of the two forward-legs of the SawHorse.

“They are not overly bright, but with most of the other lights now off, they more than suffice. Now, I can get a view of how My Torture of you body expresses itself on your face. Then, I can roll backwards for a perfect view of and access to your hindquarter and thighs. How about a little Cigarette heat to the arsecrack? Many ms have told me that CigaretteTorture in the arsecrack is the most terrifying of all—it comes unseen from behind. I know it scares the Hell otta’ you.”


He ran the Cigarette along each side of the arsecrack.
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“There is always that tempting butthole for stuffing- up and snuffing-out a Cigarette in the crack—in-short, for Fucking you with the red-hot BusinessEnd.”

He hovered the Cigarette up-and-down the asscrack then paused it over the anus. He smiled as He saw my upside-down face look   anxiously toward him.


“What a look—a grimace on your handsome fagface.”



He diverted the vector of his fire away-from the anus and began His characteristic passes-and-repasses of a series of Cigarettes over the skin of my behind, thighs, and crotch. I closed my eyes and was hypnotized by the feel of arabesques of heat circling over or grazing thighs. arsecheeks, and even the crack itself—where the sense of vulnerability increased fourfold. All was heightened by CowboyBoots, Ropes, stirrups, and the SawHorse—which caused a rich and delicious helpless exposure of my backside. Yet, such little fear there as I felt was soon forgotten, and I was ready for any pain whatsoever. I opened my eyes and looked into His.

“Ple’ase Sir hurt me—I love and need the pain—burn  me  good—ple’ase  leave  your  brand,  Sir.”

“I do love the cheering section; but, in your Ameri—! In your Texan version of football, quarterbacks don’t take advice on the next play from cheerleaders—male or otherwise. How about a bit of pisslit pain?”


“Oh, ple’ease, do it, SiR.’



He brought a Cigarette close to it and touched it lightly, but painfully.
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The pissslit pain lasted and made me close my eyes in extremis. Opening then again, I glimpsed His grazing my skin with a Cigarette lying on a PopsicleStick. He was moving it down my innerthighs; I soon felt it on the back of my thighs, on the tender spots behind the knees, and on my calves. My fairly thick leghairs would frequently sideswipe the Cigarette and create the usual avalanche of hotash and embers; I felt some embers that had rolled down into my boots; so this was, I clearly saw why He ordered me to wear no socks and apply Vaseline. The embers, also, were of course why He was in FullBlackLeather.

Now without the wooden buffer, Master Gareth dragged two Cigarettes directly across the skin of each innerthigh  in  turn.

“I will linger on the calves because I can both burn their usually neglected skin and then create avalanches of hot-ash even embers are goin’ into your boot—feel the heat?”

Sir, ye’as, SiR. They are burnin’ my lower calves and ankles a bit but especially the tops and sides of my feet.”


‘Go’ood.”



These novel pains were exciting fun—but so was all the pain. In the midst of all the foregoing tortures, He had taken time to reheat several clamps. He returned to my arsecrack, where my reluctance had long since turned to agony lust to the point of wanting him to fuck me with the hot end of a cigarette. Two Cigarettes grazed in parallel lines down opposite sides of my crack. With cascades of embers falling in the crack and on the anus, the effect was
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breathtaking—so-much-so that He had to remind me to breathe.

“You’ve caught the wave, painmanbart. You’ve felt the suspense of my holding two Cigarettes just above your  sphincter-ring.  What’s  your  considered  opinion?”


Breathless, I paused. The heat increased.



“SIr, I lo’oeve it, my arsehole is a’all’Yours. Ha’euve Yo’eur Wi’ill wi’ith i’it. Your Wi’iill is mi’ey wi’ill.   I   love   the—aah—the—”

He injected considerably more heat into the anus, saying, “Yes, man, you are playing the Game with real Class—go-on.”

“The’e Cigarettes . . . the’e boots . . . the’e sawhorse . . . too wo’inderful . . . so fuck me-e . . .fuck me’e with  the  fire’ey’end  ple’ease  SiR.”

“In-good-time—in-My-Time—masofaggo— but it is good to hear you’re ready for it—yeah, ready for anything.”

He now moved two Cigarettes over and under my body—grazing skin or reheating clamps. I began mumbling over-and-over some syllables that were supposed to signify, “Thank yo’eou, SiR. . . .”

He understood because He said, “Yeah-look you are most welcome, torturehog. . . . And now for a break.”

While removing the AlligatorClamps, He was saying, “Shit, some of these clamps are damn hot. Yeah-look, torturestud, you’re just getting a sample of the MegaPain you
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will get in the FourthQuarter of our TwoDayGame: today’s big-event that you have devised for My Pleasure. Your m-mind is automasochistic; I might even say autodiabolical. You’ve devised the PerfectTorture to feel yourself being pushed to the edge of endurance: burning Cigarettes spitted on needles, which will carry heat down into the arsecheeks where they have been pounded way into the flesh. Now, here’s a bit of R&R for you.”

Master Gareth began to free me and help me down, while continuing,  “Together,  ingeniousvictim,  let us contemplate how those hot darning needles will soon be shooting heat down into your flesh for five to ten minutes. Extra blood will be flooding into the veins of your arsecheeks to redistribute the heat. The pain will build as the BusinessEnd of each FilterlessCigarette approaches the arsecheeks. From my nether-chair, I will have a sideon-view of the FieryTips approaching your skin, and I will give the Game a full StadiumSideRadioCall. I will Sadistically warn you of the ineluctably approaching fire and pain. Next, the first of the FieryEnds will reach your skin. You will know, moreover, that others will follow those already burning deeply into your arsecheeks.”

By now, He applied hydrogen peroxide and aloe to my skin while I stood. He gave me water, then a beer. He paused to drink, too. Then, I mounted again.

“Yeah-look,  Aussieringer,  in  your  buns-of-steel, I will need to first use a hypodermic needle to make an initial puncture, then pinch-out some blood, and next push- in the darning needles for two-centimeters or more. Look, hammering may even be necessary.”
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I soon felt the smaller needle—followed by the larger—and so-on in an ineluctable series. He moved dexterously  and  swiftly  as  He  spoke.

“Yeah-look I prepared-in-advance the unfiltered Cigarettes with holes up the center. They  should  slip right onto their respective needle tops. While preparing the Cigarettes, I kept thinkin’ what a masosucker I have snagged. Yes, dumbshit, you are well on your way to finding out that a series of such pains, over a long while, weakens the body and drugs the mind so that you will feel panic at being trapped within a seemingly endless cycle of pain.”


“Sir, with all due respect: I planned it that way, Sir.” “Hello: I have added something you did not plan.” “All the better, Master Gareth, SiR.”


“Yeah-look I have added to your original idea my own cruel embellishment that came to Me from reading a DRUMMER article and from finding-out that I could order huge needles—CanvasNeedles—from a sailing supply shop in Boston. Most of the needles they sell are curved, but I nearly bought-out their biggest straight variety. I knew I would have to use Cigars of some sort because of the length and girth of the CanvasNeedles. I chose Cigarillos because they are thick-enough to work with these needles but thin- enough to burn sufficiently fast so as not to be totally out of sync with the Cigarettes. And unlike Cigars, Cigarillos won’t need a strong draw—the desertair, feedback-heat from the thick metal of the needles, and the hairdryer will all be enough to keep them burnin’.”
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While speaking


	
all


	this, He had

	
driven


	
the



	CanvasNeedles into

	
my


	
arsecheeks.


	
	



“I now need to dry-up the blood that the needles have brought-up. We don’t want the blood to dampen the tobacco now-do-we?.”




“SIR, no, SIR.”




“This will also dry-off sweat and any of the stuff I sprayed or rubbed on you during the break.”




He started-up the hairdryer and aimed it at the needles. He kept the dryer going—burning-hot enough on the skin, but superheating the needles—which were channeling this intense-heat down into the arsecheeks.




“A sweet little groan, but I want more, and this should get it.”




A little-click caused an upsurge of heat giving Him the louder masomusic He desired. In-those-days, the highest- settings on HairDryers were manufactured to be much hotter than now.




“The skin is dry at-last. The placing of Cigarillos and Cigarettes can now begin.”




The process was quickly accomplished. After lighting the Cigarillos, He stoked them with the hairdryer. Next, He gave me water with a straw. Eventually, He lit the Cigarettes. Next, before sitting in His chair, He raised the seat-back to get a side-on-view. He again used the hairdryer, which blew some hot-ash down upon my back. Soon after, I felt shafts of heat deep in my arsecheeks.
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“Your groans show that you’ve been feeling Cigarillo- heat coming down the larger needles, which are not only bigger but much longer so have been forced much more deeply into the arsecheeks than the DarningNeedles; thus, the Cigarillos are located in the central and higher part to the cheeks.”


“Ye’SIr tha’ank Yo’eu’SIr for the in’a’va’tion.”  “The lesser-heat of the Cigarettes, with their smaller


needles, has surely begun to join that of the Cigarillos.”

Now-and-then, He began Masterbating. He was positioned so that I had a closeupview of His MasterPole. With the regularity of a ticking clock, yet another needle would pour the heaviest heat deep into my flesh. On occasion, two reached my tissue simultaneously to great- effect. Before I could entirely accommodate the pain of one, another started pumping in extreme heat.

He had used a remote to turn off the lights in the room except for the dim-ones shining on my face. It turned out that there were other dim lights that were mounted-on the rear of each front leg of the SawHorse; these lights illuminated His Face.

“I want you to experience My Sadistic glee, and I am feasting My Eyes on the deep lines of pain being written on your pretty fagface. Oh, Me’manlyman, I wish you could see the pretty sight of all these FieryEnds nearing your vulnerable skin. I’ve done your maso-concept proud, mate—yes, mate—to Hell with BDSM Decorum for the moment: yeah-look, Bart, this is the FourthQuarter, and you’ve scored what might turn out to be the WinningGoal. I
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use the footy-game metaphor, but in moments like this you make it feel like we are playing on the same PervTeam.”


“We’e are. Sir, tha’ankYo’eu, SrR.”



“Well, let’s see how long you thank Me because this pain will ineluctably increase and can become unbearable— but I use the term unbearable as a figure-of-speech, bondagetoy.”

I kept reminding myself how I had planned this for His enjoyment and ease of Masterbating while pain was automatically being pumped into me. It had meaning mainly in His fulfillment. Beyond the deeply desired pain, I was richly rewarded by the close-on sight of the MasterCock locked’n’loaded.

“I’m getting a surprising GraniteHard: this is your doing,  mate.”


“I’m so’o glad SIr.”



“Shit, ma’in, the pain is writ-large on yo’iur face. Yo’iu are a gorgeous-freak in that yo’iu usually have no lines on yo’iur face; yet now, yo’iur face is one-big-crinkle. All of the FieryEnds have long since passed halfway down their needle. Don’t close yo’iur eyes. Focus on Me’e. Tell Me’ie how much yo’iu enjoy serving-up yo’iurself as a FireSacrifice for Me.

“Burn me’e for yo’eurr ple’asure. Me’ye body is yo’eurs to dee-stroy in sacrifice. . . .”


I spoke-on in this way. I focused-on getting Him off. I avoided passing-out by softly repeating the sacrifice-
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lines as-well-as this mantra: “Ye’e’SIr-it-is-all-abo’ut The Ma’asterCock-I’ll-do anything to-ge-it off. . . .”

It must not be thought that this was all self-sacrifice on my part. I was basking in the rich sensual pain that I could relax into. Another milestone maso moments.

“Can you feel that the BusinessEnd of the first cigarette has reached yo’iur butt. Think of the pain of all the others when they reach the skin and just remain there sizzling. And the Cigarillos will follow hard-on the Cigarettes. Nineteen to go . . . eighteen. . . .”

Initially, the pain was anything but sensual—then in-a-flash, it was all sensuality—created by the massing of pain-points into a giant-overload, which blurred all into one big pain. One might think the massing would magnify the pain—paradoxically, it rarely does: it becomes one big cloud of sensuality.

“Yo’iur eyes are glazing-over: use yo’iur mantra and refocus on My Cock. Now imagine the remaining seven . . . six. . . . How do yo’iu like the pain now, Me’Man?”


“I’aah’do’o’SiR.”



“That’s go’ood, because it is going to get worse. The first of the Cigarillos is just about to touch down. Although they don’t burn as hot as the Cigarettes, their burning will cover a larger area; moreover, at this lower heat, they won’t cauterize nerve-endings as-fast, and thus, they will hurt longer.”

I groaned loudly. I saw the corners of His Mouth cruelly curling-up. I was dizzy with lust to be so seen.
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“There are nine more to follow. Keep those eyes on Me, painstud. I fucking need your pain—to see you suffering. I  love  you.”


“For’yo’eu SiRr for yo’eu SiR, just for yo’o’eu.”



He mocked me, “For yo’iu Sir, for yo’iur enjoyment, Sir. You sickomasoman.”

He knew this was partly a lie: it was also to fill my need for pain and humiliation. I looked hungrily into his serpent-eyes.

He laughed sardonically, saying, “Do yo’iu even begin to imagine that I care for  what  scum  like  yo’iu does for Me? You squalidvermin, you repulsivescum, you vileslimypainpig. . . .”

Suddenly, I heard this howl of humiliation heaped upon pain. . . . It was I.


“Bingo.”



My howling became bellows. He was Masterbating furiously. He continued with His spray of degrading epithets, which soon changed into pre-orgasmic grunts. When His Orgasm occurred, it continued long-and-loud. In my great joy, my pain was forgotten. This Master—so difficult to satisfy—was really enjoying my TortureIdea. The needles continued to shoot heat into my arsecheeks; this sustained agony blended excitingly with the Master’s closing pleasure sounds. Suddenly, he turned up the lights, and I caught glimpses of needles held in pliers and then dropped clanging into a metal bowl.
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“Ripper Game. Class Playing, Me’darlin’ . . . first-rate


. . . yo’iu played a Manly BlueCollarGame . . . a really ripper, mate. You devised a way that made givin’ transcendent-pain as easy as shellin’ peas. Good-on-you, Tex.”

I next felt the peroxide and the aloe. My muscles were so taut from the unrelenting pain that Gareth had to lift me off the SawHorse and hold me with one hand while He inspected me.

“I won’t speak of your arse because that is your doing—-bless you a thousand times. On your trunk and legs, there are lots of tiny burned spots where the clamps grasped the skin—but those will heal quickly. Let’s lower you into the office chair. Sit back. Take off your boots. . .

. Fuck, mate, that is some badshit. Hold them up so I can plaster on some aloe. . . . You’ve well-and-truly powered through some brutal HardYards—double-good-on-you, me’mate. You sure took all that well. True, you took the VerbalAbuse hard like I wanted. You sure as Hell got a heap of pleasure out of your pain. My vile low nasty crack that set you off showed me that ultimately, you didn’t care about anything other than stimulating me and pleasuring me and getting-me-off—I could see and feel that profoundly. This is certainly my chief SM-slogan now: ‘What a find you are, me’Bartie.’”

He called me Bartie! This new affectionate Aussiefication of Bart into “Bartie” crowned the exquisite torture  of  the  WoodshopGame:  I  was  beyond  ecstatic.

“Bartie, you just cannot learn not to believe me when I trashmouthed you, can you?”

[image: ]



“Again, Gareth . . . Rourks. . . .”



“Rourks, I like that you’ve also given me a team name,  teammates  now,  Best  Mates  for  sure.

I thought you were tellin’ me your honest opinion for the first time. But . . . I enjoyed the humiliation spiced with despair.”

“Shit, Bartie, I can really MindFuck you with supercharged power. I must carefully watch you during the upcomi’ Rape-Games: I could send you mentally over the edge.”


“I’m pretty resilient in the long-term.”



“Resilient! The understatement of the passing millennium! I bend and twist you but never shall I well-and- truly break my Bartie—you just spring back out of agony and despair—always right back into shape. Certain-it-is that your mind and body are built of tuff-teak. Now, get your abused arse into these fresh sweats. . . . Next, crawl out of the shop and over into bed. . . . What am I thinking-of: water is what you need, mate—and so do I.”


He brought me a bottle of water and one for himself. . . . “Yo’eu’eh make a very good waterboy.”


“I only do waterboy for extremely good tortureboys. As-soon-as you finish your water, lie under the covers for a while—you are sweatin’ like a pig-on-a-spit—or rather pig-just-off-a-spit. Yeah-look, Bartie, this whole experience with the SawHorse, plus your TortureIdea, your courage, and your absolute unselfishness in giving Me OrganicEcstasy—
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all now make the SawHorse our special place, our private preserve. There will be no photos, and Clint will never have the privilege of seeing you displayed on this handiwork of his. And he won’t ask for a go-at-it himself: when I showed him the design, he scoffed and said, ‘No one in their right mind would get on it’.”

More in-hope than in-certainty, I took this as Gareth’s clear sign—adding to it other recent signs—that what he and I did together stood a world-apart from anything involving Clint or anyone else.

Before all this manly generosity, I felt guilty, “You know, Rourks, I lied . . . partly, anyway when I said that I had done it all for you. Fuck, lover, I did it partly for my own lust for tremendous pain.”

“Of course you did, Bartie. No need to repeat that. We call it a Sadomasochistic experience. It was a win for the S, and a win for the m. I would not have it otherwise.”

A week and a half after the WoodshopGame, or rather the SawHorseGame, as Gareth came to term it, my ButtHoleTraining began in earnest. For two-days or each week, we had RapeSimulation practice on the RapeBench. There was the same amount of FistingsInTheSling. Gareth had me wear a StrapSecuredDildo up my arse for two FastAndEnemaDays of the week; moreover, every few weeks, the Dildo was replaced by a larger one. OurFastRegiment was modified by an extra helping of skimmed milk and of whey just before my WeightTraining with Clint; also, I was allowed to remove my StrapOn for our workout and swims, which continued during June and mid-July nights; these
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swims continued to be often followed by My Topping Clint with Gareth as our audience. So, Clint was by-no-means totally written-out.

It was the evening before our July RapeGame; Gareth was now calling this our FirstRapeGame and the spring break Game “Our PreSeason RapeGame”. As with the July FirstRapeGame, I was to spend the night belowstairs. Gareth had warned me that he had surprises consisting of things not heretofore discussed and that were all designed to disorient me.

“Bartie, I’m going to prepare you for one of these shocking things because it will drive you mental anyway. Yeah-look when we were in Venice, I found the perfect RapeMask.”

“Oh, so that was the mystery package that appeared  in  our  luggage.”

“Yes, that package contained a CarnivalMask, which represents a BrutishThug; moreover, it was crafted to distort the voice beyond recognition. At a shop off San Marco Square, I had the handsome clerk demonstrate it. What it did to his gentle voice, let alone his demeanor, was chilling. Bartie-me’mate, your hyperactive imagination may not allow us to sustain the scene.”

“I will deal with it. I will, bud, I promise. Besides, be honest, Rourks—you will enjoy it if I get a bit mental—but if I do, in the main, I will deal with the mask.”

“Frankly, mate, I may not be able to deal with it me’self. Venice Carnival is after-all in winter. The mask is
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going to be unbearably hot in summer and especially in my warm basement. But when I want to take it off, I will hood you first—and let you sweat a bit.”

In the loungeroom on the night before the JulyRapeGame, Gareth said, “Look Bartie, you will again be cast in the FantasyRole of the TopCockTeasing m. Dramatically and effectively, it will consist of PowerFucks. Before you go to beddown, don’t forget the Vaseline up the butthole because my opening entry is going to be at RapeForce—much  more  violent  than  before.”
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Chapter 3
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I fell into a deep sleep, and in the early morning hours, I awoke: to find myself already handcuffed; then, to see a BrutalFace; next, to hear a weird voice saying, “On you black and over to the side of the bed, faggot, head down over the edge.”

Down my throat went His Cock—That at least was familiar. But never before had He violated my throat so ruthlessly. He made no move to wipe away the slimy cascade spilling over my face. I could feel my nose creating bubbles when I exhaled. I only got a good breath when He exited and paused briefly in order to hold back and then to surprise my throat muscles with a SlamDunk. Also this time, He had a firm grip on my throat—making the entries-and-exits of His Cock more painful.

The gravelly voice referred to our roleplaying, “You cock-teasing masowannabe, you are never going to play tease-games at the gym and bar anymore. You won’t be leading-on My Mates for a no-go-show. I’m gonna’ keep you as a permanent prisoner here in my secret dungeon. I’m gonna’ rape and rerape you. I know a bornsexslavemanfag when I see one. I’ve been stalking you squalidsleazetrash.”

A further chain of growled epithets followed. He forced me to the centre of the bed. He roughly employed His ForeFinger up my butt to move me. He firmly slid His Cock home. A further stream of VerbalAbuse accompanied the JackHamming of His RockHard Cock. It took no time for him to reach and torment The Narrows within my arsehole.
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His hands were gripping my throat, as He snarled, “After I tire-of-you, I will strangle you, hang you, or bag you. Your death will be unannounced: it could happen at any time: you are ever My snufffag.”

I was horrified to find myself excited by His mention of Snuffing; my crotch began seething and my cock got rockhard; this was aided by the tightening of His grip on my neck. I didn’t pass-out: He expertly held me right on the brink before loosening HisIronGrip. I had followed Master Gareth’s StandingOrders for RapePlay: I did not resist Him, and to prevent myself from resistance took considerable concentration. His ArseRavishingCock seemed a side issue to this abject surrender of my will, which was MindRape and hence vastly secondary to HoleRape. With one hand, He closed off my nostrils. He ruthlessly inserted the other hand into my throat and reactivated my GagReflex bigtime. Eventually, He replaced His Hand with a RipeJockStrap. Next, He put a stocking-cap on my head so that it was over my ears, and He began an unprecedentedly brutal FaceSlapping.

During all of this, He barked-out: ‘FAGGOT, YOU VILEVERMIN,  YOU  SLIMYSUBMISSIVESSHIT YOU SORDIDMANHOG, YOU MANSWINE, YOU SQUALIDCOCKSUCKER.  .  .  .”

Hearing this usually soft-spoken Man yelling like a drill-sergeant had the greatest effect of all on my FearFactor. Withdrawing The Cock from my arse, He inserted It— condom-covered and dripping with arse-juices—down my throat for more SkullFucking. Next, He squeezed-out from this condom a fair amount of his built-up precum and cock-
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cheese into my eager mouth. After unlocking my HandCuffs, He abruptly made His Exit up the stairs. I managed to pull myself together, to take care of everything, and to catnap. I knew He was watching via spy cameras, and as was His usual MO, He let me sleep-out my nap, for as He often told me, “It’s part of the secret of your taking so much pain, and besides, Sadists need their rest, too.”

Soon after I awoke and had scooted over to the side of the bed and had put my feet on the floor, I heard the demonic voice, “Piss, then put on the CombatBoots by the bed.”

As I complied, I thought, “That is the same voice as the PreRapeGame—of course, He then had spoken through the mask. All the voice-distortions in the world, however, couldn’t disguise His extraordinary attention to detail.”

Nevertheless, I would be lying to deny that the mask and the voice impacted me in a manner that always bypassed my reason and hurried down to stimulate the darkest sectors of my psyche.


“Report to StationTwo,” said the AbysmalVoice.”



I rushed to the RapeBench, which as-before had a NumberTwo sign over it.

Clearly watching on His monitor, He growled, “Crawl everywhere,slime.”

When I was mounting the stool, I glimpsed polished brass reflecting the dim lights—clearly the Marine buckle of a webbelt that He had asked me to bring. While unpacking my suitcase, I had set it on the dresser and planned to present it to Him later; He had quietly claimed it; obviously, He
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wanted to avoid questions—although He rarely, if ever, got them from me—and absolutely none concerning upcoming Games; but, presumably, other bottoms had not been so punctilious about CommandDecorum. After I was in place on the RapeBench, He entered, bound, flogged, and whipped me with SadoGusto.

“You know, sorryshit, that before, when I was raping your arse in bed, you bucked you arse off My Cock.”


I did not remember doing it, but I said, “Sorry, Sir.” “Sorry don’t get it done, pilgrim, you fagarsehole, you


sordidsqualidprecumsmudge. On the rapestool, however,


bucking-off My Prick is no longer an option.” “Sir, I am glad of that, SIR.”

“We’ll just see how glad you are about the no-option.”



He emphasized the point by a rapid-fire assault on my manhole with the BlackLeatherPaddle’s studded side. It was a brutal thing to begin with, but now, with an arse tautly doubled over and stretched forward by the bondage—it was murderous, and it was very hot.

Then came the spray-down with rubbing alcohol—I was mental.


“See these studs, Me’boy.”



The studs had my blood and skin on them. He blindfolded me, and He must have been taking-off the overwarm CarnivalMask because He heaved a deep sigh of relief. Then, I felt the BullWhip slicing-and-dicing my upperback. He interspersed this with long pauses. Then,
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the ForcedEntry came—but this time without even a hint of a finger prep. He shoved-in His Dick—SteelHard. This fucking that Aspired to the Condition of Rape clearly fired- up His Violent Eroticism.

“Hello: see, Me’MidFieldBull—you can’t get away now with your shake‘n’bake butt-maneuvers. I’ve got you under abjectly and completely MY CONTROL.”

Both His natural voice and His unavoidable Footy references made me feel on familiar ground again. He really began to give it to my butthole. This now surely qualified as Rape—especially since I had a strong feeling of wanting out—even of doing anything to stop the SteelPiston in my hole.


I started bellowing, “STOP, STOP. . . .”



He eventually paused but only because He was looping and cinching the MarineCorpsBelt around my neck. When tightened, the buckle has a metal lever with teeth, which sinks into the webbed fabric—thereby secures a neck-loop anywhere along the length of the belt. A pull on the belt always tightens it, and only when the buckle-flap is pulled up and the teeth disengaged does it loosen. He pulled on the belt from behind as His Cock renewed the onslaught. My focus was so much on my arse that it took a while for me to fully wrap my mind around the fact that I was gasping for breath and my tongue lay forward in my mouth. A familiar ding sounded from his watch. He loosened the belt for twenty ButtSlams of His Cock and retightened it again. He repeated this maneuver several times.


He at-last removed the belt and my blindfold; then,
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He growled ghoulishly in His MaskVoice, “Strangling is so much fun—meditate on the scaffold when I tire of you, torturetrash.”

After the alcohol treatment, He soon took the belt off me and was releasing my bonds and helping me to the floor.


“Crawl to the Sling.”



After putting the blindfold back-on me, He employed a wide variety of Dildos and other AnalToys—I sure had a lot to clean and store during my clean-up duties. One was a very long rubber-rod with a large ball on the end. This Tool He used to work-on that deep-down area: The Narrows, which caused the deepest agony.

I surprised myself by hearing myself shouting,“STOP, STOP”, since I was thinking how much I loved this exquisite suffering.


“NO WAY, tetheredfuckhog.”




“Ri’ight, SiR, do’n’t stop. I’ye love it.”



“I have no intention of stopping until I have utterly destroyed your hole. I absolutely refuse to stop.”

His chilling-refusal was spoken in his real voice and not in the MonsterVoice of the CarnivalMask. The steel in both voices was the same. This brought it home better than any theatrics: I had absolutely no control over when the Rape would end, I gave-up all desires of escaping it, and I just resigned myself to the pain—and thereby actually came to bask sensually in the agony. Next, He Fisted me longer and deeper than before—yet, always with his methodical
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slowness and care. He concluded with a long WildPenisFuck. Off came the BlindFold.


“Ok, fuckbutt, crawl to the showerroom.”



There, He let the showerheads run awhile. He then turned them off.

“Lay lengthwise along the shower drain—extend your arms back. Stretch-out so that you are under all four showerheads.”

He pissed on me. As He did, I thought This Man needs no fake mask: His Spartan-Eyes are quite sufficient. Then, as he turned each showerhead back on, I saw him aiming the showerheads. He started in the middle with the two-heads soon spilling hot-water on my crotch, another, at my tits and underarms, and the side-ones, on my feet and another on my face. I let out a yowl at the heat of the water.

“Wimp, the Japanese bathe everyday in water at this temperature—actually, this is set one degree centigrade lower than the water of their baths.”

I too had heard how hot the water can be in their public baths, but I still felt I was being scalded. His Nude Body loomed over mine as He cleaned me with a sponge mop and hospital astringent soap.


“Retract your arms and turn over.”



The process really fired-up the pain in the welts and otherwise punctured flesh. He finally turned-off the water.

“Crawl to the lockerroom bench: there are towels there, set-down, dry-off, and lay face-down on the bench.”
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He rubbed some cream on my back and butt.



“Put on these sweats and crawl back to bed—for water, beer, and rest.”

When I woke-up, I knew He had allowed me more than just a catnap.


Loudspeaker: “Report to the Rack.”



He came in masked again, put on the restrains, and stretched me—but not, as I expected, into the fuck-position. He put a lot of Vaseline on the penis, tits, and anus. Using a fireplace-lighter, He set my remaining body-hairs afire. He managed my penis so that it got heat, but no real burns. A year before, I would have been howling like a banshee; this time, I just lay there and enjoyed it. Next, He used the hairdryer to blow away the hair-ash. He shaved what remained, used the astringent-soap again, and sprayed on the peroxide. Then, He began inserting hypodermic needles sideways in the skin. He formed rowed patterns over my abs and pecs—ending with the mantits and the cock. Then, He lit-up a couple of Cigarettes. He used them to pump heat into the needles. I looked down and saw that the needle points were angled opposite to the contours of the abs and pecs so that they emerged and stuck-out above the skin below by a centimeter or more. Clint’s hardass driving me at the gym had made the abs and pecs prominent enough for just such arrangement of the needles. Was this pattern in the mind of Gareth all along? Probably. The heated-needed and the falling embers from the cigarettes created a sensual heat that sent me into my garden refuge.
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He slapped me out of my subspace but took off his mask to reveal a very happy face, saying, “Oorah! Oorah, me’MegaMentalMarine,  good-on-yo’iu.  Bartie.”

When he had extracted the needles, he sprayed on alcohol and rubbed it in. He released me.

“Shit, man,” he said later when we were on the bed, “You crazy bloke, I was right when I predicted I could drive you mental: me’mental mate, you were smiling at me in the glow of the flames and smoke—you think my mask was eerie—no fuckin’ way—you were the eerie-one, and a major turn-on for me, and that is for absolute certain.”

“I s’pose I was born mental—a mental masohog at birth.”


“My nemesis.”



“To the Greeks, Nemesis was a de’ity able to ge’it you to a perilous spot where you wanted to go’eu all-along.”

“You repeat. I have heard this lecture several times. Shut-up, man, and take a catnap because the RapeGame isn’t done yet. Strip off the sweats, and sleep in the nude.”

I awoke to feel Him on my back fucking me full- force, with some-sort of maneuver consisting of bouncing up-and-down on my back and butt. I don’t remember much of this ForceFuck except that I spent a great amount of time in my Tropical garden.

From my subspace, I heard a hunk gasping and groaning in orgasm; next, I felt a huge discharge in my arse; finally, I heard my exhausted Master saying, “Bartie, I over did it. Everyone of me’muscles hurts, me’mate.”

[image: ]

“Yours certainly were the Labours of Herakles. My FuckMarahon on Clint was nothin’ to it.”

The Master’s labours were continuing: he got me more water, applied the antibiotic cream to my abs and pecs, and helped me get fresh white sweats on—I was all-thumbs. We both collapsed into a deep sleep. . . .

“ Once again, you caused me to sleep in the smoky basement. And before you, I have never fallen asleep in the same bed with other men I have tricked with or, even, regularly played-with—even Clint or one or two others who have become mates-of-a-sort. I surprised the Hell otta’ me’self on our first night when I heard myself saying yes to your request that we sleep together. I love having you sleep with me on Game nights or on duty night; if I get an emergency call, you aren’t bothered at all, and asleep while I am showering and dressing. I miss you when you are back in Fort Worth. Me’comfortable squeeze-toy, me’teddyfuckbartbear,  me’ Michael  Barton  Bauerdorf.”

“You sometimes give my whole name or my first and middlename—why?”

“I think I have on occasions heard it from parents in the USA when admonishing their children, but in my case, I got it from my mother who came from the old-country. Irish-to-the core—for all she was born in Northern Ireland, which since at-least the Middle Ages has been the separate Ulster, not the real Ireland of the south. But Mother would have beaten me back-and-blue for saying as much. It was all Ireland to her. But, mate, we should save all this for later on the couch or at table. Besides, we are inhaling bad smoky air.”
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“Boss, let me please just say I’m just not ready to negotiate those stairs, even on my hands-and-knees. So please, Sir, I want to hear about your mom.”

Alright, me’bossie-bottom Bartie, in the first-place, Mother would have pinned my ears back if I had called her ‘Mom’. When I came-back from Johns Hopkins Med School for a visit, me’poor dear mother grieved-over the fact that she over-heard me talking like a Yank to Sis— not that she was anti-US—not after Coral Seas and New Guinea—it’s just that she was strictly OldSchool. Yeah-look she had adapted to overhear me speak Aussie to Sis—done I suppose out-of her deep-love for my father and a high- regard for her father-in-law. But, her hearing Yank-talk from me was just too much. She was, as I can’t say often enough, Irish-to-the-core—her Ulster-birth only made her more-so. I held to my habit of always speaking the brogue in her presence. I started to always speak it with my sister, and kept it up, until she recently told me
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