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The heat of the darkroom was a tangible thing, pressing its weight upon my naked body, making it difficult to breathe. I had no idea how much time had passed in this windowless cell, but my muscles ached as if I had run for hours, and my flesh felt oversensitized to the point of madness. Every brush of the sheets, every gust of the air conditioner was like an exquisite brand upon my skin. I shivered.

I was stretched out on a bondage table. Leather cuffs restrained my limbs and a spreader bar held my thighs obscenely wide. I could feel my pulse pounding on my clit. I wanted so badly to come, but the sadist I called Master was adept at denying a slave her pleasure. He was also a master of pain, and my nipples ached from his attention. The tiny needles threaded through their swollen tips had sent me into orbit before, but the tight chain clamps kept me grounded here, now, in this place, and the vibrations of the beads in my ass drove me out of my mind. I had to come. I was going to come. Hard.

I bit my lip and whimpered in desperation. No. I had to think of something else, something horrible to hold back the rising wave of my orgasm. But I didn’t really want to, and besides, there was nothing more frightening than Master’s last, ominous statement before he’d turned on the vibrator and left me to suffer.

“Let’s see how long we can keep this up, little whore. A week? A month? We’ll make history. Nobody has ever been edged for thirty days.”

It wasn’t possible. The doctor had said it was dangerous, that it would heighten the risks of permanent injury, but Master and I were both very fond of dangerous pleasures. He didn’t really mean it. He was just trying to terrify me, and I didn’t really want him to mean it. But what if he did? What if he didn’t touch me for a whole month? I would die. But maybe he would fuck me. Oh, fuck. Oh, god. He hadn’t been inside me for thirty days now and the vibrator wasn’t nearly enough. Master’s dick had become the chocolate cake in the midst of some new fad diet. It was all I could think about. That beautiful, pulsing blue vein running along his long, hot rod. Fuck. I needed the thick shaft of his cock pounding my pussy and I needed it now.

“Master!” My throat was already raw from screaming. I had lost the ability to speak more than a few minutes ago, but I screamed for him anyway, the way I had been screaming ever since he’d started edging me... a month ago? A lifetime? An eternity of blissful anguish, frustration and agony.

He was my master. He owned me. I needed to be his slave, needed this exquisite, cruel pleasure. The need was a compulsion as powerful as my need to breathe. It wasn’t like this before, when Master and I first began to play. The intensity was new, and it was scary, but I would never walk away from it. I couldn’t. I loved this game and the sadist who invented it.

The sensations building inside of me were so much stronger, now that I knew it was real, that the threat of the vibrator in my ass for thirty days was really going to happen. My pussy clenched, trying to contract around a cock that wasn’t there, trying to come on something, anything. But Master hadn’t permitted that kind of stimulation for so long I couldn’t remember when it ended and it was driving me out of my mind with need.

“Master.” His name was a sigh on my lips as the pleasure inside me began to surge. “Master!” A scream of fear as it peaked and then stopped again. My hips were shaking with the effort to hold back my orgasm, my hands were fisted, my toes curled so tightly that the joints were beginning to cramp. It was no use. I needed to climax. It didn’t matter what Master threatened. I had to come, even if it was wrong and the punishment was another hour of denial, another week, another month, until I died and came again. I didn’t care. It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except this orgasm building inside of me and the pleasure when it finally broke.

I swear I would have sold my soul to the devil if he’d promise to let me come now.

He must have heard me, even though the layers of steel and concrete in his basement dungeon. My Master. My sadist.

“You called, slave?”

I wanted to scream with relief when Master walked in. I wanted to beg for my pleasure, my release, my right to climax, but I was already screaming and nothing coherent was coming out of my mouth. 

I wanted to submit. 

And I wanted him to make me.

Own me. All of me.

He stood over me and smiled at my screams, his strong features blurred through my watery eyes. “Do you want to come, slave? It has been thirty days...”

Has it?

Thank God!

I almost burst into tears.

“Master!”

“Yes, slave?” He moved between my spread legs, his hand settling possessively between my thighs and stroking the soaked folds of my pussy. He fingered the string of anal beads stretching the rim of my anus and my screams intensified when he gave it a sadistic twist. My body tried to convulse, held down only by my bonds and his will. “Do you want me to touch you, little whore?”

I nodded feverishly.

“You’re very swollen here, whore.”

I wasn’t screaming anymore, but the only other thing I was capable of was moaning as he continued to finger the slick lips of my sex with that same casual cruelty. He spread the petals apart with his thumbs to open the wet, swollen flower of my body. I shivered with each cruel touch of his fingertips as he examined every inch of my exposed flesh with excruciating attention to detail. My clit throbbed when his finger brushed against the overstimulated bundle of nerves, engorged to the point of agony. I tried to beg for my pleasure, but it was impossible. I was choking on sobs, unable to even catch my breath as the first touch of his mouth to the oversensitive flesh sent a jolt through my body as if he’d pressed my clit to a live electric wire.

My orgasm was suddenly, unexpectedly close. My head snapped up, my neck corded as the screams started again. The pleasure was so intense, so much stronger than anything I could bear. I was desperate, wild with need and fear of what would happen when I fell from the agonizing peak. But my body was not mine to command. Master owned it. Master commanded my orgasm. He decided when, where and how. He gave it to me like a drug I craved, so he could take it away whenever he wanted.

He gave me what I needed, not what I desired, and the touch of his tongue was so strong, so terrifying that he drove me right to the edge and held me there, teetering on the brink, helpless with need. I
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