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On The Road To Ruination

or

Part One: The Pleasure Slave

Prologue

The feeble electric glow from the cramp dressing room they were in seeped out the door less entrance. Its wash helped Renee put faces and bodies to the sounds she heard from the larger space they adjoined. Awed, she saw many naked males and females, some of who were being abused by others.

“Here. This is for you,” Irena said as she brought forth the latex helmet.

Renee looked at the hideous mask her friend held, and then stole another glance at her own reflection in the vanity mirror: she saw what looked to be a combination fashion model-whore.

She looked again at the collar Irena had fastened around her throat, swallowed, and then turned to be fitted with the helmet.

Part One

A loud metallic clank fed power to the overhead light, suddenly illuminating the female nude strapped the table below. Its subject floated atop an otherwise sea of ink. 

She may have felt a slight sensation of heat as the glare focused on her body, but the full padded latex covering her head muffled all other senses, including hearing. Just as she no longer heard the cries of those being tormented by their lustful masters and mistresses barely some feet away, the noise of the overhead’s switch was muted. 

Purists might contend that with her wrists and ankles also bound in leather and hooded with latex she was technically not ‘nude’ but merely naked, though for most gathered around the female such petty distinctions were the least of their concerns.

“You take the other one,” said the disembodied voice as the owner’s arm entered into the pool of light and glossy fingernails wrapped around the nude’s compliant left breast. “This one’s all mine…”

The owner revealed herself to be a middle-aged woman as she entered the light. Flowing raven hair covered most of her face as she bent toward fingers already molding the pale breast. Others glimpsed a flash of white teeth. The one on the table writhed as the teeth found the plump oval and teasingly bit the tender flesh whose pinkish tint was washed out by the bright light.

Sounds in the dark around the table continued, but those closest focused on the female before them. One suggested sliding open the soft plastic zipper covering her mouth. Cheers sounded as one, then another male member entered the orifice. Slurping noises mingled with grunts and groans. Someone suggested unlocking her ankles and was helped placing the athletic young woman’s feet flat on the table. Her back arched and hips pumped upward as she was entered time and time again. The shiny slit between her thighs bucked up, begging for more.

And so the evening went.

“You have brought us a very willing and delectable slave,” said the male baritone to the tall redhead barely be seen in the gloom. “You deserve to be rewarded.”

“Thank you, master.” Off to one dark corner the two murmured secretly as those around the table continued to use the nude. In the shadows, the redhead rustled the long skirt she wore. Hitching it up, she revealed pale legs, one of which she wrapped around the hip of the man addressing her and used it to pull him tightly to her body.

Part Two: Pain and Ecstasy Awakened

Renee’s transition from pleasure slave to pain slave to the ultimate began innocently enough as she recalled that Sunday spent jogging with her friend. She felt her legs being lifted up from the table. In her mind she could not block out the sights and sounds she heard earlier, but she let her thoughts drift back to that Sunday and wondered just who she was kidding about the ‘innocent’ encounter with her friend.

Chastity had very little to do with Irena’s invitation to spend the evening Thursday night at her place, and Renee knew it. She suspected as much as she tested the laces on her cross trainers. Once confided of blues over a jilted love her best friend shrugged and said something like, There was nothing like getting back up in the saddle immediately following a fall. Or maybe she said something about trying a new saddle all together different. Despite suspicions of Irena’s see-thru hidden agenda, Renee accepted the invitation and carelessly promised to swing by shortly after work. The deception might prove to be fun. 

Strollers on a sunny San Francisco afternoon favored the two joggers. Stone facades of piers along the Embarcadero sandwiched them between street and civic improvements that featured palm trees and vintage subway cars, their backdrop the heart-pumping city view. An afternoon marine layer tweaked fog through the Golden Gate span and brought brisk ocean breezes that tattooed their shiny faces as the syncopated feminine feet tapped toward Pier 39. Encountered sight-seers could not help but smile as the bouncing pair passed their way, many taking note of the sports bras each young woman wore; a nipple check clearly was superfluous for both. 

To avoid the tourist congestion they banked up Beach Street on their way to the quieter shade of Washington Square. In North Beach the winded pair rested on the grass. Renee did not protest Irena’s hand around her own perspiring shoulder and gratefully shared the water bottle her friend had brought. The two cooled down from their run and sat to watch the passing parade of mostly locals walking or waiting for busses.

“I’ve got to get out of this sun! It’s killing my Irish skin.”

Renee reclined. I was right. Already she could see too many freckles covering her friend’s bare shoulders. She took another swig of water and pointed to tall trees shading the park’s perimeter. “Yeah the rays are out today, for sure. Let’s go over there and get out from under the sun’s Ol’ Wrinkle Starters.”

Her complexion was much smoother and more olive than Irena’s. She shook her brunette ponytail and stood, helping up the redhead with her hand. Youth was on their side and looking like weathered leather just did not make sense for either of them. Her hand wrapped around Irena’s and together the pair walked toward space free from the direct sun rays.

“You like the wine?”

Renee thought the Chardonnay swirling in the bottom of her glass very good. In fact, the entire evening had gone splendidly. Seated at the small table lit by just one candle Renee smiled at her hostess. “Thank you I,” she said wondering if the flickering light cast the same luminescence on her hazel eyes as it did on her friend’s emerald ones. “Yes, the wine is exceptional, but then, so has everything about this evening. Thank you for being so dear. It was a good idea of yours for me to drop by. I was feeling kinda down before, but not now.”

“You can thank me later, darling.” The emerald eyes positively glowed, almost speaking on their own as the single candlelight added to their glitter. Their loveliness distracted Renee so much, she didn’t take notice of the spoken endearment and totally ignored the cryptic smile. She fought not to gush too much. Eagerly ready for a change of pace so that she would not feel too embarrassed over her blushing, she rose from the table as I stood. “Come, there’s something I want to show you.” Obediently, she followed the copper ringlets dancing over the back of Irena’s mock turtle knit. 

Renee had seen Irena’s place before. They only lived a block apart in Pacific Heights and she had been over many times, but always in the company of others. This was the first time, however, she had ever seen the inside of her friend’s bedroom. Wall sconces warmed rich draperies. Varnished woods furnished the space. Renee’s eyes riveted on the wrought-iron frame dominating the room. It framed blackened silk sheets. The bed seemed a bit dramatic, but then a perfect foil for the rest of the room. Being without company made this first visit all the more special.

Before Renee had a chance to react, I swiftly moved from the wall she had her back to and crushed her lips over her own. The moist lips gave following their initial shocked defense. I slid the tip of her tongue between Renee’s startled mouth and broke away. Her two hands held her friend close. She glared into Renee’s wide eyes and read a glistening mixture of surprise, good wine and, above all, excitement. She smiled and said, “You’ve known what the answer is to your heart-sick woes since I invited you here this evening, didn’t you?”

Renee stammered to protest at first, and then meekly nodded her head in agreement. Come, what are we waiting for? were all the words she needed to hear and let her hand be taken as this time they drew closer to the shimmering bed.

The next morning Renee stretched her body. Hands behind her head, she watched the video recording of the last few hours of sex between her and I on the TV set into the armoire on the wall near the foot of their bed. The warmed silk sensuously slid across her back as she stretched. A tousled mane of red curls lay just beneath her chin as her new lover cuddled. She kissed the curls and then returned to watching their recorded exploits on the wide screen.

Renee could tell I was just dozing, and not totally sound asleep, though heaven knows both of them got precious little rest the night before. Renee felt the soft breathing on her skin and felt Irena’s fingers dreamily caress the mound atop her breast. Gentle prodding slid the fleshy oval above firmer meat below yet warmed Renee to her core.

The nipple began to harden. Again.

Renee’s eyes widened as she saw the electronic image of herself crawl on top of I straddling her facing away from the camera and her own head hungrily dive down between the redhead’s parted legs. 

Music began to blare from the nightstand’s alarm clock radio. I sprang to life. She lifted her head away from Renee’s arm, took a moment to adjust to her surroundings, and then swung the hand whose fingers could not stay away from the other’s nipple. It slapped the tight ass cheek. “Cummon, girl! Time to got to work, but first let’s take a shower.”

“Ow!” The brunette protested as the slap stung her butt more from the rude shock than from any actual pain. Renee answered Irena’s quick peck and with a parting glance to the video scene swung her legs off of the bed and followed I to the bathroom.

Water from the shower helped awaken her and thinking she was through, Renee parted the plastic curtain and stepped one bare foot out of the tub when I sharply called her to a stop.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

Happily surprised, Renee stepped back into the tub as I turned the taps to reduce the spray of warm water. She froze, however, when she saw the razor.

“Hold still,” I said as her nails gripped the wet brunette’s hips and squatted in the tub. Aiming for the thin strip of dark curls, she sprayed the shaving lotion and began to shave.

Renee was speechless, but stood still as she felt what was left of her pubic hair shaved away. Shamed tears hotly seeped from under her closed lids as she tilted her head up. Her chest heaved as she felt Irena’s fingers apply some sort of oil.

“Helps avoid bumps. Your legs are already smooth. Now that that’s all done,” I said as she stood and put away her implements. “You can get out and dry off now, but I want you here tonight following work.”

“Well…,”Renee said and opened her watery eyes.

“No ‘wells’ about it – that’s an order,” I said and kissed Renee’s cheek and lessened the newly adopted sternness in her voice. “You did say you wanted to forget all about those “dating blues”, didn’t you?”

Renee hardly knew what to say, but felt too vulnerable to chance losing what she now had with I.

“Good, because tonight we go to the club. I tell you, after tonight girl you’ll forget all about getting, well, shafted. Then again…” She laughed and threw the towel into the hamper and left to get two fresh dresses for work.

Renee didn’t pay much attention to Irena’s snigger, her voice trailing off with her departure from the steamy room. The shaving still mortified. She fussed with brushing her hair back to look more presentable for work and tried to ignore looking down at her now bald pussy, though the harder she tried to forget it was there the more it demanded attention. 

At the end of the day she’d have plenty of time to ask questions. Being bossed around by I was sure to be at the top of the list.

Renee pestered I with question upon question about the night at the club. True, the experience there and at her friend’s house easily removed any dating blues she may have expressed in the past, but the subject of her questioning that Sunday pertained to those others at the club, ones at the seeming mercy of others. Her curiosity knew no bonds.

I put down her iced tea. The two decided that the sunny weather merited a lunch al fresco so both decided on an outdoor café set just off of the Embarcadero. Behind fashion shades her eyes narrowed and she said, “Those are called pain sluts. You were merely a pleasure slave.” Adjusting the brim of her straw hat, I took another sip of tea and smirked. “Was that not enough for you?”

Renee hastily leaned over the small table. “No, not at all. Of course it was! Thank you!” She did not want to offend her friend. “You know with your help I have forgotten all about the past.” She pressed her small hand over Irena’s and gave a reassuring squeeze but it was not apparently enough to appease her friend.

I shrugged. “So my little friend has gotten a taste of forbidden fruit and now she hungrily wants more. A pain slut, correct?”

“Only with your help. Please…? Please???” Renee blinked her eyes hopefully.

The redhead folded her napkin and tossed a credit card atop the check. Her hand turned and she held Renee’s. She warmly smiled and said, “Okay. We’ll meet tomorrow at one. For now, let’s go back to my place.”

One of the many perks to owning the business was one didn’t have to make excuses for taking an afternoon off. I left her boutique ad agency shortly after 12:30. Ten minutes later, she waited for the arrival of Renee outside of the entrance to the club.

The brunette, however, have to make an excuse. As the newest lawyer to the firm she fibbed and told her immediate supervisor that she needed to bone-up on some legal tactics in the law library at Hastings in preparation for an upcoming client meeting. The ruse worked and her boss readily agreed. She hustled across town to meet I.

The two went inside the doors. I seemed to know her way around the dark corridors, so Renee followed. She could make out blurry features of the interior and expecting to take a right, like her only visit to the place before, I pulled her down a corridor to the left. 

This way led to a solarium. The door opened to flood the two with bright sunlight. Weather had been so fair that the ceiling had rolled back. Above, Renee could make out the taller buildings in the city neighborhood and the blue sky above. It was a very pretty room.

“Welcome ladies to The Spa,” said the white-panted black-haired man inside the bright room. His teeth flashed and he guided them over near two long tables. His assistant, another male but blond, also smiled a friendly greeting. The first man said, “You can take off your clothes here and when you finish, wrap around a towel and pick a table.”

The atmosphere and the two friendly men were so different from Renee’s first visit. She did as told and lay on her stomach. Professional hands massaged her limbs and back. If this was supposed to be what it was like as a pain slut, well she should have signed up sooner, she thought, as the hands rubbed scented oils into her. Her lids closed, any thought of fear fleeting. She relaxed into a half-slumber.

“That was not bad, was it?” I removed her towel and reached for her clothes. She saw that Renee was aping her move and placed a hand out to stop her. “Not just yet for you, I am afraid, but you can lose that towel. Lay on your back on the table.”

“What?”

The white-panted spa attendants anticipated Renee’s befuddlement. The two men each grabbed a wrist and firmly pulled Renee backwards. Restraints concealed along the edges of the table were pulled out and wrapped around Renee’s wrists. They casually pulled off the towel; apparently knowing that no matter how much the bound nude struggled and heaved her chest, there was no way she could now get free.

“Now the real initiation begins,” I said and slowly licked her lips as she watched Renee’s ankles also being strapped to the table. “And you will learn to enjoy.” She was almost completely dressed, pursed her wetted lips and removed a long needle from a sideboard. “Steady now,” she said as she pointed the thick-gauged steel rod at Renee’s right breast. “You do give much to work with, but who needs to make a mistake?”

Renee tried to keep her chest from rapidly rising and falling. Her eyes looked down over her sweating cheeks as the needle got closer and closer. A frisson chilled her entire body as cool antiseptic swabbed a side near the top of her breast. The first bite of the needle tip burned as it pierced her aureola. 

She cried out as the needle broke through the other side. Frantically looking down, she saw gloved hands wiping away small dabs of blood and a silver ring inserted into the fresh opening piercing through just above her nipple. She relaxed her craning neck and laid back, eyes closed, trying to shutout reality as it was happening. The heavy ring was now both in her and on her. Her crying reduced to a sob in futility over what was happening, and what she now knew was yet to come.

Renee spent the next week living at Irena’s place. She dutifully endured the daily dabs of alcohol, necessary she was told, to guard against any infections in her three newest piercings. The treatments stung at first, but lessened in intensity as the weekend approached. She dreaded the every-other-day enemas I gave her in the evenings, but submitted to those with a similar sense of duty. All was required, I repeatedly told her, if she was to become a true pain slut.

More vivid than all, however, where words spoken to her by I just after her clit was pierced and a ring installed. Her friend icily issued what quickly became an entirely different life for Renee-things like always addressing I as “mistress”, never looking her or any other mistress or master in the face, never speaking unless told to do so, and always being sexually available for any or all. Renee was nevermore to wear any underwear, even when going to work. And last, but certainly not least, she was to lose her name and from now on be referred to only as “slave 6”. The plain collar she wore told her as much.

During the day Renee spurned other attorneys in the firm coming on to her even one of the senior partners. His cryptic smile when turned down only left her more complexed, thinking that somehow he had really won their encounter. Each morning she selected clothes that would lessen her sex appeal to others and at the same time would cloak her lack of undergarments and the rings that tended to poke through her flimsy blouses. Each workday was spent secretly enjoying her new status as slave 6.

Part Three: Showtime

“Any questions, slave 6?” Irena signaled the man waiting outside of the club’s dressing room that they were about ready.

“Yes, mistress,” Renee said as she felt the last of the short belts locked around her ankle. Her heart was beating fast, her skin flush with excitement and anticipation. “Will there be others like me?”

Irena thinly smiled and applied more body paint to slave 6’s tit. “Of course. But fear not. Your entrance will be quite unique,” her eyes proudly lowered down her friend’s illustrated naked body and rested on the silver ring jutting out between her thighs. “Show us how flexible you are. Do the splits out flat and on the floor, NOW!”

She needn’t have shouted. Renee quickly complied, and lowered herself until she felt her toes touch the opposite walls of the small room. The ring in her clit scraped the stone floor. She shivered once as her opened pussy lips made a moue on the cold, hard surface.

“Good. Now, stretch out your arms to your ankles. I will use short chains and connect them to the rings in the ankle cuffs.”

Renee did as ordered, and looked up as Irena fastened her arms out.

“Now, hold your head up.” Irena slid the patriotically patterned silk across Renee’s eyes and tied the blindfold behind her head.

It was not the same mask, like before. True, she could not see, but Renee still had more senses than her night as a pleasure slave. She smiled to herself as she felt something tied through her nipple rings.

Irena lightly tugged the clear plastic tubing threading the silver metal. Blinking stars within its length reached out to each ankle ring. She then brought it up, wrapped it around the top of the slave’s head, pulled it down her back, under her parted cunt, and out the front. Nodding to two men, she held on to the fashioned plastic leash as the slave, now painted and bedecked to resemble a bizarre sort of human flag, was lifted up by her ankles. “Here we go.”

She gave her blindfolded friend a peck on the cheek as the men and women maneuvered their way out of the dressing room toward the others awaiting in the next room.

A female participant at the club protested the garish makeup as Renee, or slave 6 as she was now called, was carried into the sparsely lit party room. “But the 4th is over!”

The twinkling tubing around Renee was removed but the red, white and blue paint job covering her otherwise nude body remained.

“We should be patriotic all year long. To hell with particular dates,” said a gruff male twang from the darkness. His voice echoed the thoughts of most, though his comment had less to do with any patriotism and more to do with the long arms connected to splayed legs with the ever so inviting torso as the female slave was placed on the padded table. “Let’s celebrate today!”

Renee could not see through the blindfold but felt herself set atop the table. Support under her helped relieve the strain she was beginning to feel in her limbs.

“I’ve got an idea. This slave needs more sparkles.”

A club attendant dutifully supplied two sparklers left over from the July celebration. A male guest grabbed one of the spindly sticks and leaned over the positioned slave.

“Lay her on her back, and better hold her down.”

Renee sucked in her chest as she felt the powerful grip squeeze her left breast. She gasped as something sharp poked the middle of her nipple.
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She screamed as it stabbed.

More gathered around to see as one of the masters twisted the sparkler deeper into the slave’s tit until it angled upright on its own. Many placed hands on the sweating limbs, yearning, as they were, to be free, as the second sparkler was inserted into the nipple atop the other tit, this one painted a bright blue.

Some bystander asked who had a Roman candle, and when none could be found a thick ordinary candle was shoved into the gaping vagina.

“Time to light ‘er up!”

Renee choked and gasped. As much as she squirmed, she was held fast to the table. Pain racked her chest and heat from the burning candle thickened her insides. She felt dripping in sweat. All around she heard them clapping and some were even trying to sing.

Tears ran from her covered eyes. Inwardly, though, Renee knew that this was what she wanted. All that stuff she had complained to Irena about dating was just that; hogwash. Renee sucked her belly in deeper and arched her back. Tears, or no tears, she was not going to chicken out and made up her mind to give them a show they would hardly forget.

“There was some mail,” Irena said as she came into the bedroom. “Mostly bills, but this is for you sweet slut.”

Renee groggily lifted her head from the downy covers Irena sometime let her share. 

“Uhmuhm…what time is it?”

“Long past your usual time to rise and shine. Now sit up and open that envelope.”

She didn’t bother with the usual polite answer to her mistress. Renee’s entire body ached. Sharp pains caused by the previous night made her wince more than one. She lifted up the small violet envelope that lay atop the covers and broke the seal. 

The cursive was an invitation. Renee brushed back hair covering her face and looked up to Irena standing at the end of the bed.

“Mistress? This invites me to an “Ultimate Experience”. What’s that?”

Color washed from her face when Irena heard the name. Just as quickly she stomped around the bed and ripped the envelope and its contents from Renee’s hands, slapping slave 6’s face as she did. 

“No way, understand?” Irena stormed out of the room.

Huddled in her bathrobe, Renee found Irena sipping tea in the kitchen. Her mistress did not look up when she entered. “What is it? Please tell your slave.”

Irena glared as her chin rose. “A place where I FORBID you to go.”

Tears sprung to Renee’s eyes to see her mistress so displeased. She hurried into the room. Kneeling down she kissed the calf of the slacks that Irena wore and hugged her arms around the leg.

By the time her tea was finished, Irena relented. The poor slave just did not know any better and that wasn’t really her fault. 

She placed a hand tenderly atop the warm hair nuzzling her leg and said, “Don’t worry pet: The Ultimate Experience is a small group of extremely sadistic masters and mistresses.” She bent down to kiss the raised forehead as slave 6 looked up. “In fact precious, no slave has ever been seen again following one of their parties. Your mistress just doesn’t want the same fate to befall you.”

Renee adoringly gazed upward and accepted her kind mistress’s kiss. She listened as she learned more of the horrid things the Ultimate Experience was known for. The more she learned of the horrid things they supposedly did, the sicker she felt. 

Much more made her more determined than ever to accept the invitation, whether her mistress approved or not.

Part Four: The Ultimate

An errant gust of hot wind did little to blow away the smile of self-satisfaction from the leader of the Ultimates face. The ancient Romans with their fondness for innovative means of crucifixion would have approved of his efforts, he thought as he contentedly gazed up at the two females tied to the cross. He brushed away grit swirled by the gusting wind from his clean shaven face and considered the many layers of innovation of which he could justly be proud. Because they were, after all, his.

The arrival from the city of the select group of five, three men counting him and two women members, at the chateau set in the wilderness began the process that brought all of them to this arid hollow. During the weeks prior to their coming the two hired hands at the chateau had fed the slave her strict diet as they were ordered to do. To keep her form from looking too deflated as a result of the skimpy rations, they had expertly performed a surgical implantation to her tits. To further modify her body they had daily tightened a constricting corset. He cared little what the two men did to satisfy themselves in other ways with their charge until he and the others arrived. The extracurricular activities of hired help mattered little to him. What did matter most was that his intimate group of Ultimates arrived in time to enjoy themselves.

And enjoy they did.

He fondly recalled the shock on slave 6’s face when she recognized her former boss from the legal firm. Not merely his arrival, but to be announced as the actual leader of the Ultimates. She was surprised. The beaten nude hanging before him showed an entirely different side than the eager, fresh-from-college job applicant he had interviewed in the rather sterile confines of his office back in the city. All of that seemed another world away from present tableau.

Yes, the ancient Romans would indeed approve of his ingenuity. What they called their patibulum or crossbeam, was supposed to be carried by the condemned to the site of the crucifixion. His improvisation had taken an extra step. Instead of something carried over her shoulders, he had shortened the length of a rusty anchor chain from some scow, slipped her wrists through the outmost links, tied a rawhide leash to a middle link, slipped it between her thighs, through her clit ring, and pulled the other end toward him. In this way she was led by a leash tugging at her clit, her back bent backward by the heft of the iron chain pulling her wrists downward. 

There ought to be some sort of laurel he so richly deserved. Pragmatically he mused that perhaps this display before him was meant to be a form of reward in and of itself. The sight alone of the boney ribs and taut flesh stretching over artificial plumpness thrust skyward was enough to merit reward.

Renee winced as her hands were pulled from the iron and then tied around the wood. At first the lessening of the strain on her back and arms was a relief until reality abruptly returned. Her face was only inches from Irena’s ankles. This was all her fault, she sobbed as she knelt. Not only had she defied her mistress and accepted the invitation from this group, but also had caused the Ultimates to crucify her love. Scalding fat tears dripped down onto Irena’s feet. 

The others watched as the slave kneeled and the most outspoken of his gender amongst them reached behind the reddened buttocks, lifted the naked hips and then buggered the female. The professional athlete flexed his overdeveloped muscles. His cock, one of legendary penile proportions, proved to be every inch of legends told and plunged without hesitation into the tied slave. Just before ejaculating the man groaned and pulled his heavy tool out. Gobs of cum plopped onto the small of the slave’s back and slid down the crack.

The leader of the Ultimates stepped forward so that the kneeling slave could hear as he handed the stout handle of the heavy leather strand to the middle-aged Asian woman and spoke as if speaking to the slave but loud enough so that all around could hear, “You have heard of whipped cream, haven’t you?” He passed the handle to the attractive Asian and said as he stepped back gesturing, “Her name is slave 6, so she deserves at least that many, don’t you think?” His leer was returned as the whip was taken from him.

Drying sperm splattered and sprayed. Renee shouted in pain as the lash struck. She abruptly kneeled upright. Her forehead hit wood. Fire burned between her legs. The blow forced her face between Irena’s calves. Wet cheeks flamed. Her mind reeled. She gasped for air.

Without missing a beat, manicured nails tightened around the handle and the Asian swung. Glossy black hair flew. Her aim was deliberate. This time a red streak united the two shoulder blades as it traced across a pale back. A third time she swung, but this time aimed lower. The slave was knocked to the side, landing on a hip, one inflated breast smashed into the loose gravel.

“Wait,” the leader of the Ultimates said and moved toward the heaving slave sprawled out from the cross, “I think our little slave here needs a break.” Holding back the Asian woman, he knelt close to slave 6’s head. Stroking her lank strands of mane, he suddenly yanked her head up and back. “Here, dear, take a sip because you’re going to need it.” The tiny cup in his hand pressed to her shivering lips and slightly tilted, allowing the water it held to trickle into her mouth. The slave coughed as she gagged and choked, and then laid her chin back onto the earth and quietly sobbed. 

As the side of her face lay on the ground, the leader of the Ultimates wiped the fingers of his hand over the welt lining her middle back, smearing crimson from tiny bubbles of blood. He wiped his bloodied fingers across the slave’s lips and said, “There’s more, you know, from where that came from.” Standing, he looked back at the woman holding the whip and said, “You may continue”.

Untying her wrists, two of the men lifted the prone slave to her feet. Feeling hands lift her, Renee looked up at the nude figure of her mistress tied to the cross above her. Her eyes pleaded for mercy only to be met by a harsh glare she had never before known. From the corner of an eye Renee saw the other woman Ultimate approach. Hands swiveled her so that the back of her head rested on Irena’s hip. Her torn back scraped against the upright. Her wrists were pulled past Irena’s legs and tied. An inner upper arm brushed Irena’s knee.

“These are very pretty.”

Renee watched almost detachedly as the woman whose face was mostly hidden by designer sunglasses hefted her breasts. Her nipple rings were removed as each breast was fondled. Renee was almost glad to have them removed.

“Oh, but what’s this?”

The woman started to remove Renee’s clit ring before she saw one of the marks left by being led through a thicket of underbrush. The mark ran diagonally from just below her lower rib across to end at one of her hipbones.

“We don’t want anything to mar your pretty skin now, do we?” The woman traced across the 8” line with her index finger before catching the start of a freshly forming scab and dragging her nail across the crusty buildup.

Renee sucked in her already shrunken stomach in a futile attempt to avoid the scraping motion. Rather than cry out at the hurt she merely looked skyward, passed one of Irena’s arms and winced. She could not prevent her heart from pounding faster and more sweat from forming.

“Uhmmm,” the woman with the glasses said as she lapped the fresh scratch with her tongue. “You know,” she said looking up at Renee’s contorted features, “you taste pretty good. A little salty though for my taste.”

Renee opened her eyes as she heard the woman leave. As she turned to depart, two of the Ultimate men seemed to follow her former boss’s signal and they approached.

Yes the ancient Romans would give him something for his demonstrated ingenuity, the leader of the Ultimates thought as he looked up at the two women tied to the crucifix. Approbation, at the very least. He smilingly looked around at his select group. They seemed to be enjoying themselves.

He had ordered that the youngest, slave 6, be tied facing her mistress. Both females were of similar height making the positioning all the more easier. Arms over outstretched arms, wrists to wrists, the slave’s enhanced tits mashed into the other’s natural ones so that pale flesh bulged above two sets of distended ribs. The slave’s legs had been angled out slightly so that they framed the mistress’s and her ankles tied not to the face of the upright, but rather, to its sides. Tiny wooden platforms supported the downward-pointed feet on each side of the cross.

Irena had been on the cross much too long. Something inside of her head snapped. It could easily have been the heat and torment. Or maybe it was having the sweaty slave mashed into her own beautiful body only to hear simpering apologies blurted out by the stupid slut. Whatever the reason, Irena could take no more. She summoned her strength and butted her head. With a growl her teeth flashed. She bit at anything. A nose, cheek, lower lip were all targets for her to vent her fury. Exhaustion finally made her stop. That, and realizing that her slave wasn’t biting back, but rather submissively taking all of Irena’s anger.

Renee quaked. She was an idiot to attempt to apologize to Irena. Both of them now hung, displayed for the enjoyment of the Ultimates. And it was all her fault. At least, Irena’s biting had stopped and she seemed to be calmer. She could feel the other’s heart beating as their chests pressed together. Renee rested her chin atop her mistress’s collarbone. She ignored the blood seeping from her face. And the other pains. 

The leader of the Ultimates spoke to the crucified and said, “slave 6 is to be nailed to the cross. But we do have a problem.”

“What’s that?” The other man acted his lines as directed and played the dumb one.

“Well,” the leader said as he stroked his chin, “her wrists are now roped atop those of her mistress. If we nail one, we shall have to nail the other.”

The leader of the Ultimates was most pleased, though the incessant wailing of the two females at this stage seemed a bit much. He eyed a climbing trail of black ants industrially winding their way up the blood and urine soaked wood. He gathered his small group together to begin their journey out of the rocky basin and back toward their chateau. High above the late afternoon sky played host to circling buzzards. Pleased though he was, it was time to head back.

Which one would succumb first was elementary he thought as the group gathered and began their ascent up the gravel. It did not matter. What was important, however, was that the Ultimates this time were heading off toward the beginnings of a magnificent sunset. Yet another cause for celebration.
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