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Prologue

The Cage – November 15, 2005

       “It is the devil’s work, Gerhard.”

       The moralist wife addresses the pragmatist husband. At odds, no longer drawn together by love, but instead by need.

       “Yes, Hilda. But the devil pays well. And heaven demands that we eat and not let ourselves die of starvation.”

       Wizened hands smooth over the nearly completed abode of formidable stainless steel. Many bars, two centimeters in thickness, have been cut, shaped and welded to form a cage. Over the many weeks, as the gleaming collection took shape, wife Hilda’s expressions of disdain transformed from initial clucking of the tongue to outright verbal condemnation. Most disconcerting has been Gerhard’s careful attention to some odd augmentations. At one end of the waist high, mostly rectangular shape, Gerhard has fastidiously labored to add a smaller square envelopment to the top. The size of a hat box, the prudish Hilda, having observed the skilled craftsmanship of husband Gerhard often engaged in abetting ‘wickedness’, knows too well of its purpose. And then there is the manner in which the design demanded the bars at the sides of the cage and below the box be specially shaped...

       Within the cage, dozen’s of eyelets adorn the bars. Whatever is to be held within the ineluctable strips of hardened steel will be bound in place... as added precaution?.. or added torment?

       Hilda does not need to speculate.

       “Such abominable use of your skills. Gerhard, you should be sculpting! Your statues are renowned!”

       “I would like to think that artwork will be held within these bars. That I am working the shell of a great Faberge egg.”

       Hilda snorts in disgust watching as hands continue to smooth over the dozens of flawless welds. Not a seam to be seen. Not a crevice to be felt. In the past, the aging skilled metal worker has indeed been commissioned for grand artwork. Yet, the sizable emolument offered for an otherwise undistinguished cage could not be refused.

       “My work will be seen by the wealthy, the influential. Commissions will result.”

       “Money in return for abetting debauchery, Gerhard. Look at the size. It is for a human! Look at the design of the entrance door. I have seen too many animal cages. One must conclude that the only escape is not to be locked. It is instead to be welded shut, Gerhard! And I hope not by you!”

       Gerhard has no retort. He of course realized the odd accessory of the entrance door when initially examining the design drawings. There are no loops within which a common padlock can be inserted to snap close and later be opened for release. Instead, the hinged door of bars lowers and two flat surfaces meet, one on the door, one on the body of the cage. After closure, it will be a simple matter to spot weld the surfaces together to offer permanency. Gerhard has too many times similarly welded opposing surfaces in assembling the final portions of a completed work of art.

       Initially, he shuddered with the thought of eternal captivity. The high carbon steel, as expensive and rigorous as any alloy known, does not rust, and once tempered is almost impossible to bend. It can only be cut with diamond tipped blades or acetylene torch. Wickedly, it is intended that whatever is placed inside the cage will be forever held. Is he making a coffin for the living? His own thoughts coincide with those of wife Hilda more than she will know. Still, the offering of abundant cash for weeks of skilled fabrication could not be refused.

       “And that box at the top, Gerhard. It is the size of a head. How is it that the design permits the little hatch door there to be unlocked and opened and not the entrance door? And look at the shape of the bars below. It required hours for you to cut, bend, then shape the concavity. It is disgusting to think of the time and effort spent so someone can comfortably sit astride the bars.”

       Gerhard calmly nods. Yes, around the vicinity of the box, the design mandated that the otherwise straight bars be configured into the shape of a seat just where the hatbox door can be opened. There are indentations on the top and at the sides to comfortably accommodate thighs and calves, just as one would ride a motorcycle. Even the less prurient mind of wife Hilda understands that the pubes of whoever sits atop will be most proximate to the face of the head thrust into the box.

       “Disgusting, yet enriching, my scolding wife. Be thankful it is not you to be placed within. Be thankful that the remuneration for this cage will offer food and the comfort of heat during the cold months of winter.”

       “Who will it be that so endures while we eat in warm comfort, Gerhard?”

       Gerhard shakes his head as his inspection ends, communicating his lack of knowledge. He turns to ignite his acetylene torch. Satisfied with its perfection, every inch of the cage will be heated again to further harden the bars.

       “You are looking at a creation which indeed approximates the cost of a Faberge egg, my shrewish mate. Whatever is held within will be oddly treasured. One does not pay vast sums to hold in captivity a rodent. No, this creature will eat, breathe, be pampered and most importantly... it will amuse. And as a result we will eat as well.”


The Dentist – December 2005

       “The tenets of my profession suggest that I not remove good teeth,” the concerned dentist responds in consultation.

       “They’re useless to him and potentially harmful... to me. I will pay well.”

       An envelope glides across the desk. The look of concern transforms to curiosity as an eyebrow is raised.

       “Payment comes after the rendering of services... usually.”

       “And so I will pay after the services. Consider that to merely be for your expenses.”

       The unsealed envelop yields. The eyebrow further rises. The dentist’s attention has been captured.

       “It’s for ten thousand dollars!”

       “Consider it a down payment on your confidence, as well. You will find that your patient has... shall we say... an eccentric way of comporting himself. A rather gothic presentation which need not be introduced to those without understanding.”

       The dentist nods staring at the cashier’s check.

       “Thursday is normally my day off. No one will be here.”

       “Good. I will bring him in for the procedure. Use a modicum of Novocain. I’ll want him to remember his last trip to the dentist. And doctor, do you know anything about collagen?”

       “Off course. We use it all the time to build up the gums.”

       “Have some available. I’ll want his gums reshaped after the teeth are removed.”

       A diagram is pushed across the desk. The dentist examines.

       “This will make it quite difficult to fit a full set of dentures.”

       “Not my intent. He’ll not have dentures. I want to assure he cannot too firmly grasp anything between his gums... like my labia or clitoris.”

       The shocking explanation disturbs. But as the dentist further reviews the pencil etching, there comes a twinge between her thighs. The diagram suggests that the gums at the back of the mouth, at the position of the molars, be built up with collagen making it difficult to completely close and pressure anything between the gums of the incisors at the front of the mouth.

       Her hand trembles. With the thoughts of oral service applied to intimate feminine anatomy, she feels sudden wetness as the twinges strengthen. Indeed, nothing will too firmly be grasped by altered gums, though a tantalizing nibble from warm, wet softness will most lasciviously enthrall.

       The oral cavity of her prospective patient is to be molded to best pleasure a woman’s charms

       So sinister! But such a vast check...

       “Shall we agree to a similar sized check after the procedure?” the woman further inveigles.

       The sexually mesmerized dentist nods, refraining from dipping her free hand to her crotch. Yes sinister, but so wickedly arousing. And enriching.

       “Thursday. I will be sure to have collagen.”


The Seamstress – December 2005

       “You do make restraints... for hospitals?”

       “Yes, ma’am. Humane, comfortable, our designs are time tested. When properly adhered our systems inhibit the patient from harming himself... and others. But we don’t do custom work... not normally. Our stuff is more ‘one size fits all’.”

       “I can more than reimburse for any costs. Just some enhancements to your normal design... for the wrists and ankles... and the neck.”

       “We don’t make neck restraints.”

       “It won’t be burdensome. Same shape as an ankle restraint only larger. Consider it a medical necessity. Like a neck brace for spinal injury.”

       The seamstress glances at the offered drawings. She nods. Someone has measured to the millimeter.

       “Quite similar to our base design. But the metal lining is unusual... with attached steel eyelets. No velcro. Added padding. And you want the stitching to be piano wire?”

       “I want long term wearability, thus the thick layers of padding beneath the sheaths of metal. And as you may surmise, once in place these restraints cannot be cut with a knife or scissors. I’ll not want some interloper abruptly offering freedom. Long term bondage needs to be just that... long term.”

       The seamstress notes the devilish smile and represses her own. It is common in her industry to receive orders that apparently are not to be shipped to hospitals, prisons and other such institutions. Home use? Ah, the world of kink...

       But business is business. One asks few questions. Yet a custom order is unusual... and to be hand delivered and so brazenly discussed...

       “Snaps to be added to the perimeter of the neck restraint?”

       “For his hood. Being made as we speak. Thick layers of leather covering metal mesh with accouterments for additional restraint and sensory deprivation.”

       The smile can no longer be suppressed. Years of sewing while imagining the mental torment of the bearer of her labors comes to a froth. The seamstress cloaks her giddiness but with flesh anserine, her reaction of lustful interest is apparent. Her sheepish look is returned by the knowing smile of her customer.

       “Never used your own apparatus? You’re young. All women should experience the power of thorough restraint at least once. It can be intoxicating...”

      


The Urologist – Late December 2005

       “A fascinating trinket. Wherever did you get it?”

       “Had it specially made. There’s an internet site that fabricates similar devices. I just had them make some modifications.”

       The doctor turns over the curious device. A bulbous knob of nickel cobalt, some five centimeters in diameter and in the shape of half of a sphere. There is a hole in the center of the rounded surface, perhaps one centimeter. Connecting to the hole is a tube of teflon... soft, smooth, pliable. It ends, some 20 centimeters long, at a small bump where the tube hardens and widens to twice its diameter.

       The woman smiles in noting the doctor’s fascination. Just as with the dentist and seamstress she has chosen well. The need to satiate intrigue will overcome all questions and objections.

       “End of a long day. A drink?”

       The doctor kindly offers. The woman becomes more sanguine with the extension of hospitality. She understands the need for the doctor to become comfortable and confabulating over a libation will ease concerns.

       “A little Scotch?”

       The woman nods. The doctor pours.

       “Well, circumcisions are simple. An ‘in patient’ procedure, it’s done on occasion with adult males who experience phimosis.”

       A pause. Sips of fine single malt. More examination of the device.

       “The milling on the inside of this globe is quite fine and intricate. Clever. Thousands of tiny holes and crevices where I suspect indeed that epidermis will grow. Healing skin cells can migrate to amazing areas. That’s why bandages are changed so often.”

       Another sip.

       “My patient won’t object? It will be painful.”

       The woman shakes her head mindful of the recent trips to the dentist.

       “He won’t say a word,” she offers, smiling with her double entendre.

       The atmosphere warms. The Scotch lifts inhibitions.

       “Looks like I’ll have another little scalp for my collection. There will be after care required as the penis tip heals and skin grows into this scabrous surface. But can I make a suggestion?”

       “Of course, doctor.”

       “While I’m working him with the laser scalpel, it may add some assurance if I incise a larger area than just around the frenum. Just some simple cuts across the sensitive penis tip. That way I open the entire surface of the glans itself and thus more skin will heal into the many crevices.”

       The woman offers her devilish smile and nods in agreement. The doctor returns the mischievous look.

       “I suspect once in place, you don’t want this to be removed or ejected. My thoughts are to have the entire penis tip abraded and thus in healing it will become one with your little device here.”

       “You have come to understand my intent rather quickly, doctor.”

       “Please, call me Susan. And you understand that future intercourse, if any, will be almost totally without pleasure... probably pain instead This metal bulb will permanently cover the male’s most sensitive erogenous zone. And when this tube is inserted into the urethra the bulbous end will irritate the prostate gland.”

       “Yes, you’ve ascertained more of my intent... Susan. Here’s to a successful procedure...”

       The women toast.





Our Story Begins

The Pacific Ocean – June 15, 2008

          

       The body of a goddess, the mind of a polymath, the determination of an Olympic athlete. Not the common attributes of an accomplished sail racer. But two out of three have been handy in attaining success in the eccentric world of solo yachting. And Cocoa Michelle’s photo genesis has brought notoriety to the sport. When she wins, the press scrambles to capture her bronzed, well muscled, but well shaped form holding aloft yet another trophy. Handsome, even features, a smile of pearl white, she exudes beauty and a level of confidence beyond her 28 years. Competitors silently sulk but in the end know her widely publicized triumphs have brought acclaim to an otherwise relatively unknown sport.

       This day, in this race, Hawaii to New Zealand, Captain Cocoa Michelle has fallen behind. Noted for her strong finishes she finds solace with thoughts of a competitive effort. Yet as nightfall beckons, a view to the bow offers two competitors just at the horizon, a good distance ahead but within range. Inclement winds are predicted, gusts from a storm one hundred miles to the north. In brazenly offering more canvas than most, exposing her craft time and again to the vagaries of the elements, Cocoa Michelle will strike in the darkness. A slight change to port will hasten the advantage of the gusts. A later tack to starboard, at dawn, will bring her back into the suggested line of navigation. Properly calculated, her gambit will bring increased knots and offer the lead.

       Hours into the improvised course the clouds from the storm enhance the darkness. The charts suggest her revised course comes dangerously close to coral reefs, yet also suggest adequate water. But the wind increases. The howl masks the sound of crashing waves. The charts do not, can not predict the change in shallow depths as winds whip the ocean water into a frenzy. The waves grow. Cocoa is calm as the deviation in peaks and troughs expands. Nothing she has not faced before.

       But the revised course brings her to waters rarely sailed, in winds of great strength, in shallow seas with depths made incalculable by varying waves. There comes a glimpse of land. An island estimated to be two miles to port is more proximate than prudence warrants. Cocoa Michelle changes course.

       Then the bow dips violently, lurching downward from the crest of a huge wave. There come the gut wrenching sounds of scrapes and squeals. Sharp coral against strong but light fiberglass. The hull yields to nature’s domain. The winds, adroitly captured to bring advantage, unpredictably expose shallow depths thought to be more than six feet below the surface. Water invades. The gush is sickening.

       Years of experience bring rote reaction. Cocoa Michelle knows her ketch is doomed. To the port stern the silhouette of the small unknown island is barely discernible. An inflatable life boat works to perfection. An unflappable Cocoa Michelle abandons her vessel. The coral, which condemned her craft, has also formed to offer sanctuary. A mid ocean atoll.

       There will be another race, another opportunity. But for now a new challenge presents. A mile, perhaps two, in a small inflatable raft in heavy seas.

       Cocoa Michelle is unfazed.


Unnamed Island, South Pacific – June 16, 2008

       An exhausted Cocoa Michelle awakens. Bright sunlight terminates many hours of rest. The years of solo racing have trained her system to operate on minimal rest then instantly react to opportunities for slumber... like a camel drinking at a desert oasis. Thus after washing ashore, she let herself succumb... both her mind and body ceding for many hours to the recuperative powers of sleep.

       The deflated raft lies beside her on a beach of pure white. It too was punctured by the coral as the strong winds blew the craft over a reef. Fortunately the reef formed a shallow lagoon and Captain Cocoa was able to swim the final quarter mile in much calmer water, her normally powerful even strokes burdened in towing the raft. The survival equipment stowed within mandated that the partially submerged vessel be saved.

       Cocoa peers about and smiles. She has escaped death and finds herself inwardly laughing, not only in relief but in irony. The view is idyllic and she cannot help thinking how much money is expended by vacationers on similar secluded tropical islands. Her visit is free... but for the cost of her abandoned ketch.

       Sitting up, she notes that her rubber soled shoes are gone, evidently kicked away at sea to assure an unburdened swim. Her white slacks have small tears. Her life preserver rests beside her. After having served more than adequately it was wrestled from her shoulders and chest before collapsing to sleep. In so doing, she mangled her shirt, or perhaps it was her thrashing about in heavy waves.

       She stands. Her smile of relief fades as she further apprizes. There are only her struggling foot prints in the sand. Otherwise the expanse of white is perfectly smooth. Her eyes scan the dense greenery of the island. Nothing is to be seen except tropical vegetation. No telltale colors of habitation.

       The sounds are of birds and the moderate swish of the small waves of the lagoon washing the extra fine sand crystals. Captain Cocoa does not recall the name of the island as it was listed on her charts. But does it matter? She is alone. There is nothing manmade and no evidence of other mammals. Yes, the smile fades as she contemplates her position.

       Just how far off the standard course had she sailed before running aground? It dawns that it is probably too many miles. Searches for her missing craft will probably initiate not here but instead along the logical path of navigation. Perhaps, after time, the search will veer southward to her revised course. But will efforts terminate before reaching her paradisaical seclusion?

       The question is relevant. She has survival training. But for what period of time should she prepare?

       Despite the early hour, the direct rays of a tropical sun radiates great warmth. It quickly dawns that clothing is quite optional when in total seclusion. Besides, there is no point to wearing out garments that are now superfluous. Captain Cocoa carefully slides off her slacks, cautious in damaging no more. She mentally shrugs and removes her underpants along with her torn shirt. She stretches, feeling soreness in muscles strained in meeting the challenge of an entire ocean.

       At nearly six foot, Cocoa Michelle is a marvel of feminine puissance. The numerous press photos, which extolled her winning efforts, never captured the full extent of her musculature. Now, presenting her bronzed form wearing only her tight sports bra, she flaunts her sculpted form to nature, smiling in self confidence in noting her own brawn. It is for these occasions that Cocoa Michelle has so arduously endeavored to hone her physical fitness, between races spending countless hours at the gym.

       Her nakedness oddly exhilarates. But for massive breasts that require support for ease of movement, she would discard the confining sports bra and disrobe entirely. Despite the tenuousness of her situation she smiles again in noting the raft. A gash has made it useless but the implements of survival have safely endured the ordeal. Biscuits, a desalinization pump, a plastic container, a square plastic tarp with any number of uses, basic tools including a knife. But most importantly a mirror. Specially molded in being concave, it will not only reflect but also aim and focus the sun’s rays. Airplanes can be signaled, even ones at extremely high altitudes, as well as ships well out to sea. An otherwise simple circle of reflective glass is priceless in her situation.

       The euphoria of escaping instant death, the relief in discerning that her predicament will not likely end in slow death, brings a frisson of delight. A right hand lowers. Cocoa Michelle celebrates. Fingers toy, rubbing outer labia long ago defoliated of hair through laser removal. Then they plunge as Captain Cocoa deeply inhales when her digits find the wet soft pinkness nestled within meaty rolls of brown flesh. She rubs... gyrates... masturbating freely in her new world of seclusion. She must sit as waves of pleasure enfeeble otherwise powerful muscles. A left hand joins the effort, first lifting and splaying the clitoral hood to bring wafts of tropical air to a normally well hidden bud. Then as the fingers of the right settle to a steady rhythm, kneading sensitized inner labia, the normally untouchable nub of femininity begs for attention. The fingers of the left accommodate. Captain Cocoa shrieks with joy, her outburst piercing the calm of her deserted home. It is a most guttural howl. Yet no one will hear. And no one will observe as her pudendum erupts to spray the sparkling white sands with feminine essence.

       Just as tragedy can bring great need for hormonal release, so can euphoria.


Unnamed Island, South Pacific – June 23, 2008

      

The euphoria of life has slowly eroded. Reality can oddly ebb ebullience. Captain Cocoa has come to realize that any search for her missing craft... for her... should by now have brought airplanes to even this most distant vicinity. Instead she has neither seen nor heard anything.

       Between periodic intervals of searching the skies, mirror in hand and at the ready, plus scanning the horizon for ships, she has explored her home.

       She has estimated it requires 20 minutes to circumnavigate the beaches. A brisk almost circular walk in the sand returns her to the shady segment of beach where the deflated raft and the tarp have been used to form a makeshift shelter. Exploring the body of the island is cumbersome. The density of the vegetation, unrestrained by man nor beast, grows to create natural barriers. Captain Cocoa has labored to cut a path to a relatively high point. But she limits her efforts to dawn and dusk, lest she forgo an opportunity to spy and signal a passing ship or plane. Plus she does not want to too quickly dull her knife.

       Meanwhile she has found that coconuts are abundant along with some tropical fruit, migratory birds apparently blessing the island for hundreds of years with seed filled manure. Thus as the supply of biscuits depletes, adequate sustenance can be harvested.

       There is no water. And Cocoa uses the desalinization pump sparingly. She understands that the delicate membranes, which filter out the large ocean salt molecules, are fragile. Thus her lifeline for attaining the elixir of life is limited. Cocoa has acclimated herself to ingest fruit for hydration and, though the sun is pleasantly warming, she keeps her well bronzed near nakedness out of the dehydrating heat.

       Surviving is just another challenge that she will meet. Yet hope begins to fade. The loneliness is broken by walks and unbridled masturbation, a habit augmented by a fertile imagination and perfected during long contests of solo sailing.

       Yes, fantasy becomes a crutch as the days of isolation limp by. Never seeking vaginal penetration, a youthful sexual dalliance with a persistent boy brought near rape. Memories still bring a shudder and spurred the need for physical superiority. So the fingers of Captain Cocoa physically gratify while the mind envisions sultry escapades to bring emotional gratification as well. Day after day Captain Cocoa brings herself to vocal and spasmodic eruption, the white sand serving as a repository for evidence of self inflamed lust.

       Her fantasies are vivid. In disdaining normal heterosexual intercourse the mental images that bring climax are perverse. Of that she has convinced herself and is sanguine. Never to be shared, never to be actualized, Captain Cocoa has trained her psyche to enter a world of feminine perversity and ride her fingers to mind boggling ecstasy. Thus the loneliness becomes momentarily tolerable.

       Still there is need... for the emotional transference brought by human touch.

       Physically she has learned to adapt. How long can she mentally endure?

       Whenever she inquires this of herself, her fingers lower to bring diversion.


C-119 in Secluded Air Space, Pacific Ocean – September 13, 2008

       Sitting astride the cage in near nakedness at some 10,000 feet brings lascivious thoughts. But more arousing is the steady hum and vibration of the huge reciprocating engines. Thus there is renewed lust found in what has been for nearly three years the daily humdrum of unsurpassed oral satiation.

       “Yes, my Gimp, one last time before you’re banished. Serve your mistress well. Take in every little drop. It will be your last after nearly three years. Slow death will follow and thoughts of torment always bring me such incredible orgasms.”

       Seated atop, facing the hatbox sized enclosure welded to the top of the otherwise rectangular cage, a feminine hand gruffly tugs on a slim chain. With the opposing end attached to a deeply set nostril ring, the slightest jostle instantly grasps attention. An enormous tongue extends. The well bound form shuffles to strain against its bonds. The leather covered face rises then presses forth. Lips greet the tender pink portal of femininity. Tenuous licks commence, then oral servitude begins in earnest, the perimeter of the outer labia disappearing as a well trained orifice knowingly engulfs to offer pleasure.

       The woman relaxes her grip on the nostril chain and leans back to enjoy her last ride, sensing the tongue thrusting deeply into her mons.

       “If the pilot is just a little off, you will have the luxury of drowning rather than slowly starving to death. Though in the tropical heat a more accurate post mortem may be death by dehydration... dying of thirst.

       “So, my Gimp, enjoy my juices. Your last drink. The copilot spent most copiously. He’s amazingly well hung and ingesting his fluids may serve to extend your life. And you’ve come over the years to so much enjoy the taste of sperm.”

       Sighs, uncontrollable moans, a lurch as edentulous gums find an engorged clitoris then press close to gently squeeze and enhance the ecstasy. A long tongue cleanses vaginal walls. Male fluid is hungrily consumed. Finally there comes a shriek of joy and a spasmodic clenching of the thighs just as the orange signal light begins to slowly blink.
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