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Chapter One

One lesson learned…if you’re going to marry a rich woman, be respectful of both her desires and her resources. That I learned quickly. Other lessons took time. 

I glumly return the wave of my smiling wife as the engines of the enormous Gulfstream jet rev and the wheels turn to begin to taxi. Through the cabin window, I can see her gigolo manservant pouring Champagne as the beautiful face turns away, the goodbyes over, her attention quickly shifting to the young, handsome and well endowed Favio. It is disconcerting to view knowing that she will most likely receive cunnilingus for a good portion of the 4,000 mile flight. But I also must turn my attention. I must meet the challenge of my new life. 

Still I cannot help pausing to watch the jet taxi to the end of what appears to be the only evidence of the twenty first century on this otherwise desolate island – eight thousand feet of runway courtesy of the United States Navy during World War II, with surprisingly modern navigation and communications systems more recently installed in a cinder block hut, courtesy of the Winthrop family fortune. The Gulfstream, fully fueled range of nearly 8,000 miles, has the capability of leaving from almost anywhere in the world and landing here on this relative flyspeck of an island in the midst of the Pacific Ocean.

Otherwise, the once lucrative sugar plantation is nothing more than a collection of thatched huts and fallow fields interspersed with occasional vegetable gardens and fruit trees. Yes, the native population, small and hopefully friendly, has done some planting to augment their diet of fish.

“Be not so sad, Thomas. I am here and there is the key…” the accent, the diction, is Scandinavian.

A small effeminate hand smoothes over the belt of shiny stainless steel surrounding my waist then teasingly pats the matching crotch piece serving to encapsulate my manhood. I smile with the irony. Blond, blue eyes, boyishly slim, Pattie’s naked form replicates the features of the party girls I so often hired and humped behind my wife’s back. The slight tan will quickly deepen in the equatorial sun and I will have the privilege of watching every inch of the smooth hairless skin turn from slight beige to what I assume will be a most attractive bronze. Pattie has no clothing, my devilish wife ensuring that I will forever gaze upon uncovered buttocks seeming to beg to be split and small girlish breasts with curiously perky nipples. The golden hair is parted in the middle and is cut short in a page boy style, simple and practical, for there will be no opportunity to primp and preen on an island without modern facilities. For that reason, Pattie’s lips have been permanently tattooed an alluring red. Other decorative and permanent coloring has been performed about the eyes obviating the need for eye shadow, mascara and make up and leaving Pattie with this lurid profile... that of a high class Las Vegas hooker on a body of near prepubescence. Quite the contrast... quite enticing... and quite intentionally provocative.

Around Pattie’s neck is a golden chain. Dangling between the slight mounds, mammary glands appearing as those of a fourteen year old, is the key to the many locks which secure my Neosteel belt and all other restraints. I pray that it does not become lost. 

The slim hands move to grasp my right arm. I do not resist as it is pushed to my side. Then there comes the sound of a click as a short chain connected to the Neosteel belt at the hip is locked onto my wrist band. Pattie steps around me to secure the left wrist band and within seconds my hands are immobilized.

“It is best for you, Thomas. You will learn to feel better, feel more secure when under control.”

Pattie playfully tweaks my nipples and childishly giggles with my lurching reaction.

“Did you not object when she had that done to you?” I cannot help inquiring as the engines spool to full power and the jet accelerates past us. “The tattooing...”

Pattie pauses letting the craft pass by, the nose rise and the wheels lift and retract. Without concern for noise, the pilot climbs at full power, the impressive machine thundering to quickly ascend towards the sun.

“Once you lose what is most important, what most defines your being, facial coloring is of little concern, Thomas. Mrs. Winthrop wanted me to look pretty for you. Don’t you think I look pretty?”

Pattie speaks, the beseeching question that of an under confident teenaged girl seeking re-enforcement from her father. 

“Yes, of course, you’re very attractive,” I find myself agreeing. 

And it is true. Mrs. Winthrop spared no expense in the permanent make over. Pattie indeed looks very pretty... almost ravishing should the mammary glands be more feminine. Plus... there is no point in introducing adverse thoughts to our budding relationship. If Pattie needs to hear words of praise... then I will so agree. I must consider who has the key.

Besides, there is the effect of the hormones... the imbalance so cruelly forced on Pattie... which is known to effect thought and emotions. In interacting, I must think of Pattie as a girl.

“Where is Bai?”

“You need her so soon, Thomas?” 

“No, I was just curious.”

“Knowing her persuasion, how do you say it? – her gender preference? – she left for the village. I am sure she does not want to be lonely.”

Yes, besides Pattie, the only other fully English speaking person on the island is Bai, a Chinese woman with an unspeakably notorious past. Only my wife, with resources in the billions, could find such a person and offer her what must be quite a lucrative sum for tending to me on the island. It is a one year engagement, but with little amusement it will be a long year. There is the sun, the beach, the ocean, idyllic scenery, and me. Otherwise Bai must fend amongst the native women for other diversions... particularly those deemed libidinous.

“I need to stay in the shade,” I announce in stepping under one of the ubiquitous palm trees.

Yes, more irony. In being banished to probably one of the sunniest places on earth, I cannot for long tolerate the sun’s rays. Whereas my waist belt and crotch covering are lined with neoprene, adding both comfort and insulation, the steel neck collar and the matching seamless steel bands about my wrists are snugly snapped closed and gently abrade the skin. Thus when such radiate in the sunlight, the heated metal burns. 

“Your wife was kind. She had the Martin Rigid Stock installed in a hut. You will find protection from the sun there.”

I nod thinking about the length of stainless steel Mrs. Winthrop had installed in a thatched roof hut near the landing strip. Hanging from chains hooked to overhead beams, the copilot and Favio took their time assuring that the stock was at the perfect height, slightly above the level of my eyes, before securing it permanently in place.

“This is where you will greet me when I visit, Thomas. Bai will place you in the stocks and you will wait for me,” my wife explained. “Your neck collar fits perfectly into the openings of the stock as do your wrist bands. Only when you’re restrained will Pattie remove the Neosteel belt and allow your wanton penis to humbly stand in greeting.”

“It’s too high,” I half noted, half protested, the opening for the collar some three inches above my neck. 

“So you’ll have to stretch a little,” Mrs. Winthrop insouciantly laughed.

It was irritating, but more so when the copilot and Favio joined in the merriment.

And then the pilot, being the systemized and organized thinker, put in her suggestion.

“Probably best to test it. Make sure it holds his weight.”

“Bai, Gloria’s probably right. Let’s give it a try.”

Bai found a log and placed it under the horizontal length of steel. High carbon, finely-crafted German steel, the design ineluctably holds the human form. In the center of the five foot length, there is an open hole to encircle my neck collar then close and be pinned shut. Smaller openings out to the ends left and right, similarly encapsulate my wrist bands. When I stood on the log, it only required Bai some ten seconds to place me in incredibly confining but relatively comfortable bondage. 

“There. See how thoughtful I was to have everything custom made to your measurements, Thomas? Long term bondage requires relative comfort... the more comfort the longer you can be restrained... and I’ll want you restrained for a long, long time.”

Something in my wife’s voice once again suggested she was implacable when it came time for my comeuppance. I found myself shuddering with her ominous description of my destiny. She found herself cackling... which again brought laughter from her sexual sycophant Favio and the copilot.

Then Bai, being Bai, slowly slid away the log and I half dangled, half perched on my toes, my feet comically scrambling to find terra firma. When the laughter of watching me struggle died down, Mrs. Winthrop explained.

“The stock and collar are well designed, Thomas. You won’t asphyxiate. You’ll just slowly stretch and suffer.”

I found her to be disconcertingly correct.

“And do you feel anything under your crotch piece? I know the penis tube beneath your Neosteel belt obviates erections. But that does not mean the little pecker won’t try to harden for me.”

Correct again... most irritatingly correct. The well designed chastity device will not permit full tumescence, but with the tension on my spinal cord, my penis still attempts to react to the odd catalyst for male arousal.

“So this is where Pattie will unlock you, remove the belt and clean. If you want Bai’s attention, all you have to do is ask. She is here for you, Thomas.”

There was more laughter as my feet finally found a semi comfortable position where I could stand on toes while the party – Mrs. Winthrop the wife, pilot, copilot, Favio, Bai and Pattie – observed my slow torment. 

Only the regal Mrs. Winthrop could so subtly describe Bai’s presence as being ‘for me’ and that I was free to request her ‘attention’. I am sure Favio and the pilots knew of her background. Thus the raucous laughter.

Bai’s last employer was the prison system of the Chinese government. There her ‘attention’ was expended with daunting effectiveness on ‘interrogating’ prisoners... a euphemism for torture. And now such attention would be bestowed on me.

As the laughter and comments continued, Mrs. Winthrop stepped very close, leaned and whispered in my ear.

“Thomas. You’ll soon beg for it... and you’ll want me to watch on my next visit... on that I will assure you.”

I could feel her breath and trembled as she spoke. With her proximity she felt my quivering reaction, laughed and reached to tweak my right nipple. I both lurched and felt my penis attempt again to harden.

“We must go. It’s a long flight and I am eager to be with Favio.”

As Mrs. Winthrop and the crew turned to leave, Favio, the young and very well endowed stud, added his own words in the accented Italian that my wife found so seductive.

“I will take good care of her,” he suggested with a smile, thrusting forth his hips to emulate copulation. 

As he turned to follow, Bai reached up to remove the simple pins that held closed the openings of the Martin Rigid Stock. It was dismaying to see how easily a woman’s fingers could free me from an otherwise inescapable frame of steel. With wrists secured, I was helpless to slip from what held me captive. But it did not take long to realize that if I was to be released from the Neosteel belt and cleansed, I would have to voluntarily stand and be placed in the stock. 

Under the rules promulgated by Mrs. Winthrop, the angry and jilted Mrs. Winthrop, only when my hands are restrained am I to be free of the neoprene lined steel encircling my waist and covering my pubes. I am to live my life in strict chastity. The rules were explained as the copilot announced our descent to the island.

“I will return to check on you on occasion, Thomas. Otherwise we’ll take one year at a time. There will be no rush to let loose that disloyal penis of yours. And meanwhile, look who will keep you company. A pretty blue eyed blond who will never wear a stitch of clothing. I hope you appreciate my efforts in finding Pattie and endeavoring to fulfill a man’s dreams: to be left alone on a secluded tropical island with a denudated form as lithe and charming as Pattie.”

As she spoke she already had Pattie parading about the cabin naked, ensuring that not a stitch of covering was to be taken from the plane.

“Of course being belted, you may have to improve your oral skills... maybe Favio can provide some lessons...”

More cackling as the seat belt sign announced the final approach to my new life. 

My thoughts return to the present as Pattie’s hand reaches to my uncovered buttock and tenderly rubs.

“I’m going to go to the beach for a swim and some sun. Mrs. Winthrop said the locals know you’re here and are aware of your... well your situation. There are no tools to speak of on the island, Thomas, nothing that would cut through high carbon steel. So be a good boy and leave your belt alone. Bai will assure your comfort and I will feed you later.

“I also need to hide your key,” the words offered with a pleasant smile.

With that, the naked blond turns to stroll down the same path which Bai used moments before to disappear into the dense vegetation. Pattie seems kindly but stern. Bai has a notable disdain for men... I suppose a required trait in being a torturess. Missing is the relationship to be developed with the few island natives. But otherwise my new existence already bodes to be challenging. 

How is it that a well educated man of thirty-five years has come to such ignominy?


Chapter Two

“I never touched the girl, Margaret. I swear.”

I push back the photo, calling my wife by her first name, not knowing it’s one of the last times.

“Oh, Thomas, I know that. It’s just that on this occasion, when the detective finally got pictures, you smelled the trap and wriggled free. It’s all the other girls, the ones you fucked and my detectives weren’t able to snap the camera. Those are the ones that brought my decision to end the charade. I hired a fine lot of gumshoes but I’m not going to waste more money waiting for them to get the right camera angle. It’s over, Thomas. You lose. Read the prenup.”

I suppose that with all the philandering it was going to happen at some point. Through some five years of marriage my libido seemed to excel and Margaret’s – Mrs. Winthrop’s – well she seemed to lose interest. The girls were the best money could buy and the hotels the most expensive in town. I didn’t think she would so overtly object to a guy having a little fun, assuming I was discreet. But apparently I was not and she did object, hiring a cadre of well trained sleuths to catch me in flagrante delicto – which they never did, but came close enough. 

On the occasion the photo was taken with the young trollop, I indeed smelled a rat and on that particular day diverted our path to the hotel dining room. There the young girl and I merely engaged in lunch with the gorgeous former model, at one thousand dollars per hour, smiling for all to see – including the detective and his camera. It was a very expensive lunch. Funny how Pattie so much resembles the girl: an example of Mrs. Winthrop’s wry humor.

But hiring Pattie was not the least of her revenge. The Neosteel chastity belt could be considered more sardonic, locking up what had often strayed in search of young, warm, soft feminine flesh.

“Well, if you’re so anxious to part with $100,000 per month plus a lump sum of ten million dollars then so be it,” I blurt in referencing my pre agreed separation payments.

She laughs.

“Like I said, Thomas, read the prenuptial agreement. Those amounts are for separation when there is no injured party, for when Thomas is a good little boy and I tire of him. Well, it can now be said that I’m tired of you, but Thomas has been far from good.” 

Her voice mocks as she tosses a copy of the agreement in front of me. I should have read it more carefully, or been more discreet.

With her eagerness to confront me, she has highlighted in yellow the pertinent sections of the ten page document. I read quickly. Depending on how one interprets my transgressions, it is possible that I get nothing! I choke.

“Margaret!” I exclaim, aghast with my quick skimming of the highlighted paragraphs.

“It’s now Mrs. Winthrop, Thomas. And I suggest next time you need an attorney, select someone other than some reprobate fraternity brother. He screwed up. You so much desire to get laid... well now you’re going to get fucked.”

For a woman of Mrs. Margaret Winthrop De Leroy’s (she never fully used my surname) patrician upbringing to twice use four letter words in the same conversion indicates to me that she is in earnest. 

I quickly conclude with all the billions at her disposal, and apparently none at mine, it is not the time to return hostile fire. I calm myself and smile boyishly, hoping to placate.

“So what happens now?” I puckishly shrug like a kid who has not completed his homework assignment.

Mrs. Winthrop stands arms akimbo, flaunting her power and upper hand. I am happy to see a smile slowly evolve... at least I think I am.

“You need to learn discipline, Thomas. You need to learn servitude as well. But first I want you measured, then I think we’ll take the jet on a short vacation. The family has owned some Pacific island for many years. It is probably best such things are taught in seclusion.”

My puckishness turns to exaltation – a reprieve!


Chapter Three

It is my turn to explore. With hands restrained I must walk carefully. Falling in the sandy soil will not be injurious, but righting myself will take effort. So my bare feet slowly begin a journey to learn my way about. As with Pattie, there is no clothing for me either. My only covering is the strip of well crafted steel around my waist and another running from the waist belt over my pubes to hold in place the penis tube, which serves to enforce my chastity. 

The copilot unloaded a few bags for Bai. But I suspect with the tropical heat her attire will also be limited. 

Within a few yards I come across a small abandoned concrete frame, apparently left standing after the Navy fliers departed with the end of the war. Bai’s bags rest nearby and it appears that the rudimentary structure will serve as our new home.

My leg moves to extend my foot, the toes push open one of the bags. I am dismayed to see an entangled mass of ropes, chains, eye bolts and other hardware. I shudder realizing that the woman who possesses such paraphernalia does not intend to use it for anything other than restraint and torment – my restraint and my torment.

I step under the rusted metal roof and find that Favio and the copilot dropped off folding cots... two. There is however a bedroll and I suspect such is for me.

“Yes, you will sleep on the floor.”

The slightly accented voice is that of Bai. We have not spoken much as Bai chooses to remain mostly silent.

‘She communicates using her whip,’ Mrs. Winthrop explained with her increasingly irritating laugh when first introduced moments before the flight.

I turn to see that Bai has changed her attire. The brief halter, short pleated skirt and leather boots (to which I applied my tongue for much of the long flight) have been stowed and the trim athletic form is attired in a bikini. I must admire the feminine sculpting, an impressive combination of curves with firm muscling beneath. The abdominal muscles ripple, the flat surface serving to accentuate perfectly formed breasts, large for a girl of some 110 pounds. The hair is black, as with most Asians. The almond eyes are vibrant but not in a cheerful or welcoming way, more as those of a predator seeking prey. 

“You will be restrained every night. Mrs. Winthrop insists. I am not so sure you will enjoy your daylight hours either, Thomas. I have rope, much experience and implacable resolve. I will break you. In China it only required days before a man groveled at my feet. Mrs. Winthrop wants the process to take longer, so we will go very slowly.”

The shudder comes again as the voice calmly and cooly describes my new life. Bai laughs at my reaction.

“You see when I worked for the government the goal was to obtain information, perhaps a confession. So easily done. With that obtained we then worked to change the behavior...so many hardened radicals…so many dedicated protesters – all turned to the most docile and obedient of boys.”

As she speaks, Bai strolls to the bedroll and unfurls the sizable expanse of cloth covered foam. She pulls it between two posts which support the metal ceiling.

“You will find this to be comfortable. But comfort will be something you will earn, not something to which you are entitled.”

She moves to one of the bags and extracts a leather crop. She points to the middle of the makeshift mattress.

“Sit. Legs straight to the front. Feet parted.” 

With that, a small, quick hand extends, an arm swings and with the sound of a splat a crisp stroke is applied to my left buttock.

I cry out in pain. Then I sit.

“Good boy. You will appreciate that Mrs. Winthrop established rules for your discipline. In prison when we wanted to break a man it would begin with something quite simple, particularly for those who considered themselves intellectuals, those with lofty thoughts, deeds and ideals, those who had the farthest to fall.”

Bai goes to the bag with the rope and assorted hardware. She flips it over to empty the collection onto the concrete floor. She rummages through to select various bolts and hooks.

“I made them eat excrement, Thomas. For those with the highest education, the most self esteem, such can be quite degrading. All resisted, but in the end all not only ate but feasted for me.”

Bai moves to the post to my right and begins screwing hooks and eye bolts into the wood.

“Yes, in time, with the proper inducement all ate ravenously. Within days, when I offered the cane versus a steaming bowl of waste... they chose the bowl. Afterwards I caned them anyway.”

She chuckles in reminiscing while small hands, surprisingly strong, begin to set the hardware deep into the hard wooden posts.

“You’re well educated, Thomas. What would it require for you to eat for me?”

The notion is revolting, as I am sure Bai intends. I remain silent. Bai laughs with my reticence.

“Yes, it both shocks and disgusts doesn’t it? But when the self esteem dissolves, so much falls in line. Then the continued bastinado brings physical capitulation. Yes, I cane the feet every day, serenaded by screams and pleas. Within a few weeks the tissue in the soles breaks down leaving my toy in great agony when attempting to walk. So most had to crawl for me.”

Bai moves to the opposite post and begins installing hooks and bolts.

“The sense of empowerment can be most seductive, Thomas, having virile men crawling about begging to avoid the correcting stroke of my hand. I was paid but would have labored for nothing. And now I find myself with this assignment and your Mrs. Winthrop being most generous, so you can only imagine the level of joy I am going to have in breaking you. So much time…so much opportunity…”

I can feel goose bumps of fear as Bai pauses in her soliloquy to arrange the pile of rope. She neatly sorts through taking her time to separate then coil the various lengths. When finished she then selects a ten foot length, folding it to form a five foot double rope which she then wraps about my right ankle.

“Pattie said you would assure my comfort,” I humbly protest.

“In time, you will feel quite comfortable ceding to my control. It happens when the will is broken.”

Bai ties the rope to the base of the post on my right. Another ten foot length is doubled, wrapped about my left ankle and then tied to the left post. Next it is my neck collar. One length is strung from my collar to the right post and tied to a hook, another to the left post and when finished I sit upright, legs straight but well parted, my wrists remaining secured to my waist belt. I cannot move.

“You see, I like a man to be somewhat comfortable in long term bondage,” Bai lectures as she moves to the right rope.

She loosens, pulls to increase the split and then reties. With my ligaments stretched to contortion, I gasp with the pain. She then works to tighten the ropes securing my neck collar ensuring that I cannot move the slightest from the upright sitting position.

“But not too comfortable.”

Bai steps to my front. A feminine hand reaches down to graciously smooth over my forehead then down the left side of my face where she pinches my cheek.

“In time you will welcome my torment. Since you’re to be denied pleasure... kept in strict chastity... you will find that pain will become a curious substitute for experiencing sensation. The nervous system, the cerebral cortex, craves stimulation, Thomas. That will not be totally denied. And you will also find affinity for the pleasure of others.”

Bai sits as my leg muscles involuntarily struggle to lessen the tension. It is futile. The young woman is surprisingly talented in quickly and effectively binding the human form.

Meanwhile I must gaze at impressive femininity seemingly chiseled from stone, perfectly formed and with limited covering. And just as when I was earlier dangling in the Martin Rigid Stock, I feel a twinge beneath the steel strip covering my pubes. My penis, entrapped in a tube seeks to display itself to this woman of pain and suffering. And most embarrassingly, I think Bai knows it. 

“Curious thing about torture, Thomas. Just as I find applying such can have a narcotic effect, it seems it can be equally addictive to those having to endure it.”

Bai reaches out to tickle my right foot, a single finger grazing the heel and slowly rising to the toes. In response, my leg lurches against the tight rope. The touch is appalling, for I know my torturess is not intentionally furnishing joy; she is instead testing my sensitivity. As she slides on the bedroll to test the left foot she speaks, calmly yet authoritatively.

“Yes, Thomas you’d be surprised at the number of former ‘guests’ at Chishan Prison who, after having been broken and punished, later sought me out. Reformed, yes. Obedient to authority, yes. But also in need of continuing discipline and correction, or so they would beseech.”

My left foot is similarly tickled with that leg also spasmodically lurching against its bond.

Satisfied that I cannot move my feet, Bai smiles with my confined response. It is a wicked smile. She then arises to step out of the concrete hovel, nothing more than four walls, large openings serving as glassless windows and a metal roof. She returns with blocks of wood, the weathering suggesting that the departing Navy abandoned the items many years ago.

“Just a little more tension... and little more pain for you.”

Slim but powerful arms lift one foot then the other to prop each of my ankles up onto a block of wood. In so doing she works against the taut rope, forcing it tighter and bringing a gasp of pain from me.

“Yes, so many would seek me out and find me to cower at my apartment door. No longer a prisoner of the state, but a prisoner of their own mind.” 

Bai moves to a corner where an old stool sits covered in soot. She brushes away the years of accumulation then returns to place the stool to my right.

“Shall we begin with the right, Thomas? You’ll find over time that both feet will provide you with equal torment.”

Bai steps to one of her bags. From it she retracts a short length of bamboo. I am to learn that it can be the most excruciating instrument known.

A smiling Bai sits on the stool. I find the view of her sculpted legs to be diverting, but not for long. She applies the most modest of flicks to the toes of my right foot. I scream with the resulting agony. Bai laughs.

“An interesting way to announce your arrival to the natives, Thomas. Feel free to scream and scream. Those who will hear have no interest in offering relief. I certainly don’t.”

Another flick brings searing pain to the instep. I again howl.

“We’re trained in China using bean curd. These gentle taps must not break the skin, for if I do that I would not be able to torture you time and again while the skin heals. So we administer many moderate taps, never hard enough to squash gelatinous bean curd and therefore never hard enough to break the skin.”

Another flick. Another howl.

“Curious how many different forms of suffering can be brought to the same appendage, is it not Thomas? The toes, the heel, the instep, the balls of the feet, each provides a distinctive signal of pain, all agonizing but different.” 

As a demonstration, the next flick is applied to the heel and a rasping voice responds as Bai so desires.

“Yes, over the years I have learned to accept the cries for mercy as an offering of song. And you sing so nicely for me, Thomas.”

The flicks are timed with great deliberation, Bai explaining that there is no rush. And sadly, I find myself having to agree. Mrs. Winthrop will not return for a year. And even then there are no guaranties that the torment will cease and I will be forever freed of my Neosteel belt.

“So, you can imagine my initial surprise when a young member of Falun Gong, actually a former member of the major Chinese protest group, humbly knocks on my apartment door. I immediately recognized him, having broken him in a matter of weeks. He had confessed to everything I wanted, and within months the authorities were convinced that he was properly reformed and released him as an example to those who would resist the government.”

Bai methodically flicks as she speaks, ignoring my beseeching cries and letting each simple application rattle my cerebral cortex, that deemed in need of ‘stimulation’, before flicking again. Most ironically, the application of the rattan requires just a modest and quick twist of her wrist. Yes, it is indeed ironic that she will never exhaust herself in offering such excruciating torment.

“I recognized the face... and the shuffling of the feet... having for many hours sat listening to his pleas while slowly applying bamboo... and recognizing the long term result of my efforts.”

Bai pauses to arise and move the stool, my left foot having been deemed in need of attention. She arranges such that my view of her is unimpeded as the short length of rattan is applied there. I am to learn that watching the torturess is important to the process.

“So there I stand at my apartment door with this humbled reformed prisoner... he who I so easily broke weeks before. Such lowly souls do not frighten me, Thomas. Besides having much martial arts training, I know their psyches... shattered... the self esteem crushed... the pride extracted and flushed away like the excrement I force them to eat. When I torment – torture – I get to know a man as a mother knows her child.”

Bai flicks and the pain seems to reintensify with a foot not yet enduring any torment. She is masterful in somehow knowing the right foot had oddly begun to acclimate to the suffering and the left would be more receptive to her offering. The signal of pain renews my serenade with zeal, which brings a knowing smile to Bai.

“I just stood in wait as my toy struggled to find the fortitude to speak. I recalled how he learned to beg for the nasty bowl of waste, how energetically he came to lick my boots after I broke him... how he crawled about for me with his feet unable to withstand his weight after a lengthy session of bastinado. So I finally extended my right foot and he knelt to kiss the toe of my boot.

‘Come’, I commanded and he crawled into my apartment where I had him strip naked. And that began a most interesting diversion. Most would consider such a visit an annoyance... akin to bringing home work from the office. But the lad was in need of a caning and I made him earn it... licking my boots and then cleaning my entire apartment... crawling about naked of course. He particularly enjoyed cleaning my toilet... that was done with his tongue.” 

Though I am in agony, the story diverts my attention and evidences the drive and dedication of the woman hired by my wife to assure that my stay on a beautiful secluded tropical island is anything but blissful. 

Bai finishes her task, bringing symmetrical torment to my left foot. With my voice no longer able to offer suitable verbal protests and pleas, the air just rushes from my lungs, passing over vocal cords worn to soreness with inaudible attempts to elicit mercy.

It never came. 

Bai moves about, stowing her bamboo then sliding the wooden blocks from under my ankles. When she dabs away the remnants of my many tears, I detect the familiar fragrance of feminine arousal. With a glance I note the small triangle of cloth covering her mons is darkened in wetness. My traumatic ordeal has brought arousal!

“I am going to the village. I need a woman,” Bai bluntly informs. “Perhaps Pattie will return to free you. Otherwise it is best that your feet rest... so I can torture again...”

With that, a smiling Bai steps from the shelter leaving me well bound, sitting upright with wrists secured to my waist belt. I cannot move an inch and I feel my ligaments cramp in tightening and my muscles slowly begin to ache. The suffering now changes from quick and sharp to slow and dull. 

As the torment of the cords relentlessly continues, I let my mind wander in reminiscing, trying to distract from the building pain.


Chapter Four

“Suppose I refuse. Measured for what? Are you going to buy me new clothes?”

Mrs. Winthrop laughs.

“For what I have planned clothes will not be a consideration, Thomas. But I suggest you be a little more contrite concerning your dalliances and be obedient. I have removed all funds from the joint checking account and I suspect your own account has been depleted. I happen to know all those girls didn’t come for free, Thomas. As handsome as you are, 21 plus 35 equals what I suspect is about $1,000 per hour in the sex trade. And don’t give me any crap about them making their living as models; they all turn tricks as far as I am concerned. The question is the price... and you paid handsomely.”

Sadly, I did. With the financial resources of my dear wife in the billions, why bother opening a savings account? Money was something to splurge on good times. 

So I sat naked while some obnoxious woman measured various pertinent parts of my anatomy. Waist line…hip line…neck… then came an inkling of her plans for me. The woman measured my wrists then used the tape to measure from a point near my navel, down past my pubes, under my balls and then back up between my buttocks to a point at the small of my back.

Never in being fitted for normal clothing had those measurements been ascertained.

Then she measured the circumference of my penis!

Curious.

“Make it tight,” my wife interjected as the woman recorded her finding.

“So, Thomas, you’re broke... and unless there is a hiring demand for the sexually depraved... I think you’re going to remain broke. Unless you cooperate.”

The woman reviews her measurements then looks up to summarize.

“Six weeks, Mrs. Winthrop. Unless you want the order expedited for an extra $300.”

“Expedite by all means... with air freight delivery.”

The woman nods and departs.

“So here is my offer, Thomas. We’ll be flying to the Pacific in two weeks. In flight, I will make you an offer you can’t refuse. Decline the offer and you will live in poverty. I will use every resource at my disposal to assure that. Accept the offer and you will learn discipline and servitude and live better... much better. In the meantime, be a good boy.”

Well, without access to cash I indeed became a good boy. After all, my recreational pursuits required fairly sizable sums, amounts no longer available to me. And Mrs. Winthrop was correct in my prospects for gaining employment. Though age 35, with limited experience I was not going to be hired into a position of responsibility, and I could not swallow my pride and return to the bottom of the corporate chain of command. Five years of parasitically living off my wife’s vast inheritance had transformed me into a bit of an epicure.

How did the little people survive?

The ensuing days went slowly. Mrs. Winthrop busied herself with what I now surmise to be interviews in locating the likes of Pattie and Bai. I just lounged about the pool reading dirty books and staying out of trouble.

Within days the Favio character arrived: the unctuous Italian stud. Out of spite, Mrs. Winthrop had him lounge about the pool naked, his mammoth penis flopping about when he walked and swam.

I was notably upset and Mrs. Winthrop drove home her lesson... the beginning of a series of lessons.

“Two can play your game, Thomas. But I suspect the winner is she with the most cash. Favio is quite expensive, but he not only humps divinely, he’s quite the cunning linguist.”

Thereafter I slept in a separate bedroom. Mrs. Winthrop had no qualms in announcing that Favio would sleep with her. 

Then the package arrived air freight from Germany. Mrs. Winthrop promptly announced the next day departure for the Pacific. That evening I was introduced to the lithe and blond Pattie, chauffeured to the Winthrop mansion to join us for our trip. In assembling over a sumptuous dinner, Mrs. Winthrop noted my lustful glances at the seemingly prepubescent blond. I thought she would become upset, but she instead smiled wryly, fully aware of the plans. Favio also smiled throughout the meal, seeming to know something I did not know.

