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Cast of Characters:

Patricia (22)

Petrius, 'Peter' (57) - Dan’s brother

Albrecht (45) - manservant

Jim (adolescent) - boy  

Joe (adolescent) - boy 

Sara (young female) - girl

More later…

Synopsis:

The beautiful Patricia kills her rich husband after a short marriage, but the public prosecutor finds no proof of her responsibility. Patricia’s brother-in-law, Dr. Petrius, exposes her crime and decides to take his own cruel revenge by making her his slave. By means of a brain operation he cuts off Patricia’s ability to control her own body movements, but her free will and emotional experiences (including anger and hatred) remain. Patricia is locked inside of her self and can only experience, in horror, the betrayal of her own body as it acts on the orders of any who command her.

This might be the cruelest, mind-twisting punishment one can imagine. Be warned: This story could give you nightmares. I had one - a terrible one!  

Code: M/f, M+/f, m+/F, f/F, slave, cruel, bc = bodycontrol, oral, punishment, anal, vaginal

Authors: Sara and Cecilita.

Edited by The Lobster Quadrille
Foreword:

Sara, one of the girls in our group, gave me this story to translate into the global meeting language and publish. 

I read the story and the next night had a nightmare filled with horror. Still, I decided to give the translation a try; it is so consummately evil and I could feel it tickling some forced submissive nerves. May I never be in her situation! 

This is thrown out as a feeler. If there is interest in more I will continue. 

Sara told me that the story is fiction and that it had nothing to do with the real world.

Further on in the story some younger persons will appear who discover Patricia. I will not exclude them, but I will not be precise about their age. It will be up to the readers to determine. Their names are Jim, Joe, and Sara. They find in her a super obedient playmate.

-Cecilita

cecilitaSv70@hotmail.com
The Murderess

Patricia was considered a ‘dark beauty’ by most men, with a likeness to the young Elizabeth Taylor. She decided when still a girl that she would someday use her beauty and body to catch a millionaire. Others may have joked about such things, but Patricia’s mind harbored the evil thought of finding her fortune as a young widow.

Now, only 22 years old and a widowed millionaire, she was very happy with herself. Everything had gone according to her detailed plan. A luxurious life lay ahead of her.

Three months before she had married the multimillionaire Daniel Proshard. Soon thereafter, while at sea on one of his smaller motor boats, Patricia began to act out her plan. She pushed him overboard from behind, knowing that he couldn’t swim. He drowned before her very eyes.

She was a breathtakingly beautiful but evil girl, as if nature had played some cruel joke with her character.

Patricia’s statement to the police ran as follows:

She and her husband were alone on the boat; Patricia was resting in the cabin below deck with a headache. After her headache was gone she stepped out onto the deck and found her loving husband gone. After a short investigation the authorities quickly came to the conclusion that Mr. Proshard’s had been washed overboard – his death was accidental.  

“This beautiful creature must be innocent!” the male investigators thought to themselves. Seeing her tears did away with any hesitation.

Everything was going to be nice as far as Patricia could see. Now she had only to leave the country and apply for British citizenship. Never again would she spread her legs or lips for a man more than double her age. She had so much money now that she could have others working for her enjoyment, and even for her pleasure.

The evening after Patricia filed her police report she set the alarm in her newly inherited house and went to bed alone. She was very pleased with herself – feeling secure but tired. She had an eventful day ahead of her tomorrow…more eventful than she would have liked.

Only the closest family members knew the house’s security code, so Patricia decided that she would change it tomorrow after reading the manual. After a good night’s sleep she would be fit to begin her well-deserved new life. She had made a great sacrifice in providing her husband with every enjoyment he wished for. Day and night she had emptied his testicles in any way that he wanted. The act had made her sick at her stomach single time, but she played her role well; almost professionally.

At 2:00 am the house alarm was disengaged from the front door. A shadow snuck in from the darkness.

It was Patricia’s brother-in-law, Peter Proshard.

Peter slipped into the house under cover of night and crept up to the 2nd floor, making his way to the master bedroom where Patricia was soundly sleeping. A woman doesn’t snore – or kill!

He pressed a tissue soaked in chloroform to her mouth and nose and soon she was unconscious. As a surgeon he easily recognized the bodily signs of deep sleep. He turned on the light and looked down at the beautiful dark haired girl. She was on her back with her left hand under the pillow, dressed in an almost transparent nightgown. Her position elevated her left breast for Peter’s inspection and enjoyment. But he had too much on his mind to be aroused by her body…for now.

She was a real beauty – small, thin, nice. Peter loved her heart shaped face, her distinct lips, and her long, black eyelashes. As his brother’s wife she had been absolutely out of bounds, but she had forfeited that protected state herself.

What a shame that she had so evil a mind. Lucky for him though, she was not very intelligent. Not only had she killed her husband, she had been dumb enough to write her entire plan, in detail, in her diary.

Peter’s brother had confided in him that Patricia was a wild animal in the matrimonial bed and that she deep-throated him like a professional. Dan had also said that she had no restrictions in bed. Whatever her husband wanted to experience, she performed. The brothers had always been very frank with each other, though one never entered the other’s protected areas.

Now Peter felt that he was acting as his brother’s representative. He was already convinced that Patricia was a murderess – after all, he had heard her say it – but he longed to read her diary to confirm his conviction. As soon as he had his proof he would be ready to render his verdict.

He felt like he had inherited his brother’s wife. Once Peter had proof of the murder, Patricia’s punishment (and his sweet revenge) was his first priority; his inherited object was second.

He bound her hands with electrical tape and lifted her nightgown at the hem to have a look at his victim. He unconsciously licked his lips at the view.

Peter noted that Patricia had shaved her pussy. He liked that. He would have more time to play with her later.

Once, when visiting Dan and Patricia’s house, he overheard Patricia abruptly end a phone call with: “I’ll call you as soon as possible!” It gave him a bad feeling. Did she already have another man?

Peter excused himself to visit the bathroom, but he heard her pick up the phone again and dial, so he quietly waited in the hall to listen. He heard her speaking with someone who was evidently in England to whom she quickly explained her murder plot. She said that if the person was ever interested in the full details that the matter was carefully laid out in the diary in her desk.

How could she have been so negligent as to call someone and reveal her secret while a visitor was in the house? Perhaps the call had put her in a great deal of stress.

So now he had to find her diary. Hopefully it would be in her desk…surely the desk in her bedroom. Patricia was sleeping in the master bedroom tonight, so after binding her legs (he was certain that she would sleep for at least two more hours, but he had to be sure!), Peter made his way to her usual sleeping quarters. 

The door was locked. This came as no surprise; who wouldn’t try to protect such a highly classified secret? Peter fished a skeleton key from his pocket. The door opened easily and he walked in.

There was a single desk in the room and Peter attacked it. Only one of the drawers was locked, and it came open easily with the skeleton key. Patricia’s red diary was inside.
After just two minutes of reading Peter was completely convinced of her guilt, but it was not enough for a prosecutor. If he did decide to turn it in, could he be sure that a jury would convict such an angelic woman, claiming that her diary contained only fantasies?

No. He did not have that kind of confidence in society or in a male jury.

It would have been better if his brother had truly died by accident, but now Peter was glad – glad to have his suspicion confirmed, and excited by what he had in store for Patricia.
She was a cold-blooded murderess, and now he could judge her himself. Then he could make arrangements for the unique punishment he had in mind.

The thought of calling other family members and allowing them to be involved in the conviction flitted through his mind, but he decided to go it alone and inform them later. He knew that they would be behind him 100 percent.
Now Peter had to transport Patricia to the clinic without arousing anyone’s suspicion. He injected a sedative into a vein in her left arm. Now she would sleep tight for at least four more hours.
He quickly wrapped a yellow dressing gown around her thin body. She was not heavy, so he easily carried her down to his car and sat her in the front seat. Before leaving, Peter locked the front door of the house and reset the alarm.
He drove straight to his clinic, pulled up to the side door and carried her inside. Discarding her dressing gown in the waiting room, he carried her upstairs to the operating theatre. He lay Patricia on her back, still in her nightgown, on the operating table. Peter cut the nightgown from her body with a pair of scissors, tingling with arousal.
After washing and dressing for the operation he shaved her head, but only in the small places where he would need to enter the cranium. He sterilized the skin and went in with a special instrument. Once inside he severed the connection between her willpower and motor function. He had studied this part of the brain for many years now and knew exactly what to do. Well, almost exactly. The operation took more than three hours. Normally Peter had two assistants, but tonight he handled everything by himself.
This was no simple operation, but he was an expert.
In practical terms: Patricia maintained full mental activity and absolute free will. She could feel, smell, taste and so on.

But it was impossible for her to stir her body at all. Her arms and legs would not obey her. On the contrary, the more she tried, the more unresponsive they became. She was paralyzed.

This was the central part of Peter’s plan.

When Patricia awoke from her artificial sleep, she was lying face up on the operating table, completely naked.
“Good morning, beauty!”

Many thoughts raced through her head…’What is happening? Why am I here in your clinic? What have you done?’ She couldn’t move her head, but she could move her eyes.
No matter how much she tried, not a sound came from her lips. She felt exposed and wanted to cover herself, but her arms would not obey her. Not a limb moved, try as she might. Her body was not for others to see, she thought, and especially not for him.
Peter could see that she was able to move her eyes, and he understood that she wanted to cover herself. Her arms didn’t stir, so that was good.
“I’m sure that you have many questions, and I understand your worries. First of all, I know that you have killed my brother. You are a murderess! I have read your diary, so I don’t need to hear your confession. I could let you off of my hook by handing you over to the authorities, but I don’t trust them. I prefer to do this my own way.”
Patricia felt angry and hurt to know that he had violated the privacy of her diary. She despised this short man before and now he had stoked the fires of her hate.
“Anyway, that is only a minor detail in this story. You are a murderess, but the authorities have accepted my brother’s death as an accident, so I will judge you myself. Your sentence is to be my sex slave for life. In addition, you will be the sex toy of anyone else who wants you.”
“You were in your right, cold, calculating mind when you gave your body over to my brother in order to acquire his private means like a common whore. Now he is dead by your own hand and I will inherit his property. That includes you, my dear, as you gave yourself to him in the church. You see, my beauty, it is only fair. You are my property now, and I can do with you as I like. I can assure you that I will exercise that right.”
Patricia looked at Peter in choked silence from the table. He could see the hate in her eyes. He know that she hated him; she had told him so. She had also made it clear in her diary. So much the better. Now she would obey his every command as punishment.
“For the rest of your life, you will be unable to move your arms, legs, or body by your own will. Now that the operation is complete, you have permanently lost all control. However, you will still be able to think, to feel anger, and to perceive pain. You will still feel strongly the feelings of humiliation that will be part of your punishment. Any other person can order your body to move and perform at their will. You will only be able to see, feel, and know as it happens.”
“Your punishment is to experience the betrayal of your own body whenever you are ordered to act out another person’s will. Your body will obey any order, and you will be unable to do anything about it. You will only see and feel it happen.”
“Hopefully all of your procedure memory is still intact. This means that you will be able to perform most of the series of movements that your body has learned up to this point, but you will no longer be able to initiate them yourself. You will not be able to speak, no matter how hard you try. I have given you one, and only one way to use your vocal cords. The response will be triggered by any query or command directed to you that you recognize as such. You will answer every question and order with the only words you can articulate: ‘Yes, master!’ You will hear yourself saying it clearly and distinctly, regardless of the sex of the person speaking to you.” 

“Well, you will also have the ability to whimper and whine, and you must be grateful for that. Even a she-dog has this ability.”
“To be perfectly honest, I am not positive about all of this. If your voice is not working as I anticipated I will simply remove your vocal cords so that you can’t speak at all. Then there will be more room for a cock head in your throat.”
“I will now let you try it out so that you can hear for yourself. Here’s a question: Do you feel good about this?”

“Yes, master!” Patricia replied.

She was choked. She was trying to say, “You bastard! Let me out of here! I hate you!” The only words coming out of her mouth were very distinct and submissive.

“Yes, master!”

How humiliating!

Slowly Patricia began to understand that this was the only way for her to speak. These were the only words she could say. It was her only response to a question – any question. Try as she might, she was not even able to change her response to, ‘No, master!’
She felt as if her voice, too, had betrayed her.

Peter was enjoying the whole situation and knew how much she must hate him. With a cruel smile he asked her, “You very much want me to fuck you, don’t you, love?”
Patricia was furious. In her mind she screamed, “Go to hell!” and worse! To her consternation, she could hear her own voice clearly articulate the only words that she was capable of pronouncing.
“Yes, master!”

She felt so humiliated; trapped in her own body. ‘My God,’ she thought, ‘Are there no limits to this man’s impudence?’ Even if he were the last man on earth, she would never part her legs for him. She could hear her voice betray her when the entirety of her body and mind wanted to insult him. But no. Patricia felt just how vulnerable she really was when the coldness of the room reminded her of her nakedness. She was unclothed before him, and he could punish her in any way he wanted.

Peter felt the power of his position, and to degrade her further asked, “Do you really want me to fuck you in any position I want?”
She was raving mad, but her mouth answered politely, “Yes, master!”
She couldn’t help but think, ‘Please, let him remove my vocal cords so that I can’t say anything!’
“I mean,” Peter continued, “Do you really want to do it?”

 “Yes, master!”

“And you have longed for it as long as you have known me?”

Patricia felt tears welling in her eyes but heard her own voice very clearly answering him.

“Yes, master!”

“I’m sure you want to suck me off and make it very pleasant for me, don’t you, dear?”

To suck his cock was unthinkable for her. It was so loathsome, so disgusting that she felt sick at her stomach. But she heard her own voice reply, “Yes, master!”

“Would you like to do a nice deep throat for me?”

To let him enjoy her deep throat technique was too much.

“Yes, master!”

This was torture. Peter knew what her real answers would be, but he only heard her lie, telling him what he wanted to hear, giving him the answer she was bound to give.
Patricia knew that she had committed a crime, but this was too much. She had only pushed a man overboard for whom she felt contempt.

In the back of her mind she felt panic at the thought of what would be her new life. She had had other plans, but now she couldn’t even control her own mouth.
And she hadn’t seen the whole picture yet. It was going to be worse. Much, much worse.

Peter was feeling very amused and carried on, smiling.
“If you feel that you must go to the bathroom, you have to whimper. Then you will have to wait for another person to start the procedure and initiate your body movements for you. We will train you daily, and in the end you will perform a series of ordered actions. For now, however, your movements will be very restricted.”
Peter had a natural tendency toward cruelty when he felt hurt, and feelings of revenge rushed up from inside of him. He felt a strange mixture of hatred and love for this female. He thrilled to imagine all of the sexual favors she could perform for him. She would really give him much pleasure, any pleasure he desired. What she wanted was unimportant. What he wanted made all the difference.
To intensify her humiliation and test her reaction, he gave her an order.

“Move your left leg widely apart from the other! Then move the knee up against your left breast.”
He could see the struggle in her eyes, but Patricia raised her left leg obediently and raised the knee upward until he ordered her to stop.

“Now move your right knee up to your right breast.”

With eyes that could kill her body obeyed him until he commanded her to stop.
“Now move your knees farther apart!”

Once again Patricia tried to disobey but felt her knees moving apart from each other.

“Stop!”
Her legs were now parted widely and Peter could look at her little slit, the same slit that he had played with for a bit while she slept.
“Open your mouth!”
Patricia fought the movement but could do nothing. Her jaws opened her mouth so wide that it hurt. 

“Stop! Now I can decide where to put my cock in your body. Good girl! There is another orifice that you may offer me, but that can wait until later. Thank you for the offer, but I will wait until this afternoon when I am ready to go to bed. You will wait in my bedroom and be at my service. After you have sated my pleasure I will take a nap and you will wait on the floor for me to call you to new actions.”

Patricia felt degraded beyond comprehension, but could do nothing but lie there for him to ogle and humiliate.

.

Peter wanted to torture her further by discussing in detail what would happen and how little she could do to prevent it. She had been reduced to an obedient body, a sexual slave with free will, thought, and hatred intact, but with no way to act on them. In his hands she would have hours, days, weeks, months, and years to regret her criminal act. He wanted her to feel every second of it.
She would regret her crime again and again as she experienced her mouth being unfaithful to her. It would suck and stimulate one cock after another, making them squirt into her mouth. When her throat muscles obeyed the order to swallow the mucus into her stomach she would experience the discomfort and sickness, unable even to vomit without an order.
//

As I said before: 

This is being thrown out as a feeler. If there is interest for more I will continue, otherwise I will rest my eyes, fingers and mind.

To translate to any language is a hard work.

As a woman I’m driven by encouragement.

Cecilita

cecilitaSv70@hotmail.com 

