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    OBSESSION


    Book Three in The Perfect Slave trilogy


    An erotic novel


    Alcamia Payne


    On Astor Kopalski’s birthday, Tristan is kidnapped in New York by Arab businessman Jummal and is now a prisoner deep in the South American jungle at the villa of vice king, Antonio. A complex game is about to be played out as the last three remaining masters of the historical bondage cabal, the jeu, each begin their own personal battles. For Jummal, it is facing up to the loss of his daughter and his love for Tristan, the man he knows he will never truly possess. For Antonio, it is his game plan of at last wreaking revenge on Grand Master Astor. For Astor, it is eventually realising he has to face the demon of love that has haunted him since the death of his lover, the perfect slaveVedic, and make the biggest decision of his life. Is Tristan’s life more important than chasing a legend of lust and love founded centuries ago?


    The third in the series, this book is the final and concluding part of The Perfect Slave and contains characters portrayed in both Devotion and Possession.
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    Prologue


    In the dream, he was strapped tightly to one of the special plinths in his master’s torture chamber, the slave bonds pulling tighter and tighter around his wrists and ankles as he held himself as tightly primed as a piano wire, waiting for his master’s next move.


    The plinth was a torture instrument par excellence and one of Astor’s favourites. It was a simple, flat metal table, pierced with holes for the straps intended to hold its victims, but at the hips, it branched into a V shape, so the slave’s legs were spread apart and his master could stand between them. Today the pain melted into new sensations, building to the ultimate arousal. Only one man could subjugate a slave to such exquisite joys and that was Astor– king of BDSM and Grand Master of the jeu. He had long prided himself on being an expert at bondage game play, and more knowledgeable about pain than many of the great writers on the subject, such as the Marquis de Sade and Sacher-Masoch.


    Tristan had been unprepared for the depths of such explicit knowledge when he first started under his master’s tutelage, but he had greedily accustomed himself to it and now relished anything Astor cared to inflict on him in order to make him the perfect slave. A relative innocent when he’d started out on this journey into submission, he quickly found out that by having his mind constantly directed toward sexual study morning, noon and night, he was brainwashed by the licentious practices of a man whose perverse history had its roots back in the time of the Crusades.


    Now, pinned down and spread out for his master’s delectation, he knew he could be left for ages while he was forced to anticipate the next move in this carefully rehearsed play. The jeu was a game of bondage strategy for super-intelligent and successful men, and to this day Tristan wondered how he had become a pawn, in thrall to such subtle sexual moves. He possessed none of the attributes most of the guys in this milieu had. He’d originally had little interest in BDSM– a lot less than most of his friends, although that was burgeoning under the guidance of the expert Astor. He still often quizzed his master about it. Why him: someone with no particular qualities? Why, out of all the guys who fawned over Astor, fighting for his attention, had he been singled out? Astor, in his usual enigmatic way, had simply replied, ‘Why not you?’ It was the kind of answer Tristan had come to expect. Astor used psychological conditioning, which often required him to unravel riddles of one kind or another.


    His thoughts spiralled out of control. In the dream, he was entangled in a mélange of deliciously painful thoughts. He’d never experienced erotic fantasies of any kind until he came to Astor, but something about this delicious imprisonment, becoming the man’s slave, had awakened a hidden part of him.


    A form materialised from out of the shadows. He knew it was his master, who often enjoyed donning a simple yet sinister disguise so he could act out his fantasies. Astor was wearing black pants and a leather jerkin; his face was obscured by a mask with only the eyes and mouth showing so that Tristan was denied the joy of seeing his expression.


    He came over to the bench, sliding a thick leather strap through two openings on either side of Tristan’s belly. The slave twitched in anticipation. He guessed what was coming. His master did not even glance at him as he continued to fasten the straps. The one across his belly exerted a pleasurable pressure on his genitals and two similar ones at the tops of his thighs ensured his cock and balls were presented. Finally, two more were fastened into place to complete the ensemble: one just above and one below his nipples. Tristan’s body fizzed pleasurably as Astor slid out the nipple bars he was required to wear at all times, taking his time to fondle the hard nubs lovingly before jerking a chain down from the ceiling. The cellar was equipped with more contraptions than a man could happily experiment with in a lifetime, and the chains were an important part of it. These instruments of torture had been collected by Astor’s ancestors. Astor keenly pointed out that his family were scientific geniuses who liked to employ their talents for enjoyment. Each member had added his own twist on an idea. The ceiling was crisscrossed with bars from which hung various chains and ropes of different degrees of strength and thickness. Set into motion by Astor’s hand, they jangled like laughter, the chattering tendrils creating musical foreplay.


    Astor jerked down a thin chain, snapping it into place. A series of clever cogs and wheels meant these chains could be tightened and loosened at will. A violent surge of pleasure spread through Tristan’s body, making his hands and feet tingle. The rings on the end of the chains had special attachments that snapped open. Astor turned his attention to Tristan’s other nipple; the one already attached was subjected to the weight of the chain. He flicked a look at his captive, seeing how cool he remained under pressure.


    Even though he knew this was a dream, Tristan had to maintain control at all times. Any sign of an erection before he was commanded would be taken as a show of insubordination and he would be punished severely. Astor cranked one of the wheels, tightening the chain, and the slave opened one eye so he could watch it. Up it went very slowly, tugging gently on Tristan’s nipples as it was pulled flush. The sensation was pleasant at first, then increasingly painful as his tender flesh was stretched to capacity. Now, he would have to watch how he breathed because even the gentle in and out susurrations of his chest made the instruments of torture pull even harder. Astor stood to one side. He was holding one of his special bottles of essential oils: a powerful concoction of distilled plant essences that, when applied to the delicate parts of the body, enhanced sensation. His master held the bottle up and, almost in slow motion, a drop formed on the end and fell with a splash onto Tristan’s skin. There was no reaction for a second or two, but it generally took a while for the potion to work its magic. Beneath the mask, Astor smiled. He had a handsome, rugged face. Tristan adored him. He had never felt such a violent and complex series of emotions as he did toward this man. Astor’s gaze lingered on his body, sparking him into life wherever it came to rest.


    Astor slipped his finger under Tristan’s flaccid genitals and lifted them. His expert, silken touch had Tristan fighting hard for control and teased him to the limits of his endurance. If he showed any sign of arousal, gave any indication that he was not in control of his body, Astor would punish him later and it would not be by pain. Oh no, he would punish his slave by withdrawing stimulation for days or even weeks on end, and that would be unbearable. Astor continued to fondle him, each pinch one of exquisite delight.


    Tristan’s cock was pierced in several places, as was deemed essential to one of the slaves of the jeu. It had been a labour of love adding to the collection, and at least one of them had taken over a year to heal properly. In addition to a Prince Albert, he had an ampallang through the head of his penis, a dydoe through the ridge, further piercings along the length of the frenum, finishing off with a guiche through the base of the scrotum. All of these Astor insisted on.


    It was at such moments Tristan felt like cursing his master, as the feelings awoken by skilful oil-lubed fingers became unbearable. Astor jerked down more chain and, grasping Tristan’s cock, slid it through one of the rings before turning his attention back to the wheel at the side, which he now began turning until Tristan’s cock was hoisted upright.


    The cellar was gloomy, with only the glimmer from the carefully concealed wall sconces that cast flickering tongues of light over the proceedings, like a scene from a horror movie set in medieval times. Astor liked his sense of theatre and enjoyed creating an ambience, believing it was one of the most important tools of seduction. This sultry penumbra he considered the most effective. Without a word, he lifted Tristan’s head, slipping on an eye mask. The young man wanted to object, but he knew Astor preferred him to be masked. A master of sensation– not just of physical, but psychological bondage– he believed sex was more powerful when you couldn’t see what was coming next. Strangely enough, Tristan had never been gagged, which he thought was a good thing, as he wasn’t comfortable with it. But there again, he didn’t need it because he trusted his master and didn’t object to anything he did.


    The mask settled comfortably around his face, the velvet darkness punctuated by afterimages from the sconces. As was normal when he found himself deprived of vision, he began to listen intently and imagined subtle touches on his skin that might or might not have been there.


    Astor’s oil worked its magic, creating a satisfying warmth and tingling that Tristan knew in a moment would transmute into icicles of jabbing pain. He tried to move, struggling to test his bonds, but it was impossible since he was strapped down so tightly. Something cold gripped his cock. He recognised this sensation. It was a metal device, which could test him to the limits of his endurance. Here it came. The deeply pleasurable flush of agony that increased as his erection threatened and the monstrosity squeezed him tighter and tighter in its icy caress. He shivered, nipples prickling, blinking rapidly as he heard the sound of the winch being tightened yet again. More pressure, this time on his nipples, and then a light flicking sensation. What was that? It could have been a feather or the tip of a tongue. It was hard to say. Imagining what might be happening was much more provocative than seeing it.


    Sometimes, Astor would leave him in his bonds following such titillation. When he returned, it would be for further humiliation and more of the oil being rubbed over him. Then he’d straddle Tristan naked, and he would feel each inch of his master sliding over his skin in a slick body massage. Other times, his master, clad in leather, chose to subject him to a good whipping or poured ice over him.


    Today, something was different. There were odd sounds around him: other noises. Whispers, voices? What was wrong? He blinked rapidly as he fought to clear his consciousness. Tristan felt a numbness, a terrifying sense of vulnerability. One voice resolved itself distinctly from the others. He’d recognise it anywhere. It was that of the master, Antonio, a lesser master of the jeu, the Latin cadences enough to strike fear into any man. How he hated this particular man. In response, he next heard the measured Arabic tones of Jummal: the other master and his gaoler. He was petrified of Antonio.


    His confusion cleared as the essence of the dream and real life fused. In truth, he was a prisoner at Antonio’s villa. Brought here by the Arab, Jummal Maalouf, he was the star player now in a twist of fate that wouldn’t have been out of place in a movie.


    Antonio was a huge, sly man with jet-black hair and black eyes. There was no doubt he was attractive, but he was cruel and ruthless. He had a slave called Thiago: a very handsome boy. Antonio was crazy about him. Thiago often spent weeks shut in the damp, uncomfortable cellar of the villa because Antonio considered such edgy punishments a turn-on. However, the slave hated being confined and the incarceration drove him crazy, his constant pleading for release often going on for hours on end.


    Astor was a hard master but he’d only ever used fear in sex play as a lever and for enjoyment. Something in Tristan’s consciousness now outlined to him this was a dream, and with a stab of anxiety he realised he was not with his master but captive in Antonio’s lair. Here, miles away from the life he had known, he was having his eyes opened up to how other masters worked, and he could see that some of them were ruthless and didn’t abide by the strict code of ethics they should do.


    Thank goodness, Antonio was rarely around at his villa; he enjoyed the hustle and bustle of the city and was immersed in numerous business interests that included two casinos and a couple of kink clubs he visited on a frequent basis. This meant Tristan and Jummal were usually left to their own devices.


    He thrashed about, the shock of what he had heard awakening him from what might, on other occasions, have been a pleasant erotic dream. He’d fallen asleep in the bedroom of the villa where he was being kept captive, but for a moment, he was heedless of his surroundings. Fighting for breath, he dashed at his forehead. He brushed away beads of perspiration as waves of despondency washed over him.


    Nothing had changed. He was still here, deep in the South American jungle, held captive at the mercy of two lunatics.
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