| dette nummer of SMil Bladet gdr vi taet
pd en kvinde, der lever som slavinde i r
2003. Vi bringer et portrzet af Delia Day
lengere inde i bladet, men her kommer
farst en smagsprave pd en af de tekster,
der findes pd Delia Day’s hjemmeside. |
teksten fortzller hun om hvordan gamle
usunde mekanismer, er blevet overfart
til en seksuel sammenhang.

Tekst og Foto Delia Day | Oversaettelse Tgjte

Serpreegede seksuelle appetitter
-0g ieg sluger ogsd, som en god lille askebasger pige

Jeg spiser aske og cigaretskod. Jeg spiser
mere underlige ting, end det ogsa, men de
er som regel nemme for mig at spise - som
en beskidt lille gris, mens jeg bliver knep-
pet; og det er en enkel ydmygelse at tvinge
mig til at spise dem. De smager grimt. De
breender. Tobak braender af nikatin, gle-
dende aske fra cigaretter, der knipses ind i
abne vade munde eller slukkes pa udrakte
vade tunger, breender i virkeligheden ikke
af varme. De bliver for hurtigt slukket af
spyt, til at breende af varme. Smagen af
aske er tar og pudderagtig, som alun der
far dig til at rynke pd naesen, bare knapt
s& udtalt, og en smule bittert. Jeg har ikke
noget imod aske. Det er ikke sa slemt. Jeg
tror dog aldrig, at jeg kunne tygge tobak,
ikke engang i min mest depraverede niko-
tinafhaengighed. Tobak braender som ild,
ndr man tygger det - saften fra det er kval-
mende at synke. Det er vanskeligt, meget
vanskeligt, at spise cigaretskodder; ikke pa
grund af filtrene eller asken, men pd grund
af tobaksresterne. Jeg har aldrig haft held
til at sluge hele cigaretter, de gange jeg
har faet besked pa det. Der er simpelthen
for meget tobak i dem. Det er dog s stor
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en forngjelse at se mig forsgge og forsage
forgeeves, at det ikke gar noget, at det mis-
lykkes. Jeg forsgger aldrig pa skremt. Jeg
forsgger desperat at gare det. Jeg vil spise
hvad som helst - og ikke bare for at gleede
min ejer.

At sluge, kaste op, gurgle, at putte ting
- uanset hvad - i min mund, giver mig en
sarlig syg, perverteret quasi-seksuel for-
ngjelse. Jeg bruger ordet sygt, fordi det
er sygt. | dette tilfeelde er det ikke bare
god, uskyldig sjov, men noget markt, der
forfglger mig fra min fortid, og som river
i mig, hver dag og frister mig. Bulimi. Fra
jeg var 16 til 22 voldad jeg, kastede op og
misbrugte laxativer [affaringsmidler - red.],
indtil mine tarme ikke leengere fungerede.
Det efterlod dybe spor i min sexuelle psyke.
Der er bestemte usunde associationer i mit
hovede, der sikkert aldrig vil blive dissocie-
rede. Jeg bliver scatologisk [affaringsmaes-
sigt - red.Jophidset, ikke pa den sadvanli-
ge made af lort, men pa den useedvanlige
made, At fole jeg skal skide, er som at fa
en orgasme, hvilket er grunden til, at jeg
foretraekker anal sex. Det fér mig til at fale

at jeg skal skide. Det er den farste af disse
usunde associationer, at skide - skide min
hjerne ud, som jeg gjorde det, da jeg mis-
brugte og var afhaengig af laxativer - det er
en renggrende, rensende god ting, der vil
gere mig smuk og elsket. Det samme geel-
der opkastning. Den anden association, det
at sluge - hvad som helst - til jeg faler mig
syg og har kvalme - er en nasten euforisk
handling af trodsig eftergivenhed, der leder
til den farste association, man ma ade for
at kaste op og skide.

Udover disse private marke (nu afslgrede)
hemmeligheder, er det at spise den ene-
ste aktivitet udover sex, der er i stand til
at f hjernens endorfinsystem til at reagere
lige sa staerkt som heroin. Sex og mad er
stoffer, og jeg er blevet narkoman af beg-
ge. Bulimisk aedeflip og opkastning er ikke
sundt, og opmuntres eller tolereres ikke.
Jeg bliver overvaget og veernet mod ethvert
tilbagefald til den adfeerd, og keemper for
at modsta fristelserne. Jeg overspiser nu
kun engang imellem, ndr jeg har PMS, og
har siden jeg var 22 aldrig brugt laxativer
eller fremkaldt opkastning.
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De psykologiske knapper kan der dog sta-
digt trykkes pd, og at bruge dem pd en an-
den méde, er ikke s& usundt. At aktivere
dem intensiverer den lystfyldte desperati-
on ved sex, og &ndrer disse gamle associ-
ationer en lille smule, bgjer dem, og bruger
dem til at forstaerke min sexslave-betingel-
se, hvor jeg hele tiden savler og logrer med
halen, ligesom Pavlovs hunde.

Jeg leenges stadig efter at meerke disse
gamle laengsler, men sgger dem nu i sex.
Jeg har en steerk trang til pikke i min mund
og at sluge sperm. Jeg har et stille hab,
om at maerke ydmygelsen fremhaevet af
kvalmebglger. Jeg laeenges efter at meerke
den krampeagtige smerte ved lavementer
og kaskaden, der veelter ud af min rgv. Jeg
dremmer om sd voldsomt analt misbrug, at
jeg bliver inkontinent [ude af stand til at
kontrollere tarmfunktionen - red.]. Jeg tar-
ster efter den haevngerrige smerte i de dele
af min krop, der definerer mig som hunkan.
Dette er ikke engang fantasier - de fleste
af disse er alt for dunkle til, jeg kan disku-
tere dem offentligt - dette er sdmaend blot
nogle af de tvangstanker, der er forbundet
med det sex, jeg dyrker til hverdag. Ikke en
eneste seksuel tanke i mit hovede involve-
rer min fisse, undtagen dem, hvor jeg gn-
sker, at jeg ikke havde en. Min voksende
selvbevidsthed (self-awareness) har med-
fart maerkelige og uventede forklaringer pé
ofte u-udtalte spargsmal.
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[Members Area] My illustrated life as a sex slave: Home: Pictures from slavery: Photo 25 of 25

You could browse the 21049 pages of my site for months, eyes wide in wonder at all there is to see and read,
and I do hope you join my site to see them all. There are 20707 more pages available to members than
visitors. However, If your attention span begins to wain today, please make a bookmark to come back later
then visit one of these recommended sites:

True BDSM | Bizarre 100 | Best Bondage Links | BDSM Linx | BDSM Curiosity | Pain Top

strange sexual appetites
(sex slavery, circa 2003)
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and i swallow like a good ash tray girl, too

1 eat ashes and cigarette butts. I eat more strange things than those, but those are usually handy for me to
eat like a dirty pig while I'm being fucked and it makes for common humiliation to make me eat them. They
taste badly. They burn. Tobacce burns from nicotine, glowing embers from cigarettes flicked into open wet
mouths or even crushed out on extended wet tongues don't really burn from heat. They are put out by spit
too fast to burn from heat. The taste of ashes is dry and powdery, like alum causing you to pucker only not as
pronounced, and slightly bitter. Ashes I never mind, they aren't so bad. T don't think I could ever chew
tobacco, though, even in my most depraved dope fiend nicotine craving. Tobacco burns like fire to chew, the
juice nauseating to swallow. It is difficult, very difficult to eat cigarette buts not because of the ashes or the
filters, but the remnants of tobacco left. [ have never succeeded in swallowing completely those times I have
been told to eat whole cigarettes. There is just too much tobacco in them. It is enough amusement to watch
me try and try in vain then that it doesn't matter that I fail. I never try lackadaisically. I try desperately to
succeed. I want to eat it, whatever it is, and not just to please my owner.

Swallowing, bingeing, gorging, putting things, anything in my mouth gives me a certain sick, perverted
quasi-sexual pleasure. I say sick, because It is sick. It isn't just good clean fun in this case, but something dark
and haunting in my past that tears at me every day, tempting me. Bulimia. From age sixteen to twenty two I
binged, purged and abused laxatives until my bowels no longer worked. It left deep foot prints upon my sexual
psyche. There are certain unhealthy associations in my head that will likely never be disassociated. I am
scatalogically aroused, not in the usual sense from shit, but in the unusual sense that it is like having an
orgasm to feel like I have to shit, which is the root of why I prefer anal sex. It makes me feel like I have to
shit. That is the first of those unhealthy associations, that shitting—shitting my brains out like I did when
abusing and addicted to laxatives—is a cleansing, purifying, good thing that will make me beautiful and loved,
as is vomiting. The other association, that swallowing—anything—until I feel sick and nauseated is an almost
euphoric act of indulgent defiance that will lead to the first association, one must to eat to vomit and shit.

Besides those dark (not so) secrets of mine, eating is the only activity besides sex that is capable of triggering
the brain's endorphin system as strongly as heroin. Sex and food are drugs and I've been made a junkie of
both. Bulimic bingeing and purging is not healthy, encouraged, or condoned. I am watched and guarded
against any relapse into the behavior, and strive to resist the temptations, only over eating sometimes during
the height of PMS now, and never purging or abusing laxatives again since I was twenty two. The psychological
buttons are all still there to push, though, and put to different use that isn't so unhealthy. Pushing them
intensifies the lusty desperation of sex, and shifts those old associations slightly, bending them, using them to
reinforce my sex slave conditioning. Me drooling and wagging my tail like Pavlov's dog the whole time.

I long to feel all those old longings still, but look for them now in sex. I crave cocks in my mouth and to
swallow cum. I hope quiet hope to be made to feel humiliation punctuated with waves of nausea. I long to feel
the cramping pain of enemas and the rush of liquid out my ass. I dream of such anal abuse that I become
incontinent from it. T lust for vengeful pain in the parts of my body that define me as female. Those aren't
even my fantasies, most of which are far too dark to discuss in public. Those are just some of the compulsions
of the sex I have every day. Not a single sexual thought in my head involves my pussy, except those where I
wish I did not have one. Growing into self-awareness has led to strange and unexpected explanations of most
often unasked questions.

7669 uncensored photographs available to members.
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1 can only share the private views of my life with members. Erotic strangulation, hard bondage, fisting,
humiliatien, forced masturbation, and sadistic tortures in unimaginable varietes as I've experienced them
over a lifetime as a slave are just some of the photographic delights to find here. I do things no paid
bondage model would ever dare as dally life.

Join now to see them all
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