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Chapter One

The Creature

 


Mrs. Smith

 


She stood in line a few people beyond me, an
attractive, shy thing. One that exudes confidence on the outside
with the modern day power costume, straight back, shoulders
squared, chin high. But the way she clutched her purse, the furtive
glances back in my direction, told a different story. She was
nervous, almost scared. Voluptuous lips pressed tight together as
if some hidden secret strove to burst forth and she fought with all
her might to keep it contained. Her short, quick steps, as the line
progressed to the cashier, indicated a deep uncertainty. She
shuffled forward and, around the shifting people between us, I
admired her bare legs. From underneath a medium length, dark blue
skirt, they possessed a grace of line seldom seen these days
because so many women now wear pants to the office. Once in a while
she glanced back in my direction, as if looking for a friend to
join her, even though previously none ever had during the work day
lunch hour. No, those glances were meant for me, as were all the
others over the last couple of weeks.

I wondered what had captured her attention.
Was it my modest, s-shaped, flared ankle length skirt and
high-necked, long sleeved shirt? The early 20th century granny
boots? On the other hand, was it my long hair, done up in a
topknot, like so many other ladies from that genteel era? Any one
of those things was certainly enough to catch a person’s eye, given
that I appeared as some time traveler from the Edwardian Era.
Perhaps it was the two, small wrist cuffs I wore that created a
matched set. Even though the cuffs were hidden underneath the
sleeves, they did poke out at the slightest arm extension. However,
whom was I kidding? It was the collar, always the collar, which
people noticed and then pretended to ignore. But not this pretty,
young woman.

Her eyes always landed on my neck. I brought
a hand up, fingered the silver ring that hung down in front, and a
wrist cuff emerged in full view. That young face reddened and she
hurriedly turned away, eyes front to the chalkboard menu behind the
cashier. She placed an order, threw down some money, then snatched
up her receipt, clutched in tight hands while she hurried past me,
eyes glued to the floor as she wove past everyone.

The little sandwich shop was crowded as
usual. People tried to find an open table to gobble down their
food. The early lunch arrivers were successful but the nervous
woman was not. My own order given, I strode past her while she
waited for a table to clear. I didn’t need to wait. I had
anticipated that the shop would be crowded and had sent the always
reliable Emma ahead to claim a spot for me, a small, round table
with two chairs. She sprung up at my approach and her downcast eyes
hid a bright, emerald gleam. Dressed like me, but with short, red
hair and pale skin, her demure countenance told me that she was
almost ready for a match, but she still possessed a willful streak
that flared up from time to time. The match I had in mind for her
occasionally liked that, but Emma still needed to know when such
was appropriate. Meanwhile, back at The Velvet Glove a difficult
trainee was all strung up, ready to suffer her first extended
punishment, and Emma was at the top of the duty roster. If she got
back before the time for punishment expired Emma could wield the
whip on the trainee. But I had sent her here, as a test to
determine if she could control that temper.

I handed her my receipt, sat without comment,
and opened my book of love sonnets. Emma remained standing behind
me and, when my order number was called out, she scurried to the
counter, picked up the small sandwich and drink, and placed them on
the table just beyond my book. She stood in front of me; hands
clasped in front, one tight over the other as her knuckles slowly
turned white. Oh, she wanted to get back! She wanted that whip in
her hand, wanted to make that self-absorbed trainee pay for her
attitude. I could sense her dying to say something, to tell me that
she wasn’t about to let this chance of raising some welts on tender
flesh slip away, but she silently endured while I read a few
sonnets and took a leisurely sip of my hot chamomile tea from a
delicate porcelain cup. The owner didn’t serve tea for just anyone,
much less in fine china. It was a special arrangement between us
after I had provided him an excellent match.

I set the cup down in the saucer. “Very good,
Emma. You may go now.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” she said. The hands
loosened and she turned to leave.

“And Emma,” I said. “Don’t rush through it.
Take your time and slowly work her up to a high scream. Just like I
did all those times with you.”

Emma flushed, remembering how often she
shrieked under my scourge. She didn’t run out of the little
sandwich shop, a lady never does, but she didn’t dawdle either.

I don’t know if anyone else heard me, it was
rather noisy as they were all wrapped up in their own affairs. Yet,
a couple of nearby heads did turn my way, which I ignored. My
attention was on the edgy woman who had received her own food, well
before mine was ready, but still had no place to sit down and eat.
I smiled, nodded and extended a hand to the empty seat opposite
mine.

She could have disregarded me, waited a
little longer for another chair to open up. One did. Two, in fact,
at a table not far from mine, as a couple of bike messengers
finished wolfing down their food and bolted. She hesitated, a
crossroads type of decision suddenly opened up before her. I
returned to my sonnets. What would be, would be.

Soon enough, I found myself with a lunch
partner.

“Thank you—” she began.

“Tut, tut,” I said, in a crisp voice. “It’s
too loud to talk now. Eat. Then we will discuss.”

“Discuss? Discuss what?” she slurred around
her food. “I’m on lunch, I don’t have time to just hang
around!”

I held up a single index finger and that’s
all it took. Quiet descended between us and slowly the lunch crowd
dwindled away. She practically gobbled down her sandwich, but I
took much longer. It wasn’t until we almost had the place to
ourselves and she slurped the last of her soft drink that my other
hand shot out and lightly slapped hers. She jumped as if shot with
an electric jolt.

“Don’t drink like that,” I said. “It isn’t
ladylike.”

She stared at me, a modern day retort ready
on her lips, but this time I wagged my finger at her and she slowly
put down the gauche, plastic cup. She remained silent, as I had
ordered, a good sign, even if she snuck glimpses at my collar but
still pointedly avoided eye contact. But I managed to obtain a good
look at them; deep, dark brown orbs in which any man, or even a
woman, could get lost. I almost did and had to force myself to
concentrate on my food. I munched the last bite, wiped my lips and
lightly laid my hand over hers.

I said, “When did you know you were
submissive?”

My sudden question caught her off guard. She
attempted to speak a couple of times, cleared her throat, then tore
her eyes away. She tried to look back at me, but again only got as
high as my neck.

“What the hell are you talking about?” she
hissed, tense and ready to run.

Steady. One wrong move, one bad word and I’d
lose her. “Yes, that was probably too much to ask. For now. But you
do have a fascination with my collar.”

“Well, it is kind of obvious. And it’s a
little hard to take in...so close.”

“Really?” I said. “You’ve been taking it in
quite a bit for how many weeks now?”

Now her eyes met mine. “That was
different.”

“How? Because you secretly studied me? You
always kept a safe distance, and would have today, if I hadn’t
arranged for us to sit together and finally meet.”

She pressed those full lips tight together.
“You’re giving yourself way too much credit. How did you know I was
even coming? Or even stay?”

A confident challenge. Good. I might be able
to do something with her. “You’ve been coming every day for the
last six weeks,” I said. “Even when I wasn’t here.” She started to
ask how I knew. “Oh, come, come. I had someone watch for you.”

Her eyes widened. “You stalked me?”

I waved a hand in dismissal. “‘Stalk’ is such
a pejorative term these days. Like most people, your daily habits
are like clockwork, and it was a good test for several of my
trainees. Which reminds me...” I rose to leave. “You will come with
me.”

“Uh, I don’t think so. I don’t even know your
name. And I’ve got to get back to work.”

“Yes. To a job you hate. A job that barely
pays the bills for that little, dingy apartment in Queens. Yes,
Miss Dawn Flynn, I know everything I can about prospective matches.
I also know what you are, or rather, what you might become, if you
have the courage. So, are you going to continue with your drab
existence? Or will you take control of your life?”

I walked out, back straight, head high,
acting for the entire world like I knew she would follow, and
scared to death that she wouldn’t. I never heaved a bigger sigh of
relief than when I heard those trailing footsteps.

I stopped and turned to her. “And by the way,
my name is Mrs. Smith.”

 


***

 


It wasn’t far from the sandwich shop at the
edge of the village on West 14th to The Velvet Glove, a
converted three storey brownstone just a stone’s throw from
Bleeker. It’s also where I lived, since my work was my life, yet
for two hours everyday I took a break from such, to walk the
village, enjoy the sun like on this fine, spring day, and possibly
find new women clients. It wasn’t as hard as you might think, you
just had to know what to look for, then give them a little
test.

Right now Miss Dawn Flynn was passing with
flying colors. Even on the busy streets, before we entered the
village proper, I could easily pick out her staccato, high heel
steps amongst all the other pedestrians. I struggled to keep my
excitement under control, not show any outward sign, but could do
nothing about the growing warmth between my legs. Of course I found
her attractive but long ago I had been trained to manifest any
anticipation, of any kind, in my...in my snatch. There, I said it.
Not a very ladylike term. In fact, down right crude. But sometimes
crude must serve. I repeated it softly in time with my steps.
Snatch, snatch, snatch, snatch. Oh, I felt so delightfully
dirty at my secret mantra and that my small clothes were now almost
soaked I almost forgot about Miss Dawn Flynn, or that we had
suddenly arrived at our destination. But I had completely forgotten
about Emma, and her errand.

I know I shouldn’t have, I should have known
it might have been too much for Miss Dawn Flynn to take in all at
once, but the thrill at having found her, and that she so willingly
followed orders, yet still retained a streak of independence, and
what it could possibly mean in the long run, muddled my own
thoughts. And that nearly proved disastrous.

With hardly a glance around, I trod up the
familiar steps and blew through the vestibule. Miss Flynn followed
right behind, but while I continued a few paces inside, she halted
just inside the inner door with a gasp.

Off to our right in the parlor, spread-eagled
in the air, hung the punished trainee; I believe her name was
Judith. A short, curvy thing, with big eyes and a small mouth, her
upturned nose only added to her perceived snootiness. I had almost
thrown her out last week, but she was so contrite, that she would
endure any punishment and begged so well for a second chance, that
I granted her plea. She had taken her week long punishment well,
and this was the last day. But now, exhausted and marked up with
all her previous whippings, she was near her breaking point.

Emma’s swings with the whip were wide and
strong. Just like mine. She connected solidly with Judith’s ass and
back, then ducked under the spread legs and started to work on the
inside part of the thighs, stomach, and breasts. Judith’s shoulder
length, blonde hair, was drenched in sweat like the rest of her
body. Her wet, female nether region was wide open.

Emma struck her a few more times, raising
thin, bright red welts in between the old, dull ones. Judith
gritted her teeth, squeezed shut her eyes, then opened them when
Emma stopped. They were bright, but not glazed. All her senses were
heightened to a rare level that I also knew all too well. In such a
state you experience everything in sharp detail, no fog bound hazes
like with drugs or other artificial stimulants. And because she
soared in that super reality, she also saw quite clearly when Emma
threw the whip aside and took up a leather cat o’ nine tails, and
also knew exactly what that meant.

Her breathing shortened, eyes grew wide.
Sweat dripped off her chin and splashed on the hardwood floor.

Emma twisted the cat in her hand.

“No. Please,” Judith whined.

“You know you deserve it,” Emma calmly said.
“Or do you want the Tombs?”

“No! Oh, god, not that!”

Emma’s arm spun in an upwards, roundhouse
arc.

The cat struck her square between the
legs.

Judith’s small hands pulled her up on the
wrist ropes that were already stretched taut, which only tightened
the ones tied around her ankles even more. Eyes shut, head thrown
back, Judith screamed at the ceiling, one long, lung-emptying howl.
Yet, it wasn’t so much the whip, but Judith’s own internal
explosions that kept her body shaking in the stringent bonds. Emma
twisted the cat again and waited. Waited for Judith’s orgasms to
subside, her screams of painful pleasure to fade away, until all
that remained were her breathy pants. At last Judith hung limp.

“Are you ready to speak the truth?”

Judith roused. “No, please don’t make
me—”

Another swing of the cat. Another scream.
Another orgasm. Even better than before. Yes, Judith had
potential.

Emma twisted the cat again. Swung her arm
back.

“All right! All right!” Judith shrieked.

“Then say it and mean it!” Emma yelled. “Say
it!”

The cat swung. A solid connect on the inside
left thigh.

“I’m a cunt!”

Another swing, this one on the right.

“Cunt!”

Across the breasts.

“CUUUNNNTTT!”

I nodded in approval. Emma had learned well.
She had experienced her submission, accepted what she was, yet
still retained a streak of the headstrong, of self-identity. She
would make a fine match at the end of Mr. Reynolds’ leash.

“Excellent, Emma,” I said, when she paused in
her swings. “Now, Miss Flynn, if you’ll follow me...”

I started for my office, but didn’t hear any
trailing footsteps this time. I turned back. Dawn was rooted to the
spot while hands covered her lower face. Her eyes were wide, almost
as wide as Judith’s and I immediately realized my error.

“Miss Flynn?” I said, and slowly stepped
toward her. “Miss Flynn? Let’s go to my office.”

Dawn didn’t move. “Oh my god, oh my god, oh
my god...”

“It’s...It’s all right, Dawn,” I said.
“Really. Everything is fine.”

“Fine?” Dawn said, breathing hard. “Fine? No,
it isn’t fine! I...I have to get out of here!”

“No, Dawn, no!” I gripped her shoulders.
“It’s not like that. Yes, people are tied up here, even whipped.
But not brainwashed. Judith can always leave. But she won’t. She
won’t because she wants to be here.”

“Well, I don’t. I don’t! Let me go. Let me
go!”

She wrenched out of my hands, my tight hands
that didn’t want to release her. The inside door flew open, then
the outer one and Dawn’s hurried steps faded away. I had allowed my
own wants, my own desperate needs to blind me, make me forget about
the situation into which I was bringing a rookie. It was too much,
too much! Even I would have turned tail and run. Which is exactly
what Dawn did.

I leaned my head against the door. Fool.
Fool!

“Madame? Are you well?”

It was Emma, her hand hung in mid-air, as if
to touch my shoulder, but not daring to make that intimate
connection.

I straightened, smoothed out the front of my
dress. “Yes, Emma, I’m fine. Really,” I said, all crisp and
businesslike. I checked the grandfather clock in the hall. “There’s
still over twenty minutes left in Judith’s punishment. Please,
continue. I’ll be in my office. And Emma...”

“Yes, Madame?”

“I want to hear Judith’s screams as if I were
standing right next to you. Then, after dinner come see me. It’s
time we discussed your placement.”

“Yes, Madame!”

Emma twisted the cat in her hands again, and
Judith shook her head no. For all the good it did her. Give it to
her good, Emma! Yes, Judith could leave here at any time. As could
Emma, as could any of the others I currently had under lock and
key. But not me.

Judith’s screams reverberated throughout the
house well before I shut my office door. They were so loud nobody
could hear as I cried for myself, at how I’d probably never see
that lovely creature, Dawn Flynn, again, and how, when she dashed
out, she took with her all my hopes.


Chapter Two

No Turning Back

 


Dawn Flynn

 


I practically leapt over the steps and ran
down the street. My tears almost left me blind and I think I bumped
into a few people. Somehow, I found my way out of the village, past
14th and back to work on the third floor of the Turner
Building. I was more than two hours late! And not nearly ready to
handle any shit. I dashed past the receptionist, made a beeline for
the restroom and locked myself in a stall. I collapsed on the
toilet, not to go to the bathroom, but because my legs simply
couldn’t stand anymore. I leaned forward and buried my shaking
hands between my breasts. It didn’t take long before another gal
came looking for me, asking if I was okay. She went away when I
said, in as calm a voice as possible, that I was fine, just some
bad food at lunch.

Yeah, a bad lunch. No, the food wasn’t coming
back up, but I still wasn’t near ready to go back to work. Fuck,
what was wrong with me? It wasn’t like I didn’t know about SM. I
had even suggested to a boyfriend or two to tie me down to the bed
just to liven things up. The one that didn’t freak out even
followed through on it. So, why did I shake? Was it because I had
no idea what waited for me back at that brownstone?

Don’t lie to yourself, Dawn! You knew exactly
what you were getting into. You knew it the moment you saw that
lady, Mrs. Smith, all those weeks ago, when every day at lunch you
couldn’t help but stare at her collar, a collar with a ring for a
leash, to be led around like an animal. And then you finally saw
her ‘bracelets’ that were designed and worn for only one purpose,
for tying the hands in back, or spread out wide on a bed, with
perhaps a matching set on the ankles so that nothing could stop a
man from taking what he wanted, from pushing his cock deep inside,
shooting his semen into my pussy...

I mean, hers. Mrs. Smith’s pussy.

I sucked in air, tried to stop the raging
internal chaos. Reduce the panic to tiny, little basics. It’s sex,
that’s all. I’ve had it before, many times. It all came down to the
same thing. Even if Mrs. Smith wanted to be tied down, and allowed
herself to be led around on a leash, strung up and whipped. Just
like the woman that hung in the parlor. That’s all. Sex.

So why was I shaking?

Because I didn’t just see any woman hanging
there, her pussy whipped.

My hands, almost steady from before, got the
shakes again. This time I didn’t press them against me, but just
stared at them and practically willed them to stop. They were going
to stop. My heart was going to stop pounding! Stop. Stop!

I fought for control. My hands stilled, my
heart slowed, but only after how long? A half hour? Longer? Shit,
when I got my act together it would be quitting time. No, I wasn’t
going to let that happen. Get up! Get back to work. Distract
yourself, that’ll help. For once I would welcome a complaining
phone call from one of the frenchies and listen very closely and
translate as they outlined their latest, pathetic, trivial problem.
That would work. That would get my mind off what happened today,
and keep me from seeing myself hanging in that parlor, hair matted
with sweat, legs spread—

Work! Get back to work!

Like I had been kicked, I shot out of the
stall, splashed water on my face and, without making eye contact
with anyone, wove through the maze of cubicles. I slumped down in
the blue fabric covered, slightly padded chair, stuck on the
headphones, and punched one call up after another, not stopping for
the rest of the day.

“Dawn? Dawn!”

A hand on my shoulder made me look up. It was
Drew Sullivan, floor manager and son of the owner.

“It’s quitting time.”

“Wha…?” I glanced at the small digital next
to the phone. It was well past five.

“C’mon,” Drew said. “Put down the headset.
I’ll walk you out.”

Like a dazed automaton, I obeyed. Everyone
else was gone. When five hit, the place emptied out fast. Today was
no exception, but for Drew and I. Drew placed a gentle hand on my
elbow and guided me past all the empty cubicles, the receptionist’s
desk, right to the elevator. I reached to press the button but his
other hand stopped me. Like when Mrs. Smith grabbed my hand. This
time though it felt nice, not quite as desperate, yet still
authoritative.

“Dawn, is everything all right? You’ve been
distracted the last few weeks. And today you were pretty riled when
you got back late from lunch.”

“I’ll make up the time. I just got caught up
in something—”

Drew waved a hand in the air. “Forget that.
Things happen. But look, things are going to get tight with
Montreal now, we’re close to signing a big design contract and we
need everyone on top of their game.”

“Yes. Yes, of course.”

“Good. I want you to take off the rest of the
week. You’ve got more than enough vacation time and, even if you
didn’t, I’d insist. Just go home, let things cool off, and we’ll
see you bright and early on Monday.”

I didn’t protest, not after what happened
today. The elevator arrived. I got on but Drew didn’t. He shrugged.
“I still got some stuff to finish up.”

I stood there for a moment, my finger on the
elevator’s ‘door open’ button. For the first time I took a good
look at Drew. Oh, we had seen each other a lot before, but always
in passing, or in some quick business oriented conversation. Yes,
he was the owner’s son, and you would think he got his job because
of that. Probably so. But Drew knew how to handle people, and
people liked him. I liked him. And with him standing there,
tie slightly pulled down, most likely tired, yet still in command
of the situation, I saw him in a new way.

“Drew? Would you like to, I don’t know, get
something to eat?”

For a moment, I thought he would say yes. His
eyes seemed to light up, with a hunger that strangely I didn’t find
scary or unattractive, but then he shuttered them. “Ah, no. But
I’ll hold you to that another time. Now, go on, get out of here.
Before this place really drives you nuts.” With that, he reached in
and took my finger off the button, a gesture that spoke of
confidence, of command. His hand surrounded mine, lingered, then
was gone. The memory of his touch stayed with me all the way home,
and through my suddenly extended weekend.

I wandered around in a daze those few days. I
ate, I slept. Turned on the TV just to have the company of other
people’s voices, but hardly paid attention. No, what I listened to
was all inside. What I heard was a whip whistling through the air,
of the slap of leather on tender flesh, of a woman strung up,
calling herself a cunt, knowing that she could walk out, at any
time, and not doing so.

I heard Drew’s voice inside me. But you
don’t want that option, do you?

What’s the sense? I thought back.
If you can leave at any time, for whatever reason, it just kinda
kills the whole reason of being...being forced.

Is that what you want?

No! I don’t–

A cold hand slapped my face, so hard that I
flipped over on my stomach. Several more slaps on my ass set it on
fire and turned my pussy red hot. I tried to protest but something
grabbed the back of my head, shoved my face into the pillow and
smothered my cries. My hips bucked as the slaps rained down and
another hand found my wet pussy, stroked the lips, circled and
teased the clit. I moaned and the end of a pillow slip was shoved
into my mouth to become a gag and stifle any further noise. But my
throat growled, like a captured animal, as the pressure mounted
inside.

Drew’s voice cut through the hand slaps.
Is this what you want? Is this want you want?

No. No!

Or is this what you NEED?

I tore my head away from the pillow, gasped
for air. I tried to shout NO!, but my body gave its own
answer. I flipped back over, tossed my head and howled. My orgasm
ripped through me, but it was nothing like what that miserable
Judith had reached. Still, I lay in ruin, but it was shallow and
quickly recovered from. I opened my eyes and found myself in bed,
alone.

I sat up. My fingers shone in pussy juices. I
stumbled to the closet mirror, didn’t find any marks on my ass, but
it still felt hot, raw. I touched my mouth, at the sore corners
where the ‘gag’ had been forced past, but there was no linen taste
on my tongue. What the hell? But at least the orgasm had been real,
wasn’t it?

My fingers stroked my pussy lips. My wet,
tender, sore, pussy lips. What had happened to me? What was
happening to me?

Every night thereafter it returned, the
longing, the desire, and each time became less and less fulfilled.
I would spend my days in dread, and hope, that the inner voice,
which sounded so much like Drew Sullivan, would return and I
couldn’t help but obey. I guided my hand between my legs, allowed
my fingers to swirl over wet pussy lips and gently picked at my
clit. My body racked to one orgasm after another, yet I knew they
would be even more if only...

If only it wasn’t Judith but me who contorted
in the ropes, arms and legs pulled wide apart, and just from a whip
on the pussy.

A whip on the pussy! What the hell was I
thinking!

And then it hit me. I knew exactly what I was
thinking.

Monday arrived. I dressed for work, got on
the subway as always, followed the crowd through the streets and
jammed myself into the elevator. But when I got out I slowed down
and watched everyone else file past the receptionist, back to
worker drone lives. And then I heard Mrs. Smith’s words and
realized they had been repeating over and over in my head all
weekend long.

Are you going to continue with your drab
existence? Or will you take control of your life?

I stopped at the receptionist’s desk. From my
purse I withdrew a sealed envelope, addressed to Drew Sullivan. I
had written the resignation late last night, had carried it with
me, but hadn’t intended to turn it over until now. I just couldn’t
go on the way I was, crammed into a box, trying to find time to
date on the weekend and having almost all of those end in
disasters. At last, I knew what I wanted. I wanted to be loved,
wanted a strong man in my life, and knew I wouldn’t find it here.
Even if Drew might have those qualities, I needed someone more up
front, more... Well, masterful.

I threw down the envelope in front of the
surprised receptionist, muttered something about making sure Drew
got it, and then almost ran down the stairs. I couldn’t wait for
the elevator, couldn’t take the chance that I’d run into Drew. Not
after how kind he had been. And I couldn’t take the chance that I’d
let him talk me out of what I was about to do.

When I hit the streets I strode with a
purpose. The sidewalks were full of people, but not pressed like
sardines a few minutes ago, and the crowd thinned out when I passed
Spizo’s, the sandwich bar where all this started. Then I hit the
village and it was like another world. The sound of the traffic and
shouting seemed far away now and the village transformed the city
into an oasis of calm that, when I thought about it, didn’t make
Mrs. Smith’s old style dress so out of place. Here there were no
obnoxious intrusions from the modern world like beepers, cell
phones and PDA’s. The calm and quiet infused me, and even more so
when I passed through Abington Square, turned off Bleeker and found
myself in front of a certain three story brownstone.

I hesitated in front, giving myself the
excuse that I wanted to see exactly what kind of place I was about
to walk into. From the sidewalk sprouted a paper birch tree, its
leaves green and fluttering in the slightly warm, springtime
breeze. The drapes on the ground floor were pulled back so one
could see easily through the pane glass into the parlor. No one
hung there now, but the other floors were all shuttered. Up a short
flight of concrete steps was a brass plate that announced in raised
lettering: ‘The Velvet Glove’, and underneath that: ‘New York –
London – Amsterdam – Sydney’. To the right of that was a single,
etched glass door, framed in rich, red wood. A curved, brass
finished door handle pushed down easily under my hand and I was in
the vestibule, umbrella bucket to my left. A tiny bell jingled at
the top of the glass door as it swung open, then closed. Before me
was a solid, richly carved, wood door. A small gray and white
speaker hung on the wall to the right.

“Yes?” came a neutral, tinny voice.

“I’m here...I’m here to see Mrs. Smith,” I
managed to say, half croak, half whisper. “Please. I have to see
her.”

The buzzer gave me my answer and I found
myself almost on the same spot as when I witnessed Judith’s
whipping. Sunlight bled from the parlor and cut across the tops of
my dark, pointed high heels. From deeper in the hallway a woman
emerged from the shadows.

Not Judith, but she was also naked, except
for two nipple clips on pert breasts and a light chain that hung
between them. Her ease of movement suggested a grace and lightness
in spite of the red stripes that criss-crossed her legs, stomach
and breasts. Yet, her eyes were puffy, as if after a recent crying
jag. But she held herself straight. She lowered her head and gave a
little curtsey. “Yes, ma’am. My name is Chelsea. Mrs. Smith is
presently busy but ordered me to escort you to her office. Please
follow me.”

Through her long, dark hair I stared at the
dull marks on Chelsea’s back and ass as she led me past a staircase
and kitchen area, then beyond a set of double doors. Another large,
paned window looked out onto a Japanese garden filled with bright
flowers and many green plants that now stood in shadow. Inside, off
to the right, two old style padded chairs were angled in front of
an equally antiquated, yet still useful desk with a laptop
computer. A bonsai tree sat near a corner, a red poker chip just to
its right, while at the other a gilded frame held a black and white
photo of an older, yet still attractive man and woman dressed
Victorian fashion. Next to that lay a short, coiled black whip.
Lights under fringed lampshades scattered throughout bathed
everything in a soft, welcoming glow.

“Would you like a drink, ma’am?” Chelsea
said.

“Uh, no. No, thank you,” I said. “Uh,
Chelsea?”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“What’s it like? I mean, does it hurt?
Much?”

Chelsea gazed at me a moment, as if measuring
a proper response. “I was ordered to escort you to Mrs. Smith’s
office.”

Silence hung between us.

“Oh,” I said. “Thank you.”

“Yes, ma’am.” She moved to the doors, then
paused and whispered, “Yes, it does. A lot.”


Chapter Three

Unconditional

 


Mrs. Smith

 


Word reached me in the Tombs that we had yet
another applicant. My personal bluetooth beeped.

“I think we’ve got a live one,” came Henry’s
voice. “Switch your monitor to the outside feed.”

I hit a button in the observation booth and
the suspended, blindfolded woman disappeared, replaced by a bird’s
eye view of the sidewalk and our front steps.

She had come back.

I think I gasped, or made some kind of noise
because Lawrence beside me perked up. “Ma’am, do you know her?”

Neither Lawrence nor Henry had been around
when I had blown it with Dawn Flynn. The only person who did know
was Emma, and she was now gone, packed up and crated off to Mr.
Reynolds. Henry was security and usually worked from just before
through just after the weekends when business was brisk. And
Lawrence spent most of his time in the lab, creating new training
devices.

Dawn shifted from one foot to the other, then
mounted the front steps.

“Ma’am? What should I do?” Henry asked.

“Let her in! I mean, let her in,” I said,
fighting to remain calm. “Tell Chelsea to take her to my
office.”

Henry cut the connection, which left me with
a grinning Lawrence.

“So, the Iron Lady has an Achilles’ heel,” he
said. “I didn’t know you were into strays.”

“Not really,” I said, trying to sound casual.
“She’s just some waif that followed me home one day.”

“Uh, huh,” Lawrence replied. “I believe
you.”

“You just keep your eye on Serafina,” I said
and switched the monitor back to the current project.

Lawrence got back to business. “I think she’s
ready.”

“Not yet,” I said. “Give it a few more
minutes.”

We stared at the monitor, one of several that
showed the occupants and activities in every training room and cell
throughout the facility. Serafina (dark-eyed, olive-skinned, exotic
Serafina) didn’t quite know what to make of the room we dragged her
to three hours ago. We started early in the morning when she was
most disoriented and pliable and now, after an extended time in
darkness, Serafina was ready for the next phase.

“Very well, Lawrence,” I said. “Teach her
well.”

Lawrence winked at me, grabbed a large towel
from just inside the door and soon was in the room, ducking around
the taut guy wires, then standing between the trainee’s spread
legs. At the sound of his booted footsteps Serafina’s head turned
this way and that. We had taken away her sight, but not her hearing
or any other senses. No, that was for another time, if necessary.
Lawrence unzipped his pants and his wonderful cock sprang out,
pointed right at the pussy, that open, sensitive piece of flesh.
Serafina tried to move her arms, her legs, but the guy wires
attached to the various leather cuffs gave just the tiniest amount.
Her head attempted to rise, but the wires attached the rings in the
headharness also kept that still.

I spoke to Lawrence on his small earpiece.
“Start with the hand. Go slow.”

Lawrence’s cock halted less than an inch away
from the wet pussy. He scowled up at the hidden room cam and folded
his arms.

“You heard me,” I said. “Give her a ten
minute prep, then a slow, casual spear for another five. After that
she’s all yours.”

Lawrence took a deep breath. He wasn’t happy,
that was clear, but I had my reasons. He glared at the cam for a
little bit longer, then his hand dipped between the spread legs.
Serafina lurched at the touch and her gagged cries came through
clear on the booth’s speakers but Lawrence followed orders, good
soldier that he was, even if he didn’t like them.

I watched him stroke the pussy, noticed just
how much more stiff the trainee’s body became, and Lawrence’s cock
as well. As Serafina’s cries climbed in volume warmth also grew
between my legs, but I ignored it, or at least, tried to. Already
my nipples had awakened, pushed out against my restrictive bra and
dress. I ran a hand over them, felt their hardened points. I gave
each one a quick squeeze and my eyes closed while I gasped. Oh, I
so wanted a cock, any cock, inside me! But I couldn’t. I had to put
all that aside, as I had had to so many times since I became
headmistress at the Velvet Glove. How many times had I watched
while some young, randy thing screamed in pain and pleasure while I
gauged her reactions, then went over her file and all the gentlemen
callers to find her best match? And I often did; out of the
twenty-three matches since we had opened, there hadn’t been one
failure. I was very good at my profession, but was I any nearer my
own goal? No. But this new girl, this Dawn Flynn...

I hiked up my dress and, through all the
folds, my hands found their way to my hot pussy. Oh, yes, so slick.
Yum. A gentle touch, a delicate swirl and I leaned back in my
chair, eyes half open to watch the monitor. Lawrence lubricated his
shaft in Serafina’s own juices and it shone in the muted light. His
hand caressed the helmet’s tip, then his hips thrust forward.

The trainee moaned. My fingers found their
way inside my pussy and I did too. Slow and gentle, Lawrence pushed
forward, then pulled back and my fingers matched his action. In,
out. Forward, back. Yes, that was it. Nice and slow. Just take it
easy...

Before I knew it, my body shook, burst after
burst of tiny explosions that didn’t leave me fully satisfied, but
at least took off the pressure. I gasped a few times, and then
pounded a glistening fist down on the monitor panel. This wasn’t
good enough! I needed cock. Cock!

“Goddammit!” I yelled.

“Ma’am? Ma’am, is something wrong?” came
Lawrence’s voice over the com.

“What?” Oh, no! I had left the link open!
Lawrence had heard my curses, perhaps even my own sighs as I
pleasured myself. Crap.

“Ma’am,” he whispered into his mic. “Are you
okay?”

“Yes! Yes, I’m fine. Uh, that’s good work
you’re doing, Lawrence. Continue.”

Lawrence nodded and returned to the trainee’s
rape. His hands gripped her hips, swinging her ever so gently on
the guy wires, in time with his own thrusts. Serafina went stiff as
a board, then shook uncontrollably as the initial orgasm hit. If it
weren’t for her strict restraints she would have probably torn
Lawrence apart. As it was her deep, gagged screams served as her
only outward release. Then, suddenly, her hands went limp, fingers
pointed at the floor. The only part of her that now moved was her
stomach, and in shallow, quick breaths. Lawrence fondled Serafina’s
generous mounds of breasts and turned them shiny in her own juices,
but his hips kept thrusting away. The reason I had hired him in the
first place. He had incredible staying power, that boy. He looked
like what someone would call a computer geek, but instead of cyber
and silicon chips, his genius was turned toward sex. SM sex, and
creating all the devilishly remarkable wood and metal devices that
went with it. He loved making new things and testing them out on
the trainees.

“Ma’am, that visitor is still waiting.” Now
it was Henry’s turn to bother me.

Let her wait! I wanted to shout. My
hands formed into fists, but I didn’t punch anything. Control,
control, I urged myself. A few deep breaths and I gently hit
the com switch for Henry’s office.

“Yes, I’m going. And Henry, send the feed
from here to my office laptop.”

 


***

 


Things were quiet in the main house. They
usually were on Monday, after the weekend guests had departed,
which many did early that morning. I had to check the reports, view
the discs and determine if there were any potential matches. But
that would all have to wait. She had come back, and this time I
wasn’t going to let her run out.

I didn’t run to my office. I couldn’t, my
restrictive dress ensured that, but I didn’t loiter either. Still,
when I got to within a few strides of my office I deliberately
slowed down, stopped, and in the large, hallway mirror just to the
side of the office doors, made sure my swept up hair wasn’t mussed,
my dress presentable.

She twisted around when I entered. Her legs
were crossed and pushed way back under the chair, a good omen. But
she also picked at her nails, something that would need correction.
And she stood to greet me, another plus. Two out of three wasn’t
bad.

“Miss Flynn,” I said. “I am so glad you
decided to come back.” She didn’t offer either hand, but I reached
forth and squeezed them both. They trembled like a pair of delicate
bird’s wings. Oh, subtle bewitchment! “I’m afraid that yesterday
you didn’t catch us under the best of circumstances.”

“Actually, that was what brought me back,”
she said.

“Oh? Well, the way you...reacted...said that
we’d never see you again.”

“Sometimes it takes something like that
to...” She hesitated, eyes downcast, then nervously laughed and
shook her head, as if in disbelief. “I...just quit my job, so I
guess there’s no going back, is there?”

Reassure her. Don’t blow it this time! “Of
course there is,” I said. “That’s part of what we’re all about
here.”

I indicated for her to sit back down and I
took my place behind the desk, asked for her indulgence, and lifted
the laptop cover. A few clicks with the mouse and there was
Lawrence, still doing his thing with Serafina. “One of our newer
trainee’s is at a critical stage of her development and I have to
keep at least an eye on what is happening.” For just a moment,
Serafina’s gagged strains came through on the computer speaker, but
I quickly muted it.

Dawn raised her head at the sound, her eyes
didn’t so much come alive as turned inquisitive. “May I see?”

“I...Well, at least for right now, I don’t
think that’s a good idea.”

“Really?” She smiled and shrugged. “I mean,
what could be worse than what I saw last week?”

What indeed? I could think of a few things,
my little, frightened bird, and perhaps you’ll find out, in due
time. But as for what was going on right now...

I angled the laptop around for Dawn to
see.

Lawrence had adjusted the guy wires so now
Serafina’s legs pointed at the ceiling and allowed access to her
ass. I didn’t mention this to Dawn but, if she had any experience
at all, she could tell. I also brought back the sound and
Serafina’s gagged whimpers filled the office.

Dawn leaned forward, her gaze intense. When
Serafina came again, much more forcefully than before, Dawn
swallowed a couple of times, but didn’t tear her eyes away. Not
even when Lawrence slapped Serafina’s tits, then traded out her ass
for her pussy again. His thrusts were more powerful now and
Serafina struggled in her bonds, but the wires still held her
tight, suspended in a limbo of bondage and sex. She came again and
Lawrence waited, then pounded away at her still some more, but now
quick and furious. This time was for him.

I turned the laptop away, muted the speaker
again.

Dawn returned to her chair and stared out the
window at my little garden. I watched her, but also glanced at the
monitor. Lawrence’s twisted face indicated he was cumming now and
would soon return to the monitor booth. He would watch over her
while also doodling up a new device as Serafina hung in post
orgasmic afterglow. Things were fine and I now could afford to
focus entirely on Dawn.

“Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked.

That brought her back. “Huh? Ah, no. Not
right now.”

“But you have.”

“Yes...”

“And they all ended in ruin.”

Dawn sat up a little. “I wouldn’t say
that.”

“Really? So that’s why you’re here. Because
your previous relationships all worked out so well.” Dawn pressed
her lips together and I hurried on. “I’m sorry, Miss Flynn, but I
needed to ask. We’re not here to provide a weekend frolic or even
an extended fling. We accept only suitable applicants to train,
those that meet our standards, for a potential match.”

“A match? Like a dating service? But I
thought this was—”

“We are both. And I wouldn’t use the term
‘dating service’, because once we match a master, or even a
mistress, to a slave, it’s permanent.” I smiled and shrugged. “We
try to live up to our company name and motto, ‘Joined At The
Whip’.”

Dawn smiled, the first time she had done so
since she arrived and it transformed her. The facial tension eased,
and she more resembled the bright thing that I had spied at the
sandwich bar all those weeks ago. But it didn’t last. Her eyes
flicked back out to the garden, as if she wrestled with some
personal demon. I let her and leaned back in my tall, padded chair,
studied her over my clenched, entwined fingers. It could go either
way now, and I couldn’t let any anxiousness show.

“What do you look for in your applicants?”
she suddenly said.

“A burning interest in SM. And unconditional
commitment. The rest will naturally flow.”

“And if it doesn’t?”

“You can leave at any time. But if you
possess dedication, are truly committed, it won’t even enter your
mind.”

Silence again.

“Fine,” she said, and gave a small sigh. “Do
you need me to sign anything?”

“We go on a person’s word here. But if it’ll
make you feel better, you can sign a contract later. Now take off
your clothes.”

“What? Now?”

I grabbed my whip, stood up and shook it out.
“Commitment, slave. It’s total and it starts NOW!”

I swung the whip overhead and cracked it on
the desk. Dawn jumped out of the chair. I came around the desk and
shook it at her. “Don’t test me, slave. Remove those clothes or
I’ll have them ripped off!”

Dawn backed away a little, but her shaky
hands reached up and took off her blazer, then undid her shirt
buttons. Down to her bra and panties she hesitated. I backhanded
the whip across the front of her thighs.

“ALL of your clothes! Hurry up! You’ve
already earned your first punishment.”

The panties came down fast, but Dawn fumbled
at the back of her bra. While she groped I rang a tiny bell.

“Ma’am?” Chelsea said on entering.

“We have a new applicant. Collect her things
and issue standard equipment.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Chelsea knelt and bundled up
the clothes. She was gone in a flash and quickly returned with a
matching leather collar and four cuffs. She gracefully set them on
the desk and disappeared.

Dawn was beautiful. Perhaps a little on the
skinny side, but that wasn’t anything that couldn’t be fixed. Her
hips were slim, the waist thin, but those breasts were round and
tender. Already her nipples reacted, either to the sudden chill of
air on her bare skin or the excitement of disrobing. She blushed at
my frank appraisal, brought her arms up a little, as if to cover
them. I gave her a little “Tsk, tsk” and they dropped, not entirely
to her sides, but in front of her flat stomach, one demurely folded
over the other.

“Kneel,” I said. Dawn’s blush deepened, but
she complied. “First thing is the collar.” It snugly encircled
Dawn’s neck and I locked it in place. “Next are the wrist cuffs.
Extend your arms. Good. Now, turn around, hands on the floor and
extend your right leg. Excellent. Now the other.” I slapped on the
ankle cuffs. “When a trainer comes for you in your cell, this is
the first thing you do, go through this series of positions to
accept your training equipment. Got that?”

Dawn’s head hung down. Her golden blonde hair
covered her face. Her voice was quiet. “Yes.”

I brought the whip across her ass. Dawn cried
out, jumped and rubbed her sore flesh.

“That’s ‘Yes, mistress’ or ‘Yes, ma’am’,” I
said.

“Yes, ma’am!”

“Good. Now since you’ve already earned your
first punishment, there’s no time like the present. Hmmm. You seem
taken with my garden. We’ll do it there.”

“What? Outside!?” she exclaimed.

I hooked my fingers around the large ring in
front of her collar. “I mean, especially outside.”

 


***

 


Dawn was like a scared deer in the
headlights. The morning sun was strong, its warmth probably
wonderful on bare skin, but I didn’t feel it, except on my face. On
the other hand Dawn was au natural, but whatever freedom she
felt at being naked and outside was most likely secondary to her
fearful state of mind, probably at someone seeing her like this. I
could sense her head swiveling this way and that, afraid that
someone might see her from the other buildings on either side or
behind the garden. I could have assured her, but she needed to get
used to people seeing her like this. We wove our way on thin brick
paths and reached the center where stood two stout wooden
posts.

I pointed for Dawn to stand between them. I
didn’t need to call for Chelsea on the bluetooth because she came
running out, equipment in hand. She held my whip and handed over
leather thongs one by one as I spread and secured Dawn’s arms and
legs. I didn’t fully stretch her out because I wanted to learn how
well she danced. With the last knot tied, I took up the whip and
cracked it in the air a few times. Dawn reacted as if I had really
struck her, straining against the thongs, shoulders tense, looking
back over her shoulder at me, full of fear.

“Look away, slave,” I said. “Chelsea, give
her the bit.”

Chelsea wedged a rubber bit past Dawn’s teeth
and buckled it off. Dawn growled, but Chelsea did her job. She
stepped back, but didn’t return to the house.

“That’s all, Chelsea,” I said. Then firmly,
“You’re dismissed.”

“Ma’am, can I watch? Oh, please,
mistress!”

I admit I am a bit of a soft touch at times,
and Chelsea had taken her punishment yesterday so well. “Fine. But
do it over there.” I pointed to a sunny corner of the garden. “And
keep those hands behind your head. I don’t want them anywhere near
your crotch.”

Chelsea scurried off, squatted down with her
legs wide apart and her raised arms took on a butterfly shape. Her
grin was ear to ear.

Since this was punishment Dawn didn’t deserve
a warm up. I know, for a beginner it was a lot to take, but Dawn
needed to know the difference between punishment and bliss.

Crack!

“Uhhnn!”

She took that good. For a start.

Swish. Crack!

“Ouuhhrrr!”

Better. Now, let’s really get going.

I lit into her, my arm a furious pinwheel of
motion. The whip struck across her back, ass and upper legs and
left thin red stripes in its wake. Dawn strained against the bonds,
twisted, lunged forward, cried out from behind the bit as her head
shook and hair spread wildly about, but not once did she look back
at me, not once communicate in any way that she needed me to back
off. Such a look would have said “Stop!”, just as much as her
saying it, but instead she hung there, and continued to do so when
I came around in front.

Now our eyes met. Hers were full of tears, of
painful hurt, but she blinked them back. I studied her hard,
looking for a sign, anything. It wasn’t there.

I raised the whip.

Behind the gag, Dawn screamed.

I went after her breasts first, a short
figure eight motion to ensure maximum strength and precise results.
Dawn tried to twist away, but whatever side she favored pulled only
one breast back and brought the other out, easier to strike. She
attempted to step back, arms and legs stretched out, but the slack
thongs allowed only so much movement. I extended the whip and
marked her stomach with little scores of welts. Some formed red X’s
here and there. She screamed and screamed, then growled and swung
herself forward, as if to attack me so I marked up her inner thighs
in a quick staccato of leather on flesh. She screamed again, jumped
back and once more I casually strode behind her and turned her
heart-shaped ass black and blue.

She danced wonderfully! Breasts bouncing, ass
shaking. The wooden posts groaned under her gyrations. Her hair, so
perfectly groomed for the modern business world, now fell in
strings about her face and shoulders, dark with sweat. It took me a
moment before I realized that Dawn now rarely stirred as some lash
found that untouched piece of skin. She was all danced out.

I broke off. Dawn’s chest rose and fell in
heavy pants, counterpoint to...mine? I raised a shaky hand and
touched my brow. It was wet too. “Chelsea,” I said. “Fetch some
water.”

Chelsea didn’t move. She remained rooted in
the now shaded corner of the garden, her mouth open.

“Chelsea!” I yelled.

The slave came to, scurried inside and soon
returned carrying a filled, stemmed crystal glass. I didn’t gulp it
down, but the glass did empty fast. Chelsea stood by and worked a
fan over my flushed skin.

“Ma’am, that was...” Chelsea groped for
words. “That was magnificent.”

I smiled a little. “Me...or her?”

“Oh, both.”

I handed the glass back to her. “See that the
new trainee gets some water too. But don’t untie her. She stays
there the rest of the day.”

Chelsea ran back inside. I strolled to my
office and exhaustedly reclined back on a Turkish divan near the
glass paned double doors that led out to the garden. Chelsea was
indeed right; Dawn was special. She had taken a type of whipping
that was never used on beginners, and taken it well. Again, my
hands trembled, not in fatigue, but in a suppressed thrill that at
last, perhaps I had found her.

Chelsea dashed through with a bucket and
ladle. Through the glass I watched as she tenderly removed Dawn’s
bit gag, covered in her drool. Strings of saliva dripped from her
limp mouth. One hand on her chin, Chelsea tilted Dawn’s head back
and raised the filled ladle to slack lips. Dawn’s throat worked
while excess water ran down her chin, over her breasts.

Yes. Magnificent.

My own heart still raced as I strode to my
desk, picked up the early twentieth century style phone and ordered
Henry to connect me with an outside line. It rang once, and when
the other phone picked up I didn’t wait for a hello.

“I need you here. Now. I think I found
her.”


Chapter Four

Erratic Beginnings

 


Dawn Flynn

 


If someone had told me this morning...

The burn faded and transformed into a warm,
hazy glow, but the whip marks remained. Funny, they didn’t seem
that red, at least, not the ones I could see. But after Chelsea
poured down my fill of water, she circled around and her fingertips
brushed over my ass.

My breath hissed through clenched teeth.
Fuck, that was sore!

“Told you it hurt,” she said, then
disappeared back inside. The ladle and bucket remained near my left
foot.

I hung there, naked, amidst the bright
flowers, green leaves and the occasional, buzzing insect. The sun’s
strengthening rays bathed me and I surprised myself when I hoped
that this wouldn’t be my last visit outside, without any clothes.
But first I needed to get used to not wearing any, especially in
front of strangers. There weren’t any around now, thank goodness.
Through strands of lank hair, I gazed up at the neighboring
buildings. No one had popped out to watch. I twisted my head around
to the brownstone behind me. All the windows were dark there too.
Were they all gone? Someone still had to be around, even if it was
a late Monday morning. I had screamed my head off and in spite of
the water my throat still felt raw. They all couldn’t be at
work.

Unless they already were. Unless a whipped,
shrieking woman was nothing new to them.

Crap! Mrs. Smith’s business owned all four
buildings that surrounded this garden? Just what kind of world of
shit had I gotten myself into?

The kind that lit up my pussy. Even as the
pain, and then the soft glow, from the whip marks faded, another
heat started between my legs. It enflamed my crotch, turned it wet,
which only spread the fire up past my stomach, into my tits and
hardened nipples. What was happening to me? I should have told Mrs.
Smith to stop, to let me go, but each harder stroke from the whip
drove away that urge. Women shouldn’t willingly allow this kind of
thing done to themselves. But they did.

And now so did I.

I hung my head. A light, swirling breeze
chilled my skin, but did nothing for the fire inside. No! When Mrs.
Smith came back out I would tell her: Sorry, but not my cup of tea.
Sorry to have wasted your time. Sorry about the whole fucking
thing, so would you just please UNTIE ME NOW!

Someone did. Yet only partway. And it wasn’t
Mrs. Smith. Through my narrow slit of exhausted vision Chelsea’s
hands removed the leather thongs from the ankle cuffs, then she
scampered away again, but not through Mrs. Smith’s office. She ran
between a couple of thick, tall bushes and disappeared through a
narrow, steel door that closed by itself with a thud. So, what was
with letting only my legs loose but not my arms? I stared at the
door as if it could talk. And when it slowly swung wide, I got my
answer.

I saw him in total, all the way from his bare
feet, strong, pale legs, slim, taut waist, wide, hairless chest to
his black, spandex hood covered head. But it was that cock on which
I fixed. His steps were slow as he wound about the garden paths,
like a tiger stalking its prey, his feet silent, and his arms
lazily swung from front to back. And with each step that cock
swelled bigger and bigger until, when he at last stood just a
couple feet away, it pointed right at me, the helmet purple while
behind it jagged blue veins ran all along the shaft.

I licked my lips. “Who...Who are you?”

In answer he hoisted my feet off the ground.
My knees bent. He rammed home.

Fuck! That’s the only word for it. My legs
wrapped around his waist and I hung on for all I could while pure,
raw animal screw took over my whole existence. His cock inside me
was so hard, and went so deep, that I lost it in one long outburst
of incoherent noise. He just pounded away against my hips, swung me
back and forth like some human swing while that wonderful cock made
me scream again and again when suddenly, my whole body spasmed. My
eyes snapped fully open, almost bugged out of my head, and the sky
took me, brought me up on a tight spiral then threw me back down to
him, on to that shaft that nearly tore me apart. My scream reached
a higher pitch as an orgasm ripped through me, then his too almost
at the same time. He grunted and hot cum seared my pussy. My hips
bucked, I tossed my head. Oh, god, why wasn’t it always like
this!!??

Why? I knew why.

Another orgasm. And another! At last, I
couldn’t hold it any more. My body turned limp. My legs slid down
his ass, and I hung there, ankles turned sideways on the bricks,
arms taut, head hung forward, gasping for breath. But he stretched
out on a nearby wooden bench, like some cat with yellow eyes. And
when he was rested, when that cock sprang again to life, he circled
in back, lifted my legs like a horse and attacked me from behind.
Strong arms encircled my sore thighs and his cock impaled me,
sliding in and out slick, so slick in my juices. My breasts,
pointed at the ground, swung just a half measure behind the rest of
my body. My vision jarred with each slam of his hips against my
ass, then froze as in a still life painting when he came again—this
time not caring one whit if I joined him in ecstasy. Like a
metronome he released one leg, then another, and oh so casually
sauntered back to the bench. He took me once more this time with
the thongs loosed but still encircling my wrists. I knelt before
him and his cum ran down my chin, dried on my breasts. And while
the sun rode high overhead, through the hood’s narrow eye slits,
yellow, languid eyes took pleasure at my devastation.

 


***

 


My legs reattached to the poles, I hung there
the rest of the day. Chelsea returned to water me and offered a
light, hand fed lunch of fruit and cheese. Mrs. Smith didn’t
reappear. As for the hooded man, he went away for a while, returned
in mid-afternoon, and took me twice with his fist. My groans and
cries echoed in the garden while my feet jumped off the ground with
each shove. At last, after what seemed my umpteenth orgasm, he left
for good, exiting the garden through the narrow, steel door.

I trembled all over and I locked my knees to
stave off total collapse. I had to, because my arms were useless
after all day bearing so much of the strain. The shadows lengthened
and I fell into half-consciousness. Dimly I was aware of two
anonymous pairs of hands, one rough, the other soft, released me.
My leather collar and cuffs were removed and between them I was
half-dragged through the steel door along a narrow dark hallway to
a small room with an old-fashioned claw foot bathtub. Gently they
lay me in warm water with a little inflated doughnut underneath my
tender ass.

Mixed feelings churned within me. Fuck, I was
right. Those orgasms were more real than any others I had
experienced. But that didn’t compare to my intense reaction of Mrs.
Smith’s orders. I still couldn’t believe how fast she had turned
from kindly big sister to all out bitch, and how fast I had fallen
under her commanding spell. When she ordered me to strip, then to
go outside, I almost lost it. But the sky didn’t fall, and when the
whip met my flesh...

My hand slipped between doughnut and butt
cheek. Oh, yep. Still sore, but better. As for my pussy, that was
still warm too which had nothing to do with the bath’s temp. It
didn’t take a genius to figure out how I would react to my next
punishment.

My next punishment. The way I thought about
it made it all so certain, that it was inevitable I would deserve
another because...

Because I would still be here, in this place,
to receive it.

I slumped down in the water, allowed it to
flow over my shoulders. The realization that I wouldn’t walk out,
that I would mess up somewhere along the way and that I would
deserve punishment, either by the whip or some other way, brought a
certain comfort. I would err, suffer the punishment, and improve. I
would be trained, refined, brought to a level that would make
dominant men (and women too, probably) take notice, stand up or sit
straighter whenever I entered their presence.

But for now I was the one who sat up when
Mrs. Smith walked into the room.

“Do you want your clothes back?” she asked,
in a neutral tone.

A brief second of thought. “No,” I said.

“That’s ‘No, ma’am,’ she said. “And ‘Sir’ to
a gentleman.”

A pause. Oh, crap, she wanted me too—

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “‘Ma’am’ to a lady,
‘Sir’ to a gentleman.”

“Don’t forget it.”

The way she spoke, confident, assured, told
me that this was Lesson Number One, or maybe Number Two, as I was
reminded when I shifted my weight on my sore butt. I must have
reacted because Mrs. Smith grabbed a sponge and carefully sat on
the edge of the tub. “Just lean forward and sit still, Dawn,” she
said. “I’ll take care of the rest.”

Dipping the sponge in the warm water she
squeezed it over my back. Her other hand gently on my shoulder she
tenderly dabbed at my whip marks and washed away the hurt. She held
up my arms and her long, delicate fingers cleaned them of all
grime, then massaged my sore shoulders. A small jar twisted open
and cold cream swirled on my cheeks, across the forehead, over
closed eyelids. A brief moment, then a soft, wet terry cloth
removed all my make up and last traces of my former life. Fingers
massaged my scalp and I sighed.

“Your hair is nice,” Mrs. Smith said. “Soft
as down. And by the look of it, it’s your own color. Blonde with
dark eyebrows, a lot of people like that combination. But it’s too
short. We need to get it shoulder length, at least, so it can be
swept up and have little wisps dangle over your beautiful
neck.”

She ordered me out of the tub and I shivered,
but not so much from the sudden cold. A large, soft white towel
wrapped and dried me off, Mrs. Smith swiftly rubbing it over my
skin. Finished, she draped it over the tub, then quickly brought my
chin up and wrapped a wide leather collar around my neck. Large,
silver rings dangled in front and on both sides. It locked on also,
like the other one, but this time with a click of finality.

“This is your training collar,” Mrs. Smith
said. “You will never touch it with your hands, or make any other
comment about it. It is part of you, like any other part of your
body. The only time you won’t wear it is when you bathe. Then
someone else or I will remove it.” She held up a small, ornate key
on a light chain that she placed around her neck and said, “Follow
me.”

We went through several hallways, twisted
around many corners, and I guessed she was taking me to one of the
other buildings. We also climbed up numerous flights of stairs and
I arrived at my new home.

“Home” may have been correct, but ‘new’
certainly didn’t fit the bill. New to me, but I’m sure this tiny
place with no windows, little more than closet size with peeling
paint and a single, bare, light bulb above, had housed its share of
nervous women, and held close its secrets. A cot with a thin sheet,
dark blanket, and flat pillow was shoved up against the back wall.
Over to the left was a toilet, a lot lower to the floor than usual
with the seat portion permanently screwed down. Closer to the door
was a single, wooden chair with a large round hole cut in the
middle of the seat.

I hung back at the threshold. “What is this
place?”

“Your cell,” Mrs. Smith said,
matter-of-factly. “Until you prove your worthy of a better one.”
She grabbed me by the arm and pulled me inside, partly spinning me
around so that I faced her at the door. “This weekend is our
monthly mixer and I have to plan for it, so I won’t have much time
to personally devote to you, but I’ll know how you progress. And if
you backtrack, I’ll know that too.” She backed out, started to
close the door and paused. The big sister disappeared, again
replaced by the bitch. “You may think this is some kind of game,
but not for me. Don’t disappoint me, Dawn. Not ever.”

The door shut. Outside a lock turned.

I shivered again. Shit. This place was
fucking serious.

 


***

 


Time dragged. I paced off the small,
available space. Yep, more like a closet at hardly more than ten
feet by six. And the chair, cot and toilet took up a good portion
of it. I tried to move the chair, but it was bolted down, as was
the cot. When I stood on the chair the light bulb was still too
high to touch. All the comforts of home.

My stomach grumbled and right on cue the door
swung open. A collared, busty woman, dressed as a Victorian maid in
a tight corset with eyes that glinted of mischief, brought in a
tray with a sandwich and bowl of soup. She nodded to the chair and,
when I sat, balanced the tray on my legs. She remained as I slurped
and wolfed down the food, hungrier than I thought. As soon as I
finished, she scooped up everything and started out.

I lunged forward and tugged at her sleeve.
“So, what happens next?”

The maid paused. She set the tray back on my
legs then, from within her bodice, withdrew a little black book and
pencil and scribbled something.

“Oh, shit,” I said.

She gave a half-smile, wrote some more, then
stopped, pencil poised, waiting for me to say something else. I
graced her with my best glare. After a moment everything
disappeared back in the bodice, she took back the tray and
left.

“Fucking bitch,” I said.

A single knock came at the door followed by a
giggle. Oh, crap, she heard! After that, it began to happen, but
not quite how I feared.

A short time later a man entered, short,
bald, middle-aged, but powerfully built. He handed me a cell phone.
“Make a call. To a relative, a friend, whatever. Let them know
you’re fine, that you’ve found a new job, and that you’ll call next
week if you can.”

With shaking hands I held the phone, unable
to think of who to call. My parents? No, they’ll ask too many
questions, and I wasn’t close to any of my other relatives. So,
almost by default, I thought of Clara, a childhood friend with whom
I kept in touch. We were best friends once, but then she got
married and we drifted apart. After her divorce we got to know each
other again, but it wasn’t like before.

“Make the call,” he said.

All right, all right! I punched in the
numbers, said what I was supposed to say and punched off. He
snatched back the phone and left.

Okay. What now?

I found out, but had to wait a couple of
hours. I also used the toilet a couple of times due to
nervousness.

The door banged open. The bald man darted in,
another man hot on his heels. It was the one from the garden, Cat
Eyes, still hooded but now dressed in cowboy boots, jeans and a
white t-shirt. Before I knew it they had me on the chair, arms
pulled together and down over the chair’s back. They tied my
wrists, then rope wrapped around my waist, also above and below the
knees, and last the ankles. Then they set to work on my breasts
with more rope wound above, below and criss-crossing in between my
breasts. Satisfied with that they slowly roped my elbows as close
together as possible.

“What? What did I do wrong? I just asked a
question!” I shouted over and over, but they ignored me, intent on
their ropework. When my elbows touched I finally had enough. “You
bastards! What are the rules around here? Goddam cocksuckers! No
one said I couldn’t tal – rrglll!”

White, cloth wadding filled my mouth, then
some more, and then a little more. I shook my head, tried to spit
it out, but the bald man in back gripped the sides of my head, held
me still while Cat Eyes wrapped clear tape around me, then followed
that up with shiny, black electrical tape. When they let go, I
tossed my head so hard that my hair covered my face. My frenetic
struggles made the chair squeak, but didn’t dislodge it from its
bolted down position, or make me any freer in the ropes. A couple
more coils wrapped across the tops of my thighs and hips, then
passed under the chair to make sure I wasn’t going anywhere. For
good measure, they drew my legs back and attached another rope from
my ankles to my wrists. I was a nice, tight little package. But not
completely closed off.

My pussy sat right in the middle of the
chair’s hole. Already a draft blew up there as my juices flowed.
Shit, I could practically feel my lips puff out! One man, Baldy I
think, the one who had given me the cell phone, stuck his fingers
up there, and came away with a dab of pussy juice. He pushed back
my wild hair, wiped it off on my forehead, then nodded to Cat Eyes
and they exited. The door remained open.

Not long after I found out why. The sound of
quick mincing steps in the hall mixed with the men’s slow and heavy
boots. With Cat Eyes guiding her from behind by the shoulders, in
came another woman. She was petite, which made her normal sized
breasts only appear bigger and her long dark hair was tied off in
leather thongs resulting in a ponytail that ran straight down in
back. She was blindfolded, tied up tight like me, but not gagged.
Her downturned mouth showed clear unease.

“You know what you need to do, Lucinda,” said
the bald man.

“Yes, Henry. Sir,” Lucinda choked out, almost
a sob.

Cat Eyes shoved the woman forward, yet
gently. He helped her kneel in front of me. Henry placed my thin
cot pillow under her knees, lifted one of my breasts, and guided
Lucinda’s pressed closed mouth to the upright tit.

“Take it,” Henry said.

“Eerrrnnn!” I shook my head NO! Wasn’t anyone
going to ask me if I wanted to do this?

“Take care of her,” Henry told Cat Eyes.

Soon, my head was wrenched back and I gazed
up directly into those slitted yellow orbs as Cat Eyes stood behind
me. Fingers shoved down my collar on either side of my throat
pressed against my airways and I almost panicked. He soon let go
but the message was clear. He tilted my head forward and continued
to lightly stroke my brow.

“Lucinda,” Henry said. “This is your last
chance.”

A second’s wait, then Lucinda dove onto my
tit, suckling it like a newborn. She pulled back, extending it as
far as possible, but still keeping it gently between exposed teeth.
At the furthest reach I squealed behind the gag, and Lucinda let
go, then switched to the other one with a more casual approach. Her
pink, wet tongue lazily swirled around the areole and this time her
teeth nipped at my tit. Tiny bites brought forth deep growls from
my throat, but that only spurred on Lucinda. She returned to the
first tit, mouth frothing, and licked it all over until I was shiny
in her saliva. She planted her face in between them and sighed as
they both touched her cheeks.

“Oh, uhmmm,” she said. “I’ve missed this. Oh,
yes,” she breathed and sucked my tit again. “Her tits are so soft
and round.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Henry said. He had
been standing aside, arms folded, carefully watching Lucinda’s
progress from reluctance to outright passion. “I always suspected
you swung both ways. I found out the bars you secretly
visited.”

Lucinda sucked in her breath.

“Why did you lie?” Henry said.

Lucinda’s voice quavered. “I...I was
afraid.”

“Why?” Henry asked.

“Because...Well, because no man wanted to
stay with me. Not after we fucked. I wanted...” She trailed
off.

“Wanted what?” Henry jerked her head back.
“What, Lucinda?”

Lucinda was on the edge of crying. “I wanted
to know a man wanted me, for real. Not just for one night.”

“So you came here.”

“Yes.” A little whiny now.

“And you’ve refused to receive any lady
caller.” Henry let go of Lucinda. “Just because you like women
doesn’t make you any less of one.”

“But...But I want a man!”

“Maybe you’ll find one, maybe you won’t,”
Henry said. “But you won’t refuse any more lady callers. Not
anymore, unless you have a very, very good reason.” He started to
haul her up.

“Oh, sir, wait. Please, please! May I...
Could I..?”

“What?” Henry said, a little impatient.

“Can I taste her? Oh, please, just a
little.”

I think I stopped breathing.

Henry looked at Cat Eyes, as if he was the
one who decided. He came around and studied me, head tilted. My
heart raced.

He nodded and Henry knelt next to me.
Underneath the chair, his fingers found my wet, sopping pussy,
rubbed over it a few times and drew away a shiny gob of juice.
Clean hand on Lucinda’s ponytail, he yanked her head back and
smeared it across her face. Lucinda’s lips hungrily sucked his
fingers, then her tongue darted out, straining to lick up the
remains from her lips and cheeks. Her tongue still worked as he led
her out.

I took some deep breaths. Whew. That was
close. My pulse settled back down, but my anger built. How dare
they!

That was when I noticed Cat Eyes still stared
at me.

I growled at him, fought against the ropes
and the chair creaked again, but still I wasn’t going anywhere.
From a hip pocket Cat Eyes removed a small pair of medical scissors
and, much to my surprise, cut away my gag. I spit out the wadding
and let loose.

“Did any of you motherfuckers ever
stop to think that I’m not a lesbian?!!! ‘Oh, just tie the
bitch down and let some cunt have a go at her’. Mrs. Smith told me
not to disappoint her, but if any of you try that again for
punishment—”

“That wasn’t punishment,” Cat Eyes rasped.
“It was a test.”

Inside, I turned very cold, and stayed that
way a long time after he left. Later, the maid who had fed me
loosened the ropes, but I didn’t say anything. And when the light
went out I curled up on the cot facing the wall, in the dark. I
tried to masturbate, couldn’t. Nothing could calm me down as
already my chaotic thoughts created new tests in the forms of
exquisite deviant tortures.

 


***

 


I couldn’t tell when my instruction
‘officially’ began, there wasn’t any definite time when someone
announced that I was the newest Lady In Training or anything like
that. I was given blank sheets of paper and told to write down my
past medical history, any allergies, et cetera, et cetera. But
mainly, I was ordered to give as honest account of myself as
possible, such as what made me decide to enter the Velvet Glove and
what I wanted in a gentleman caller. I carried them with me,
writing down thoughts whenever I had a chance. Yet, whenever I felt
I was finished I found myself writing even more, adding things here
and there that I hadn’t thought of before, little things that I
looked for in a man. And the more I wrote, the freer I became until
several sheets were crammed with my desires. I assumed at some time
someone would collect them from me. It turned out that Mrs. Smith
did, but probably not in the way either of us expected. I hadn’t
seen her for several days, just as she had hinted, because she had
other things on her mind.

One might have been the monthly mixer that
Mrs. Smith had spoken about, and there was a constant stream of
deliveries to the brownstone on the opposite side of the garden. I
spent of lot of time going from there to wherever something had to
be taken. I easily got lost in all the twistings and turnings, up
one set of stairs and down another, from one building to the next,
so that I was assigned a guide to help me with my chores.

Her name was Fay, the maid who had brought
the food my first night in the cell. In a world of kinky strangers,
she was my first friend, patiently explaining the best way to get
around, how things worked, and what to watch out for. Yet, she
constantly took notes on my performance. “I’m not a snitch,” she
explained. “Mrs. Smith wants daily updates on your development, bad
and good. None of what she reads will directly result in
punishment. That’s for others to discover on their own and
correct.” She flashed an impish smile.

So, honor among slaves. Or maids. We were
dressed similarly, as lower rung house servants in simple gray
cotton dresses with small, pillbox, lacy white caps and aprons, but
without panties. Like most of the women there Fay’s hair was swept
up, while mine still needed several days, if not weeks, of growth
to match. Together we made a bit of an odd couple, Fay with her
grace and warmth, yet with a bit of naughtiness just under the
surface, always so at ease amidst the other women who were either
tied up, suspended, or in the process of being whipped. As for me,
I gaped a lot with a dropped jaw at all the open, blatant
sexuality.

“It’ll get easier,” she told me, during one
of our mutual runs. “Not boring though. It’s never boring around
here. Not with all the pussy fires that burn inside you, that’s for
sure. Now, close your mouth.”

That’s when I realized Fay was not only my
friend, but my first trainer too. She constantly gave me little
corrections, like how to stand with good posture when waiting for
our next chore, how to not just walk, but glide, to curtsey
whenever a superior (like Mrs. Smith or Henry or Cat Eyes) strode
by, and how to observe, but not react to anything.

That was hardest. Especially when we brought
a couple plates of sample hors d’ouerves for Mrs. Smith to approve
for the mixer. It was tough because we didn’t go to her office, but
a part of the complex I hadn’t been in yet. A part of the Velvet
Glove I knew existed.

“Careful, watch your feet,” Fay said. “It
gets kind of dark from here on.”

We stepped down some intermittent stairs, but
mostly the way was a gentle, winding slope. I don’t know just how
far we descended, but the natural sunlight that had guided us
before was left far behind.

I couldn’t help but snicker. “Don’t tell me,
you really do have dungeons? So, are these the Tombs?”

Fay halted and swung on me, intense. “How do
you know about the Tombs?”

I almost explained about the day I had run
out, when Judith pleaded not to be taken there. But Fay’s manner
told me that wasn’t a good idea. Apparently, whatever the Tombs
were, it wasn’t a matter for idle chit-chat. “Uh, I don’t know.
Somewhere. Maybe I heard it in passing from one of the other
domestics. Uh, so what is this place?”

Fay studied me for a moment, then relaxed a
little. Not back to her usual self, but the anxious manner before I
spoke. “These are the Catacombs.”

“Catacombs?” I shrugged and smiled, trying to
help ease the tension. “Well, I sure hope we don’t get lost down
here like those people in Rome.”

“Be quiet!” Fay said.

I shut up. I followed Fay and noticed that
her posture, always so straight yet natural, was now tense, almost
rigid. At several turnings I noticed her pinched face. Her hands
tightly gripped the ornate, silver tray.

We passed a few doors, locked from the
outside, with closed observation panels. This really was a dungeon!
And not just a few cells either, but at least a dozen, perhaps
more. But we didn’t stop at any of them. Fay led me on, down a low,
narrow, brick walled corridor to a single door at the end. She
knocked twice, then entered. I followed close on her heels, not
just because I was suppose to, but to satisfy my perverse
curiosity.

It was satisfied. And how.

Mrs. Smith stood with her back to us, all of
her attention on the woman centered in the room. It was small
Lucinda. She was bent over a wide, padded sawhorse, soft bare ass
in the air. Her arms and legs were spread wide to each foot, held
there by leather cuffs. Beside her was a young, tall man with a
thin mustache, dressed as a butler, bamboo switch in hand. Lucinda
was crying.

“You lied to me, Lucinda,” Mrs. Smith said,
calm yet menacing. “You lied about your orientation. How many
prospective matches did we have to turn away because you hid your
bisexuality?”

“Ma’am, I’m sorry. I’m sorry!”

“Sorry? Sorry?! ‘Sorry’ doesn’t even begin to
cut it!” Mrs. Smith circled around Lucinda, her temper slipping
away. “Do you have any idea how many chances you’ve missed? How
many times did I have to tell a woman client that you just weren’t
interested because you didn’t do pussy?” Mrs. Smith’s voice rose.
She got a good hank of Lucinda’s hair and wrenched up her head.
“Why? Just to prove that men still wanted you? To reassure your
own, stupid lack of confidence? This place isn’t a useless therapy
session! We find lovers. For all you know your true love has
already been here and gone. And love isn’t a merry-go-round. It
doesn’t just come back around if you wait long enough. I am
very disappointed in you! Do you hear me? Do
you?!”

Mrs. Smith slapped Lucinda who painfully
cried out. Her tears flowed but Mrs. Smith made a face. “Oh, don’t
even try that with me. You knew what you did was wrong, and now
you’re going to pay the price.” She nodded at the butler.

The switch whistled through the air.

“Aaaiiieee!”

Again.

“Eeeiiiii!”

So it went. The butler’s arm never tired,
landing blow after blow on Lucinda’s rapidly bruising ass. Thin red
stripes spread throughout from the top of her butt crack to down
her upper thighs. Lucinda’s hands twisted in the cuffs, her cries
bounced off the walls, tears pooled on the floor, and still the
switch fell, its thin whistles in counterpoint to Lucinda’s
screams. Through it all Mrs. Smith stood back, a finger at her
chin, watching the punished woman with what I could only call a
hungry look. After what seemed like more than two dozen strong
strokes, Mrs. Smith flicked her finger at the butler who
immediately stopped and stood back. Mrs. Smith slowly strode around
the still blubbering Lucinda, inspecting her from every angle, but
lingering the longest on the ass. Her hand lightly ran over it,
barely touching the welts and Mrs. Smith’s eyes closed for just a
second, as if in vicarious pleasure.

“Very good, Wilson,” she said to the butler.
“Another two dozen, please, then she’s yours.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” Wilson said in a crisp
British accent. The bulge in his sleek, black pants was obvious. He
immediately got back to work, but much slower now, as if drawing
out every possible moment of enjoyment. Lucinda’s sobs filled the
room again.

Mrs. Smith turned to leave, then stopped as
she finally noticed myself and Fay. Fay quickly explained our
business being there and held up a tray.

Mrs. Smith gave them a quick once over and
nibbled on a tiny finger sandwich of liverwurst. “Yes, yes, they’re
fine. Have a full complement ordered.” Fay quickly stepped aside
and I belatedly mirrored her.

“Ah, yes, Dawn. You have something for me?”
Mrs. Smith said and held out her hand.

I was distracted, unable to force my
attention away from Wilson’s still growing cock. My god, what a
huge hard on—

Mrs. Smith cleared her throat.

I shook my head and came back to Mrs. Smith.
Uh, what? You want what? I wanted to say.

Fay slyly motioned at my apron’s front
pocket, the handwritten pages I had stored there. I got with the
program and dug them out. Mrs. Smith didn’t snatch the papers away,
but she didn’t wait for me to hand them completely over either. She
glanced at the tiny scribbles. “Hmmm, interesting. You certainly
squeezed in a lot here. Did you give us the honest truth?”

I consciously blocked out Lucinda’s wails and
looked away from Wilson’s bulge. “Yes...Yes, ma’am.”

“I hope so,” she said and nodded at Lucinda,
“because I’m tired of liars.” She finished the finger sandwich and
folded up my true confessions. “Fay, take Dawn’s tray and follow.
You,” she pointed at me, “stay here. Wilson will counsel you as to
your next assignment.” Fay’s simple flat shoes and Mrs. Smith’s
boots echoed down the hallway.

The switching stopped. Lucinda’s crying faded
as Wilson regarded me, his dark, penetrating eyes running up and
down in frank appraisal. I had seen him before around the place,
directing other servants or dispassionately carrying out a
spontaneous punishment, but nothing quite like what he did to
Lucinda. I once wondered if that’s all he was, just a manservant
with no care about what went on here. But how he bent the switch
between his hands, and its expert use on Lucinda, along with his
erect cock told me different. I tried to guess just what this new
“assignment” of mine meant, and whether I would suffer a similar
fate; bent over, my butt cheeks raised high to receive correction
and a rape. For now though, the switch whistled out to point at a
corner by the door and I shuffled over there, always keeping Wilson
in front of me. My hands pressed flat on the angled walls.

Wilson nodded. “Good. Fay taught you well.
You have potential. Remain there until needed.”

By now Lucinda’s cries had reduced to
whimpers. Wilson ran a palm lightly over the scored ass, much like
Mrs. Smith had done earlier. Yet, unlike with Mrs. Smith, Lucinda’s
reaction didn’t elicit from Wilson a reaction that wasn’t so much a
removed thrill as sympathy.

“I know, little one. You act like it’ll never
end, that you can’t take it anymore. We both know different, don’t
we? And now I hear you no longer hide your love of women. How many
will want to call on you now? And all in hopes of them being the
perfect one to make you suffer. And you suffer so beautifully.”

Wilson tortured Lucinda again with what I
could only call loving strokes. They were more savage than before,
more spaced apart, and Wilson’s face contorted in a tight smile as
each blow fell. Yet, he remained silent while his knuckles turned
white at how tight he gripped the switch in one hand while the
other formed a clenched fist. For her part, no more tears fell from
Lucinda, but she twisted her head around in between strokes and saw
him with new eyes. Yet, with each stroke she screamed and begged.
Begged for Wilson to stop, then begged him to hurry up and finish
so he might rape her mouth.

The last stroke fell and Wilson violently
threw the switch against the wall, then stood still as a statue
with folded arms, waiting for Lucinda’s pants to die away. Once she
got herself under control Wilson quickly released her from the
padded sawhorse. “I am not going to rape you.”

“Why not?” Lucinda whined as she slid to the
floor.

Wilson took a deep breath. “Punishment does
not mean you get a reward!”

“But, sir! Mrs. Smith said that I’m yours!
Please, allow my mouth around your cock. I want your cum down my
throat so bad. Don’t you want me?”

Wilson unzipped his pants and that huge, hard
cock pointed right at her. “Oh, you’ll drink, but not the way you
expect, because you weren’t the one Mrs. Smith was talking
about.”

Suddenly, you could hear a pin drop.

“Dawn,” Wilson said, “please assume the
position.”

My hands went cold, my feet numb. Now, I
think I was the one who turned pale.

Wilson reclaimed the switch. It sang through
the air and cracked against a wooden leg of the sawhorse. “Dawn!
Until you hear otherwise from Mrs. Smith I am your master. Obey me!
Unless you want to spend some time in the Tombs?”

I tried to speak but it only came out as a
croak. “I...I don’t even know what those are.”

Memories must have been dredged up in Lucinda
because of the unmistakable horror on her face. She whispered,
“Believe me, you don’t want to know.”

Wilson bent the switch between his hands.
“Dawn, turn around, press your hands against the wall.”

Lucinda held her breath, Wilson too. They
didn’t know which way I would jump and, for several tense moments,
neither did I. Then suddenly I found myself facing the wall, hands
flat, legs spread. Wilson lifted my dress, tucked the hem into the
back of my collar and made me hold the switch between my teeth. His
hot cock ran over my ass cheeks, then his hands on my hips slowly
pulled me back from the wall. I bent forward but kept my palms on
the rough bricks as ordered. My legs quaked yet I refused to
collapse. No, if Lucinda could take all those strokes then I could
do this! I could take cock as well as—

One simple shove and my hot, slick pussy
surrounded that hard tool. Wilson held still for a moment, then
rammed against my ass.

I wanted to cry out, to scream in pleasure.
But no way was I going to let him or Lucinda know, let them know
that this place so easily pushed my buttons, so easily delivered a
long held secret fantasy that I had dreamed so many times, alone in
my bed. Instead, I bit my lip, gasped as Wilson’s cock drove up
higher and higher with powerful thrusts that reduced me to nothing
more than a bitch in heat. Oh, god, this was incredible! More,
Wilson, more. At last, oh, at last...

And then hot cum flooded my pussy to fulfill
a part of my fantasy that I could never do. Jet after jet spewed
forth and I tried to turn around, to get some in my mouth, to taste
this strong, dominant man, but a sure hand on the top back of my
collar kept me rooted to the spot. My eyes watered, but not in pain
or humiliation. I quickly wiped at them but a single drop escaped
to splash on the hard floor. Neither Lucinda nor Wilson mentioned
it. Hell, I don’t think they even saw it because Lucinda swept over
between my legs, her elevated head and eager open mouth less than
an inch from my dripping pussy.

“Uhmm. Ahhh,” Lucinda said and smacked her
lips. “She’s even better with you mixed in. Oh, yesss.” She brought
her head closer and her tongue snaked out, reached up to my wet
pubes.

“Stop!” Wilson said. “You touch one hair on
that pussy and I’ll drag you to the Tombs myself.”

Lucinda froze, and from above I witnessed her
transition from astonishment that Wilson would consider such to a
thing to belief that he not only would, but follow through on his
threat. In that moment Lucinda was a goner. And so was I. A goner
with the idea that we both might find someone like Wilson and
experience emotions that powerful. Someday.

Then cum dripped on Lucinda’s nose and she
eagerly turned her mouth upwards to catch some more.

The switch whacked across my ass. Wilson
wrenched my head back up. “Eyes on the wall, Dawn!”

I stared at the bricks as my wrists began to
hurt and Dawn smacked her lips below me. Just a few weeks ago I had
crossed into a new world, one of intense pleasure united with pain,
but little did I know just what kind of pain. And born of that, at
last, my tears freely flowed.

 


***

 


The rest of the week crawled past as each
moment led to, became, or was the aftermath of physical agony and
ecstasy. Wilson sent me on errands throughout the complex and if I
didn’t do them just right or fast enough then I suffered
punishment, either by the switch or some other lingering, exquisite
torture. I was tied tight to the chair in my small room, my mouth
crammed with wadding, my tits pinched with clover nipple clamps
that attached to small chains overhead and lifted my tits upwards.
Another time he locked my legs in a spreader bar and tied me to a
pole in a quiet, private library filled with padded reading chairs
and old books. He stuck a cat between my teeth and hung a sign
around my neck telling everyone to give me three of their best
strokes anywhere they wanted. Henry got me started with three
across my tits, others followed that example too while some went
after the inside of my thighs and even my stomach. My pussy warmed,
then turned red hot and dripped so much juice that Fay had to place
a towel on the hard wood floor. But then she lingered and slowly
took the whip from my mouth.

“Oh, please,” I said. “Help me.”

Quick as lightning, in a roundhouse arc, Fay
swung the cat.

Right on my pussy.

“Oh, fuuccckkk! Fuuuucckkk!”

I screamed so loud that Fay had to block her
ears. But my screams weren’t because she whipped my pussy. I was
cumming! My body rocked against the pole. Pleasure and pain.
Pain/pleasure. I couldn’t tell the difference anymore. Fay helped,
and in the only she could.

After that, with each set of three strokes, I
came again. I was rewired, that even the smell of leather or the
touch of rope on my skin set my pussy to watering. That night, just
two days before the mixer, Wilson placed formless leather mittens
on my hands and locked them to my collar’s front ring. At last I
lost my secret nightly masturbations. As a desperate, weak
substitute I tried to dry hump the thin cot.

After that, for the next couple of days,
aside from the mittens at night and the constant presence of my
collar, neither rope nor leather touched my skin. Wilson set me to
polishing, dusting or sweeping in the parlor (full of fiddly knick
knacks), the library (tons of books, many with highlighted poems
about slavery), anywhere guests were likely to spend time; simple
tasks, but also demanding because he constantly checked my work
with a white glove. I hated him, hated his superior, smug manner
and that fucking white glove because he always found fault. Any
smudge and I was immediately punished, skirt raised, switch on my
ass no matter where we were, or who was there.

The switch didn’t help me come at all. I
despised it almost as much as Wilson because it came to represent
my failures. It held no forgiveness, no path to release, just a
reminder that I didn’t measure up with the rest of the women. And
they well knew my shortcomings. Fay witnessed a few of my
punishments and so did many others, but when I heard Chelsea mutter
“My god, how much more can she take?” I knew something was
different. Was what I now endured not the usual ‘training’?

I held back my tears until I was locked in my
room at night, but each time the tears became less and less. A
yearning hunger replaced them for someone, anyone, to tie me up, to
spread my legs and use me until I screamed for no more, and then
ignore my pleadings. So, after another inspection, this time in the
parlor late in the afternoon on the day before the guests arrived,
when Wilson held up that fucking white glove with a tiny bit of
dust on the index finger, I didn’t protest but just bent forward
over the back of an ornate chair. Jaw tight, I gripped the
armrests, my dry, puffy eyes focused beyond the parlor’s archway to
the vestibule door. The switch fell and I took it. I took it until
I had had enough, until I spun on Wilson, snatched the rod from his
hand and, over my upraised knee, broke it in half.


Chapter Five

Men of Worth

 


Mrs. Smith

 


Serafina bent forward and trudged in a
circle. Naked and in a leather body harness, a stout chain ran from
between leather cuffed, crossed wrists in back to up between the
shoulder blades, terminating well above her to a pegged wooden
wheel, which turned another wheel above that, and then another. The
wood creaked stubbornly as Serafina placed one foot before the
other in dogged determination.

“So it’s a Wheel of Woe,” I said. “Nothing
unusual about that.”

“Just wait,” Lawrence said. He attempted to
hide a smile but failed. I knew what that meant.

Serafina completed a circuit and below the
dark, tight cloth blindfold, her mouth grimaced. She picked up the
pace, but then she cried out, just a little. A faster circuit
brought a different result, a sigh of relief and pleasure. Serafina
kept up the pace and the sighs increased. Her nipples became erect
and all of a sudden her legs wobbled. She hung suspended in the
harness and shook in a tiny orgasm. Breathy pants subsided but she
didn’t move.

“Complete the circuit,” Lawrence calmly told
her, his smile no longer hidden. “You know the more you wait the
worse it gets.”

Serafina grunted under the strain, but
straightened out her legs one at a time, locked the knees and
stiff-marched around back to us, her mouth downturned in dread. At
the same point where her face contorted in pain and then later in
bliss, she let out a scream and surged forward to finish a
revolution in record time. When Lawrence stopped her with his hand
on her shoulder, Serafina didn’t appear in any pain, but her
tension didn’t ease, as if the current state of limbo between pain
and pleasure could change at any moment. Lawrence let go, but
Serafina stood still even though her knees knocked and lips
trembled. From within his pants pocket, Lawrence held up a slim,
little flash drive and ran it across Serafina’s exposed cheek. Her
expression teetered between dread and hope.

“Open your legs,” Lawrence said, not
unkindly. “Go on, open them.”

More dread. More hope. Serafina cautiously
spread them. Something glinted on the crotch strap down around the
pussy area.

I stepped forward, staying Lawrence’s
approaching hand. “What is that?” I said.

“A USB port,” Lawrence answered, and he could
scarcely contain his pride. “There’s another one for the butt plug
too. I stripped down a pocket calculator and integrated it in to
the two vibrators. The one in the pussy vibrates; the butt plug
gives off a tiny shock. It’s all wifi connected to a pair of
dedicated receivers on the wheel overhead. If Serafina doesn’t make
it around in a certain time, she receives punishment.” He slapped
her ass. Serafina cried out. “If she does, a reward.” He tickled
the pubic hairs that spilled out from underneath the crotch strap
and she whimpered.

“Then why the flash drive?” I asked.

“For new instructions.” Lawrence inserted it
in front. From the drive a pale orange light flickered, then went
out. Lawrence repeated the action with the butt plug. “The time to
complete a circuit has randomly changed, and the longer she takes
the worse it gets. Of course, if she moves her ass now!” he
slapped her butt and Serafina took off, “She just might get a
reward.”

Serafina was tired, but she practically ran,
the wheels turning with her. Back at the start she gasped in
reaction to the vibrator, but kept going.

“If she keeps getting rewards she’ll
eventually stop and orgasm like before,” I said. “And then she’ll
go beyond the time allotted and receive punishment.”

Lawrence’s grin was quite wide. He said,
“That’s the beauty of it.”

Serafina completed a few more turns, but it
was a struggle. Her deep breaths didn’t have so much to do with the
physical exertion as the vibrator kept “rewarding” her.

“Lawrence, two words come to mind that only
begin to describe you,” I said. “‘Mad’ and ‘genius’.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” Lawrence said and stuck
out his chest. “I wasn’t sure if you’d like it because of all the
modern technology.”

“Oh, I have no argument with high-tech, as
long as it’s used wisely.” I pointed at my bluetooth. “But
old-fashioned punishment still works just fine.” As Serafina passed
by my open palm connected with a solid hit on her rump. “Faster,
girl! Or do you want a shock up your ass?”

Serafina picked up the pace, but her legs
started to buckle. Already another orgasm approached.

“Can you adapt it for around the facility?” I
asked Lawrence. “Some of the domestics have gotten lazy.”

Lawrence knew exactly what I meant. His grin
returned. “Yeah. Yeah, I think so. It’ll take—”

My bluetooth alerted me to an incoming call.
What I heard wasn’t unexpected, yet I still didn’t like it. “Take
her to my office,” I said. “Yes, you heard right...I don’t care if
there’s someone already waiting in my office, it’s not like he
hasn’t seen a naked woman before...Yes, do what you need to do, she
shouldn’t be on the loose.” I broke the connection.

“Trouble?” Lawrence said.

I shrugged and struggled to hold my anger in
check. Still, I had to let something out so when Serafina trotted
by I slapped her again on the ass. That little bit must have put
her over the edge. She halted as the orgasm hit, no small one this
time, but big enough to make her whole body shake. Good thing she
wore the leather harness or she would flop around on the floor.
That helped chase away some of my irritation and I patted Lawrence
on the cheek. “You just see to your latest project, you Mad Genius,
and I’ll see to mine.”

 


***

 


The visitor was not happy. I wasn’t giving
the answers he wanted to hear, nor was I about to change them.

“No, I will not allow your client to wear a
mask at the mixer. All my ladies will know the faces of their
gentleman callers.”

The visitor was a young lawyer of a go-getter
by the name of Mr. Ronson, and he refused to back off his request.
He shifted a thin briefcase on his lap and leaned forward from the
chair in front of my desk. “You know my client, his high
profile—”

“I’m well aware of his special needs. But he
can make the acquaintance of the ladies like everyone else or not
at all. However...” I paused for effect. “If he is concerned about
any of the other callers’ tongues wagging about his presence,
because I know my ladies’ will not, we can still reach an
accommodation.”

“So you will allow a mask?” Mr. Ronson
said.

“No. On that matter I will not yield. But if
he has a specific type in mind, I will arrange an introduction –
privately.”

Mr. Ronson sat back. His fingers drummed on
the thin briefcase. “Yes. Yes, I think that might work. But I don’t
think his wants can be pigeonholed down to a single, as yet unmet,
lady.”

I gave a small laugh. “Well, we do have more
than one.” Mr. Ronson returned a smile and the tension eased. “If
your client will forward a list of particulars I’m sure there are
several ladies who might consider receiving him.”

Mr. Ronson snapped open his briefcase and
handed over a CD. Oh, I liked this young man! A tenacious
negotiator that came prepared for any eventuality. What’s more he
didn’t allow any situation to deflect him from his goal. When he
had entered my office the first thing he saw was Dawn by the garden
doors, suspended by her wrists, naked. As she slowly turned about
and whimpered behind her headharness ballgag, the young man ignored
her and got right to business. Now, though, as I popped the CD in
the laptop to read over his client’s wish list Mr. Ronson’s
attention wandered to Dawn. He admired how straight as an arrow she
hung from her tied wrists and outstretched arms to the heavy lead
ball that dangled from her tied ankles just above the floor. He
didn’t swallow or clear his throat, didn’t fiddle with his tie, but
maintained his reserved demeanor.

I finished reading through the disk. “Yes.
Yes, I believe we have a few ladies that fit your client’s needs.
Perhaps a visit next weekend?”

Mr. Ronson consulted a small PDA, the stylus
in his hand stabbed at the tiny screen with attendant beeps. “That
would be excellent. Thank you, Ma’am.” He stood and executed a
quick, short bow. On his way out he politely didn’t give Dawn a
second look. A gentleman through and through.

“Mr. Ronson!” I called.

He stopped at the door.

“Would you consider providing us with your
attendance tomorrow night? A gentleman such as you is a rare find
and I’m sure more than one lady will receive you. That is, of
course, if your...interests...coincide.”

Mr. Ronson stood still, one hand on the
brass, curved door handle. For a moment I thought I had gone too
far, but his eyes flicked to Dawn again, then back to me. He bowed
his head once more. “Thank you, Mrs. Smith, I would be honored.” He
softly closed the door.

I heaved a sigh of relief. Funny, finding
women to bring in to the Velvet Glove wasn’t that hard. Well, not
hard compared to getting men, that is worthy men. You would
think it was the other way around. I don’t know how many boys I
ordered Henry to throw out after I told them to learn a few social
graces. Those that went out and learned to become a gentleman I
allowed back in, but often a match wasn’t found. The attitude was
too ingrained. Men like Mr. Ronson, and at such a young age, were
the exception. For that matter, women too, they had to be taught
what it meant to submit, but as a lady. Something that at this
point I still hoped Dawn would learn.

“Tsk, tsk. What am I going to do with you?” I
said and strolled her way. “Maybe some kind of public display, as a
warning to others? As for right now though I’d like to leave you up
there the rest of the afternoon, but you’re probably close to
hitting your suspension limit, time-wise, aren’t you?”

Dawn didn’t answer. A gag would stop that.
Instead, she just rotated slowly around, toes pointed at the floor,
ribcage evident, fingers uselessly pointed at the ceiling.

I undid the rope from the sailor’s cleat
drilled in to the wall and slowly lowered Dawn. She lay limp on the
floor as the rest of the rope snaked down on top of her. Drool from
her shiny chin dripped onto still tied hands. She just lay there as
I gently removed the ballgag and headharness. I spread my dress,
crouched next to Dawn and lightly ran my fingers through that
longer, but not quite long enough soft, soft hair. Against my knee
her shoulder quivered, and it wasn’t from muscle fatigue.

Dawn sniffled and said in a small voice, “I
don’t know if I can do this.”

“You mean the switch?”

Dawn released a single sob. That was all she
allowed. But her shoulder still quivered in suppressed emotion.

“It was me who told Wilson to use the
switch,” I said.

“You?”

“Well, indirectly. I’ve trained him to find
the punishment a lady hates most, then use that to the exclusion of
all others.”

“Why? I thought... I thought that this was
supposed to be...”

“Enjoyable?”

“No. Well, yes. I don’t know.”

We remained silent for a couple of minutes.
My hand still stroked that tempting hair. It was going to be so
beautiful when it was grown out and arranged on top of the head.
Like a halo. And those eyes! I almost melted right there. They
looked up at me, so dark, so confused, and yet so full of trust.
Trust that I would provide answers. I would, but like with Mr.
Ronson, not the ones she wanted to hear.

“It’s not the switch that troubles you,” I
said. “Or the whip, or the ropes, or even Wilson. It’s your
submission.”

More confusion, followed by disbelief, then
outright denial. Dawn’s strength revitalized and she pushed herself
up. “I’ve done everything asked, no, demanded, of me without
one word of complaint—”

“Until now.”

Dawn’s mouth opened. Denial was ready to turn
into combative argument any moment.

I said, “Listen, girl, it’s not any of this
you need to make peace with,” as I held up the headharness, “it’s
yourself. Once you do that, everything else will follow.”

“And of course you know all about that?”
Sarcasm now. She was building up a good head of steam. I had to
stop her before she turned into a runaway train.

“Yes, I do. I know all about you, Miss Dawn
Flynn. I know because I had the same problem.”

That stopped her. Right in her tracks.

“Oh, I was a thoroughly ‘modern’ woman,” I
said. “Content, and in love. And one day that all changed...”


Mrs. Smith

Submission

 


I didn’t have a bad life. At least, not until
my future barged through the door. And, even then, with the
advantage of hindsight, I still did well. Even if I was
blindfolded, gagged and tied up most of the time.

I had been married a little over two years,
young and full of puppy love for my equally naïve husband. One
thing we both wanted was not to get caught up in the rat race, so
when a “sure thing” investment presented itself, I was only too
eager to hand over my middling inheritance and write my name on the
dotted line as co-signer for my husband’s part of the venture. I
didn’t even glance at the contract. Just a few weeks, my husband
told me, and we would be well on our way to Easy Street. A few
weeks turned into several months, then came the wolf at the
door.

I knew the man’s bullish face, if not his
name, but I would learn it, and him, very well. Justin Graham. He
had been to our small Boston suburb house before, but never inside.
My husband always talked with him out on the sidewalk, and as the
days slipped by since the initial investment, he showed up more
often, always calm, but each time leaving my husband in a more
agitated state than before. Now, he strode in, fairly pushing my
husband aside with two huge men behind him.

He pointed in my direction. “That’s her.”

Instantly the two men were all over me. One
shoved me back onto the couch while the other pulled out ropes from
his coat pockets. I screamed, kicked, pounded my fists against
their muscled arms but they twisted my hands behind my back, welded
my elbows together with more rope, then looped a rope around my
waist, drew it between the legs, pulled it tight against my crotch
and back up between my buttocks to fasten on my wrist rope. My
medium length blue skirt rode high up on my legs, my pink, silk
panties revealed for all to see.

“What are you doing?” I yelled. “Stop! Stop
it!”

Justin held the loan contract up to my face.
“You signed. If your husband couldn’t pay me back, then you
guaranteed you would. I’m here to collect.”

“But my money...My money is invested...”

“I don’t care about your lousy investment!
I’m owed, with interest, and if you won’t pay, then check
out paragraph sixteen.”

I did, scanning it in a terrified fever. The
print was so small!

“I’ll help you, precious,” he said. “When you
signed this, you put yourself up as collateral. You. And if you
didn’t pay me back by yesterday, then this part of the contract
kicks in. You’re mine. Lock, stock and barrel.”

I couldn’t believe what I just heard. “No
way! People don’t own people!”

He laughed. “They do now.”

“Let me make a call! I can get uumpphhh!”

One of the goons shoved white wadding past my
lips, then more, then even more. My mouth was stuffed. The other
man wrapped stocking hose around my head several times, tying it
off in back. The wadding was in to stay.

“Iiieemmphh! Auumpprrgg!” I tried to
speak.

Justin stashed away the contract inside his
dark gray, double-breasted suit and nodded to the two goons. “Take
the car to the alley in back. We’ll meet you there.”

The goons exited the front door while
Justin’s heavy tread clumped toward the back. For the moment, I was
left on the couch. My husband stood in the center of the room and
wrung his hands.

“I’ll pay him back. I promise! The money’ll
come through. It will. Soon.”

In those few seconds I lost my innocence. I
had been an idiot, trusting my husband with my ass on the line to
pay for his mistakes! What’s more, it seemed like he wasn’t trying
to convince me so much that he would pay Justin back, as himself.
Still, I hoped it wasn’t bullshit, even if his desperation told me
without a doubt that he didn’t believe he would pay Justin back
either. But the way he just let Justin run all over him caused one
word to repeat in my mind.

Coward.

Soon, rough hands manhandled me again and I
was tossed over a wide shoulder. I hung limp as a rag, too scared
to do anything else, and was unceremoniously dumped in the trunk of
a car. The goon who carried me and Justin Graham stood side by side
looking down. Justin smiled, like a pirate gloating over his latest
treasure. The trunk slammed shut.

 


***

 


I lay bound and gagged in darkness. The brake
lights flashed occasionally to bleed diffused red over my bound
form in the cramped trunk. From time to time a murmur from the men
filtered back, but I couldn’t make out what they said. At one point
they all laughed, sudden and evil, and I had no doubt their topic
of discussion was their hidden cargo. Then things got quiet, tense
and expectant. The car sat for a minute or two, the engine smoothly
idling, then we made a sharp right turn. The ride got extremely
bumpy and I squealed behind the gag as I tried to avoid hitting my
head on the trunk lid. A sudden stop and the engine cut off. Three
car doors opened, then rapidly shut. The trunk lid swung up and I
tried to get a look as to where we were but I never found out for
sure. Before I could focus Justin quickly pulled over my head a
black cloth hood. A short drawstring that tightened and knotted
against my throat ensured my continued blindness, but I did get a
definite aroma of garlic, oregano and other spices. The goons’
rough hands once again threw me over a shoulder and, without
further delay, was forced up an outside flight of rickety wooden
stairs.

“What if someone spots us?” asked the goon
who followed in the rear.

Justin laughed. “Don’t worry. Nobody sees
nothin’ ‘round here unless I tell ‘em to.”

I struggled on the goon’s shoulder. Someone
had to see! Someone had to help me! My legs kicked, I tossed my
head and shoulders, tried to call out from under the hood, but all
I got was a firm slap on the ass, probably from Justin, and even
more laughs, this time from all the men. We reached the top of the
stairs, made a turn to the right, and I left behind for many, many
months the outside world of sunshine. A few more steps and I was
thrown onto a soft, leather couch. The hood was drawn away and I
blinked in the late morning light.

It sure wasn’t a penthouse. Yes, it was big,
like an open loft, but the somewhat peeling walls had definitely
seen better days, and the floor sported cheap linoleum. Furnishings
abounded, deep, padded easy recliners, a formal dining area, even a
round poker table and a wet bar. Nice, yet the whole place from the
thick, scattered throw rugs and Chinese screen to the huge, gaudy
chandelier spoke of someone who wanted class, wanted to show off
his good taste, but would never know either.

A man like Justin Graham.

He stood over me, arms folded, the two goons
behind him. “Boyle, Malloy. Why don’t y’ guys get somethin’ to eat
downstairs? Gino’s got a special dish today. Me and t’ little lady
are going to come to an understandin’”

The goons trod off, thick arms swinging,
heavy feet thumping down the stairs. Justin locked the door behind
them and casually poured himself a drink. He took a few sips, the
dark liquor swirling around the clinking ice. His hungry gaze
hardly left me, as if afraid that I might somehow get up and hop
away. But even if I weren’t tied up I would have stayed frozen to
the couch. My breaths, quick and shallow before, now slow and deep,
were still just as panicked. Just what was going on here? After a
few more sips Justin started to supply answers.

“What we got here’s a unique sit’ation,” he
said. “You owe me. When people do they either pay, or they get
their legs broken.” He sat down on the couch by my tied feet. I
pulled them back, not wanting to be any closer to this thug than I
needed to, but his hand reached out and easily stroked my calf. His
eyes met mine. “But wit’ you that’s just a waste. And I’m goin’ t’
get my money’s worth outta you. Are y’ wit’ me so far?” He reached
up to my mouth, yanked down the cloth and pulled out the wet
wadding.

“I’ve got money!” I said. “I can pay!”

Justin laughed. “I know all about your Boston
brahmin family. They cut you off when you married that little pussy
man. But I’ll b’ fair. Can y’ afford t’ pay me this?”

From within his coat Justin drew out the loan
contract that my husband, and I, had signed. He pointed at the huge
dollar amount and the exorbitant interest rate. The last of my slim
hope fled. My now long gone inheritance wouldn’t even cover half of
the original loan, never mind the piled on interest.

“I didn’ think so,” Justin said, and threw
the contract aside. “So now yer work for me.”

My breaths started to shallow out again.
“This...This is nuts. You untie me! Right now or I’ll call the
cops!”

Justin’s meaty hand buried itself in my short
hair, slammed my head back against the cushion. Justin leaned down,
his face right above mine in a snarl, a crazy look in his eyes.
Shit! Now I did hold my breath. What was he thinking right now?
What would he do to me? But then Justin slowly released me, his
craziness replaced now with cunning.

“I read a book once. Int’restin’ too. There
was a thing called,” he took care to pronounce the words right,
“‘indentured servitude’. People comin’ here from England had t’
work off their debts to those that brought ‘em. Even when some went
out west, especially the women, they had to work it off, usually in
a whore house.”

I stopped breathing.

“Ah, got yer attention now, right? Well, I
don’t want y’ to go to one of them either. But, I know some Ay-rabs
that really want an American bitch in their harem. I’d get my
money, and you’d get fucked up the ass every night.”

I must have reacted, my face paled, or
something, because Justin hurried on.

“Now, I don’t want to...have to...sell
you to someone else.” Justin’s attempt at reassurance didn’t work
at all, instead it only made me more afraid, and him more sly. “I
know I can’t keep a slave. Not a real one, anyway. Wha’ I
own is yer contract. A contract for ‘personal services’. That you
signed without a gun t’ yer head. A contract that let’s me decide
those services.”

Oh my god! He was serious! A lump the size of
an apple formed in my throat. I took a big swallow.

“What...What do you want?”

A slow smile spread across Justin, and those
eyes lost a little of their insanity. Only a little though, and for
only a brief instant as Justin suddenly grabbed hold of my skirt’s
waistline. He roughly pulled it down, my panties with them. He
flipped me over and his bare hand spanked my bare ass, not just a
few times, but almost a dozen each. I cried out, frantically moved
my tied hands around to stop him. When that failed I tried to twist
away, but his hand against the back of my neck kept my face buried
in the couch. The violence of flesh on flesh rung in my ears,
brought tears to my eyes, set my ass on fire, and also...

Shit! I was wet!

Then, just as suddenly as it started, it was
over. I sobbed into the couch but Justin flipped me back over.

“What do I want?” he said. “Just pay me back,
baby. Ya got no money, but ya still can pay. One way or the
other.”

 


***

 


I couldn’t do anything about it. I didn’t
like it. I hated it, but I had signed away my rights. I
belonged to Justin Graham, to do just about anything with as he
pleased. And I soon discovered just what that meant.

Even though the apartment appeared as a loft
taking up the entire floor, there were other curtained off rooms.
One, near the kitchen area, hid a small bathroom with a glass door
shower. Another one nearby parted to reveal a small bedroom. Inside
was a double bed, nightstand, tiny closet and even a small
television. All the ‘comforts’ but there were a few extra special
additions. Like the steel ring anchored to the floor between the
bed and closet, and the long, sturdy chain that connected to it. It
made a suitable accent to the locked on, leather collar around my
throat.

With certain rare exceptions, my neck was
free only when I showered, and then someone always watched me
through the clear glass, either one of the silent goons, usually
the crew cut Malloy, or Justin himself. Meals were delivered
promptly at the same time from the restaurant downstairs each day,
always Italian, whether I was hungry or not. If I didn’t eat, then
after a short period the food was removed. I didn’t get one scrap
until the next meal time, at which point I was usually famished. I
had no say over anything, except perhaps my exercise program. Given
the constant stream of Italian food, I had to do something to stay
fit, because if I even put on the slightest weight, which was
monitored every morning, Justin or one of the goons punished me,
and not just with a finger wagging and a ‘tut tut’. After I put on
a pound or two that first week, Justin hung me the main room’s
ceiling and he ripped open the back of my shirt.

“If yer going to let yerself go to seed, then
I’m goin’ to play rough,” he said. He hefted a whip and tanned my
ass and back.

Oh, god, how to describe that first whipping?
It was terrible, all the evil and pain in the world came through
the ends of those thin, leather blades. They tore across my skin,
ripped open my soul, and laid it bare. And it was strangely
liberating too. There was nothing else for me to do but hang there
and take it. I couldn’t stop it, no matter how much I begged Justin
to stop. No matter how much I promised not to let myself go, the
whip cracked across my defenseless body. A final whish and crack
just about ripped away a layer of skin and I screamed as never
before.

While tears were rolling down my cheeks,
Justin wedged the whip handle between the teeth of my sobbing
mouth. He left me alone and I swung lazily back and forth. The fire
on my back faded but, again to my shock, the one in my crotch only
increased. When he finally cut me down, legs weak (and not from the
whipping), I crumpled to the floor. Justin spread my legs and I
thought he would take me right then, but instead his hand that dove
into my snatch came away covered in pussy juice.

“Well, looks like the little lady likes
leather,” he said.

I twisted out of his grasp and curled up away
from him. “I hate it,” I said. “And I hate you.”

Justin grabbed me by the shoulder and
wrenched me back around to face him. “I don’t care. You just follow
orders and we’ll get along fine. But as for the not liking leather,
I don’t believe you.” He waved his shiny fingers in my face. “Now I
know just how you’re going to pay me.”

 


***

 


I kept at the exercise program, putting a
good chunk of energy into it, the one thing in my life I could
control, since everything else had been taken away.

One morning, Justin thumped a yoga book on
the nightstand, waking me up. He said to practice the stretching
exercises. I did, but they were deceptively hard! Still, I sweated
through them. After a couple of weeks I was more limber than
before, and I continued to improve afterwards. I’m glad I did
because for one Saturday night every month I needed all the help I
could get.

Visitors tramped in and out of the apartment.
When they did I remained quiet in the bedroom. Not only because I
was under one of the goons’ watchful eyes, but I was always tied
and gagged, sometimes spread-eagle on the bed, most times in a
hogtie. During those excruciatingly long periods a complicated
leather contraption wrapped around my head, making me feel like a
captured animal. It forced a red rubber ball past my lips. More
often than not a rope was tied through a ring on the topmost
leather strap that ran down the middle of my head. It pulled back
my head and exposed my neck, an even further constriction on my
vocal chords. During these times Justin conducted ‘business’,
usually loaning cash to people at exorbitant interest rates. And he
also ran a poker game, one with a very high entrance fee. On those
nights, I was not only bound and gagged, but a fur-lined, leather
blindfold cut off all light. I heard the men out there, and a
couple of voices seemed familiar amidst the clink-clink of poker
chips and the ruffling of cards. Familiar, not in a personal way,
but because I heard them on the television, or over the radio;
public voices that wouldn’t want it to be known they were familiar
with a loan shark. None ever suspected there was a bound and gagged
woman just mere feet away. And I couldn’t help myself. Kept as
prisoner, tied up so tight I couldn’t move, yet my body still
responded. The thought that I was held captive, with a potential
rescuer just mere feet away made my nipples hard, my panties wet.
The tight ropes, the mouth-filling gag cut right through my fragile
defenses, and there was nothing I could do to stop the ever-growing
fire inside. I needed something, anything, to relieve the building
pressure. But not Justin’s whip. I still hated it, because it only
made things worse. And my hand in the dead of night was little
help. By the end of my first month I was a frantic wreck.

And then it all changed. On one particular
Saturday night.

That night Justin didn’t just want me to keep
quiet. I had been ordered to shower, preen and prepare for a long
night. A wooden chair was brought in, and I was made to sit in it,
dressed only in my bra and panties. Quickly, efficiently, just as
when I was bound and thrown in the car trunk, I was tied to the
chair, my arms roped together and brought over the back, my legs
tied above the knees, then also secured to the chair seat. My
ankles were tied too, but not together as several turns of rope
between them created what I learned later was a rope bar hobble.
Still, my feet were drawn up underneath the chair and connected to
my wrists by another rope. A few more wraps just above and below my
breasts kept me firmly in place.

“What the hell is going on?” I dared ask
Justin.

“The first installment on yer payment plan.
Maybe.” He grinned. “It all depends.”

“What the hell does that meeemmmpphhh????” I
tried to say.

I didn’t get an answer, at least not right
away, but I sure did later. In the meantime, Justin stuffed my
mouth with soft wadding, so full I thought my jaw would break, and
then wrapped red medical gauze all around the lower part of my
head. Half my face disappeared underneath the gauze that ran all
the way from well under my chin to just beneath the nose. I
‘mmmpphhed’ and ‘uoommmpphhed’ a lot, glared daggers at him, but
Justin just kept on with his work. Then came the tramp of feet up
the stairs. Justin did one final, tight wrap, casually squeezed a
tit, pinched a nipple through my thin bra…

… And then his open palm landed a not so
casual slap across my face.

My head twisted, my ears rang, and when the
red fire under my eyes lifted I saw Justin half out of the door, a
finger raised to his lips as a reminder and warning. Then he
pointed down to my sheer panties.

I didn’t need to look. Already they were wet.
The stain spread.

 


***

 


I didn’t sit there long. After greetings from
the newcomers (all men) drinks were poured and cigar smoke filled
the apartment. Then one voice rose above the others.

“So, where’s our pay, Graham? You promised a
larger cut than the punk who ran things before. Time to put up or
shut up.”

Several other voices agreed. Justin cut
through them, trying to act friendly, but I still recognized that
hard edge. “Easy, boys. Easy. I got yer money. But I got a
proposition for ya.”

Several catcalls filled the apartment, but
Justin shouted them down. “C’mon! Ya think I’m going to fuck with
my crew? Just hear me out. Even better, let me show ya’s.”

His fingers snapped. Malloy blew through the
curtains. With barely a pause one tree trunk of an arm shot
underneath the chair’s seat while the other squeezed up against the
back. He didn’t even grunt as he lifted me, chair and all, carried
me out, then set me down in the middle of the main room. Several
pairs of eyes widened, while one pair narrowed in suspicion.

“What is this?” said the suspicious one.
While most tried to dress good and hide what they were, he appeared
exactly as he was, a street wiseguy with a leather jacket that hid
broad shoulders. “You trying to hustle us?”

“Take it easy, Nick,” Justin said. “All I’m
saying is if ya’s want yer money, ya got it. But fer the guy who
brings in the most collections, they get a little reward, startin’
next month.”

No one said anything. Several of the men
stared at me, with obvious hunger, hoping they would get lucky
tonight. But Nick, the suspicious one, shook his head. “I may be a
lot of things, but I ain’t no rapist.”

Justin’s face clouded over. “Who said
anythin’ ‘bout rape? But if that idea makes yer dick go flat,
there’s the contract that she signed herself. Go ahead, read it!”
He pointed at the poker table.

A couple of them briefly scanned it, but Nick
took his time.

“What’s with the ropes?” asked one.

“Are ya’ kidding?” Justin said. “She loves
‘em!” He quickly untied a slipknot on top of my legs and spread
them wide. My pussy stain had gotten even bigger, my wet pubic
hairs at the center of it all. “There see? She’s as hot as summer
and as dirty as the Charles.”

Several nodded, and I could see the bulges in
all their pants. Even Nick’s. But while they drank, laughed, smoked
and boasted what they would do if they won, Nick quietly stood
before me.

He held up the contract. “Is this your
signature? Is this how you’re paying your debt?”

I was gagged. I couldn’t say anything. I just
nodded my head and quickly looked away. Nick continued to stare at
me. It only made my face hotter, the pussy juices flow more.

The monthly ‘cuts’ were paid out. One or two
left, but most stayed and bought in to an impromptu poker game. I
stayed tied to the chair while the cards were dealt, redealt, and
the pots grew and changed hands. But every once in a while, and
then with increasing frequency, the men’s gazes drifted my way.

At last, Justin nodded to one of his men. “Go
ahead, Nick. Try her out. Let the others know if she’s worth
winning.”

More than a few complaints filled the
smoke-filled room.

“Hey, why him?”

“Why not let us all have a go at her?”

Justin waved them off. “She’s all yours,
Nick. Unless you don’t like her.”

Nick sat back and sent Justin a hard look. No
one moved. “Can I use your special room?”

They got into a mini-stare down, but then
Justin said, “All right, Weaver, why not? You know where it
is.”

Nick threw his cards on the table. “Deal me
out,” he said.

A couple of whoops and crude comments issued
from the others.

“Hey, Nick, you gonna practice safe sex?”

“Nicolas Weaver, a man’s man!”

Nick ignored them. He untied just the ropes
holding me to the chair. His hand firmly squeezed my arm and
brought me to my bound feet. The bar rope hobble forced me into
minced steps beside him. I headed for the bedroom.

Uh-oh. Wrong direction.

Nick steered me to the opposite side of the
apartment. For a moment we stood before the Chinese screen, but
then Nick lifted it aside and there was an open door that led into
another room.

Oh shit. Oh fuck.

Gleaming, polished steel. Dark black, shiny
leather. Coiled ropes, whips, gags, hoods, even surgical
instruments???

Did I say fuck? No, I said FUCK!!!

As in – Where the fuck did all this stuff
come from? As in – Was Justin already into this – before he got his
hooks into me? As in – What am I going to do now? The fuuucckk!

And my panties, already wet, were now
absolutely soaked. My tied hands trembled. Not even forming them
into fists did any good to stop the shaking. If my knees weren’t
already tied together, they would have knocked, to go along with my
chattering teeth if I wasn’t already gagged. As it was I backed up
against the now closed door, unable to move another inch, frozen in
dread and dark anticipation. What did this strong man have in mind?
Would he use the whip? The long brown one that hung coiled on the
far wall?

He must have caught me staring at it because
he selected and shook it out.

“You ever been whipped?” Nick asked. “Ever
feel the sting of leather?”

My head slowly shook back and forth. No.
Don’t! I slid away into a corner.

Crack! The whip landed on the wall,
right next to my shoulder. To avoid it I jumped right into the
middle of the room. Just what Nick wanted. He drove me around, the
whip dictating my moves. But Nick wasn’t used to it, sometimes he
would hit what I assumed was the intended target, like my back or
ass. Other times he got my shoulders, hands, legs or even the feet.
But wherever the blades lashed I screamed behind the gag, scurried
around in tight circles, desperately sought to reach the corner
again and hide. Nick was too savvy for that. Even if the whip acted
like a wild beast on its own, Nick anticipated my moves. The whip
split the air like a gunshot, to my left, then right, and left
again. All avenues of escape, of hope were cut off until I stood
frozen in fear. At last he circled me, traded out the long whip for
a short, nasty quirt. Panties pulled down in back he scored my ass
and the welts rose. He had me cross one foot over the other and,
forced into a partial crouch that separated my thighs, I
precariously balanced as he marked up the inside of my tender
legs.

Crack!

My head jerked back and I “Grrrgged!” deep in
my throat. Not even the tight gag could stop him hearing that
one.

“You want me to work on another area? Fine,”
he said. A quick one-two tug and from the bra cups my tits spilled
out. But at least I got his attention away from the legs! I
uncrossed my feet and started to straighten up.

“Did I say you could move?” Nick snapped.

I hastily recrossed my feet.

The strain of not quite standing up started
to take its toll. My legs began to quake, but Nick ignored them,
and my gagged moans. He concentrated on my tits. The quirt’s
pinwheeling blades closed on my left breast and oh, crap, they
hurt! The blades spread out on impact, marking my tit all over the
top, some ever so close to the sensitive, erect nipple. Just when I
thought I would go mad, the quirt changed over to the other tit and
little explosions of delightful pain hardened that nipple too.

My internal temp, the one between my legs,
soared. I wanted to run away, hide from this part of me that I had
suspected all along, yet never had the courage to confront. But,
even if I could run, it would always follow me because it was deep
inside, now an awakened fiend that would never again sleep. Not
even after I at last accepted who I was, what I was. And the quirt
continued to lash my tits. Oh, the pain! The pleasure!

Nick rescued me, even if he didn’t know it.
His free hand squeezed a nipple, his fingers pinched. A seemingly
casual action, yet that was all it took. My breath halted, then I
groaned and collapsed, racked with a series of violent convulsions.
Orgasms ripped through me, all the pent up emotions, all the
tensions of the last month burst forth, transformed into sheer,
ferocious bliss. But even as I flopped around on the floor, Nick
scooped me up and his strong arms delivered me to the bed. Through
an orgasmic haze of red, I was dimly aware as he untied my legs,
spread them wide in the air and unzipped his pants. His hot cock
speared me, like a hunter that had cornered its prey, and the last
dregs of my orgasm ran off. I lay still, yet Nick remained quiet
too. He stared down with a curious expression, his hands on either
side of my head.

He said, “I want to see your face.”

The red gauze peeled away. Round and round
Nick’s fingers worked, with patience and tenderness. His cock still
rested inside me, and it neither thrust nor flattened out. Instead
it got hotter. And bigger. As more and more of the red gauze fell
aside Nick plucked out the soaked wadding. He tossed aside the gag
and rough fingers gently caressed my cheeks.

“Soft. So soft,” Nick said.

Lips met halfway. He came down and I suddenly
jerked up, surprising him as my tongue swirled, my mouth frothed,
and I sucked on him for all I was worth. Oh, he tasted like heaven!
Then his tongue pushed mine back. He invaded my mouth, shoved deep
inside just as his hips drove against mine, as his cock made its
inevitable claim.

Fuck, Nick was even bigger and hotter than
before! He rammed, rammed and rammed again. No slow, easy thrusts,
no easy build up. Just absolute, raw power. My gasps, virtually
ripped out of me with each plunge, coincided with his grunts.
Deeper, deeper Nick drove until I cried out, not in climax, but
from the utter animal force. Hot cum spewed into my snatch, I
gasped and bit his shoulder, anything to prove that I could still
fight back. But fighting was the last thing on my mind, as his
essence poured into me, seemingly without end.

Then, all at once, his muscles gave way. His
head buried itself next to mine. Finally, his cock trickled out,
but even the last few blasts were still powerful. My legs wrapped
around his back, my feet slid over his now bare, smooth ass. I
don’t how long we lay there, but at last he stirred and I kissed
him on the earlobe.

Did things lighten up after that? Did he
untie me so that I might feel those tight, rippling muscles under
my tiny hands? Did we greet the sunrise wrapped in each others
arms? Well, the sun did rise, but I didn’t see it.

He took me twice more that night. Arms
stretched overhead, he spread my legs wide, pinwheel whipped my
tits again until I was frantic, then shifted the action to my
crotch, adorned the labia in pussy clips and hung little weights
until I begged him to stop. He did, but then he lifted my spread
legs up under his arms and fucked me as I hung on for dear life. I
came well before him, but when he did and was finished he left me
to hang there, like some prisoner on the gallows as his abundant
cum dripped down my legs, off my toes and onto a small towel. Nick
made me lick his cock clean, and I greedily lapped up the excess
cum like some deprived waif. Later, during a period in a strict
hogtie, Nick balanced me up on my knees and forced his cock past my
lips. He needn’t have to as my greedy mouth sucked tight. The cum
spilled over my lips to form rivulets down my chin and neck.

Later, as he dressed, I lay on my side,
exhausted, utterly spent, and still hogtied. I didn’t even feel the
ropes, how unyielding they were, how restrictive. But even if the
ropes weren’t tight around me I wouldn’t have moved anyway as he
held me a willing prisoner. Fascinated, I watched Nick’s every
movement so that I might remember all the details of this night. A
part of me warned that I would need to remember this night to help
me get through uncounted ones in the future. Then he noticed my
attentions, finished putting on his boots, and squatted in front of
me.

I still wanted him, didn’t want this to end,
so I tempted Nick with what I considered at the time forbidden
fruit. “You can have my ass too. That is, if you like that.”

Nick smiled. “I could have it no matter
what.”

“I know. But you said yourself you’re not a
rapist.”

“No. No, I’m not.”

“And it’s so much more of a turn on when
someone offers it. Even when they’re tied up.”

“Especially then.” He reached around and
patted my butt cheek. “That’s for another time.” He paused. “You’re
going to do fine as Justin’s little reward.”

“I am?”

“Yes. He thinks he’s just got a bitch. One
who gets turned on by ropes and whips. Well, he’s right. What he
doesn’t know is he’s got a slave, someone who wants to
submit, and he’s too stupid to know it. That’s what you are,
slave.”

Slave. The way Nick spoke it was a
compliment.

And what do slaves do? They submit. How? They
find contentment in submission. Submission.

I knew then that no matter who I was given
to, no matter what they or Justin did, that I would always come out
the other side, and all the more stronger.

Nick gagged me again, this time with a muzzle
headharness, and left me there on the floor. He left the door open
and beyond it I could barely make out the first rays of the sun as
it lit the apartment. A new day.

Once a month after that, and sometimes more
often, Justin handed me out as a reward to his crew, the one who
collected the most money. Word got around fast among them just how
willing, how “bendable” I was under the ropes, how easily I marked
and how it all turned me on. But they didn’t know the secret. That
I kept to myself. And Nick too.

Every month I hoped it would be him, but he
never won. Justin berated him at how his collections didn’t even
come close to the others, but Nick just shrugged it off, assuring
him that the clients would pay. They did, but never enough to
satisfy Justin, or have the clients sign over their businesses,
which is what Justin really wanted anyway. Nick did make them pay,
but not crippling amounts. The other collectors had no such qualms
while along the way breaking an arm or leg of the poor
unfortunates. And as Justin’s tentacles spread into the North End
Boston neighborhood and I screamed under his or someone else’s
whip, tasting I don’t know how many cocks in my mouth, I found
solace and grace in the one place none of them could touch.

Submission.

Sufferance.

Surrender.

 


 


 



Chapter Six

The Mixer

 


Dawn Flynn

 


Bound at Mrs. Smith’s feet, the leather cords
that pinched my arms were forgotten. I listened, riveted to her
story. She fell silent and absently stirred a spoon in a small,
filigreed bowl that contained some hot soup. When Chelsea delivered
it curls of steam rose and I assumed Mrs. Smith waited for it to
cool. But her eyes drifted into a far away stare and the spoon’s
circular motion lessened. At last, her hand stopped, yet the gaze
out to and beyond her small garden remained.

I said softly, “Ma’am? Did you and Nick...I
mean, ever again?”

“Eh, what?” Mrs. Smith stirred. “I’m sorry.
Nick? Well, yes, I saw him quite often, but it wasn’t until...” She
trailed off, lips pressed together, then gave a small, embarrassed
laugh. “Oh, dear, I certainly didn’t intend to make this about me.
Here.”

Mrs. Smith spooned up the soup, chicken and
noodle. Nothing from a can about this, I chewed and drank the
homemade concoction in silence. Old memories of cold days romping
in the snow and a warm, content stomach afterwards kept me quiet.
The faint clink of silver spoon on delicate porcelain drifted
through the room. Outside the sun set and bit by bit the garden’s
shadows lengthened and the office darkened. Almost finished, Mrs.
Smith set the bowl against my lips and allowed me to drink the
broth. She knew exactly how far to tilt it so nothing spilled and I
didn’t have to slurp. At last, she drew away the bowl and set it
aside, then tousled my hair. Again, she got that far away, yet
turned inward gaze.

“When I met you I thought...” Mrs. Smith
stopped and shook her head. “I was so happy that you found the
courage to return after you witnessed Judith’s punishment. And you
have shown good progress. But I cannot fully blame you for your
reaction to Wilson’s methods. Excuse me, my methods. You
still need to be pushed, but in the right way, at the right time by
someone else.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” I said and bowed my head.
Hopefully that would be the end of it. But no such luck.

Mrs. Smith’s hands gripped my cheeks and
lifted my head upright. Gone was that far away look, replaced now
by a pair of penetrating eyes. Just like when she ordered me to
strip and dragged me out to the garden. Her changes were so sudden
and harsh! Her voice became stern.

“You do share some blame for what happened.
The way you reacted, when you broke the switch over your knee, you
knew that was wrong, Miss Flynn. And for that alone you deserve a
severe punishment.” She paused in thought. “Yes, where the breach
occurred. The parlor.”

 


***

 


They took me out of circulation. Not a strict
isolation, but visitors to my room didn’t dawdle around. Fay was
one of them. She delivered food, then waited tense and nervous
while I ate. I tried to make conversation, asked her about the
preparations for the mixer. Fay’s polite but succinct answers
didn’t exactly encourage a dialogue so I concentrated on the good
food. Just after I finished my last bite Fay would swoop in for the
tray and almost run out. She did it again the next time after that
and I worried if my punishment somehow affected her; after all she
had trained me as a maid. Maybe she was angry. When she brought in
my breakfast the day of the mixer I took my time in between
mouthfuls and carefully studied her. The longer I took the more she
got uptight.

“Fay, what is it?” I asked at last. “Can’t
you stand to be around me anymore?”

“What? Oh, no, not at all!”

I spread my hands. “Then what? What is
it?”

Fay looked more worried by the second. She
stuck her head out to the hall to make sure no else was around,
then suddenly lifted up the long maid’s skirt.

I peered between her legs. “What is
that?” It looked like a chastity belt, but something stuck
out a couple of inches from right above her pussy and
intermittently flickered orange.

Fay wrung the skirt’s hem. “It’s a flash
drive, linked to wifi. I’m on a test program. Depending on when I
finish my errand it either shocks a plug up my ass or vibrates one
in my pussy.” She smiled, then bit her lip. “I’ve been rewarded
twice already today. Punished once.” Fay stared at my uneaten
food.

“They punish you because I eat slow? That’s
not fair!” I threw down the plastic spoon.

Fay took that as her cue. She scooped up the
tray, even though I wasn’t quite finished. Suddenly, she grimaced
and almost dropped everything. A hand flew around to her ass.
Bright orange glowed through the thin skirt, but she stopped short
of touching the flash drive, as if she did it would somehow lessen
the tiny shock. The flash drive blinked out and Fay’s features
relaxed. In a hurried exit she called back, “You want fair? You
won’t get it around here!”

 


***

 


Mrs. Smith stated up front where my
punishment would take place, but not when. Waiting in my room over
those few days my nervousness grew as I slowly realized what she
had in mind. I begged Fay to tell Mrs. Smith, or Wilson, Henry,
anybody, that I was ready, more than ready, to receive punishment
now. At last, after the fifth or sixth time I sent word a
familiar tramp came down the hall. Not Mrs. Smith’s light and
almost silent footsteps. Wilson? Did he bring the switch for a
little pre-punishment because I tried to lessen my sentence? I
recalled Mrs. Smith’s story, how she found peace in her submission
and I tried to feel that too, in spite of my roiling inner
tensions. I even half-convinced myself it worked. Yet, when the
door creaked open I backed into a far corner.

A large male hand curled around the edge,
only it didn’t grasp a wooden switch, but a coiled leather
bullwhip. A couple of feet above that a head followed. Hooded. Cat
Eyes.

“Mrs. Smith needs to concentrate on tonight’s
preparations, so I am here. To offer a choice.”

This was new. For once, I got to choose? Wait
a sec. Suspicion grew like a fast sprouting weed. “Choose what?” I
said and still tried to avoid the obvious. “What kind of
punishment?”

Cat Eyes chuckled. “No, that’s been decided.
Your choice is not what, not how nor even where. But when? For
instance, now, or later?”

Suspicion turned into gnawing fear. Ashes
filled my throat. “You mean during the mixer?”

Cat Eyes slowly nodded.

I had been punished outdoors, received
constant correction in front of others, but the thought of
suffering in front of all the gentleman callers... My legs weakened
and I slumped down on the edge of the bed. I didn’t know what to
do. Didn’t know if I was ready, but perhaps Mrs. Smith thought I
was.

“Does Mrs. Smith want me... I mean, am I to
be introduced tonight? Does she already have a man for me?” Like I
said, fear. And in the pit of my stomach.

Cat Eyes shook his head. “No. Definitely not.
You are nowhere near ready. But tonight is special. Mrs. Smith
wants to impress a couple of guests. So choose wisely.”

Someone once said that every journey begins
with a single step. But they didn’t say how hard that first step
would be. I had been here what? Two weeks, maybe three? But only
now did I feel that my journey into this world of severe pain and
excruciating pleasure was about to really begin—or not.

Cat Eyes waited. Motionless.

I decided and told him. In the end, looking
back, there really wasn’t any doubt.

 


***

 


Wilson stood by me, part protector, part
jailer. The ever present switch gripped firm in hand, he also used
it as a wand to magically part the nervous women as they rushed to
and fro in the halls while they prepared for the night. Eventually
we found an empty room of calm, the library, away from all the
jumpy, nervous chaos, and just mere feet from the parlor.

My hair, a little more grown out than when I
entered The Velvet Glove, was pulled back tight and tied off in a
small pony tail. It stuck out below a stretched red spandex hood
that hid my identity. Cat Eyes insisted I wear it and he got no
argument from me. Not only because they could easily velcro attach
a blindfold or gag, but to indicate that I was there strictly for
punishment, not for any introductions. But if the hood hid my face,
that was all. Aside from that, thanks to the black leather
armbinder and wide leather ankle cuffs that sported a shiny
spreader bar between them, everything else remained open for
inspection. I had hoped that maybe I would get a g-string, but
Wilson rolled it up in a ball and tossed it aside. “You’ve got the
hood. That’s enough,” he said. “Besides, you broke my favorite
switch.”

Yeah. Score one huge demerit point. And by
the look Wilson gave, one that he wouldn’t soon forget.

A large plug was shoved deep into my mouth,
and while I still struggled to accept it in the library, Wilson
tied a short leash from my collar to a small ring set next to the
doorknob. It was either bend over or kneel, so I sank to the hard
surface, my actions clumsy due to the spreader bar. I made it
though and Wilson left me alone as the guests began to arrive. He
greeted everyone, escorted them to the parlor, took their coats,
and acted the prim English butler. From my angle, as I peeked
through the slightly open door, the bulge in his pants grew by the
minute. In between arrivals he tested the flexibility and firmness
of several switches. Already I could feel my ass burn, which
matched the heat in my pussy.

My head spun and I leaned against the wall.
Several more guests arrived, but I didn’t see them as I tried to
get control of my body. Control. Ha! That was a joke. I had become
a heap of masochistic fuckability. Every where I turned, everything
I did when running errands with Fay had to do with some woman or
another getting spanked, whipped, gagged or tied. I heard their
cries as we ran past locked doors, saw their red-rimmed eyes while
they were suspended, hogtied or disciplined when I delivered a new
device to intensify their torture. I saw them now as they snuck
peeks at the guests from a door across the hall, giggled to
themselves, while I shook like a leaf, alone. And alone I would
stay, even though people would eventually surround me, watch as
Wilson laid into me with the switch, and I would drip just like
Judith. No, not like her as I glanced down between my legs, at the
floor. My drips were already worse.

My stains spread. Horrified I used my knees
to wipe them away, but only made it worse. Then Wilson returned,
caught me in the act and gave a little, malicious grin. I tried to
explain, but muddled words behind the gag did nothing to erase the
proof of my wet excitement. He untied the leash, hauled me to my
feet and, before I knew it, I was in the parlor, pushed off to the
side.

The guests pretty much ignored me. Oh, a few
did glance up at my entrance, but they soon turned away, back to
their muted conversations. Not because they were embarrassed at my
nudity or that I was the only bound woman in the room. I wasn’t.
Fay and a few other maids wandered about, breasts bared. Their
mouths were filled to varying degrees all the way from a cleave
cloth gag to a full on leather hood that showed only dark, wet and
frightened eyes that darted about. Belted snug to their waists were
wooden serving trays with two chains that angled up from each
corner to stiff posture collars. Short and frilly skirts showed
plenty of leg. Judith was one of them and she sauntered around with
drinks. Another maid in a hood with hors d’oeuvres on her tray
shook in a corner near me, afraid to move. Fay nudged her to get
moving without success. The hooded one’s feet stayed planted in
place, as if her high heels were nailed to the floor while her eyes
were glued on the guests.

And they weren’t all men. One was the young
lawyer Mr. Ronson. He was quiet, like most of the others, but with
piercing eyes that didn’t miss a thing. A woman guest engaged him
in small talk. Yes, several women callers were there, most
obviously on their own. And there were also two pairs of couples.
One set was female, a duo of long, dark haired beauties that I
swore were twins. They were done up like everyone else as if for a
night on the town, one in a sharp suit and tie, the other in an
elegant dress and flashy jewelry. Dressed to impress.

But not the other couple. Oh, they were
finely dressed too, but like Mrs. Smith in Edwardian fashion. And
they were familiar. Where had I seen them before? Their attitude
certainly was different from the others; from the way they sipped
their tea to how they sat while everyone else stood. If anyone
spoke to them, they were gracious and polite, but acted like they
didn’t need to prove anything. Nor when Mrs. Smith entered the
parlor did they sit up any straighter, unlike the others who
practically stood at attention. Mrs. Smith smiled at them all, but
the smile she gave the seated couple seemed a little strained.

“Good evening, and thank you all for coming,”
she said. “I’m sure most of you are anxious to meet the ladies
tonight, which I assure you are up to the Velvet Glove’s very high
standards. But before they are brought out, a couple of
announcements. We are most fortunate to have here tonight the
founders of our umbrella organization, Joined at the Whip. Ladies
and gentlemen, I give you Edmund and Portia Bosworth.”

A couple of polite exclamations from the
guests and light applause, led by Mrs. Smith, filled the parlor.
The Edwardian dressed couple stood and bowed to accept the
accolade, then sat back down.

“I’m sure I speak for everyone that without
Mr. and Mrs. Bosworth, none of us would be here,” Mrs. Smith said.
Again, general agreement with a few ‘Hear hears’ from the men.

“Now, as for our ladies, they are each hoping
for a match as I’m sure you all are. And while you’re getting to
know each other we have an extra special treat tonight.” Mrs.
Smith’s hand swept to me, then she noticed the hooded maid who
still had a full tray of food.

Mrs. Smith spoke briefly with a guest or two,
all the while sidling over to the hooded maid. She stood in between
us, her attention on the parlor but her voice was low and
sharp.

“Serafina, dear, I suggest you serve our
guests. Unless this is your way of asking for another visit to the
Tombs.”

Serafina’s shaky intake of breath through the
nose definitely said, “Please, NO!” After a tense moment she began
to make her way among the guests, but she still shook.

“As for you, my dear,” Mrs. Smith whispered
to me, “I’m happy you decided to join us. Enjoy it, because that’s
the last decision you’ll make for a long time.” She patted my
crotch. “This is mine.”

Her hand lingered. Fingers squeezed my lips,
probed my pussy. Fuck, it took everything I had to not fall right
there at Mrs. Smith’s feet! Then she wiped her hand on the inside
of my thigh, short, quick, and secret. A little tease, a little
taunt.

Mrs. Smith clapped her hands twice and the
maids cleared out. Hooded Serafina lead the way.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do with that
girl,” Mrs. Smith muttered.

She clapped twice again and this time the
prospective ladies glided into the parlor, heads held high,
postures perfect, all with the hint of a shy, welcoming smile. Not
all were dressed old fashioned like Mrs. Smith. Out of the eight
elegantly, fully clad ladies, only two mirrored Mrs. Smith’s taste
in clothes, Lucinda and Chelsea. Mrs. Smith strolled down the line,
introduced each girl by name along with her likes, dislikes and
what they each hoped to find in a master or mistress. One girl
wanted her lips pierced, both sets for the mouth and between the
legs, during her slave bonding slash marriage ceremony. Another
just wanted the right master to ‘claim’ her and carry her off.
Still another was willing to suffer a hot branding iron (but again,
only for the right person). Mrs. Smith relayed everything without
hesitation or a suggestion of judgment, and she remembered all the
details for each girl’s wants without the aid of a PDA or even crib
notes. Mrs. Smith knew her stock.

Lucinda and Chelsea waited at the end of the
line. Mrs. Smith’s pride, already clear as she spoke about the
others, swelled just a little more. “Ah, now these two young ladies
are a little more retro, like me. Lucinda here needs someone to
take a firm grip and push her boundaries, of which you can ask her
privately. She would prefer a master, but also is no stranger to
the same sex. Now, Chelsea on the other hand doesn’t care whose
hand wields the whip or ties the knots, but she does require that
whoever does so know what they are doing. Also, she’s not adverse
to rough language, when appropriate.” Mrs. Smith stood aside.
“Well, there you have them. Please, enjoy each other’s
company.”

The ladies and guests mingled, slow at first,
then loosening up to a more natural party flow. The twin females
pointedly made the rounds to each woman, but spent most of their
time with Lucinda. The others didn’t lack for attention either, but
the Bosworths remained seated while the ladies made their way to
them. Everything was going fine, that is until one of the guests
stepped out from a dark corner.

Drew Sullivan??!!

He had hidden behind the other guests, but
now as the twins step aside there he was, talking to Lucinda, then
Chelsea, then several others. Even though it seemed he held himself
back, the ladies almost swirled about him, and my initial shock at
his presence was soon replaced with – jealousy? No!

Private introductions were arranged, between
him, Lucinda and Chelsea, while I struggled to keep myself from
rushing over there and kicking them all in the ass. I asked him
out first, you bitches! Hands off! A few other ladies wanted to
meet with him too, but they didn’t get a chance, at least not right
away. Suddenly, Wilson’s hand gripped the back of my neck and I was
pushed forward into the center of the parlor. A rope was threaded
through the armbinder’s steel ring beyond my hands on the outside,
and my arms were lifted up so far I had to bend over, my ass pushed
way, way out.

“Just try to break the switch now,” Wilson
whispered.

Thwack!

“Uuurrnn!”

Thwack!

“Iiieeunn!”

Thwack!

Wilson gave me nothing but the best. My
scorched ass spread a fire through the rest of my body, and my
pussy heat, already high, now turned red hot. I looked back down
between my legs and the pussy juices not only flowed but also hung
from my pubic hairs like water off the corner of a soaked rag.
Around the tenth stroke I jumped and the drops scattered. Most
landed on a white towel placed between my feet, but some pooled on
the immaculate hardwood floor, reflecting the soft light and soon
joined by others. Under the hood my cheeks warmed.

I lifted my head. Look somewhere else, don’t
think of your pussy essence on display for strangers, concentrate
on something, someone... And there was Drew Sullivan. He stood a
little ways off, Chelsea and Lucinda on either side of him. I
focused on his face, kept my eyes there in spite of the delicious
pain in my ass, the fire in my crotch, my blurred watery vision. I
lost count of Wilson’s strokes somewhere around fifteen, but they
didn’t last much longer. By then most everyone had stepped behind
me to gaze on the red shame of my ass, but Drew alone stayed in
front with a curious expression.

Eventually Wilson’s strokes ceased and the
group behind me broke up, back to their
getting-to-know-all-about-you conversations. Chelsea and Lucinda
returned to Drew, but he didn’t say much and they soon left him
alone.

Another person left alone was a big man who
acted like a street tough wise guy. After initial encounters the
ladies avoided him and if he interjected into any conversation they
tried to ignore him. Soon, he was left alone with his drink and
stared at Mrs. Smith. A lot. I wondered what his story was and
later, but still far too soon for me, I found out.

For myself there were other things on my
mind. Like when Wilson at last allowed me to ease the strain on my
shoulders. The rope slackened and I straightened up, thankful for
the relief. When the armbinder was loosened and fell away I hoped
for a moment that the punishment was over and I would be left
alone, but Wilson quickly pinned my arms while Mrs. Smith expertly
tied my crossed-over wrists. More rope brought my elbows back
together and ran in front to criss-cross above and below my
breasts. Then I was shoved off to a corner while Wilson and Mrs.
Smith tied several knots at equal spaces in a long rope. Mrs. Smith
threw one end down between my feet and I readied myself for a very
tight and elaborate crotch rope.

It got into my crotch, all right, but it
wasn’t wrapped around and tied off at the waist. Mrs. Smith
anchored the end to a wall hook behind me. Then Wilson stretched it
out taut across the middle of the parlor to another hook. A few of
the guests wondered at the rope and all the knots, but all of Mrs.
Smith’s ladies looked on it in dread.

“I told you this was mine,” Mrs. Smith
whispered to me. She fingered my pussy and made sure the rope split
my lips.

With a jerk the rope tightened, so much so
that I stood on tip toes. Mrs. Smith glided to the center of the
parlor. “The sooner you finish the rope walk, the sooner your
punishment will be over.”

She couldn’t be serious? Fuck! She was! Well,
screw that. I wasn’t going to walk their ‘tightrope’, not unless
Wilson—

The switch flexed, then Wilson brought it
down in a thin whistle. “Give me a reason,” he muttered and took up
position behind me.

So much for choices. I had already used mine
up, and I had chosen public punishment. The switch whistled
again.

I took one step. Good...good. On tip-toes.
Feel the rope slide along your pussy, leaving a wet, glistening
trail. First knot. C’mon, you can do this! Slide over. Oh, shit,
right across my clit! C’mooonnn... Forget about how it adds fire to
your pussy, ignore it. Try to. Next knot, up and... Shit! Oh, fuck,
not again on the clit! I can’t...

“Uuurrnn,” I groaned under the hood.

“Come along, dear,” Mrs. Smith called. “Just
eight more.”

Eight? No...fucking...way! “Eiiiieemm!”

“Wilson. Some encouragement, please.”

Thwack!

“Auuurrnn!”

Thwack!

All right. All right! But it isn’t fair!

If you want fair, you won’t get it here.

My balance precarious, I forced my feet to
move and ignored the excruciating pain in my toes. The rope slid
by, one godawful knot at a time that rubbed my clit in delicious
agony. Thwack, thwack! My pussy, already wet, now turned
absolutely soaked, a virtual river. And each strike of the switch,
each knot I navigated, opened the flood gates more. I not only left
pussy juice on the knots, but it also ran down the inside of my
quaking legs. They turned to rubber, threatened to collapse with
each knot, each “encouragement” from the switch. I wasn’t even half
way across and the pressure inside built to intolerable levels. No,
not here! I couldn’t cum here! Not in front of all these people.
Not in front of...him. No...aarrgg!...NO!

Next thing I knew, I toppled over. Someone
caught me, a man, and I shook wildly in his strong arms. I leaned
up against his broad, solid chest and inner explosions ripped
through me, my body completely out of control. Head tossing from
side to side, the hood’s gag did little to stop my deep-throated
screams. My feet, still hooked around the knotted rope, kept my
legs high in the air and provided a wonderful view into my
intimates. From a deep angle on the floor I saw all the guests and
ladies crowded around, some gazing at my wet, raw pussy, but all
with expressions that ranged from amazement to outright lust. At
last, my body spent, the last orgasm withered away.

The rope lowered. My weak legs met the floor
but I couldn’t move. Wilson hooked me under an arm and dragged me
the rest of the way. He forced me to stand and I fought off a lurch
of dizziness. But next to me was Mrs. Smith and I leaned against
her. She laid her gentle hand on top of my head. “I trust everyone
enjoyed the punishment,” she said. “Although, some people might not
call it that. But whichever, think of it as the evening’s
entertainment.”

Punishment. Reward. Who could tell what it
was? But several times a guest threw me a furtive glance. The twin
sisters gave me nothing but outright hunger, but the one who nearly
turned things to shit was the wise guy.

“Wha’ about tha’ one, the one wit’ da hood?”
he asked, speech slurred. He strode over, unsteady on his feet.

Mrs. Smith smoothly got between us. “As I
said, Mr. Malloy, she is a special treat tonight.”

Malloy? Where had I heard that name
before?

“I would like an in- introduction,” Malloy
said.

“As you should know by her gag she is not to
be spoken to, nor introduced,” Mrs. Smith replied, a little
irked.

“We’ll see,” Malloy said.

“Take it easy, friend,” said Drew. “There are
plenty of nice ladies to speak with tonight. Let it go.”

“Tha’s easy fer you t’ say. How many gropes
did you get when she cummed in your lap?”

Drew scowled. “You got a lot to learn
about—”

“Yeah, fine. Wha’ever. Forget it. She’s just
another piece of ass.”

Dead quiet.

Mrs. Smith barely contained a righteous fury.
“You apologize for that remark. Right now,”

Malloy gave a small, disparaging noise
between his lips. “You gotta be kidding. I’m not going t’ say
‘sorry’ to any bitch. Most especially yours.”

Drew softly put down his drink. Mrs. Smith’s
hand crept up behind her, near her dress’s waistband and something
faintly clicked. “I’m warning you,” she said.

“Warnin’ me?” Malloy shook his head.
“Bullshit!”

“You’re here as a guest, Mr. Malloy. Start
acting like it.”

Malloy’s scornful laugh filled the parlor.
“You line up your whore bitches like t’ holes they are, and then
pretend tha’ they’re t’ good for anyone. Well, I know better. I
know exactly what you are. Cunt.”

Malloy never saw it coming. Drew spun him
around and landed a vicious punch on and continued well past the
jaw. Malloy fell like a ton of bricks and lay very still.

Drew tried to pick up Malloy, but the drunk’s
dead weight made it difficult. Then Mr. Ronson stepped forward and
together, as Malloy hung face down between them, they carried him
out. The vestibule door and then the outer door swung open followed
by a “One, two, three” from Drew and a faint thump on the
sidewalk.

Mr. Ronson returned and casually dusted off
his hands, unperturbed, but Drew picked up his drink with fire
still in his eyes.

Henry rushed into the parlor, a taser in
hand. “What is it? Mrs. Smith? Ma’am, are you hurt?”

“I’m fine. But I’m indebted to Mr. Ronson and
Mr. Sullivan for removing a piece of trash.” She waved toward the
general direction of the street.

Henry holstered the taser, stepped to the
parlor window and peered out at the night. “Was he still alive
after he hit the pavement?”

“Don’t know. Don’t care,” Drew said. He
finished his drink in one gulp.

“Good show,” Mr. Bosworth piped up. “Really,
Mrs. Smith, why did you allow him past your door?”

“I sought to repay a kindness, sir. That’s
all I will say.” Mrs. Smith smiled and grabbed me by the back of
the collar. “Pray, everyone continue. Afterwards, you are all
invited to the Catacombs to top off the evening. A little
lagniappe. I know it isn’t usual, but perhaps we could all do with
another mild amusement.”

She pulled me along beside her, her slim hand
belying its hidden strength. I had hoped my portion of the evening
was finally over, but as I was half-dragged away and my still
feeble legs scrambled to find footing, I had no doubt as to who was
the ‘mild entertainment’.

Mrs. Smith didn’t immediately take me to the
Catacombs. I finally found my feet and was lead, bent forward at
the waist, to her office and behind the desk. Forced to kneel and
locked on a short chain to the padded swivel chair’s arm, I could
only stare at Mrs. Smith while she pounded at the laptop’s keys.
From the corner of my eye I caught an open e-mail screen. As Mrs.
Smith’s fingers flew over the keys, letters quickly appeared,
formed words and then sentences while her lips were set in a tight,
grim line. Only when she punched ‘Enter’ did she sit back and let
out a long, pent up, breath.

“Well, that’s done. That’s one last person to
whom I owe anything.” She glanced down and lifted my chin. “And how
about you? Any skeletons in your closet? I hope not, but if there
are, get rid of them. As fast as you can.”

The only thing I had to hide, if you could
call it that, was this place. But if all went according to plan, as
with the other ladies here, then I would have my ‘coming out’,
without a hood or mask. Then I would line up with the others to
meet a group of gentleman callers and then...

And then what? Go away to a life of
consensual submission? Was that all I wanted?

 


***

 


We wound up in an unfamiliar part the
Catacombs. After a descent of several steps, then twists and turns
beyond measure, Mrs. Smith brought me to a high-ceilinged but small
room. Old pipes ran along the walls, disappearing into crumbly
bricks. I lay on a strange rack, with tight leather straps all up
and down my arms, torso and legs on a horizontal frame that spread
my feet apart and left wide open my defenseless pussy. And we
weren’t alone for long. The guests filtered in, all led by the
maids who dashed off to guide others down to this hidden, dark den.
Lucinda, Chelsea and all the attendant ladies showed up too, and
soon everyone was crammed into the petite space, with even the
bound and gagged maids outside straining to see past everyone’s
heads and shoulders. There wasn’t enough room to swing a cat, but
that was the last thing on everyone’s minds. And if I had any doubt
as to what was next, Mrs. Smith took care of that.

She leaned down real close, again that gentle
hand on my hood-covered head. “You know what’s coming, don’t you?
Blink once if you do.”

My point of no return was passed long ago, or
didn’t she know that? She had me in the garden.

I blinked. Slowly.

Mrs. Smith returned my gaze and nodded.
“Good. Good, because I won’t ask you again.” Then she whispered
close to my ear; “I’m going to personally take over your
training.”

A rush of excited anticipation filled me.

“I also said you needed to be pushed. Time to
test those limits.”

Anticipation wrenched into numbing fear.

Mrs. Smith straightened and addressed the
eager crowd. “You are all here to witness the next phase of this
lady’s training. Earlier tonight she came to terms with Submission,
now she will embark on Sufferance. She will be made available to
someone in this room. A man...or woman.”

What?

I shook my head, screamed into the hood,
strained against the straps. No. No! But no one paid any
attention to my struggles. I felt like nothing more than a hole as
everyone, and I mean everyone, stared at me in naked desire.
One of the twins especially had it bad—the one dressed as a woman.
I could actually see her eyes change from mild interest to outright
lust as she licked her lips. But the one dressed as a man fingered
her tie, cold, calculating, removed.

“And just who is this person?” Mr. Bosworth
said.

“I have several people in mind,” Mrs. Smith
smoothly replied. “They might be surprised, but I hope one of them
will grace us with their consent. I mean to push this lady’s
boundaries tonight. Have her experience something new, a gentle
public rape. With that in mind I ask Ms. Janelle Astor’s
cooperation,” she nodded to the lustful twin, “and for their part
in ridding us of an uncouth visitor, Mr. Eric Ronson, and Mr. Drew
Sullivan.”

Huh!? Drew? Oh shit, heart beating faster,
faster.

Drew stared down at me. He stood just to my
left, hands clasped in front. Unlike the lustful twin, Janelle, his
eyes reflected an unexpected opportunity that suddenly presented
itself. Even behind his hands the bulge in his pants was obvious,
but there was something else in his face. Regret?

“Your offer is most generous, Mrs. Smith, but
I must decline,” he said. “There is a lady in whom I’m interested,
and to do this thing now will feel like breaking faith.”

He was interested in someone else? Who? Who’s
the bitch? Lucinda and Chelsea stood behind a couple of people near
my spread feet. I glared at them.

“Yes, I believe I know of whom you speak.
Does this lady return your interest?” Mrs. Smith asked.

“She doesn’t know.”

Mrs. Smith studied Drew. “Honor is a rare
quality these days. When your make your intentions known, I hope
your lady appreciates your principles,” Mrs. Smith said. “Ms.
Astor, what about you?”

“I think we too will pass,” said the one
dressed as a man.

“Cara, please—” Janelle pleaded.

Cara reached up and, with thumb and
forefinger, gently squeezed the middle of Janelle’s lips together.
“Don’t test me,” she said with a hiss. She turned back to Mrs.
Smith. “You ask for a gentle rape. My sister cannot oblige. She can
get most...rambunctious. That was one reason we came to you, to
find someone who wouldn’t snap like a twig. Since this lady you
offer is still new we wouldn’t want to chance marring her.”

I breathed a little easier. Again, another
close call.

“Thank you for your frankness, and concern,”
Mrs. Smith said. “That leaves you, Mr. Ronson.”

All eyes swung on the tall man. He still held
his drink, took a slow, unhurried sip and said, “Since everyone
else has declined, as a gentleman, I accept.”

“Excellent!” Mrs. Smith clapped her hands.
“You’ll find her most receptive. Enjoy.”

From that moment on, Mr. Ronson was all I
knew. Everyone else faded away as he casually finished off the
contents of his drink and sauntered around to stand between my
spread legs. His fingers tested my pussy, still wet and warm, then
his pants unzipped and a well endowed cock sprang out. He stroked
it a few times, using my pussy juices to lubricate the shaft, all
hard and shiny. His approach was slow, one sure step at a time to
build the tension, to allow everyone to witness in absolute clarity
the exact moment—

And then he was inside me. Just like that.
Simple and so easy. “Receptive” as Mrs. Smith said. Then a gentle
rocking motion as the cock drove in, then back out and just as
effortlessly back in over and over again. Nothing dramatic.
But...good.

That was the only way to describe it. No
rockets launched or fireworks exploding. Just good. No hurry,
hurry, hurry fucking to his own inner beat. He pushed deep, and I
groaned with each thrust, but not in a ‘Fuck me, fuck me more’
desperation. People crowded around us. Their amazed whispers
tickled at my ears, but I ignored them, focused entirely on the
ongoing screw. And when he came it wasn’t a gushing geyser of a
fire hose, although still strong and manly, but slow, smooth in a
dreamlike way, with adequate satisfaction. A part of me gently
floated over the invasive crowd of voyeurs, looked back down and
saw myself at the center, all stretched out on the rape rack, my
head hanging back limp. Then my body convulsed as pleasure quickly
filled, then emptied out of me. But this orgasm wasn’t at war with
me, like so often before with many others. My eyes remained closed
and I hoped to hang on to the fleeting bliss, but too soon I
returned in a tight spiral to the mundane world, once more trapped
in my limiting shell of a body.

Blood still pounded in my ears and I couldn’t
hear much, but I did get a sense of Mrs. Smith thanking Mr. Ronson
for his services. People filed out, reluctant to leave. The twins
lingered, as did Drew Sullivan and the English couple.

“I don’t see what makes this one so special,”
Mrs. Bosworth said. The sharp question left no doubt as to a
tension between them. “You’ve had so many others through here, and
each one with more potential.”

“And each one didn’t quite live up to their
potential,” Mrs. Smith replied.

The two women glared at each other. Finally,
Mrs. Bosworth nodded. “Fair enough. Now, as for tonight, we’ll
have—”

“— one of the maids,” Mrs. Smith said,
cutting off Mrs. Bosworth. She scanned the maids who still hovered
at the door. “Hmm. Who? Serafina? No, perhaps not. She’s not ready.
I know. Judith. You’ll find her an appropriate challenge.”

“Well, we’ll see,” Mrs. Bosworth harrumphed,
obviously miffed at Mrs. Smith’s prior interruption. She exited,
followed by her husband.

The feminine twin, Janelle, could hardly take
her eyes off me. “When will you introduce her?”

“Wasn’t there someone else tonight whom you
liked?” Mrs. Smith said.

Cara cut in. “Lucinda intrigues. Does she
swing both ways?”

“Of course.”

“Good. Please make the arrangements. Come
along, Janelle.”

Janelle was just half a lip short of a full
on pout. “But I want her.”

“Jani, remember why we’re here. We’re not
looking for one night stands,” Cara said, not unkindly. “I’ve had
my fill of them, and you told me the same thing. Besides, you
couldn’t stop talking about Chelsea on our way down here.”

“Yes, but... Oh, you’re probably right. But
this one...” Again, that lustful stare, but this time fleeting and
she sighed. “Oh, all right then. Yes, Chelsea.”

“Excellent,” Mrs. Smith said. “I’ll arrange
private introductions with both ladies.” She herded everyone out.
“As for you, Mr. Sullivan, I think it best we talk in my office
about this mysterious lady you mentioned. Come along now...”

And so they left me there, forgotten as cum
dripped from my pussy, my arms and legs still tightly tied down,
the hood unforgiving in its restrictive wrap, the gag blocking my
mouth and allowing only deep throated groans as I protested my
sudden solitude. The soft lights overhead cut out. Only a dim red
glow remained from an emergency lamp down the hallway.

Wilson would come for me. Or perhaps Fay. But
time wore on and still I lay, bound, spread, available for anyone
who just “happened” along. Like there was a lot of foot traffic
down here anyway. Yet, I did hear something, distant boots and the
slap of bare feet, pleadings and screams. The regular training in
the Velvet Glove continued, but with nothing to indicate someone
had remembered to say, “Wait, isn’t Dawn still tied up down there?”
Yet, as the screams and whip cracks faded away into the dead of
night and quiet filled my ears, it became quite clear I hadn’t been
forgotten.

I had heard the approach of boots before;
heavy, dull treads that preceded the arrival of Henry, or Cat Eyes.
But these were different. The steps were shorter with a definite
click-click, click-click, and my heart beat faster
with each stride. They slowed the closer they got to the door and I
lifted my head, strained to see just who it was. But the first
thing I saw, framed sideways in the door and covered in red light
was an erect cock. It slowly advanced and then I realized it wasn’t
a cock but a life-like strap-on dildo. Then a woman stood there.
The red light glowed on her bare stomach and full breasts,
illuminating the thigh high spiked boots and leather hood. I
couldn’t tell the color of her hair, but it cascaded about her
shoulders. She stood there a moment. Then, still in the hallway,
turned to face me. A cruel smile played on full lips.

Click...click. Click...click.
She advanced bit by bit. One hand slowly reached up, the tongue
came out and licked slim fingers, then they stroked the dildo until
it was all shiny.

I stopped breathing. Oh, shit! Who was this?
Janelle? Did she manage to talk Mrs. Smith into letting her back
down here? Or did she sneak back on her own? Closer and closer, the
dildo advanced and I railed against the straps, my body contorting
as little as allowed. No, stop!

Lips parted, teeth flashed in a killer smile.
The tongue emerged and slowly licked them all around.

My legs strained against the straps to
somehow free themselves. My head also shook, attempting to tell
this woman ‘Back off!’ All in vain. Soon, she stood well within the
open ‘V’ of my legs. Two hands clutched my head in a vise-like
grip, stilled my thrashings, forced me to look up at her.

So began the rape.

At first there was a deliberate, easy
spearing, but more for like testing the waters, for slickness, and
how far my depths extended. One, maybe two slow thrusts, a complete
removal and then she viciously rammed home.

Her hips pounded, like a jackhammer, and
lightly grazed against my inner thighs. Memory of the glow I
experienced with Mr. Ronson, the not so high but comfortable
heights to which I climbed, were ripped away and I could do nothing
to stop it. Relentless, just relentless, she forced the dildo to do
its wonderfully unholy chore, an unforgiving rod of ecstatic
punishment. Ram, ram, ram! My hips bucked, my breath caught. Oh
god!

I tried to close my eyes, tried to climb
those sweet heights again. An open palm cracked across my covered
cheek and I fell back to earth. Both hands gripped me again and I
knew from those dark eyes that lasered into mine that this wasn’t
any syrupy, romantic rendezvous. And once those eyes caught mine, I
was pinned. They drew me in until all I knew was a terrible, savage
pleasure.

Her mouth found a tit, bit my nipple and I
cried out, muffled by the gag. She did it again, perfect straight
teeth that pulled back, extended the nipple and turned the skin
around the small aureole an angry red. Then, satisfied with her
tease, she started to transfer over to the other. Mouth opened, she
stopped, then looked up at me and smiled. She didn’t need to work
on that one.

Pound, pound. The dildo, the hips, the harsh
thrusts that just wouldn’t stop, they all sent me spinning out.

She looked straight down at me, full lips
smiled in the hood’s mouth hole. Then a hand tore away the mouth
plug and the rip of velcro echoed in the small room.

“Uhhhh!” I gasped, then croaked,
“Who...are...you!”

In answer, her mouth covered mine, lipstick
smeared across my naked lips and a powerful tongue dove deep. The
hands held my head tight again and I had no choice but to drink of
her sweet female waters, allow her to rape my mouth. Yet, my tongue
swirled about hers, pressed up and sought out every last drop it
might find. I wanted… Fuck, I wanted her!

And then – spontaneous combustion.

The orgasm hit with a wallop. Oh fuck, it
nearly drove me insane! I screamed again, but this time not in
protest. And not from behind a gag, but right into her mouth. I
tried to gulp air but instead got only her intoxicating breath.
Hands held me tighter than before. My eyes popped open, but I was
blind. I rocked and rolled, struggled this way and that, while wave
after wave of explosive rapture threatened to tear me apart.

And then...

She slapped me again. Four times. Hard. Back
and forth, back and forth. Wrenched back to reality. I could see
again, even if things were more than a little fuzzy. I could see
the cruel vicious curve of the lips, the sadistic gleam in the
eyes. Yet, behind them there also lurked...desperation?

She backed away, the dildo pulled out and
left me cold and empty. Just like that it was over. A strong hand
pushed the gag back in my mouth, nimble fingers dabbed at my wet
eyes. Gentle. Kind. As if to enjoy a luscious desert, she licked
her fingers clean.

She leaned down. A gentle hand caressed my
hood covered brow. A breathy voice. “Now, was that so bad?”


Chapter Seven

Out Of The Past

 


Mrs. Smith

 


I had to offer Dawn up, and especially to a
woman. Some might whisper favoritism since it was Janelle, so I
also included Mr. Sullivan and Mr. Ronson. Thankfully, Cara stepped
forward and reined in her twin sister’s outright lust. I could
count on Cara, the more level headed, if not the more passionate.
But Mr. Sullivan’s decline of Dawn surprised me; the way he watched
her all evening, and how he defended her honor against that lout
Malloy told me that maybe we already had a match. And all this
about “breaking faith” with another lady made me wonder what he
would say if I told him that that same lady was already spread open
before him. Of course, I could only guess at what lady he meant,
but in this case I was confident my “guess” was close to a sure
thing. After all, they both worked at the same office! Any fool
could put two and two together.

Fools usually surround me in the art of
matchmaking, and SM matchmaking at that. The quest for their
perfect mate clouds everyone’s brains, and it seems that I’m the
only one who’s clear headed. There are rare exceptions, like Mr.
Ronson, who don’t get lost in a licentious, emotional fog, but who
remain calm and in control. In Mr. Ronson’s case almost too much in
control. I had hoped that with Dawn he would demonstrate more
fervor but, in the end, he didn’t leave Dawn wanting, unless it was
for popping her lesbo cherry. In the end, I was more grateful to
him than he knew, because then I got to pop it.

Dawn had no idea that it was me, I am sure.
At least, not until the end. Not even when I crushed my mouth on
her sweet lips, then drove my tongue down her throat while my hips
pounded the strap-on into that marvelous pussy. When she climaxed
and her eyes rolled back I knew this wouldn’t be her only rape from
a woman. Even though she fought me with all her resolve and begged
to know her ravager, those latent tendencies still made themselves
known. Only at the last, as she gasped for breath from my lungs,
did I reveal myself. At my whisper her eyes sparked in
semi-recognition. When Lawrence brought her to the office the next
morning the spark remained, even though I did nothing to encourage
it.

She waited while I took my time and studied
the potential matches from last night. In the heat of the moment
any potential couple, (SM, gay, or vanilla, it doesn’t matter) will
always think they’ve found their true match. If only either of them
would back away, let things cool off, then maybe they might save
themselves a lot of grief. It may sound cold, but living with
someone for the rest of your life has a lot more to do than just
shooting off rockets and seeing stars. (How much of a whipping can
she take? Is he a ropes and gags man? Will she accept a labia ring?
Does he want to give her one? And, most importantly, does he/she
squeeze the toothpaste at the end or in the middle?) Most people
don’t think of these things because they’re just so glad to find
someone, anyone, with even a hint of compatibility. That’s where I
step in. Compatibility, yes. Camaraderie, better. Consumed with
passion, best. I arrange private meetings at least a week, maybe
two, after the initial encounters. If both people still want to
meet, then we’re on our way. On the other side of the coin,
sometimes they need a little encouragement, like with the just
departed Emma and Mr. Reynolds. Neither gave the other much of a
second thought at their initial meeting, but I noticed a certain
chemistry between them, even if they didn’t. Both were surprised
when I recommended to them separately that they spend more time
together. As it turned out that chemistry transformed into a full
on chain reaction. Three days ago an e-mail arrived from Mr.
Reynolds in Barbados thanking me and that he would spread the word
to like-minded friends about the Velvet Glove. Another success
story. And, hopefully, a couple more from last night too.

Chelsea and Lucinda might just have found
their matches. The interaction between Lucinda and Cara seemed
genuine, and Cara wasn’t one to lightly throw around her
affections. Chelsea now, she ran hot and cold so maybe a two week
wait was necessary for her before she met either Janelle or Mr.
Ronson. Janelle’s emotions burned bright and hot, but Mr. Ronson
now, that was a slow burn not easily distinguished. He had Chelsea
on his mind, I could tell, which was probably why his encounter
with Dawn wasn’t totally up to expectations. But I watched
Chelsea’s reaction to his rape of Dawn, and it made me think that
maybe she should meet only one of them. The question was, which
one? Mr. Ronson or Janelle. But Chelsea had waited a long time for
her first mixer, and necessarily so. No sense in rushing things
now.

And speaking of rushing, I could sense Dawn’s
growing impatience.

She didn’t speak even though her mouth was
empty. She had learned that lesson. Her feet shifted, which rattled
the light chain that connected her ankles. From the center of that,
another chain ran up to one that connected both wrist cuffs. A
final one ascended from the wrist cuff chain to the front of her
high posture collar that wrapped Dawn’s swan neck, forced her chin
up and, with her full lips, gave an artificially haughty look.

Her feet moved again. The chains clinked.

I didn’t glance up from the laptop.
“Sufferance, dear one. Sufferance. Can you tell me what goes with
that?”

Dawn didn’t answer right away. She stood
still in thought and the chains ceased their light rattles. I
planned to impart what went hand in hand with Sufferance, but a
small part of me hoped Dawn would intuit it on her own.

“Patience,” she said.

Now I did stop working. I expected an answer,
but not the right one. At least, not right away. Again that
electric excitement from our first meeting returned. Could she be
the one? I took a breath, remained outwardly calm, even blasé.
“Very, very good. Now, tell me how Sufferance and Patience go
together.”

Another pause. Shorter. Then she spoke
again.

 


And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each
check without accusing you of injury

 


My hand slapped the desk. This was way too
good. A novice doesn’t supply quick, sophisticated answers like
that. I jumped up and came around the desk, got right in Dawn’s
face. “Who have you been talking to?”

“Ma’am?”

“It’s Fay, isn’t it? She tells you what’s
coming. I’ll personally whip her ass so red—”

“No, ma’am! It’s not her. Please don’t hurt
Fay!”

“Then who?” When Dawn didn’t answer I jerked
the neck chain. “Who!”

The color drained from Dawn’s face. She took
a big swallow. “You.”

Another pause. Now it was my turn to swallow.
“What’re you talking about?”

“Your notes! In the books! The private
library. When I dusted I had to take down some of the books. Some
were marked up with notes. Your notes. I knew the handwriting. I
read as much as I could. I’m sorry. Sorry! I didn’t know it was
wrong.”

We stood thus, almost nose to nose, Dawn’s
chin lifted up, eyes wide while I...I tried to keep my anger under
control at how the secrets of my training program were so easily
found out. But then, why should I be angry? This quality in Dawn,
of not just waiting for the lesson, but going out and teaching
herself, was a good sign. In fact, excellent.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” Dawn breathed. “Sorry!
Please don’t throw me out.”

“Throw you out?” I smiled and wrapped the
chain around my fist. Another sudden jerk and her lips met mine.
She squealed, eyes wide as my tongue pressed down on hers. Then,
just as quick, I released her. Dawn staggered back, a stunned
expression that revealed she was now certain that I had indeed
committed the late night rape.

“Throwing you out is the last thing that I’ll
do.” I returned behind the desk and tried to still my excited,
shaking hands, tried to keep my voice calm. “If anything, we’re
going to get even closer.”

 


***

 


I led my protégé to my private apartment, the
place where I let my hair down and allowed myself to do or say
anything as a relief valve to the pressure of constant public
decorum. Dawn suffered an enclosed hood on the way there, and
always later whenever we left. I had my reasons to deprive her of
knowledge of exactly where I spent my quiet time. Of course, it
wasn’t always so quiet as I made sure she exercised her lungs. And
what a beautiful scream. Move over Fay Wray.

Every night I made love to her, as only a
woman can to a woman. With her tied legs spread wide, I attacked
her at all hours of the night, held her tight in my fist while she
cried for mercy and tears streaked down the sides of her head. She
begged to receive a cock, any cock, but I just laughed.

“No, baby,” I said. “No pulsing hot rod for
you. I’m having way too much fun.”

“Please. Please! Can’t you just let me have
Henry? Or even Cat Eyes?”

“Cat Eyes? Who’s that? Oh! You mean—” I
stopped, almost revealing more than I should. “The one with the
yellow eyes. Maybe. Maybe you’ll get him, but only if you’re very
good and learn...your...lessons.” I grunted and drove my hand even
further up her pussy.

“Ahh! Uuoohhh! Please, ma’am. Not so hard! I
can’t...can’t take—”

“Oh yes, you can, Miss Flynn. The last few
days have proven that.” I pulled my hand out a little, twitched my
middle finger over the clit hood, then gently flipped it back. A
tiny nub pressed against my fingertip, full and erect and I
carefully, carefully stroked it. Dawn’s indrawn breath between her
teeth told me everything I needed to know.

“We’re just getting started,” I said. “Barely
scratched the surface my hot, pretty thing. But if you want a rod,
then who am I to say no?”

I dragged her to my playroom and tied her
face forward, bent over a spanking horse. Her stomach sweat made
the black leather shine. I ambled around in front while she craned
her head up. Her eyes grew wide as I slowly placed the strap-on
harness around my hips, positioned the huge dildo just so above my
pussy, then lubed it all up from helmet head to base.

“Oh my god. You can’t stick that in me!”

“Oh, yes, I am,” I said. “And you’re going to
scream like the wild slut I know you are, and I’m going to enjoy
every second of it.”

I lubed up Dawn’s asshole, my greasy fingers
around the rim of the anus, then delved inside and twisted around
to make sure the dildo didn’t lack for easy access. Dawn’s hips
bucked from side to side. From back over her shoulder, one eye
showed a lot of white and she bit her lip. Dawn was scared, no
doubt, but never once told me to stop. At last I withdrew and lined
up the dildo. She made me work for it, keeping that little asshole
tight, muscles clenched, then she opened up like a flower. A moan
escaped her throat and she hung her head.

I reached down and twined greasy fingers in
that soft, golden angel hair. “Oh, no, my little slut,” I said.
“You’re not hiding down there! I want to see you feel this.”

My hips pounded just like a man’s against her
ass cheeks. Wham, wham, wham! I didn’t let up for a second. Dawn
grit her teeth, hands curled into white-knuckled fists. Her breaths
escaped with each slap of my hips against her ass, but she wasn’t
about to give me an inch. I kicked it up a notch, shoved the dildo
to new depths. Then...

“Ma’am, oh, ma’am!”

“What? You want me to stop?” Shove, thrust.
Pound!

“Oh! Ma’am, no, don’t...”

Power. Driving force. Deeper, deeper.

“You fucking slut. You cum right now!”

Breathless. “Ma’am! Oh, christ!”

Right into her stomach.

“Give it up, slut!”

Rip a new fuckin’ hole!

“Let me hear you scream. You bitch. You
bitch!”

“Ah ah ah AAAAiiieeehhh!!!”

Oh music. Sweet music.

I pulled out, rushed around front, crushed
her head between my hands and kept it there when she tried to tear
away. The orgasm ripped through her, a massive internal battle that
left her victor and vanquished. Tears spilled from squeezed shut
eyes, down rounded cheeks. I kissed, licked them away, and their
salty taste was like nectar. I nearly swooned myself.

“You are so beautiful,” I told her through
the tears. Then I slapped her. Hard. “Don’t you ever try to fight
an orgasm again. You hear me?”

Nothing.

Slap, crack! Cheeks bright red.

“Do you hear me?”

“Yes! Yes, I obey!”

Crying jags overtook Dawn and I released her,
led her back to the bed, allowed her to curl up in my arms. When
she calmed down I gazed at her eyes. In the half-light they were
all puffy, red, and waiting, just waiting. I could have done
anything and she would have consented, but all I wanted was her
pleasure that arose from pain. My hand slipped into her hole, drove
her back to the edge of joy and despair, then over into a freefall
of bliss. And when she was done I dragged her by the hair, back
into the playroom, opened the drapes and strung her up, to face the
rising sun. My whip cracked against that wonderful, delicate skin.
An angel, beautifully marred.

 


***

 


Henceforth, Dawn learned Sufferance. She was
a slut, of course, but each lady enters that phase. Some never come
out of it and lose themselves in endless physical gratification of
one indulgently painful orgasm after another. I hoped Dawn was
something more. As the days lengthened and she trailed after me in
my daily chores (except to the Tombs), I worried that she wouldn’t
come out of it. After I removed the hood at a safe distance from my
apartment her expression always held that hunger, that unspoken
plea of ‘Take me, take me now’. Sometimes in the quiet of my
office, as I took a break from behind the desk, my finger traced
over her wet, runny pussy lips and I would allow her to lick it
clean. She begged me many times to use her, rape her until she
passed out, but I had other duties. When she got too demanding I
would hogtie her and stick in a dildo vibrator turned on full. A
rag-stuffed mouth kept the noise to a minimum and allowed me to
work in relative peace. More than once Henry, Lawrence, or even a
gentleman caller came in and discussed things while Dawn rolled
around on the floor in shameless ecstasy. Once I had to slap her
ass because the gag wasn’t enough to contain her fanatical screams.
A gentleman caller was present at the time, the one represented by
Mr. Ronson. I’m not going to mention his name, but he is certainly
recognizable to anyone in the general public. We had to sneak him
in, all the while on the look out for paparazzi. Dawn’s thrashings
would have distracted most people. (What am I saying? They
distracted me!) But the drop-dead gorgeous gentleman caller
remained focused on the purpose of his visit.

“You’ve been promising an introduction for
weeks,” he said, that voice as seductive as the rest of him. “I’m
tired of playing the publicity game with my love life. And you know
the type of lady I’m looking for. What’s taking so long?”

“Matchmaking moves at it’s own pace,” I said.
“Yes, you’ve been patient, but would you have me just throw any
lady at you? Women have been doing that to you already for years,
or have the papers got it wrong all this time?”

The ruggedly handsome face fell a little.
“No, not always. But I’m not the love ‘em and leave ‘em kind of guy
they say I am.”

“I know you’re not, or else I wouldn’t accept
you as a client. But, I do have a lady in mind.”

His eyes lit up. Eager. “Really? Can I see
her?”

“I don’t think—”

“Maybe if you just point her out to me. I
won’t talk to her. I promise.” He was like an anxious boy.

“Well, you have been patient. I must warn
you, the lady I have in mind is quite a handful, still raw and I’m
not sure if she’s right for anyone at all. But you can watch from
behind mirrored glass.” I pressed a button on the desk and Chelsea
and Judith entered, dressed in maid’s uniforms. Chelsea seemed
uncomfortable in so many clothes, and she stared at Dawn, eyes
narrowed in envy at seeing her roll around on the floor. Since I
had taken Dawn in as a special project, even brought her to my
private apartment, Chelsea’s jealousy had visibly grown. Well,
Chelsea’s days as my personal assistant were numbered from the
moment Dawn walked through the door. Not because I didn’t like
Chelsea, I did, a lot. But her path and Dawn’s were different.
Chelsea was ultimately destined for a master, while Dawn...

I cleared my throat to get Chelsea’s
attention off of Dawn. She apparently didn’t hear. Judith elbowed
her in the ribs and her head snapped up.

“Yes, ma’am?” they both said.

“Chelsea, take this gentleman to the
observation booth. Yes, you heard me right. Lawrence will expect
you. Judith, you’ll help prepare this one on the floor.” I studied
Dawn; she lay quiet, currently in between orgasms. Glassy eyes, but
they focused when I mentioned her name. “Dawn needs to see this
too. It’s time she experiences the Tombs.”

 


***

 


Judith led Dawn on a light chain locked to
the front of the collar. Dawn’s body still shone in sweat here and
there, and she shivered as we descended beyond the sub-basement
level. Halfway down the second flight of stairs she turned around
and looked back up at me, filled with wondrous dread.

“Eyes front,” I said. “Watch your feet. It’s
going to get even more steep.”

At the third flight the stairs turned ladder
like. Dawn slowed down, probably because her arms were pinned in
back due to the elaborate body harness, but also due to nervous
uncertainty.

“Where...where are we going?” she said.

“Be quiet. I don’t want to gag you, but I
will.”

We arrived at the bottom of the stairs.
Fluorescent lights in an arched ceiling revealed a yellow tunnel
that extended in each direction. Not far from where we stood on
either side were two intersections, one tunnel painted sky blue,
the other spring green. I signed for Judith to lead the way down
the green one.

“These old steam tunnels were virtually
forgotten,” I said. “Quite a mess when we stumbled on them; wires
corroded and hanging everywhere. Some are quite short, others go
for a ways, even right out under the street. They’re all bricked
off at various points, like no one could be bothered with them
anymore. Thing is, there are several rooms off each tunnel, old
offices or storerooms perhaps. We’ve given them a new purpose.”

On our right a double door yawned open, one
of the old storerooms, bigger than most, and it needed to be for
what happened here. The huge vat took up most of the space.

Serafina knelt between Wilson and Henry, arms
held out straight and gripped firm in theirs. A red rubber suit
contoured tight to her entire frame, all shiny in the bright light.
She was scared. Good.

“You know where you are?” I said.

Serafina tried to avoid looking at me.

“Answer!”

“Yes! Yes, ma’am. These are the Tombs.”

I nodded for Wilson and Henry to release her.
They did and readied the elaborate equipment. “Not just any place
in the Tombs, Serafina,” I said. “You know what happens in this
room.”

“No! Oh, god, ma’am. Please, no!”

Serafina started to cry and threw herself at
my feet, her rubber encased hands gripped my granny boots, her
forehead pressed on my toes.

Henry and Wilson tested the guy wires,
snapped the clamps on to the rings that ran up and down the legs,
back and arms of the rubber suit.

“Ma’am, please.” Serafina whined through her
tears. “I beg you!”

“This is it, Serafina,” I said. “This is your
last chance.”

“No! Not like this.”

“Yes. Exactly this way.” I bent down and
twisted her head back. “You say you want a match, yet I wonder if
you want to be here at all. You are the worst SAM that I’ve ever
met, and you somehow still think that’s what a mate wants. I’ve
tried to teach you that it’s not. High-spirited, yes. Even
strong-willed. But not an all out bitch. And that’s what you are.
If I can’t convince you, then you’re going to convince yourself.
And that’s all who’ll be with you for the next who knows how many
hours or days down here. Time to decide what you want, Serafina.
Time to look inside yourself.”

I snapped my fingers and motors whirred. In
an instant Serafina went from groveling on the floor to four feet
in the air, arms and legs in an X, stretched out to their limits.
Wilson wrapped her long hair in a tight knot, then attached hoses
to small openings in the suit for her pussy and asshole.

I turned to Dawn, ready to have her taken
out, afraid that her seeing the whole process might be too much,
but she hadn’t paled, didn’t act fearful. Instead, she was
fascinated.

“You’re going to immerse her?”

“Total sensory deprivation.”

Dawn tried to step closer to Serafina, but
Judith tugged back on her leash. I signed for Judith to let up and
Dawn walked all around a quivering Serafina. She took in every
detail, the shiny rings and hooks, the strength of the guy wires,
but most of all, she studied Serafina’s face.

“Total deprivation?” she said. “Then what
about all this?” She pointed around Serafina’s ears, nose and
eyes.

My heart leapt. I tried to control my
excitement. “What are you saying?”

“Ears still hear underwater, the nose smells
rubber, the eyes pressure on a tight blindfold.”

Yes!

“What would you suggest?” My hands gripped
each other tight in hope.

Dawn shook her head. “I don’t know. You’re
the expert. Some kind of blockage? But something soft.”

Pride swelled in me. She had figured it out.
I had Judith draw Dawn back. Wilson used tweezers and stuffed
Serafina’s ears and nose with fluffy cotton. Two thick, round
cotton pads covered the eyes, then Wilson quickly drew the hood
back and affixed a mouth piece with dangling tube. He said “All
set” to Henry and the motors whirred again. Serafina was lifted
higher, then back to the large tank of tepid water. She struggled
against the guy wires, a red, vaguely human shaped thing that
flailed against her certain fate. Slowly, she came back down, limbs
thrashing that made little waves. Henry threw a switch and a little
monitor relayed Serafina’s vital signs back to Lawrence in the
observation booth.

“She’ll struggle for a while longer, test the
resistance of the wires, anything just to feel,” I said. “Then
she’ll tire out. Soon she’ll lose her orientation, not know which
way is up or down. After that the barriers in her mind will fall
away. The denials will break down and the best tool of torture and
truth will take over – her mind.”

Already Serafina’s struggles were
subsiding.

I said, “I could arrange such a thing for
you.”

Dawn’s eyes grew wide. She stepped back.

I smiled, placed my hand against her chest.
Her heart hammered. “But maybe not yet. Come, it’s time we allow
Serafina her chance at enlightenment.”

The lights dimmed to a soft green glow and we
left. Back in my office Dawn was very quiet the rest of the day.
Already just the mere thought of the Solitude Tank raced through
her mind. That night, when I took her to bed, she curled up in my
arms, a scared little thing, seeking protection from her own inner
demons. Demons not of how she might find herself in the tank, I
hoped, but of how she now knew that she could very well place
others there.

 


***

 


The next few weeks were a wonderful time.
While I worked, Dawn watched and learned, even if she didn’t know
it. She eventually came back out of her shell, and the slut was
gone. Oh, the slut still returned when we locked ourselves away for
the night, but during the day she became my aide. We spoke, kept
each other company and laughed. She even started to pick up on my
slightly archaic vocabulary. Her progress, stalled for so long on
many levels, now turned rapid.

Case in point. I still hadn’t fully decided
on whether Chelsea should meet Janelle or Mr. Ronson. Cara had
already privately called on Lucinda and soon they would go out on
their first escorted date. Janelle’s attitude toward Chelsea was
still hot, but I leaned toward giving Mr. Ronson first crack
because he seemed the more mature, even if a little distant. Dawn
noticed both their files called up side by side on my laptop, and
also that I stared out at nothing as I tried to come to a decision.
She cleared her throat.

“What is it, Dawn?” I said. I was a little
irritated at having my flow on concentration interrupted.

“Ma’am, forgive my presumption, but I think
you should have Chelsea meet Janelle first. And the sooner the
better.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, ma’am. Janelle needs to realize that
she must somehow control her hot and cold streaks. Allow her to
meet Chelsea, and even allow them to date, but keep away all the
leather and not allow them to go to bed until the third date. On
the other hand, if Cara wants to bed Lucinda, encourage it.”

Now I was interested. I think I more than
liked the way this girl thought. But I continued to play devil’s
advocate. “Don’t allow Janelle to touch Chelsea, but let Cara have
her way with Lucinda. Isn’t that a bit of a double-standard?”

“Cara is a mature woman. Janelle is still a
girl. She needs to grow up. Knowing that you trust Cara with
Lucinda, that she won’t toy with her emotions, might just make
Janelle know that there are privileges to maturity. Perhaps a
double date?”

“Interesting. Yes, a good idea.” Again, my
heart started to race. Dawn might just work out—

“Ma’am, that’s not all. Make sure Mr. Ronson
knows that Janelle is going out with Chelsea. By his reaction
you’ll know if they are a match.”

Is this the scared woman who followed me back
here, then ran out in a blind panic? Yes, it was, but now confident
and more assured every day. Her development advanced in leaps and
bounds.

“Dawn, all I can say is I am most
pleased.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Such deserves a reward. Say an outing.
Lunch.”

Dawn laughed. “You mean, I get to wear
clothes?”

“Of course, my dear. But that’s not all
you’ll wear.”

 


***

 


The place I had in mind was a kink friendly
restaurant in SoHo. A bit of a stroll but not so far to heavily tax
someone. And when I meant “kink friendly” I didn’t mean you could
put a slave on the floor by your chair and feed her scraps.
Friendly, yes, but the owner, Armand, still needed to cater to
vanilla clients too. As long as you remained discreet, you could
still top your dining partner.

We promenaded down the boulevard, dressed in
classic Edwardian fashion. People stared at us, not only because of
our attire, but also because Dawn followed me at the end of a
leash. Back at the house Dawn seemed fine with the lace neck trim
of the dress, but when I approached with the leash she was
mortified.

“Now, now,” I said. “You’ve made great gains.
You’ve already been publicly punished. This should be just like a
walk in the park.”

“But everyone will see!”

“That’s the whole point. I’ll take it off
when we get near the restaurant. Unless you give me a reason not
to.”

Dawn submitted. And beautifully too. I
checked on her a couple of times as we strolled along and her
cheeks were flushed just the right shade of pink, her eyes always
downcast. They stayed that way as a couple of taxi’s honked at us,
even when one slowed down and the driver asked if we wanted a ride
for free. Dawn reacted like a nervous filly but I reeled her in and
advised the driver that we were nearly at our destination. The
driver’s face fell and the taxi slowly drove off. We were just a
few doors from La Canard Noir so this seemed as good a time as any
to detach Dawn from the leash.

“Now behave,” I said. “Prove that you deserve
this reward. Don’t forget that you still wear the wrist cuffs. Test
me and I’ll take you back tied up in front of everyone.”

Dawn nodded, short and quick. She followed me
inside right on my heels.

We walked in right at the height of the lunch
hour. People crowded the waiting area but Armand escorted us right
past everyone. Just like out on the street more than a few people
stared, and continued to do so after Armand sat us at a table in
the middle of the quiet dining room.

“Madame, always a pleasure,” Armand said.
“The usual?”

“Yes, Armand, times two,” I said. “Perhaps
also an appetizer. You decide. I’m feeling adventurous.”

“Madame, whenever you grace us with your
presence it is an exquisite adventure.” Armand spoke to a nearby
waiter who rushed off for our appetizer. I thought that was the end
of it and Armand would return to the running of the business, but
he hung around the table.

“Your pardon, Madame, but there is a
matter...”

Armand seemed embarrassed. What was it? Did
he want me to stop with the subtle dominations of my lunch
partners? No, that probably wasn’t it as he acted quite warm when I
arrived with a subservient Dawn at my tail. Or perhaps... Yes! That
was it!

“Would you like an invitation to our next
mixer?” I said. “We still have an open slot and I would love to fit
you in.” I started to consult my PDA.

Armand laughed, low and easy. “The thought
had crossed my mind, but for now, there is a gentleman who wishes
to speak with you. He has been waiting in the bar since we opened.
Although how he knew you were coming here today—”

“I make no secret of my comings and goings,”
I said. “My website advises potential clients that they might find
me here. Although none have tried to do so, yet. Please show the
gentleman here.”

Armand moved off and I readied myself for a
subtle interrogation and to show off Dawn. I took a sip of lemon
water and located Armand as he wove his way back to our table, the
mysterious gentleman closely behind.

And I nearly choked.

“It has been a long time, hasn’t it?” the
gentleman said. “And look how you’ve changed. The Bosworths have
taught you well.”

The deep auburn hair was a little longer and
I suspect his muscle tone was still good if he had kept up with his
regimen of daily swims. The clear gray eyes stood out from his well
tanned face.

I just sat there, numb.

“May I join you? Ah, thank you, sir,” he said
to Armand who drew up a chair for him. Soon it was just the three
of us; myself in shocked silence, the smiling gentleman interloper,
and Dawn who’s eyes flicked uncertainly between us.

“I’m on an extended layover on my way to Rio.
Another junket. When I received your e-mail about Malloy I just had
to see you. I am sorry about the way Malloy acted, but at least you
helped me repay a large favor.”

“Think nothing of it,” I said and made little
attempt to hide my sarcasm. “Doing so allowed me to sever one more
tie with the past.”

“You mean me, of course,” he said, a smile
frozen in place. “You were so much more grateful when I won you
away from that beast Graham.”

“I was. And you made me pay. And pay.”

“Only because you wanted to.”

A silence stretched, and stretched, between
us. At last he said, “So, will you introduce me to your
companion?”

I cleared my throat. “Miss Flynn, this is
Miles Ford. My former master.”

Dawn’s hand stopped halfway to Miles’. He
spanned the rest of the distance and took it with both of his.
“Please don’t think your mistress is shy, Miss Flynn. I wasn’t her
master. I was her owner.”

“Her...owner? Dawn said. “But I
thought Justin Graham—”

“Ah. So you haven’t heard everything.” Miles
turned to me. “Miss Flynn should know with whom she deals with as
her mistress. Please bring her up to speed. The full story.”

“Is that an order?” I said.

“For old time’s sake.”

It was a long lunch.


Mrs. Smith

Sufferance

 


I spent eleven months with Justin Graham, and
each day felt like a hundred. I had gotten used to, if not entirely
comfortable with, Justin’s expectations. I anticipated his wants
and endured his bondage demands, especially in front of other
people. I sucked or fucked raging hard ons while others watched. I
was the trophy slut that Justin showed off, and not just to his
henchmen.

Many was the time I was bound up just behind
the Chinese screen, either to a pole, a chair or hogtied on my
stomach while Justin conducted “business”. From what I heard, some
were desperate souls, fallen on tough times who came to Justin for
a quick loan that was, as they put it, ‘Just to tide them over’.
Most of them paid it back, but some couldn’t. That’s when Justin’s
vultures swooped in, getting the money any way they could. At the
end of each month, as Justin counted up the take the collector’s
dicks grew and grew, and each hoped they would win and get to spend
a night with the ‘trophy’. As always Nick’s amounts would lag
behind the others, but even when he did have a rare good month,
Justin would still criticize him for not doing better.

“Why can’t you bring in the cash like the
others?” Justin said.

“Sometimes people just can’t pay, boss,” Nick
said.

“Then knock a few heads. Break an arm!”

“Oh, yeah,” Nick muttered. “That’ll really
get the money. Make ‘em so they can’t work.”

“What did you say, wiseguy?”

“I’ll get the money. I’ll get it.”

And he did. In all my time there Nick brought
in more cash on a consistent basis than the erratic others, yet
never enough to earn the top spot. Then, one day, he landed a
whale, which Justin in no way suspected was really a shark.

It happened after word got around on just
what, or who, Justin used as a poker chip. Justin loved the cards
and there was a poker game every weekend. Most times it was just a
low ante, a little something between thug friends kind of thing.
But then, around my fifth month, Justin started to reserve one
weekend for high rollers. Well dressed, articulate men (and one
woman) smelling of money showed up, ready to do battle not just for
chintzy pots that would pay for dinner at a fancy restaurant, but
the kind that might buy a new car, or even a house. Several houses.
Justin sometimes took part, and that’s where I came in. Especially
when he was short of funds.

“I’ll see you,” he said when the bet came
round to him one night. “With this.”

He pulled me forward from behind the Chinese
screen. I couldn’t say or do anything to protest of course, as my
mouth was filled with a leather plug and my arms were snug in an
armbinder. My legs were pressed together inside a tight hobble
skirt, but I still managed to half walk and half hop.

“What’s this?” one of the men said.

“My call, and even my raise. Whoever wins the
pot gets her for one hour.”

“Two hours,” said the woman.

Justin considered. “All right, two.”

After their initial surprise, none of the
players apparently thought twice about me being used as a ‘chip’.
Then I took a good look at them all. The clues were there, subtle
to be sure, but noticeable if you knew what to look for. Amongst
their expensive clothes the men sported little pendants on chains
from their vests, like some do with mason symbols, only these were
a tri-colored wheel that resembled the yin-yang. The universal BDSM
symbol I had come to learn. As for the woman, she wore a thin
choker around the neck, with a tiny ring that dangled in front.

They called Justin’s hand. Justin threw down
two pairs, ten highs. The men couldn’t match him, and Justin
reached for the pot. Then the woman showed a full house. Justin
kind of gawked, then laughed. “What’ll you do with her?”

“I’ll think of something,” the woman said.
“All those times subbing can’t help but give me ideas. Come on over
here, honey. Let me get a better look at you.”

I stood right where I was.

“Get over there,” Justin said, low and
menacing.

I shuffled over, absolutely petrified. The
woman gave me the once over, cornflower blue eyes set in a mature,
pretty face that held a bit of an edge. If not for the hobble skirt
my knees would have knocked all the way. I had been won in a poker
game. And by a woman!

“I didn’t know you swung both ways, April,”
one of the men said. “Not privately, anyway.”

“All those photo layouts with mistresses were
just posing,” April said. “But when the camera was put away, if I
liked the gal, things kept going.”

“Damn. And all those times I topped you we
could of gone three way. I never knew.”

“And you’ll never know. Not in the biblical
sense. I keep this to myself and my partner, whoever she is.”

They played another hand, then April told
them to deal her out. She grabbed my leash and I struggled to
shuffle along behind her. Soon we were in the playroom.

April took out the gag. “All right, baby.
What has Justin got on you?”

I played dumb. I had to. Justin said if I
ever told anyone things would get even worse. “I don’t know what
you mean.”

A hand slapped across my tit. A red palm
print formed.

“Now, unless you want the next one across
your face, start telling the truth. Justin is a brute. There’s no
way he can get a divine thing like you. Not without some kind of
leverage. So spill.”

I kept my mouth shut. The hand met my face
and I spun to the floor. The hobble skirt was ripped off amidst
savage yells from April.

“Fucking cunt! I asked you a question and
want the truth!”

Her hand found its way to my pussy. Wet,
slick, hot.

“No, no I can’t!” I said. “I’ve never...not
with...”

“You’ve never tasted pussy before? Not after
tonight. You’re going to get it either way, nice or nasty. It all
depends on you.”

Her hand shoved inside me, up to the first
set of knuckles.

“Aaahhh! No, don’t!”

“Why are you with him?” Another shove, up to
the second set. Her hand slowly formed a fist, pushed out on my
tender walls.

“Eeeii!” My legs kicked against the floor. I
tried to twist away but April had me good and tight. Her other hand
again slapped my face.

“Answer!”

“What the hell do you care?” I yelled. “I’m
just a fuck. Just something you won. So just fuck me. Fuck me!
That’s all you really want. Nothing else matters.”

April grabbed me by the roots of my hair. “It
matters,” she said, low and intense. “It matters. Tell me
everything or I swear when I’m done, you’ll run back to Justin’s
arms and beg him never to give you to me again.”

I told her everything.

 


***

 


In the end I almost did ask Justin never to
let a woman, any woman, have a go at me again. If April was like
all the others, a submissive woman who got a chance to turn the
tables on another of her kind, then I wanted nothing more to do
with them. After my confession April really set to work. I hung in
inverted suspension, legs spread, my head well above the floor
while she whipped my pussy raw. The whip tore across the inside of
my thighs and tender lips. I thrashed like a beast led to
slaughter, my hands tied tight to my waist, my hair flying wildly
about, stringy sweat-filled locks that dangled almost to the floor.
I cried, pleaded for her to let me down and service her, but April
only laughed, her suppressed sadistic side for once given free
reign.

At last the whipping did stop, replaced by
April’s mouth on my cunt. She dove into me, sucked me dry and I
begged her to stop. A finger found my clit, roughly pushed back the
hood and she sucked on that too. Teeth bit on the clit, and I
screamed louder than ever before. In pain. In orgasm. It was all
the same.

She let me down, a crumpled ruin. But that
wasn’t the end of it. Oh, no. The whip cracked again and I scurried
around, an exhausted, frightened animal. Red marks formed and
criss-crossed my back, my legs, my stomach, any part the whip
slashed. If I didn’t move fast enough, didn’t give her enough
sport, then the whip stopped. April’s hands slapped my tits, then
my face, again and again until I scrambled away, dizzy with pain.
At one point, she did pause, but not from compassion. As I lay and
panted in a corner, through my matted hair I watched as she
adjusted the strap-on harness around her hips, then selected and
snapped on the largest dildo.

“You...You can’t stick that thing in me,” I
said, in between breaths.

“You’ve got a tight little ass,” she said.
“I’ve heard how nice it is from...a mutual friend. Time to broaden
its horizons.”

“That thing will kill me!”

“No, it won’t. Staying here with Justin.
That’ll kill you.”

She lubed up the shaft and I tried to crawl
away, like a pathetic worm, my sore legs doing little to delay the
inevitable. April got me on my hands and knees, ready to do it
doggy style. The black shaft parted the anus, pushed past the
tense, tiny hole and I screamed and screamed again.

“I’m not listening to anymore of this shit,”
April said.

She pulled out, and I hoped that was end of
it. Next thing I knew my sweaty head was completely enclosed in a
leather hood, with tiny eye slits and short, round tubes for the
mouth and nose. A zipper in back tightened the whole thing and my
world got very, very small.

“Turn around here. Turn around!” she shouted,
and flipped me over on my back. “Take it!”

A deflated rubber balloon invaded my mouth
and I nearly choked. But April stopped just at my limit and
furiously worked a pump at the other end of a rubber tube. The
inflatable gag grew and grew, pushed down on my tongue, outward
against my cheeks, and with each squeeze of air my eyes got wider
and wider. At last, again just before I thought I couldn’t take
anymore, April stopped. She held my leather head in her hands and
those jaded, blue eyes looked deep into mine for a long time. I
tried to blink away the tears.

“Your crying doesn’t mean shit,” she said.
“You’re the one who put yourself here. Not me.” She pulled at a
couple of zippers on the eye slits and I never saw her again that
night.

April flipped me back over and doggy style
ruled; up the ass, then the pussy. Her hips rocked against mine
without let up. Then she pulled away, threw me on my back, removed
the gag and sat on my mouth, then bent forward in a classic
sixty-nine position, her mouth to my pussy, teasing, sucking,
licking, biting. My own tongue lapped at her delta, and if I let up
even for a second she sat up, twisted around and slapped my tits,
pinched the nipples. Orgasm after orgasm rocked her and still she
demanded more. And then one tore through me. One second all I knew
was her tongue as it licked deep, deep inside me and the following
explosions of ecstasy seared every fiber of my body. The floor fell
away beneath me. I lost all sensation from the leather hood and the
ropes around my waist and wrists. All gone. Just the orgasm
remained. Painful bliss.

The gag returned, pumped up a tad more than
before. Panic was half a breath away, but then nipple clamps
diverted my attention. Tiny little alligator teeth with weights bit
into my erect nips. Then another pair attached to my pussy lips. My
legs flailed but April controlled them by use of a short spreader
bar. Then her hand wrapped in my hair that spilled out the top of
the hood and dragged me out, back to the poker table.

“Bitch! Move it!” she yelled, as I slid along
the floor on my hip. I tried to stand, but April jerked me too
fast. Then she pulled me up, my neck straining, and I stood on
wobbly spread legs.

“Now stand there, you little cunt!” she said.
“And I don’t want to hear one whimper!”

I stayed quiet, but shook all over.

“April, you surprise us,” said one of the
men.

There was a pause. “We’ll wait while you put
on your clothes,” said another.

“What? And let that slut get all the
attention? Shut up and deal.”

 


***

 


“He’s a real fish, boss,” Nick said. “And
he’s good for any bet. I kept putting him off, but since April
isn’t showing up anymore, I told him I’d talk to you.”

“I don’t like letting in strangers to the
game,” Justin said. “Not until they’re not a stranger anymore.”

“C’mon, boss. Since April took off you’re
always coming up a player or two short. This guy’s got money to
burn, and he can’t tell the difference between a club and a spade.
And since you brought up April, she also vouches for him.”

It was two months since my night with April.
She had been a regular, but since our time together she never
returned. This newest player that wanted to join the high stakes
game, and April’s backing of him, was the last of her involvement
in Boston.

Justin squeezed my tit as I knelt, chained by
his side. A casual thing while he thought. “All right. But he
brings cash.”

The new player was a fish all right, someone
who virtually gives away his money. He also possessed a wide-eyed
innocence.

“Miles Ford. Hello, Miles Ford,” he said to
each player on his first night. He went around and shook everyone’s
hand; some responded slower than others. “Boy, I’m sure looking
forward to having fun tonight. And I didn’t know the décor would be
so good to look at either.”

He referred to me. Tonight I was dressed as a
French maid that served drinks, but my arms were tied. The drinks
sat on a tray strapped around my waist with two chains that ran
down from my collar to the front corners. My tits hung out for all
to see while my feet were locked into a pair of stiletto high
heels. A head harness ballgag filled my mouth. I traipsed from
player to player, then got my tray restocked. Nick doubled as
bartender and security muscle. He never looked me in the eye,
instead keeping his sights on the game, especially the new guy.

Miles Ford lost a lot that night. He won a
few hands, but still came up a loser. Still, near dawn he left with
a smile on his face. He came back next month too. Lost again. The
month after that as well. It would have been comical except for the
amounts he was losing, more money than most hard working people
would make in a year. The other players treated him with respect,
at least to his face. But before he would show up, and after he
left, they snickered at just how bad he really was.

“He totally missed that gutshot straight,”
one said. “It doesn’t take long to get him to a short stack.”

“Yeah, nothing but maniac raises and calls,”
said another and laughed. “One of these days we’re going to take
the shirt right off his back.”

The next time the “fish” showed up, someone
did lose their shirt, all right. Several people and several shirts.
Only none of them belonged to Miles Ford.

 


***

 


No maid’s uniform that night, but that didn’t
mean I was able to roam around at will. A head harness with a large
O ring forced between my teeth brought forth a constant stream of
drool. A light chain harness that ran collar to wrists, then to the
ankle chain inhibited my movements. I could walk, move my arms, but
only so far. Justin only put me in the contraption when the night
would be a long one. I was able to carry the serving tray tonight,
and that turned out to be a good thing, given Justin’s
exceptionally sadistic mood.

High heels again made balance precarious, but
now a chastity belt with butt and pussy dildos plugged my two lower
holes like twin corks.

Justin flicked a switch at the poker
table.

I went down to one knee, fought to keep the
drinks I had just picked up from Nick on the tray. The dildos
vibrated deep inside me, threatened to send me over the edge. I
held on. Dammit, I wasn’t going to let him win! Not this time. I
struggled back up, slowly traversed the table and waited while each
player selected their particular poison. They could hear the
dildos, I was sure. Hear their little twin songs of cheerful
torture throughout the night as they were turned off and on. Yet,
no one acted like they noticed. Not even Miles Ford who tonight
seemed to be in some kind of zone.

He won a pot. And it wasn’t the first one
that night either. He raked in his latest haul.

“Woo hoo! Looks like my luck has finally
changed. Well, I guess it was bound to happen.”

A couple of the players agreed, if
reluctantly. Justin glowered.

The pots kept going Miles’s way. Not all the
time, but enough. A pattern developed, Miles won, then Justin,
Miles twice, Justin again once. Around midnight the other four
players dropped out, their stacks next to nothing compared to
Justin’s and Miles’s.

“Well boys, I guess that just about does it,”
Miles said. He started to gather his chips.

“Where the hell are you going?” Justin said.
“Siddown. We’re not through yet.”

Tonight Justin had had to work for every
chip. He had come to rely on Miles the Fish, wanted his easy money,
and would feel cheated if Miles got away. There was no way that
Justin was going to let that happen.

Miles stopped halfway out of his chair.
“What? You want to win some back? C’mon, I’ve given you plenty of
chances. Haven’t I, boys?” A couple of the players slowly
nodded.

“I don’ care,” Justin said. “This game isn’t
over ‘til I say so.”

“Really? Then how about we make things
interesting?” Miles said. “What do you say to no cap?”

The other players, milling about in the
background, getting ready to go, stopped at this. Nick stood still
too.

Justin glowered. He couldn’t let Miles just
walk out now, not after he practically ordered him to stay. He
grabbed the deck, threw it down on the table like a gauntlet.
“Deal.”

Miles threw up his hands and shrugged.
“Okay.”

They went at it. None of the other players
left as the pots grew and grew. The mammoth struggle continued, but
Miles winnowed down Justin’s stack. He still had a lot of money
left, but Miles definitely had the upper hand. A couple of hours
into their two person game Miles rubbed his eyes.

“I’ve had about enough fun for one night,” he
said and shoved everything he had into the pot. “All in.”

Justin sat back. “I don’t have the cash.”

Miles yawned and reached out for the sizable
pile. “Oh, well. I win.”

Justin’s hand stabbed out and squeezed
Miles’s wrist. “I said I didn’t have the cash. I didn’t say I
couldn’t cover the bet.”

He grabbed a strap of my headharness and
pulled me forward. I bent over the table. Drool spilled in long
strings from my mouth onto the green felt. Justin said, “She’s
yours. For a week.”

Miles’s eyes narrowed, no longer sleepy.
“There’s a lot of money out there. I don’t know if any woman is
worth that.”

“This one is. Ask anyone here.”

Miles threw up his hands, palms forward. “Oh,
if you insist, sure, sure. But since you’re using her as a chip
then why not treat her like one?”

“What d’ y’ mean?”

“Just this. In a regular pot whoever wins
gets the money. I win, I get her. Permanently.”

Justin licked his lips. “All right,
cocksucker, you’re on. Beat that!”

His hand was good. Aces-full.

Miles’s face fell and Justin’s lit up. “I
knew you were bluffing,” Justin said.

“No, I wasn’t.” Gone was the wide-eyed
innocence, replaced by a hard, almost bitter countenance. “I was
just thinking what the fuck am I going to do with my own slave?” He
showed his hand. Straight flush.

Just like that, my life changed.

Miles reached over, hooked a finger around a
strap of the headharness and drew me around to his side. “Have your
boy transfer everything to my offshore account. Here’s the routing
number.” He threw down a piece of paper. “And you better be good
for it. As for this,” he tightened his grip on the harness. “I’ll
take her with me.”

Miles grabbed the vibrator control from a
stunned Justin’s frozen hand. Without delay Miles led me onto the
landing outside and for first time in months I drew in fresh air.
And now, instead of being carried on the stairs, I walked. Yet, I
left the same way, even if the car was a limousine—in the
trunk.

 


***

 


I barely got it into my head that I no longer
had to deal with Justin Graham, that I found myself on an isolated
airport tarmac. Still wearing only the chastity belt, chains and
headharness, Miles loaded me onto an already warmed up Lear Jet and
less than thirty minutes later I was out of the country.

After Miles got a drink and sat in a swivel
chair next to me, he removed the headharness.

“Thank you, thank you,” I said. “If you only
knew—”

“Stand up,” Miles said. “Turn around,
slave.”

So that was it. Slave. Things may have
changed, but not that. Suddenly a part of me was wishing for the
devil I knew versus the devil I didn’t know.

He removed the chastity belt and it thumped
to the cabin floor. At his direction I cleaned myself up in the
bathroom. When I returned he was on the phone.

“Yeah, I got her...Don’t worry, our deal
holds, and he won’t suspect a thing...Yeah, in the end even though
I lost deliberately I still came out ahead on all those
idiots...No, none of them had a clue...Good...You and Malloy make
the transfer. Nice doing business with you.”

I started to thank him again.

“Be quiet or I’ll stick that ring-gag back in
you. I’m tired.”

With that he leaned back and closed his
eyes.

We flew for a couple of hours, the only sound
his light breaths and the dull jet engines. Where were we going?
And just what would happen once we got there? If his calling me
“slave” meant anything then I already had a good idea. On the left
side of the cabin as the first rays of the sun came through the
window I wondered if they were rays of hope, or just a false dawn
that led into an even deeper black pit.

We circled down and Miles came awake. On our
final approach he was already on the phone, confirming that the
poker winnings reached his account. And one more thing.

“Don’t give me that! Get those papers drawn
up now. I’m not paying you such an obscene amount of money per hour
for nothing.” He closed the phone with a definite thud.

We were another half hour in the air, then
the wheels touched down. Before the plane was stopped we were
already out of our seats. He ordered me to don his coat that
thankfully fell past my crotch, grabbed my hand, and led me down
the ramp into a jeep like vehicle with a canvas top. The engine was
already running and we sped out of the small airport, bumping along
on some dirt road, passing the occasional palm tree.

His place was beautiful. No other way to put
it. White washed walls, red tile roof overlooking a pristine beach
and clear, clear water. We roared into the garage, the door closing
behind us, and soon I found myself in a well lit, tastefully
decorated living room. A group of papers were spread out on a large
colonial style, varnished coffee table.

“You need to sign these,” he said.

“What are they?”

“It’s a personal note, assigning your debt
from Justin Graham to me. Unless you have enough to pay it off now.
Do you?”

I glanced down at the dollar amount. It had
grown a lot beyond the original debt, probably due to Justin’s
exorbitant interest rate. All hopes of returning to my old life, my
husband, were now dashed. No way would I ever see that amount in my
lifetime.

What choice did I have? I signed all three
copies.

“Those too,” Miles said. He pointed at three
single pages near the end of the coffee table.

“And these are?”

“You sure ask a lot of questions. Maybe if
you had before you wouldn’t have become Justin’s slave. They’re
contracts for personal services. Even here in the Caribbean I still
have to account for taxes on my household staff.”

I signed. My salary was generous to say the
least. But most of it was going to repay the monthly interest on
the debt with a little left over for my own wants and needs. For
what it was worth, I took that as a good sign.

Miles snatched up the contracts. “Now, get
your ass upstairs and get some sleep. When your training starts I
want you fresh.”

 


***

 


My training. He sounded so matter of fact
about it. And when I had rested, ate, and rested again, the lessons
began. On every level.

We started with posture. A local black woman,
whom I came to know only as Madame Olivia, elegant in manner and
dress with a beautiful English accent, straightened me out. She was
quiet and gentle, most times. When she wasn’t, her crop did the
talking.

“Put those shoulders back. You know how to do
it! How many times have I told you?” Thwack, thwack! “Your
arse is going to turn redder if you don’t straighten up. Chin up.
And glide. No, don’t bob up and down like some cork in the ocean
from a cheap wine bottle. Glide.” Thwack!

Then came the others. A formal dance
instructor, an etiquette expert, even a literature professor. They
were my regular visitors for six weeks, and if I shirked on any
lesson, even the slightest amount, my backside met their whips. Oh,
it drove me crazy, and felt so good. My whole body warmed under
those increasingly savage strokes. And they made notes in little
blue books. And they advised Miles as to my development, or lack of
it.

After one particularly bad session, Madame
Olivia dragged me to the solarium until I knelt in front of Miles,
knees spread wide, hands behind my head.

Miles knew something was wrong, more so than
usual. Without even asking the reason why I was brought before him
his crop fell across my left tit. I bit my lip, grunted, but
refused to scream. Another hit on the other one and I gasped.
Already my nipples stood out. Miles ordered me forward, on my
hands, butt raised high and he went after me with a constant
barrage. My ass grew warm and I moaned. Pussy juices dripped on to
the cum rag placed between my legs.

Olivia spoke in between hits. “You see, sir?
Standard punishment doesn’t work. It’s too much of a reward. And
when progress is made there is no retention. It’s like she
backslides on purpose.”

“I’ve heard similar things from Professor
Stanton with the lit studies and Mr. Stolchinsky in dance,” Miles
said. “Even Miss Fortier has complained about her disregard for
etiquette.” He leaned down and squeezed my chin. “I know you
probably turned into a pain slut with your first master, but I’m
your master now. You will learn. Olivia, tell the others to stay
for dinner. You’ve all been working hard and I want to show
everyone I appreciate their efforts. As for this one,” he stared
down at me. “Time for a progress report.”

“Sir! Are you sure?”

“I am. Now follow orders, unless you also
want your ass to glow.”

Madame Olivia dashed off, her eyes a mix of
eagerness and dread. Miles pushed me back on folded up legs, the
crop a steady tap, tap, tap in his open palm. “Yes, you will
learn. Learn that not all pain is a reward.”

 


***

 


I became the centerpiece of a small, round
dining table. Actually, only my head was, as the rest of me was
tied into a kneeling position underneath the table. My ankles were
crossed in back, elbows and wrists in a tight stricture around a
short, sturdy metal pole that terminated at my unseen shoulders. A
wide posture collar was locked to the top of the pole and also kept
my chin up, so I wouldn’t drag across the pristine, white table
cloth. I knelt on a hard wooden, circular board that at the slight
push of a foot caused me to easily rotate at the whims of the
diners around me. A large ringgag kept my mouth in a perpetual ‘O’
and my tongue snaked out in supplication as sumptuous dishes were
passed around and over me. Once in a while someone would turn me in
their direction and I would receive a little dainty or even a drop
of wine or water on my outstretched tongue. Yes, it was all very
genteel and polite, in an SM sort of way. But the real action lay
underneath.

As I spun around everyone took their many
shots at me. Anything from digging sharp manicured nails into my
breasts (Miss Fortier), twisting my nipples so hard I thought they
would rip off (Professor Stanton), to fiddling with my pussy
(Madame Olivia). Mr. Stolchinsky, the darkly handsome yet brooding
dance instructor, kept his hands above the table, but he was the
most cruel. He waited for me to stick out my tongue, squeezed it in
his strong fingers, then allowed a couple of drops of a tasty Crème
Brule sauce to fall on it. But he wouldn’t let go of the tongue.
The sauce slid off, dribbled down my chin. Then he let go and I
tried to lap up whatever I could. What I couldn’t reach he would
lean over and wipe it all off with his wet, slithery tongue. And he
wasn’t the only one. Tongues and lips either licked or outright
slobbered across my face. They all took their turns, except for
Miles. He never wheeled me to face him, but whenever I spun past he
studied me, especially the tears that streaked down my cheeks. His
eyes were twin darts of intensity.

They adjourned for after dinner drinks next
to a floor to ceiling window behind Miles’s chair. I wasn’t turned
enough to fully see them, so I strained from the edge of my
eyesight to catch everything. All I could get were hazy silhouettes
against the orange, setting sun, but I still picked up on bits of
their conversation, and I knew I was definitely the hot topic.
‘Tramp’ was mentioned a lot. Then ‘slut’. That one got me. I
twisted my body underneath the table, managed to swivel until I
faced them somewhat, and threw them all a curse.

“Uuuckk ooouuu!”

“Look who’s listening at last,” Mr. Stanton
said. “That’s the most attention she’s ever shown.”

“ ‘ock ‘ucker”, I tried to say, then
‘grummpphhed’. Like he would know with his boring, dry
lectures!

Miles quickly strode over and threw his drink
in my face. The red liquor stained the table top like blood. “How
dare you! This man has done nothing but to bring you pleasure and
try to expand your mind. So has everyone else and how do you repay
them? By acting like a lazy fuck who cares only for her own
satisfaction.”

He turned to the others. “Tell this creature
what you want her to work on. The one thing she can do to prevent
this kind of punishment from happening again.”

They drew me out from under the table. Miles
readied his implements of torture. He applied them and pushed my
pain threshold beyond any previous limits as each instructor stated
their demands.

Madame Olivia: “Posture!” Miles used pussy
clips, set to their tightest. I screamed through the ringgag.

Miss Fortier stopped my screams with a well
placed slap. When the circling stars disappeared and I could see
again she said in her smoky voice, “Proper address. For instance, I
am not ‘Miss Fucking Bitch’.” Nipple clips with alligator teeth
adorned my breasts. Shit, and I thought the ones on my pussy lips
hurt! Oh, god!

Mr. Stolchinsky snapped his fingers to get my
attention, like he usually did during our dance sessions. “You are
a swan, not a dancing bear. Do the waltz without a stumble.” A butt
plug. My asshole fought, then sucked it in and closed around the
base, like it would never let go.

Professor Stanton: “Shakespeare. Sonnet 57.”
Miles unfurled an evil cat ‘o nine tails, one with tiny little
knots at each end. His arm swung out. Whistle. Smack. Fuck!
Right across my tits!

I screamed. Cried like a baby. But my pussy.
Oh, shit, my cunt was ready. Miles ordered me to stand, legs spread
and he went to work on the inside of my thighs. Left, right, left,
right. The blades scored tender flesh. My legs quaked, my body
shook, yet a searing heat spread throughout me and it was that, not
Miles’s whipping, nor him tightening the pussy and nipple clips,
nor his replacing the butt plug with a larger one, that nearly
drove me to collapse and ruin.

“Lock those legs. Lock them!” he shouted and
I struggled to comply. The cat fell again, harder and harder and my
screams rose ever higher, an aria of blind pain.

Suddenly I was off my feet. Not on the floor,
but up in the air. My four instructors held me, two cradled my
upper body while the others gripped a leg. They forced them wide,
carried me to Miles and his huge, erect cock.

Oh, thank god! At last.

Miles smiled, cold and cruel. “You thought
all this was your punishment? When you’re a pain slut? Guess again.
Don’t you dare cum. That’s your punishment. If you do you’re going
right back to Justin.”

What?! He wouldn’t!

“Just try me,” he said, as if reading my
panicked thoughts.

And then he was inside. He hardly moved,
letting the others do the work and I could do nothing to stop them.
I tried shaking my legs free, twisting out of their firm, upper
body grip, but all my pathetic efforts were useless. Miles stood
there, easy and calm, arms folded while I dealt with the howling
demon of an impending orgasm. The pressure built and I fought
against it tooth and nail. At last, Miles’s face twisted and he
shot his load, jet after hot jet. My heart calmed, my breaths
relaxed. I had done it. I was safe.

What? What were they doing? Oh, no. No! Now
Mr. Stanton took Miles’s place, and where Miles was slightly
detached, Mr. Stanton was outright passionate. While the others
swung me back and forth like a battering ram, he bent over me,
sucking my sore tits, reaching under and slapping my ass. My
internal flames, somewhat reduced from before, now roared back. I
couldn’t take this! I had to cum! No, don’t. Whatever happens, you
don’t want to go back to Boston. Not there! Somehow I held on, but
again it was a near thing. Just before Mr. Stanton came the others
set me on my knees. My mouth was filled with cum as Mr. Stanton
shot his wad down my throat. I swallowed, gagged, coughed,
swallowed again, but it was too much. Milky white cum spilled over
the ringgag, down my chin, but the raging internal fires
subsided.

Then it was the women’s turn. If I thought it
would be any easier with them I was in for a surprise. Both ladies’
talented mouths set to work on me. They jiggled the pussy clips,
adroitly worked around them, which only heightened my mad desire.
Madame Olivia took me to town, her tongue a restless snake that
taught me only too well that a woman knew what to do more than a
man. Then Miss Fortier took over. She lapped at my waters, then her
tongue flicked about, rubbed up against my sore pussy lips. She
teased, bit, sucked and I screamed for the millionth time. Not even
behind squeezed shut eyes could I escape the image of a woman going
down on me, nor escape the sensation of another building orgasm. I
cried to the heavens, but received no divine intervention. It was
all up to me. I had...to...hold...on!

My body started to shake. No. No!

“She’s cumming.” I think it was Mr.
Stolchinsky.

“She better not.” Miles stood at my shoulder.
He slapped me again, not so much in punishment, but to get my
attention. He pointed two fingers at his eyes. “Right here, slut.
Everything right here.”

“You tell her not to cum, do everything you
can to make her, then help her not to,” Mr. Stolchinsky said.

“Shut up,” Miles said. “I have my reasons.
Besides, if she does, then you don’t get your turn.”

Miss Fortier turned it up a notch, but I
barely noticed. All my focus was on Miles. Even though he had set
the rules of the game, he didn’t want me to fail, and from that I
took strength.

At last Miss Fortier had had enough and
backed away; her lips, chin and cheeks glistened in my juices. When
Mr. Stolchinsky took his turn it was almost like a walk in the
park. Almost. He lasted longer than any of the others, but I
remained focused on Miles. My build up was much different this
time, a real slow burn. In the end I was screaming louder than
ever. But it wasn’t so much any physical control that didn’t send
me back to Boston, but mental. Miles’s eyes held me. In them I
found…

…a master that had ordered me to do his
bidding.

I obey my master.

At last Mr. Stolchinsky’s cum shot through
me, but already I was well out of the danger zone. They removed the
butt plug, the clips, ropes and gag, and left me on the floor, all
curled up and full of the shivers. Not because I was cold or still
wanted to cum, but because I at last knew. Knew for certain that
this was my life.

 


***

 


I learned the waltz and other dances with Mr.
Stolchinsky, addressed Miss Fortier and others properly, walked
tall and comported myself with grace and dignity to Madame Olivia’s
delight, and recited sonnet 57 from Shakespeare and works from many
other poets to Mr. Stanton’s satisfaction. I did it all not out of
fear that Miles would send me back, but because I wanted to, wanted
to make him know I was proud to become the person he desired.

‘Courtesan’ is what Mr. Stanton said I had
become. A woman with a refined manner, an ability to carry on
intelligent discussions on several topics, and yet screw like a mad
hooker. And one who not only welcomed sex, but craved submission as
well. Also, my punishments continued though not as often when the
master felt it was warranted. But the punishments, although
elegant, were severe. A suspension on the portico perhaps, a
beautiful dress half ripped away to reveal my bare back and tits
while a whip hung from my mouth for anyone to use. Many did. Mr.
Stanton and Miss Fortier made sure to get in their hits. Miss
Fortier especially liked to hear screams, and mine became an
addiction.

I was given the freedom of the house, up to a
point. There was a certain room that Miles held off on allowing me
to see. I feared (dreaded actually) that it was a torture chamber,
amped up with equipment way beyond my capacity to endure. Visions
of cattle prods and hot branding irons kept me awake at night, so
when I did find out, the revelation was anticlimactic.

Several men showed up, the first guests since
I had been brought there. The men repaired to the room. But,
instead of going in with them, Miles remained just outside and
waved me over. He ordered that I pour drinks for everyone. I held
my breath as I passed through the door to find...

A study. Filled with books on gambling. Poker
mainly. With a green gaming table in the middle of the room. One
man shuffled cards while others stacked up chips. Next to a wet
bar, plaques and trophies occupied a display case, all with Miles’s
name on them. Usually they proclaimed ‘First Place’ or ‘Tournament
Champion’, all dealing with poker.

“I had heard of Justin Graham’s little slave
set up from April,” Miles said to me at the bar. “Then when he
started up his monthly poker game I slid my way in, thanks to
Nick.”

“You could have won me the first night,” I
said. “Why did you wait so long?”

“The trick to hustling is not to let the
other person know that they were hustled. Especially someone like
that thug Graham,” Miles said. “I won when the time was right.”

“But you lost so much money! At least to
begin with. How did you know you’d get it back?”

“I didn’t care about the money. All I wanted
was you. You’re going to do great things for me.”

He returned to his guests and I stood there
in shock. He had entered the game just to win me? Risked Justin
finding out about his being a professional gambler, and probably
risked a few broken bones too, just to win me away from there. But
to what end? You’re going to do great things for me.

 


***

 


My training continued, the weeks slipped
away. Christmas came and went, then New Year’s. I was quiet during
the holiday’s, missing my home and my husband who was probably
frantic trying to figure out how to pay the debt. It was left up to
Miles to eradicate my last innocence.

A few days after New Year’s I knelt before
him, legs and arms tied behind a thin pole, ankles lifted up and
connected to the wrist rope. Usually in this position I satisfied
Miles with my mouth and already I salivated. Not just to wet his
cock as it slid in and out, but also because I couldn’t help it. If
I did a good enough job he untied my legs and lifted me up for a
wild ride on that magnificent penis. My pussy warmed just at the
merest hope. But instead of unzipping his pants, Miles wheeled a TV
set and DVD player in front of me.

“The last few days you’ve been moping around
like some ill treated step-child, waiting for some rescue from a
prince,” he said. “It’s long past time you grew up.”

He threw down some legal documents on the
floor. I leaned forward a little and read the title on the top one.
A petition for divorce.

“What is this?” I said. “I’m not going to
sign these, no matter what you do to me.”

“I’m not going to make you do anything. At
least, nothing that you don’t want to do, that you haven’t already
done.” I thought he would smile as he referred obliquely to the
times that I couldn’t help but beg for his lovingly sadistic
cruelties. Yet, he remained serious.

“Before you pine away the rest of your life,
there’s something you need to see.” Miles held up a disc and
dropped it in the DVD player. Grainy images popped up on the TV
screen. “Take a good look at the decorations,” he said.

I did. It was New Year’s eve. People were
partying in a bar. The herky-jerky images from a picture phone told
a story of annual decadence. Then the phone slowly swung about the
bar, and a familiar face leaped out. My husband. Kissing another
woman.

I think I cried out, averted my eyes.

“You watch!” Miles said. “You look or I’ll
pry your eyes open with this.” He held up some kind of medical
instrument, the kind that eye surgeons use to hold the lids open
when operating. Miles twisted my head around. “Look.”

My husband kept on kissing the woman, a
striking blonde. She sat on his lap. Then they both laughed and the
blonde kissed him several more times and snuggled, a lot.

“This isn’t true!” I said. “She’s just a
friend, that’s all.”

Miles shook his head. “Yeah, sure. And maybe
there’s life on the moon. There’s more. A lot more.”

He threw down more DVD’s, then slowly untied
me. I fell forward on my hands, unable to tear my eyes away from
the hard truth. There were dates on all of them, some just barely
days after Justin kidnapped me.

Miles quietly spoke in my ear, but the impact
of what he said was like a bell that rang a death knell. “You tell
me: Are these the actions of a man who loves his wife?”

I looked up and stared at the TV screen,
numb.

“There’s more than one woman,” Miles said.
“Watch them if you have the stomach. Take your time. It doesn’t
matter to me if you’re married or not. You’re still my slave.”

Miles left me alone, stunned. He was so
matter of fact about it, so cold. But, looking back now, that was
exactly what I needed. A cold slap in the face to wake me up to
reality, the reality that I had been duped.

I cried a lot the next couple of days. Miles
left me alone, suspended my training. Through red-rimmed eyes I
went through all the DVD’s. Bastard. The bastard. I had been
conned. Even if he hadn’t planned it that way, that was how it had
turned out. Fine. I didn’t care. I had been betrayed and abandoned.
I didn’t care.

Tears cried out, I wandered around the house
in deadened shock, until on the veranda I wound up just staring at
the ocean. The divorce papers lay before me, on a white, delicate
wrought-iron table. The romantic scenery of the soft waves, their
gentle sound and the setting sun at last brought me out of my
stupor. With numb fingers I picked up a pen.

 


***

 


Whatever guilt over my hidden desires,
whatever old tugs I felt regarding my former existence were swept
away. With both feet I jumped in, riding a wave of carnal masochism
that sometimes Miles was hard pressed to satisfy. Often times I
would spend the night with one of my instructors, usually Mr.
Stanton or Miss Fortier, who would supply a more tactile
instruction. One that dealt with me under their scourge, or tied
spread-eagle on the bed while they fucked me longer and harder than
I ever felt possible. Miss Fortier had an appreciation for
strap-ons, one that she passed along to me.

“That’s right, little cunt, that’s it,” she
said breathlessly while her hips worked over mine and the long,
black dildo almost split me in two. “Just fucking take it. Take it.
And why? Why do you take it?”

“Because I want to. I want to!” I cried.

“Oh, my beautiful, little cunt,” she said.
Her mouth smothered mine in a wet, slow kiss. “Little Cunt.”

Little Cunt. Miss Fortier mentioned that
nickname when Madame Olivia collected me the next day for a lesson
and it stuck. My new name. Soon everyone called me that, most
especially Miles. And he did it everywhere.

He did it as we strolled through the local
open air market, at the small airport whenever we took off on
gambling trips, in casinos at Las Vegas, Rio de Janerio or Monte
Carlo. People stared and I simultaneously endured, and reveled, the
awful humiliation. Always Little Cunt tastefully, beautifully
dressed, at the end of his leash, a collar around my neck, head
down, demure. I stood by and watched as Miles lost and won huge
amounts of money, then followed him to a local house of bondage,
replete with devices that I never knew existed for the pain and
bliss of the tortured. Like a lion gorging on a kill, he would
string me up, tear my expensive dress to tatters, and whip me raw.
Sometimes the next night we would return to the gambling tables, I
in a new dress, my back exposed, with the whip marks for all to
see. Other trips to Tokyo, Berlin or San Francisco were just
outright SM forays, and after Miles punished me in front of a
select group of strangers, I would service each one, by mouth,
pussy or asshole. Little Cunt did it all.

Miles always made a point of having other
people see me, especially in the SM clubs. He would announce what
he was about to do and invite certain people to watch, let them
know that I would be going home with him, that I was his
slave. And yet… My whole time with Miles felt temporary.

And then I found out what Miles meant by
‘great things’. In Amsterdam. At the Leather Mask.


Chapter Eight
Pushing It

 


Dawn Flynn

 


I broke Mrs. Smith’s command to silence.

“The Leather Mask? Like the Velvet
Glove?”

No one responded. Mrs. Smith studied the
bottom of her nearly empty tea cup. Miles Ford put down his fork,
his lunch nearly finished while Mrs. Smith’s was only half eaten
and mine hardly touched, pangs of hunger ignored as Mrs. Smith’s
tale compelled all my attention. And I wanted to hear more.

“Don’t leave me in the middle of the story,”
I said. My pussy warmed. “What the hell is the Leather Mask?”

Silence. Then Mrs. Smith cleared her
throat.

“All you need to know is that anything can
happen there. And often does.”

She stared at Miles who suddenly appeared
nervous under that steady, hard gaze. He quickly wiped his mouth
with a red cloth napkin. “My junket to Macau leaves soon. Rumor is
there’s a big fish throwing money around, and I don’t want to miss
him.”

“Really?” Mrs. Smith said. “I thought you
were better than that. What happened to that edge, that poker
player’s killer instinct?”

Now Miles’s gaze hardened. “Lucky for you
that I don’t always go after the sharks. Who knows where you might
have wound up?”

They stared at each other, a pair of iron
wills evident. Yet I sensed that even though Miles Ford was tougher
in the short run, it was Mrs. Smith who had the staying power,
developed over all those months with Justin Graham, and later with
Miles and his staff. Then Miles quickly stood up, grabbed Mrs.
Smith’s hand and kissed it. In a flash he was gone.

Mrs. Smith turned back to her food. “Finish
your lunch, Miss Flynn.”

Lunch? Screw that! “Ma’am, the Leather Mask.
What happened?”

She sat stiff and proper, fingers white on
the fork. “Eat your food.”

“Tell me.”

The fork dropped, clattered against the fine
china plate. A hand flew, met my cheek, almost knocked me out of
the chair. Every head in the room spun at the flesh on flesh
violence.

“Sit up!” Mrs. Smith hissed. “Do as I say!
And don’t ever ask again about the Leather Mask.”

One half of my face numb, I struggled through
the rest of the meal. When we returned to the Velvet Glove I was
whipped, tied up, gagged, left in loneliness, then whipped some
more. For dinner Mrs. Smith shoveled a gray mush past a dental gag
that forced my mouth wide open, and pinched my nipples hard when I
whined or had trouble swallowing. But almost the entire time my
pussy ran hot and wet like a jungle river. In the deep of night she
spread and tied my legs in the air, then took me with her fist. She
never looked me in the eye, but the anger... She was so angry and I
was so hot. The Leather Mask. The Leather Mask.

 


***

 


After that night I was banished from Mrs.
Smith’s comfortable apartment, back to my old room, the bare walls
and thin cot. For two days I was made to endure the demands of
Lawrence, Henry and Wilson. Lawrence liked tight, complicated
leather harnesses around not just the torso but the head too. Drool
and cum fell past the bit attached to the headharness after I had
given his cock a good suck, then shuffled along after him at the
end of a leash while he perfected his torture devices in the
Catacombs. Henry stuck a small vibrator inside my pussy, stretched
me out in a tight, full on suspension, arms overhead, ankles tied
to a small ring set in the cement floor, then ran the vibrator
until I cummed so often I screamed in hysteria. Then Wilson got me.
He now disdained the switch in favor of public humiliation. In
front of the entire household staff he plugged me full of dildos,
up the ass, deep in the pussy and far down my mouth. A long quirt
dangled from the front of my collar with Wilson’s orders to the
staff that if I didn’t follow their every instruction to the letter
to whip me until I did. And the staff used the slightest excuse to
do so, or just did without any excuse. Especially Chelsea. Her
tireless arm whipped me so hard that the marks on my back, and also
on my breasts and inside legs, stung for hours.

Her taunts rang in my ears. “Who do you
belong to now? Huh? All that time with the headmistress and you
think you’re so much better than us? Look at you now. Ass plugged
up, mouth filled like some pig set to roast.” Crack, crack,
crack! The quirt seared my upraised ass. I twisted and spun,
but that only made Chelsea whip me harder. “I’ll give you something
to fuckin’ cry about!”

Wilson stood by with a wide grin, and the
bulge in his pants almost broke the zipper. Just when I thought I
couldn’t take anymore he stayed Chelsea’s arm. She tried to turn on
him, but in a flash his cock sprang out. Chelsea threw aside the
quirt, fell to her back, feet raised in the air and they rutted on
the floor, right there in front of me. Wilson’s hips pounded
against hers like a runaway freight train and Chelsea’s nails tore
at his thick butler’s coat. Bare legs wrapped around him, Chelsea
gasped with each manful thrust, a wanton hussy getting just what
she needed, a good fuck.

Unlike me.

Oh, they let me cum all right. Henry
definitely saw to that, but no cock slid past my pussy lips. Mrs.
Smith was passionate, a wonderful lover, but her hand or the
strap-on wasn’t the same thing. My pussy throbbed in hunger. Give
me cock, cock, cock! So, when I was summoned back to Mrs. Smith’s
office, naked and in chains, and was made aware of a little
predicament, my subsequent actions later that weekend shouldn’t
have come as so much a surprise to her. Shouldn’t, but they did.
She was wrapped up in solving the present problem and gave no
thought to anything else.

“We had a successful mixer last month,” Mrs.
Smith said. “Perhaps our best ever. As a result we have a lot of
first dates coming up this weekend and all our available chaperones
are taken, including myself. I’m going to watch over Cara and
Lucinda on their date. I know you recommended a double date, but I
feel they would do better by themselves. And with so many other
dates this weekend that leaves me short one chaperone.
Interested?”

My pussy burned. I swear my cunt lips must
have been all puffed out in arousal, but Mrs. Smith paid no
attention to my crotch, she just wanted to find an extra chaperone.
Maybe a subconscious part of myself already knew what I would do,
given half a chance. Well, now I had gotten it and, as it turned
out, more than half.

“Can I count on you?” Mrs. Smith said.

My mouth felt like ash.

“Miss Flynn?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I rasped. I cleared my throat.
“Yes, you can count on me.”

“Good. You’ll chaperone Mr. Ronson and
Chelsea.”

“Chelsea?”

“You got a problem with that?”

“No, ma’am. No.”

Chelsea. Great. Just great.

 


***

 


When a chaperone goes along on a date it is
usually to make sure there isn’t any hanky-panky. Strict rules are
enforced as to what the dating couple might and might not do. The
principle was the same for the Velvet Glove, but after all, this
was modern times, and the people involved were all adults, not
hormonally challenged teenagers. And a chaperone was to make sure
some things remained, well, safe. If the couple decided to engage
in play, the chaperone sees to it that the agreed upon boundaries
of said scene do not go beyond such. If they did then the offender
would never see the inside of the Velvet Glove again. That is,
after Henry and a couple of others had a ‘talk’ with him, or her.
What’s more, after the date, Mrs. Smith would put the word out to
other people in the local scene that the person in question was one
to avoid. Essentially, a BDSM social death. So, as I waited for Mr.
Ronson to arrive that particular Saturday night, I was fairly
confident that with the Velvet Glove’s reputation my night as
chaperone, although unique for me, wouldn’t be anything out of the
ordinary.

Most of the others had already left on their
dates and things were quiet. Chelsea didn’t know I was her
chaperone until she found me sitting in the parlor. Her reaction;
lips pressed together, complete silence and she sat as far from me
as possible. For my part, I wasn’t about to speak to her either,
not after the way she treated me. The others of the household staff
I could forgive, they saw an opportunity for a little play, and who
could blame them? But Chelsea, her actions were rooted in jealousy
at how I had supplanted her with Mrs. Smith. So things got very
quiet, but we weren’t the only ones that still waited in the
parlor. Lucinda sat there too, apprehensively picking at her
fingernails. Henry sat between her and Serafina on the couch. His
hand stabbed out and stopped Lucinda’s tense actions. “Don’t do
that,” he said.

“Sorry,” Lucinda said. “Just nervous.”

“So is your date,” Henry said. “She’ll want
to make a good first impression.”

True to his word, Cara showed up carrying a
bouquet of long stemmed, white roses. She acted confident, at ease,
but when Lucinda hesitated at accepting them, more likely due to
surprise than anything else, Cara’s face almost fell. But then
Lucinda clutched the flowers close to her, kissed Cara on the
cheek, and once more longer on the mouth. By the time Mrs. Smith
joined them as chaperone, they were already holding hands, and left
that way.

“Looks like things have gotten off on a good
start,” Henry said. “Let’s hope all the dates go that well.”

“How many have you been on as chaperone?”
Serafina said.

“Enough. And no two dates are alike. That’ll
be especially true for yours, given how famous your date is. But
one thing is always the same, don’t lose your panic button.” Henry
pointed at a tiny black box that Serafina held in the palm of her
hand. “If things go too far, and I mean at any time, use it.”

“Yes, sir.”

Serafina’s date didn’t show up in person. Mr.
Ronson arrived, in one of two sleek, black limos and said that he
had advised Serafina’s date to stay in the car to avoid being seen
by any trailing paparazzi. We all watched through the lace
curtained parlor window as Serafina and Henry made their way to the
limo. The back door swung open and the famous celeb jumped out,
apparently not caring if any photographers saw him as he was unable
to wait and greet Serafina. She got flowers too and off they went
to dinner to a suitably ritzy restaurant according to Mr.
Ronson.

“And now it’s our turn,” Mr. Ronson said and
held open the door for us. “Ladies.”

Chelsea and Mr. Ronson climbed in the back
while I rode shotgun. I couldn’t hear anything between them, but I
had a mirror of my own to watch the goings on way in back. After an
initial mutual anxiety, they seemed to get on well, and things only
got better during dinner at a very high end restaurant on Park
Avenue. Again, I couldn’t hear what they said as I sat at my own
small table, alone. They laughed and I felt very much like a third
wheel, conspicuous in that public place as some people couldn’t
help but look my way. I worried that there was something wrong with
my dress; dark, long and regal just like Chelsea’s, but they
probably questioned just what I was doing there without a dining
companion of my own. So did I, and also questioned just when I
would get my first date, someone who would love me and ease this
gnawing sexual hunger. My pussy warmed and already my panties got
wet. Telling the tuxedoed waiter that I would be right back, I
hurried off to the ladies room, locked myself in a stall and had a
quick masturbation. Oh, Christ! Anything, just anything to relieve
this trembling. My fingers swirled lightly in my pussy, over the
clit. All a poor substitute for what I really wanted, as was the
tiny orgasm.

My head hung between my legs. No good. Just
no good. But I still had a job to do tonight. Mrs. Smith counted on
me, and I needed to get back in her good graces. So I hiked up my
wet panties, cleaned my hands and returned to the dining room,
intending to head straight back to my table.

I stopped at the maitre d’ station. I wasn’t
the only one dining alone.

Janelle was there. Rather, she wasn’t so much
eating as drinking at the nearby bar, her seat positioned just
right so she could keep an eye on Chelsea and Mr. Ronson. I hadn’t
heard how her date had gone with Chelsea, but apparently my
recommended strategy of making one of the suitors jealous worked,
only in reverse. Mr. Ronson was the cool, collected one while
Janelle obviously now stewed in her own juices. A well dressed,
handsome stud offered to buy Janelle a drink and she told him to
get lost, in no uncertain terms, and returned to her
surveillance.

She must have followed us here, like a
beautiful tigress on the prowl. But she hadn’t thought of me. I
quietly slipped onto the barstool next to Janelle.

“They seem a good match,” I said.

Janelle nearly jumped, then frowned at me.
Her gaze returned to Mr. Ronson and Chelsea and she took a swig of
her drink. “On our date I never really had a chance,” Janelle said.
“Oh, we did dinner, and even dancing, but when that fuck of a
chaperone Mrs. Smith said ‘No play’ I knew I had been set up.”

“Maybe she had her reasons,” I said.

“Yeah, and maybe there was something else.
I’ve dated through her service before and she’s never put the
brakes on a date getting dirty. I had Chelsea all primed for a
heavy play too, even greased a few wheels to get into the Leather
Mask.”

Twang. “The Leather Mask?” I said,
trying to sound casual. “What’s that?”

Janelle slowly turned with narrowed eyes.
“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

I almost said, “Yes, I would”, but I noticed
my two charges were finished eating and ready to leave. I slid off
the barstool.

“Run, rabbit, run,” Janelle said after
me.

I paused and glanced back at her. She gave a
tight smile and hoisted her drink at me.

My own dinner half finished, there was
nothing for me to do but gather up my wrap and follow the two
arm-in-arm lovebirds out the door. They didn’t even notice when I
fell in behind them, and talked as if I weren’t there. Mr. Ronson
did eventually acknowledge me with a glance back and a nod, but
Chelsea totally ignored me. In the limo Chelsea was practically
sitting on Mr. Ronson’s lap and then with a quick flip he had her
across his knees. The unmistakable slap of hand on flesh announced
that the spankings had begun. A half hour later we arrived at a
posh hotel. Mr. Ronson obtained a room, then went up alone. We
followed a few minutes later and in the elevator Chelsea at last
noticed my presence.

“Here,” she said, and handed over her panic
button.

“Are you crazy?” I said, and tried to hand it
back.

“Forget it,” she said. “I’m not a teenager
and I sure don’t need any play boundaries set by any fuckin’
chaperone. And unless you squeal he’ll still think I have it
anyway. So just find a couch in the lobby and stay the hell out of
my way.”

“Fine,” I said. “Only be ready to explain all
this to Mrs. Smith.”

Chelsea’s answer to that was an upraised
middle finger.

I didn’t have to stay in the lobby. Mr.
Ronson had provided a room for me right next door. I followed her
up, tried listening through the locked door that adjoined the
rooms, but the hotel was built too well for that. So my mind
created a detailed mental painting of what was happening just mere
feet away. My fingers lightly scratched against the smooth wall and
my pussy’s internal temp, only briefly cooled from before, soared
again, the panties wet anew. I tried to distract myself with an
adult cable movie but the action, after all that I had been through
at the Velvet Glove, was too tame. After an hour or so, no longer
able to bear the thought of what was going on next door I bolted
from the room and wandered back down to the lobby. There, on a
couch like Chelsea had suggested I do, sat Janelle.

“What a surprise meeting you here,” she
said.

I just let my head fall in my hands.

“Aww, no fun being a chaperone, is it?”

I stared at her over my fingers.

“My, my, someone’s got it bad.”

“Not as bad as you,” I said.

“Really? Care to find out?”

My hands dropped to my lap and I sat back.
“What are you talking about?”

“I think you already know,” Janelle said.
“You’ve got the hots and need a fuck. But not just any fuck, right?
You need someone to take you beyond the dark side of the moon. And
here I am, kicked to the curb by that bitch upstairs and wanting to
take out...I don’t know...something...on someone. And so, here we
both are.”

“I don’t want to get together with an angry
dom,” I said.

“Angry? Who’s angry?” Janelle smiled. “I just
want to push some boundaries. I want someone to whip, punish.” She
leaned forward and licked her lips. “Humiliate.”

I stopped breathing.

Janelle crossed the gulf between us, sat
right next to me so our legs touched. Her finger traced along my
bare arm. “So, what I want to know is: Just how bad do you want
it?”

Oh, god she was good. “You’re talking about
the Leather Mask.”

Janelle nodded. “It’s only for those who are
serious. Really serious.” Her hand slid up my arm. “Sometimes it’s
in Asia. Sometimes Europe. And hard to find. It arrived here a
month ago. And I know where it is.” Her lips brushed against my
cheek. Her fingernail twirled over my hardened nipple. “So, how
serious are you?”

I thought about Chelsea, how she had
practically told me to get lost. Even if I decided to stay and
something went wrong between her and Mr. Ronson I wouldn’t know
about it anyway. And my cravings, my aching pussy couldn’t take
another night without...

Janelle breathed in my ear. “Come with me.”
And she led me into the night.

 


***

 


We wound up in a part of town far, far from
Park Avenue.

Janelle’s convertible sports car sped in and
out of late night traffic and put all the taxi drivers to shame.
Soon we were in the Battery on a dark, quiet street, little more
than an alley. A few other very expensive cars were there,
clustered around a loading dock. Janelle got out and opened my
door.

“C’mon,” she said. She reached in and coaxed
me out. “It’s okay. Really.” I was led up a short flight of rough,
wooden steps, then along the edge of the loading dock to a black,
metal door. Janelle knocked once.

A red light switched on above us for a
moment, then went out. The door swung open and a very large man in
a harlequin mask stood there.

“Madame Janelle? We didn’t expect you
tonight.” His accent was foreign, eastern Europe perhaps.

“Since I didn’t get here last week, I thought
I’d try tonight. My membership is still good, right Stefan?”
Janelle said.

“Of course, until we leave. Please.” He
handed us both a full face mask with ample sized eye and mouth
holes; Janelle’s was white Comedy, mine black Tragedy. Stefan
didn’t let us in until both were in place.

“I have to do a few things,” Janelle said to
me. “You’ll be all right until I get back?”

I nodded.

Janelle went off, weaving around and
disappearing amongst several heavy black curtains set in circular
patterns all throughout the warehouse. Some were drawn shut but
most still stood open to reveal different groups of varying sizes,
anything from a couple to almost a dozen people as different scenes
played out. I wandered around and watched cats and single tail
whips crack against bare female flesh. A few were tied up to a
modified chair that allowed access to the pussy or to a free
standing wooden post. Dildos were inserted, knots cinched. Behind
some closed curtains women moaned while others pleaded for
forgiveness. And everyone wore a mask.

One woman, naked, bound and mouth stuffed
with tons of wadding, stood between a buffed out, heavily muscled
young man who counted out several hundred dollar bills into a
another woman’s open palm. The tied up woman’s figure indicated
just encroaching middle age. Through the mask red-rimmed, puffy
eyes stood out. She looked only at the woman receiving the
money.

“Has she ever had a cock?” the young man
asked.

“Nope,” the other woman said, almost off
handedly. Her voice indicated middle age too. “Just tongues and
dildo’s.”

“I don’t get it,” the man said. “You say
you’ve been together twelve years. What’s wrong with her?”

“Nothing that a good belt across the face
wouldn’t fix. And I’ve heard you’re pretty good with smart-ass
masochists. I kept telling her that if she didn’t knock it off then
one day she’d go too far and I’d sell her. Yesterday she did, and
today’s the day.”

The woman rolled up the money, stuck it in
her cleavage and walked away without a second glance. The tied up
woman made to follow her, but the young man quickly grabbed her by
the back of her collar. “Don’t,” he said. “I paid good money for
you. And from this day on you’re going to earn every penny.” He
forced her to her knees, tore out her gag, unzipped his pants and
pushed his cock down her throat. The bound up woman looked like she
was about to die. She struggled to take in the cock, but her method
was clumsy, almost virginal. I didn’t know for sure if this woman
really had been sold, but for me there was no doubt here was a
lesbian who had never before sucked off a man.

Nearby another woman, her hair matted in
sweat, leaned back on a medical exam table. She was raised up at an
angle, hands tied behind her head with her feet also tied into the
stirrups. Two men, one in a tuxedo at her side that wiped beaded
sweat from her brow, and another in a white doctor’s coat who sat
in front of her pussy with a gleaming pincer like metal object in
hand, nodded to each other. The woman’s eyes almost popped out and
her voice rose several levels of hysteria.

“Oh, god! Don’t! Please, don’t! Oh, master!
Stop it! Lily pond! Lily pond!”

I knew I was still a newcomer to all this but
I recognized a safeword when I heard one. And no one fakes that
kind of panic. And there wasn’t any dungeon master in sight. I
rushed toward them, ready to put an end to it.

Someone grabbed me from behind.

“Just what in hell are you doing?” a man
hissed at me. His strong hands pinned my arms in back.

I struggled in the strong grip. “Let me go!
That woman—”

“—is none of your business.”

The man held me tight. I was as helpless as
the woman on the table who could only watch as the pincers slowly
descended to one of her pussy lips. There was a soft click followed
by a blood curdling scream, then the procedure was repeated. The
man in the doctor’s coat worked efficiently and soon the woman
sported a new set of shiny labia rings. She cried like a baby and
the man in the tuxedo kissed her on the forehead and dabbed away
her tears. He tried to kiss her on the lips but she turned
away.

The man holding me let go and I fell to the
floor on my hands and knees, my head spinning.

The Leather Mask. A place for those who were
serious. Really serious.

“No,” I said as I gasped for breath. “Not for
me.”

“Maybe not,” the man who had held me said. He
squatted down in front and he wore a full covering, plain red mask.
He lifted me back to my feet. “Maybe not for you, but it is for
them.”

He nodded back at the couple. The woman was
still tied to the table, but she now passionately returned the
tuxedoed man’s kiss. When he tried to pull away her mouth followed
his, her tongue out. The lab coated man pulled the drapes shut.

The man grabbed me by my hair. My legs
wobbled and his other hand on my arm steadied me. “You’re all
right,” he said. “Now c’mon. You’re mistress is waiting for
you.”

Hand still in my hair; the mysterious man
guided me past several other extreme scenes. Finally, we reached a
quiet out of the way corner. Quiet, yes, even though several people
stood or knelt around the area, expectant. Several large pieces of
equipment spread out around us, a whipping post, a spanking horse,
a rape rack, all unused. My guide forced me down to the floor and
there I remained as the pain on my knees worsened. I tried to shift
around, relieve some of the pressure, but the man beside me tugged
on my hair each time with a quick “Tssh, tssh”. At last I remained
absolutely still.

Nothing happened for several minutes, except
that the pain from my knees spread up my legs. Then Janelle emerged
from behind a black curtain. She had changed clothes, or rather had
discarded most of them as she stepped out in a studded leather bra,
short leather skirt, opera length black gloves and thigh high
boots, topped with a pair of dark angel wings strapped to her
shoulders. They flared out in back, while the white comedy mask she
still wore stood out in contrast to everything. She waved a riding
crop at the man who released me, yet I still didn’t move. Janelle’s
eyes glittered and her lips slightly parted in a tight, cruel
smile.

“Hmm, you’re wearing way too many clothes,”
Janelle said.

Just like that Janelle’s claw like hands
grabbed me, tore my dress apart. I screamed, pulled away, tried to
save the expensive dress but soon it lay in tatters around my feet.
“What are you doing? Stop!”

A gloved hand flew out, struck my cheek hard.
I fell, propped up on shaking arms. “You wanted this,” Janelle
said. “No backing out now, no matter what happens.”

Cold shock hit me. I had wanted to come here,
yes, but now, even if I was supplied with clothes at the end of the
evening, Mrs. Smith was bound to ask what had happened to the
original dress. There was no way now that I could cover up shirking
my chaperone duties. And Janelle knew it too. Her destruction of my
dress was like she deliberately... Oh, shit! Did Janelle somehow
know that I recommended she not be allowed to top Chelsea? She
wanted to get me in trouble!

I jumped up, nails extended. “You little
fuck. You fuck!”

Red Mask grabbed me, pinned my arms at my
sides. I hissed, cursed and kicked at the air, but he didn’t let
go.

Janelle slapped me again, so hard this time
that I thought I would faint. For a moment I thought I had, but my
mask had gone slightly askew, placing me in darkness. But while
Janelle slowly righted it my ears could still hear just fine.

“No real names here. But I like what you
called me. In fact, I think I’ll keep it. Say it again. C’mon, you
want to. Mistress Fuck.”

I struggled in a pair of hands with an iron
grip. “Let me go. Let me go!” We hadn’t set any rules, no stopping
of the scene protection, so I improvised. “Safeword. Safeword!”

Janelle twisted my head around. Her leather
gloved hand squeezed my throat and cut off all sound. “No safewords
here, slut! This is the Leather Mask. Where do you think it gets
its rep? Now, say it. Say it! Mistress...”

Her hand let up just a bit.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

“Good. You can do better.”

“Fuck. Fuckfuckfuck!” I spit at her. It
landed on the mask’s chin.

Janelle grabbed my breasts, pinched the
nipples. Red Mask let me go and I fought to pry off Janelle’s
hands, but her grip was too strong. Eventually I wound up on my
knees, gasping in pain.

“The only words I ever want to hear from you
again are ‘Yes’ or ‘Thank you, Mistress Fuck’,” Janelle said.
“That’s simple enough for you to follow. Got it?”

My eyes squeezed shut, but no way was I going
to let her see me cry. “Yes, Mistress Fuck.”

Janelle’s hands left my tits, but she still
pinched them like control knobs to turn me this way and that. My
arms and legs were wrapped in several sets of leather cuffs while
my torso was draped in a body harness. A short, wooden spreader bar
with shiny locks kept my feet close together. A couple of click
clicks behind me locked my elbows and wrists to their opposite
partner as one.

“Good. Now turn around for me,” Janelle
said.

A rough shove on my shoulder from Red Mask
got me started. Janelle stopped me halfway through the turn and
tightened the crotch strap. My panties did little to hide anything
since they were so wet, and even worse than before. I glanced down
and found my pubes stood out through the now see through
material.

“Eyes front,” Janelle said, and tapped
upwards on my chin. She leaned forward over my shoulder and
whispered. “Now, since you were so kind and gave me a name, I
should return the favor. Let’s see, something dirty, yet elegant
and that I just know you’ll appreciate. Ah, yes. I have it.
Languette.”

I swung around to face her. How did she know
I would understand that? Did she break into Mrs. Smith’s computer
files and found I spoke French?

“Before we’re through here, you’re going to
earn that name,” Janelle said and smiled, then kissed me full on
the mouth. “My little Languette.”

Janelle strutted about the club. I followed,
my mincing steps making the locks bump against the wooden spreader
bar, acting like some kind of cow bell to announce our presence. If
I lagged behind at all Red Mask was right there. He shoved me
forward, made sure I stayed within arm’s reach of Janelle who would
stop, watch a scene unfold, then pull me forward. Eventually we
developed quite a following.

“This is my little Languette,” Janelle
quietly announced after a few stops. “Care to give her a try?”

Anyone within ear shot perked up at this.

“Stick out your tongue,” Janelle told me. “Do
it.”

I made a face behind the mask and
complied.

Janelle’s crop flew, quick and precise across
my nipples. Whackwhack! Whackwhack!

“Get on your knees! On your knees!” Janelle’s
crop smacked against my legs. She circled around me and reddened my
ass, then returned to my tits and turned them into twin mounds of
searing fire until I managed to obey. No one helped me as I
struggled, not even Red Mask who stood by with folded arms, as I
first fell over on my hip, then somehow balanced up on my knees.
Janelle’s crop still whistled through the air, punctuated with
smacks and welts anywhere and everywhere. “All right, Languette,”
she hissed. “You want it. You’re going to get it.”

“Midnight,” Janelle said loud enough for
everyone to hear. “Gauntlet.”

Things got quiet. Even the scene players
nearby stopped in their sadomasochistic fury.

“There hasn’t been one of those for ages,”
Red Mask said. “Are you sure your slave can handle it?”

“Oh, she can take it, all right,” Janelle
said. “Why do you think I named her Languette?”

The club slowly resumed its normal chaotic
noise level and word spread like wildfire. Janelle found a
headharness, just yanked it off someone’s belt without even asking,
and managed to get it around my head, mask and all. No ballgag or
plug for my mouth, but a large leather wrapped ring forced my jaw
open. Now when we strode around and Janelle had me stick out my
tongue my lips couldn’t express any displeasure. People asked to
see it, often, and under Janelle’s repeated blows from the crop I
pushed it out as far as I could. Nearly everyone, especially the
women, liked what they saw. Eventually in an open space near the
middle of the club a double line formed, men on one side, women on
the other. They all held a whip, a cat, a paddle, or a leather
strap, anything to tan my hide. And already I groaned from
Janelle’s gift of welts and bruises.

Janelle drew me close. “You want a fuck so
bad, don’t you?” she said. Her hand slid under my panties. A gloved
finger twirled over my engorged pussy lips in a feather light, lazy
slow circle. I gasped and my knees almost buckled. Janelle kept me
up, surrounded in her arms. “Now listen close, Languette. You’re
going through the gauntlet. Not everyone can do it, but I think you
can. Your reward will be waiting on the other side.”

Janelle directed Red Mask to the far end of
the line. He took off all his clothes and stood there, arms folded
again, with a quickly growing erection. The others, about twelve in
all, either shook out their cats, whished their crops through the
air or slapped leather straps against open hands. Of course, this
didn’t count the many voyeuristic others, already burned out from
their own completed scenes, who stood behind them. Again any sounds
of play from anywhere else in the club ceased. We were now the main
event.

Someone dragged up a concrete weight block of
twenty or thirty pounds. Janelle removed the little wooden spreader
bar and attached the block by two chains between my ankles.

She slapped my ass. “Run, Languette,
run.”

I took one heavy step forward. And entered
hell.

Whips flew and laced my back. Leather straps
fired my ass. And none were half-hearted swings either. My ears
rang with each smack on my already tender flesh. My legs ached with
each step dragging the weight one torturous half-step at a time. I
should have turned around, somehow got the message across to
Janelle, “All right, enough’s enough. I want out of here now.” But
she didn’t listen before, why should she now? And besides, I so
hungry, so horny, and there was that beautiful cock, now fully
erect, it’s purple head pointing at me, waiting for me at the end
of the line. Nothing was going to keep me from it. Not the cuffs,
the bound arms, the ringgag or, above all that, my inability to
stop the scene, no matter what. That last thought alone made my
pussy drip. Helpless, with no choice but to do what was commanded,
I tunneled visioned on Red Mask amidst all the taunts.

“Slut.”

“Hole!”

“Cunt!”

The insults mainly came from the women, who
landed the hardest blows of all. The men did their share of both
too, but they also stuck a finger up my ass or twiddled my pussy.
Just the mere touch across my wet bush almost brought me off, but
perhaps the men sensed it and backed off. Tease and denial. Oh,
fuck.

Crack! Smack! Whack!

Pull that weight. Pull it! Another short inch
or two. God, my legs! My cunt! Fuck, I can’t do this. Do this! Do
it! Next step. Do it, you fucking bitch. Cock. Cock and a fuck.
Move. Mooovvvee!

The blows stopped. Red Mask stood before me.
I had really done it! But then Janelle stepped between us and
stripped off her leather skirt. “Like I said, you’ll earn your
name. And I get you first.” Her claw-like fingers circled around
back of my head and drew me down, down, until I nestled between her
slim legs. A final little shove and my forced open mouth met her
wet, dripping pussy.

I went after her like a starving cat to warm
milk. All right, fine, you bitch. I’ll show you. And I did.
As Janelle held me against her delta, thoughts of cock momentarily
fled. My tongue lapped and swirled around her wet lips, savored her
salty taste. I guess I surprised Janelle at my enthusiasm because
she tried to pull away, but I kept after her, pursued her even as
she lay down rigid on the floor, knees up in the air. Mmmm, more,
more. Janelle tensed, all her muscles bunched up, then let go in
one drawn out wave of orgasm. She lay there panting, eventually
lifted her head up and from under her white mask, I caught just the
hint of a smile. But I didn’t stop there. I made her cum again, her
thighs pressed tight against my cheeks, and would have done it a
third time but got pushed away.

Janelle gasped for breath. “Well...my little
Languette...that name...suits you.” She hooked a couple of fingers
around my collar, drew me close and laid on a wide open-mouthed
kiss. Her tongue darted inside, lapped up my saliva and part of her
own juices. She moaned in delight, then clipped a leash to my
collar and handed it to Red Mask. “She’s earned it.”

Red Mask didn’t give me any time to think
about it. In a quick, sudden jerk he pulled on the leash and my
mouth surrounded his very hard, very hot cock. After only a couple
of thrusts he was ready to cum, but the tell-tale drip stopped and
Red Mask lifted me up from under the shoulders, threw me over one
of his and carried me to a corner of the club. Janelle led the
eager crowd that followed and formed a half-circle around a small
bed covered in shiny, black velvet. Red Mask gently laid me down,
then released my ankles from the short spreader/hobble bar. With
tender care he removed my wet panties, then climbed on top of me,
pushing my knees up in the air.

He leaned down and whispered. “Just remember,
when we cross paths outside of here, that I gave you what
you wanted.”

What the hell was going on here? I tried to
find out but the ringgag short-circuited any real communication.
All that issued from my mouth were a bunch of throaty ‘ohs’ and
‘ahs’. Then Red Mask stuffed my mouth full of the wet panties that
only further muffled my desperate sounds. I tasted my own pussy
juices while Red Mask reached down to my crotch and his fingers
spread my lips.

He started slow, nice easy thrusts that only
hinted at his male power. Strong hands encircled my shoulders, then
slid between my bound arms and shoulder blades. He lifted me up a
little and I discovered he wore tinted contacts to hide his true
colors. These were ice-blue, hard and penetrating. Then with a hard
shove that hot, magnificent cock rocked my world.

Oh, god. Oh, give it to me. Fuck me, fuck
me! Don’t stop. Push it in. Shove, shove it harder! In, out,
hurry hurry. I want it. Need it! Too long, way too long since I
don’t know when. A mouth full of pussy juices, a throat lined in
cum, and none of it was enough, not even close. Keep pumping, keep
thrusting you glorious bastard. Grind those hips as mine rise to
meet you somewhere in the middle. I can hear your pants, your
grunts in my ear, can you hear mine? But the gag in my mouth
stopped most of them, so I shook my head and rattled my shoulders,
which only made him hold me closer, my face buried against the side
of his neck. All smell of previous suck and licks, of cum and pussy
fled as I was overwhelmed by his wonderful musk. Oh, he smelled…
breathtaking.

He grunted and I responded, our own secret
language. Animals, that’s all we were. Back and forth, in and out,
shove, push, cock and cunt. Just non-thinking, basic, primeval
screw.

“Fuck, look at them go!” I heard someone
say.

“It’s like they were made for each
other.”

My legs wrapped around his waist. Give it to
me! Want it! Fuck me, fuck my hole!

And then I lost it. I screamed through my
panties, past the ringgag as my body at last released days of pent
up frustration. I transformed into a wild thing of intense chaotic
pleasure. My short breaths weren’t enough and I was well on the way
to passing out, but then I was wrenched back around to cold
consciousness. A last thrust and he shot me full, so full of cum
that I almost internally drowned. His dead weight fell on top of me
but I floated above him, above everybody. I wanted to kiss him,
wanted to hold him, but I couldn’t. My arms bound, mouth gagged, I
had to settle for burying my nose again in his neck and luxuriating
in his intoxicating aroma.

Anonymous hands separated us. I think a few
people even applauded. I don’t know. But then the applause, and the
attendant buzz, soon died away. Everything got very, very
quiet.

Janelle sat me up, then supported me from
behind, her breasts and stomach squashed tight against by arms. My
still tied hands sought their way under her skirt, fingers found
her pussy.

Janelle laughed softly in my ear. “Still the
randy one, aren’t you? Maybe I should’ve asked to go out with you
instead of that Chelsea bitch.” Her gloved hand reached up and
stroked my breast. “I’m very pleased.”

I closed my eyes and sighed. Ah, it was over.
I had taken everything Janelle and the others here had dished out,
and I got a good fuck out of it to boot. Ah. I made to stand
up.

“Where are you going, Languette?” she said.
“We’re not finished yet.”

I twisted around to look at her, grunted a
wordless query, but then I noticed that everyone still stood around
us, tense and expectant.

Janelle twisted my nipples. I doubled over in
pain, then she jerked me back up and slapped the inside of both of
my thighs. “Don’t give me that shit!” she whispered. “Remember what
I said at the hotel, what you agreed to: You’ve received pain.
Endured punishment. Now for the last thing I promised.”

The people in the gauntlet stripped. Men’s
dicks sprang out like poles, women’s pussies glistened in
anticipation.

Huh? What the hell—?

Janelle drew out my panties, tossed them
aside, and an anonymous, hardened cock invaded my mouth.

Stop. Stop! I wanted to yell, but I
should have known better. This was the Leather Mask. So, instead
all I managed was throaty growls as the cock rammed down my throat.
Yet, it didn’t last long, the cock was already dripping and fit to
burst, but then the bitch behind gave the man attached to the cock
a playful shove and I nearly choked. It went deep in my throat and
I pulled my head back as far as possible against Janelle’s soft
breast. I rocked back and forth on the cock and, at last, its cum
spewed forth. I swallowed what I could, but a good share of the
sticky, milky substance spilled past the ringgag and on to
Janelle’s legs.

The bitch behind the man elbowed him aside
and I was forced to drink of her abundant rivers. It took longer
with her, but then she came with a little squeal and staggered
aside. Then another cock plugged my gaping hole of a mouth. This
one pistoned past the ringgag, rubbed over my swollen tongue.
Janelle twisted my nipples again and I hung on for dear life. He
shot his wad and some of it did go down my throat, but most I
coughed back up, past the ringgag and onto my breasts.

So it went. Cock, pussy, cock, pussy. An
unending stream and I tried to tell them, No more, I can’t take
it! But I did take them. I had no choice. So I gulped down as
much cum and juice as I could, and the excess dripped all over
Janelle. She twisted my nipples with each drop spilled and I closed
my eyes. I kept them closed as the parade of cocks and pussy went
on and on and I became nothing more than a hole for them, something
for anyone to use then walk away from.

The women were the worse. They planted their
wet pussies right on my mouth and I had to force my tongue into
action, concentrate through an act of sheer will and make them fall
aside in shuddering ecstasy. About halfway through Janelle came up
with a glass of water and splashed my mouth to wash away the
overwhelming ammonia smell. My tongue darted out, licked up what it
could. Then the cum and pussy juices flowed again to fill up, spill
over and mark me for what I was.

A hole. That’s all. It would have been easier
to take, if I had been prepared, but I wasn’t. That was the whole
point. All that mattered was what Mistress Fuck wanted.

And she got it. The last few people slapped
my tits after they came, called me “Slut” and “Whore”. Janelle had
delivered on her last whispered promise. She held me close, arms
tight around me. Long, dark hair fell forward past my shoulder and
I buried my head in it, a soft comfort. She commanded me to open my
eyes. I didn’t want to. Just please, it’s over now, okay? Can we go
now? But Janelle was gently insistent. At last I obeyed.

They all stared up at me, like I was some
soiled, but revered statue, and I stared back at them and wanted
nothing more to crawl away somewhere. The safety barrier of the
mask ensured that whatever I did here, no one would know me. I
could return to life out there, without shame. But if I ever
returned here, even without Janelle, in this wharf warehouse, or
wherever the Leather Mask next set up shop, the shame, the
humiliation, would return. Even if they were all different people,
I would know. I would know exactly what I was, and how gladly I
craved to satisfy each one of them. And it need not just occur
here. It could happen anywhere, at my apartment, in a seedy motel
room, or even...at the Velvet Glove.

Janelle at last released my bonds, removed
the ringgag harness and produced a new dress. I was putty in her
hands as it slipped over my shoulders. She led by the hand,
compliant and meek, past everyone. We handed back our masks to
Stefan. He closed the door and separated us from the underworld of
the Leather Mask. But too soon the satisfaction of my rape, orgasm
and degradation faded, replaced by a growing, now all too familiar
sensation of want, need, and mad desire that translated right back
down into my pussy. My panties were gone, I don’t know where, and
already the juices flowed and stained the new dress. I wanted to go
back. My hands shook and I clamped them between my legs, but that
did nothing to stop the memory of all those eyes in the club that
stared back at me. I wanted each of them to spread my legs, fill my
mouth and spread my ass cheeks, because I was only too ready to
comply. They didn’t leave me alone, not even as Janelle raced back
to the hotel. My wind-whipped hair swirled about my head, and still
they beckoned me as I stared blindly beyond the windshield.


Chapter Nine

Homecomings and Trysts

 


Mrs. Smith

 


I returned to the Velvet Glove just as the
first rays of sunrise crept over the townhouse roofs. Cara’s and
Lucinda’s date had been very successful. So much so that I
had to practically pry them apart during their long, reluctant
good-bye on the front steps. Lucinda watched with longing as Cara
drove off, then meekly followed as I called her to heel. Once past
the vestibule I sent her off to turn in her somewhat rumpled dress
and get some sleep. In spite of her hyper excitement, it was
obvious she was tired. The stress of a much anticipated date along
with an all night play session will do that to you. But as Lucinda
disappeared into the bowels of the house, she passed Mr. Ronson who
stood just outside my office door.

“Mr. Ronson,” I said. “Hours for gentlemen
callers are very clear. Even when you return your date. How did you
get in here?”

“Why, your chaperone, of course. She let me
in when we all returned. There didn’t seem to be any problem.”

“I’ll speak to her. Not that there’s a
problem with you in particular being here now, but the rule must
apply to all. Else we’d have people ringing on our door at all
kinds of hours.”

“Of course. I’ll leave right away, but first,
when may I see Chelsea again?”

“You two had a good time?”

“Oh, yes.”

“I must speak to Chelsea first, and the
chaperone. If things went well, and Chelsea is agreeable, I don’t
see why you couldn’t come by for a supervised mid-week visit for
tea. Either way, we will be in touch.”

Mr. Ronson picked up on the cue, kissed my
hand, and fairly floated out the door in the growing light.
Euphoria from the first date aside, Mr. Ronson’s manner clearly
stated that he really wanted to date Chelsea again. Even my
suggestion for tea, with the implication that there would be no
play allowed, didn’t deter him. Perhaps this was something
real.

I drew a deep breath. One more match. And
Dawn was the one who suggested Chelsea date Mr. Ronson second,
after Janelle. Perhaps she did have a knack for this offbeat
career, which brought me just that much closer to my goal. But Dawn
still had a lot to learn and that would take time, no matter how
much I wanted to rush things. Patience, patience. Still, for the
first time in a long time, I had hope. And that hope founded in
Dawn was immediately tested.

Voices carried through the door to my
office.

“Well, well, it seems I wasn’t the only one
who was up all night.” It sounded like Chelsea, with that little
snotty sneer she gets sometimes. “I wonder what Mrs. Smith will
say?”

Chelsea gave a little cry, and Dawn’s voice
hissed back. I couldn’t catch everything Dawn said but I still got
enough. “She’s not going to...little bitch...do tell her, then
she’ll also find out...then bye-bye Velvet Glove, bye-bye Mr.
Ronson.”

Chelsea managed some kind of protest followed
by Dawn’s strong challenge of “Try me.” That was enough for me. I
barged in and found Chelsea, still in her date dress, on her knees
in front of a naked but very much in control Dawn. She had Chelsea
by the hand, bending the thumb back. She let go when I arrived and
Chelsea rubbed her hand while Dawn stood over her, hands on hips.
Now, normally I always want to know just what’s going on between my
charges, even if I demanded at the end of a whip. But I already had
a good idea here. Chelsea’s jealousy of Dawn replacing her as my
personal assistant was finally coming to a head. But I had to cut
the cord with Chelsea so she could concentrate on her debut and
subsequent social commitments. Yet, she couldn’t help but snipe
here and there at Dawn, especially after Dawn’s temporary exile
from my apartments. Now I found that Dawn had had enough and the
pecking order was changed. No longer was Dawn going to put up with
Chelsea’s taunts. Good, I was worried Dawn didn’t have it in her.
Another step closer to that goal. But I couldn’t just pretend I
didn’t see anything.

“Something wrong here?” I said.

“Just some last minute chaperoning,” Dawn
said. “Right, Chelsea?”

Chelsea glared daggers at Dawn, slowly got to
her feet and didn’t answer.

I sighed, leaned against the door, and tried
to work up the energy to deal with this situation. A dom always has
to be on. The subs were like children, always testing you and you
couldn’t give an inch. “Chelsea, turn in your dress and go to your
room. Get some sleep and later we’ll discuss both your dates with
Janelle and Mr. Ronson. As for you, Miss Flynn, remain here a
moment.”

Chelsea turned and almost ran out the door.
On the surface it appeared I sided with Dawn and Chelsea’s eyes
brimmed with tears. I closed the door behind her then crossed to my
desk. I wanted so much to sleep, but there was the matter of Dawn
allowing Mr. Ronson inside. I couldn’t let that go. As I sat behind
the desk Dawn took up position in front of it, always keeping her
front toward me. I told her in no uncertain terms what the policy
was for allowing gentlemen callers, or any visitors, past the
doors.

“How shall Madam exact punishment?” she said.
“Shall I fetch the crop?” Dawn paled a little. I didn’t know why.
She acted like I had never whipped her before.

I stared into space for a moment, unable to
focus, and my head sagged into my upraised hands. I knew I had to
do something, even in a token way, but this time exhaustion got the
better of me. My first mistake.

I waved a hand at Dawn. “Oh, please,” I said.
“You didn’t know, and no harm done. Get some sleep. You look like
you need it. Use my bed. You know the way. Get the sheets all warm
and cozy and I’ll be along soon. I just stopped in to make some
quick notes. Go on.”

I forgot about the slave in front of me. A
small part of me was aware of Dawn as she circled around the desk,
as her hands rubbed my shoulders, kneaded my tense, sore muscles.
But most of my thoughts were back to business.

I punched the intercom. “Henry, are you back
yet?”

“Right here,” came his voice. “Since the
sun’s up and you’re the last one back, I guess your date went
fairly well.”

Fingers traveled up and down my spine. Thumbs
pressed and massaged the sides of my neck.

“Ma’am?” came Henry’s voice. “Are you
there?”

“Ah, yes. Yes. How did your date go?”

There was a pause.

“As well as could be expected.”

I shook my head. “Serafina up to her old
tricks?”

“Yes. But her gentleman caller didn’t take
any shit. I didn’t think pretty boy had it in him.”

“That’s encouraging. Anything else
unusual?”

“Well, about an hour ago something got
delivered. From the Leather Mask.”

Dawn’s hands clenched on my shoulders.

“Just a moment, Henry.” I didn’t want Dawn to
know anything more about the Leather Mask. “Miss Flynn, I told you
to get some rest. I’m going to need you later today and not
fuzzy-headed either. Go!”

“Yes, madam,” Dawn quietly said. Her hands
left my shoulders. She bowed in front of the desk and backed
out.

“Now, Henry,” I said. “What’s this about the
Leather Mask? I don’t care what gifts they send to persuade me or
how much they beg, I’m never allowing any of my girls to go there.
Can’t they ever take a hint?”

“It’s a little more complicated than that,”
Henry said.

And that’s when I discovered my second
mistake.

 


***

 


On the surface, that’s all they were; just a
pair of women’s panties. Unremarkable, plain white cotton bikini
panties. And soiled. The aroma of pussy was unmistakable. Aside
from that though, there wasn’t anything, not one empirical piece of
proof to whom they belonged. But I knew. Even though I had three
possible little bitches of suspects lined up in front of me, hooded
in burlap sacks with rope around their necks, balanced precariously
on their knees, ankles tied to the back of their legs, and wrists
handcuffed overhead, I knew. And the guilty party needed to admit
it too or else all my plans, all my hopes might just go down the
drain, because then she might not be who I thought she was.

The panties dangled from the extreme end of
my index finger. My boots paced slowly and echoed in the cavernous
chamber. Henry, Lawrence and Wilson stood well back in the shadows
after each having brought one of the suspects all the way down
here. Young Lawrence almost shot off a wisecrack when he arrived
last with the little doxie slung over his shoulder, but when he
caught my expression along with a couple of short shakes of the
head from Wilson and Henry, he buttoned it down. Without further
word he set up the last bitch in a harsh pool of light, centered
between the other two.

“One of you has something to tell me,” I
said. “You did something last night that you knew was wrong, even
if I didn’t expressly forbid it. Who’s going to confess? Who?”

One of the girls started to shake. Rather,
shake more. They all barely kept their fear suppressed up until
now, but the one on the left began to tremble.

I squatted in front of her. “Serafina?”

“I’m sorry,” she whined. From underneath the
hood her sobs were clear. “I’m sorry, ma’am. Please don’t throw me
out.”

“Throw you out?” I said. “First tell me what
you did.”

“I couldn’t help it! I couldn’t!” Serafina
let loose with a loud wail. Her body racked in spasms. I waited,
the panties idly swung back and forth between us.

“Serafina,” I calmly said.

The howls continued.

“Serafina!” I slapped a tit.

The howls climbed a notch, then settled down
into soft blubbers.

“Confess,” I said. “Tell me what you did and
you will be forgiven. I promise.”

Tiny whimpers now. Serafina took a couple of
deep breaths, sucking up running snot from a wet nose.

“I... I said yes,” she said.

That brought me up short. “Yes? Yes to
what?”

“H- H- He, asked me. T- To marry him. I’m
sorry, I’m sorry!”

I hung my head. Damn. Serafina’s
transgression not withstanding, that meant that it was either one
of the other two who was the guilty party. I had hung on to the
small, vain hope, now dashed, that it was Serafina, because I
dreaded the other possibilities.

I placed a gentle hand behind Serafina’s
roughly covered head. “Now you know that any marriage proposal has
to go through me, right? I can’t have my wards running off in a
fleeting moment of passion.”

“Yes, yes I know!”

“Then good. We’ll talk after your
punishment.” I slapped her tits again. Serafina cried out, tears
now soaking through the burlap sack. “Get this slave out of here,”
I said to no one in particular. “Tie her up. Tight. Gag her too.
Then stick her in the Iron Maiden.”

Now Serafina really began to shake. “Oh, god,
no! Please, ma’am! I can’t take closed in spaces! Send me to the
garden! Put me on the Wheel of Woe! Please!”

I patted her cheek through the burlap. “You
have a lot of thinking to do and there shouldn’t be any
distractions.”

Serafina’s crying started again but I didn’t
commute her sentence. I signed to the men and Lawrence jumped
forward, eager as usual. He hoisted Serafina over his shoulder and
took off up to the Catacombs. Her butt quivered under his friendly
slaps.

That left Dawn and Chelsea. I could have
played the subtle little game of interrogation, eventually drawn
out the truth. But I was tired, and more than a little angry. Angry
that this situation happened at all. Chelsea knew better. And as
for Dawn, she should have known better. And of the two she was the
dominant one. That little “last minute chaperone” scene confirmed
it. And not even the melodrama of being snatched out of bed still
asleep, hooded and carried down here to the Tombs threw her. Yes, I
had chosen her well. But I had to break through that still cold as
ice exterior, and quickly. I opted for a rough, but tried and true
method. Divide and conquer.

My boots paced. Dawn remained still, but
Chelsea, she was the soft one as evidenced by her tiny little
bursts of shakes. I stopped in front of her and threw a backhand
slap. I didn’t quite hit Chelsea due to the voluminous sack but the
message got delivered.

“I’m sorry, ma’am!” Chelsea whined. “I’m
sorry.”

“Shut up, Chelsea!” Dawn said.

Another backhand, this one on Dawn that fully
connected.

“Talk to me, Chelsea,” I said.

Chelsea choked back a sob. I could have
waited for her crying to finish, but if what happened what I
thought had happened, I needed to send a message, not just to the
two ladies that knelt in front of me, but to the other ladies in my
charge as well. One that would leave no doubt as to what would
occur should they break one of my cardinal rules. Chelsea’s sobs
became soft blubbers and I slapped her tits several times, my arm a
blur with fore- and backhands that turned her soft blubbers back
into screams. There is nothing like pain for clearing the head and
I wanted Chelsea to think of nothing but what I wanted her to tell
me to make the pain stop.

“I’m waiting,” I said.

Chelsea sucked up some running snot and
slowly gathered her wits. “I just... I just wanted to be treated
like a real slave.”

Dawn’s head lifted a little. “Don’t,
Chelsea,” she slurred.

I twisted Dawn’s nipples. Hard. She
groaned.

“Not one...fucking word!” Dawn managed.

I released Dawn’s tits, untied the sack and
pushed it up just enough to reveal her bruised mouth. I shoved a
couple of fingers down her throat. Dawn gurgled but that was all.
“Tell me a truth, Chelsea,” I said. “I’m tired of hearing
lies.”

It took a moment or two for Chelsea to gather
her courage. “I… I gave up my panic button. I shoved it at Dawn and
told her leave us alone. I knew it was wrong, ma’am! But...for
once, I wanted to know what it would be like. No chance for escape,
no safewords.”

“And you thought Mr. Ronson was a safe
choice,” I said.

“No! No, I was scared. I didn’t think he was
safe at all. It made me want to be with him even more.”

“I see. That’s very interesting.” I twirled
the soiled panties again around my finger. “Chelsea, I have one
more question for you. Speak true and I’ll consider keeping you on
here. Did you and Mr. Ronson go to the Leather Mask?”

“The Leather Mask?” Chelsea shook again in
fear. “Oh, god, ma’am, no!”

“Hmm. Given everything you said, that’s the
one place I’m sure you would have wound up.” Chelsea tried to speak
again but I silenced her with a quick “Ssshh.” I let that hang in
the air a moment, then said, “All right, I believe you. But you’re
still going to be punished because no one ever, ever gives up their
panic button. Not one of my ladies. And the chaperone should have
called an end to your date when you did.”

I nodded to Wilson who came forward. “Stick
her in the garden with a switch in her mouth. Whoever wants to can
stripe her up. No limits.”

“No limits?” Wilson said, amazed.

“You heard me. Since Chelsea wants to know
what it’s like to be a real slave, then let her find out. No matter
how much she begs for it to stop.” I lifted up her covered head.
“No safewords, honey.”

Chelsea gave a little strangled cry. Wilson
hoisted her up in his strong arms and disappeared. His footfalls
receded down the long hallway.

I pushed Dawn’s hood back to reveal a pair of
defiant eyes. My fingers still in her mouth I held up the panties.
“You’re going to tell me everything. You’re going to tell because
you’re not like Chelsea who just wants to play at being a real
slave. You want to be broken. All right then, my little slut. I
will break you.”

 


***

 


I had to hand it to Dawn, I really had to
work to get anything out of her. I found the fresh marks on her
back, the ones she hid by never turning her back on me when I came
upon her and Chelsea in my office. I silently berated myself for a
simple fool. I also used that old trick in the past. It only made
me angrier as I added to them on Dawn’s back, a single-tail whip
raising fresh welts while Dawn screamed as she hung a foot off the
floor. Spiked weights hung from her wonderful tits, five ounce
Morningstar balls that pricked her lower chest and stomach as she
writhed with each stroke of the whip. But the secrets of last night
remained locked tight within her.

I wanted to know just how she found the
Leather Mask. Who took her? It wasn’t Mr. Ronson, since all his
attention was on Chelsea. It had to be some interloper, but also
someone who knew Dawn, possibly with access to the Velvet Glove.
Dawn just wouldn’t go off with a stranger. It had to be a person
she knew, who had promised her an experience she wouldn’t forget.
Could it be one of my staff? Dawn’s betrayal was bad enough; I
cringed at the possibility of another from someone on my staff.
Who? WHO?

Swish, crack! went the whip.

“Uuuhhrr!” Dawn’s eyes closed, her lips
squeezed tight.

“Aahhiii!”

Swish, crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Talk you fucking bitch!”

Nothing spilled forth. I signed to Henry and
together we spread Dawn’s legs, locked them wide apart to the
floor. Dawn knew exactly what was coming next. She didn’t say
anything, didn’t beg for mercy. In fact, her unchanged expression
was a direct challenge that told me, “Go ahead. Do your worst.” And
as I windmilled the cat through the air, coming closer and closer
to her exposed pussy, and when the sharp leather blades struck
those sensitive lips she did cry out, and tears streamed down her
cheeks, but not once did she show any signs of giving me what I
wanted.

Sticky, sweaty and still dressed in my
Edwardian attire, I backed off to catch my breath. Henry provided a
cool glass of water and I sipped it while Dawn hung before us, head
limp on her chest. I could go on beating her, turn her skin raw,
but at a certain point the slave doesn’t feel it anymore. I knew
from personal experience that if Dawn and I shared that common
quality of all true masochists, then whatever more I did to her in
this particular torture chamber would only serve her ends, not
mine.

I took another sip and rubbed the wet glass
across my brow. Time for a different approach.

 


***

 


Dawn retained her stoic manner as Henry
dragged her down the long green tunnel. She obviously knew where we
were going but refused to show any fear. Not even when we reached
the Solitude Tank’s chamber and we pulled the red rubber suit over
her shapely form and attached the pussy and asshole tubes. And not
even when a little bit of piss dribbled out through the clear tube
did her face betray any sign of alarm. Not until we clipped on the
guy wires and I hit the switch and Dawn was suddenly all stretched
out, suspended in the air, did she give a little gasp.

“Yes,” I said. “You really are going in the
Solitude Tank. Playtime is over, Miss Flynn.”

Henry shoved the breathing tube into Dawn’s
mouth, a hose with a wide aperture that forced open the jaw like a
ringgag. The short black hose dangled against the red rubber suit
and Henry connected it to a longer one that ran to a breathing
machine. He flipped a switch and air rushed through the tube to
Dawn’s forced open mouth. The machine whirred and clicked with each
of her almost panicked breaths.

Henry brought over a cotton wad and a pair of
tweezers. “First the nose,” I said, and shoved a couple of soft
cylinder shaped rolls up each nostril. “Now the ears.” I stuffed
each one full until they were overflowing. Dawn’s eyes watered and
I placed extra thick pads over them, held in place by a crisscross
of light medical tape. I checked the nose and ears again, added a
little bit more cotton in each, then patted her cheeks. “I’ll see
you in about six or eight hours, my stubborn bitch. Then we’ll see
just how stubborn you are.” Even though Dawn couldn’t hear me I
couldn’t help saying it.

I drew the rubber hood over Dawn’s head and
transformed her from a distinct person to an anonymous creature.
Internally the suit’s foam padding translated into a minimum of
pressure on the skin and, coupled with a gentle float in the
Solitude Tank, Dawn would find herself in a sightless, intangible
limbo. After several hours she would beg to answer any question,
and even volunteer other random pieces of information that might
prove useful later. But for now the defiance still held sway within
as her hands tried to form into fists even though the padding
around each finger prevented that. But I had no trouble at all with
my fingers, and I snapped them at Henry. A motor whirred and Dawn’s
vaguely human shape lifted off the ground, moved backwards over the
tank, then rotated face down and hung just inches above the still,
neither warm or cold water. Henry dashed off to the security room
to monitor Dawn’s vitals and give me the final go ahead. He beeped
me on the headset and reported that aside from Dawn’s slightly
elevated pulse and respiration everything was fine. In spite of the
seriousness of the situation, it was with a bit of glee I pushed
the button and sent a thrashing Dawn on her descent into induced
madness.

I stood at the edge of the round tank. The
little storm of waves from Dawn’s struggles splashed up against the
sides. Soon, she grew tired struggling against the wires and the
water’s extra resistance, and the waves subsided into gentle laps.
Soon she would slip into what I called the Beta state, where
orientation would desert her and she couldn’t tell up from down.
Thoughts would turn from fighting outward to inward, doubts and
fears would magnify, grow to epic proportions. She would try to
fight it, but the demons would prove too much. They always did,
because they grew from the one place where Dawn couldn’t stop them,
herself.

Already Dawn’s exertions waned and I felt
disappointed. Surely, she had more fight in her? But then I
realized she was probably saving her strength, to use it all in her
internal conflict. She was readying to put up a real battle,
perhaps the best one ever from someone in the tank. My
disillusionment fled, replaced by a new excitement, one that sent a
shockwave straight between my legs. Oh, this girl not only
bewitched me the day we met, she also now taunted with her supposed
flaws, the kind that made me weak in the knees.

I gripped the top of the tank, swayed in my
near collapse. The water was calm now, nearly still, but my own
internal combat was just beginning. I fairly dashed out of the
Solitude Chamber, almost ran up the worn steps from the Tombs to
the Catacombs and then onto the ground floor. I came across Fay and
Judith and I slowed way, way down. It wouldn’t do to have anyone
see their mistress running to her bed like a randy teenager. I
placed my hands together in the front at the waist, regally bowed
to their obeisance and glided past them. I repeated the process a
few more times for others, but Dawn was never far from my thoughts.
My hands gripped each other, knuckles white and I thought I would
go mad, that I would never reach the sanctuary of my apartments. My
pussy warmed, turned red hot and the juices flowed down my lips,
dribbled against the bare skin of my thighs under the dress. Once
or twice I caught my breath, had to actually remind myself to
inhale, breathe.

Finally, I arrived at the last hallway. No
one was around so I dashed the final twenty feet and slammed the
door behind me. He was waiting. He knew me so well, knew that I
would need him after I lowered Dawn in to the tank.

He was already naked, as usual, save for the
leather hood. He removed it, but retained the contact lenses that
turned his eyes yellow with black slits. That, along with his
magnificently toned body, made him appear disturbingly alien.

“It’s been a while,” he said. “I was
beginning to think you had better things to do.”

“I, I’ve been busy,” I said, slowly
advancing. My mouth was dry and I had trouble talking. “I think, I
think I’ve found her. Sir.” I almost forgot to add the last part. I
was out of practice.

He rushed me, one hand at my throat, the
other already reaching up under my dress. “And you think that’s an
excuse? Ever since that day you planted her in the garden we
haven’t gotten together once. Not once!”

“I kno...know, sir!” His hand on my windpipe
made me barely able to speak, and the pressure grew. “I...”
(Cough, hack, voice little more than a croaky whisper) “I’m
sorry. Forgive me.”

His lips formed a cruel smile, the kind that
captured me so long ago. “Forgive you? Of course I will forgive
you.” His fingers found my wet pussy and easily shoved up inside
me. I gasped, fought for air. Through blood that pounded in my ears
I heard him say, “You’re forgiven, but you’ve got a lot of ground
to make up.”

His fingers raped me, shoving up deep past my
soaked lips. Then his mouth was on mine, infusing me with the
breath of life that I so desperately craved. Strong hands tore my
dress apart until it lay in tatters. One of my best dresses too,
but he didn’t care about that. Rope found its way about my wrists
and he bent me over a stiff-backed chair, tying them off to the
wooden cross bar between the front legs. In back he kicked my feet
apart, tied those to the chair legs and slapped my ass cheeks
hot.

He stopped and I gasped for breath. I got a
little rest, and then his cock ripped into my asshole. He had lubed
it in my own juices while he punished my ass and now his tool was
stiff and more than ready to “make up ground”. He entered me and I
cried out, my tight asshole needing time to adjust to his bounty. I
protested again and this time he shoved a leather plug in my mouth,
buckling the outer strap tight around the back of my neck. I shook
my head, tried to push it out, but it was useless. He well knew his
role; that of an assailant silencing and sodomizing his victim.

His hips pounded against my sore butt cheeks,
the cock hotter with each painful thrust. I screamed into the gag,
fought against the bonds as my arms strained upwards, my legs
inwards, all to no avail. My asshole was reamed, widened out by
that wonderful man tool and I could do nothing, absolutely nothing,
to stop it.

He came hard and fast. Jet after jet of hot
cum shot way, way up into me and I took it, took it all. No choice.
None. And, oh, it felt...wonderful. But my pussy still lacked.

His cock withdrew and he walked around in
front. A hand in my hair forced my head up while the other removed
the gag. However, I was still silenced, as the bent backwards
position of my head constricted my throat. He let up just a little
and my head sagged, allowing me to breathe, but before I could
speak another gag filled my mouth.

He knelt on the chair and shoved the
half-erect cock in my mouth. Covered in his cum I greedily went
after it, sucking like a vacuum cleaner. Hand still in my hair, he
pushed and pulled my head back and forth, slow at first, but
eventually I set the pace, faster and faster as his cock grew,
filled my mouth until I could barely go down half the shaft. Wet
stains spread below across the seat of the ornate, antique chair. I
had spent a small fortune on it, but I didn’t care. All my thought
was on one thing, getting this cock erect and back inside me. Well,
it was erect and inside, but not where I wanted it. That soon
changed.

The cock hurriedly withdrew with a wet,
slurping sound and I was left sucking air. My feet were quickly
untied from the chair’s legs, as was the end of the rope that
anchored my wrists to the chair, but my wrists remained tied
together as he pulled me aside and I fell to the hardwood floor. By
the wrist rope he dragged me on the side of my hip through the
apartment, down the long hallway to my private bedroom. At the door
he paused for a moment, his cock pointing at my traditional,
four-poster canopied bed.

“I’m glad you’re getting so much use out of
it,” he said. The sheets were still rumpled from when Henry dragged
Dawn to the Tombs. “I can smell all the pussy you’ve tasted in it
from here. Time to put things right.”

A short drag, a strong heave, and I lay on
the bed. Arms spread, legs spread and tied down with the ever
present rope, I lay below him, my pussy wet and open. I said
breathlessly, “Take me. Take me. I want you.”

He smiled, but not cruelly this time. “Good
thing, because I want you too.” His mouth covered mine and his
tongue dove deep. Oh, he tasted so good! Manly, strong, virile. And
then, finally, he split my lips and raped my pussy.

Slow, steady, without rush, his cock plunged
into my depths, withdrew, then sought to drive ever deeper. His
mouth covered mine again, his hands kneaded my breasts, attempting
to experience me in so many different ways at the same time. Unable
to resist, and secretly not wanting to, I returned his ardor full
measure. My tongue swirled and danced around his, then my lips
kissed his cheeks, his nose and eyes. And still his cock plummeted
deeper, until I thought I would go mad. I tried to speak, tried to
tell him how much I loved him, how much I risked when I snuck him
onto the Velvet Glove’s staff because I couldn’t, just couldn’t go
on without him, even if our trysts were still few and far between.
I wanted to tell him how much he meant to me, how I couldn’t wait
for the day that we need not hide our master-slave liaison, but all
that issued from my mouth were grunts, animal noises that spoke
more eloquently than any kind of poetry.

And then he spoke those three little words.
Three words that held such power that I let loose with every fiber
of my being. They sent me on a wave of orgasm that I had never felt
with anyone else, not my weak ex-husband, Justin Graham or Miles
Ford. Not even Miss Dawn Flynn.

I screamed in ecstasy, a temporary insanity
that took me to dizzying heights as I rocked and bucked beneath
him, pulled against the rope with all my strength until I felt my
heart would burst from my chest. And then...golden bliss in his
encircling arms that held me safe, secure, like the ropes that
spread me open below him.

He released me, but the ropes stayed tied at
my wrists and ankles. They would stay that way all night, like they
always had before, the ropes and myself ever at the ready for his
convenience, while I wrapped my legs and arms around him,
while I drifted off to a deep sleep, and prayed for the day that I
would finally be free to be his slave.


Chapter Ten

Suspended In the Dark

 


Dawn Flynn

 


And as I dwell in this nether space

There is no whisper, no sound to grace

Sight before my eyes blindfold

Darkness claim my very soul

 


The 19th century poem ran through
my head, one of those marked passages from Mrs. Smith’s library
that repeated in my frenzied, chaotic thoughts until it overwhelmed
everything else. Like a damaged music CD that played only one part
over and over until I was frantic with the need to think of
something, anything, else. And the more I tried not to think
of it, the more I did.

...no whisper...no sound to grace...

...darkness claim...all dark...

I tried to turn about, twist around. My arms
and legs flailed. At least so I tried, but I could feel nothing in
response, not even a single muscle contraction. I thought I was
face down in the tank, or was it face up? And the pressure of soft
padding all around my skin had long ago faded into the same gray
twilight of sensation, neither present or absent and I sought for
something, some kind of anchor from which to confirm my existence.
I am real! But limbo neither agrees nor mocks, and all I was left
with was myself. And that certainly wasn’t what I wanted.

Or is it what you need?

What was that? Who—?

Is this what you need? Want? Or are they the
same?

Drew? Drew Sullivan? It sounded like him,
just like that fateful weekend I spent alone in my apartment before
I quit my job and came to the Velvet Glove. Drew was on top of me,
or behind, or before. A hot pulsing rod of manhood filled my pussy.
Or was it my mouth? No, my butthole? In none and yet all three it
drove through my feeble defenses, ripped new tears in my psyche,
opened up places that I knew lay within me, but never dare tread. I
swear I felt alligator clamps bite my nipples, a cat set my ass
aflame, and a strong, masculine hand slap my face, which sent me to
punished hell and ecstatic heaven all at the same time.

Is this want you want? Well?

No! No, I want—

My pussy turned red hot. My breath caught. It
had started.

No! Stop! I want—

The orgasm blew me apart into a million, tiny
exploding stars. No feeling, no sight and then each nerve ending
overloaded with pure pleasure. And in my head, a nagging voice
wouldn’t leave me alone.

What do you want? asked the voice.

What do I want? I want! I want…more! Oh, god,
give me more! I…oh, oh, ohhhhh!

Another orgasm. This one pure. Orgasm. Pure.
Inside and outside. That’s what I was now. Not a person, not
Dawn Flynn. Just raw, undiluted ecstasy. And I thrashed around like
a rag doll, (at least, I thought so), unable to stop. Wave after
wave of red hot, heart pounding rapture now defined my existence,
that at last, told me, “Yes! Yes, I am here!”

And then, just like that, it all went
away.

No! No, I tried to shout. Come back! Don’t
leave me alone.

But it did. I searched; desperate to
experience again that awful, destructive bliss, but it eluded me.
Left in twilight, a gray reality as far as I could hear, smell, or
see. And then...

Sensation. Weight returned. I was lifted up,
rotated and set on my spread feet. The guy wires snapped off and my
arms dropped like lead weights. Hoses were unattached and my mouth,
asshole and pussy once more felt fresh air. Just that little bit
alone, on those three small areas, was enough to make me gasp, turn
my legs weak and I fell to my hands and knees. Just as well, I was
in the best position while someone peeled away the rubber suit. The
hood was last but the cotton remained in my ears, nose and over my
eyes as leather cuffs locked my wrists in back. Then two pairs of
male hands lifted me up and half-dragged me over the cold floor and
down a long corridor.

I tried to protest, but the tank not only
robbed me of all physical feeling, but also short-circuited the
ability to talk. Unintelligible gibberish lurched from my mouth. A
hand slapped my ass to keep me moving, and when that wasn’t enough
I was flung backward over a broad shoulder. Another long interval
and then I was roughly set on a cold metal chair, tied down, legs
secured wide apart, arms almost touching in back. More rope cut
across my stomach and torso, then the cotton was drawn out of my
nose, emptied from my ears. The tape that held the cotton over my
eyes was ripped away. Still, all was dark. Then a light snapped on,
directly in my face and once again, I was blind. Yet, I got a sense
that someone left the room, while one remained.

A man spoke in a slightly mocking tone. “She
thinks you’re the one? You didn’t look like much your first day
here, and sure don’t look like much now.”

I shook my head, tried to clear it. I
mumbled, “You try floating in the dark for six hours.”

“I’m not the one who snuck off to the Leather
Mask.”

He had me there.

“And as for your time in the tank, it was
only two hours. But I would like to see you after six, if you can
last that long. I’m sure if you did that there are a lot of secrets
you’d confess.”

“What...What do you want to hear? Did I enjoy
my time at the Leather Mask? Was it everything I hoped for? Fuck
off, I’m not telling you anything.”

“Good, because I don’t want you talk anyway.
I want you to listen.”

He pushed a large object forward partially
into the light. On a cart was a small television hooked up to a DVD
player. He leaned forward to turn it on and I saw him. In the light
his hair was dark, combed back and pulled into a short
ponytail.

“Cat Eyes!”

He didn’t look up while loading the DVD
player. “Is that my name? Well, I’ve been called worse. Now,
quiet.”

The television screen turned a sky shade of
blue.

“Who are you?” I said. “Does Mrs. Smith know
you’ve taken me out of the—”

“Your mistress is sleeping the sleep of
deserved, contented exhaustion. She’s not going to know anything of
this, unless you tell her. Now stop talking.”

“I don’t know what game you’re playing, but
if she put me in the tank she won’t like you taking me
ougghhmmpph!”

Cat Eyes pounced on me, stuffed my mouth full
of cotton wadding and wrapped a cloth gag several times around my
head. I “Urrmmpph!” and “Arrgghhh!” quite a bit, but the gag was in
to stay.

“I told you I didn’t want you to talk.” He
turned back to the DVD player for a moment and the screen went
dark. “You’ve come a long way in a short time,” he said. “And you
couldn’t help but notice that you’ve been treated a differently
than the rest of the girls. The way you took over Chelsea’s job and
her jealousy alone should have told you that. And also your
punishments, and rewards, have been greater than the others. There
is a reason for all that, but first you will watch this.
Afterwards, if you still have questions, ask them.”

The screen flickered, then a woman appeared,
back to the camera, her spread arms tied overhead. A long bullwhip
cracked, lashed an already scored back. The woman’s screams spoke
of deep physical hurt and desperation. In a near hysterical voice
she begged her torturer to stop, but the whip continued to flay her
skin. And it wasn’t just her back either. Thin, angry lines covered
her ass, wrapped around her legs too. And as she twisted about
under each crack of the whip I saw her front was also covered in
welts.

Suddenly the whip stopped. The woman hung her
head and cried. Deep sobs of gut wrenching emotion. The kind that
one undergoes when an all consuming change has come about.

A man stepped out from the shadows, dressed
all in black leather, with a low, wide brimmed hat to better hide
his face. He let the woman down and she slumped in his arms, like a
boneless cat. He carried her to a metal chair, one very much like
mine, and tied her to it. Her head hung down, hair forward so I
still couldn’t tell who she was, then the man lightly patted her
cheek several times, as if to check she was still alive. The image
on the screen bounced as someone else moved the camera closer. The
woman now filled the entire screen from her full, naked marked up
breasts to her tear streaked, wan, and very, very frightened
face.

Oh my god! Mrs. Smith!

“You know why you’re here?” said a mechanical
voice off screen.

“Yes,” Mrs. Smith said. Her voice was weak,
not the strong, determined one that I knew so well.

“Confess.”

Mrs. Smith closed her eyes, lowered and shook
her head.

The man’s hand grabbed her by the hair,
“Confess! Or do you want more? Is that what you really need?”

“No! Oh, please, no!” Mrs. Smith started to
cry again and she fought to stifle it, eventually bringing herself
back under control as the man paced impatiently in front of her.
Throughout Mrs. Smith’s confession, he was ever ready to
intimidate, to threaten with worse punishments if she showed any
reluctance in her guilt-filled admissions.

“Start with the Leather Mask,” he said.

Mrs. Smith licked her lips, one of those ‘I
love it but hate it’ gestures, then began in a soft voice. “It…It
wasn’t easy to find because… Well, you know…because of what they do
there.” Mrs. Smith stopped, then wailed at the ceiling. “Oh, god!
What have I done? Master, Mistress, I’m sor—”

A gloved hand lashed out, struck Mrs. Smith
across the face.

“They don’t care that you’re sorry! Just tell
what happened.” He attached nipple clips to Mrs. Smith’s tits. The
kind with tiny alligator teeth that I was sure bit into mine while
I floated in solitude.

“Aaaiiihh! All right, all right! I’ll
tell!”

He hung a weight off her left tit, then
another on the right. Mrs. Smith’s breasts sagged under the
punishment. The man readied another set of weights.

“I said I’d tell! What are you doing?
Stop!”

“Then start talking,” he calmly said and
continued the preparations.

Mrs. Smith hurriedly started up her story
again. “It’s not easy to find. Miles tried to follow up on rumors
for weeks and we...” (He dangled the new weights in front of her.)
We traveled! Several cities! Madrid, Rio, Tokyo twice, but either
we just missed them or they weren’t there. And then he got a good
tip and we flew to Amsterdam.” She shuddered.

“Go on,” said the man. He brought a weight
closer, made to attach it to another.

Mrs. Smith screamed in terror. “Don’t. Don’t!
Please, don’t hurt me anymore! I’m confessing. I’m telling
you!”

“All I hear is begging,” he said. “It sounds
pretty, but not what I want.” Closer with the new weights.

“Yes, yes! I will! I am! I am!” Mrs. Smith
cried again, but now with silent tears and trembling lips. “We...We
got to Amsterdam just at start of the Leather Mask’s visit. And I
was paraded, put on display. Miles never said anything about it,
but I knew. I was to be won somehow, by someone. A trophy slave
prize…”


Mrs. Smith

Surrender

 


And, at last, like a brass ring, someone did
grab me. But until that happened I spent each night, all night
long, in the Leather Mask, with no say as to who I submitted to,
and no say in how. The first time I was escorted by Miles, then
afterwards, I was loaded into a chauffeured limo and taken there.
Turned into a creature of the night, I slept away the days, then
got up at sunset for my nightly promenade in humiliation. And it
didn’t just happen at the club. Most of the time when I was
deposited in the car I was already tied up, and always blindfolded,
so I never knew the way. Every night I slaved to a new person, and
it didn’t matter if it was a man or woman. Even the chauffer, one
night, didn’t drive away but stayed and I found myself at the end
of his leash. And it wasn’t any random thing either as to who I
slaved to; each night Miles gave me a different password. Whoever
spoke it, I was utterly their property until the dawn. And each
sunrise I returned dog-tired to our little hostel. But before I
could sleep Miles wanted to know every detail of the person I was
with, what happened to me, how I was made to submit. Used.

It got to be quite a thing because whenever I
would arrive, all the masked people at the club would look at each
other, wondering who had the password to my submission. The crowds
grew and many of them delayed their masochistic activities until
the right person spoke the right word and I kneeled to press my
forehead on the floor.

For most of them I never found out who they
were. Like me, they wore elaborate, decadent masks. But then, after
over three weeks of nightly degradation, a married couple arrived,
and they didn’t wear masks.

They were dressed in Victorian fashion, and
spoke with high-end English accents. Everyone stared at them, not
due to their costumes, which I learned later weren’t costumes but
the way they dressed all the time, but because of their bare faces.
The whole idea of the Leather Mask was complete anonymity to do
anything you wanted. This couple did whatever they wanted to and
didn’t care who saw them. They didn’t care because they had power,
the kind that merely by their choosing not to conceal their
identity that they, not someone else, were in control of their
lives. And they would live it the way they wanted. Just that
thought alone sent a chill of anticipation down my spine.

A few people greeted them, spoke to them just
inside the door and I soon learned their names because they also
didn’t care about letting anyone know that either. Edmund and
Portia Bosworth. They were in their late forties, early fifties,
both quite attractive, and full of snooty arrogance.

It was only natural that I deliberately
approached them to seek an audience, unlike other nights as I stood
in a corner and nervously waited for someone to speak the password.
They ignored me. Yet, when the last flatterer departed and we were
left alone, Portia Bosworth spoke the magic word.

“Surrender.”

And I did.

 


***

 


They were elegant, this couple, but that
first night with them I thought I would die. Really die.

Most of the others that I slaved to usually
paraded me around at the end of their leash, followed by a scene of
submission, either tied up, whipped, or some other torment, which
was always followed by their rape of my mouth, ass or pussy. Men
were always more impatient than women, they were eager to watch
their cum dribble down my chin, or spread my legs wide in the air.
The women were no less eager, but more intense when it came time
for me to worship their womanhood in a long, slow kiss. Some took
forever in coming and I almost choked on their pussy juices.
Sharp-nailed hands held me tight against their glory holes and I
had no choice but to gulp the salty drink. Yet, when they came, men
or women alike, they almost forgot about me until it was time to
leave. Some whipped me again, but most often I was left tied up, to
a pole, in a cage, or hogtied on the floor.

That’s how I was tied now, only instead of
rope, heavy shackles and chains drew my ankles and wrists close
together. God, the metal cuffs hurt! They pulled so tight I thought
they would draw blood. I could still feel my fingers, but the
severe pain made me long for the relief of numbness. But if that
happened I would really be in trouble and the Bosworths knew it
too. They checked my hands, make sure I could still feel pain. So
the chains, as orchestrated by my current master and mistress, were
my tormentors, and also, strangely, my savior.

Mrs. Bosworth sat forward in a winged-back,
leather chair, chin in hand. “She certainly isn’t any stranger to
tight bondage. But I wonder just how extreme she can go.”

Mr. Bosworth squatted next to me, his hand
brushed away my hair and pulled my head back. “It seems she’s
already at her limit. See the tears? The downturned mouth? She’s
just another dilettante.”

I wasn’t sure what he meant, but his
disapproving tone grated. Mrs. Bosworth appeared to agree and they
made ready to leave me there, like some discarded toy.

Conceited fuckers! With their snotty voices
and superior attitude! I could have just stayed quiet and my life
may have been very different. But anger flashed through me, at how
they just dismissed my months of intense training. I wasn’t about
to allow the Bosworths to just throw all that aside.

My voice strained. Shit, the pain was almost
unendurable! “Is this...the best...you’ve got?”

Mrs. Bosworth stopped. She imperiously stared
down and said slowly, “What did you say?”

“Just a...a few chains. A little...hogtie.
Can’t you do any...better?” I twisted a wrist a little too much in
a tight shackle and bit back a cry.

“We always go easy with new subs,” Mr.
Bosworth said. He shrugged. “That is, easy for us. And from what
we’ve seen, you’re already beyond your limit.”

I wrenched away from his hands, rolled onto
my side. The extra pressure from the floor on my already strained
shoulder made me break out in a sob. I stifled it and said, “I’ll
be the judge of what I can take. Or are you afraid? Afraid that
it’s probably been so long since you’ve really cut loose that
you’re scared to do it again? What would people think when I say
that the great Edmund and Portia Bosworth have lost their
nerve?”

I didn’t know these people from Adam, but I
definitely got their attention. Mr. Bosworth slapped my face and,
when I recovered, Mrs. Bosworth had a leather boot planted on my
neck, its spiked heel pressed right at my throat.

“All right, you pain slut,” she said. “We’ll
just see who loses their nerve.”

 


***

 


That night at the Leather Mask surpassed all
the others combined. We took center stage and didn’t relinquish it
until they kicked us out at dawn.

They stood me over a pole mounted vibrator.
Not that unusual in itself, but they covered the vibrator in muscle
cream, the kind that stings like fire. My arms tied in back and
lifted up partway to keep my ass clear, my feet tied wide apart,
there was nothing I could do but watch in dread as Mr. Bosworth
lathered up the vibrator’s large round head. With an evil grin,
Mrs. Bosworth adjusted the pole until it nestled well past my
nether lips. I shrieked as the cream set my pussy aflame, then
again when she switched on vibrator. Mrs. Bosworth stood back, once
more with a hand over her chin in thought. Mr. Bosworth circled
round in back and switched my ass with a stout rod.

The swish and crack filled the
club, punctuated by my cries and sobs. Tears overflowed from my
plain, white mask, but I refused to beg for mercy. Swish, crack
“Ohhh!” Swish, crack “Oh oh oh ohhhh!” I cried, and always, right
below, the vibrator thrummed, the searing cream burned. Oh, god.
Oh, god! What had I done?!!!

The switch let up. The vibrator stopped. Now
Mrs. Bosworth approached. A contraption dangled from her hand that
I recognized from my training with Miles. A tit stretcher.

Mrs. Bosworth noticed my reaction. “Oh, so
you know what this is?”

I didn’t answer.

She smiled, then went about her diabolical
task. The clips attached to my nipples, then Mrs. Bosworth hung a
chain between them. The middle of the chain she affixed to the far
end of a thin, grooved steel rod. The near end was screwed into a
wide, flat piece of wood that sat between my breasts. She turned a
tiny flywheel halfway between both ends. My breasts stretched out,
and out, and out.

She was pulling my tits out further than ever
before! “Oh fuck!” I cried. “Fuck, fuck, fuuuccckkkk!”

Click. Bzzzz. The vibrator.

Swish! Crack! The switch.

I threw back my head and howled.

Pain. Pain! The sting of the switch, the burn
of the vibrator, the bite of the clips, the strain on my breasts.
It went on and on, no rest. Eventually Mr. Bosworth let up with the
switch, but then Mrs. Bosworth started up with a cat. She expertly
employed it up and down my legs, on my exposed back and stomach
until I was so marked up that the welts were the norm and any
untouched pale skin the exception. In between Mrs. Bosworth’s
lashes, Mr. Bosworth placed tinier clips along my stiff arms, down
my ribcage, around the edges of my ears until I felt there wasn’t a
single nerve ending that wasn’t fired in sweet agony.

But they found more.

My mouth was forced open, a metal dental gag
shoved in and my jaw cranked open to its limits. My tongue danced
about, the only thing left to my control. I gurgled in my throat as
Mrs. Bosworth shoved her fingers deep inside, partly in prurient
interest, partly in detached assessment.

“Teeth are good,” she said. “There’s a couple
of fillings.”

Mr. Bosworth untied my feet and lifted them
up from behind one at a time, like a furrier examining a mare.
“Soles are soft. Should be quite responsive.”

They fiddled with something behind me. I
tried to turn around and see, but Mrs. Bosworth tied my hair off
with a rope that ran down between my arms to a ring in the floor. I
was forced to look up at the ceiling with all its exposed pipes and
air conditioning ducts. The club music pounded in my ears and
drowned out any nearby sounds. The vibrator still thrummed, but the
sting of the cream had pretty much worn off by now, thanks in part
to my abundant pussy juices that dripped down and washed it clean.
The pain in my pussy faded and, for a moment, I forgot about the
clamps, the stringent bondage, the unrelenting discipline, and
grooved on the slow, almost pleasurable climb to what promised to
be one huge orgasm. Ohh, yes. Ahhhh...

Bzzz.

My mouth! My head jerked in pain.

Mrs. Bosworth waved around a small copper
wand with a bulbous end. She inserted it past the dental gag and
just grazed my tongue.

Bzzz.

“Eeiiihh!”

Mr. Bosworth placed my feet on two black,
narrow boxes. Wires ran from each to a central box about six feet
away. He sat in a chair, placed the box on his lap and flicked a
switch.

“Aaiiihh!” My right foot jumped up. Another
flick of the switch and my left joined it. Mrs. Bosworth inserted
the wand again. Bzzz. Shit and fuck! Stop. Stop! My body
twisted under the jolts while the Bosworths played cat and mouse.
Sometimes Mrs. Bosworth would insert the wand and I would scream,
but then not feel any jolt. Mr. Bosworth would light up my feet,
the left foot twice, then the right, then the left again. A few
instances he did both at the same time and I was forced to hang by
my arms until I couldn’t take it anymore and slowly, gingerly,
allowed my feet to stand on the boxes again. The relief didn’t last
long because soon he would flick the switch again and I would jump,
totally suspended.

“Hold,” Mrs. Bosworth said after my latest
little jolt. Mr. Bosworth seemed a little put out, but waited while
Mrs. Bosworth set aside the vibrator pole. She rubbed my sore, wet
pussy, then brought her fingers up. Her pink, wet tongue darted out
for a delicate taste.

“Ah, now that’s a cunt flavor I can enjoy,”
she said. “But it just needs a little more cooking.” From within
her high-necked dress she drew out an egg-shaped vibrator and stuck
it far up my wet hole. Another wire trailed down and terminated in
a little box between my knees. She flicked the control knob and I
moaned.

“Don’t let that vibe drop out,” Mrs. Bosworth
said, “or I’ll be most displeased. And if you think it’s bad
now...”

Quick as a flash the wand reentered my mouth,
but not to touch my tongue, it—

Bzzz.

My tooth! The filling!

“Aiiihhh!”

Among the veteran members of the Leather Mask
came different responses. Some in arousal, a clenched hand on a
partner’s arm here, a little widening of the eyes there, but others
took a step back. Some muttered and I could only guess at their
feelings about the Bosworth’s intense play. Things had gotten
extreme in other scenes I had witnessed over the last few weeks,
but nothing like what I now endured. The wand, my arms wrenched up
in a strappado position, the electrical shock boxes, the
vibrator. Fuck, I didn’t know if I was ready to die or cum
until I died.

Mrs. Bosworth saw to it that her and Mr.
Bosworth’s reputation for edge play remained well intact. In
addition to the sport with the electrical boxes, Mrs. Bosworth
began another game with the wand. It lighted on my tongue and I
cringed, but no shock. Again...no shock. Yet, I knew better. Mrs.
Bosworth still had that intense manner that said she was far from
finished. The wand slowly approached and I held my breath. Mrs.
Bosworth smiled. Yes, yes, here it comes. Already I could feel the
shock. I held my breath. Oh, god, oh, god, here it comes!

She pulled back, touched it to a nipple
clip.

“Fuuuuucckkkkk!!!!”

I could only scream half the word, but
everyone there got the message. More incoherent screams issued as
the wand bounced from nipple to nipple, then down to my hot, hot
pussy. No, no, I can’t do this anymore! Get me down. Down!
“Ooowwnnn! Oowwnneeeiihhh!”

The Bosworths backed off a little, patiently
waited, allowed my lungs to empty. In that moment, that brief time
after my vocal cords turned raw, I had a moment’s peace. The
vibrator continued its silent song as it teased me and I focused on
that, and how I was so much closer to that slip of a fucking
outrageous orgasm. But then Mr. Bosworth resumed his little
electric dance game, and Mrs. Bosworth branched out as well to run
the wand lightly over my ribs, inside the thighs, and between the
ass crack, with little jolts here and there.

I held my weakened legs up as long as
possible, tried to avoid touching the boxes until I simply needed
some relief on my shoulders. I constantly twirled away from the
wand, but still reacted spasmodically whenever Mrs. Bosworth saw
fit to make me twitch. I rotated back around and she reached down,
turned the vibrator up a click, then stepped back to watch as I
approached the abyss of sexual oblivion. I was...so...close...

Mrs. Bosworth called to me. “Over here, pain
slut. Over here. See what I have for you?”

Another wand. No, not a wand, a fucking
cattle prod! With a sadistic smile Mrs. Bosworth flicked it off and
on.

Shit! It was headed right for my pussy!

Whole, body-racking sobs followed, as tears,
drool and mucus dripped to the floor below. No. No more. Please.
Oh, god! It was getting closer, closer. I could hear the
electricity! Oh, please, please...

Mrs. Bosworth pulled the prod back, quickly
reached down to the vibrator control box, and turned it up
full!

My body’s racking sobs kept on, but now for
another reason. I danced, spun in space, all weight on my arms as I
cummed and cummed and cummed again. My lungs emptied in a scream of
agonized ecstasy. Through a red haze of painful bliss the other
club patrons bounced and jumped every which way in time with my
jerky head movements. Several expressions from wonder to amazement
crossed their faces, and a few crowded even closer, to touch, to
stroke my sweat soaked skin as if to absorb the dark magic. Slowly
I descended, the strain on my arms at last eliminated, and I laid
on my side. Arms freed, the pussy juice covered vibrator removed, I
twitched in the last throes of orgasm while hands lightly touched
me, to caress and reassure. To tell me that I am not alone because
others care, and care deeply. I kept my eyes shut; No, I don’t want
to look at them, at the sea of anonymous masks, but I can’t help
but allow one eye to open a slit. And I find I’m not in the custody
of the club patrons, but under the smiling care of Edmund and
Portia Bosworth.

“You really are something special, aren’t
you?” Mr. Bosworth said. “We haven’t had a scene like that in a
long time.”

“A long time,” Mrs. Bosworth agreed.

I curled up, still full of twitches, yet I
didn’t let either of them out of my sight. They stood and spoke
with a few other club members, accepted kudos for the extreme, yet
well-managed scene. They didn’t hear me growl, didn’t see me
stagger to my feet. A couple of others did, yet they gave warning
too late. Covered in welts, teeth bared, hands resembling claws, I
leapt.

It wouldn’t have mattered whom I got to
first, I still would have done what I did but Mrs. Bosworth was the
closest. She was half turned around with a questioning expression
and a lot of white in her eye when my nails tore into her fine
dress. Before she could utter a word, my mouth was on hers and we
fell to the floor. I ripped away her lacey bodice, squeezed her
breasts, pinched, and then bit her nipples. I tore away the dress’s
many folds to reveal a shaved, pink pussy and shoved one, two, then
three fingers up, up, all the way up to my knuckles. Goddam
bitch! Just do me then leave me on the floor? Act like it didn’t
affect you at all? Try to ignore this!

Mrs. Bosworth tried to half push, half crawl
away, but I spun around, wedged my arms between her smooth, milky
white legs and planted my mouth on that beautiful twat.

Oh, heaven! She tasted wonderful. Nothing but
essence of sweet woman to cover my lips, fill my palette, imbue my
tongue. Soon, the strain of her legs eased and Mrs. Bosworth’s
sweet moans floated throughout the club. Then her legs quickly
tensed again as she ascended the heights which I forced her to
climb. Her hands, her own sharp nails raked my back, tore open a
welt or two, and pain filled me anew, but I kept my mouth on that
now free flowing fountain of her womanhood. My head spun while I
slurped at her waters, my mouth filled and then overflowed as she
cried out in sudden rapture. I took her again, and again and
thrilled to her cries, until, absolutely spent, she lay beneath me
like a limp, wet towel.

I glanced up to find a set of male
trousers.

“Now, that was something,” Mr. Bosworth
said.

My eyes bored holes right through his.

He took a half step back.

Like a tiger that pounced on its prey, I was
all over him. A ripped open shirt revealed a firm chest, flat abs
and an intoxicating musk. I pressed my nails against his neck,
ready to rip out his throat. Don’t you even dare think you’re
getting away! He got the message and lay completely still as I
straddled his waist, tore open his pants and planted myself on top
of his superb, fully erect cock. Like an animal my hips bounced and
he strained to keep up with the rapid pace. His cock was hot (so
hot!) that I knew he wouldn’t last long, which was fine with me.
C’mon, you fucker, give!

My hands found his perfectly combed hair
(huh, not anymore), squeezed his head as I shoved my tongue into
his half open mouth and raped that too. His arms at last embraced
me, held me tight down on him. And then he came. Oh, fuck, yeah!
Pump, pump, pump. More, fill me up. Give me more. Oh. Ah.
Ahhhhh.

I let go and slumped on top of him. People
still stood around us, some spoke quietly, lest they disturb the
tableau. I gasped for air, gently kissed Mr. Bosworth, and then I
found Mrs. Bosworth stretched out next to us. I extended a weak
arm, drew her in, and kissed her too. Someone threw a blanket over
us and we lay there, on the cold, hard floor, our own body heat to
keep us warm in our mutual afterglow.

I can’t recall much else of that night. I
think I was lifted up, my wounds tended to, then I curled up,
wrapped around their feet like a cat on a thick, lambskin rug. I
know the Bosworth’s spoke to each other, and to someone else in
particular, but as to what I don’t know. Then sunrise approached (a
lot sooner than I expected, the Bosworth’s must have really worked
me over for a long time) and I was bundled back up, hands tied,
feet hobbled, and tenderly placed in the back of the limo.

I didn’t see Miles when I got back, or at all
that day, mainly because I slept most of it away. But when I
awakened there was a note next to my bed with the new password.
Once more I was transported to the Leather Mask and again heard
Mrs. Bosworth articulate the secret code. I shivered in dark
anticipation.

Things were a little less extreme, but no
less demanding. I guess they knew that they had to retract their
claws a little after last night. They did, and I spent most of the
time in a static position, one that made available to all my
exposed sex. I was roped into a modified ball tie, my legs crossed
in front at the ankles. I couldn’t move, but my position could
easily change, and did as people rolled me onto my back, which
brought my pussy up and within easy reach of hands, mouths, or
cocks.

And there were a lot of them. Mr. and Mrs.
Bosworth declared me ‘open’ to all, and the club members who hadn’t
yet had a go at me, who had watched hungrily as I submitted each
night, got their chance. Cock after cock speared me and the men
quickly shot their wad. Women suckled my pussy, their tongues
lapping up the dribbling semen while others used a strap-on to make
me moan and gasp. Even some of the slaves got in on the act, and
their jealousy at all the attention I had gotten manifested in the
hardest hand rapes and deepest throat kisses up to that point that
I ever knew. And everyone took me right to the edge, to the brink
of orgasm, then withdrew their juice covered penises or glistening
lips.

So I lay there on my arms and back, cum
leaking from my sore, wet slit, shivering not because of the cold,
but due to a fire that burned deep within, and I couldn’t do
anything to douse it. As my cum stains spread all over the floor, I
thought how I had given satisfaction to who knew how many people
over the last few weeks, no, make that the last year and a half,
starting that night Justin threw me in the back of his car. Their
faces paraded randomly through my memory; Madame Olivia, Miles,
Justin’s goons Boyle and Malloy, Mr. Stolchinsky and Miss Fortier,
Professor Stanton and beautiful but hard April. When, when
would I get to decide whom to bed. Someone like...Nicolas
Weaver.

Tears welled up in the eyeholes of my mask.
Nicolas Weaver. With him alone I felt like I had made love, and I
longed for that passion. The Bosworths had stirred those embers,
fanned them back to flames, but now they watched with detached
interest as I struggled with the severe bondage and discipline, as
I tried to carry on with their demands. But still I wept, silent,
and realized I couldn’t do this anymore. When dawn came, I would
refuse to return to the hostel. I would disappear into the old,
winding Amsterdam streets. No identification, no money, just the
clothes on my back. Some people may be able to undergo night after
night of harsh discipline and anonymous sex, but not me. And last
night with the Bosworths was too little, too late. I had reached my
limit and would just, literally, walk away.

And then a hand touched my mask, another one
dabbed at my tears. Tentative, almost shy movements, as if to ask
permission. They untied the suede strings that held my mask in
place. Two sets of hands, male and female, prevented the mask from
revealing my last secret.

“May we?” Mrs. Bosworth said.

I held my breath.

“We have to see you,” she said. “If we never
punish you again, we must know.”

“Please,” Mr. Bosworth said.

I didn’t say anything. I only nodded once.
Slowly.

The Bosworths hesitated, perhaps unsure about
my response, but then, a little at a time, the mask lifted away. I
had seen their faces from the moment we had met, but when they at
last saw mine, it was like they also let fall their own invisible
masks. And at last I saw them; a successful couple, an attractive
couple, who, on the surface, had everything, but who still searched
for that elusive something, something not just between themselves.
I also sought it, understanding, compassion, love. And now they
dared hope they had found it at last outside their mutual
orbit.

I breathed, “I love you.”

 


***

 


After that no one else touched me at the
Leather Mask. The next three nights Miles didn’t provide any
password, but even if he did, it wouldn’t have mattered. I always
got there before the Bosworths, waited impatiently and, when they
arrived, immediately knelt before them. Then, late one afternoon
after I awakened, Miles announced the Leather Mask had just
suddenly packed up and left, no advance warning. Panic hit me. The
Bosworths! How would I find them? But then came a knock on the
door, and soon I found myself on a plane, Edmund and Portia
protectively on either side as we flew to London.

Our “honeymoon” period was torturous in the
best of ways. For a month Edmund and Portia kept me close to heel,
collared, bound, whipped. And the levels of the scenes thrust upon
me sometimes made what happened that first night at the Leather
Mask seem like nothing. The strappado position was one of their
favorites because it made me so available, and my ability to endure
it lengthened. Another was inverted suspension. And, of course, the
shock boxes. Edmund especially enjoyed making me dance. For her
part, Portia loved hearing me beg hysterically for mercy. But my
pussy always betrayed me. They always kept close tabs on that,
especially whenever they had the slightest doubt as to whether they
had gone too far. Sometimes, when I desperately wanted to continue,
in spite of the agonizing pain, they called a halt either because
they didn’t like the look of my hands or perhaps my pulse or
breathing was too elevated. They knew just how far to dangle me
beyond the emotional and physical edge. Sometimes I would cry
uncontrollably, but then their arms would safely surround me. They
would make love to me or to each other while I was bound and always
it was tender, sweet, luxurious. It couldn’t possibly get any
better, but it always did, no matter how rough their punishments,
or how intense my exhaustion. Yet, I always had ample periods of
rest in between, to recharge, to think about what they did, and to
speculate about new ghastly pleasures. Often they would hint at
what was next as we lay abed.

I never slept alone, either Edmund or Portia
came to my little, cozy room, or a couple of times I was sandwiched
in between them on their huge bed. Portia loved to use the strap-on
and shove it up my ass, make my hips grind against hers. Edmund
liked my ass too, but he also wanted my mouth, and jetted I don’t
know how much cum past a buckled on ringgag down my throat. Of
course, my pussy was well used too. Portia’s mouth kissed my sex
every night and Edmund’s cock split my nether lips on a regular
basis. Afterwards we would spend the night in each other’s
arms.

Whenever I was dressed (not often at first)
it was always in late Victorian costume. The several layers of
clothing took some getting used to, and often times I grunted as
fresh welts from the whip on my back, or crop on my ass, would rub
against the heavy clothes. But that would only serve to inflame my
passions, make my pussy juices run with anticipation whenever we
returned to the playroom, in their very 19th century decorated
townhouse in the heart of London. Every day I couldn’t wait until
they lifted my skirts and left fresh marks, or made me crawl
upstairs to their bedroom, or bound me naked outside in their
private garden on the pristine, soft lawn. Many was the time we all
greeted the dawn, my body just wrung from the terrible, terrible
things they did. Yet, never had I been so happy.

But if there was one cloud on the horizon, it
was that I still belonged to Miles. I knew that, one day, he would
come for me. And that day finally arrived.

I was tied naked to the pole in the center of
the marbled foyer, a common prelude to my afternoon whipping. This
time though, I faced the large, double doors, my arms and hands
behind the pole, not overhead. And I was gagged tight with cloth,
which I found strange since Portia liked the way my screams echoed.
I feared something was up. When the doorknocker thudded three times
and Mr. Bosworth came downstairs to answer it himself, I was
certain. When Miles stepped inside I wanted to shout, to tell him
to go away, but all that came out were continuous “Mmmmpphhs” with
a vigorous shake of my head.

Miles frankly regarded me. “You’ve used her
well,” he said. “Are you pleased?”

“That’s what we want to talk you about,” Mr.
Bosworth said. He motioned to his office and the two men
disappeared behind a carven oak door. Soon afterwards, Mrs.
Bosworth came downstairs and, without even a glance at me, joined
them.

A grandfather clock stood in the foyer and
tick-tocked away my remaining minutes with the Bosworths. I didn’t
want to go! I fought against the bonds, grunted and strained to
free myself. Not to run away, but to barge in to the office, to
declare, no, demand, that I wanted to stay. But Edmund had tied me
and he was a master with the knots. All I got for my exertions was
sweat that ran down my bare chest.

The office banged open. Miles strode out and
carried a cat o’ nine tails. Without pause he planted his feet and
let fly with a savage beating. I tried to turn away, couldn’t, so I
closed my eyes and hung on until he tired. At last he did and his
heavy breaths resonated through the foyer. It was only a short
respite though because he unbound my legs at the knees, wrenched my
thighs apart and shoved his hand up my soggy pussy. Edmund and
Portia stood by and did nothing. I grunted under the gag, averted
my head, but he was close, so close that his hot breath wrapped
around me. What? What had I done to make him so mad?

And then he got me, just
in...that...right...spot.

My hips shook, my ass bounced against the
stout pole and I let go, gave myself over. Explosions ripped
through my body, turned me into a limp mass that only remained on
its feet because Edmund had tied me so well. My lolled to the side,
but not for long as Miles pulled out his hand. He grabbed my hair,
twisted me around, and I gazed at him through slitted eyelids.

He licked his lips and gave me a queer look.
No longer angry, but more like resigned. “They bought your debt.
You belong to them.” With that he pulled down my gag, tore out the
packing and kissed me, long and deep. Then he abruptly broke off,
turned and vanished into the bright day.

“Welcome home, love,” Mrs. Bosworth said and
her eyes shone. “Welcome to the family.”

I broke down and cried.

 


***

 


I suppose the way the fairy tale goes is that
we all lived happily ever after. Well, life isn’t a fairy tale, and
old endings are only new beginnings. For a long time though, I did
live the fairy tale, even if a dark one. Like a princess locked in
a tower, my whole world centered on just Edmund and Portia. They
clothed, fed and took care of me, and I likewise took care of them,
in my unique way. But, instead of suffocating, I breathed the
fresh, clean air of growth, and bloomed under stern hands. The
worse they did to me, the more I thrived, knowing that this was
where I belonged, that, unlike with Miles Ford or Justin Graham, I
wasn’t available to just anyone or on constant probation. I became
an integral part of the family, and not only surrendered to them
each night, but also learned the distinctive business they owned,
even if it hadn’t been planned.

We were seated at the breakfast table.
Rather, they were seated while I sat on curled up legs below and
between them, my slave collar chained to the table. I wasn’t
permitted the use of my hands to eat when we were arranged thus,
relegated instead to gently accepting bits of offered food directly
to my mouth. One morning as I chewed a last morsel of toast and
marmalade, and Edmund and Portia were at that last sip of coffee,
the topic turned to their livelihood.

“I don’t know who to place Ingrid with,”
Portia said, apparently continuing a conversation from before.
“She’s a hard one to figure.”

“Let’s take a look at the latest applicants,”
Edmund replied. He opened up a large envelope, filled with old
style 8x10 glossy photos. They were headshots of men, and some
women.

“No, no, no.” Portia tossed them all aside. A
few wound up on the floor next to me and I idly arranged them all
face up. They were all successful people judging by their dress and
the short resumes printed on the back. It also listed in detail
their likes and dislikes of SM play, other leisure activities and,
almost as an afterthought, a short quote about themselves.

“I’d hate to think that we can’t find someone
for Ingrid,” Edmund said.

“Me too,” Portia said. “But she’s been more
than patient and we just can’t keep making empty promises.”

Portia let her hand fall over the side of the
table. Her fingers loosely grasped a photo of a beautiful blonde,
Nordic woman. Ingrid. Without any resistance from Portia as she
still spoke with Edmund, I plucked away the photo and studied it. I
read over the bio on the back, then set it down face up in the
middle of all the other photos. I compared them, with no clue as to
what I looked for: Similarities in play styles? Common backgrounds?
I flipped them all over. I caught something between Ingrid’s quote
and another one in particular, a dominant man’s.

Hmm. Well, why not?

“Try this one, Madame,” I said.

Portia gazed down. “What did you say?”

Oh, shit. Had I overstepped? Portia’s stern,
but quizzical expression could mean yes or no. I gulped, but
pressed on, and practically shoved the two photos in her hand.
“Look at the back.”

Portia didn’t snap the photos away, but she
didn’t eagerly take them either. I swear that was the longest
minute of my life while she and Edmund carefully went over each one
in silence. I almost wanted to crawl away, but the table chain
prevented that and finally Edmund said, “What made you think Robert
was a match for Ingrid?”

“I...I don’t know,” I said. “Their little
quotes, I guess. I recognized them. They’re not an exact word for
word copy from the original, but they’re both poetry.”

“Yes, it’s not uncommon for someone to show
their romantic side.”

“I know. I saw that from some of the others,
but...”

“Well, c’mon, slave,” Portia said, not
unkindly. “Don’t keep us in suspense.”

“Well, they’re part of the same poem from
Byron. Hers says ‘I could not move a single pace’, and his is
something like ‘I will chain you to a column of stone’.”

Edmund and Portia studied the resumes again.
“But their styles of play are all different,” Portia said, “and
neither of them have anything in common.”

“We’ve tried others with Ingrid that are a
good match,” Edmund said to Portia. “At least on paper, and you
know what happened there. What have we got lose? Let’s give it a
try.”

They set Ingrid and Robert up on a date. No
word came back on what happened and I sank into despair. The last
thing I wanted to do was ruin my Master’s and Mistress’s business.
But then after three days Ingrid and Robert both showed up at the
door, each looking like they hadn’t slept at all and incredibly
happy. Ingrid paid the Bosworth’s a substantial bonus and three
months later we received a wedding invitation.

 


***

 


After Ingrid’s and Robert’s match I was
brought up off the floor at breakfast, and at other times too. I
still wasn’t permitted the use of my hands to eat, but now as
Edmund and Portia went through the clients’ applications and made
prospective matches they explained things to me; what they looked
for, who was a suitable candidate, a stable potential mate, and who
wasn’t. I picked up on things fast, and even sat in while they
interviewed clients. Then, as things developed, they had me
casually talk to the client first to help them relax. With me, the
slave, clients more often revealed things that weren’t on their
resume or probably wouldn’t have said to the dominant Edmund or
Portia. With the extra information we were able to make better
matches. Eventually it got to the point that my master and mistress
trusted me to conduct the entire interview and even consider an
occasional recommendation as to whom a client should be paired. The
business grew, and we started getting a lot more clients who flew
in from overseas, especially America. Then, one day, I found myself
seated between Edmund and Portia again, flying to New York.

Because of our outmoded dress we got stares
at La Guardia, and of course wound up picked over at customs, but
Edmund and Portia conducted themselves with politeness and dignity.
I stood in their shadows, quiet for the most part, answering
questions when asked. After an hour we were passed through and
grabbed a taxi, heading for a hotel on Manhattan’s upper east end.
Over the next few weeks the Bosworths contacted a real estate
agent, bought a connected group of townhouses in Greenwich Village,
started to refurbish them, and made appearances at SM clubs from
Atlanta to Boston to announce their matchmaking service.

I went with them most places, but not to
Boston. I couldn’t. To think that I would run into Justin Graham
again gave me the shakes. I tried to hide it, but my Master and
Mistress picked up something was wrong when they packed for the
Boston shuttle. Not until Edmund strung me up on the shock boxes
and Portia approached with the cattle prod did I experience the
fear of God and broke. I told them everything and
they...understood. They really did. They wouldn’t force me to go.
As I sobbed in relief in Portia’s protective arms, they said there
was nothing I couldn’t tell them and that I held their trust. They
trusted me to take care of things while they were gone for the
coming two weeks, to ensure the Greenwich Village refurbish
continued on schedule, and even to shop antique stores for
appropriate decorations. They trusted me a great deal. It was my
own fault that I betrayed them.

Because that was when I again met Nicolas
Weaver.

 


***

 


It wasn’t like I went out looking for
trouble, not like I knew my master and mistress were gone and
thought I could get away with something, like a plotting teenager
who’s parents leave town. The first day they were gone I diligently
applied myself to the tasks at hand, dealing with contractors,
making decisions on countless unforeseen details, and generally
trying to keep things running smoothly. Exhausted, I fell in to
bed, but was back up and on site in Greenwich Village at sunrise,
before the construction crew showed up. Once I was sure they could
do without me I ran off and scoured the antique stores. At one
stuffed shelf establishment, based on my antiquated dress, several
people thought I worked there and asked about prices. I referred
everyone to the owners, of course, but for one instance.

I had virtually stumbled across a posture
board, a diabolical device placed on young ladies at finishing
schools that forced them to stand straight. My shoe bumped against
it and I glanced down to avoid stumbling. I stopped, gasped, and
quickly squatted down. What luck! The device was thrown on the
floor in a dusty corner, forgotten. The leather straps that would
tie around the waist and yoke around the back of the neck were
nearly rotten, but the device itself was in great shape. Some
unsuspecting vanilla worker had labeled it as a kitchen cutting
board, and the cheap price made it a steal! As I carefully dusted
it, I imagined some young slovenly woman, perhaps a new arrival,
who would wear this unforgiving thing. Probably for the first time
in her life she would be forced to stand straight, shoulders
squared. I fixated on that subtle, exquisite agony and felt warmth
spread between my legs. My small clothes got wet. What a find!

Feet shuffled behind me, heavy and male.
“Excuse me, miss...”

I sighed at yet another intrusion on my
shopping and impromptu fantasy. I clutched the board against my
breasts, stood up and turned around. “I’m sorry, I don’t work—”

It was him.

I wasn’t sure how long it had been since we
had seen each other that night of the poker game, when Miles won
me, but he recognized me instantly, in spite of the intervening
time and outward changes. My hair was much longer, even if it was
done up in a top knot, and I was sure I didn’t present myself as a
bedraggled, fractious thing, unsure of what was coming next. But
Nicolas, his changes were remarkable.

Gone was the street tough thug, dressed in a
leather jacket. Now, he sported a tailored suit, shined shoes, well
manicured nails and stylish haircut. He was just as surprised at I
at our meeting, but then he smiled. “So, we meet again.”

“Yes,” I softly said. It was all I could
manage.

“Are you still with Miles? No, of course not.
He would never make you work in a place like this.”

“I don’t work here,” I said. “I’m shopping
for my...” I almost said master and mistress.

Nicolas nodded knowingly. “Yes, right. I
heard you had been sol...I mean, that you had moved on. Do they
treat you well?”

I didn’t get a chance to answer. Around a
corner came a ravishing, auburn-haired beauty. Dressed in a snug,
white button-down shirt, short red leather skirt and matching high
heels; she was quite the opposite of me, who was covered up like a
nun. Her hands were clasped behind her back, and a thin collar
graced her neck. “Sir,” she said, “they have what you want back
here.” She nodded back in the direction from which she came.

“Good,” Nicolas said. He turned her about and
snapped a leash to the back of her collar. She started to lead the
way, but Nicolas tugged on it to make her stay, like a pet dog. (In
a public place? How brazen!) Nicolas turned back to me. “There’s a
little gathering in the east village. Would you like to go? I’m
sure I can get you in.”

A little gathering? Yes, I knew
exactly what he meant. I should have said no. Should have shouted,
“Get away from me!” Yet, the sight of the demure collared and
leashed woman only stained my panties even more. I struggled with a
sudden flood of crystal clear memories and overwhelming emotions of
that one submissive night spent with Nicolas. I dare not go! But
instead I said, trying to sound confident, “I’d love to.”

 


***

 


I rationalized that I went there to spread
the word about the Velvet Glove, what it would be, how it would
work. And I did, but that wasn’t the real reason. I knew quite well
why I went, and I think Nicolas did too, even though neither of us
admitted it.

We were in a loft, several floors above the
crowded, noisy streets. I worked the party, moved from one
prospective single client to another. To each I gave a pitch about
the Velvet Glove, that it would cater to those seeking a real life
partner, not some one night stand or even an extended temporary
master-slave arrangement. Most just shook their heads, said such a
thing would never work. But two men and a woman seemed genuinely
interested and offered their e-mail addresses. Thank heaven. At
least I would have that good news to tell Edmund and Portia, even
if I was distracted by Nicolas and his little slut.

They cut quite a swath, she dressed only in a
full body harness, arms bound in back, and the crotch strap bit
deep into her shaved pussy. Bouncy tits did just that with a pair
of shiny nipple clips connected by a short, light chain.
Green-tinged emotions stirred within me as Nicolas filled her mouth
with a penis gag, then attached by snaps on the outside another
black dildo that generously thrust out into the air. But when
Nicolas made the slut available to all I readied to leave. I wasn’t
about to watch Nicolas have a good time with someone other than
myself. Adolescent jealousy? Of course, but I still didn’t feel it
any the less. And before I could escape a woman named Cara stopped
me. She wanted to know about the Velvet Glove and, again, I spelled
out the basic idea. Cara wanted to sign up right then.

“It’s not just for me,” she said. “But also
for my sister, Janelle.”

She nodded back to the center of the party.
For a second I blinked because I saw double. I did. Cara’s sister
was an identical twin who had shed her skirt and panties and now
rode the gagged slut’s face and dildo like a bucking bronco.

Cara sighed. “I’m trying to get her to settle
down. I’ve had enough of one-night stands. I’m hoping Janelle has
too, even though she won’t admit it.”

Janelle let out a “Yee-ha!” echoed by the
eager party crowd.

I took Cara’s e-mail info, then got out. As I
pulled down the wood slatted elevator door and pressed the button I
saw Nicolas, in the thick of it all, but not watching Janelle in
glee like the others. His hungry gaze hit me like a physical blow.
No man had ever looked at me like that before, not even Justin
Graham in his most voracious mood. I staggered back, clutched my
chest, and then the elevator descended below the floor, cutting off
all sight, if not sound. On the street I swear I heard Janelle’s
abandoned shrieks of thrilled ecstasy and then Nicolas call for a
new rider.

 


***

 


Next day I went back to the same antique
store, hoping for another find like the posture board. When I
turned a crowded, dusty corner there he was, again.

“What? No little twat at the end of your
leash?” I sneered, before he could say anything.

Nicolas coolly smiled. “Based on your dress
I’m sure your master and mistress wouldn’t approve of your
language.”

“How would you know?” I said. “I’ve used
worse. Fucker.”

Hard slap across my cheek. My head twisted
and rang.

“Don’t ever call me that again,” he said.
“Now apologize.”

My sight cleared and my cheeks were hot from
embarrassment. But his face wasn’t filled with rage, or even the
remotest of anger. He was the very picture of composure, of
confidence, that he knew he would receive an apology.

“I’m sorry.”

His eyebrows went up. “Sorry, what?”

I flushed a deeper shade of red and said
quietly, “I’m sorry, sir.”

He smiled. “Accepted. Now, follow. There’s
something over here you may want to see.”

It was an umbrella holder, the kind that
would fit in a corner by the door. No umbrellas were in it now, but
several old fashioned whips with long, stiff handles. I knelt down
beside it, carefully caressed the old leather.

“They’re beautiful!” I whispered.

“I thought you might be able to use them,”
Nicolas said. “Please, allow me.” He reached past and bought the
whole thing, whips and all. The short, sudden discipline he had
inflicted on me before was forgotten when outside the store he
handed everything over. I tried to say the Bosworths would pay him
back but Nicolas just shook his head. “Pay me back by having lunch
with me.”

I hesitated. Again, my inner voice shouted
“No way!”, but my outer one said, “Yes, of course.”

We had a pleasant time in a little sandwich
shop called Spizo’s. Nicolas left me his phone number. He said he
was new in town and thought I might show him the sights, help him
find his way around. I told him I wasn’t much of a tour guide and
almost refused, but with a suppressed tremble, I took the card. Two
days later, I met him again at Spizo’s during a break from the
constant overseeing of the construction crew. They were nearly done
and some rooms were even decorated. I was feeling quite proud and
wanted to show off the place a little, so later that afternoon I
guided Nicolas to the Velvet Glove’s future location and described
each room’s purpose.

“This will be the library,” I said. “Here our
clients can relax from the day’s stress, shut out the noise of the
city. Perhaps meet that special someone they have always sought.
And it wouldn’t be just any random meeting, of course.”

“Of course,” Nicolas said. “Or else you
wouldn’t be doing your jobs as matchmakers.” He laughed and so did
I. I had never heard him laugh before, and I liked it.

I showed him through more of the house, what
would be the manager’s office, the little cells of rooms for the
ladies. As I was about to lead him out to the revamped, communal
garden between all four townhouses he paused beside a half finished
wall of dark paneling. “What’s behind here?” he said.

I didn’t answer, thinking it was just an old
wall under the paneling. Before I could stop him Nicolas’s strong
hands easily tore away more paneling.

“Stop!” I said. “They’re almost done with
this part. You’re making a mess!”

“I’ll pay for the extra work,” he said,
intent on his task of destruction.

Soon a narrow, ancient door appeared and all
my concern about the sudden chaos fled. “You didn’t tell me about
any secret passages,” he said.

“That’s because I didn’t know.”

Together we tore away more of the paneling.
When enough was cleared, he pushed open the door and its rusted
hinges groaned. Nicolas produced a penlight. A set of solid
concrete stairs led down into darkness.

Without any further word we descended,
Nicolas in the lead. At the bottom he swung the light in both
directions on a fairly wide, arched passageway. “Must be old steam
tunnels,” he said. “Didn’t you know these were down here?”

I didn’t answer. Already my mind raced with
sadistic possibilities.

We didn’t explore very far, but the tunnels
branched out in several directions. Various rooms opened on the
tunnel’s sides here and there and the sadistic possibilities
quickly formed into near certainties. Wait until Edmund and Portia
saw this! My crotch warmed at the fantasy of some scared little
thing dragged down here, her terror plain, and her ignored,
curdling screams that would bounce off these walls. Scream.
Scream all you want, you little cunt, because no one will hear.
Except you and me.

I thought of the play equipment upstairs and
I dashed up the steps. Nicolas called after me but I didn’t stop. I
knew exactly what I wanted, found them buried in a box and rushed
back down.

Nicolas had remained at the foot of the
stairs with something of a cross between a frown at the sudden
abandonment and relief that I had returned. “I thought you had
gotten a sudden case of claustrophobia.”

I threw down most of the whips but kept one,
a short single-tail. I tried to make it snap.

“What are you doing?” Nicolas said.

“I want to know if this place could sound
like a real dungeon!” I said. I tried several times, but all
I got was a soft pop, no loud crack. I was a slave, and the only
time I had held a whip was when I fetched one for my master of the
moment at Justin’s, and never with Miles or the Bosworths. My
inexperienced technique lacked, to say the least.

My arm reached back in frustration, ready for
one last futile attempt, but Nicolas grabbed my wrist, took away
the whip. He said, “Take off your clothes.”

I stepped back. “What?”

He advanced, slowly backed me up against the
hard wall. The penlight shone in my eyes. “You want to hear if this
place can sound like a real dungeon? Then that means not only whips
cracking but also a slave screaming. Take off your clothes!” A
swish and a loud crack! The single-tail exploded right
beside my head.

I screamed and ducked. Several more
cracks chased me about the tunnel and my hands fumbled at
the buttons on my dress. In record time I was down to my bloomers,
then small clothes. They all lay in a crumpled trail as Nicolas
chased me with the whip. My naked flesh burned under that expertly
wielded scourge, thin red welts reflected in the limited, harsh
light. And I screamed, just like a tortured slave. My wails did
indeed bounce off the walls; they reverberated into deep darkness,
one after another. I scurried about like a little rat, held up my
hands to fend off blows. All I got was scraped knees, stinging
welts on my forearms, and tears.

The light went out. Total darkness. I softly
blubbered, curled up into myself. “Nicolas?” I half-breathed, half
sobbed. “Where are you?”

Light! From behind. The whip flashed out and
scored my back. Full-throated terror overtook me and I scampered
out of the illuminated circle. Nicolas kept after me and I remained
a target for continued torment. Swish, crack! Swish,
crack! Then, pitch black.

I should have been able to hear his feet, but
the only sounds were my breaths, my sobs. Like a blind person, I
groped along the floor, found a wall and placed my sore back
against it. Light! Right in my eyes! Blind, I’m blind!
Crack! A new whip. A short, nasty double-tail. Crack
crack crack!

Each time the light went out then came back
on the whip would change. Panicked, I struggled to remember which
ones I had brought down, and realized I had chosen the most
horrible, evil devices of torture in the Bosworth’s arsenal. Not
only the single- and double-tails, but a cat with knots at the end
of each blade lashed out, then a short Mexican vaquero horsewhip,
next a long buggy whip, and finally a couple of full on bullwhips.
They all found their mark or, rather, made their marks.

“Stop! Stop, please!” I cried, but still the
nasty, malicious stings of exquisite torture set my already sore
flesh afire. “Ohhh! Aaaiiihhh!”

Once more silence, darkness. This time I did
hear the shoes. Their soles scraped across the floor. It was like
he could see in the dark. I whimpered and tried to crawl away, but
Nicolas’ strong hands grabbed my shoulders, pushed me back on the
dirty floor, spread my legs in the air. And then his hot cock was
in my equally hot pussy. My pussy juices freely flowed and easily
allowed entrance to his just right sized tool. His hands wrapped
around my back, pressed against my wounds and I cried out in
ecstatic pain. He pumped fast, got even bigger inside and I wrapped
my legs around his wide, strong back. I did anything to draw him in
further, deeper. More. More!

I screamed again, this time born of tearful
joy. Shudders ran through me and transformed into incredible,
orgasmic bliss. I gasped, cried out again until, at last exhausted
from the sudden release of all the built up tension, I collapsed on
my back. I think I passed out because when I stirred I didn’t feel
Nicolas on top of me. I groaned and my hands spread out in the
utter dark, sought his warm, hard flesh.

The light came on again and I cringed, arm
upraised to fend off the whip. Instead, the penlight landed beside
my scraped knees.

“I’ll see you down here tomorrow night,” he
said. “That is if you leave the front door open. If it’s locked,
then you won’t ever see me again.”

His feet echoed in retreat and I cowered in
the tiny pool of light. But the next night I made sure the door was
open. And the next night and every night thereafter. Eventually we
got together during the day and were quite the genteel couple;
antique shopping, having tea at Spizo’s, really getting to know
each other. We found out that since that one night in Justin’s
place we had both wanted to get together again. But at night we
explored the steam tunnels and in each room he made me cry and
dance under those expertly managed whips. I lay tied up and gagged
while he repeatedly raped my pussy, my ass, then removed the gag
and used my willing mouth. Every night I followed him down, down
into the depths of my soul. I obeyed every order, eagerly spread my
legs, bent over and lifted my ass, or opened my mouth to drink all
his bounty.

Nicolas urged me to run away with him, but
inside my mind some small, honest part still held sway. True, the
Bosworths had neglected me some, what with all the tumult about
buying and renovating the property, but I just couldn’t leave them.
They still held my personal debt, and that would follow me
everywhere. But they also had been decent and kind. No, I couldn’t.
But Nicolas and I still wanted to see each other.

At last, my master and mistress returned. I
greeted them at the door of the just completed Velvet Glove, led
them to their newly appointed apartment, and made sure that all my
whipmarks were covered up. I nearly got away with it too. Easy
enough to do in a long sleeve floor length Edwardian dress. Not
Victorian style, as my taste in clothes from that time differed
slightly from theirs. I also wore a high crinoline neckline, to
conceal any bruising from when Nicolas dragged me about by the
slave collar. For their part, Edmund and Portia were tired from the
trip and didn’t even consider ordering me into their brand new
personal playroom. But after a few days their energy returned. I
distracted them with my “find” of the steam tunnels, and they were
in heaven. Immediately they hired another crew to very quietly
clean, paint, then stop up the tunnels at key points to prevent any
urban adventurers from wandering into them from other entrances in
nearby buildings. All this took a couple of weeks, and my marks had
almost healed, but then I blew it. Looking back on it now I suppose
I had wanted to get caught.

I had worn a dress with a somewhat low
neckline, low in the sense that my neck was exposed. I don’t why,
when I had plenty of others that nearly went up to my chin. My neck
bruises hadn’t quite faded. We were having breakfast in the
communal garden when Edmund motioned at my neck.

“Here, what’s this?” he said.

I acted all innocent. “What is it,
master?”

He lightly pressed a bruise and I couldn’t
help but draw back.

Silence. I think I heard a bird twitter. My
heart raced.

Portia very slowly lowered her teacup. “Take
off your dress, love,” she said.

“Ma’am?” I said. “Someone might see.”

Edmund stood up, cold as ice. “Take off your
dress, slave. Or I’ll tear it off.”

My mouth turned dry. Edmund pulled back my
chair, brought me to my feet. He then stood beside his wife and
crossed his arms. “Follow your last order, slave.”

I did. The dress fell to my feet, and I stood
before them with Nicolas’ whipmarks still apparent, my betrayal
obvious.

Portia stood up, tears in her eyes. “We take
you in, give you a home, trusted you, and this... This is how you
treat us!” Hot tea flew across my marked up breasts and partially
in my face. Portia fled into the house.

Edmund slowly came around the table, his eyes
filled with rage and death.

“Master, please,” I said and started to sob.
“I’m sorry. Let me explain—”

“Don’t!” he hissed. “You’re lucky you’re not
thrown out on the street right now, naked. Get your ass down to the
tunnels, the green room. You want to explain? Fine, confession is
good for the soul. You’re going to tell us everything and just to
make sure you do, I have someone in mind.”

I ran out of the garden. Tears clouded my
sight and it’s a wonder I didn’t trip down the stairs. In misery I
waited in the green room, this place that has now become home for
the last four days as you, my cruel confessor, have wrung out from
me every bit of information. But I’m sure you don’t think so. I’m
sure you still think I have secrets. Do what you will. Whip me,
torture me again and again. You’ll only get the same answer. I fell
in love.


Chapter Eleven

The Ex

 


Dawn Flynn

 


Mrs. Smith’s words faded away, her voice
almost raw. Other voices mumbled as Mrs. Smith’s red rimmed eyes
swiveled back and forth. Then the confessor untied her from the
chair, strung her back up and whipped her anew harder than before.
Mrs. Smith twisted about under the whip’s savage kisses as the
chains glinted in the half-light. Goose bumps rose on my skin as
Mrs. Smith vainly tried to dodge from the whip. In her eyes terror
transformed to hysteria.

The whip paused. A new voice, a man’s I
think, said something about “one last chance”.

Mrs. Smith shook in relief, a far cry from
the confident, mature woman who had enticed me back to this SM
hideaway.

The whip lashed out, a suddenly uncoiled
leather snake. Mrs. Smith howled. The whip’s thin blades bit into
her flesh but not hard, at least, not hard enough to make her react
so strongly. Then I realized the whip itself wasn’t what made her
scream, but the person who wielded it. Whip curled in hand, that
person stepped into view. A man. He grabbed Mrs. Smith’s hair,
pulled her head way, way back. He stood half in, half out of the
glaring spotlight, and I couldn’t clearly see his face. But when he
spoke chills of recognition ran up and down my spine.

“You know what I want,” he said in a voice I
well knew. “Bring her to me, then you’ll have what you want.
Maybe.”

Mrs. Smith shuddered in his grasp, eyes huge
and white.

The screen turned black.

Even if I hadn’t been roped to the chair, I
still would have stayed still. The silence lengthened as I
struggled to put two and two together since I had entered the
Velvet Glove.

Cat Eyes removed my gag, filled a small glass
and allowed me a sip of water. I was barely aware as the liquid
coursed down my throat. I tried to will the monitor to come back to
life. Instead, all I got was my vague, half-shadowed
reflection.

Cat Eyes rolled the monitor aside, sat down
opposite me at the edge of the light. He lit a cigarette and took a
few puffs, then leaned forward and offered me a drag. I had quit
smoking, but sure needed one now and accepted. A short puff, just
enough to calm my nerves. Cat Eyes leaned back and casually crossed
his legs, apparently in no hurry to resume my punishment.

“Well?” I said.

“Well, what?”

“You said you’d give me some answers. What
the fuck do you people want?”

Cat Eyes sighed and blinked, then carefully
rubbed his weary eyes. “I could tell you, but you should already
know.”

He took another drag and, when he offered the
cig again, so did I. It allowed me more time to think until he
looked back at me, expecting an answer.

“Mrs. Smith’s debt was sold again,” I said.
“She has to find someone for her new master.”

Cat Eyes bristled. “He is not her master.” He
took a breath and settled down. “But he does hold the debt.”

I thought for a moment. “So, technically,
she’s still with the Bosworths? She finds a match, then can just
walk away?”

“No.”

“No? Then what’s to keep her here? The debt
will be paid, the Bosworths hate her, she can just go off and
leave...”

No, she wouldn’t. At least, not the Mrs.
Smith I knew. Even if she had cheated on the Bosworths, she
wouldn’t just quit without...

Cat Eyes studied me close.

And then everything hit me like a ton of
bricks.

 


***

 


Cat Eyes half-dragged me out of the dark
room. I feared that we would return to the tank, and we did. Once
more cotton was stuffed up my nose, clogged my ears and pressed on
my eyes, all held in place by the all-enclosing rubber suit. Again,
I found myself afloat in limbo along with Mrs. Smith’s confession,
her ringing, hopeless cries a distant, yet almost tactile memory
that was the only thing that prevented my spinning out in
shock.

Who were they kidding? They wanted me to take
over the Velvet Glove??? And, if I did, that only half solved
their, I mean, my problem. I knew that voice, that man who had set
the conditions on Mrs. Smith’s freedom. Drew was mixed up in all
this. He wanted his match, and hadn’t I also come here to find my
soul mate? But, if I took Mrs. Smith’s job would I have to put that
desire aside? Would I also have to assume the debt? And if I didn’t
then Mrs. Smith would have to stay here. Her guilt over the affair
with Nicolas, none other than Cat Eyes I now realized, and her
personal honor would demand that she remain, until she found a
suitable replacement. It seemed that no matter which way I chose,
someone lost.

Someone had to stay; someone had to endure.
Endure not only the torture of watching other people become happy
at finding their perfect master-slave pairing, but deal with no
chance for any yourself, of being with the one you want.

My breath caught. With the one I wanted? And
who did I want?

Stupid bitch. You know exactly. You just
can’t admit it.

Oh, fuck! Noooo!

 


***

 


Time ticked by. At least, I assumed it did. I
couldn’t hear anything, not even my own breaths. I tried to move my
fingers, slowly twirl my head, but I couldn’t even tell if my
muscles flexed. All I had left was my mind, and I descended into a
hell of chaotic thoughts, dozens of tortured ‘what ifs’ and ‘if
onlys’ that brought me down further and further into miserable
depths.

Drew. Drew Sullivan! I wanted him? But he was
my boss! Was. You quit, remember? Couldn’t stand that place
anymore. And when you saw him that night in the parlor, and he
didn’t know it was you because of the hood you wore, you wanted him
then, didn’t you? Didn’t you?

NO!

Don’t lie! No more fuckin’ lies! You’re a
submissive woman. You want a strong man.

I thrashed against the cables, wanted to
punch anything solid.

Go away. Leave me alone. Leave me alone!

But you are alone.

No. Oh god, no. Not alone...

Eventually they came for me, Henry and
Lawrence. They extracted me from the tank, a limp, bawling, crying
mess. As they removed the rubber suit, took out the cotton from my
nose, the soaked pads from my eyes, the wax covered plugs from my
ears, Henry remarked that they had never seen such a wretched,
little creature. My tears left a trail as they dragged my dead
weight back up to fresh air and light. We didn’t go back to my old,
sad room, but Mrs. Smith’s apartment. She wasn’t there when I
curled up in her bed with one of the big pillows, her scent still
pungent. I fell asleep, yet my dreams gave no relief. Drew was in
them, and Mrs. Smith. They stood over me and faced each other,
swords drawn.

 


***

 


I saw Mrs. Smith only briefly the next couple
of days. She told me I took my punishment well, that everything was
forgiven, then sent me back to my tiny room. From time to time she
would stop by, make sure I was all right, tested that I was again
strong enough to submit to the whip and long periods of bondage.
Fuck, she had never tied me so tight before! And when she finally
allowed me back into her bed, her fist took me so hard I cried like
a virgin. Suddenly I was scared, scared that even though she said
otherwise, Mrs. Smith hadn’t forgiven me, that our relationship
would never be the same. But as I meditated alone for long periods
in the ropes tied to a pole, or on my knees, or spread helplessly
wide on the bed, I became surer of myself again. In the ever
lengthening times we were together, I carefully watched her. No, it
wasn’t me alone that had changed her manner, but some other
distraction.

I became her personal assistant again,
eventually stood once more at her side as we gave the green light
to Cara and Lucinda to pursue the next stage of their developing
relationship, wrestled with Chelsea’s problem of who she should be
allowed to see again (Janelle or Mr. Ronson?), and together we
signed off on Serafina’s marriage to her famous boyfriend. When
Serafina departed and I stood on the stoop that pleasant, early
fall day, wearing clothes for the first time since my night as a
chaperone, I tightly hugged Serafina, wished her the best and
brushed away her tears of joy. Mrs. Smith led her down the steps to
the sleek limo and into the arms of her handsome, famous fiancé.
The car drove off and Mrs. Smith watched until it slowly turned the
tight corner. Did she hope that she might drive away someday, her
and Nicolas together leaving the Velvet Glove? And, I wondered, was
that a future version of me, alone at the curb? Or me leaving in a
car with Drew? Then Mrs. Smith took a deep breath, ordered me to
follow her inside and back to work. Mrs. Smith tarried in the
parlor to go over something with Lawrence, while I went straight
back to the office.

Henry was already there, seated at Mrs.
Smith’s desk. He was making sure the laptop still functioned as to
being able to call up the different security cams that were placed
throughout the facility. As he clicked through the linked cameras,
there now emitted the sounds of business for the Velvet Glove: Fay
giving instructions to a new group of maids in a hallway; Mrs.
Smith and Lawrence in the parlor as they went over the details of a
copper table that intensified electric play; the swish of Wilson’s
switch as he meted out punishment to another hapless girl. Henry
didn’t look up as I entered and took up my usual position just
behind and to the right of Mrs. Smith’s chair.

“It’s good she’s taken you back,” he said,
still going through the maintenance checks. “She’s almost back to
her old self.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “Thank you, sir.”

He clicked through another couple of cams,
then stood and walked to the door. He paused. “So are you. More’s
the pity.”

The door quietly clicked closed.

What the hell did he mean by that? Shit, I
had just about had it with all these fuckers; Henry, Cat Eyes,
Wilson, Fay. Couldn’t any of them just tell me what I was supposed
to do?

Then I glanced down at Mrs. Smith’s laptop.
It displayed an old e-mail from a man who would be in town for the
next month asking, or more like demanding, for Mrs. Smith to get
him into the Leather Mask. He had found out when they were next
scheduled to meet, but didn’t know where and couldn’t get in
without being escorted by a member. With all the arrogance in the
world he said he would expect to have her tell him where, and that
he would meet her outside, a red carnation in his lapel for
recognition.

I idly noted that the gathering date for the
Leather Mask was just a few days away. As I reached down to close
the window I wondered why Mrs. Smith hadn’t deleted it. Then I saw
who sent it. It was her ex-husband.

I recognized the name, Mrs. Smith had
mentioned it like a bitter memory she longed to forget during a
couple of our quiet talks as I lay tied up next to her in bed. Her
ex-husband probably didn’t know that she was no longer with Justin
Graham, or even to whom he had sent the e-mail. It was just
addressed to “Mrs. Smith, Headmistress of the Velvet Glove”. The
anonymous name she adopted had played a major role in resurrecting
this ghost from the past. But what really stopped me was the e-mail
address from where it came, a French-Canadian company that did
business with Drew’s firm, my old job. And Mrs. Smith’s ex wasn’t
just any employee there, or even a high-level mucky muck. The title
under his electronic signature indicated he was co-owner.

And then I knew what I had to do.

 


***

 


Three days later, Mrs. Smith slowly looked up
from behind her desk. “Are you sure about this, Miss Flynn?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “Very sure. I’ve
already asked Wilson to fetch my clothes from storage. I am
leaving.”

I stood before her, trying for the world not
to shake, not to give away any of my fear as I was about to take
this desperate leap.

Mrs. Smith got up, came around the desk.
“What will you do?”

It took all my strength to reply. “Ma’am,
that is no longer your concern.”

Her eyes smoldered. We both knew what was
going on tonight, and I nearly changed my mind, but then Wilson
entered. My clothes were all neatly folded up in a plastic bag and
I broke away from Mrs. Smith’s silent accusation.

Tonight was the night. I already knew when,
but where the Leather Mask would meet was another matter. Not until
this morning through eavesdropping on whispered conversations
between the other girls did I found out. Then, just a couple of
hours ago, when Mrs. Smith left me alone briefly in the office, I
sent off a reply e-mail to Mrs. Smith’s ex, pretending I was her. I
couldn’t afford to have him reply and have Mrs. Smith find out, so
I told him just to meet me there and that I would look for his red
carnation. Now, as I quickly dressed, trying to smooth out the
wrinkles, I again wondered just what the hell I thought I was
doing.

I didn’t look at Mrs. Smith. I couldn’t. I
bolted out of the office past a startled Wilson. My heels clicked
on the wood floor in the hall, through the vestibule and then on
the dull, concrete steps. I didn’t stop, didn’t look back. If I had
I was sure that I would have seen the lonely figure of Mrs. Smith
in the parlor window.

I nearly ran through the village, to where
Murly Square joined Seventh. I flagged down a cab and barked out
the address, a place in Chelsea in the high thirties between 9th
and 10th. We crawled, sped up, then crawled again up Seventh
Avenue. It was Saturday night and the traffic was murder, people
trying to get here or there. I gripped the door handle on my left,
ready to jump out. At last we made it, sort of. Gridlocked traffic
brought us to a stop about a block away, so I threw what I hoped
was enough money at the cabbie and dashed the rest of the way on
foot. I counted off the addresses and found it, I think. It was
hard to tell, the street number was so obscured that I had to
backtrack just to make sure. Yes, this was it. Fifth floor. I
called for the small elevator and wound up taking it with two other
silent couples who had donned their masks just before they walked
in to the building. I lagged behind them as the elevator opened
right onto the huge play space.

This sure wasn’t the warehouse on the docks
that Janelle had brought me to before. Crystal chandeliers hung
everywhere. A parquet floor stretched as far as I could see while
heavy, long, elegant drapes covered the windows and hung open
around each play station for anyone who wanted privacy. The Leather
Mask had scored big on this place. And all around, of course, were
the devices; the cages, racks, suspension bars, X-frames and
whipping posts, along with tons and tons of smaller equipment. It
was almost too much to take in.

Just beside the elevator was a table laden
with spare masks. I quickly slipped one on, festooned with short,
colorful, peacock feathers. I had just started to make my way into
the party crowd when a meaty hand grabbed my shoulder from behind
and turned me around. “Are you a member, madame?”

I recognized that deep, burly voice with the
vague accent, that harlequin mask. It was Stefan.

“Madame?” Stefan said.

“Oh. Ah... Yes, of course.”

I could tell Stefan’s reaction under his mask
– Trouble.

“No, you are not,” Stefan said. “Do you have
an escort?”

“Ah, I’m meeting him here.”

He traversed around me, blocked my way. “I
cannot let you in,” Stefan said.

“What? Oh, please, I told him...” I turned to
the party crowd, hoping to spot him and stopped, amazed.
Oh...my...god. There was Janelle. In spite of her own mask, I’d
recognized those bare tits and ass anywhere. And they were bare
because she was here...as a slave?

Already she was tied up and followed around a
man dressed in a tux, with a red carnation? Shit, Janelle and Mrs.
Smith’s ex had hooked up? How the hell had that happened? But then,
why not? Mrs. Smith hadn’t responded to his e-mail, (at least not
until I did today) so he most likely went off in search of other
fresh meat. And Janelle, always trolling for new partners, probably
found him at one of those SM internet dating sites.

Stefan saw who I pointed at and shook his
head as if I were just another would be party crasher. His hand
tightened and gently pushed me back to the door. I tried to
protest, but Stefan silenced me with an upraised index finger. “You
are too pretty for me to pick up and throw out. Leave. Now.”

“She’s with me,” said a man who quickly came
up in a full covering red mask. The same one that assisted Janelle
when she hooked me on this new drug called the Leather Mask. One
guess who was under that mask. Why didn’t I realize who it was
before? Probably because I was caught up and nervous about what
would happen that night, that even if he wore a mask more
revealing, still I wouldn’t have recognized him. But I did now. Oh,
shit, did I ever. And by the look in his eyes, he knew me. If
nothing else, the dress that I wore, that I had also worn to work,
gave me away. Busted.

“You’re her escort, sir?” Stefan said, half
in disbelief.

“I’m her master.” Drew slapped a thick, wide
collar around my neck and clipped on a leash. “Come, slave.”

Just like that, I was in.

 


***

 


The heavy play hadn’t started yet, but people
were getting ready. I tracked Mrs. Smith’s ex and Janelle as they
wove among the laughing, eager crowd. I still hadn’t quite got my
head around the fact that Janelle was here as a slave, much less
who was her master, but nothing had changed about my basic plan; I
still had to get to him. Alone. And that wasn’t about to happen.
Not with Drew in control of my leash.

He brought me to the center of the large room
and said in a little bit louder than normal voice, “Strip.”

A couple of nearby conversations stopped
while heads turned our way, expectant. I might have done the
wilting flower bit, but I wasn’t about to allow Drew an inch of
intimidation. After a brief moment I did as ordered, leaving my
clothes in a pile around my feet. Some nearby dom snapped a finger
and a groveling female slave scurried forward, gathered up my
things and disappeared.

Drew gave me a little half smile. “Well, at
least comfortable in your body.”

“I’m sure you already knew that,” I said
evenly. “Where I was trained, nudity is the least that’s
expected.”

“Yes, I’m well aware of your training,” Drew
said, not giving any ground. “But hearing about it and seeing the
proof are two very different things.”

“Then why not find out for yourself?” I
challenged right back at him.

Drew’s half-smile spread to full on grin.
“Safeword?”

“Surely you’re so good a master that you
don’t need one.”

His eyes narrowed. “All right. If that’s the
way you want it.”

Next thing I knew his hand was in my hair and
nearly body slammed me to the floor. The mask turned crooked on my
head, and I struggled to fix it so I could see while at the same
time fingers clutched at Drew’s strong grip, in a futile attempt to
relieve the pressure on my hair roots. None of it did any good, and
I could only imagine what I appeared like to everyone there; a wild
animal brought to heel in a mass of pinwheeling arms and legs
crying incoherent sounds in protest and pain. Drew dragged my bare
ass cheeks across the smooth, squeaky floor while everyone
scattered out of the way. The eager voyeuristic wake grew behind us
until we entered a small alcove with a stout whipping post and
small bed. Lit candles gave everything a soft glow while the crowd
surged at the edge of the alcove like an incoming tide. With a
lurch I landed on my feet, arms pinned overhead. Tight leather
cuffs on short chains near the top of the post held me captive.
Drew stepped away while I kicked, hissed, and spit after him.

“Whoa, fuck!” said Mrs. Smith’s ex-husband.
He stood at the front of the crowd. Next to him knelt Janelle,
apparently forgotten. He said to no one in particular, “How’d you
like to take a bite out of that?”

A couple of people laughed nervously, then
the crowd parted slightly as Drew returned, several pieces of
equipment in his arms. I tried to fight him off, keep him away with
my continually kicking feet, but he managed to get past them and
planted his own feet in between and wide apart against mine. His
strong hand straddled my chin, then the other lightly slid around
my waist. His arm pulled me away from the post, pressed me close to
his body. I could feel his own excited breaths, the rise and fall
of his stomach, the hard cock trapped inside his pants. Our eyes
met and my thrashings stilled.

“You’ve been on my mind since we first met at
work. But when I saw you that night at the mixer...”

Shit. He knew who I was even then? My heart,
already pounding, went into overdrive. My hands began to sweat.

“I’m not waiting for any match from Mrs.
Smith.” He stood back a little, as if part of something formal.
“You are my slave. I claim you in front of all these witnesses. And
you’ll stay my slave...”

He leaned in close.

“...forever.”

Next thing I knew Stefan closed the drapes
across the alcove. A few people voiced disappointment, especially
Mrs. Smith’s ex, but Stefan said, “Are you voyeurs or players?”

Drew’s hand found its way to my snatch. Oh,
fuck, I was so wet, so hot. A gentle, but definite shove. I gasped
and stood on tiptoes, balanced on his fist. The crowd buzz beyond
the closed curtains tapered off, replaced by the roar in my mind.
Yes. Yes! Claim me...make me...

Another shove, finger on my clit, a little
stroke, ah, ah, ah... Oh, god.

“What?” Drew said. “I didn’t quite hear
that.”

“Fuck...”

Another shove. Legs lifted up, wrapped around
his waist.

“Ah! Fuck. Fuck, I’m...”

“What? What is it, my beauty?”

“I’m yours.”

The hand withdrew, replaced by a hard, hot
cock in my pussy. Gentle lips on my mouth. Stiff shoves that
speared me, set my whole body aflame. A long, slow, wet kiss.

Drew let fall his mask and those eyes
undertook a subtle shift. Cold before, now they gave off a warmth
that spoke of a searing passion that would burn me without end. His
other hand reached up and soon my mask joined his at our feet and,
at last, I stood naked before my true master.

“I love you,” Drew said.

I breathed, “Master.”

A long, slow, lover’s entanglement. My tongue
was all over him. I couldn’t get enough of his taste. My pussy
tightened around that wonderful cock, so hot, so hard, so far
inside me. I wanted him, to totally possess him, so my legs
squeezed and almost drove the last breath from his mouth into mine.
I sucked it in, let it fill my lungs, then let my breath flow back
into him. As it did his cock got only harder, hotter, and I rode it
like a wild horse. If anyone remained standing just beyond the
drapes they could have heard our feral grunts and gentle sighs. At
some point the cuffs were loosened and my arms wrapped around
Drew’s strong shoulders. With a heave I landed on the small bed,
legs in the air, nails scratching like a cat. I couldn’t help it,
all I wanted was him and, with a simple clarity, I realized that’s
all I ever wanted. He took me, took me like a man should take a
woman, not tough or nasty, but manfully, with a just a touch of
tenderness. I whispered to him, told him that I belonged to him,
that I would do anything to please him. I was his. Only his.

At last he came. That hard, beautiful cock
emptied into my hot pussy and I cried out. Tears spilled down my
cheeks as wave after wave of his hot cum sent me to the edge of
sanity. And then, without warning, I joined him in ecstasy, two
intense simultaneous orgasms beyond the limits of physical
obsession until I thought my body would disintegrate. I gasped for
air, then, like the beautiful man on top of me, toppled down into a
sweet abyss of bliss.

I think I passed out, because when I opened
my eyes Drew was on his side, raised up on an elbow. His hand
stroked my face, my shoulder, my breast. Our legs were still
entwined, our attention locked on each other.

“How did you know I would be here tonight?” I
said.

Drew shrugged. “I didn’t, not for sure. I had
a good idea though after Mrs. Smith called me and said you had
left. And just hours before the Leather Mask met. I wasn’t about to
just let you disappear so I took a chance.” He gave me a
penetrating look. “Y’know, if you really wanted to visit the
Leather Mask again, you didn’t have to just quit on Mrs. Smith.
Everyone knows how she feels about the club, especially after your
first visit. But even though you were punished, for you I’m sure
she could have arranged something.”

“No, it’s not the Leather Mask,” I said. Drew
skeptically raised his eyebrows. “Well, maybe a little. But there’s
another reason I’m here.” I stroked his bicep. “Will you help?”

Drew’s eyebrows shot up again, not in
skepticism this time, but good humor. “I am yours to command.”

 


***

 


Drew forced open my mouth and shoved a huge
dildo gag past my lips. On the outer part of the black leather
panel another dildo thrust out into the air. I snorted and shook my
head.

“I don’t know what kind of masters you’ve had
before, but I don’t put up with any bullshit backtalk,” Drew
announced.

Drew pushed me past the already opened alcove
curtains, back into the milling party crowd. Several people turned
our way, while a few others followed after in anticipation of me,
the hot slut, getting punished, and this time they could watch.

I sported a body harness, but although my
arms were tightly buckled within, I wasn’t fully wrapped. The
crotch straps dangled between my legs, just above my hobbled feet
as I half ran but mostly shuffled away in desperation, a couple
steps ahead of Drew but not beyond the two-bladed quirt that he
expertly wielded on my back. In his free hand were two more dildos,
huge plugs for my pussy and asshole. No way was he going to stick
those motherfuckers in me! I had asked for his help in getting to
Mrs. Smith’s ex-husband, but this? It was way too much! When Drew
hefted them from the pile of toys that he had brought with him into
the alcove and gave me that look, I just about yelled bloody
murder. But he moved too fast. He had shoved the gag well into my
mouth and driven me out of the alcove before I could say anything.
Now, as we danced around on the main floor, word spread as to what
Drew obviously had in mind. Once again, around grew me an eager
crowd.

One of those leading the charge was Mrs.
Smith’s ex. Behind him at the end of a taut leash stumbled Janelle.
A tight, shiny hobble skirt all the way down to her ankles forced
her into minced steps. A leather mono-glove with criss-crossing
anchor straps in front welded her arms together in back and a
complicated ballgag head-harness ensnared her skull. But Janelle’s
expression underneath the head-harness was obvious; annoyance, if
not outright jealousy that her date was paying more attention to
someone else other than her. And that it was me only irked Janelle
even more. But she followed along. What choice did she have? Mrs.
Smith’s ex-husband’s fist still held her leash and he wasn’t about
to let go, even if he had forgotten about Janelle and they both
stayed right on our collective tails.

Right now my butt cheeks were getting all of
Drew’s attention too. The quirt whistled and striped my ass. I
squealed under the gag, tried to outdistance him, but he stayed
right behind me. Before I realized it, I had been directed up
against a spanking horse, the warm leather covering of the top beam
pressed against my stomach. Oh, shit! He was really going to do it!
I spun around to face Drew in a vain attempt to protect my asshole.
The quirt still flew and soon thin, red angry welts covered my
legs, stomach and breasts. I shook my head, anything to tell Drew
to stop. But I was gagged and, besides, there were no safewords. I
hadn’t wanted any. I had that safety valve at the Velvet Glove,
could just walk away whenever I wanted, but here was different. And
my pussy didn’t just warm, didn’t just drip at the thought that I
had absolutely no control over what happened, it burned like a
raging inferno and ran like a flooded river.

Quickly everyone surrounded us and all
avenues for escape were cut off. All those faces reflected hunger,
starved to see what they thought was a stuck up little bitch
submit, and in a way that she obviously didn’t want to. No one did
anything to help. It was the Leather Mask.

Drew pulled back on the whip and leaned
forward. “Turn around,” he said. “Turn around and bend over.”

I didn’t move. Neither did he and our eyes
locked. If he had to force me to turn around and push me over the
spanking horse, then neither of us would be the master or slave
that the other wanted. And now it was up to me, the slave as
always, to define the relationship. I held Drew’s gaze a moment
longer, just enough to see that he also knew what this instant
meant. And then, because I wanted to, I turned around and offered
up my pussy and ass to my master.

Drew worked fast. He used my own juices to
lubricate the butt plug, wet, shiny and slick. With care but
swiftness the plug invaded my ass, pushed up further and further
until I swear it almost poked into my stomach. And the more it
filled me the more my pussy burned in wet anticipation for its own
obscene shaft. Finally, when it did slide in so easily I nearly
cried; not in pain or humiliation, but because this is what
he wanted, and because I was happy to do it for him.

“For someone who put up such a fight, both
those things sure went in easy enough,” said a voice, someone from
the crowd, someone who didn’t care about intruding on our scene
with unwelcome comments. I glanced back under the spanking horse,
found the speaker. Mrs. Smith’s ex-husband. Of course.

He said a couple more lurid things while Drew
buckled the crotch straps together. They cinched up tight, pushed
both plugs even higher inside me, if that were possible, then
Drew’s hand on the harness’ back shoulder straps stood me up and
turned me around. The plugs were so big I felt like a stuffed
turkey, but then Drew reached down to both and that’s when I
discovered...

Bzzzz.

Oh, god! Oh, shiiiiitttt! No! No, it was too
much. Too much!

I started to fall to the floor, but Drew’s
hand tightened around a harness strap and I stayed up, even if my
legs were useless rubber. He dragged me to a padded table and the
crowd followed, Mrs. Smith’s ex-husband and Janelle right behind
us.

“How about a little rape?” Mrs. Smith’s ex
said. “I’m sure my slave would love it.” He tapped the dildo on the
outside of my gag.

Drew slapped away his hand. “Get the fuck
lost.”

What? What was Drew doing? He shouldn’t be
driving him away. I needed to get nearer to him.

Tense silence. Drew had caught everyone off
guard.

Mrs. Smith’s ex-husband’s mouth fell open.
“What are you talking about?”

“You know exactly. You’re just another
wannabe top who doesn’t have a fucking clue.” Drew shoved Mrs.
Smith’s ex against both shoulders, hard. He grabbed the leash and
said to Janelle, “You’re mine now. Trust me, I’m doing you a
favor.”

If there was a tense silence before, now add
shock.

Mrs. Smith’s ex recovered. “Who the
hell—”

“Shut up, asshole,” Drew barked. “I’m
busy.”

Was he ever. Drew stripped the hobble skirt
off an astonished Janelle, lifted her up and plopped her on the
table. I quickly followed, but on folded under legs while Janelle
lay on top of her bound arms. Drew stood behind her head, leaned
forward and grabbed her ankles. He spread her legs high in the air,
while I stared down into Janelle’s shaved, pink pussy.

“Get on with it, slave,” Drew said to me.
“Make her moan.”

What? I still didn’t know how this was going
to get me alone with—

And then I got it. I looked up at Drew who
nodded.

I leaned down, ignored how the crotch-strap,
now even tighter in this bent forward position, drove the plugs
still higher up my snatch and ass. I pushed the outthrust dildo
from the gag right up Janelle’s little twat. At first it wasn’t
easy, she was too dry. Hardly surprising, considering who she was
with and that he really didn’t know how to treat a slave, but I
kept at it. After the initial plunge I slowly worked the dildo, in
and out, in and out. Yes, that was good. The wet shine on the shaft
along with a rising scent and the hardening nipples as I little by
little increased the pace assured me that I knew how to turn on
this bitch. The first time I did her, that night I was chaperone,
wasn’t a fluke. Now, even though I couldn’t use my tongue, I still
had a hard shaft and it reamed her good.

Janelle’s legs flayed, but Drew kept a firm
grip. She tossed her head, groaned, eyes grew wide but her pussy
was mine. I drove into her so deep, so far that my nose rested on
her clit. Before pulling back, I would tweak it. Not much, barely a
graze, but Janelle’s frustrated moans, the thumping shoulders, her
quivering legs, told me she was practically in orbit. One or two
more shoves on the dildo launched her there.

Janelle’s gagged screams cut through
everything. I doubled my pace, kept at it. No way was I through
with this slut. But then Drew pushed me back. The dildo dripped in
Janelle’s pussy juices and I caught a glimpse of her red face. Drew
removed her gag and Janelle sucked in air. He lifted her up, took
her to a whipping post and soon Janelle’s tears were just as thick
as her pussy juices. The crowd followed them. I was alone.

Not quite. Fingers from behind got a hold of
the headharness and jerked me back, off the table. The plan had
worked. Drew’s taking Janelle away from him had enraged Mrs.
Smith’s ex. He wanted revenge. And what better way to get it than
screw me? Yes, the plan had worked, only I was swinging out here
all alone, without any safety net.

With speed, Mrs. Smith’s ex led me back to
the alcove. I couldn’t keep up, the hobble saw to that, and I fell.
That didn’t slow him in the least and my skinned knees paid the
price. In the alcove I was thrown up against the wall and slumped
down. The drapes quickly closed and hands full of fury practically
ripped the headharness off my head.

His hands fumbled at the pants zipper. “I’ll
show that bastard.”

“Like you showed Justin Graham, right?”

He stopped.

“Yeah, I thought that would get your
attention,” I said. “How much did you get for your wife?”

“What the fuck?” he said. “How do you know
about—”

“So it is true. You goddam coward. You sold
your own wife into slavery.”

He rocked back on his heels. For a moment his
lips moved soundlessly, then finally he whispered, “You shut up,
you little cunt!”

“Or what? Shove that puny excuse for a cock
down my throat? Just try and I guarantee you’ll never piss out of
it again.”

Red anger filled his face, but he pushed his
cock back in his pants. He turned to go.

“Not so fast, cocksucker,” I said. “Unless
you want to go to jail get your ass back over here.”

“Jail? There’s no crime here!”

“Not here, at least not yet. But you did
nothing to help your wife after you sold her into slavery, for
real.”

“You’ve got no proof.”

“Don’t I? Where did your money come from? A
little business investment with a mobster? I’m sure the IRS would
love to know.”

Pay dirt. He turned ashen white, then his
hands formed into fists. I wanted to cringe, afraid he would really
lay into me, but I held my ground. He towered over me and I thought
this was it; I had pushed him too far, too fast. But then his hands
loosened. He backed up to the wall and slumped to the floor. He
said quietly, “You goddam bitch. How much do you want?”

I started to breathe again. “Half. That’s
right, don’t look so surprised.” I gave him an account number.

He nodded and hung his head.

“You’ve still got a chance to do the right
thing,” I said. “Don’t fucking blow it.”

The drapes flew open. Drew stood there. When
he found Mrs. Smith’s ex-husband slumped to the floor his tension
eased, but he never once took his eyes off of him.

“Slave, is everything all right?” he slowly
asked.

“Yes, master.”

“Good. Get up. We’re leaving.”

“Yes, master.”


Epilogue

 


I stood on the curb and waved a final
good-bye to Chelsea and Mr. Ronson. The distant car turned left,
vanished and I hiked up my long dress to ascend the steps back
inside. The last few days had been hectic, a lot of details to
manage, changes to organize, but now I hoped that, once things
settled into a routine, I would get back to Spizo’s on a regular
basis. But first I had to conclude some other matters.

First off was the Tombs. Lawrence had a
devilish new device he wanted to show off. When I got down there
Fay was already strapped down to a copper table with various wires
that ran to a wall junction box. Her pale skin glistened in a light
sheen and her hair was slicked back. Arms and legs were spread wide
while Lawrence adjusted the wires on her hardened nipples and the
edges of her pussy. Fay’s eyes showed a lot of white past the tight
rubber bit gag.

“I’m surprised you sent Fay down here,”
Lawrence said.

“Put it down to long overdue discipline,” I
said with a wave of my hand. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Lawrence grinned and stood near the junction
box. He quickly flipped a couple of switches and Fay screamed past
her gag.

“So it’s a glorified shocker,” I said.
“Nothing new there.”

“Ah, but there’s this also.”

He pushed another button and part of the
table, just beyond Fay’s open pussy, parted and a small fuck
machine rose up. The dildo at the end of the short rod swung from
side to side, the machine’s little gears whining.

“It acts like it’s looking for something,” I
said.

“It is,” Lawrence proudly said. “There’s a
heat sensor in the tip.”

Already I knew where this was going. I placed
my hand over Fay’s pussy and the dildo stopped. When I took it away
it locked on and slowly approached. The dildo’s tip gently spread
Fay’s slick nether lips, then started to piston. Fay moaned.

“I like it,” I said. “But I still don’t get
the table.”

“Encouragement. If the slave gets bored then
her internal temp drops. The dildo’s sensor sends a message to the
table and the slave gets a little reminder of the pleasure/pain
cycle.”

I nodded. “Change my last comment from ‘like’
to ‘love’. I’m sure we’re going to use this a lot.” I leaned down
to Fay and stroked her damp head. “Thank you for everything you’ve
done for me, for this place. Do well here, get the right mindset,
and I’ll introduce you at next month’s mixer.”

Fay’s eyes got no less white, but now they
held hope.

I made the rest of my rounds throughout the
Velvet Glove; Henry was just putting the finishing touches on a new
security system, one that could not only provide pictures and
sounds, but also allow me to access any cam on my new cell phone. I
peeked in the library and found Wilson’s switch working overtime on
a new batch of ladies. One of Wilson’s new responsibilities was not
only to give basic domestic training, but sort out the real ones
from the posers. Judging by the new red marks on all the ladies’
asses it was clear he took his new responsibilities seriously.

So went my morning. Then things got
interesting.

In my office Janelle waited for me, on her
knees as usual. Her ass and back still bore the aftereffects from
my whip several nights ago. She had trouble adjusting to her new
full time role as my assistant, but when Master Drew presented her
to me as a gift, as my very own slave, he warned me about her
limited attention span. I already knew all about Miss Janelle and
that if she had any chance of growing up and finding her perfect
match, then this was the only way to do it. As I stood behind my
desk, I couldn’t help but notice her lips trembled. Well, at least
the initial lesson under my scourge wasn’t so easily forgotten.

I ordered her to stand. She did so, eyes
downcast.

“Off to a rough start, aren’t we?” I
said.

“Yes, ma’am,” Janelle softly replied.

“You’re going to be a challenge. Probably
going to wear out a spot on that carpet over the years.”

Janelle started. Her eyes lifted.
“Years?”

“Up to you, my little nasty. You’re probably
going to be a lot like Chelsea. But she learned, and so will you.
And if you need motivation, just look at your sister Cara and her
slave Lucinda. I heard yesterday that they’re planning a
wedding.”

“A wedding?” Janelle’s eyes lit up.

I smiled. “I thought that would get you. But
don’t think that just your sheer competitiveness with your sister
will carry you through.” I put an edge in my voice. “Your permanent
future master or mistress deserves the best, not some pretender.
And before you even come close to being introduced at a mixer, I’m
going to make sure that you don’t fake it one bit. You got
that?”

Janelle lowered her eyes back down. “Yes,
ma’am. Yes, ma’am.”

“Hmm. We’ll see. Now, I’ve got a busy day
and—”

“Ma’am? Forgive me, but the Bosworths are
here. They’re in the parlor.”

Like I said. Interesting.

They were seated on the couch by the window
and looked a little perturbed. Well, so was I.

“Now, what did I tell you?” I said, shaking a
finger at them. “If you want this place to make money the last
thing I need is you constantly looking over my shoulder.”

“Now hold on a minute,” Mr. Bosworth said.
“Don’t start getting all defensive. We’re not here to check up on
you. In fact, we’re only here to pick up our slave.”

“Your—?” Now that surprised me. The only
match that I had signed off on since taking over was Chelsea and
Mr. Ronson. “What? I mean, who?”

“It was your predecessor’s last act as
Headmistress,” Mrs. Bosworth said. “Just before she and Nicolas
took off for the Caymans. She also asked us to give you this.” Mrs.
Bosworth handed over an envelope, sealed with wax. I broke the seal
and found a letter inside.

 


My dear Miss Flynn,

Words can never express my gratitude for your
part in my financial freedom. I still wonder at how you did it.
Your Master Drew was reluctant to give details, so perhaps these
are questions best left unanswered. Know that you will always
fondly be in my thoughts, no matter how severe my loving Master
Nicolas sees fit to punish this willing slave. I remain

Forever in your debt,

Mrs. Smith

 


There was a photo. Mrs. Smith and Nicolas at
their combination bonding ceremony and wedding from last week here
at the Velvet Glove. He sported a smart tuxedo, she knelt beside
him wearing nothing more than a bridal veil with matching collar
and cuffs. Along with a Mona Lisa smile.

“I’ve got just the right place for this
photo,” I said. “Framed and on my desk. Just like she did. Right
next to my master’s photo.”

Mrs. Bosworth stirred. “I still don’t like
the idea of Mr. Sullivan living here with you. You don’t need any
distractions.”

“And I told you when I took this job,” I
said, “my personal life is none of your business. You may act like
it’s the nineteenth century, but there’s no reason I can’t have a
career and a personal life too. You either get on board with the
idea or get yourself another matchmaker.”

I’m sorry if it sounded harsh, but I couldn’t
give the Bosworths an inch. If I was going to run this place, then
I would run it as I saw fit. And that included having my master in
my bed.

Mrs. Bosworth nodded, knowing exactly what I
meant. “Very well. Now, we’re leaving for Heathrow tomorrow, and as
to our slave—”

“Ah,” Mr. Bosworth said, “here she is
now.”

On a leash Janelle brought out a nervous
Judith, dressed like myself in full covering Edwardian clothes. Her
blue, modest day dress had a crinoline neckline tight around her
neck like a slave collar. In fact, the leash that dangled from it
was sewn into the front, just below and behind Judith’s upraised
chin. Her thin wrists were connected by leather cuffs and a light
chain, but underneath the snug fit one could easily see her erect
nipples, and the rings that surrounded and pinched each of them.
Further down, outlined underneath the dress were the hip straps and
the upper half of a chastity belt. A slight buzz emanated from the
groin.

“Wonderful, just lovely,” Mrs. Bosworth
beamed with a clap of her hands. “Come here, dear, so we can better
see you.”

Judith shuffled forward, as if her unseen
feet couldn’t move very much.

“Yes, excellent,” Mr. Bosworth said. “You’ve
already been told your duties?”

Judith nodded. Once. Her eyes watered.

“Now, now, don’t cry,” Mr. Bosworth said,
wiping away the tears.

“I’m not crying because I’m sad, sir,” Judith
said.

Mr. Bosworth smiled. “Wait until we get you
home. Hopefully you’ll cry then too.” From within his coat he
produced a small paddle and smacked her ass hard. Judith gasped and
fought to keep her feet. Her chin trembled as she teetered on the
edge of a righteous orgasm.

“Don’t you dare!” Mrs. Bosworth said. “Only
with permission.” She grabbed the leash from Janelle and led a
shuffling Judith out. Mr. Bosworth shrugged, told me that they
would be in touch, then eagerly followed after his wife and new
slave.

“Well, I wonder if there are any more
surprises today,” I said. From the window I watched as the
Bosworths’ limo pulled away. I didn’t wave good-bye because I knew
that I’d be talking to them again. They wanted results, to maintain
the track record from the previous Headmistress, and I meant to do
just that. So, I got back to work.

With Janelle behind me, I toured the
apartments, took note of just how many applicants we had in
residence, and what level of submission they had achieved. When we
passed my old, empty room I paused and told Janelle that it was
hers now, and that if she proved she deserved better, she would be
rewarded. I didn’t mention anything about her sleeping in my bed.
After our first encounter I don’t think she was anxious for a
return visit, but at this point, it didn’t matter what she wanted.
She needed to really learn submission, patience, and some kind of
monogamy, before she might demand any kind of variety.

I wandered through the small room, for a
moment lost in memory of my early days here, of Cat Eyes, and
Lucinda, Chelsea, Fay and how each of them, in their own way, had
brought me to this point in my life, to Headmistress of the Velvet
Glove, an SM matchmaker.

Suddenly, I remembered that wasn’t all that I
was. With a quick glance at my small fob watch I realized it was
late! My master’s orders were clear. I had to leave now!

I dismissed Janelle and fairly flew down the
stairs. I grabbed a sun hat and parasol from the vestibule and hit
the village streets. Spizo’s wasn’t far, but I didn’t have any time
to waste. And I didn’t want to contemplate what might happen
between my legs, with the device planted there.

My master had strapped the tiny, wretched
thing up against my pussy. And as I stood naked before Master Drew
I couldn’t help but get turned on. When he entered the settings and
the tiny amber light flickered I alternately screamed and sighed.
And as I walked about all morning with this wonderfully terrible
thing stuck between my legs I couldn’t help but be reminded of his
presence, his control. Now, in the early afternoon I began to sweat
again, and not from the warm day and my hurried gait. More than
ever I was aware of the Pussy Torturer inside me, ready, waiting,
waiting...which only made my pussy even more warm.

Buzz. Buzz buzz. I gasped and my step
slowed. Oh, shit, was I going to cum right there on the sidewalk?
Then Zzzz. Zzzzzzzz. My hand shot down to the crotch and I
stifled a scream. The device went off again. And again! Pleasure
pain. Pain/pleasure. Get to Spizo’s. Get to Spizo’s!

I did. God, don’t ask me how. Already Drew
was there, at the same table where so long ago I had eaten lunch
with Mrs. Smith. Now it was him. He stood and greeted me warmly, a
deep but quick kiss as I shook in his arms. He sat me down, then
pulled out the little programmer that resembled a pocket
calculator. The surges stopped.

“Well, well, you made it,” he said, most
pleased. “Maybe that deserves a reward.”

I brought a hand up to my chin, an attempt at
a casual gesture, but it plainly shook. “Whatever you desire,
sir.”

He pressed a button and I strangled back a
cry. Pain, pleasure. Buzz or Zzzz. It didn’t matter now. For me,
both led down the same path, and to the same result.

I bit my lip. Drew grabbed my hand and I
squeezed it tight, so tight. Don’t scream, don’t scream! “Ah, ah,
ahhhiii—”

Drew leaned over, pressed his open lips
against mine, swallowed my scream into his mouth. I’m sure a few
people looked our way but I ignored them as rapture took me beyond
the little sandwich shop. I hung on and slowly returned to the
everyday world of food, drink, work, but with this shared
experience just between my master and I. Only us.

He allowed me a few moments to compose myself
while one of the counter workers delivered our food. Like Mrs.
Smith, the owner gave me preferential treatment and kept assigning
the same lady to wait on me. Today though she lingered, a question
on her lips, but Drew firmly thanked her and said if there were
anything else, he would let her know.

She stepped back, then slowly walked back to
the lunch counter, but not without a backwards glance.

“Master—” I began.

“Yes, it’s fairly obvious. But not now. This
is our time.”

We ate, spoke of the tiny details of our
separate days, and just sat in easy silence toward the end. Drew
stroked my hand, his fingers on my upturned palm, then squeezed it
once in farewell.

“Enjoy your tea, my love,” he said. “I’ll
make sure she brings it over. Good luck.”

“Thank you, master. When will you be
home?”

His hand dove and rested on my crotch a brief
moment. “I’ll let you know.”

He kissed me, this time long and deep, then
stopped at the counter a moment and was gone. The young lady’s face
flushed a little, but she brought over the tea with two cups and
saucers.

“That man said I should talk to you.”

“Indeed?” I said. “And what about?”

She was a pale creature, but lovely. Soft
brown eyes in an elfin face held a secret invitation. Light hair.
Clean cut. Sweet. And jittery.

“I…I was told that you are…I mean…”

“You were told that I run the Velvet
Glove.”

She looked away, embarrassed.

“Sit, dear,” I said. “Sit. Yes, that’s good.
Please pour us some tea.”

Her hands shook a little, but she complied. A
very good sign.

“What is your name?” I said.

“I…Iris.”

I smiled. “Yes. Yes, of course. Well, my
little flower, I’m going to make you bloom.”


More BDSM erotica from Alexander Kelly...

 


The Property

Kidnapped: The Taming of the Princess
Bitch

Allow Me To Serve

Captured Fancy

On Dangerous Ground

 


For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction…
write, email or call:

Pink Flamingo Publications

P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083,
1-877-629-0051

E-mail: 
catalog@pinkflamingo.com

 


On-line:

For Consensual BDSM, Spanking Fiction and
General Erotica:

http://www.pinkflamingo.com

 


For our complete BDSM catalog:

http://www.eroticbooknetwork.com

 


For a complete catalogue of Erotic
Fiction…

Pink Flamingo Publications

P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083,
1-877-629-0051

E-mail: 
catalog@pinkflamingo.com

Website: http://www.pinkflamingo.com

cover.jpg
Ledither

byAlexander Kelly





